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TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS NEW SPORTING FEATURE, BOYS!
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FEW years back—if you like
A vour history to be exact, 1t was
1910—a prominent Cardiff man
had what was called 84 “mad
idea,” He decidid to start a real
Association  foothall club in Cardifl
The “mad " part of the idea was that
Cardiff people generally then seemed
tied to Bughy [cothall. 1
To-day Cardiff possesses one of the
most prosperous football elubs in the
British Isles, and from the “mad idea ™
there has grown a wonderful on-
thusiasm, The Cordiff team which was
got together gquickly fought its way mnlo
the IFirst Division. Enthusiasm ad-
vanced a step further when the side
reached the English Cup Fipel in 1823,
and last season the “mad-idea” club
won the Cup by beating Arsenal. That,

as they say in certain places, iz dis-
tinetly the material to hand out to
them.

There were people in England, as
well as in Cardiff, who laughed at the
idea of a Soceer side in the Ru%h;,r
rentre. if the people of England had
taken Cardiff City seriously as a foot-
ball propesition they would probably
not have allowed the elub to enter for
the so-called English Cup. Now_ the
English Cup adorns the sideboard—or
the safe—of the Cardiff City club. Atr
Wembley last April it went ont of
Enelish keeping for the first time in
M1 tory.

A Powerlul Hall-Back Line.

I could 6l twoe books with the
-tranger-than-fietion story of the Cardif
(Yity Footbzll Club, but it is the men
who are doing now,
rather than those
who have done mn
the past, who are
interesting o
modern folk, :

These Cardifi
“bluehirds ' don't
mind what the copy-
books say on foot-
azll, Superior people
tell us that mm the
winter gpame attack
s the best defence.
In winning the Cup
Cardiff

this

last season
scorned
principle, Frest of
all, they made sure f -
rhat their defence 7%
was |ike granite,
“No team loses a
Cup-tie unless thae
othar fallows score a
goal,” thev seomod
te aay. In seven
Cup-ties only two
teams managed to
izt the ball into the
Cardiff City net.
That's rock-like
defence, if vou like.
™ot for years have
[ seen a defence
berter arganised;
ketter cquipped for

: Laft to righ® {&l
gtopping t h e other

[ | }qi\‘lﬁﬂ}llll.

AL

Left to right (standing}):

TIE

AT Q
e

L

AREERERNAEERATEEEAN EAn S EERE B0 FE R

No. 1
CARDIFF CiTY.

IH{ Al ll ﬂ lll 1!rm LI L1 T

|
1

Interesting facts about
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fellows, or containing more of the bull-
dog grit than that of the prescnt
Cardiir Uity tean,

Even watching fronr the stand, you
could see those half-backs—Keenor.
Sloan, and Hardy—setting their teeth,
and vou could almost hear them saving.
“QOoply over ounr dead bodies do you
advance to our net!™ In thizs half-back
line 15 the strength of the Cardiff side.

Fred Keenor 15 the captain, a Cavrdili
man, whorn nobody has ever seen tire:l
What others think of him was shown a
little time back. Moses Russell wa-
elected to skipper & Welsh International
side. An hour before the start of the
mateh Moses went to the other Welsh
players and asked them if they would
lanind if he turned over the captainoy
to Fred Keenor. They all agrecd that
it would be the proper thing to do, and
Fred Keenor captained Walea in s
native city. Wales is proud of him.

The Ideal Mixture.

You can point to hali-backs who are
more " finished " than Keenor, but yon
cen’t point to a player whom i1t takes
longer to “finish.” When the Lleam
rwas doing  badly some time back
Manager Fred Stewart asked Keenor i
he would play at centre-forward. “I'll
play 1n goal and do my best 1f you say
sal” That's the spirit which deserves
auccess, even if it cen't command it.

Mention of this Manager Siewart re-
minds me. He bas been with the club
from its earliest days. He went from
Stockport, and the first thing he did
when he got the job was to get a single
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THE FAMQUS CARDIFF CITY TEAM AND PRESENT HOLDERS OF THE F.A. CUP

the Welsh side which

¢! holds the English Cup.
l sadididildidddaragnnaaidnd A RS RENEEE
ticket to Cardiff For himself and

“ Billy ' Hardy, the right-half. Hardy
has grown bald in the service of Cardifl
| City—probably through heading thg
ball so much. He is the greatest half-
back who never played for England, but
there is only one reason why he hasm't
played for the country of his birth, and
that iz beeause he is associated with a

Welsh side. .
would have liked

Of course, Il'ard_-.l': _
International caps, but, as he said when

they carried hin off the field at Wembley
last April, *“life is full of compen-
sations. ™ ;

Jimmy Sloan is the centre-half of this
Cardiff side—an Irishman; and thus you
have & half-back line from England,
Ireland, and Wales. Welsh enthusiasm,
English doggedness. and Irish im.
petuosity. ﬁ:ﬁw'a that for am ideal
mixture, my bonnie bega!

A Wheeze that Paid.

Another Irishmen in the team is poal-
keeper Tom Farguharson. Cardiff City
dide’t find him ready-made, though.
When “Long Tom ™ went te live in
Wales he had scarcely seen a [ootball,
But now ideas just sprout from him, a3
he showed duoring the Cup-ties last
season, when he thought of a new way
of saving penaliy-kicks. “ Andy =
Wilson, ptf Chelses, is & “never miss
type of penalty-kicker, but he missed
with one.at Cardiff last seacon. Why!
Nat becanse Andy dide’t sheoot true
az he always does, but because Far-
guharson, after taking op his stand at

1 of the met, made a sudden lea
Eag oRey gnd turned the ball
asiche,  As there s
ne copycight in
ideas, others have
adopted the Cardiff
goalkeepers
method, but he
thought of it firet.
Don™t you beliove
it when they tell
vou that the “pro ™
ootballer doesn't
mix brains with his

play.
The Right Spirit

Between the half-
backs and the goal-
keeper there are
two full-backs who
can “hit it." 1
don't know how
hard & mule can
kick., I would as
saoon ba kicked
hy & mule as get in
the way of Jimmy
MNelson when he 1a
making a b;ﬁ

e i‘:‘t clearanece, Bo

s Nelzon and Tom
Watson, his partner,
believe in getting
Watson, Hardy, Ferguson, Farguharson, Nelson the ball away from
and Cuortis. their own goal.
slng): Irving, Bloan, Keenor (captaln), Len Davies, and (ffontinued on

.oLachlzn. prrere 28.)



PEARLS WORTH A FORTUNE! Under the plare of the fropical sun the schoolboy treasure-gseekers sel foof on Caca

Island to folow up the clues that will lead them to Black Poler's buried treasure.

Buf there are olhers who covel

ond sech that trcasure—desperale rogues icho will slop ol nolhing to gain their ends, and o overthvoww their
wouthful vivals!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Far from Greyfriars !

AWXN on the Pacifie,

Harry Wharton came up the
companion-ladder of the Alcha
a3 the round, golden sun rose

over the sea.

Scarcely moving on the calm waters

the lagoon, the schooner lay at
anchor, her cable dropping straight as
& string to the coral bottom.

In the clear, pellucid waters of the
lapoon, the anchor eould he seen hooked
in the coral, with fishes swimming round
it, and crabs crawling over the rwsty
iron.

Ashore, tho beach of white sand and
coral was beginning to gleam and ghine
in the sun. DBeyond rose graceful, nod-
ding palms, u.ng, farther still, the line
of hil;s that ran like a backbone across
the island of Caca from north to south.

Harry Wharton glanced at the shore.

Nothing was stirring there save the
land crabs erawling lazily on the sand
and the tell palms nodding in ihe breeze
of morning.

“All's  well, skipper gaid Bob
Chezry, with s grin.

And Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh, rub-
bing his eyes, remarked that the well-
fuiness was terrific.

The othor Gregiriars juniors were
turning out. It was to be a busy day
for tlie schoolboy treasure-seekers; and
Haurry Wharton & Co. were up early.
From the little cuddy of the Alcha the
fellowz on deck could hear the deep,
resonant snore of Billy Bunter. Bunter
waz not turning out yet. Even the
thought of treasure could not draw the
Dwl of the Remove from his bunk at an
eatly hour. There were many draw-
backs, in Dunter's opinion, to this vaca-
tion in the South Seas. But there was
et lenst one advantage, there was no
rising bell in the morning.

Boby Cherry put his hands to his
mouth. making a trumpet of them, and
shouted:

1
a

who

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Vou feller cook |
You show & leg lively, you feller
Talupa.”

The juniors had already [allen into
the way of using the *beche-de-mer "
English, the genera! language of the
South Seas, to the Kanakas who manned
the Alcha.

“Yaa, sar! Feller Talupa he comee.™

And the Tongsa Islander, who was cook
on the Aloha, turned out of the caboose
to receive his orders from the * white
marsbers.” :

“Vou cookee Dreakfast plenty quick,™
sald Bob.

i YEH* ent 1™

Harry Wharton looked out seaward.

Aecross the line of barrier reefs, whore
the Pacifie creamed in lines of white
foam, the great ocean could be scenm,
stretching away upparently to infinitude.

The island of Caca lay solitary in the
waste of waters, far from any other land,
far from the track of trade. The jumiors
might have fancied that that fertile isle
was the only land in the wide world and
themseives and the brown-skinned crew
of the schooner the only inhabitants.

Not a sail, not & blur of smolks, not
a native canoe, appeared on the bound-
less spaces of the ccean. )

Ha loocked to the shore again.

The Aloha was anchored in tie lagoon
on the costern side of the island. The
western side, bevond the hills, was in-
habited, as the juniors knew from Tom
Redwing's chart, by eannibal tribes. Duf

83 far as the eye could reach there was

no sign of humean life,

Of other life there were plenty of
gigns. Innumerable crabs crawled along
the coral on the beach. Many-coloured
birds could be seen Hitting among the
trees as the sun rese higher, and their
whistling could be heard on_ the
schooner. Sea-gulls winged through the
air, incessantly calling. In tha bush by
the stream that flowed into the lagzoon
wild pigs were stirring from their lairs.
Inseets had awakencd 1n myriads;

A Magnificent Story dealing with
the further adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars,

T

are treasure-secking in
Southern Seas.

By

FRANK RICHARDS.

butterfies, inches in extent, Hutfered 1
the sunshine.

“Looking for the giddy cannibals?™
asked Baoh.

Wharton shook his head.

“Thera was no sign of them on this
side of the island when we landad yester-
dar,” he said. I was thinking of

Y Boarnes 1

I*'E'ES‘ e

“He's gone,” sald Vernon-Smith,
“and a gpood riddance to him!"

Wharton was staring hard at the
shelving beach, ffty yards away from
the schooner.

He was wondering what had become of
Soames, Mr. Vernon-Smith's valet on
the yacht that had brought the schools
boys out from England, and mutincer
and sca-lawyer on board the schooner
which the millionaire had provided for
the juniors,

At long last the tables had Dbeen
turned on the desperado, and Soames
disasrmad and powerless, had plungeé
into the lagoon at night, and Wharton
had caught & glimpse of him swimmin
for tho beach. Dut he had glimpse
alse the fin of a shark.

As he locked over the side now he
could see the ‘“fish-sharks' groping
along the coral bottom for their prey,
and, nearer the surface, tha “tiger "
sharks, swimming, wary, wabchful,
rovenous.  Soames had  dared their
terrible teeth in maling his cseape from
the schooner.

“Ten to one he's gona for good:”
gaid Frank Nugent, shuddering a littfa
as a shark glided Lelow the rail of tha
Aloha.

“It doesn't matior much, anyhow™
said the Bounder. “He's disarmed now,
and wa are armed; he can't do acy
more mischief. We shall have to kee
:!n! eye open for him on the island, that's

Harry Wharton took the binoeulacs
that had belonped to Captain Lennox,

Tug Micxetr Leemanv.—No. 1024,
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the skipper of the Aloha. SBkipper, and
imate, and bo’sun of tho schooner had
met their fate at the hand of the
desperato sca-lawyer, and the Greyfriars
juniors wers “on their ewn"” 1ow on the
Aloha,

Wharton turned the glasses on the
beach.

The dezzling =and end coral, the
crawling crabs, the buzzing insects,
rushed into near and clear view i1n the
glasses, ]

From the lapping sea, up the Efﬁtpe of
ihe shelving sand, the captain of the
Greyfriars Remove picked up tracks on
the beach by the aid of the powerful
glasses. Track sfter track, in the solt
sand and coral, pounded almost fo
powder by the waves. :

“Boames escaped!”™ he said.

Wharton ha.rdg? knew whether to [ecl
relieved or not.

It was torrible to think of even the
ungerupulons, desporate sea-lawyer torn
by the jaws of tiger sharks. But if he
had escaped ha was a constant menace
to the-schoolhoy treasure-hunters when
they came to land on the island end
search for the buried pearls.

But the track in the sand proved
beyond question that someone had
dragged himself from the water and

beach to the
it could only

tramped up the shelvin
Eu.!m-t.me,ﬂ. beyond. An
ava been: Soames.

The - Bounder took the %lassea and
gazed through them, and nodded.

“That settles i5,"” ke =aid. "He
escaped the sharks, and he's alive on
the island.” _

“He can't hurt us now,” said Johnny
Bull. Y'We've got the revolvers, and
we know how to use them. Now he's
not got & pistol we can handle him easily
enough, it he shows up. The Kanakas
will obey our orders, too. They'd collar
him at & word from us.”

“That's s0," assented Wharton. “I'm
giad he escaped, villain ns he 3. We
shall have to ba watchiul that’s all,”

“ Bleakfast him ready sar!" zaid the
Tonga Isiander,

And the juniors sat down to breakfast
on the deck of the Alohe while the mun
climbed higher in the clondless thy and
the tropical heat of the day grew mora
and more intense.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Go!

b SAY, vou fellows.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the
companion end blinked round
in the sunlight through his big

spectacles.

The Greyfriars juniors had finished
their breakfest, and made their pre-
parations for going ashore, when Bunter
turnad out.

Wharton was speaking to Ben Dance,
the wooden-legged scaman., If was
necessary for at least one trustworthy
man to remain. on board the Alcha
during the absence of the treasure-
seakers. The EKanaka seamen could be
trusted to obey orders so long as a
“white marster ® was on board to give
them; that was all. Had Soamoes,
from the shore, seen her left to the
Kanakas by themselves, he could have
refurned and resumed his sway, cven
unarmed.

“You'll stay on board, Dance, and
kcep your eyes open,” said Wharton.
“The Kanazkas will play up so long as
there’s & white man here”

“ A, ay, sir!” said Dance,

“Joames 1sn't likely to
aeain, but if ho should—

Hen Dence’'s cyes gloamed.

Tue Maener Lisrarr.—No. 1.024.
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“1 wish he would, zir* ke gnswered.
“I rockon I'd deal with that sca-lawyer
short and sharp.  If I'd had my way
last nmight, he’d have becn knocked on
the head while we had him.”

Wharton smiled.

Ben Dance wasz an honest and kind-
hearted man in his way, but he had

learned rough-and-recady methods in
tailing with Black Peter, the one-timo
black-birder and desperado of the
Facifio.

“I've got & belaying-pin ready for his
skull if ho shows up, sir,” said Dance,

“That's all right, str, I ain’t worrying
ebout Soames. If he knows when he's
well off, he'll keep clear of our hawie.
But you young gentlemen want to keep
a_watch out when you're ashore. I
sin't afraid of Soames, but I'm think-
ing of that half-caste, Silvio Xero.”

“Silvie 13 moet hkely hundreds of
miles from here,” said Harry.

Dance shook his head. .

“¥ou don't know that half-caste, sir,”
he answered. “He killed Black Peter
for the Eearla, and he's after them, like
a dog that's got his teeth. into a bone
and won't lot go. Bilvio knows that
the pearls are on Caca, and my belief
is that he is around.”

_ “¥You think that he headed for the
island ¥ azked Beob Cherry.

“I'm sure of if, sir.”

“YWhat couid ha do here without the
chart 1" giid Tom Redwing. “Ha can
know nothing of what happened on the
schooner, and ho will expeet o find us
a well-armed party, if he knows we're
here,  And without the chart he cannot
seareh for the pearls.™

“Jest as you said, sir, he knows
nothing of what happenced on  the
schooner, and so he don’t know that
you pltf.!r'lli'-d the treasure chart into the
sea when that Soames got the upper
hand of us,” said Ben Dance. *"He will
recii}mn on getting the chart away from
1.

“Redwing's made a co of it; but
Silvie won't get hold of that in a
hurey,” said Bob Cherrr. “We can

handle him, if he shows up.”

“I ain't so sure of that sir,” said
Dance, shaking his head again. *“He's
a demon, that half-caste is; and he will
be armed to tue back teeth, and you
may lay 1o it that he will shoot you
down from the bush if he gets half a
chance,”

“Wea'll be careful, of courte,” said
Havry.

“The carefulness will be terrifie,”™
zaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh re-
azsuringly.

“1 say, you fellowg——."

“Hallo, hallo, hallp! Here's Dunter.

Te're just off, fatt1'.” said Bob, " Leave
some grub for us when we get back.”

“Oh, really, Cherr ”

Ben Dance's eyes turned uneastly
towards the shore. It was evident that
the wanden-kngﬁd scaman feared that
Silvio, the half-caste, might ba already
on the island, watching from the cover
of the bush {or the schoolboy lreasure
seckers, Tt seemned unlikely cnough to
Harry Wharton & Co.. but they had
sceny enouph of the ferocious half-caste
to realise the necesily ef keeping on
their guard, 3

"I say, veu fellows,, I'm cowming
ashore, yon know,” said Bunter

“ Jump nto the boat, then,” said Dob.

“1 haven't had any grub vet.”

o Wan want us tq walk _whﬂe: Jou
grub i asked Dob, with a grin,

“Certainly. I shan’t be mora than an
Lour or s¢,” said Bunter cheerfully.
“ Where's the cook? Where's that hlack
seoundrel 7 i

Talupa ! .
“ (et into the boat, you fellows,” eaid
Harry.

“Waif for me!” bawled Dunter.

“Fathcad 1¥

“Do you think I'm coming ashore
without my breaklasti” roared unter
in great indignation,

WASS ]-Jf

“Talupa! Where's that black raseal
of a cook? You feller Talupa, you
show a leg, ov I'll knock seven hells out
af you!” shouted Bunter,

“¥Yes, sar! Me comey, sarl”
- “Get my breakiast, yvou black beast !V
snarled Bunier.

“Y¥es, sarl Plenty quick, sari”

“You'd better be quick, 1f vou don't
want your black hide tanned!™ snapped
the ‘Owl of the Remove.

“'Yes, sar!”

Bunter glared at_the Tonga Islander.
Hea was not likely to forget that under
Soames’ rule he had been made “ cool’s
boy,” and that Talupa had led him a
dog's life. Bunter hed the upper hand
now, and 1t was Talupa’s turny to lead &
dog's life. As the black cock went for-
ward Donter strode after him  and
aimed a hefty kick.

*Chuck that, Bunter, you fat idiot!”
growled Johony Bull

£ HI:I..I:-S 1

And Billy Bunter put all his beef into
& tiretnendous kick, which would cer-
tainly bhave damaged Talupa had it
landed.

But Talupa dodged in {ime.

He was quick enough to cscope, but
Bunter was not quick enough to stop
the terrific kick, which had alrcady
started on its way.

His foot flew into the air, and, meet-
ing with no resistance, flew oo; and
Bunter sat down suddenly on the deck.

Bampl

“Yarooooh "
landed.

“Ha,rha, ha't"

“Ow! Wow! Yow! roared Bunfer.
“Oh dear! I'm hurt! Yow-ow-ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™” yelled the juniors.

There was a cackle of laughter from
the Kanaka seamen. Toalupa grinned
as he dodged down into the caboose,
Billy Bunter scrambled uF and glared
round him with & wrathful glare.

“You cackling jdiots!™ ho howled.
“What is there to cackle at¥”

“Ha, ha, hal? . _

“Now Bunter's done his funny turn,
let"s get going,” said Nugent. .

“T say, you fellows, you've got fo wait
for me,” howled PBunter. “I'm not
coming ashore hungry, I can tell you;
and I'm not sticking herg—sea "

“Bunter had better come,” zaid Bob,
with a wink to his comrades, " Buck
up, Bunter! Dance thinks that half-

cazte Silvio iz on the island.”
CEht

roared DBunter as he

“ Waiting for a chanee to pot us from
the bush, He couldn't é‘.lﬂl-‘.ﬂi!]l}' miss &
target a couple of yards wide, so lhe
would be bound to give you tho first
shot. Wo really want you this time.”

“Dh!™ zaid Bunter. .

Ha hlinked atbt the juntors aad blinked
at the island. The idea of the ferocious
Silvio lurking in tho bush, with & watch-
ful eye and & ready rifle, seemed to tako
away, all of a sedden, Bunter's desive
to go ashore.

“71 can't come Lill I've had my breaks
fasi,” he said. *You can’t expect b
Don't be selfish, Cherry. Ldok herc,
you fellows can zoi off i vou like, and
'l come later, when I've had a feed”

“¥a, ha, hal”

With Bunter'a permission—which was
really not needed—Harry Wharton &
Co. got off in the waalcboat. Billy
Bunter devoted his attention to the im-
portant subject of breakiast, and Ben
Dance kevt watch om deck, wlile the
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As Talupa went forward, Bunter sirode after him and atmed a hefty kick, which would ¢ertainly have damaged the black cook
had it landed. But Talupa dodged in time, and Bunter’s foot, meeting with no resistance, flew on ; and the fat junior sat
*rdown suddenly on the deck. Bump ! ** Yarooooh ! ** (See Chapter 2.)

Kanaka seamen lolled and sprawled in
idleness, and chewed betel-nut, or
smoked trade tobacco. And Harry
Wharton & Co., with excited faces and
beating hearts, pulled across the shining
waters of the lagoon, and ran the whale-
boat ashore on the glistening sands of
the treasure island.

[ S S S

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Skull in the Bush I

'Y MDD now for the chart!™ maid
A Enb.

The whaleboat was beached
high and dry, and as a further
recaubion the oars were taken out of
er, and carried sway. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. stopped under the nodding
alms at & little distance from the
Eemch_ There they gpathered round Tom
Pedwing.

The search for the treasure was be-
ginning in earnest at last, and the
funiora were keenly excited. It had
noked, ab one time, as if the treasure
wounld fall into the hands of Soames,
and the schoolboy treasure-seckers
would be marconed on the lonely sle
where thoy had come to seek for
Dlack Petor’s cache. But all seemed
plain _sailing now.  Sosmes, an wun-
armed fugitive, had disappeared; and
although the juniors paid some heed to
Dance’s misgiving that the half-caste
Bilvio might be on the island, they did
not really expect to see anything of the
man with the earrings. The only real
obstacle in the way was the fack that
Redwing had flung Black Peter's chart,
engraved on the diso of toak, into
the Pacifie, to save it from Soames.
But the copy he had made from
moinacy was a good one—cxact  or

aimost exact—and tho chums of the
Remova had every hope that it would
guido them to the hidden cache.

“"Trot it out, old bean,™ sald [rank
Nugant.

Redwing spread the paper, on which
ha had made the copy of the chart, on
& fat rock.

The juniors scanned 1t eagerly.

Caca Island was carcfully %mwn, the
whole coastline murked, as they remem-
bered it in the original chart. The
lagoon, guarded by the lines of reefs;
Shark Bay on the South Side; Pirate
Point on the north; the line of hills
running from north.to south, with the
Peak at the rnorth, and the volecano at
the south end; the stream that flowed
down from the slopez of the Peak: the
“pag-pas-hac™ on the bank of the
stream: the great head-shaped rock
acrosa the stream called the Kanaka's
Head—all the details they remeomberad
wers there.  And along the stream
sprawled the word “CACHE,” with s
cross over each letter,

VWhat the fve crosses implied they did
not koow; but they could easily guess
that each cross indicated some sign that
was to be found, guiding to the cache.

“1I belieye you've got it exact old
chap,” said the DBounder. “Ho far as
I remember the chart, this is the same
thing over again.”

Redwing nodded, with & thoughtful
ook,

“If there's any error
slight one,” he sald. *Buf it may not
be easy. Anvhow, it's clear that we
have to pass the pas-pas yvonder., and
gtart from the left bank of tho stream.”

“Let's got to it” szaid the Dounder.

Arnd tha juniors, leaving the oars of
tha  whalelnat corcealed among the

it's only =

palms till their return, wallked across
to the bank of the sandy, shallow stream
that flowed into the lagoon.

Thera was thick herbage along the
stream, with patches of coconut palms,
and larger trees from which hung
clustering llianas. Somewhere on the
bank, they felt certain was the first clue
to the cache of pearls. On the schooner,
while they talked it over, it had not
spemed a vory difficult task to pick up
the signs, whataver they were. But on
the ground itself the matter was diffi-
cult enough,

There conld be little doubt that tha
line of crosses marked the path to the
treasure. Black Peter could scarcely
have intended them to mark anvtbing
else: and only on that supposition was
there & cluo to the eache st all,

But what were the signat

The juniors examined the barks they
Bassed, with the ides that crosses might

a cut in the bark. But there was
nothing to bo seen of anything of the
kind.

The way la rﬁ-ugh'i% up the stream,
the chart told them. But that was of

little use.
For some hours the juniors searched
and scanned, till at last, in the heat

of noon, they took s rost,

Thf:{mhad brought Junch with them,
and they gathered ripe coconuts and
bananas close at hand to supplement the
fare. The waler from the stream waa
clear and fresh end cool, and all they
needed. Two or three thick-branched
trees, looped with clinging llianns, and
backed by thick bush that grew between
them and the stream, afforded a prate-
ful shade from tha bleze of Lhe tropical
sun. I'rom where they sat ther conld

Tus Maaner Lannagy.—No. 1.024.
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see the schooner in the distance,
anchored out in the lagoon, and the
whaleboat drawn up on the dazzling
beach, Round about them, many-
coloured parrots cackled, hardly heedin
the juniors, and the innumerable wil
birds in the istand woeds were in full
Long. I

“Teaagurs or no treasurs, it 3 ripping
here ** said Bob Cherry as he detached
a banana from a ripe bunech.

“The ripfulness is terrifie,” declm:ed
Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh, The
warth is remindful of my csteemed
native land.” .

“Tt doss rather remind me of our
trip to Bhanipur,” said Bob, with a
grin.  “It's a bit over-dene, I think.
What prite an ice-cream now, jou
fellows 1™ o _

“It looks to me as if this i3 going
to bo & longer hunt then we fancied,
said Harry %’Jhurtﬂn. ’

*What's the odds so long as you'ro
‘appy?’ said Bob. “Lots of worsc
placerthan & South Sea island.”

#1 wish your joliy old uncle had made
it ‘a bit clearer, Reddy,” said the
Bounder.

Redwing nodded.

“Poter Druce knew, of course, that
the “chart might ba 3pied upon or
stolen,” he said. “He did not want the
cluo to stare amyonmo in the face who
glanced at the chart. The clue 12
there right enough—it’s only a question
of picking out those five signs—what-
ever they are™ :

“Tut what are they 7" asked Nugent.

“Ask e another,” said Redwing,
with a =mile. *“We shall have to find
out.”

WOh, wo'll find out all vight t‘:j said
Bob. " Who =ays more coconuts?

“Mare coconnts” yawned Nugent,
half dozing with his back to a trco
Lrunk. s

“Climb up and got a fow, then.”

Nugont grinned.

“111] wateh vou olimb, old chap.”

“ Blacker 1 _

“This is the climate for slacking,”
enid Nugent, “It's lovely here, but I
think o fellow would grow jolly lazy
if he lived here lop

*Thoe natives ara
certain,”, said Bob.

1k
T;az.p cnough, that's
“And T believe

the ‘hoach-combers aren’t far behind
them in that line. I've still got a little
energy  left ever  from  Greyiriars,
though.”

And Bob jumped up cheerfully,

Climhing the coconut palms waz a
difficult feat; but it wes casy to knock
tdown the nuts with a missile.  Bob
loaked round for a chunk of coral.

“Look out for your mnappers!™ he

enid.

“Tathead! Get a -bit farther off ¥
sald Johnny DBull. “You might erack
a chap's head with a falling coconut.”

“You're all right, old man—nothing
in yourr head to damage.”

...."!."‘;5 :-!i i

Bob  Cherry grinned cheerily, and
moved a little farther off, to a tall palm
that boro clusters of nuts. He swung
up thoe lunip of coral, and =zent it whizz-
ing at lhe nearcst eoluster,

T'lop, plop, plop! canio the sound of
the falling nuts, whizzing to ithe
ground, some of them cracking open
with the concussion. One or two fel}

A e e e el i e e 0 e
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in the open, the rest in the bush behind
tho trees under which the juniors were
encamped,

Bob Cherry plunged into the thick
bush to sort them out, PBush and
creepers, and thick, juicy [lianas twined
together, in an almost impenctrable
mass. Boly forced his way in, here and
there slashing through a juicy stem
with his knife, to clear the way. He
tossed out nut after nut as he picked
them up.

Then, all of a sudden, he cama out
of the bush with a leap, and a cry on
his lips.

II{:}

13 '«F'fh&t_ll

Wharton leaped to his feeb at once,
his hand on the automatic at his belt.

“A  snake?” asked the Bounder,
revolver in hand.

Bob shook hiz head. His ruddy faco
had gone white for the moment. The
juntors—all slackness gone now—hurried
to him.

The : nuu_ld soo that Bob had seen
something in the bush—something that
had startled him strangely.

“ What was it, Beb ! asked Nugent.

Bob Cherry caught his breath.

“A shull!” ho answered.

!Hl

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The First Clus ]
i SKULL ™
A Thoe juniors repeated the

word in startled tones.

_ Beb Cherry was breathing
rather quickly. ‘The strange and grisly
sight in tha thiek bush had given him
a shock.

“I—I was picking up a coconut, and
my hand touched it,” he said, in a low
voice, *“It—it was horrid! Whe'd
have thought— -

The juniors starcd at the thick, green
mass of the bush. The discovery of the
skull was rartling enough, made sud-
denly; but there was, after all, nothing
surprising in it.

Tho eastern side of Caca Island, now
uninhabited, had ones been populated
by natives who leld life cheap. The
population had been cleared off by Black
Peter and ius kidnapping crew, save
those who had fled to the hills, and
probably fallen victims to the ecannibal
tribes that dwelt beyvond, on the
western side of Caca. It was probable
that many a man liad fallen in savape
warfarc in the old days in the spot that

was now so peaceful and solitary.

The colour returned to Bob Cherry's
cheeks,

“It was a bit of a shock,™ he said
“But I da'ra say there aro lots of skulls
ahout the island, if a fellow rooted after
them. I think I'll leave the rest of the
nuts there. I don't want lo see that
thing again!"

“Hold onl!™ said Redwing quictly.

" ¥You don't want to see it, %h::]'d:r?"

“MNa. PBut—"

“But what?" asked the Bounder, see-
ing at once that the discovery of the
skull had started some thought in the
mind of the sailoriman’s zon.

“Weo are looking for a clue,” said
Tom guoictly, “TFrom what I've heard,
T'm afraid my uncle waz s rather
desperate old character. He scoma io
have had a tnu%l;a reputation ail
through the BHouth 5, It would be
like what I've heard of him to leavo
such a clue.’™

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob,

The Bounder's eyes gleamed.

*Reddy, old man, you've got it! Ton

to one it's what we've looked 1w,
jolly well going to seel”
¥ enough,’ said Wharen, with

I'm

ikely
e nod, and shivering a little,

Well the juniors rcalised that such a
ghastly clue would be quite in kecping
with the grim, ruthless character of tho
old South Sea desperado.

Boly Cherry led the way back into ihe
bush. In a couple of minutes tho
juniors were looking down at the skull.

It gleamed white from the thick,
m“?,hd green ab their foet.

There it had lain for many s long
year, bleached white, and the crecpirs
had grown round and over it, and o
t}uch: bush hidden it from the light of
the =un,

It was not a pleasant sight; but tho
juniors did -not allow that to aflect
them. They wore there to search for
tire clue to Black Peter's treasure.

- The Bounder, who had shown more
indifference than the others, stooped
and cleared the thick grass and twigs
and lianas away—a carpet of vegetation
on the fertile soil o uttered s
exclamation :

“'The whale thing's here!”

“The skeleton?” asked Nugent in &
low voice.

i ?E‘E.”

“Don’t disturb it,” said Redwing.
“The position may tell us something, i
that ia Black Peter's clue.”

" Right.”

With their knives the juniors hacked
away the vegetation, ti!g the hones of
thoe man long dead and gone
revealed to the view.

It was the sheleton of a man of mas
sive frame, preserved intact, unbrokes.
savo for a parb of theo skull, wherc—aus
they could guess--a builet had crashed

[ scicptific knowledge of the subject
tho juniors had little or none, bhut 1.%*.'-::;;
thought they could be sure that it wes
the skeleton of a native, not of a whiiv
man. Long, long ago, the hapless nian
had been shot down there, and lax
where he had fellen, and lits whitened
bones roemained to tell of his faie.

The skeleton lay on its back., and
strangoly, oddly, both arms were dravn
abovo the skull, as if the dead man had
lain with his arms stretched as far alinwe
his head as he could reach. The
Bmimder eyed tho grisly relic theught-
fully.

“It's the clue,” he =auwl.

“Haw do you make that out for corr-
tain, Swmithy 7Y

“Look at the way he's lying. e
never fell in that position when he was
shot down,” said Herbert Verpow
Smith. “He must have beon placed
with his arms stretched above his boead
in that way."

“But, why?”

“To point,” zaid the Bounder guiciiy.

Wharton gave a start. _

Now that he observed it, he eowld
2o thab the skeleton was lying tn 2 line
parallal with the course of the strean,
the feet down-stream, the skull rowards
tha source. Tho skeleton arms extended
beyond the head pointed up-stream.
And - vup-stream, as the juniors knew
must be tho case, lay the paih w {he
hidden treasure.

“That's it," =aid Wharten, i a low
voice.  ““'The way lies up the stream—
and that poor fellow is pointing 1 cut

to us 1™
Redwing shuddeved
not help but have a grateial

Were

He coul
memory of his uncle, who had remcrs-
bered him and sent him the treagure
chart by the hand of Ben Dance, when
ha lay dying under the thrust of Silvio's
knifs. But it was terrible to think ihat
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hiz uncle, a man of his own blood, was
capahlo of deeds liko these,

n infancy he had a recollection of
the man—black-bearded, grim, silent,
forbidding, yet & quiet and law-abiding
man when he was in his own law-abid-
ing land.

In the South Seas, it was clear, he had
been strangely changed.  All through
the Pacific, from Honolule to Nuka-
Hiva and tha Paubotus, Black Peter
was remembered as s hard and desper-
ate man, and many, doubtless, had re-
joiced when he met his fate at the
%Janda of Bilvio Xero. A feeling almost
of sickness came over Redwing as he
looked at that grisly relic of the man
who mnst heve fallen by Black Peters
ruthless hand.

And why?

Redwing remembered what Danece haid
told of the fiva black “boys ™ who had
gone ashore with Peter Bruce when the
pearls were buried, and who had never
returned.

This was one of them, beyond ques-
tion. And the others? Their
fate had been similar, and
somewhere on Caca the thick

reen underwoods hid their

Tes.

Redwing stepped out of the
shadowy bush into the sunm-
light. %e- wiped the perspira-
tion from his brow. ]

The juniorz followed him
in silence.

They had found the first
clue to the treasure, they
were assured of that now.
Not for nothing had the old
desperado laid out the body
of the man ha had slain, with
the outstrotched hands point-
ing.

“By gad!” muttered the
Bounder. "He was a card,
and no mistake! Somethin
like the old buccaneers, E
taﬂﬂF-”

“A tough old character,”
said Bob grhe.rrf. Ha clapped
Redwing on the shoulder.
“Buck up, old bean! No
good lefting it get on your
nerves, you know (™

Redwing's lipa twitched.

“I'm half-sorry we came
sfter the treasure,” he sa i d,
in & low voice. “It almost
seciny Lo me as M mncursae
must be on 1t."

“That's all rot, old chap!
The freasure won't do any-
body any good, lving buried

on a Pacific island; end
it will do lots of good in the
right hands.”

“Yea; but it's ferrible!” said Red-
wing, his voice shaking. “We know
now what other clues to ?mﬂ': for.™

“How do rou mean "

“You rermember what Dance told us
—fve black men came ashgre with my
uncle when he buried the pearls. Not
one of them returned to tho keteh. Ac-
cording to the chart, thera are five clues,
one atter another—marked by crosaes
on the chart—leading to the treasure.
We have found the first; when wo Gnd
the rest we shall have found the fivo
men who eame  ashors with Black
Peter,™

“Oh!" gasped Bob,

Tho Grerfriars juniora looked at ona
another,

They knew that Redwing was right.

“He was a dashed old rutian, and no
mistale !" muttered Bob Cherry uneasily.
“But we didn't come here to be
aquﬁamwh, you fellows; we're going
e,

“Yes, rather!™ ; .

“We've got our bearings now,” sald
the Bounder. *As we thnuﬁht, the way
lies up the stream towards the hills; and
that's our way.” ;

The discovery had given the juniors a
shock: and they could not think of the
grim old man, in whose footsteps they
were treading, without something like
terror. But thoey had, at least, found
what they had been sesking—the first
of the succession of clues to the cache of
pearls. A dead man’s handd pointed the
way they were to follow, and they
itartmi again on the quest with rencwed

ope.

u e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Has His Way !

(1 ANCE ™
D “Av, ay, sir!”
“Tell fj:m Kanakas to lower

) the boat for me .
Billy Bunter rapped out the order in
commanding tones,

I.!lb

o

—WHICH PROVIDES THE CLUE
TO HIS HIDDEN TREASURE ON

CACA ISLAND!

It was the place of Ben Dance, as &
common sort of person, infinitely inferior
to William George Bunter, to jump to
instant ohedience.

But Ben Dance didn't.

Ferhaps he did not realise that he
was 4 common sort of ﬁ)-crmn, bound to
obey unguestionably the orders of so
superior & person as William George
Bunter.

At all events, he did not stir.

He sat where ho was, in the shadow
of the deck-house, chewing stolidly a

quid of tobaeco, his wooden lep
stretched omt before him. He eyed
Billy Bunter thoughtfully, not dis-

respectfully, but indifferently.

“Deaf ™ hooted Bunter.

“ Nao, sic.™

“ Well, then, you heard what I said.”

“ Ay, ay, mr!t”

“I'm waiting for the boat!” said
Bunter, with dignity.

Dance shook his head.

* Mo orders, sir,” he answered.

“Whet * roared Bunter.

* No orders, sir.”

“Ain't 1 giving
manded Bunter.

Dance permitied himsell the rclaxa-
tion of a grin. Then he stolidly reswned
tho chewing of his plug.

Billy Dunteg blinked at him through
his big spectacles, red with wrath.
Besides the whaleboat, now beached on
the shore, the Aloha had a little gig
slung up to the davits. That was the
boat that Bunter now required, but
which, apperently, he was not to havo.
That his lofty will and pleasure should
be resisted by a commeon sailorman was
extremely irritating to Dilly Bunter,
His own view was that tho Greyfriars
juntors ought to have elected him
skipper of the Aloha; which would hava
happened, of vourse, had the election
gone by merit, DBub Bunter's merits, os
usual, had been passed over regardless,

wrnlm going ashore!” hooted Bunter.
Think I'm going to stick on this stuffy
little tuh_ all day without stretching my
legs! It's all gammon ahout that half-
caste fellow being on the
island. Utter rot! The
fallows Just wanted to leave
me out.™

Dance grinned agzin, He
did not doubt that %i'le chums
of Greyfriars had not cxactly

arned for the society of

illiam George Bunter, He
was not yoearning for it him-
self. Nobody ever scemed to
understand what a faseinat-
ing fellow William George

your orders? de

was excepting  Willinm
WWell, I ; d
cll, I'm poing,” s&i
Bunter, “Got that.'-,;”
“Ay, wy, sir!”

Bunter had loafed about
all the morning, and eaten an
cnormons dinner, and taken
an extensive nap after it
Now he wanted to run ashore.
If the feollows hadn't bean
utter beasts they would, of
course, have come back for
him m the whaleboat just
when he was ready. But they
were beasts: Bunter did not
¢xpect themn to be anything

else. Ho he was going ashore
in the other boat.

“Lower that boat!” ha
snapped.

“Mo orders, sir,” said
Dance stolidly.

“You silly awl! Do you

think that silly chump Whar-
ton is the only fullow to give
orders on the Aloha "
“ Ay, ay, sir!”
"W}rr_-li. Fl’m giving svou orders now!”
hooted Bunter. “I'm fed up with tlns,
and T'm going ashore—sgee ¥
“Tain't safe for you, sir,” said Danee.
“The voung gentlemen ave out of sight,
and von may not be able to find them”
“Rubbish I
*“You may run irto davpger.”
i R-Di'. |24
“Well, T'm wailing for
Wharton's orders,” satd Davee,
“¥You're a checky rufhian!”
“Thanky kindly, sir.”
“And a low connmon sailor ™ roarved
Bunter.
“Av, ay, sir!” gawd Dance, unmoved,
“Mean to say vou won't order those
Kanakas to lower that boat?
“ Jest that, sir.”
“Then I'll order them,” said Bunter.
And the fat jumior turned to the
lolling Kanakas forward. He had picked
uip enough Soutli-Sea English lo address
e,
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“Here, you feller Kanaka, you lower
boat plenty -quick, washy-washy for
shore ! rapped ont Bunter. _

'The lazy Kanakas blinked at him, and
one of them looked Inguiringly at Ben
Danee. The wooden-legged seaman shook
his head. Kalashti, the Kanaka, eettled
dovwn again to loll

* You feller Kanaka hear me ¥ voared
Bunter. * You lower beat plenty quick,
or I knock seven bells out of you !’

“fhe Kanakas prinned, but did not
ctherwise heed William hﬂﬂrge Bunter.
Az for knotking seven he}]s aut of them,
Bunter did not think of venturing to
that length. .

* Dance, you cheeky rotter, I'm going
azhore ! said Buntern “I want ibat
boat lowered and a crew to row me
azhore

“No orders, sir.”

“Wou woeodendegged idiot !

Ben Dance looked at Bunter. He was
a respectful and good-tempered man.
But his look warned Bunler that he had
better leave off calling him names.

The fat junior turned away with an
angEry snort.

1o wanted to go ashore, and he was
absolutely determined now to go ashore,
to thow Danco that he could do as he
liked. As the Kanakas did not heed
him, he went to look for Talupa, the
Tonga Island cook. .

The cook, so insolent while Hoanes
was lord and ngaster of the Alohn, had
been reduced to servility now. He had
lorded it over Bunter while he had the
chance, and new Bunter was lording 1t
over him, and repaying with interest all

the kicks he bad receives, Bunter
glared through his big spectacles into the
galley.

“ You feller Talupal”

“Yes, sarl”

“Get on deck, you black bea-i!”

" Yes, gar'” o

The Tonga Islander came obedienily
en deck. - :

Bunter pointed to the little pig.

* et that boat into the water for me.
Pl help™

“ Yes, sarl”

The Tonga Islander’s eyes gleamed,
The tide was running out now, and ihe
eurvent was strong off the shore. 1§
Billy Buanter ventured ﬂ.wai{'l from the
echooner in the little gig, he was not
likely to be able to row to the shore;
he was rmch more likely 1o be swept
out into the dangerous channel among
the coral reefs.  Kicks and ecufis and
fancy names had not made the Tonga
Islander love Bunter. He was guita
keen to see him start on » voyagoe that
would, in all prnhahslitf. land him into
the jaws of the sharks. Ducter, of
course, had no idea of the cook's
thoughts. Hia belief was that lie had
bullied the Townga Islander mto a
proper state of sukmission. )

1t was easy cuough to drn{) the fittle
gig into the plaeid water, but Dunter
contrived to let slip a fall, and the pgig
thipped 8 good deal of water as it slid
into the lagoon. Bunter blinked down
af .

et in and bale that ont, vou black
beast I he said.

“Yesz, sar.”

The Tonga Islander meckiy obeyed

e11 noe came slmping across the
deck, with a frowping brow,

“Look here, sir—" he bhegan.

“You shut up!” rapped out Bunter.,

“The tide's turned, sir, aml you can'’t
handle a boat,” said the wooden-legged
geaman, “I deon't rightly know as
whether Master Wharton would want
me to lay hands on you—"

“Why, vou—you <cheeky leaw!?
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gasped Bunter, greatly cnraged at the
iden of a common sezfaring man laying
hands on him.

Dance eyed him thoughtfully.

“I ain't got any erders” he saud.
“Without ovrders, I ain’t taking if on moe
to etop you, DBut I warn you that it
ain't safe for youw.”

“Mind vour own business.”

“Can you handle a boal®”
Dance,

Bunter sneercd.

¥ Better than any other fellow on the
schooner, and chanee it,” he answered.
“ Detter than you can, yen cheeky
rotter.”

He turned to the Tonga L:lander.

“You'ro going to row e ashiore
Tapula. Sayvee?”

' Plenly sayvee, sar™
_Ben Dance steod in  doubt. The
Tonga Islander could have rowed the gip
ashore easily enough, in spite of the
turn of the powertul tide. Dut it was
not safe ashore for Banter, Dance knew
that, 1larry Wharton & Co. were out of
sight among the tropical vegetation of
the island, and Bunter waz not the
fellow to find them. IIe was the fellow
to et lost, and pgive the olher fellows
endless trouble in consequence. Dance
was strengly templed lo piteh him down
the companion-way nech and crop.

But, after all, Bunter was his awn
maszter. Had HMHarry Wharton left
instructions for himn to be kept on board,
Dance would have kept him, heedless of
his objections. But Wharton had lefs
ne orders; he had, indeed. probablv
forgotten the existence of the Owl of
the Remove. Dance did not fool that he
could stop the fat junior by force.

And as Bunter refusced to listen o

advice, the woeden-legged feaman
finally decided that he could do nothing
but lesve hinm to his own devices, He
had done all he could.
. He reiurned to the shady side of the
ceck-house and sat down & gain, 2nd
rezunted chewing his quid. His business
was to keep o eloge wateh on thie zhore
for any sign of danger, and fc that
business he atiended, leaving Bunter to
do as he ehose,

Bunter stepped down info the gig, the

asked

Tonga Islander standing in it and
holding on lo the schooncs. IMacid as
the lagoon still lcoked, there was a

strong tug of the tide, and the Alcha
was rocking at her cable. Thas Iittie
gig, flonting beside the schooner. rocked
also, and seemed to seck to vy away
from the vessel, But it was held, =6 far,
by the Tonga Islander gt
down in the stern.

“You feller Talupa, vou siz dowr and
washy-washy for shore,™ Le rapped cut

The black cook did not repiy.

Ouly the grip of his feet kopt the Eig
from darting away on the tide. and =il
of & sudden that prip was withdrawn,

Talupa, clinging to the side of the
schooner, lifted his feet frem the litile
craft rocking underneath,

In the twinkling of an cve, the gig
shot away from the Aleha 23 1f 2 gigns's
hand had dragped &t if.

Before Bunter knew  what  wais
happening, he was six or seven varcs
nway from the schooner. vocking wiidly.
Tapula, eclinging to the :hip’s side.
erinned after him,

For the moment
alarmed, only angry.

“You black idiot!”" he bawled.

“White marster leave Talupa on
alip,”  gprinmed the Tonge Islande:.
“ White marster comey back for Taluys.
Talupa vew um shore™

Bunter grazped an onr to 1ool 1he gip
vack to ihe schooner. Then he mads
the discovery that it waz impossibic fo-

El!lif(‘l‘ Wat Ny

reioiced, unti

him {o make an inch of headway arainst
the strong tide pouring out of the

] v
sagoon and gurgling among the eoral
reels seaward,

ra . *3

_L'l'n. F'Ym.! black feol!™ .gasped
Bunter, Swim ocut to moe—do you
hepr 77

1 Talupa, as a matter of fact, did nat
aear; Bunter had already bheen swept
out of hearing. Noi titat he would have
heeded. e  eolimbed back an  the
schooner, and dived into the caboose,
with the ecanviction n his fuzzv mind
that he was done for ever with that
porticular “white marster.”

“Ow! Help!™ yelled Bunter.

He waz alarmed now. As a boatman,
Bunter was about as good as ho was at
anvthing else. He could have managed
2 boat on a pordd. DManaging a liftle
$1I|m:‘f on a strong tide wasz quite a
different proposition, ss he discovered
at once. The giz fairly bowled along
on the tide, and as Bunter's terrificd
rlance swept round, he was amazed apd
alarmed to see the schooner already
smﬂ}l‘} in. thgydia:ance.

“ Help ! ATOOopn ! !

Help !”pmared Bunﬁer. i

Hiz voice did nat reach answhere near
the schooner. T'wo or three of the
Kanaka seawen had been watching his
depatiure, grinning. They had not the
slightest douht ihat the fat junior had
gone o his death, but it did not affect
their cheery carelessness in any way.
Whether Bunter or anyone ¢lso went to
death or to lfe, was a matter of
abzolute indiffercuce to the unthinking
children of the South.

“Fat feller he make kai-kai for
thark,” Kalashti remarked to one of the
Kanaka hands.

_h:Lhnd‘ ﬂ;a Emml;s. ?ﬂnnialanhncrddcd.
without stopping chewing his betol-nurt,

And that wag all i-hngcmw said or
cared about the matter; excepting ihe
Tonga cook, whe had a personal reason
for feeling interssted, inasmuch &3 he
detested Bunter. The Tonge ook,
greasy and grinning in the cahoose,
in ten minutes or =0 he
forgot about the matter.

Tha only man on the Alohe who
would not heve been indifferent was
Ben Dance, and ho was unaware of what
had happeneid. Sitting in the shade of
the deck-house watching the shore, he
did not see what had happennd. Ha
supposed that the Tonga cook had got
into the gig with Bunter, in which case
the fat junior would have been gquito
gafte; Tapula could have
uzhore easily enough.

It was about ten minutes later that
Trance, who expected the glp to come
mta his ine of vision as it made {or the
shore, rose to his feet to glance round
for it. He supposed that the Tonzga man
“was making & wido sweep in the oig,
t0 wand further along the shore, in order
w0 aveid puling direet against the out-
going fide. 3tiil, he thought ho might
as well see just where the gig was. He
stayed round, and was unable to zee ii—
cither on the lagoon or elong the zun-
t.arnng shore.

He puckersd his brows, and shaded
Hiz cves with kis hand, te ztare through
.:E:ﬁdsunn:,‘ glare. Then he cailed for-
Woird.

“You febler Ralashti”

“%’cs, sar.” .

“You see um gig?

- No, sar.”

" ¥ou zavvee where um go®

U reefs, zar,” said the Keoraka
panrdy,

“Into the reefs?” exclaimed Dance,
in alarm. *“What the thunder was that
fool Taluwpa deing o get inie the

or

Toeis

Murder!

rowed b
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Bob Cherry led the way into 1he bush, and in  eouple of minutes his chums were looking down at the skull. * Why, the whols

thing’s here ! ** exclaimed the Bounder.

“ The skeleton ¢ ** asked Nugent in a low veice.

1 E%!! i Dl}ll't Iilﬁhlrb “’

then ! ** sald Redwing. ** The position may tell us something, if that is Black Peter’s ¢lue I ** (S Chapter 4.)

o spid

“Talupa
Kalashti.

“What ¥ roared Dance.

“Talupa him cookee in um caboose.”

Dance stared at the Kanaka. For the
first time it dawned upon him that
Bunter had pgone alone in the boat. Heo
strode along to the caboose. There was
the cook, humming an island chant as
he seoured pots, already forgetful of h}a
part in the tragedy of Dunter. Dance s
red and angry face recalled it to his
mind.

“You feller Talups, why you no go
washy-washy in  boat? roared the
seamtan,

% Fat marater Bunter tellee me stav
ship,” answered the Tonga man, fully
convineed that Bunter would never live
to contradict him.

“You fool, you let him go alone?”

“Talupa "bey white marster.”

Dance strode away, snd Talupa’s
?hming pot reflected a grinming black
ace,

The woodendegred seaman stared
across the lagoon seaward., There was
no sign of the gig or Bunter. The tide
had swept it far out of sight; and the
chances were & hundred to one that the
gig wns already smashed on the coral
rocks, and Bunter at the bottom. Dance
scanned the sea with n fized eyve for
goveral minutes. There was no other
boat on the Aloha in which to foliow
and seel Bunter, even if he could hirve
left the schooner—which he could not.
Bunter had hed bis wiliul wav. and
tivere was no help for Iiim.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Half-casie!
ILLY BUNTER had collapsed v
the bottom of the gip.
He lay there palpitating v ith
torror,

him nodo g0, BAT,

an the water, and the speed with whitlh
it moved dazed and tervified the fat
junior.

He had made a fechle attempt to row,
and the oar had been torn from his
grazp and swept away in the water. The
ather oar lay 1dly in the boat.

Almost famting with terror. Bunter
lay in the boitem of the little gig,
eiving himself up for lost,

The desertion of the Tonga Islander
had Leen quite uwnexpected. After 2o
many kicks and so much slanging the
black man should have been tamed to
such an extent a3 to be ready to feed
out of hand, so to speak. That was
Bunter's idea. Instead of which, the
rascal had taken the first opportunity of
gerving Dunter an ill twn. DBunter
eould no more have managed the danc-
ing skiff on the racing tide than he
could have commanded & battleship.
When he wventured a peep over the
bobking gunwale he glimpsed the Alpha,
at a great distance, tiny to the view.
acecss the expanze of the lageon, Bu
that movement on hiz part cansed the
iz to wallow dangerously, and he did
vaf venture to look again. In a state
of collapse, in the bottom of the little
boat, Billr DBunter gave himself up to
Eia doom,

Tha gig wa:z being zwept out to sea.
ard had there been a clear zeaway
Bunter would have gone adrift on the
vazi Pacific. Dut on the seaward side
the lagoon was shut in by the long lines
nf coral reefs, and a wnarrew channel
was  the  only outlet.  That narrow
cianrel wes gorged by the oub-flowing
wator, which raced, and rumbled, and
rosted ameong the roeks. The gig was
satrried on it like a cork.

Agoin and again Bunter folt the frai
craft bencath him jar and  tremble
sramnst o poek: bwt Yt verv lightness

Tiwe little boak danced and voolkod sneed i aod it swepk ou again

He dared not look over the gunwale
again; he dared not move. IKeepin
quito still was the best thing ho coul
have done, had he only known it, But
it was sheer terror that kept bim still.
Had he been able to reflect, doubtless
he would have repented that he had not
listened to Ben Dance. Buot for his
wilful obstinaey and folly be would have
been safe now on the schooner. But
he was incapable of thought now—
capable only of feeling horribly afraid,
Every plunge of the g‘lF he expected
to be the last. Vet the little craft still
danced like a cork on the hurrving
waters, Where he was going, how far
he had pone, Bunter did not know. Bub
he knew that he could not save himself,
and that there wos no one to save him,
and he lay quivering with helpless funk.

Tt was a terrible zituation, that might
have scared a braver fellow than Bunter.
The gig wes now doncing in the narrow
channel between the island shore and
the razor-cdged reefs, the channcl by
which Soames had brought the Aloha
into the lagoon. A well-manned boat
would have been in peril there; and
PBunfer was not even steering. Ik
seemed to be by o series of miracles
that the pig did not plunge gunwals
under every second, and swamp. Some-
times it ran broadside on, and water
washed over the- side, drenching the
fut junior, He did not think of baling,
even when be lay in several inches
water. He did not think of angthing.
He lay paralysed with funk, incapable
of ilmugfﬂ- or action.

But he Lecame consclous at last that
the motion of the gif{ was o little
less violent. It was no longer dancing.
threatoning overy moment to plunge
Leneath  the water,  Bunter af  last
ventured to raise lus head and blick
round dimly through lus wet speciacles

Tur Mucxwet Liepart,—No. 1,024,
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Vagualy he saw that land was near;
he had & dim impression that he had
beent swept far out to sea by this lime.
But a bunch of <oconut palms nodded
almost over the gig. ;

Ho sat up and wiped his speciacles,
liis teeth chattering. He blinked round
him dazedly, The gig was twirling round
on an eddy, and round DBunter was the
cireling shore of an inlet of the island.
e did not realise it, but the pig, as
it swept past the inlet, had been caught
by an adgg and twirled like a cork into
the inlet, missing the rocks by inches.

He blinked round him. The tide,
racing down the channel from the
laporn met the tide that was going out
from the inlet, and boiled and fowmed
in coilision, with o thonsand wild eddies.
By a chance in & thousand an eddy had
eaught the gig and twirled it into the
jnlet, where the water was calmer.
Bunter was now not a dozen yards from
a shelving beach, on which his startled
oyes discerned & large canooe drawn up
out of reach of high tide, with seversl
black men gathered about it. A man
with a darck olive face, dressed in white
man’s clothes, stood on the beach,
staring towards the gig, amazement on
hig face. 'The eddy was driving the gig
right on to the beach.

Bunter had no time for thinking, even
if he had been capable of thought in
his terror. He sat, frozen with fear,
while the gig dashed on, to the shelv-
ing beach directly to the spot where the
olive-zkinned man in white ducks stood
staring, Another eddy caught the gig
when it was almost on the sand and
twirled it away. There was & shout from
the olive-skinned man, and the black
men at the cance came running down to
the water’s edge. DBunter did not hear
or heed. There was & sudden orash as
the gig was hurled by the eddy agamst
a coral rock, and tho next second the
boat was smashing on the coral and
Bunter was struggling blindly in the
water.

He was conscious, the next minute, of
a sinewy grasp, and of being dragged up
and out of the water. Ile hardly knew
what was happening to him. Dut his
dizzy brain realised suddenly that he
was no longer in the water; he was
lying on his back in the shelving sand,
with the fierce sun beating down on his
face, blinding him as he ‘opencd his eyes.

He groazned.

With an effort he sat up. He was
drenched to the skin, but he did not
hoed 1t at the moment. He had been
zaved from the sea; two or three of
the black men stood near him with
water streaming down_ their bare limbs.
They had plunged in at the olive-
skinned man's order and dragged kim
out. He understood that. And the
olive-skinned man stood reEgarﬂmg him
with a strange expression. Even in those
dazed moments there wes something
familinr about the man to DBunter's

: he knew that he had seen that
g{i‘::e face somewhere before.

He wiped his spectacles and jammed
them on his fat little nose sgain. Then
he had a clearer view of his rescuer.

A shudder ran thruuﬁh him.

Wall he knew now the olive face, the
pold ear-rings glistening in the dusky
ears. The man who stood before him
was the man he had seen in the canoce
when Ben Dence had been rescued on
the Pacific. It was Silvie Xero, the
South Sea half-caste. The desperate
rascal who had tracked Ben Dance 1o
England, seeking Black Peter's ohart—
whom he had seon at Greyiriars, whom
he had seen again on the Pacific, whom
Dance had feared might have reached

Ter Maigner LiprarY,—No, 1,024,

the treasure island to contest the prire
with the schoolboy treasure-zeckers.
The half-caste had zaved his life, for un-
doubtedly Bunter would have gone down
like a stone when the pig smashoed on
the rocks had not Bilvie ordered his
Liack ecrew to drag him out. But
Bunter's heart almost died within lim
a3 he recognised the man,

“¥ou!” he murmured.

Silvio smiled—a terrifying smile.

“You feller know me?” he asked.

“¥es,” breathed Bunter.,

“Bilvio saves you plenty,” smiled the
half-caste. * Look-ses, when um meet
white man’s yacht, see fat fcller look-
ing.Y You belong Aloha "

“Where Aloha now?"

“In tho lagoon.”

“What name you come all alene in
little boat?™

Bunter groaned dismally.

“I was going ashore and
caught me,”

“Fat feller plenty fool,”

Bunter made no reply to that. Ha
sat and blinked at the half-caste, his fag
face white with apprehension. The
black, kinky-haired Solomon Islanders,
Silvio's erew in his canoe, stood in a

the tide

circle round him, eyeing him. They
were muttering to one eanother, and
Bunter caught the word " kai-kal.” He

blinked at the black, harsh, animal-like
faces. Only too well he knew what
“kai-kai ™ meant, Ho did not reed
telling that these savage brutes were
cannibals.

Bilvio waved the Sclomon Islanders
back, He sat down on a lump of coral,
golled a cigarette, and lighted 1t. As
he smoked he watched Bunter’s terrified
face, It had been a surprise to the half-
caste to sea one of the Greyiriars parly
drifting alone in & boat, [airly into his
hands. But it was a great satisfaction
to him. He was on the treasure island,
and he had in his ssession  the
treasure chart, which, by & strange freak
of fortune, he had picked up at sea.
From & treetop he had seen thp
schooner riding at anchor in the lagoon,
a mile from the little inlet, when he had
beached his cance. Savagely resclute
a5 he was, the half-caste knew that his
position was a desperate one. He was
single-handed, for he could not trust
his eannibal erew with weapons. COnly
cumung and treachery could serva him
pgainst the numerous erew of the Aloha,
Information of their movements and
intentions was invaluable to him-—and
fortune had thrown Bunter into his
hands.

The half-caste grinned
smoke of his cigarette.

“Yeou tell me.” he said. *White
feller on schooner look-zee findee pearls
on the island?"”

Bunter nodded.

“No find " asked Silvio.

il Nﬂn]}

“No can, without um chart,” eaid
Silvie, with a grin.

Bunter stared at him. How the half-
caste knew that the treasure chart was
lost was a mystery to Bunter.

Silvio grinned at his expression.

He groped in his pocket and drew out
a dise of teak, which Bunter knew well.
The fat junior’s eyes grew large and
round behind his spectacles as he recog-
nised Black Peter's chart.

“Fat feller know ‘um
Silvio,

“Tt's the chart!"” gasped Bunter.

“Belong me now,” grinned Silvio.
And he slipped the treasure chart back
into his pocket. “'Pick him up in sea.
What nama treasure chart he come into
sea §

“Redwing threw

throupgh the

I::.j:l

grinned

it overboard 1"

gasped Bunter, utlerly amazed to sce
the chart in the possession of the hali-
caste. " We—we thought it wae lost
for good.™

“ Belong me now. What name Eead-
wing he throw in sea?” asked the haif-
caste cariouslyv.  “"You tell um lie. Ne
throw overboard.”

“Yee!” rasped Dunter.

“Yau tell me what name he tlirow
overboard,”

Bunter gasped out an explanation.
Tihe half-caste listened with the keenest
attenbion while the fat junior told of
Sonmes having seized the Alchg, and
of Redwing dropping the chart inio the
sea to save it from the sea-lawyer. He
understood af last how it was that the
ireasure chart had been found floating
on the Pacific. But he was more ier-
ested to hear what bad happened on
bhoard the Aloha,

“HBoames? No =zavee Zcames,” e
said. *Who Soames "

“*He was Mr. Vernon-Smith's ser-
vant,” gasped Bunter. “He was scnt
on the schooner with us to take care
of us, and he turned on us.”

Silvio grinned.

“Want um pearls?” he ashed.

“¥Yes, he was after the treasure.”

“"Where Soames now ("™

Bunter explained further. The fat
junior hardly realised that Silvio was
drawing information from him for his
own purposes. PBut in any cese he
would not have dared to refuse an
answer, Only 8ilvio stood batween him
and a fate of which he.dared not think,
The half-caste grioned with satisfac-
1100,

** Boames, he done, he no good,” he
said contemptuously, “No faid of

Soames. And captain he gone?”
‘“Boames pitched him overbeard one
night.”

“*And mate?”

“Jpames shot the mate and the

boatswain.”

Silvio chuckled. He had hoped ta
extract valuable imformation From: hia
prisoner, and the information was turn-
ing out io be more valuable than he
had dreamed.

“No captain, no mate, no ho'san,™
he said. “Hanakas no good.” He
snapped his fingers ecornfully. " No
flaid Kanakas, no flaid SBoames. Only
boys cn schooner. How many?"

“Zeven, and Ben Dancge”

“ Wooden-leg feller he there?"” =aid
Rilvio. “No flaid Ben Dance; he
tremble he look-sce Silvio. Ber Dance
ha no good. Seven boys—pah!” The
half-caste snapped his fingers again,
“ A1l on schooner now 7"

“Ben Dance i3 on the schooner, the
olhers have gone ashore to look for the
cache,” answered Bunter. .

“How look, without um chart?”

“Redwing remembered it enough to
meke a copy.” _ .

Silvio started a little. His dark face
becatne darker with thought. But he
grinned again. What ho had learned
irom Bunter had 6lled the half-caste
writh  confidence. He had feared an
cncounter with armed white men: but
Spames’ treachery on board the Alcha
hagd made the way safe for him—or so
he deemed. Ben Dance he disregarded,
and the schoolboys were nothing to ham.
He remembered that Harry Whartion &
Co. ad handlod him in far-off England,
and taken from him the chart bhe had
taken from Dence, But that was in a
land very different from s lonely South
Qen island. On the Island of Caca he

was prepared to stallk the Greyiriars
fellows and shoot them down like o
many rabbits.

He rose from the coral rock and threw
away the stump of his cigarcite. Buonter
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watclied Lim examining his rifle and
tavolver. ‘I'he half-caste was preparing
for the fizht [or the treasure. Seven
kchoolbovs wero ashore hunting for the
treasure with the copied chart.  'The
lock on the helf-caste's dark face told

Benter what waa in his mind—that not
ona membor of tho Greyfriars party
would return alive to the Aloha, if
Silvio Xero could prevent it. The half-
caste, 83 he examined his firearms, was
grinming with ferocious glee,

11 zay "—PBunter's voice EII.:H‘I-"EH:EJ,
—Hvon—=you'll let me go now?"

Silvio seemed to have forgotten him,
but as he glanced at him Bunter spoke,
He shrugeed hia shoulders.

“You fat feller no good now,” ho
aaid,

“I1-1 sap-—'

“You no talk.”

The half-caste addressed the Eolomon
Izlanders in their own tongue. Dunter’s
terrifiod ears caught the word kai-kai
again. Of the rest Dunter understood
ng word, but he saw the savage grins
of satisfaction on the black faces of the
Malaita men. He gave a yell of wild
terror as bwo or three of the blacks came
towards him, N

“You feller no talk,” snapped Silvio.
*You prizoner now, No time waste on
you. You stay here tio to um tree -
cocking-pot te-mollow! FTou make kai-
kai along others, Savvee?™

Bunter, half-fainting with terror, was
dragged farther up the beach to & palmn-
wree, where he was bound to the trunk
with & grasa rope. Then Silvio struck
ihrough the palm-trees, with his kinky-
l.aired erew at hiz heels, and the whoie
vars vanished from Bunter's sight.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Enemy !

T OT ' gprunted Bob Checrey.

H “Warm Y murmurved Hur-

ree Jamseb Ram Singh.
Even the Indion juvior
adiiticd that it was warm.

1o the other fellows it secemed in-
tolerably hot, and exertion, of course,
wade them hotter,

Angd  the schoolboy treasure.scekers
bad been exerting themselves, Trom
tha discovery of Dlack Peter's skeleton
ciue they had lost no time. Hour after
hour of blazing sunshine passed, and
the chums of the Remove were still
saeking for the second sign,

Up-strcam they knew the way must
tie, bul the sandy stream wound irregu-
tarly down from the distant hills in
great loops and curves. Somewhere in
that dicection fhey felt assured that tho
spoen was o be found. But where? The
Banks: weree clear in places of all but

grass, in other pinees dotled with clumps
of palms, and in others, again, tangled
with high bush and laced llianas. In
places, step by step the juniors had to
slash their way with their knives. Tho
bush was peopled by insccts, hu:-:zingl‘
incessantly, many of them stinging anc
biting. Treasure-secking was fascinating
enough, bui it had its hardships, In
the opon the =un blazed down like a
furnace; in the high bush the atmos-
phere was like an ovon. Perspiration
streamed down seven crimson faces.

And still the sign was not found, and
Lite juniors stopped at last to rest under
a banyvan tree and examine the chart
onee More.

2o far ms any of them could recall,
Tom Redwing's copy was an exact
replica of the original chark.  Cer-
tainly every indication that Black Peter
had engraved on the teak with his knife
had been reproduced in pen and ink by
tho sailorman’s son.

But the juniors conld not help think-
ing that some trivial error must have
erept in—some error In direction, T-
haps, of the line of crosses that bhad
bicen marked over the letters of the
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word “eache.” If that line of crosses
indiceted the path to the treaszure, as
they believed, its exact direction was
imporiant.  And Redwing could not
say whether he had reproduced with
oxactness the direction of the lime.

Long hours of rigerous search had
failed to discagver anything since the
ghkeleton had been unearthed. And the

thought that they were off the track
was dizcouraging to  tho treasure-
huntoers, .

“I1f we only had the original chart
we could jolly zoon make sure [ Nugent
remarked. -

“Tan late to think of that, I'm
afraid,” sald Redwing, with a faint
smile. .

“Oh, we'll find the giddy treasure all
right ! zaid Bob Cherry. “It's only a
matter of time. But, my hat, it’s hot!”

He fanncd himself with hiz hat as he
sat under the spreading banyan.

“ Anvhow, we have a clear field fo
hunt for it" said Harry Wharton,
“Sonmes scems to have cleared right

off—not that he could hurt ns now.
And I hazdly think that Dance is right
?hulut.flia 1alf-caste having reached
taca.”

“Ye've scen nothing of him, at any
rate,” remarked Johnuy Bull

Redwing looked very thoughtinl,

“Ie wouldn't lek us see him if he
was here,” he said, “Move likely to
keep in cover and watch for a chance
of polting us from a distance. Wa want
to keep a sharp look-out—especially
when we're in the open.”

“Oh, of course,” assented Harry.
“Wa have heon keeping the sharp
look-outfulness,” remarked Hurrea

Jamset Ham Singh, “For¢-armed iz
fﬁru-fpgged, as the English proverb
says!”

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“My esteemed chums, there t3 mnch
wisdom in proverbs, :’ gaid Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh mildly., “A stitch
in the aide saves nineponce!™

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

It wa= hot; but not foo hot to roar
when the Nabely of Bhanipur quoted
Tnglish proverbs.

“"Hallo, halle, halle!” ezclaimed DBob
Cherry suddenly.

The lagghter under the banrvan sod
denly died away. The many stems ol
the banyan formed a sort of screen
round the juniors as they rested round
the parent trunk of the great {iree.
Oufside the shade of the tree the ground
was open, baking in the sun-blaze.
Across the open space, from the high
bush at a little distance, a figure ad.
vaneed.

* Bilvig!" breathed Wharton.

“"The half-caste !’

Wharton's grip fastened on the aute.
makie.

Suddenly, unexpectedly, their old
enemy had appeared in sight. They
knew him at & glance, with his olivo
skin, his glinti:;lgi'_I black eyes, and the
gold ecar-rings that glistened in the
sun.

They =at without motion, in silence,
staring from the screen of the many
stemmed banyan at the figure in the
open sunlight.

The half-caste had not seen them yet—
they could observe that much. But
they guessed that the sound of their
laughter bad reached his cars. and that
he knew that they were at hand. As
he advanced.from the cover of the high
bush_his black eyes glinted round bim
searchingly, and he held his rifle ready
for instant use.

2o far as they could see, he was alone

but they remembered that the last time
they had seen him he had had a crew
of half a dozen Solomon Island saveges
with him; and it was scarcely ible,
top, that he could have roached the
island alone. The juniors understood at
Tue Magwer Laerany.—No. 1,024
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cnce that it was danger, near and
threatening.

“The rotter!” whispered Bob Cherry.
“He's stalking ws—you ean see that.
Only he doesn't know just whera to
leok.”

“He's found & track!™
Nugent.

The half-caste stopped.

The juniors saw him bend to the eagth,
examining the grass with searching
eyes, He straightened up again, hig
black eyes glittering in the direction
of the shady banyan. KEvidently he had
Ficked up & footprint, which had told
1 where to look for the Greyiriars
parly.

Hoe came on swiftly towards
banyan.

Herbert Vernon-Smith had quietly ex-
amined the revolver that had onea
belonged to the mate of the Aloha.
Nﬁ“"j‘l& levelled it steadily through an
opening of the banyan-stems,

“Smithy ! breathed Nugent,

The Bounder did not heed.

His face was set and hard, his eyes
glinting, With & steady eyve he glanced
alon barrel of the revelver,

Wharton was about to speak, but he
closed his hips again. The wholo aspect
of the half-caste showed what his inten-
tion was., His finger was on the trigger
of his rifle, his black eyes gleaming
murdercusly. It was life or death now
for the treasure-hunters.

Silvio halted suddenly. _

Belicving that he lmj’ to do only with
a crowd of schoolboys, whom he re-
garded with careless contempt, he was
confident and reckless; but some glim-
mering of prudence kept him from
stepping from the blazing sunlight into
the shadow under the banyan. Ile
stopped a dozen paces distant, but he
waz evidently unaware that & hidden
revolver among the foliage waz levelled
gk him,

“¥ou fellers white marsters(” he
called ont, with a mocking inflection in
his voice.

“Hallo, hallo, halla (™

“You there, you follers ¥%

murmured

the

“Iere we are!™ answered Bob
[,‘I!:arr:,.'. )

“You comey out!” said the half-
caste. “You all prizoner—you savves?

You comey out plenty guick, before
shoot 1

He had the rifle to his shoulder now,
bis eye pleaming elong it. It was a
magazine rifla, and & touch of his dusky
Eng':,r only was needed to send a stream
of bullels scarching under the banyan.
The clustering stems aod foliage that
hid the juniors from his sight would
not have protected them from his
bullets.

“You hear me, you fellers white
marsiera?” grinned the half-casta,

“¥es, rather, old yellow bean!™
answered Bob,

“I tell you one time yon comoy out
from tree! ¥Youn savee? BShoot plenty
quick you no come !"

Crack !

It waz not the rifla that rang.

It was the Bounder's revolver; and
the half-caste spun over under the eyes
of the Greyfriars juniors and pitched to
the ground, his rifle exploding as it fell

by his side.
In & moment they had reached

tha half-caste as he lay sprawl-

ing on the ground.
‘Tue Macrer Lierany.—No. 1,024,

THE EIGETH CHAPTER.
To the Rescue !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. rushed
out from the banvan.

Tha blood was streaming down his
olive face, blinding him. But his grasp
was still on the rifle, and he strove to
raise it and fire. A bullet sang away
on the trees ss he pulled the trigger
blindly. The next moment ihe rifle
was snaiched from his hands.  The
Bounder’s knes was planted on the
half-caste, pinning him down, the muzzle
?f the revolver jammed into his dusky
ado.

“Btep it, you houndi” said Vernon-
8mith, between his teeth. * Keep still,
or I'll blow your brainz out!”

The half-caste's struggles ceased.

_ With the back of his hand he dashed
the blood from his cyes and glared up
at the juniors like a trapped wild beast.

There was a deep gach along his fore.
head where the bullet had struck him

and glanced, It was bleeding freely,
?}Illdd i3 olive face was coversd with
i,

Wharton Lad seized his rifle, and Bob
Cherry jorked the revolver from his helt
and Johnny Bull the long Malaita
knife, Weounded and disarmed, the hali-
caste lay in the grasp of the Greyiriars
fellows—the schoolboys whom he had
believed helpless against him—whom he
had expected to terrify into submission
by merely showing himself. Silvio was
discovering his mnistake now,

He panted with rage.

After what he had learned from
Bunter, Bilvio had believed the game.
to be entirely in his hands, It had
been, to bis mind, only a questien of
finding his rivala for the tressure before
they could zet back on board the
schooner and escape him by fight,

Now be had found them!

He writhed with fury under the

ipping knee of the Bounder, with
Amithy's knee planted like iron on his
chest® and the muzzle of the revolver
bruising hir dusky skin,

“*You white feilers, I kill veu ell—
kill ten—twenty— thirty ! panted the
half-casle.

Eﬂh Cherry chuckled.

You don't look much like killing
enybody at present, old coffec-bean!”
he remarked. "Take it calmly.”

“The ecalmfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed and execrabls friend,”
sa1d Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

A long, shrill ery burst from ihe half-
caste. It rang necross the island almost
like the howl of a wolf.

“Look out!™ exclaimed the Pounder.
“That's & signal ™

Wharton gripped the maogaszine-rifle,
glad at that moment of the careful
Era.etmﬁ on the range at Greyfriars that

ad made him a gpood shot.

_The half-caste’'s yell was evidently &
signal; and it was answered at once,
From the high bush in the distance half
a dozen blacks emerged in & howling

bunch.

Wharton put the rifle to his shoulder.

Crack, crack!

He fired twice, and before the second
shot had died into echoes the Solomon
Islanders had vanished into tha bush
again, £o sudden was their flight that
it broke the tenseness, and the juniors
burst into a laugh.

“That's the crew he had with Lim in
the canoe,” ssid Bob Cherry. *“They
seem in rather a Lurry to get Lome ™

;;Il“l’a, ha, h?i !fl'l

ilvio ground his iecth. Probzbly he
had hoped little from hiz Black E{E\'ﬂ
whom he had not dered to srm, lest
they should prove danpercus to himself,
Perhaps he hndrhﬂfxzd tizat the sight of
the mob of canribals weuld scare off the
juniors.  If so, Jis Lope hed been very
sl -founded.

The Boleman Inlanders had verished;

evidently they had no faney to face ithe
weapens of “white marsters ” at close
quarters. _juniors eould see the
high bush swaying in the hurry of their
flight. Then all was still.

“Wall, we've got this beauty,” said
Bob. “He doesn't secrm quite so
dangerous a3 Dance fancied.”

*“ Dangarous enough, if 8mithy hadn’t
dropped bim so neatly,” said Tom Red-
wing, “The bullet went very close,
Bmithy.™

*“Not 80 closo as I intended,” =aid the
Bounder coally, “It wos meant for his
rascally skull,™

“Then I'm glad you missed.”

“Bosh!” said the Bounder. “What
would he have done to us§™

“We're not SBouth Sea half-castes,”
said Redwing, rather dryly.

Anyway, we've }g]i'_:nt the brute,” gaid
Harry Whartep, suppose ! Dance
were here he would advize us to knock
him on the head. We can't do that.”

“We might do worse!™ grunted the
Bounder,

Fob Cherry grinned,

G | Sm:lh{ stars long in the South
Seas he will develope like Reddy’s
uncle,” he remarked. “Black Peter
over againl We shall have to pet you
baek to Greyfriers, Smithy 1”

The Tounder laughed,

“Well, I don't suggest knocking the
brute on the head,” he answered. ™ But
we'd better make him safe now we've
of him. He came here, intending to
kill us, and he fancied he had & =oft
job of it, I think., We'll tie the brute
up and get him zafe on the Aloha.*

“That's tho best we can d A
him,” said Harry. e

Tho half-caste’s eyes glinted at them.

“Kill you all—kill ﬁl white feller!™
he muttered, showing his white teeth in
a savage snarl,

“&Shut up!” 2aid Bob.
much, coffee-face ™

The half-caste attempted to resist as
Bob drew a eord round his wrists. A
gleam came into Vernon-Smith's eyes
and the hammer of the revolver rose
a little,

Silvie's resistance ceased instantly,
His brown hands were dragged together
and bound securcly,

Then Redwing bound a handkerchief
over the deep gash in his forchead, The
hali-caste was allowed to rize to his feot.

“He'll be safe on the schooner,” said
Redwing. “Ben Dancs and Bunter can
watch over him.”

A savage grin came over Silvig's foce.

“ Bunter fat feller, um glass oyes 7"
he asked.

“Yes. What do you know about
him?"” asked Bob. "I suppose you saw
him on the yacht with us that day we
got Dance away from you on the
FPacifie I

Silvio grinned.

“You white fcller tink Bunter, [ag
feller boy, on schooner? You nebber
sea Bunter. Fat feller makee kaj-lai

“You talk too

along of Malaita boy.™
“What on earth is he burbling
about 1" said Bob Cherry, staring at

“PBunter's on
We l!oft him

the half-caste in wonder.
the schooner all right.
there safe enocugh.”

Wharton's face was very grave. Thera
was no mistaking the ferocicus exulta-
tion in the half-caste’s look., It was
evident that, fallen into the hande of
his enemics as he was, he rejoiced in the
Enowledpe that one member of the
fireyfriars party wes doomed.

“Ho krows something about Bunter,
that's clear enough,” said Harry., “Js
it posziblé that thet fat fool ras rum
himself into some danger?”

“But he was on the schoocrer—"2
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Unaware that a hidden revelver, amo

to his shouder, his eye gleaming along It.

“Ha's fool enough to go astore by
hiraself, or to do anyihing else idiotic!™
grﬂw[na W harton.

He stepped up to the half-caste and
Brzed his eves on him.

“You ve seen Buanter?'™ he said.

Hilvio nodded and grinned.

“Where iz het"

“Tie um to tres.’’

“How did you get hold of him, then "

“I'at follor he comov ashore in littlo
Loat; smash up on rocks.™

00, the ass!™ said Bab Cherry. “Io
must have got off from the Aloha in the
ig:lg N Ilance ought te have stopped
1.

“Where did you leave Buanter tied to
a tree " asked Harry Wharton quietly.

The half-caste shrugged his shounlders.

“No tell,” bhe answered. * Malaifa
boy him male kai-kal of fat feller. You
no ¢an siop.”

“We shall try te stop it, at all
events,” said Harrv. ¢ Those hlack
scoundrel: who were with you have
gone back to where Bunter was left, I
suppose.”’

i o tﬂ]dlu:”

“Answer me. vou dog!” sard Whas-
ton, hiz eyes gleaming., and he hifted
the rifle. **Answer me, before I knock
you sensclesz!™

‘Uhe Jnlf-caste shrank back.

“ Black felicr ke go back camp.” he
said sullenly.  ““Make kai-kai of {ai
white feller. You no can stap.’

Wharton drew a deep breatls

It was no lige to think of "'DBuntex’s
fatunus folly in placing himself i the
enomy’ s hands—no time to think of the
danger:  of rescwing  him.  All  the
junices had to think of now was
rescning the Owl of the Remove from
thir Malaitas.

“We've pob to follow those black
Lrubea, vou  fellows,’” sald Wharton.
"VWalve ot fp 2ave Dunter i we =an.

i'l. "I&;:C:.f'

NN

P

pleniy quick you oo coma ! **

No time to get thiz scoundrel tc the
Alohin now, Tie him up to the
banyan. ™

Silvig was hustled under the hanyvan,
and hound there. with strips tern from
his own clothes, to a etrong sterm. Iland
and foof the half-casie was bound to the
stem, and as the juniors left him- flics
and mosquitoes were setiling thick on
the helpless half-caste.

But there was no time to think of the
rascal’'s discomfort. No thought of
Silvio, no thought of the treasure now
was in the mind: of the Greviriars
juniors. Losing not a moment, {orget-
}g:l of heat and of fatigue, they started
through the high bush en the track of
the ﬁeeing Solomon  Islanders. The
blacks, as they had fled, had leit a
frampled track that was easy enough to
follow, and through the oven-like heat
of the high bush Harry Wharton & Co.
followed it. only dreading that they
miglt arrive too.late.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Soames Again !

b ELE!" howled Billy Bunter.

H The Owl of the Remove

leaned on the trunk of the

palm-free. wriggling and poer-
spiring  The grass-rope that bound him
to the palm held him seeurely, and
Bunter, who had wrenched at i franti-
cally after Bilvie and the blacks left
him, gave up hope of getting looso
again.

He had to wait there, bound, helpless,
aching with heat and thirst, till Silvie
reburned, and thon he kpew what was
to be lus fate. . ]

The half-caste limseli ecortaimly was
not a cannibal; but it was very probabla
that be dirad not refmse to hand any

the foliage, was levelled af him, Silvio approached the Greyfriars juniors, his rifls
‘T tell you one time,”* he says, ** you comey out from tree, you savvee 7 Shoot
(Ses Chapier 7.)

prizoner over to his ferocious {ollowers
tor ““hai-kai.” At all ovents, he had
maide it clear to Bunter that hie was to
bo handed over to the SBolomon Islanders,
nnd that the cooking-pot was to be his
portion, when the gang returncd. And
Bunter, fainting with terror, tried not
to think of 1, and could net help think-
ing of it.cvery terrible moment that he
remmained bound to the palm.

And then he heard a soft [ootstop
among the palms behind him,

He was bound to the palm nearcst to
the beach, simply becanse that was the
shortest disiance for the lazy blacks to
drag him. Behind him were many
%almg, round him many on either side.

t was through the palms that Silvie
and hiz ecrew had disappeared into the
interior of the island. And when ha
heard the footstop, Bunter concluded
that 1t meant that the cannibal Malaita
bovs were returning, and he almost
swooned with fear and-horror.

But fear sharpened his perceptions.

He realized that it was not the pad of
s naked foot he heard; it was o booted
foot that trod among the palms behind
him. A wild hope sprang up in his heart
that the Greyfriars fellows might by some
chance have come that way—though le
knew that the quest.of the cache led them
along the sandy stream in the interior of
Caca.

But the faint hope was enough, and
he shouted for help.

“Help! Help, T say, you fellows!
Help

The footstep came ncarver and nearer.
Someone was treading cantiously among
the palms, with stealthy footfalls, Some-
thing in the soft stealth of that tread wos
familiar to Dunter; it reminded bim of
the soft-footed valet on board the yaché

(Crontinued on poge 16)

Tz Maoker Lignavy.—No. 1,024,
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ANOTHER ROUSING STORY OF ST. SAM'S NEXT WE

Herbert Binns 13 not a revengeful sort of chap,

A LIMIT TO ALL THINGS ! There was confusion and dismay in

bul as Dr. Birchemall mnalkes a point of victimising him on every possible
accaston, the dustinan’s son feels that (E is high titne ke made some showo
of retaliation !

= e w5 L
A Cheery Yarn of Fun
I.

£ OAL ™
G * Hooray [
“Bravvo, young Dusty 1"

Tha shouts of applaws ekkoed
and re-ekkoed across the g Sam's play-
g fields.

arbert Binns, the dusiman's son,
whom Jack Jolly & Co. had affecshun-
ately crissencd ' Duety"—fairly purred
with plezzure. He was playing in his
first football match, arainst St. Mike's,
and he fairly revelled in the mud.
“Dusty™ was a periect peach of & player,
and three times in suxxession the ball
had wizred red-hot from his bhoot inte
the yorning net.

Wallowing in  the mud,
played a very clean gawe, Not once
did he stoop to fowl 1atticks. Not ence
did he trip up an opponent, or dig him
in the riba with Eza elbow; for the
referce’s eye was on him all the time!

‘The St Sam’a team was rather o novel
one, for it inclooded both a dustman’s
gon and a duke's son,

The Duke's son—the Honoerable
Algernon—played a very different kind
of game from “Dusty.,” You would
have eggspected a Duke's son fo be
refined and pentle in his tatticks; but it
was not g0, The Honnerable Algernon
kept fowling his opponents in a shockin
Imanmner. o tripped them, and hacke
their shins, and grabbed them by the
hare, and punched iheir noses. Ho went
barging and charging all ever the ficld
like & young borbarian.

Burleigh of the Sixth, who was the
referee, was frankly disgusted.

he

“Enufi of these fowl tatticks!™
growled. “FPlay the game, you young
raseal, or I’ll gend you oif the Held [’

“Bah!” said the Honnerabla Alger-
nen, pressing his thum to his uose and
epredding out his fingers like a fan.
“You dursent chuck me off the field.
Dr. Birchemall gave ordors that I was
to play, an' itha "Ead’s a personal friend
of mine; 50 you can go an' eat cokel"”

For a moment Burleigh loocked as if
he would take the duke’s son by the
scurf of the neck and shake him. Dut
be remembered in time that it would
be eacriledge for the son of a meer
Cshinet Miniztor, like Burleigh was, fo
lav hands on the zon of a duke.

The pame went oa, and the IHonner-
able Algernon continued his fowl tat-
ticks. The capinin of &t Mike's hap-
pencs 1o have the ball, and the duke’s
som, charging up like a mad Bull, butted
him in the ssall ef the back and sent
bim sjprawiing.

[F ﬂuﬁt:f”

and Frolic at St. Sam’s.

“Fowl!"” gasped the ecaptain of 5t.
Mike’s, as he rolled in the mud, “ Chuck
him off, refi!*

Burleigh, bis hansom face dark with
anger, strode up to the Honnerable
Algarnon.

“ Gret off the Geld [ he sald sternly.

“I won't "

“You willl”

“1 tell you, I won'tt"

“T tell {m:, you will 1"

. Jack Jolly & Co. settled the arguinent
in drastick stile. They were just about
fed-up with the Honnerable Algernon.
Grimly they closed around him, and
whirled him off his feet, and frog's
marched him from the field. Then they
rollégd him in a rnuddy puddle and wiped
their boots on bim, and went back fo
the game.

St. SBam’s had only ten men now, but
they wera more than a mateh for Bt
Mike's, * Dusty"” DBinnos was a team in
himself, Time and again he went
through the opposing defenco like a
knife through butter, and crashed the
ball into the net. And he had scored
seven goals off his own bat=—or rather
boot—when the final wissle sounded,

“Dusty” was the hero of the maich.
His schoolfellows swarmed around him,
and lifted him sholder-high, and bore
him in triumff to the dressing-room,
chanting “Bee the Konkering Hero
Comes 1" ] .

It was at this cozgsiting moment that
Dr. Alfred Birchemall, P.I.G., A.B.3.
came stalking on the seen, his long beard
waving in the breeze, Lis crool little eyes
gleeming like points of fire.

“Btop 1Y thundercd the Head, halting
in front of the procession. * What is
the mearning of this? Why are you
lovvishing all this fuss and serrcmony
on the son of & dustman?”’ . ;

“Ho scored seven goals, sic!” said
Jack Jolly.

“What! What!”

“He kicked seven beaulies, sirl”

Dr. Birchemall fairly danced with

geJuliy " he cricd.  *“You have fiouted
my instructions, you young rascal! You
hove defved my epgsprass commands!
I distinctly szid that Binns was not {o

play 1 your eleven!

*“0Oh, crombs 1" )

“For this defyance of orthority, Jolly,
you shall be fogged until you squeel for
mersy ! And Binns shall be fogged, too
—though I hate to contaminate my birch-
rod by using 1t on n dustman’s son!
Follow me to my study at once, ihe pair
ef youl”

ra

the ranks of the Fourth Form foot-
ballers, Binns was sat down on his feet,
and he and Jack Jolly, with rys faces,
followed the furious Dr. Birchemall ta
his study.

It was a Bogging for {wo, laid on with
the utmost severrity. The IHead busted
two birches on Binns' back, and a third
on Jack Jolly's.

“Dusty” took his fruel like & man.
He riggled s bit, and his legs thrazhed
the zir like Hails; but not a mermer
escaped his lips.

Jack Jolly was just ms heroick, and
one of his angwished kicks took the
Head full in the chest and bhowled him
over packwards., Jack reseeved an extra
duzzen strokes for that!

Dr. Birchemall gathered up the lrag-
ments of his birchrods and tossed them
into the fireplace.

“ Go ! he thundered, jerking his thum
towards the door, 1 ;

And the two juniors limped out into
the passidge, where they were sur-
rounded by their chums, )

“I1ad it hot?” asked Frank Fearless
simperthetically.

“Ow P said Jack Jolly.

“Yowl" said ** Dusty.”

“How many?” inquired Merry.

“T lost connt,” said Jack Jolly, “and
I beleave the Head did, too. Ow-ow-ow!
0ld Birchemall's a beast and a broot and
a boolly, and T'm going to get even with
him for this!”

“8ame here!” growled *Dusty.”
“I'm not a revengeful sort of chap, but
old Birchemall needs a lesson—badls!
Ever since I set foot in this place the old
villain's had his knife into me, just
becanse I happen to be o dustman’s son.”

“It's a jolly shame!™ said Bright.
“But I don't ses what you can da,
Dusty, eggsept grin and bear it."

“T'm ing to think out & jape- on
the Head,” said Dusty, “and I shall
egrspect you fellows to give me a hand,
and mako it the biggest jape that ever
was 1"

“Rely on " zaid Jack Jolly
heartily. ; ]

Later on, in the Fourth Form dormi-
try, Dusty confided the details of nis
jape to the juniors. Evidently it tickled
their fancy, for ihey larfed loud and
long as Dusty unfolded his skeem. IHe
had made the most elaborate plans and
preparations, and Jack Jolly & Co. were
with lnim to a man.

“To-nife's the nite!™ =aid Dustr.
“T'1] give vou fellows a call at midnite,
and tﬁen the dasterdly deed shall be
done! And to-morrow maorning old
Birchemall will be the larfing-stock of
2t Sam's ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

And the juniors, with the eggseptiom
of Dusty the dvstman’s son, settled down
to slumber, and were soon in the arma
of Morphia.

15
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* QLLOW vour leader " whispered

F Dusty.

The sollum strokes of mid-

nite, had stricken from the old

clock-tower, and all was in reddiness
for the grate jape on Dr. Birchemall.

“Got the paint, Dusty ! mermered
Jack Jally.

I Y'\.- _!"

“And (he diet?

R

o ﬂnd th]e‘ fetheors?”

“HEyerythmg !

Liko gn::ﬂ:.rg fantoms of the nifte the
juniors stole out of the dermitry in their
rubber-souled shoea. Thero wore five of
them in the conspirasy. Dusty led

iLa
way, and Jack Jolly and Merry &l



JWLING OUT THE PLOTTERS!" LOOK OUT FOR IT!
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l}jﬂ:nﬁth and Fearless followed c¢lose at
15 ki

Their destination was the Head's bed-
room, And they were obliged to tread
warily, in case some master or prefect
should be on the prowl.

After proseeding on  tiptoe round
several corridores, 'he littls procession
helted outside a certain deor, and Dusty
applicd his sar to :he keyhole.

A gentla snore announced that the
Head, in spite of his glty conshence,
was asieep.

Very softly Dusty pushed open_the
door and stole into the room. Jack
Jolly & Co. followed, scarcely daring to
breethe,

The Head's bed-room was fludded
with silvery moonlite from the window,
Dr. Birchemall lay on his back, with his
leng beard resting on the counterpane
His eyves were closed and his mouth was
open, and his snore caused the bed to
vibrate. He stirred once or twice as he
glept, and between his snores he kept
muttering. The juniors caught the
words “ young rascals I" and * birchrod,”
and *“hlack snd blue.” And they ex-
changed grins in the moonlite.

Then, at & signal from Dusty, they
got busy. And the nature of their busi-
ncss was te transform Dr. Birchemall
itto a Red Indian. For this purpuss t-hﬂ}'_u"
had brought red paint for the Head's
face, and a red die to die the Head's
beard, and s band, mounted with fethers,
to adorn the Head's napper.

It was a slow and perilus task; for if
the HMead should chance to wake, and
find five juniors in his bed-room engaged
in making & Red Indian of him, there
would certainly be ruections.

But the Head did net wake. Dusty,
squeezing red paint from s tube, pro-
seeded to smear it over the sleeper’s
face; while Jack Jolly busied himself
with dring the Head's beard.

Frank Fearloss, with the aid of a pot
of glue, fixed the chaplet of fethers to
the Head's bald pate. And he fixed it
so firmly and thurrughly that the Head
was not 1il|:elg to get it off in & hurry.

Merry's job was to adorn the Head
with a pair of long, bushy eyebrows;
while Bright fastened some cheap
tiinkets on to his cars,

The juniors were finished at last, and
Dr. Birchemall presented an eggstra-
ordinary spestacle. He looked as if he
had stepped straight out of the pages
of & Wild West story. So commicle was
his appearance that the juniors, gazing
at their handiwork, grew perple in the
faco in their efforts to keep from burst-
g out larfing.

he Head's slumbers were very rest-
less now,  Buddenly he fung out his
arm, and Jack Jolly, who was squatting
on the bed. roseeved the HHead's fist in

his eve. He rolled off the bed with a
velp af nnqwlsh‘
“Luick ™ muttered Dusty in alarm.

Y (lear out, you chaps!”

The five conspirators were out of the
Head’s bed-room im a twinkling, and
speeding  back to  their dormitry.
Arrived there, they gave their bottled-up
laviter full vent.

* Ha, ha, ha!™

*Heo, ho, ho " :

“What a giddy surprize for St, Sam's
in the morning when they zee a Red
Tudian cheef dancing arcund ! chuckled
Jack Jobly. )

And the juniors larfed till they became
nimost historieal,. I+ was some time
before they eetiled dovn to sleep.

Next morning there were seens of the
wildest eggsitement at 8t Bam's,

The Heed happened to oversleep. The
tlack was etriking eight when e opened
cie eyes. Foarfal of mivsing his brekiast

—which he always took in the dining-
hall with the rest of the school—Dr.
Birchemall bounded out of bed, and
scrambled into a dressing-gown and
elippers, and went down tho stairs three
at a time, like Grandpa Kroogshen. He
had not stopped to look at himeelf in
the mirror, though he was vagusly con-
shuz that there was something wrong
with his face. He had not stopped for
anything, His scle aim in lifa at that
moment was to reach the dining-hail
befora some greedy person at the
masters’ table zneaked his eggs and
bacon.

Brekfast was in full swing, when 3t
SBam’s was suddenly startled out_of its
wits by the appesvanse of a Red Indian
choof m their midst.

The door of the dining-hall was thrown
open, and a wild figger dashed in—a
hideus and grotesk figger, with & bright
red face a.'ngra vivid red beard, and a
coronet of fethers on its head.

Dr. Birchemall's dressing-gown fitted
in well with the rest of his appearanse.
For it was of an Indian pattern, with a
quaint design of wigwams and tommy-
hawks. It had been sent to the Head
by one of his cowboy friends in the Wild

esk.

FPannick end consternation broke out
when the Head made his dramatick
entry inte the dining-hall. Only five

ths Honnerahlo

Facing Burlelgh,
Algernon pressad his 1thum to his
noat and spread out his Angers llke

g fan. Hpahl"™ he erlad. ""%ouo
dursent chuck me off the fisld!*

persons remained calm—tha five who
were respongible for Dr. Birchemall's
present ap%::a_ranm. . The remainder
jumped to their feet in wild alarm. In
the general commotion the masters'
table was overturned with a ¢rash, and
the floor was bestroon with eggs and
bacon.

“Gug-gug-good heavens!™ cried Mr.
Lickham, the master of the Fourth.
“YWhat fearsorne appyrition is this?”

“Tt is a savvidge—a Red Indian!”
cried Mr. Justiss. “Help! He has
coma to attack us!”

And Mr, Justiss, who was net of ihe

stuff of which bheroes are made,
promptly darted towards the door,
thereg setting an  eggsample of

cowardiss which the other maosters were
not slow to follow. Panmck-stricken,
they became wedged in the doorway,
Gghting and struggling to escape.

But the prefecls had more pluck than
the masters. Burleigh and Tallboy and
half a durzzen more made a sudden rush
towards tho Bed Indian cheef, who was
nov lookipg as astomished as anrbody,

They grappled with him and bove him to
the Hoor, cheerad on egpsitedly by the
rest of the school.

*Ow.ow-ow! Loggo! Gerroff me
chest 1" pasped the unhappy victiin. And
the seniors gasped, too. For they could
not fail to recognise the skollerly toncs
of Dr. Birchemall, their headmaster !

_ “Good gad!™ $aaped Burleigh, leap-
ing off the Head's chest as if it was o

WﬂSg' nest.  “ It—it's the Head!"
“Drested up like & Red Indian to
scare us!” eggsclaimed Tallbpy. * Reslly,
gir, I'm serprized at you! Fancy a head-
masler playing & prank of this sort!”
Dr. Birchemall serambled to hia fest,

So fearsome and feroshus did he appear
that the prefects backed away in alarm.

“"How dare you? he blazed, in a fury.
“How dare you commit assault and bat-
tery upon tho sacred person of your
headmaster? And what dp you mican,
Tallboy, by saying that I sm dressed
up like a Bed Indian? I am certainly
wearing an Indian dressing-gown, but
that is no reason why you should take
mea for a savvidge 1"

“Do you mean to say, sir,”" gasped
Burleigh, “that you don’t know what
vou look like? Your face is paintad red,
and your beard is red, and you're wear-
mg fethers, and bushy eyebrows, and
ornamants in your ears!"™

“"Wowewhatt" stuttered the ITead in-
credulously.

And then he passed his hand over his
face, and felt the eyebrows, and the
trinkets, and the fethers, and nearly fell
down in his astonishment.

Meanwhile, one of the juniors had
fetched a mirrer. Grinning breadly, he
held it up before the Head's face; and
then, for the first time, Dr. Birchemall
saw himself as others saw him. He
stared at his refleciion as if mesmerised,
and it was a leng, lang time before he
found his voice.

““This is a trick!” howled the Hend.
“I have been the victim of a dastardls
and diabolical jope on the part of some
person or persons unknown! Somebody
must have visited my bed-room whilst 1
slept and perpetrated this shocking ont-
rags LA

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The pent-up feelings of the St. Sam's
skolars found a vent.

*Ho, ho, hol”

“He, he, he!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

The ancient rafters of the diming-hall
rang to a terrifick burst of larfter, Tear-
ing his beard and dancing like a dervish
in his rage, Dr. Birchemall locked in
denger of having an applehectic fit.

“Stop " he bawled.

But nothing could have stopped the
assemhbled skalars just then. Thev
larfed untii the tears ran down their
faces—and then thev larfed again.

_‘;iﬂg:tp!” bawled Dr. Birchemall, "1
will Hop—""

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“T will expel

“Ho, ho, ho!" )

The St. Sam's [fellows were in
historics.  Mever had they eeen their
lerned MHead look such o riddickulous
site,

They larfed and larfed, the tears of
merriment splashing down their checks.
And Dr. Birchemall, unable to face that
storm of riddyeule, turnad and fed
presipitatly from the dining-hall,

And as he fled, followed by shreeks of
larfter, he vowed dire vengence upon the
“porson or persons wnknown whe had
perpetrated the Jape of the Term!

THE ERT,

{Another merry “lail * of the 5L Sam’z
heroes next week, boys)
THe Macyer Liprany.~—No. 1,024,
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'8 twice—and no revolver thiz time.

‘ i r
v |

F RN
{(Tontinued from page 13.)

Ciolden Arrow-—of Boames, Mr. Vernon-
Bmith's manservant; Soames, the muti-
ncer and sea-lawyer, who had swum
ashore from the Alcha the previous
wight, and wasz lurking somewhers on
tho i=sland. Was it Socames? Dven zo,
tho sea-lawyer was welcome; willain as
he was, he would hardly leave a white
mian to be devoured by cannibals.

“Help! Help! This way, help !
shrieked Bunter.

There was a zoft langh, almost in his
ear,

IHe waz cerinin now. Tt was Soames.

A moment later the man came round
the palm and stood before him. Tt was
Jarnea Seoamces, his cool, clear-cuk, 1m-
rassive face a3 cool and calm as ever,

i narrow, keen eyos surveyed the fat
junior bound to the troe. There was a
smile on his face, o smile that was not
Teassuring.

** Boames I panted Bunter.

“Master Bunter ! smiled Boames.

“Let me loose 1™

Soames did not let him laose, or
answer him.  He turped his back on
Dunter, and seanned, with a keen, search-
ing gazo hia surroundings—the thick
grove of coconut palms, the shelving
sand, the blue inlet and the [ong cance
heached high up from the lapping sea;
the fragmentz of the Alcha's gig left in
the sand by the receding tide. Then he
turned o Dunter apain.

“You are alone here **

“Yes,” gasped Bunter.

* A prisoner?” smiicd Soamoes.

“Let me logse I

“Whe tied you up*™

“ That beast Silvio.”

“Thon the half-caste s here!? I
thonght as much when T saw the eanoc
from the distance. Why have they de-
sorted their camp? Do you know 2

“I—I think they've gone after
Wharton and the other chaps!” gasped
Runter.

“How came vou hers ™

Duter told him. Ha blinked implor-
ingly at Soames throvgh hiz hig
spectacles. Af every moment he expected
to hear the returning footstops of Bilvio
and tha Malaita boys.

¥ T—1 say, let mo loose!™ he pleaded.
“That flthy half-caste 1a going to hand
me over to those beastly zavases when
they come back.”

“Kai-kat 1" said Soomes.

*Yes," shuddered Bunter. ® Tor good-
ness esake untie me before they come
back, Get me loose !

“You are acking a great deal,” said
soames smoothly, ' It was through you,
Muaster Bunter, that your friends got the
upper hand of me on the schooner, I
think I told you the time might come
when I should be able to repay what I
owed vou.”

Bunter sluvered,

“You can’t leave me here ! he gazped.
“You're a white man. You cen't da it.
For merey's sake——"

He broke off as a sound of fiving came
acr09s the island, clear and sharp in the
clear air.  Soames started.

“Hilvio bas found your friends, I

Tee Macwer Lionany.—No. 1,024,

"That was &
heard?

faney ! he remarked.
rifle, a3 well s o revolver, you
Your friends bave no rifles 1

Ho listencd intently.

“There goes the rifie mgznir]—t;svnq:‘ttl—tr
woutld look as if vonr friends have had
the worst of it.”

Bunter groaned.

He had no hope that the Greviriars
fellows would get the hetter of an_en-
counter with BSilvio and the Malaitas.
And the sound of the firing tcemed to
fell that they had had the worst of it.
Neither Bunter nor Soamos could guess
that Silvio's riflo was being ﬁrek by
Wharton 2t the Seolomon Islandoers.

*T{ Silvio has the upper hand, it is
good-bye to your friends,” said Soames
calmly. *“They would have done better,
after all, te remain under my orders.
Silvio will not spare one of them.”

Bunter groancd again.

“ And they will return here—and I am
nnarmed,” said Soames. “IE i3 time 1
cleared, I think.”

He looked at Bunter, and pauvsed.
Hoames was a scoundrel, but he was a
white man. He bopan to tear loose the
s roge that bound Dunler to ihe
palm.

The Owl of the Remove gasped with
relief when he found his fat hmbs at
liberty again,

sSoames Liceded him no furiher.

He hurried down the beach to the
canoe, and began to drag it down the
sand towards the lapping waters of the
ilet. The fide was out, and there was
a long stretch of boach to cross before
the water was reached, but Sooames
worked with a swifiness and strength
_su_r]:rrising in 2 man of so slight a build.
Bill¥ Bunter blinked zfter lum.

He was afraid of Scames—but he was
territied by the bare ides of the half-
caste and the Malaitas. Better Soames
than the cannibals. He knew how un-
likely 1t was that he would find his wav
along the shore of the island without
stumbling into the hands of his enemies.
Indeed, to his fat ears, quickened lv
frar, it seemed thet he could already
hear the sound of rumning footsteps in
the distance of the palm wood. He
seuttled  breathlessly down the coral
beach after Boames.

“Take me with you ! he panted,
Soames Jooked at him.

“"Help me with the canoe!” he zaid
bricfly,

It was not like DBunter to exert him-
self ; but he exerted himself now. He
put al! his. bheef into shoving the long
canoe down to the water. Well, he knew
what would happen i the Malaitas re-
turned Lefore the cance shoved off,
Soumes doubtless could save himsclf by
flight—he waa light and sctive and wary,
Bunter would have had ahout as much
Dlmm:-p a3 8 tortoise. Ile streamed witl:
perspiration as e slaved at shoving the
canoc down the heach.

The prow glided inte the lapping
water, Just as the canoe came afloat on
the inlet, three or four breathless blacls

came tearing through the palmz, SBeames
looked back.

He shoved at & coral rock with a
paddie. and the cance glided off. Tilly
Bunter had just time to plunge headlong
tn it az 1t went. JYe collapsed in the
Lottom of the canoce, breathloss and ox-
hausted, while Seames, with a paddle in
cither hand, paddled away ewiltly, the
canoe shooling like rn arrow across the
blue walers of the inlet, out inio the
channel among the recfs—lesving ths
Solomon lslanders velling and gestien
lating on thie beaels.,

THE TEMTH CHAPTER.
“ Altgo 1 ™

i AR them—"
“Hurry!" muttered Whas-
ton, between his teoth.

From the distance, a sound
of furigus yelling came to the carz of the
ireviriars juniors as they hurricd on
through the high bush, It was the rell-
ing of Lhe Solomon Islanders, left on the
beach by the capture of their canoe; but
to the Greviriars fellows, thinking of
Bunter, it seemed (o portend the doom
of the fat junior. Breathless, panting,
they hurried on through the bush, with
seb facea almost favage in expressiom,
weapon In hand.

They came out of the thick bush et
last, in the open prove of palme that
stretehed down to the beach of the blue
inlet,  Far out on the waters they
glimpzed, hardly noticing a canos that
shot away seaward, They had no oves
for the sea, only for the bunch of Llack,
kinky-haired Malaitas ¢n the shore.

The hali-doren Solomon Islanders had

thered in a buneh thers, Thay had
ound their prisoncr gone, and iheir
canoc taken away—and they were jabber-
ing wildly and excitedly together when
the junicrs came on them., Af the sight
of the seven * white marsters " with their
firearms, the hlacks zet up a howl of
alarm and rctregfed along the beach.
They had intended to flee in the canoe,
talking their prisonce with them to make
“lai-kai ® in some spot out of reach of
the “white marsterz ¥ but their retreat
by water was cut off now.
. Wharton raised the rifle, but lowered
1t again.

“IThey'va not got DBunler.” La
exclaimod.
“Fire onn  the brates, anihow™

mutiered tie Dounder,

“Btop it Bmithy.”
caught the Dounder's
ratzing hiz rovolver,

“Uhuek  if,  Smnehy” sald  Harry
Wharton sharply. *“Let them go--if
they've pot got Banter. You can seo
he's not with ther: ™

“Inside theo,
Bounder,

“Whatt"

“Well, he doesn’t seem to be Leve,
and vou know thev've ecannibale”™

“Rot.: We were close behina thom-—
they've had no fime, and thoy'ro
thinking only of peiting away—-"

“Where's Bunter, then t

“That brute Silvio said that he was
left tied to a free. He's not with the
blacks, anyhow.” zaid Harry, "ot
them go, and let's search for Bunter.
e mugt be hege,”

The juniors began to search asaong
the palms, leaving the Solomon Islanders
to their own devices. The blacks,
seeing that they were not pursued,
stopped at a Litkle distance, staring back
towards the * white marsters,” jabhering
excitedly together. The juniors did nat
heed them a: thov scarched anzionsiy
for Bunter.

“Ha was here. T think,™ zaid
Bedwing, stopping under the palm to
which Lilly Bunter had been bound,

At the foot of the trec lay the grass.
rope, where Soamos had dropped it afier
releasing Bunter., In the earth was {he
imprint of Dunter's zhoes, the heels
towards the trunk, Evidently somcone
had beon bound to that palm—not a
nalive, a3 he wore shoes.  Dunter,
obvicusly. Lad boeen there—but he was
romte. Trho juniors, in wiler porplexity,
gathered round the palm. It seomed
chear enough that this was the tree 1o
which Silvis had left the far junior
hound : he was gone, and lher could
20 fial Lo owwas mob with o Alalaitas.

Tom Redoing
arm as he was

pocbaps,”  2aid (he
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It was a mystery, and the juniors were
trying to puzzle it out, when there was
a shout of alarm from tha Bounder.

“Look out! They're coming I”

“My hat! Leck out, you fellows!”
exclaimed Wharton, grasping the
nagazine fifle.

Dack along the beach came the half
a dozen Solomon Islanders at a rush.
They had not been fired on or pursued;
and that, to their fuzzy native brains,
could only mean that the * white
marsters * were afraid of them, or
had no cartridges. From unreasoning
panic to unreasoning ferocity wos a
change natural to the savage mind, and
it came in & twinkling. Bo swift was
the rush of the Malaita "boys” that
they were almost upon the juniors when
the latter stood on their goard.

Crack, crack, crack, erack !

Harry Wharton & Co. wers never
likely to learn the savage ways of the
Eﬂuti Heas, with the possible exception
of the DBounder. But they did not
hesitate for & moment to shoot now,
The Malaita men had ne weapons but
their coocking-knives, but they were
dangerous enough at close quarters, and
in physical strength, of course, the half
a dozen brawny savages were & mateh
for thrice their numbers of white school-
boys. Life itself depended now on rapid
shooting, and Harry Wharton & Co. did
not think of hesttating. ;

There were four firnarms in the party
now—the rifle, the auntomatie, and {wo
revolvers, and they blazed out together.

The bullets swept through the Malnita
men as they came rushing on. It was
the surprise of their lives for the
Solomon Izlanders.

Two of them pitched over headlong,
and lay etill on the beach. Another
dropped with a bullet in his leg.

For an instant they stood halted, and
then they fled again, racmﬁ_&wgy madiy
along the coral beach. This time they
did not stop. They fled on till they
vanished in the distance among the
rocks. ]

Harry Wharten lowered the rifle, and
ran forward. Two of the islanders did
pok stir, but the wounded man glared
up at him, ma!un%{rn feeble effort to
throw his knifa. harton knocked it
-:::J.Et of his hand with the barrel of the
e,

“Hnock the brute on the head”
growled the Bounder.

“(0h, cheese it, Bmithy.” :

“Ask him where Bunter is," said
Nugent. "“He may he able to speak
En{glish—h&uh&d&mar, at least.”

“Good egg,” raid Harry, and he
addrossed the wounded man. “You
feller boy, vou speakee English®

“No shootee,” muttered the Malaita
man.

““No shootee if speakee,” said Harry.
“White marster comeo find fat feller
um glass eyes, you savvee?

“MNo findee,"” maid the Malaita man.
* Nother white marster takee in canoe,
washy-washy plenty quick.”

“Eh, what's that?” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *1 rememhber there was a cange
out on the wafer when we came up.
It must have been Silvio’s cance. YWhat
the dickens docs he mean by another
while man taking Bunter away

“White marster takce cance and fat
faller um glass eyes,” said the Sclomon
Yalander.

“It couldn’t have been Silvio: we
left him fastened up safe encugh,” aaid
Johony Bull, "“There's no other white
man in the island except—~"

“Boames [ gnid the Bounder, with o
whistle,

“Who was the white marster who took
fat feller “way in canoe?” asked

him,

Wharton,
again,

“ Aitno 1™ snid the Melaiin man.

“You savvee that white master "

“Bavvee him plenty. Aitoo.”

“Great pip! A white man can't be
named  Aitoo!” said Bob  Cherry.
"]"II"hnt"a a native name, if it's a name &t
a ‘J‘J

“Dobble,” said the Solomon Islander.

“What 1"

“Aitoo samee dehble

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob. “Aitso
means devil, does it? And it's the name
of tha white marster who took fat feller
in canga®

The Black man nedded,

“It must have been Sosmes,” said
Wharton, puzzied. “We know there's
no other white man on the island.
Soamés must have heen here, and he's

¢ hold of Bilvio's cance and Bunter.

codness knows what he wants with
Bunter—unless he was simply saving
him from the blacks”

He looked away across the inlct, but
the canoe of which the juniors had had
a glimpse; had vanished now far out in
the channel among the reefs, Soamos—
they hknew 1t must be Soames—was
gone, and Bunter was gone with him.
They had no doubt that the fat junior's
life was eafe; indeed, what had
happenad was forfunate for Bunter, for,
but for the intervention of Soames,
there was little doubt that the SBelomon
Islanders would have fled in the canoe,
taking Bunter with them to maka * kai-
kai * beforo Harry Wharton & Co. had
arrived at the inlet.

“If it was Soamee, it was lucky he
turned up here,” said Bob Cherry, *“It
searmns clear that Bunter's in the cance
with him. Smithy, old man, I'll bet
that when your pater tonk on Soames as
a valet, he never knew that Scames had
had such & name as * Aitoo ™ when he
was in the Scuth Seas™

The Bounder grinned.

““There was a lot ahout Scames that
the pater never knew and wo know
now,” he said. “Let's get back, yon
fellows. We can't get after Soames—if
Aitoo is Soames; snd thoe sun's going
down.”™

The wounded Solomon Islander was
crawling away along the beach with
uneasy backward glances, se if in fear
of a bullet following him. Unheeding
the Greyfriaras fellows hurried back
the way they had come. The sun was
ginking behind the line of hills that
barred Caca from north to south, and it
was necessary to get back to the
schooner befora dark,

But the juniors had counted without
the suddenness of the tropical sunset.

In their hurry to the rescue of Bunter,
they had forgotten everything elee. The
afternoon had been waning; the long
blazing day drawing to a close. As
they tramped now through tho high
bush back to the vallovy of the Eﬂ-ﬂgj'
stream, shadows were falling thick.

Wharton gave a rather anxions logk
about him,

“Better put it on,” he =zaid. “Tha
dark comes jolly quick in theso regions,
and wo don't want to be caught in the
bush, I'm not at all sure we could
find our way out in the dark.™

The juniors hurried on at a trot, tired
as they were, They came out of the
bush at last, and in the last glimmer of
the sunset, caught a glimpse of the
atream in the distance. It was the last

limpsa of light—a few momenfs later
darkness shut down on the tresepre
island like a curtain that ie drawn.

addressing the black man

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Hiddeh Cave !

r HE cance bumped, and Iy
Bunter sat up with a gasp.

Hea blinked round hm.

The sky was shot with erimson
and gold and purple, in the blaze of Lhe
f-mcrmaf sunset, DBut where the cance
had stopped there was little of the shy
to be seen, Bunter was aware that
Hoames had paddled into the lagoon: the
channel among the reofs, which had iad
20 many terrors for Bunter, had none
for the iron-nerved sea-lawyer. Bunter
had wondered whether Soanica was head-
ing for the Aloha, to make some
desperate attempt on the schooner as che
rode at anchor in the lagoon.  That,
however, was not Hoames' intention. o
had paddled the ecanos into & narrew
channel between two high rocks of black
basalt, whieh approached each other o
::lusel;n!r that only a narrow strip of ehy
was visible overhead. At the end of tho
little channel—a “finger ¥ of the lagoon,
a3 & South Sea sailorman would have
called it——the water washed on a rocky
bank where the basaltic cliffs drew close
together and shut in in the arch of &

reat cave. The eanoe bumped on the
sheiving  rock, and Soames sprang
ashore,

Ho glanced back at Dunter.

“Get out,” he said briefly.

Hlllg Bunter blinked at him and
scrambled out of the cance,

The high, shadewy eave in tha haseltio
cliff was entirely shut in, save where the
water lapped at its opening. So far as
Bunter could see, there was no apyioach
to it by land. A pgoat could searcoly
have found foothold on the steep rochs.
Soames evidently knew the place well;
he came to it as to a familiar spot that
ho knew. Ha lashed the cance to a
pqant_af rock to securo ik,

I—I say—" stammered Bunter.
Soames looked at him.
“What's  this place?”

Bunter.

“A cave,” answered Soames,

“1 ean sec that,” grunted Bunter,

“Then there was no need to ash 1le
question,” :

Bunter blinked at him. His fear of
the sea-lawyer was great, but he could
realise that his life was in no danges
That knowledge gave him o little 100
Assurance,

“ Look here, you're not keeping mae
here, you know,” said Bunter,

“You ara free to go if you elicose,™
said Soames.

“Eh? Yes®

“1 shall leave you here,” said Soamcs.
“There is nothing to prevent your swiga-
mind away if you choose; if you care to
take the risk.’

Bunter blinked out of the cave. The
narrow waterway ran between the high
cliffs out to tho open lagoon, not miore
tian a hundred vards distant.  [he
water was smooth, and even a poor
swimmer could have covered the distanco
and rcached ihe open and swum ia the
island beach. Not that Bunter theught
of making the attempt. Right wp (o (he
edge the wator was not less than [ifty
fect deep.

Hoames, with an ironical smile, picked
up 2 fragment of rock and tossed it into
the water. Something black rose {rom
the waler and plided for & moment
befora it sank again.

“ What—what was that?™ stammcsed
Euntor.

“A shark’s fn"”

The fat junior shuddered.

If ho had thought for a meoni. i of
trusting himself te ithe waler. 1508
thought would have been banisledd e,

The MAGNET Lanrary.~=Na. 1 (24,

denrianded

“Can you swim ™



‘ LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“ The place is alive with sharks,” said
Boamces., “ My advica to you is to remsin
whore vou are.™

Bunter did not need that advice. His
flash crept at the bare idea of trusting
bimself within reach of the jaws of the
shiarks.

*You will be safe here,” said Soames
contempiuously. “ The cave can only be
spproached from the seca, end no one
i5 likely to penetrate into this rocky
chantiel; no one is likely to know that
tize cave i here, or to desire to visit
it if he kpnew™

“Fow did you know of it, then?"
asked Bunter curiously.

“1 know the 1sland. I was marconed
here once, many years ago, and I had
lw . find a  hiding-place from the
vannibals,”

Bunter blinked at him. The man
whom he had known as the 'sleak,
srooth, silent-footed mansertant, the
valet of the millionaire, hed had a
strange past—a past that was strange
and terrible. Bunter wondered to what
wild erew Soames had belonged, 1n
those old days, when he had been
warooned on the lonely ieland in the
Cacific.

“I needed a craft of some kind to use
the cave,™ went on Hpames, ‘I hava
ane now, thanks to Silvie leaving hia
zanoe uonguarded. Ib is a secure hiding-
ntace; it saved my life in past days, I
ghall leave vou here as soon as the sun
i+ down. I must learn what has hap-
vened befween your friends and Bilvio.
Unte party or the other must have been
tie victor—buat which ¥

He bat hiz Lip in deep thought.

Dunter did not answer,

He did not suppose for a moment that
Harey Wharton & Co. had been able to
hold their own against the half-caste,
Vilwat had happened to them if Bilvie
liad gained the uvpper hand he rcould
guess, But Buanter was not thinking so
tatch of the fate of the juniors as of
itz own fate. YWhat was to happen to
him if his fricnds were gone? t the
Groyiriars party hed been wiped ouf,
Sitvic was certain to meake an aitempt
an the schooner, The Aloha might be
already in his hands.

The zame thought was evidently work-
g in Soames’ mind.

His brow was knitied in deep thoughe
a5 ha waited for thoe last rays of the
sun to die away.

Darkness thickened in the cave.

“Your friends were ell ashors:
Soames azked suddenly.

“Yes, Dance was left on the schooucr
with the Kanakas,” answered Bunler.
He gave a groan. “I dare say thai
half-cazte beast is there by this {ime.”

“ It is possihle,” said Seames. "Buol 7'
—hee patecd—" why did the blacks ecine
back to where thoy left you, 1n that
case? Silvie did not return with fthem,
and wky should he zend them back? He
woild want thera with him if he got the
lestter of the zchoolboys and intended Lo
attack the Aloha. It iz possiple that he
wok the worst of it—that he was killed,
noeed that the Malaitas were flecine.”

Bunter started.

“The acks would run at once. if
their leader fell,” went on  Boames.
*That would account for it, Dut I must
know,”

He rose from the rock on which he
had been resting and stepped towards
the canoce.

The sun was gone now, and in the
faint glirnmer of %ighb that remained he
was only a shadow to Bunter's eves.

“I—I eav, vou're not going to leave
me here alone? gasped BPunter,
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“You are safo here,” said Soames con-
temptuously.  “Deo wou think, like the
natives, that the sea-caves are haunted
by aitops ™

“I—I'd rather with
mumbled Bunter,

:}f'ﬂt_fl would EE in the way.™

—_— E:I-F__"

" That 1s enovgh.”

Soames stepped into the campe. Billy
Bunter watched him in dismay as he
Pushed off inte the dusky channel. -His
ittle round eves grew wide with terror
as he watched Soames glide away in the
canoe and disappear in the deep shadsws
of the basaltic cliffs,

“Oh dear!” groaned Dunter. * Beast ™

The darkness thickened in the cave,
and every shadow had terrors for the
hapless Owl of the Remove. In his fear
of the darkness and the loneliness
Bunter hardly rememberad that he was
hungry. From the hollows of the cave
in the masses of basalt came strange
murmurs. Bunter knew that it was Lﬁr:
whine of wind in the hollows, and the
faint echoes of the lapping water. but
cevery sound had terrors for him. He
could almost have believed, like the
natives, that the sea-caves wera the
dwelling-place of the *aitoos " —the
devila of the native superstiticn.

Bunter had stowed himself away on
the millionaire’s yacht at Southampton,
determined to join the party for the
Sonth  Seas, antleipating a glorious
holiday among the isles of the Pactfio.
Certainly, he had not foreseen what that
haoliday would be like. From the bottom
of his fat heart, he wishad that he was
safe home again—quarrelling with Bessie
and Hammy. But it was too late to
wish that.

Fortunately for Bunter. he was a geod
sleeper., He curled up in & corner and
fell asleep, and his deep, resonant snore
wais added to the other weird noizes in
the sen-cave. Had any native passed
just then ina canoe, certainly he would

ave supposed that the shadowy cave
was inhabited by an unusually powerful
“aitoo,” as Bunter's deep snore echoed
gnd {e-nnhned't-hmugh the hollows of the

asnlt.

COmo vou,”

— ——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Asks For It!

L1 UZEFLE—find Silvie!" pgrunted

P Bol Cherry.

Darkness had descended on

the Tressure Island, wrapoing

hill and valley, coral reefl and lagoon
as in & garvment,

One by onc the stars came out in the
velvely ske, plittering like points of
{ire in the davk-blue heavens,

Heavry Wharten & Co. bhad veached
the banl of the sandy stroam: but it
wn: nof &0 easy to find their way back
to the Lanvan-tree whors they had left
the halfcaste a bound prisoner.

There were many banvans in the
valiev., and innumerable  palm-trees
waved and nedded in the shadows.

“Lot’'s ot back to the Aioha,” said
the Bounder.

“But Bilvio——"

“Hang Silvio!™

“Weo can't leave the man tied fo the
tree all night, Bmithy,” said Harry
Wharton guistly.

“What would he have done to us®”’
growled the Bounder.

“That's not the point. As Reddy
told wvou, we'ra not SBouth Sea hali-
caskes,” answored Wharton.

Grunt from the Bounder.

“That's all very well,” he said. “The
follow will be safe till movning, tf we
leave him, We can't staond oun coremony

with a brute who would bBulcher us ali
round if he had half a chance”
“Bmithy—" murmured Redwing.
“{Oh, rats™
“Look hore, we've got to find the
pard the AlohLa

man and take him on
us,” eaid Johnny Bull. “If you

with
don't want to help, Smithy, rou can go
and git in the beat till we come.”

“Uh, rot!” growled the Bounder.

“We'll {ind him all right.” said Frank
Nugent  cheerfully. “The  blessed
bafiyvan was along the stream some-
where, only things look so0 jolly different
after dark.”

“The differentfulness 15 terrifie,™
remarked Horree Jamset Ram Singh,
staring round him in the shadows.

“Hallo, hallo, hallg! What
that?” exclaimed Bob suddenly.

“What 2

“There was something—behind that

Im—I saw it move—"

“Only o shadow.”

Bob Cherry ruzhed towards the palm.
But whatever it was he had seen, if he

was

had ‘scen a.ni.'thing. W tgcmﬁ. e
stared round him suspiciously.
“You're getting nervy, old mant”

eaid Nugent.

“Rot! I tell vou I saw something
move [ snapped Bob. *It's pone now.
Let's pet on, for goodness’ sakel ‘The
sponer we're on board the schooner the
bobber 1™

“Just what 1 think:!” grunted Vernon-
Smith. “Let that dashed healf-caste
roost ‘where o 12 till morning.”

“0h, come on!” said Wharton impa-
tiently. _

“Well, I'm not ::uminf, said the
Bounder sulkily, “Ii you fellows choose
to root sbout in the dark after a Glthy
half-caste, go ahcad. L'll go and waik
at the boat.”

"Better keep together, old chap,” =aid
Redwing. , ]

“Rubbish! Are yon getting fright-
ened of shadows, like Cherry ¥

“Look herc—" roared Bob Cherry.

“Woll. dou’t let's rag. anyhow,” inter-
poscd Wharton hastily. “ You can wair
for us, Bmithyv. Come on. vou fellows ™

The Bounder snorted -angrily, and
stood frowning, es the other fellows
moved on up the bank of the stream.
He made a movement to follow themng
but swung round and tramped away
towards tho beach where the whaleboal
had been left high and div, It would
have been better for Herbert Vernon-
Smith had he not vicided to is irriiable
temper; but it was not the first timo
that the Dounder's uncertain moods had
brouglht him trouble,

He tramped along towards the beach,
E]i&tening in the stoclight in (he dis-
fance.  The footsieps of the oiher
fallows died away in the opposite diree-
bLign,

The whaleboat waz in sighf, in the
glimmer of the stars. when the Bouuder
was conscious of a shadow that moved
among the palms close by the bank of
the sandy strcam.

*3

He spun roumd, his hand on the
revolver in his belt, his heart beating
quickly.

He had jeered ab Bob  Cherrv's

alarm; but his own heart beat fasr.
The palms. nodding in the starlight,
were poopled with moving shadows. L
it was not the shadow of a waving
frond that he had secon; he felt sure
of that. )

He jerked the revolver from his helt
and half raised it. Dot the shadow was
gone,

The Dounder stood witn throbbing
heart, hali-dizsposed to ecall cut to hia
comrades. But they had mone up tho
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iheir guard. Crack, erack, crack, orack !
Thelr bullets swept through the Solomon Islanders and iwo of them pilched over headlong,

hesitating.

stream, and were probably out of hear-
ing now—and his pride would not allow
him to call. Ha stared round him in
the stillness =and silence, his brows
knitted, his eves gleaming under them.
He was ready to fire at a sign of
danger; but when the danger came 1t
came without & warning sign.

Whiz! .

A lump of coral rock whizzed throngh
the air from the gloom of the palms

end struck the revolver from the
Bounder’s hand. The pistol was torn
from his grasp before he knew . hat

was happening, and whirled in the air
end dropped into the stream. The
Bounder gave a sharp cry, his fingers
numbed by the shock.

The pext minute a figure that scemed
s shadow was leaping on him. But it
was no shadow that gripped him with a
grip of steel.

Vernon-Smith caught & glimpse of &
pale, clearcut face, and two narrow
oyes that glinted.

“Boames|” ha panted. ‘

The next instant h® weas down on his
back on the edge of the stream, and
etruggling wildly in the grasp of the
pCE-lawyer.

He opened his mouth for a shout for
help, though he had little hope that his
comrades would hear. But that shout
was never uttered.

A clenched fist struck him on  the
temple, and the Bounder’s senses swam,
and the intended shout died away in a
faint moon.

What happened mnext the Bounder
hardly knew.

He was not wholly unconscious, but
nearly so, his brain swimming, his sight
dim and dazed. He felt himself lifted

Bo swiftly was the rush of the Malalta * boys,”’ that they were almost upon Harry Wharton & Co. when the Iatter stoed on

Life depended now on rapid

ns casily as if he had bBeen an infani—
he knew that he was carried alomg,
without having the power to move a
finger. ‘Then there was a blank, anc
then he knew that he was in some crait
that surged on the water. It was nci
the whaleboat—the boat could mot have
beon put to sea without the oers, which
had been carefully hidden h;’ ihe
junigrs when they landed. Vernen-
mith's vision cleared for a moment,
and he saw Soames, paddle in hand, in
tha starlight—it was a canoe i1n which
he was floating.

The Bounder made an eflort to meve,
and Soames’ eyes glittered at him, and
ha saw the paddle lifted threateningly:
and he sank back again into almost com.
plete unconsclousness, ]

5till, he was dimly aware of & rapid
passage on calm, shining water, of great
cliffs that towered and shut out the
stars. He found himself lying on hard
rock, with an arch of black basalt far
gbove him. Agsin he made an effort.
but it was too guch for him, and he
sank down again into blank insenst-
bility.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whera Is Smithy ?

" ALLO, hallo, halle!
the jolly old banran!”
The juniorzs had found ihe
tres where the half-caste had
been left. It is said that at night =il
cats are groy; and certainly, after dark,
all the ftrees along the sandy stream
looked the eame to Harry Wharton &
Co. But they had found at last ihe
reat banyan where they had rested in
the afterncon—guided, partly, by ihe

Heze's

poting, and the Greyfriars juniors did not think of

{See Chapler 11.)

cound of a voice muttering cursea in &
mixture of Portugnese and beche-de-mée
English. Under the foliage, among the
many stems that dropped {from tha
branches above and rooted in the seil,

rowing into new trunks, it was pitchy

rk; but they had a ghimmer of the
furious face of the half-caste,

“Here's the brute!™ said Boh.

A volley of curzes from the half-caste
znswered him.

“Chuck that, you rotten brute!”
snsoped Wharton, " Hold your raseally
ronguae

Zilvio's black eyes blazed at him.

For hours the half-casfe had been
there, bound to the stem of the banyan,
struggling with his bonds, and strug-
gling in vain, exhausted by his unavail-
mg straggles, tormented by Hies and
meosguitoe: and ants. He was almest
e with rage now.

“Bome time 1 kill yvou--kill len—
twenty—thirty—kill all!” he ground out
between his teeth.

* Bt up!™ said Johnny Bulil,

“The jawifulness 13 not the proper
ceper, my esteemed scoundrel,”  said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh mildly.

* Untie the brute,” said Harry. “ Keep
¥z arms tied, though—ecan't be too care-
fi1l with the scoundrel.”

“¥es, rather!™

The half-caste was released from the
1tee.  But his sinewy arms were kept
bound behind his back. He looked ay
if he was disposed to throw himseclf at
ihe junior, tearing with his teoth Jike
o wild beast, as indeed ho was, -

“Yeou feller boy, what you do with
me#? ho enerled.

“We'rte taking you on the schooner,”
w=nid Harry. “You deserve to

TrRE Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,024,
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dropped into  the Iuguuu, you  rasesl
You'd better shuf up.”

“¥You ne findee fat feller um glass
eyes,” said the half-caste, with a savage
grin.

ok Nn-ﬂ

“Malaita boy make kai-kai fat feller
along cocking-pob.” ]

“Nothing of ithe kind,” said Bob
cheerily. “Fat fellor he all right, and
vour giddy Malaita h::rées have gob it 1
the neck. Soames—if you know who
Soames is—got Bunter away from your
dirty cannibafs.”

“No savveo Soames,” :

“Perhaps you savvee him under his
South Sea name,” chuckled Bob, ™ Your
nigeers geemerd to savvee him. One of
them called him * Atioo.” ¥

Bilvio gave o great start.

“Attoo! Him feller name Aitoo him
here on island ¥

“¥You know him, thent” asked Bob
curiously. “Soames geemis to be as well
known 1n these parts as your jollv old
uncle, Reddy.” .

“Attoo ! repested Rilvie. “ Him fellor
here! Fat feller Bunter tell along of
Boames: me no savvea Soamoes Aitoo”

“] knew that Socames knew this
seoundreel®  said Rédwing  quictly.
“When we met him on  the ,}'ucilt
Boames kepk out of sight. 1 guessed
then:; that he did not want to be recog-
msed, ™

The half-caste's bursk of fury had
passed. The mere mention of the name
of “Aitoo” had quieted him. The
juniors noticed that he cast uncasy
?‘Ianﬂsa'rﬂund him as he was led out
rom the shadow of the banyan. It was
lain that -he had been deeply alarmed

v learning thet Aitoo, alias Poames,
was one of his rivals in the quest of
the treasure, and that he feared Aifoo
more than ho [eared the juniors, though
he was now a helpless prisoncr in their

hands.

“¥ou needn't be afraid of Mr. Ailoo
Seames,” prioned DBoh. “He's far
enough away—and keeping away for
the benefit of his health.”

“Him debble!” said Silvio,

“ Boames must have left & jaicy repu-
tation behind him in these parts, if a
desperate villain like this i3 afraid of
him," seid Nugent. *“Bmithy's pater
never knew what a prize.packet his valck
was.?’

“We're not efraid of him, at any
rate,” said Bob.,  "We'lve got this
raseal, antd Soames knew hetter than to
butt in again, Let's get this brufe
aleng.™

The janiors marched their prisoner
along the stream towards the beach.
Mcore ond more starz had comes out In
the dark velvety sky, and the hght was
clearer now, Bilvio tramped sulienly in
the midst of the Greviriars party, in
silence, his dark brows knitted.

The party stopped where the oars of
the whaleboat had been hidden in the

pgl[ns-, and took them oubk of their
hiding-place.  Then they rmarched on
to the whaleboat., In the distance,

across the lagoon, a single light showed
them where the Aloha lay at anchor.

“Halla, hallo, halla, Smithy 1™ shouted
Dab.

There was no mnswer save the echocs
of Bob's powerful wvoice reverberating
along the lonely beach.

The juniors had reached the whale.
boat, high and dry on the sand, but
there was no sign of Herbert Vernon-
Smith there.

“Bmithy !” shouted Redwing.

“Whers on earth hasz Smithy got fo ¥
exclaimed Wharton,  “THe can’t have
miissed s way; e had only to follow
the stecam,™
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Y Bmithy !” roared Dob Cherry.

The juniors stared round them in the
5Lﬂrh§ht, puzzled and irritated. The
Bounder had left them, to wait at the
whaleboat, and they had expected to
find him there, What had become of
him was a mystery. If he did not
choose to waill at the appointed spot,
at least he should have beoen within
sound of their voiens. But thove came
no answer to their ealling.

“Bmith ™

“ Vernon-Sinith I

“You silly ass, show up!”

“Dash it all, this 1z too thick!
frowed Bob Cherry. “ We're all as tired
as dogs, and Smithy’s showing off his
dashed temper, I suppose.”

“It's not that,” sa1d Redwing.

“Well, where is he, then

"Emiti'q.r]“ shouted Redwing.
~ His voica carried far and wide, echo-
ing along the shore, ringing back from
the valley. But no answer came,

“He can't have got on bLoard with-
out the boat,” snid Harry. “He can’t
have missed it, either. He can’t have
been fool enough to wander away when
he knew we were coming after him.”

“Something’s happened,” said Red.

wing.
£ %Qeli. what "

“(ioodness knows

"“Bhout all together,” =aid Nugent.
“Ho must hear us if he's anywhere
ahout at all.”

“ Smithy I

Six voices joined in the shout. It did
not reach the ears of Vernon-8mith, but
it reached the schooner, viding at anchor
out in the lagoen. The deep voice of

Ben Darnes cdame back across  the
shadowed waters.

“ Ahoy, the shove!™

“Ahov, the Aloha!” bawled Bgb

Cherry. " Seen anything of Bmithy*"

"“No, sir”

“Well, my hat!” excaimed Bob.
“What the thump has become of him?
If this is one of his tempers, T'll jolly
well punch his silly head when 1 seo

rar

him again!
“Ii's not that, I tell you.” said Tom
Bedwing sharply. “Something has
happened to Bmithy, He was alone.
FPerhaps some of the Malaiias P

“Rubbish! He had a revolver, and
thea Malaitas wouldn't have come near

him. They ran fast enough when they
tackled us, They're miles awar,”™
grunted Bob Cherry.

“Altoo " mnottered Silvio, with a

SAVAEE Erin.

Bob Cherry swung round oo the hali-
caste angrily.

“What's that?
he snanped.

“Aitoo get feller Bmithy.” grinned
the half-caste. “You no see him anv
more bimeby,  Aitos him debhble.”

“Rot!” growled Dob.

Nut his ﬁ;m]-: was uneasy, and the other
fcllows were nneasy, too. The mention
of Soameoes scemed to explain the disap-

earance of Herbert Vernon-Smith.

‘hern seemed, at least, to be no other
explanation.

*1an’t it just like Smithy to aslk for
trouble like this 7 growled Johnny Bull.
“Why couldn’t he keep with us#¥

The juniors woere bhoth angry  and
alavmed. If Vernon-Smith hed fallen
into Soames’ hands the case was hope-
loss.  They know that Boames had the
half-caste’s canoe, and the lapping
waters left no frace. The juniors were
fatigned with their long dav on  the
wsland, but fatigne wonld net Liave
sbopped them bad there been any chanes
of finding VYernon-Smith, They stood
uncdecided, perplexed and iroabled, till
Whatiton spoke at last.

What do vou mean ™

“Lot's get on board. We can't do
anything to-night.”

“But Bmathy, if that brute's got him !
muttered Rmiwing. his face pale and
Lense,

“Hiz Life's zsafe., If Boames had in
tended anylhing else we should have
found  SHwithy  dead !” answered
Wharton curtly.  “We can’t help him
by staying here now. We shall have o
search for him and Bunter at dawn, (et
the boat inte the waler.”

There was cvidently nothing else to
be done. The wheleboat was run down
into the lagoon, and, with the bound
half-caste aitting in the stern, the Grey-
friars fellows pulled out to the anchored
ECHOOTET.

it

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Chari !

EN DANCE pecred down the side
of the Aloha, and threw out the
Jacolys ladder, Wharton made
the whalehoat fast, and olam-

bered up to the deck of the schooner.
“Throw down a ling, Dance,” he
said. ““There's & prisener to come om
board, and his hands are tied."
“Boames!™ asked Dance.
“Noj; the half-caste!™
Dance gave a start,
*Not Bilvie.”

“Yes,” said Harrﬁ, withh o  faind
smile. He knew the wooden-legged
seaman’'s dread of the half-casie.

“We've got that brute!

H8hver me!” exelaimed Danee, in
astonishment. “¥ou've got Bilvip!
You've got that demon?”

“Y¥e3, sling down A rope!™

Den Dance peored down the side
again, The starlight glimmered on the
clive face, the bandﬂfd forehead, and
gold ear-rings of the half-caste. Dance
stared at him as if he could hardly
believe his eves, and Silvio Xero, look-
ing up. met his staring eyes with a
bitter scowl.

“You've got him,” said Dance, like
a man in oa dream,. " You've got that
demon. Biaster Wharton, don™ let
him come om board; T tell you, it
vou let him on the ship, we're done
or—and you can lay to that. Drop
him into the lagoon, and the sharks
will finizh him."”

“Bozh! Drop a ling ta him," said
Harrv impatient]y,

“1 tell yow, =ie
carnestly.

“Are vou afraid of the man with
his hands bound?” said | Wharton.

“Aye, aye, sir, I'm afraid of him,
s0 long as he's living,” answered Dance.
E}“ Bubbish! Throw a line to the

aat.”

Dance unwillingly cheved, and Bob
Cherry secured the rope fo the half-
caste.  Silvio was pulled up the side,
and the juniorz followed, and then the
Kanakas swung the whaleboat up to
the davits.

Bound ay e  was. a powerless

rizoner, Silvio had evidentlr not lost
Eis terror for the wooden-legged sea-
mae. Danece  seemed  reluctant  to
approach the man with the ear-rings,
who stood scowling on the deck, eyed
curiously by the Kanakas. Silvio's

aF

¥ eaid Dance

glittering eve: turned on him, and
Irapes shrank back.

“Veu o Cfraid,”  mattered  Silvio.
“You zmyvvee I kil von, kill ten,

twenty., thirty=—kill all! Yeou savvec!”

“Tt's madness, g2ir,” sald Idance, with
a shake 1o lhis voiwce, “You've gol the
Lrute, vou must make sure of himm, I
tell wou that demon has killed more
rien than he's gof lingers and tocs, Ha
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killed Black Peter on the beach—he's
wanted in & hundred islands for
murder and robbery.  Hang him to
the boom, sir, while you've goi the
chance.™

“That's what DBlack Peter would
have done, I suppose,” said Dob Cherry,
with a grin.

“Ave, ave, sir; he was the man for
i, said HeeE.

“What do you say, Reddy? Shall
we follow in vour jolly old uncle's foot-
stops?? asked Ilob.

Redwing smiled {aintly.

“The man is safe enough, Donce,” he
gaid,

“Ile ain’t safe, and never will be,
till the sharks get him,” answered ine
wooden-tegged  zeaman, shaking his
head.

“There's more dangerous characiers
than Bilvio about,” zaid Bob., “Did
vou cver hear of a johnny called
Aitoo, Dance?” ]

“ Aya, ave, sir! T mever seed him,
but every man in the Sovth Seas must
have heard of him, years ago,” said
Dance. “The Kanakas gave him that
name, which means devil.” )

“Well, yow've =een him, without
knowing it,” said Bob. “We've found
out that Scames was called Aitoo when
he was in these seas yoars ago.”

Dance stared at him blaukly.

“And Socames has got hold of Bunter
and Bmithy,” added Bob., “ We've got
to (ind them to-morrow, before we po
traasure-huntiug ggein.  Now let’s bx
up this scoundrel safely soumewhere”

“There must some  1Tons  on
haard,” said Nugent. “The brute will
be safe enough in irons”

“*Have you searched him, sir®” asked
Dance. ] :

" We've disarmed him,” said Harry.
“You can search him if you like, if
gou think he's -got anything hidden
on him.” .

Silvie made a step back. Little as
the Greyfriars juniors dreamed it, the
Treasure Chart was in the possession
of the half-caste, Silvio had hugged
that sceret to himself. For reasocns
which the ferocious helf-caste did not
undersiand in the least, hia caplors
wera sparing his worthless life; and to
Silvio’s mind, his escaps was -:m!d;; a
matter of time. He had hoped to
cscape with Black Peter's chart still
hidden abowt him. Clertaiuly, the
juniprs and Dance were not likely to
suspect that the half-caste had picked
up the Treasure Chart floating on the

FPacific, i
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” He deesn’t
scern to Jike the idea of being

gearched,” exclaimed Bob, az the half-
caste started back, panting.

Wharion knitted his brows. It was
sery likely that a man of Silvio’s kind
had sume weapon hidden about him,
znd the captain of the Remove realised
that he had been caveless.

“Bearch him ! he said,
the brute to the skin!
taking chance with bim.” ?

‘The half-caste gnashed Lis teeth 1:.'11!1
rage, as the juniors promplly seized
him: He kicked and struggled and bit
ke ¢ wild anumal.

Crazh! The half-caste went down
on e deelk with a zhoek that almost
gtunned hin,

“Now be guet, you wild beast!”
growled Johnny Bull. ** Kuoock him on
the head if he stewggles again!™

The half-caste lay dazed and panting.
while the junicrs zearched through his
clothes, A knife, hidden at the back
of his waist-band, was ken away
Then every poacket was  carefnily
turned ouit. A polizhed dizse of teak-
wood came to view in Dob Cherry's

Bearch
We're not
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After overcoming
many perils and un-
expected setbacks due
to the duplicity and
treachery of Soames
—once theirr man-
servant—Harry §:
Wharton & Co. at |
last have the satis- E
faction of fnding
Black Peter's won-
drous treasure.

Yet, at the wvery
moment of the Grey-
friars chums’ SUCCess,
Soames, wily and re-
sourceful as ever,
brings his trump card
mnto play.

Its effect on the
fortunes of Harry
Wharton & Co.
makes excellent read-
e In

“BLACK
PETER'S

TREASURE 1"
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hand. He stared at it blankly for a
second, and then gave a voar.

“The chart!”

“ What "

“The Treasure Chart!™ roared Bob.
i amazement and delight.

“Great Sootf !

Redwing stared at the dise of teak.

“The chart!” he stuttered. “But I
threw it into the zca—"

“And it's come back like the bad
penny ¥ ghuckled Dab. “How the
u}e‘rr_;.f thump did this rascal get hold
ﬂ !t.”

“Well, my only hat!™ said Wharton,
with a deep breath. *This beaks it."”

“The heatfulness is terrific.”

It was an amazing discovery. Since
the treasure chart had been thrown
into the sea by Tom Redwing, to save
it from the elutches of the zea-lawyer,
the Greyiriars fellows had never
dreamed of seeing it again. And hero
it was—amazingly recoversd fromw the
vast Pacific.

“Well, this is what T call Juck,” saxd
Bol Cherry. “ Who'd have thought t?
It's the jolly old chavi, Reddy!” :

“It’z the chart, right enough,” =aid
Tom. He had taken the dise of teak,
and was staring at it with amezed oyes.
1 never dreamod I should ever seo it
again, And I can sce now Lhat my
copy was not quite ecorvect—look ! That
line of crosses, over the word *cache’
runs in a direct line from the peak to
the Kanaka's Head—and I had over-
looked that. We shall find it plain
sailing when wo start after the treasure
again,  Keeping the Kanaka's Head
divectly behind ws, and the peak
directly in front, we shall be on the
right wey”

NEXT WEEK'S COVER IN

next Saturday's stirring varn by Frank Richards, which ewvery
Magnetite should make a point of reading.—Ed,
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1 Gﬂﬂd!“

Bob Cherry turned to the half-casts
with a grin. Silvio was gnashing his
fceth with impeotent rvage. A slrango
freak of chance had placed the Treasura
Chart in hie hands—only to return if,
at last, to the righiful owner.

“"Much obliged, old bean!” grinned
Bob, " Even an  unwashed yellow
soconndrel may come in useful some-
times. How did you get hold of the
chort 1

“I pick urn uwp slong sea,” snarfed
the half-caste. T take wm again,
bimeby, kill vou all—kill ten—iwenty—
thiriy——"

“That will do,” said Bob. “ You
can shut up! Danece, if you can find
any irons on Doard——"

“Ave, aye, sir!” zaid Dance. “Cap-
tain Lennox most have had irons om the
seliooner. flere, vou fcller bay
Kalash:t.”

Five minutes later, the half-caste was
utbound, and his srms and logs werw
geenred in & set of irom manacles
Wharton locked them carefully, and
put the key in his pocket. The hali-
pasfe, mubttering and eursing, was
Haced in the deck-house, As Dance
closed the door on him, his oyes
gleamed at the wooden-legged scwman
with deadly monace,

“¥ou feller Dance, you wailk one
little—killy  you—killy all of you
bimeby, killy all belong Aloha—"

Dance, with a deeply-clouded [lace,
closed the door of the deck-house on
the savape half-caste. Deep in lus
heart was a conviction that  Silvie
spoke the tvuth—-if Silvia lived !

Tre AMagxer Lisrary,—No, 1,004,
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Fate of the Hali-casie !
N IGHT darkened on the Pacific.

The Aloha rode quietly sl her
anchor, and on the forward deck
the Kanaka seamen siept undsr

the stars. )

But Harry Whartoen & Co., tived as
thev were, were nobt in the mood for
eleep.

Tne strange recovery of the treasure
enart had given the juniors keen satis-
faciion.  'Lhey felt assured tha: the
difficulties that had beset the zearch far
the cached pearls would fede away, now
that Black Peter’s chart was in their
hands once more. But the treasare was
far from being first snd foremest o
their minds now. Nor wers theyv, like
Dance, thinking of the savage prisoner
in the deck-house, and fegring him,
prisoner as he was, Two members of
the Gireviriars party were missing. and
that was what filled the thoughts of
the juniors and weighed upon their
minds.

Bunter owed his misfortune to his own
abstinate and fetuous folly ; the Bounder
to his sulky temper. ut the Grer-
friars fellows hardly thought of thac
The two juniors were prisoners in the
hands of an enemy, and they could not
be searched for till another day dawned
upen Cacas. Where ther were, the
juniors had no idea ; but they koew that

oamies knew Caca from end to end,
and they had no doubt that he had a
gafe hiding-place.

The sca-lawyer, whora they had de-
feated, who had fled, unarmed and
desperate, was not, a3 they had be-
lieved, harmless now; he was still a
dangerous encmy. That {act was borna

in upon their wminds very foreibly.
13unter, it was true, he had saved from
the Bolomon Island canmibals, but he
W3 Iceepéxég the fat junior in his hands;
and the Bounder he had delibevately at-
tacked and taken prisoner.

It seemned to Wharton, aa he thought
the matter over with knitted brows, that
he could plimpse the game that Soames
was intending to play. Openly, he
eould do nothing against the Grey-
friars party, armed and resolute as they
were, was it his game to haunt their
foolsteps, to watch and wait, watching
and waiting with the feline patience
they knew so well .n Soames, for oppor-
tunities to deal with them singly, taking
thern off their guard at any ‘moment
that thetr vigtlance rolaxed?

The enemy they had expected on the
island—Silvio, tfue half-caste—was in
their hands, ironed and powerless: But
8 more dengerous enemy was in the
islapd, and the fOght for the freasure,
go fxr from being over, scarcely
begun, The secret enemy of the Golden
Arrow, the mutineer of the Aloha, was
there—steaithy, implacable, watchful as
a cat, dangerous as a tiger.

“They're safe,” said DBob Cherry,
breaking a long silence as the juniors
sat in the starlight on the deck.
“ Boarnes would not dare to harm them,
He knows the chances are against him,
cunning as he is, and he knows we'd
shoot him like & dog if he hermed a
hair of their heads.”

“I'm sure that's so,” said Harry:
““and I hardly think he would want to
harm them—unless it was for his
safety. Rut—->"

“We'll hunt them out to-morrow,”
sald Bob.

“I don't think it will be easy. And

" A REPRODUCTION of the COVER of our|
iWEDNESDAY COMPANlON PAPER:

BAGCY TRIMBLES LATEST STUNT FOR RAISING THE WIND.

This topping issue
contains among other
features, an extra-long
complete story of Tom
Merry & Co., of St
Jim?’s, entitled 3

“THE
CHANGELING
OF ST. JIM'S !

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Twin brothers—a rotter
of the worst type, and a
really decent fellow who is
a sportaman to the core—
figure in this amezing tale
oi school life and adven.
ture. And the trouble at
St, Jim’s 12 to know which
ie the rotter, and which ia
tle decent chap, for out-
wardly the Castleton twine
are alike ag two pean !

e

we've all got to keep together when we
go  ashore egain,” said  Whartow
“Hoames game must be to catch us
singly 1f he can—and Bmithy [fairly
layed into his hands. That must not
appen again,”

“If you'd done as I advised vou, sir,”
said Ben Dance, **Soames would be ot
the bottom of the lagoon now."”

“Rot " said Bob cheerily.

“If I'd known that he was the shark
I've heard of so much—the man they
call Aitoo, ke wouldn't have got away
from the schooner alive,” said Dance.
“Fifteen years ago he was known to
e the most dangerous man in the
islands. That's why he disappeared, 1
reckon—he'd made all the Pacific too
hot for him. Now he's come baclk, it's
all up with you yvoung gentlemen, You
can lay to it that you'll never handla
the treasure, with Aitoo on the island.”

“¥ou told us the same tale about
Silvio,” said Beob, with & grin, *“We've
handled Silvio easily enough.”

Dance grunted and shook his hoad.
Far once the cheery good-humour of the
woodeh-legged seaman seemed to be
gone. He was in a sullen temper, and
the juniors knew the cause—their re-
fusal to allow him to throw the half-
caste to the sharks, Silviec was a

risoner in irons; but Dance had no

eliof that he would remain a prisoner,
and he believed that his own life and
the lives of all the juniors were at stake,
E'n_.'cr singe he had =siled with the Grey-
friars party, Dance had been cheery and
respectfu], {mlaiv too willing to carry out
orders. Now he was sullen and resont-
ful, and he sat on the cabin skylight,
smoking his pipe, with a black brow,

“Crive it 8 miss, Dance, old bean,"
said Bob. “Cet it into your head that
you're not seiling with Black Peter now,
and Black Peter's methods won’t wash
on this schooner. Hilvio's safe enough
till we zail away from Cace and hand
hirm over to chokey,"

“If you sail from Caca with Silvio on
board, vou'll never see & white man's
country agein!” sald Dance. *“He
won't be in irons long. He may have
friends on this craft, for all we Lnow—
among the Kanakas. That Tonga cook
was talking to him in his own lingo
when he tock in his rations.®

“Ha can’t talk him out of his irons,”
sald Bob—'""and Wharton's got the key
safe,”

“Them old irone would open to a

cold chisel,” said Dance. “I tell you
the man ain't safa!™
“The safefulness is terrific. my

esteemed Dance,” said Hurrce Jamset
Ram Bingh reassuringly,

TDance grunted and was silent.

As the night grew older the juniors
gtrotched themselves on blankets on
deck and slept, Harry Wharton ta'&ing
the first watch, with the rifle under his
arm. Dance did not sleep. He sat on
the cabin skylight and =moked and
watched. It seemed that he could not
close his eyes while the half-caste was on
the schooner,

“¥ou c¢an turn
Wharton at last.

“I ain't shuttmﬁ
shark 15 on board !
legged seaman,
aopen 1t again'!

“What rot!"™
patiently. : :

" YWou go to sleep, =ir," said Dance.
"T'va rested all dax, and I'm £t to kea
Eat:’:h. You need sleep more than IE

0.

It was true enough :
Wﬁ?r‘;:?tiluut!;. % g to k ke,

all, if vou're going to keep awa
Dance—=" he Eaic%.

in, Dance,”™ saaid
& peeper while that
raowled the wooden-
1 reckon I'd never

seid  WWharton im-

Wharton was
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“I ain't closing an cye to night, sir,
and you can lay to that,” aaid the
wooden-legged seeman emphatically.

“"Yery well, then,' ]

Wharton handed the rifle to him, and
gledly stretched his own tired limbs on
& blanket. 1n less than o minute he
was asleep.

Dance sat with theo rifle across his
knees, his eyes on the door of the deck-
house st a little distance, It seemed
as if he more than hall-expected to zee
tho hel-caste emerge, manacled as he
was. LUance knew the South Seas better
than the Greyfriars juniors did, and he
knew the treachery that oftén Jurked
under the smiling submissiveness of the
natives. There might be old acquaint-
ances of the half-caste among the
Kanaka crew, willing to help him—per-
haps afraid not to lhelp Inm: and he
did not trust the Tonga Islander, whom
he had imterrupted in talking to the
prisoner in his dialect. Dance's eyes
gleamed for a moment as he saw &
black, fuzzy head raized on the shadowy
deck forward, where the crew were
sleeping, and caught 1he glitter of
black rolling oyes,

Dance did not move; only his head
sunk o little on his breast, as if he were
sinking into slumhber.

But under tho brim of his wide grass
hat he was watching.

The head was raised again, and then
the Tonga Islander was on his feeot.
Pance did not slir,

Soundless, the Tonga man crept afl.
He stood silent beside the deck-house for
several long minutes, watching the
sunken head of the seaman sitting on
the cabin skylight. Ho was satisfied at
last that Dance had dropped into
siumber, and he vanished into the deck-
house. A faint clink of metal was
witdible in the silence, and Dance's eves
burned under the shadow of hiz plaited
frrass hat.

Still he did not =tir.

From the deck-house the Tonga
Islander emcrged, zlanced once moro at
the wooden-legged seaman, and disap-
peaved silently forward, Dance gave
sy o heed. His r.rif-::s, hidden under
the grass hat, were fixed with deadly
infentness on the black Jdoorway of the
deek-house.

Mot a zound, not a whisper of a
sonvd, was heaed ; but the [gure of the
half-caste sppeaved in the deorway,
with white, tense faece, and black eyes
gleatnng. Had Harry Wharton & Co.
been awake, ihey would have zeen that
the half-caste was not ironed now. But
the chums of Greyfriars were slecping
the zleep of weariness, and their eyes
wero fast closed. But the eyves of the
wooden-legged seaman were open and
waiching : and thowgh he did not stiv,
his grasp had closed almost eonvulsively
on the rifle.

Silvio stood in the narrow doorway of
tie dock-houvse, silent, watehful, and the
etarlight glivmmered on his white teoth
as his Jips were drawn back in & snarl.

e stepped out on the deek silently,
and the starviight cavght the cold
glimmer of steel. The Tonga Islander
had freed him of the irens and given
him a koife. Silvic Xere was not
thinking of a plunge into the sea and
escape to the shore. His thoughts were
maore deadly ithan that, He was think-
g of vengeance—of ruthless vengeance
—of merciless death to his enemies, and
thir troasuro chart and the schooner for
hioself. Sl Dance did not move—
oven when the half-caste, with his
stealthy tread of a cat, cdme slowly
across the deck towards the sleeping
group.  Not till he was within six
oveces did Dance stir,

Conselous of & shadow that moved among the palms elose by, Vernon-Smith

spun rognd, jerked the revolver from his belt, and half raised it.

With throbbing

heart he stood there, his brows knoited, his eyes gleaming under them, ready to

fire at a sign of danger.

Then he stirred suddendy.

The rifle was thrust f{orward, and
with the muzzle almost touching the
half.easte, Ben Dance pulled the trigger.

Bang !

The report rang almost thunderously
along the deck of the Aloha, instantly
waking every soul on boapd.

There wss a tervidie yell from the
half-caste.

Harry Wharton, as he sprang io lhis
fect, heard the sound of a heavy [nll
He ztarod round at the sprawling,
crumpled ruffizn, pasping his Jife out
onr the deck.

“zaod heavenz, wha

Danece loaped up. He sprang forward
and placed the muzzle cof the rifle to
Silvie's  breast. Wharton staclk it
aside, and the bullet glanced along the
deck.

“Btop!” he pented,

“He'a loose ™ exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“He's out of the irons! What the
thump-—"

Wharton snaichad the yifle from Ben
Dance. Bat the zecond shot the vrooden-
leggred seaman had intanded to deliver
wasz nct needed, Silvio Xero gave aha
groan, and uttered no further sound.

The juniors stared at him in horror.
The sight of the bare knifo still grasped
in the bari-caste’s hand warned them of
tha fate they had narrowly escaped,

“I reckon I warned you he wasn't
eafe, even 15 irensg,” asid Ben Dance.
“1 told you vou could lay to thai®

Suddenly, however, and without warning, a Iump of
coral rock came whizzing through the alr towards him:

(See Cha pler 12.)

**Dut, what—who released him?™
I reckon I'm going to speak wo the

lubker who let him loose when L've
gunk this earvion !" said Daunce grimiy.

HSplash |

A Black fin shewed on the starii
water, a lideous soout was thrust wo
for a moment, Harry Wharton & Co,
turned away, sick with horror, gz Silvip
the haif-caste, was drepged into ihe
depths of the sea, the prey of the tiger-
sharks. Usmoved, evidenily relieved,
Ben Dauce selected a thick rope's-end
and went forward.

*You feller Talupa! What name yeo
lot loose prisoner? By golly, I knack
seven bells and a dog-wateh outer you ™

And the wild vells of the Tonga
Islander rang across the lagoon as Eﬁ
quirmed and cowered under o rain of
blows. It wes not till Dance's sinowy
arm was aching that he ceased, avd hLe
camo back aft breathing hard, leaving
the cook groaning on the deck.

There was no more sleep for Harvre
Wharton & Co. that ni;;m-. With wake-
ful eyes they watched the stars pale ard
fade out, and a2 new dawn break over
the coral:reefs and the islend of {reasie
and terror.

THE EXI,

{What ncw and perilovs advenrioes
are in store for the schoolboy Treusare.
geckers?  Sce next weelk'a topping lony
story af the Greyfriore chums, entifled :
 Black Pelters Preasure ™)
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THE FROZEN YIIRON !

The terrors of 6 Yulkon winter are brought home with hammer forcoe to Jack and Terry, as,

weith their old pard Uncle Clem and husky Skookum, they sel out on the ice-bound trail fo Dowson. And borne

1o therm on Tthe ey wind come the menacing howlis of the wolves dog

ging their trall |

The Story of a Thrilling Gold Rush to the Land of the Midnight Sun!

The Fire in the # Hizgh Life * I

s AKFE that for one, ye haythen
spelpeen ! yelled Terry, his
Irish fighting blood thoroughly
roused. *""1'iz no invitation ye
had to this fight at all, at all ¥
* Logk out, Bull!™
Lefty's warning shout caused DBall
Morgan to release his grip on Jack's
throat in time to meet the attack of
Terry, who waa advancing on him with
i chair snatehed from the hand of the
injured Chinaman, Whirling the chair,
Torry rushed at the six-foot-twe giant;
but BDlorgan warded the blow on his
leg-of-mutton forearm.
“By heck! THl kill ye for that, '
voung skunk!™ thundered Bull

Jack, with & red mist swimming
bofore his eves, crashed his right fist
erainst the giant’'s ribs, and was
kuocked flat on his back the next minute
ber 2 back-hander to the mouth.

In the nick of time Terry leaped on
te the card-table, his feet sending the
nugzets in oa golden shower to  the
Loards. TFrom this point of vantage he
whiried the chair above his head ready
ta meet the combined attack of the
rezies, for Lefty Simons and Wong had
recovered themselves.

An empty bottle flew from the vellow
hoand of the Chinaman and crashed
through the glass of the window high
i the partition. Simullancously, &
how! of alarm rose from Simons:

; "'Ill'.ind that chair, you crazy young
pal 17

Almost ecoinetdent with the cry was
tho thweaek of Terry's upfung chair
arainst the chain which held the oil
tamp suspended from the coiling. A
Forrific erash and explosion followed as
the chain was jerked from ifs hook and
ha famp fell on the edpe of the table.

A stream  of Dblazing coalnil. or
pacalfin, shot over the floor, and tho
gdour of it came pungently to the
noastrile. In an instant, es it scomed,
tha place was on fire.

“ Faith, that's done 1t:"

Teery flung the chair from Lim and
tanl: & flying leap over the flame: to the
ride of Jack, DMorgan bellowed with
rage, and Simons and Wung squealed
writly fear, and dashed for the door awar

Tz Micser Lisvary.—No, 1,024,

from the threatening spears of crange
flame which waved madly wupward
beside the table,

For a moment Morgan himself hesi-
fated; then, as if realising the futilit
of trying to put out that blazing oil,
barged wildly after the other two and
crashed the door shut behind him,

Jack and Terry, who had enatched
up a pair of moth-eaten wolf-skin rugs
with the intention of trying to smother
the Hames, flung them aside as they
heard that ominons bang of tha door.

“The skunks!” exclaimed Jack.
“Thev've locked us in!"

Together they beat their fists apainst
tho panels and yelled with all the power
of their lungs. There was no response
from the rogues whoe had left them to
so dreadiul & fate, and they locked
about for some other mesns of petting
out of the now doomed building.

From the first it was hopeless to try
to extinguish the blazing o1l which had
spread over the wooden floor and & part
of the table. The boards of which the
apartment was built, and the various
fittings, were bone-dry, and mado ex-
cellent fuel for the devouring liames.

In the :::mn%c light of the roaring
fire Jack and Terry cast gquick, appre-
hensive glances at one amc:ﬁmr.

“The window, old man!" cried Jack.
“It's the only possible way out!”

Stooping, he picked up one of the
woll-skin rugs again and wrapped it
round his right fist, at the same time
calling to Terry.

“Give me 8 bunk up!"™ he panted.

Terry stooped down and Jack clam-
hered on his back, and with his rug-
protected fist vigorously smashed away
the jagped glass from the narrow
window in the partition.

Now the heat was almost unbearable,
Parspiration streamed from the faces
of the bors, and their clothes were be-
ginning to smoulder on them.

“Right-ho, Terry!” pgasped Jack,
leaping down. “I—I'll give you a
hotst up first.™

“'Tis crazy ye are!” apluttered Teorry.
“Up you go, wme bhoy!”

“Don't argue, ass!™ oried Jack
impatiently. *You're only wasting
precious fime.”

To the rearing zecompaniment of the

fast-spreading fire, he clutched his chum
violently round the legs and hoisted
him upwards. Terry got his fingers to
the ledge of the window from which
the glass had been brokon, and by a
desperate cffort wriggled half-way
through the narrow sperture. Then,
reaching down, he gripped Jack’s wrist,
and his chum scrambled vp the parti-
tion and in turn got his fingers to the
ledga,

“Quick! Drop down,
can get through 1"

The Irish boy squirmed through as he
waa bidden, and Jack heard him drop
with a thud in the pool saloon on the
other side. And Jack’s own passage
through the high window in the parti-
tion was consderably speeded by s
painful burning scnsation in the region
of his coat-tails.

He dropped with & thud on the floor
bheside Terry and ehot forward on his
hands and knees.

“BShure, *tis alight ye are Dehind,

ma bhoy [ eried Terry.” “ For Hiven's
sake, keep still & minute!”
_ Obligingly Jack remained in a kneel-
ing position, while his chum brought a
lusty hand down on that part of Wm
which neaded attention.

Smack! Bmack! Smack!

“Ooch! Crumbs! Steady!™

“There, me bhoy,” said Terry, "tha

foire's extinguished and vyou'll fcel
better now. "
. “Thanks, old man,"” said Jack, jump-
ing up. “Buf, by jingo, you never de
things by halves, do you? Those roticn
crooks haven't pot out vet, I sec.”

At the far end of the pool saloon,
Morgan, SBimons, and Wung were trying
to unfasten the door. They had with-
drawn the bolts, but something had
gone wrong with the lock, and they
were indulging in a frenzy of abusc as
i.‘;hﬂ! vainly tried to open it with the
ey,

Even if they were aware of the boys'
cscape from the burning card-rooin,
they were now only ftoo anxious to get
out and summon the Hro brigade.

“We'd better go down that side

ssage, ‘Terry,” suggested Jack.
‘Burely there's a way out of the back,
though why the f]i{:lfﬂti.'i- Morgan and
his PaI!.: haven't taken it I can't
imaging, -

Terry, s0's 1
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T apaed discovered, howaver
that there wuﬂiﬁ exit at the back, and
that the only window was barred. The
place had been built like o great box.

Flames were bursting through eracks
in the partition as the boys returned
to the pool saloon, and they zaw that by
thizs time Bull hfﬂrga,n and his cronies
bad unlocked the door. . y

“Stand  by-—stand by & minute!”

rowled Morgan, furming and seelng

o lads. ““ 11 deal with these cubs
afora we go.

He snatched up a heavily-butied pool
cne, and, with murderous intent in his
close-set oyes, came charging between
the tables.

A bgz of coloured pool balls was on
tho bench near to Jach's hand, gnd he
snatched up ohe end threw it with
deadly aim. It struck-the ]:l:% bully full
in tho belt, doubling him up like & halj-
phut jack-knife.

“Joll d shot, Jack!™ cried Terry.
"%&dm{ ﬁthme ret at ;hnt ‘hmttliu

etweenn his gasps of pain the rur-
derous Morgan c¢slled upon Lefty
Bimons to come and help “emash  the
boys. He himself, however, quickly
turned tail #nd ducked his head to
avoid a couple of hard composition balls
flung by the youngsters. The third
ball smote him a lusty thwack as !:IE
benut, and emitting another yelp of pain,
ho grasped the injured spot with both
hands and dived between two of tho
tabiles. :

An_ instant later Simons, who had
left Wung to help his big comrade, was
discouraged alao by a pool ball which
gtruck him full on the chest, and he
promptly beat it back to the door.

Jack and Terrs, knowing full well
they would get no gquarter, were pre-
pared to give no gquarter them:glves,
Only the timely retreat of Morgan and
?ilm}na geaved the rogues from severe

njuries,
“Don't follow em to the door,
Terry!” panted Jack. “The beasis

will probably throw themselves on us
&3 wo go out. We'll smash one of these
shutters.”

The partition of the card-room was
allome and a dense cloud of smoke and
sparks was swirling through the doomoed
pool saloon. Thers was little enough
fime to lose, and picking up the heavy
cue dropped by Morgan, Jack crashed
tho butt end against the thin wooden
shutiers of one of the side windows.
In half 3 minute he had smashed a
couple of the beards, so that he and
Terry could get their fingers hebween
themn and tear them away. Then
quickly the boys tore ovt half a dozen
other Taths,

Y MWow hap ouk, Terry ™ ordered Jack.
H1'll sling the blanketa to you.”

Heo gro hiz way to the pool table
which they had used az a bed, grabhed
the blankets and other Pﬂsses&iuna? and
pazsed them through to Terry, who waa
slanding outside m the leeming rain
ready to receive thom.

By this time & portion of the roeof at
the rear poart of the great boxz-like
building had fzllen in, and a great
ditiar of smoke and flame made a start-
ingz beacon against the black shy of the
Yilkon night.

Above the roar of the flames and hiss
of the rain spatiermg on the buming
building came the shouts of excited
men hurrying along Seventh Strect. A
nwlor fire-engine of the latest American
imake swung up, and hoses were soon

laying on the ifurnace. But like

ungry serpents the fames swept down
the whole length of the building, and
within five mioutes of the depariure of
the Dboys the High Life Pool Saloon
wes & rearing furnace from ond {6 end.
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The chums mingled among the fast
collecting throng, and, unseen by Mor-
an, Simons, u.qli tha Chineman, maeade
ir way to the gquarters of the Royal
Canadian Police. Emaigiy
lho'dy decided to gel in their say Hrst
and they were fortunate enough to fin
their friend Sergeant Curtis, and to him
they told the unvarnished story of their
visit to the High Life, and how the
building had been set on fire.

They also stated that Morgan bad the
great Bear's Claw nugget, and sug-
gested that he and his pard should be
arreated forthwith.

The sergeant, who long before had re-
ceived from the American police &
description of the stolen. gold and of
Dave Orchard, the suspected thief, was
immensely interested by this latter part
of the boys' strange story.

One. or two members of the R.C.M.E.
had already gone to the scena of the
conflagration, and now three other
Mounties went aut and brought in Bull
Morgan, Lefty Simons, and Wung, the
Chiness servant.

Tha rngi: af the scoundrels at finding
the boys had got to windward of them
knew no bounds, end all three grew
violenily abusive at once. They were
sternly suppressed by Sergeant Curtis,
who thon listened to the story of each.

Morgan ed the ball by as prett
a pack of lies as ever the chums
listened to. He stated thar Jack and
Terry had come to the High Life for a
night'a doss, snd- had tried to steal some
gold nuggets. When they hed been
caught in the act by himself and Simons,
the Irish boy had deliberately smashed
the oil-lamp and caused the blaze. In
ﬁi{:turesque- language he denied that he

ad ever worn a gold nugget in the
shaps of a bear's claw, indeed
poasessed such a wvaluable.

Of course, Lefty Simons corroborated
everything that Morpan szid, except
that he added a few more lying details
of his own, And finally Wung, speaking

or

AN ST S A NS REEGEN R RN E

INTRODUCTION.

JACK ORCHARD arrives af San Francisco Lo

that his uncle,

DAVID ORCHARD, <& mizsing, havi
apparently abaconded with o bay of gol
tchich had been éntrusted fo him by an old
Sriend nemed

SIMFPSON. In conseguence of fthis, Jock s
Soreed to apply for o J;Iob T the city ke
Jallz in wilh c!uerg rieh boy,

TERRY O'HARA, and laler fwoe  fdw
chums decide to join in a great gold rush up
the FYukon. On the way aerth ey jein

Gmfffrﬂsﬂfjwiﬁf old I pector, whon they
i y OGN rod v WAL
come o eall Tncle O Al tines durin
their rough journey the three Aave L
with & pair of bullies named Bull Morgan

and Lefty Simons, and on one ocoation

Juck fights Bull for & dog, which he wins

afier @ alruggle.

Fuek comes fo the three " pardners,’
when wﬂum a oloim al Starcation
Creek & grewt * o slrike,"  The gold
they fcoop amounis to something over 4
thousand A

(e day, the (oo chume vizit the foon of
Dieaon for winder supplice. They are
staying the tight in a ** i fodon ' raloon,
the ondy asccommodalion arveilable, wlien
they are qwalened by dangry voices in the
niert reom. Looking fhrough o window,
fhey see their ofd enemics, Morgen and
SO, e:tjgﬂrmuy ownere of the plece
fighting, cautsz of lhe dispute s & (_gahif
tirgget, ahaped {ike @ bear's , tohich iz
Fevngivig round the sicek of Morgan,

Jack instonlly recognisex fhat nuwrgel ai
pust of the g of gold hiz unele iz supposed
ta have sfolen.

. Before the fipht can come fo o conclusion,
the presence of the boye in dizcovered by the
bulies, and thelr Chinese. servand, Jack
i f‘erry are  ponnced wupor, and they
Jend Mhemselves fighting for elr fores,

(Now remd on.)

e — L B B —slEm

in pidgin English, corroborated every-
thing that lus two precious masters had
gaid, znd naively added that he could
gleo corroborate evervthing clse :‘hat
they were going to say.

In & brusque tone Sergesnt Curtis
told them that owing to the informa-
tion given by the boys, it would be
necessary for Morgan and his asscriates
to submit to a search. 'This was carricd
out by the sergeant himself, and when
he returned to the office where Jack and
Teorry were weiting, he snnounced that
nothing had been found on any of the
men.

*“Then they must have hidden the bi
nugget [ cried Jack. “Theav've hng
time to do:it since they made their get-
away from the saloomn. I'd take ocath
in any court of law that the nugpget I
saw. ull M“‘,EF“ wearing was the
Bear’s Claw. There can’t bo two like
it in the world, My uncle, Dave
Orchard, was accused of stealing it, and
it lni&k!ﬁﬂ me as 'tih{éugh these beastly
erooks—DMorgan and Simons—are reall
tha thievos, o 2

“It's mighty strenge,” muttered the
sergeant, " Though even if Morgan had
the nugget it wouldn't definitely prove
that your uncle wasn't actually tie thicf
and this man merely tho receiver."

. I ‘tell you T've never seen the
thing1” rumbled Morgan, eoming in
and adjusting his coat. “Those euhs

ava been handin’ out nothin' but lies.
I'll have the law on both of 'em! Our
pool saloon wasn't insured, and this fs a
:mghrtr big loss for me and my pard,
specially as there was a deal of small
nuggels and coarse gold in & smaller
room at the back o' the building.”

"Well, fire won't destroy gold," re-
torted Sergeant Curtis, “and I guess
if we put a watch on the building to-
night, and you go and scrape around
in the charred remains to-morrow morn-
m%, you'll find your gold all right,
welded in a3 big a nugget as you've ovor
clapped ayes on,”

There was no charga which could be
substantiated on  either side. The
advantage lay strongly with Jack and
Terry, howevar, for now they knew per-
fﬁeﬂa: well that Morgan had got the
Bear’s Claw nugget, and must hava
hidden it somewhers in Dawson. The
trouble wasz that the 'I:ai? rogue might
not go near the cache for weeks, and
there were so many places where such
an object could be secreted safely,

The Ioss to Morgan and Simeons on
aecount of the fire was extremely heavy,
and neither did they get back wll their
ill-.gotten gold from the burnt-out
gaming-room.

Allhnugh they saw Jack and Terry
several times in Dawson during the next
few days, they did not molest them.
Their evil looks, though, conveyed only
too plainly the intense hatred they felt
and their evil intentions for the future.
For' both Morgan and Simoms wera
determined to wreak a terrible revenge
on the boys whose youthful pluck had
proved more than a match for their
seasoned villainy.

The White Trail !

HE chums did not under-cai-
mate the danger from their un-
serupulous  enemies, bub  they
knew thet they were zafe in

Dawson, where there was strong police
protection.  They managed to secure
shelter through the kind offices of Ser
gemat Curtis, and spent the next few
ays attending to various matters of
business, including visits to the sztores
for the making of purchases to taks
back to tha Yellow Horseshee claim.

THE Macrer LBRany.—XNo. 1.024.
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Within a week of their arrival in
Dawson they took farcewell of their
friend the sergeant, and embarked on
the steamer for McLennan Crossing,
with & deal of luggage in the form of
r supply of winter clothing, plenty of
strong twine for animal snares, a
Primus stove, and some qp—tu-éal':a
miner's implements for working their
claim in the cold weather.

At MeLennen Crossing they also made
some purchases—flour, pork, lard, salt,
tea, and sugar. Then, loaded like mules,
they set off on the rough trail back to
thete elaim on Starvalion Creek and
their old partner who was waiting for
them.

An ey wind that cut to the bone was
keoning down from the mnorth when
Jack and Torry got back to the claim
at Starvation Creck. The warmth of
their welcome, though, from Uncle
Clem and Skookum was in marked con-
trast to the uncharitable weather. That,
followed by & hot tubbing and a plenti-
Ful moal, put Fresh lifo into their trail-
wearv limbs and a joyful glow into
their hearts. .

Ensconced in reugh home-made chairs
they told of theiradventures inDawson.

Gradually, as their tale unfolded it-
self, and Uncle Clem learned of their

ril from the rogues Morgan and Lelty
Simons, his manner grew more serious,
Hia surprise at the rd;-a;ihplearﬂnﬁe of the
Bear's Slaw nugget in Morgan's hands
was superseded by anger at the scoun-
drels’ treachery and disappointment
that the police had been unable to effcct
their arrest.

¥or & long time after Jeck and Terry
hnd told of their experiences in the
High Life Salcon, Uncle Clem remained
pufbng his pipe in silence. QOnco or
pwice he opened his mouth as though
to speak, but each time closed it again
az if reconsidering what was in his
mind. When at last he did speak it
waz to wvoice his anxiety that the boys
should have incurred the enmity of so

“Later on it will be necessary to go
to Dawson again, hn::;]vs,“ ho said, ‘*but
noxt time I shan't lot you go alone.
I'd like to sea those two roughnecks
pnt away in gaol for a long stretch.
I'll see they get their deserts bofore I'm

through.”
During the next few deys there was
s0 much f{o be done that Morgan and

Simons faded into the background eas
a topic for conversation.

That i? wind from the north was but
o mild foretaste of the keen-toothed
winter which soon would hold the
Yukon in its grip. & measure of
protection against the fierce cold which
might be ﬂxi&cted they nailed large
strips of bark on the inside walla of
their littla cabin to a‘bneg

_ up every chink.
Afterwards they add

an extrae inner

lining of ®aplings, which they cut to
length and nailed in position. When
they had strengthened the roof and

added a storm dosr, even Unecle Clem,
who knew something of the terrora of
s Yukon winter, agreoed that the cabin
would make & soug retreat in all bud
the worst of northern blizzards.

After a few days the wind drpp%ed,
and there irnmediately followed the first
fall of snow. 'Ten, inches of it fell
during tha nights and the gold-getters
rose to find their claim and esll thae
rugged country about it covered with a
dazzling white mantle. Ice formed on
the edges of the creek, and the creck
itself cut the whitencss of the landscape
lilke m stream of ink.

When the cabin had been made secure
the Eartnars began the getting out of
pay-dirt for a great clean-up in the
following epring. At frst they were
able to use pick and shovel, but as the
grip of winter tightened in the North-
land the ground froze solid,

“1Tis no more picking we'll be able
to do,” remarked Terry one day, “for
'tis like trying fo get the pick through
iron. How elss to get out the dirt 13
the burning question.™

unserupulous a pair of ruffians. “You're right, Terry,” chuckled
BEST VALUE - FOR - MONEY VOLUMES!
THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY,
£9.~THE GRETFRIARS HAILORY]
) E Eollicking Tarn of Harry Wharton & Co. of Gregfriars,
_ ﬂp.:& = £0.~THE ECAPEGRACE OF ROOKWOOD!

ey

i 4
A

Eousing Tale of Scheol Idfe and Adveaturs, Isatoctag
Jimmy Sliver & 0. of HEookwood.

THE SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY,

109.~THE PRISONER OF BUDDHA!
il0.—THE DATH OF FEAR!|

$11.-THE TRAIL ﬁ EDHLTHI
LLr
112.-THE TOUR OF T

The Boys’ Friend Library. B DN
lnﬂ..-—‘glﬂ:ln Iﬂm oFr THE oy |

Btirring Tarn of T.aague Soocar.
110.—-THE BCHOOLBOY RE-
PUBLIC

Amazing Btory of Behoolboy

Adventure Abroad.
111.-THE DIGGER 'TEC!

HEoustzg Tula of Thrllilng

Mystary.
112.~THE TREABURE TRAILI
Gripping Yarp of Wild West

Adrenture. : -
PRICE FOURPENCE EACH. Eﬁ

I RY B
o

B e sl
.j__...-l"-.'f'a""

i .-.t:.l-.l-"u'l
e g "
/ o |

Turliling thinese Mystery Drama.
BEafling Deotectiva Homanas.

guo and Adventura in Afelos
ERROR!
Mystery apd Thrills on tha Tuork

T

Uncle Clem, “snd you might well have
said it was & question of burning. For
that's how we shall have to work our
claim during the freeza-up—by burning
wood to thaw out the gmuni so thak
we can got down to bed-rock.™

By working hard cutting cordwood
thoy wers able to keep two big bon-
fires going during the day, and by the
evening it was possible to pick oug agil
to the depth of & foot where the ground
had been thawed by the fires. This
they carried to form a dump conve-
niently near thse sluices ready for the
washing-out process whea the long
Yukon winter was ovaer.

It was about twenty-five fect down to
bed-rack, and when ths hole became
sufficiently deop they had to rig a wind-
lass and a bucket for hoisting out the
dirt. At intervals Uncle Clem took a
pan of dirt into the cabin, washed it
out in warm water, and weighed the

gold. The results showed only too
clearly that they had not struck it rich,
but there was enough of the precious

meatal to make working the claim just
worth the whila.

SBnow fell at intervals and the tem-
perature varied greatly, somctimes
dropping well below zero at night. Tha
days dragged on into weeks, and Uncla

em gprow mores and more restless and
unsottled. He talked often about Daw-
son, and he seemed to have lost lua
former aversion for civilisation, for he
mooted a short holiday there.

One day an Indian arrived at the
cabin—almost the first human sonl they
had seen for weeks. The man waz on
his way to Circle City, and his blanketa
and one or two pots and pans were
stacked on & small sledge which he drew
by means of a rope.

The partneras received him with the
usual hospitality of the North and they
exchanged news, The Indian said that
miners returning to Three Tree Camp,
where he had been working for wages,
had reported that *“bad men” had
burnt down thoe cabins of fwo gold
miners and torn up the floors for cached
gold, This was disquieting news, for
the gold mined by the three pardaecrs
was hidden, as they had thought
gecurely, under the cabin floor.

Before hitting the trail again the
Indian said that he could get on beiter
without hiz sledge, a3 hu load was
gmaller than when he had set out frem
the camp. 8o thinking the sledge might
be useful, Unecle Clem weighed him out
8 couple of ouncez of gold for it.

“Beems to me,” remarked Jack, after
their visitor had left, **that we'd better
find & now hidinﬁ‘-place for our geld,

in caso hmﬂ:'ﬁta take it into their heads

to viait us. .
“The safest place, afrer all, i3 a
bank,” returned Tnela Clem. "and

we'll take it with us to Dawson. whero
it will securs for vou—I mean for
all of ua.” _

His manner was so curious that Jack
and Terry remarked on: it beiween
themselves. After the hard work of tha
early winter they were quite ready
themselves to go to Dawson for their
Christmas celebration, bul chicfly they
thought that the return to civilization
waonld be good for Uncle Clem. ;

They =et out on the trail early in
December, and Uncle Clem zaid thac
they would prospect for 15;:1:.’1 at likely
spots on their journey. ev stowod &
tont, blankets, wvarious utensils, and
enough provisions to last for mang daya.
on the litile sledge. Slkookum, whe waa
& trained sledgo dog. came in uselul for
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: ] helped
by pushing the load over difficult places

pulling this, and Jack and Terr

and up inclines.

For days they hit the frozem Lirail,
crossing ice-bound creeks and  rivers
Sometimez when they camped TUncle
Clemm wounld take his pick and smash off
meces of lLikely-looking rocks in search
of thase signs which, to his experienced
eye, would tell if the area was gold-
bearing or not. By this means he found
many places rich in copper and other
ores, but never a trace of that red
metal, for the getting of which so many
men have teiled and suffered and left
their bones in the keoping of the Yukon
for over.

The swift descent of a spell of twonty-
below-zero weather brought home with
hammer force to Jack and Lerry the
rigour of a Yukon winter. Tt was
aceompanied by 2 twenty-raile-an-hour
wind which eut through their furs like
& knife and got to thelr very hones,
Their progress slowed in the face of
this wind and the bitter cold. and even
Skookum, whose fur was rimed with
frost, seemed to feel the sudden drop
in temperature, and a note of severe
displeasure crept into his barking.

ncle Clem went on ahead, beating
out a trail with his snow-shoes, and
Skockum and the sledge followed, with
Jack and Terry pushing behind. Their
breath froze in white frost abeut their
parkas and ou the chest of their furs,

All at times got touches of frost-hife,
but they were on the look-out for this,
When any one of them was warned that
his nose had pecome white at the tip,
aor hiz cheeks showed =igns of the
dreaded frost-bite, a halt was made
while the aMicted member was rubbed
with a handful of snow and the circala-
tion of the blood restored.

Midday and evening camp’ becams a
luxury to look [orward to and worked
for with all their might. And on the
first night of this cold spell their hot
meal in the comparative warmth of the
tent seemed the most wenderful supper
of thelr lives.

They were about to rell in their Hud-
son Bay blankets for the zleep they

= Yt L=
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craved when a faint, FAPPINgG cry was
horne to them on the mght wind. It
rose in crescendo like an appeal from
the wild, yet with a npote both fierce
and sinister, and then dicd away into
silence.

Jack and Terry looked at one another,
their faces pale in the hight of the storm
lantern  placed in the centre of e
“foor ™ cleared of snow,

“Faith!"” muttered Terry. " Phwat
was thati"

“The howl of a woll,"” answered Unecle
Clem. *I expect there’s been some
nighty terce weather up in the moun-
tains lately, and the cold has brought
thom down.™

On the threshold of the tent S8kookum
was stauding, hiz fur a-quiver. His
mouth was drawn in an angry snarl,
baring his fermidable fangs, and a
tumbling grow] quavered in his throat.

Another wolf how!l and yet another
rore on Lhe night. But although the
pariners remalned awake and alert for
somme time, the howling grew no nearer,
and it was obvious that the huongry
anmimals were keeping their distance.

Secire in the  krowledge  that
2hoockum would give ample warming of
any real danger, they snuggled in their
blankets and slept soundly. Morning
rovealed that neither the cold nor wind
had abated, and although thiz meant
another hard day on the trail, they
were relieved to see no sipn of wolves,

After o breakfast of hot coffee and
fried bacon they enco more sef out on
the white trail that led to Dawson.

For two or three miles they pressed
onward in the teeth of the iey wind,
Jack poing slichily ebead of E{mnhum
for a spell at beating down the trail
with hiz snow-shoes. The rugged, snow-
clad country appeared devoid of all life
savo their own, and becanse of that they
wera more startled when a wolf howl
roze 1n faint crescendo and died away.

Tnela Clem glanced back sharply.

“That how! came up apainst the
wind,” he muttered. “Those brutes
that I-ualﬂ: their distance from our camp
last night haven't given up their hope
of 2 meal.”

\‘\ PR
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Uncle Clemn dropped on one knee In the
snow and fook
shailtered the
Yukon hills, and the leading wolf drepped
in his tracks.

swiit alm. A shot
silence of the snaw-eiad

(See page 28.)

“Bedad! Do you
following " said Terry.

His answer was given by an outburst
of a.nﬁr;r yapping astern.

“They're following all right,” re-
marked Upcle Clem grimly, *“though
they're keeping well out of sight nmong
the pines and rocks. From the sound
of that yapping I should judge there
are several wolves in the pack, and
Eiwey've just had a brief quarrel among
themselves, Jack, push on a trifle
faster, if yvou can; wa'll tyy to make
ltear Creck Camp by noon.”

There was no deoubt that Uncle Clem
viewed the presence of the wolves with
apprehension, though he proceeded lo
make light of the matter. The [(act
that the howls and yapping of the pack
grew londer was quite sufficient to indi-
cate that the wolves had drawn nearer.

Jack plodded along faster, and
Skookum used every ounce of his great
strength in hauling the sledge. "Terry
pushed up behind, and Uncle Clem,
walking alongside the sledge, opened a
box of ammunition and slipped a cari-
ridge into the breech of his rifle and
soveral more into the magezine.

During the next half-mile the wolves
kept strangely qulet, and the only
sounds were the faint crush of the snow-
shoes in the snow and the heavy breath-
ing of the three partners and their
straining lusky.

Suddenly the wintey air wasz s=plit by
another shrill cry, memiﬁly 80 near to
hand that the pards looked back sharply
over their shoulders.

Then from out of a copso of spruce
about three hundred yards to the rear
and right bounded a lean-flanked wolf.
Ancther and another swiftly appeared
loping along, black and gannt against
the rough snowy wastes the little party
had traversed.

“Well, there are enough of the spal-

ns " ejaculated Terry.. *“Had we
etter stop and foight them, do you
think, Uncle Clem "

“Go on—go on, boys!" orderad Uncle
Clem. “YlI put & shot or two among
thern. That may scare 'em away.”
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He dropped on one knee in the snow,
rested his left elbow on the other, and
swiftly aligned his foresight in the ¥
of his back-sight, -A shot shatfered the
silonce of the snow-clad Yukon hills,
and the deading -wolf dropped in its
tracks.

A babel of howls, yaps, and snarls
burst out from the rest of the pack, and
they swing Jfrom all* directions towards
thewr stricken comrade.

To enable Unele Clem to catch up,
Jack and Terry had te slacken their
poca. ;
“That’ll delay the pack,” panted their
old partner, oz thoy Egt}t going agali.

On they went at n fairly ‘good speed,
higging close the base of a range of
hills intersected by gulches or small
canyons. Once ab the miners’ camp at
Bear Creck they would be safe; butb
Uncle Clem estimated that this setile-
ment was still a good nine miles dis-
tant. And far behind rose the furious
vapping of the starved wolf:pack

‘E%ciigcl, let me take a turn at beating
a trail, Jack,"” piped Terry. )

Bo tiring was the work of making a
track through the soft snow for the do
and tho sledge that Jack willingly fell
back and allowed his chum to take his
place. ! -

Terry, well practised on his snow-shoes
by thiz time, set s pace of which an
Indian. tracker might have been proud.
To Skookum, exerting every muscle
just behind, the monotonous “lift-lift of
the Irish boy's feet to which thosze tennis
racket-like snow-shoes of cane and buck-
skin were attached was s strain on his
dogegy cyes. ’ _

The steady, keen wind blowing from
ahead made Terry draw ‘his parka
closer about his head, and he hent low
and half-clased his eyeés as he beat out
a track through the while waste of snow,
Then snddenly he trod on a small
thorny bush barely beneath the snow’s
surface, and stumbled forward te fall
face downwards.

wickly he scrambled up again.

AN right, Terry " inquired Jack.

“Shure, mo bhoy,”. answered Terry.

“ By heck, we must stop a minute!™
evied TUnele Clem, plunging forward.
“Your npse is-white, Terry, and there

ave spots of white on  your cheeks.
None of us dare run the risk of severe
frosi-bite any more than faling prey
ta the wolves:™

A halt=a- very essential  halt—was
made while Uncle Clem. took- a handful
of snow and massaged Terry's cheeks
and his little suub. nose. The frost-bite
was only superficial, or near the syridee
of the skin, and th¢ ‘blood cirenlation
guickly began to restore itself under
Unecle Clem's vigorous hands. :

Hardly were Terry's cheeks glowing

red again when a fresh burst of wolf,

howlz came beating up against the wind.
Swinging round the base ¢f -a hill came
the whole pack, snd Skookusi with a
savare tsnarl, swung. the sledge com-
pletely round, and it was all Unele Clem
could do to head him off again from
the onfoming wﬂlf—pai:[i:'.

(Wil the three chuma make Dawson:

before thée wolves reach them?  Don't
wmizs next week's Tong insfalitent o thes
powerful seried of the Frozen Neorth.)

The Best Hobby
of All—Wireless!

There i3 no more fascinating
hobibry for boys than Radle, and
riothing else that ean give a3
muech pleasure, There i3 the
interest of making your own set
yoursell, and if yvou already have
a seb, it is always possible to
improve it and keep it up to date,
Whether yop want to make a set
or .to experiment with Yyour
prezent ome,  you mnust  have
POPULAL WIRELESS—the paper
that. is epecially written to help
you, - Buy " a copy to-day and
vou'll want it every week.

OPULAR S
IRELESS

Al all Newsogenis.

Every Thursday.,

defender

FAMOUS FOOTER
CLUBS.

(Cantinued from puge 2.)

That's their first consideration. No
fancy tricks for them—just  aslcér
straightiorward stuff. Nelson is"3cotch,
and has played for Scotland. When he
was rescued from -a steamiship which
went down in the Irish-Sca some timo
back, MNelson went to the nearest post
office to send .two -telegrams. One to
his home and the other t6 the manager
of Cardiff City! That shows that his
heart's at Cardiff.

Cheera for the Maaagez!.

Having said so much about the defencd
of Cardiff, perhaps you avill think the
attack 13 & negligible quantity. It
120't, though. There 1z a strip Dfﬂ. Tadl
named Curtis who playved at outside-
right si Woembley before he touched ins
nineltecnth birthday.

Sam Irving, another Irishman, is a
who was turned into a for
ward; end Hughic Fergusaon, the centre-
forward of the Cup-winning team, held
a goal-scoring record when he was with
Motherwell, Len Davies, the inside-
left and one-time centre-forward, 1is
Cardiff bern and bred. Rather little,
but more than rather wise—a terror for
his size. You would hardly believe thapt
such a frail fellow could so often come
near to banging them through the net.
Quisideleft MeLachlin completes this
cosmopolitan side. He is Scoteh; too.

S here you have a side with Welsh-
men, LEnglishmen, Seatsmen, and
Irishmen. A sirange collection, secui-
ingly, but all so keen on the Cardiff
City club that they sing “Land of My
Fathers"” as enthusiastically as anv sup-
porter of the side.

Next weck: The Arsenal.

Highest  Commission,

CHRISTMAS CARD
AGENTS WANTED

1o sell Private Cards. Up-to-date Designs. Frea Book.
BEST SPARE TIME AGENCY EVER OFFERED.
' Valuable Prizes.

FIRTH GRAHAM & CO,, Dopt. F.152, ACCRINGTON.

Apply i—

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boya are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
“lzct[nm are rmade for the Wireless Telegraphy
and Signalling DBranches).

MEXN also are reguired for
SEAMEN (Special Service}) - = =
STOHERS - -

Age 15} to 167 years,

Age 18 1o 25
= -, - dﬂﬂ- IS !’ﬂ‘ 35

= HEIGHT COUNTS

Ei o winning suecess. Melght inereazed — health and
&8 physique improved. Wonderful results. Send for
gk articulars and our £100 guarantee, to — GHAVAN
287 SYSTEM (A.M.P.), 17, Stroud Gresn Rel., London, N.4.

) " ete.—Parcels, 2/6, B/8, " Ventrll
MAGIC, TRICKS, Juinmect b niste mitate birar

' WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
£2 ,ﬂﬂﬂ catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, 8d.—

HACKETT'S WORKS, July Woad, LIVERPOOL.
. VALUE 2d.

“MAGNET 1’ PEN COUPDHN.

Send & of thess coupens with only %9 (and 24, stapp) drect to thy,
FLEET PEN €0., 119, Floet Zireet, E.C.4, BYy relura Yol will
regeive «a Bandsemo lever self-filling FLEBT FOUNTAIN PEN wuh
solid gold nmib (fine,. medivm, or hri}dd!&) naually. 1046, FlostxPrlta &=, "

or wilh 5 coupond only 248, e Luxe Meodel 2/- ckirs, '

B - -k R
Taw . W EERCLLF P IE

DN

wlat's

l'

1

FREE FUN!

GOOD PAY = = = = = = ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply by letter to the Recrniting Stafl Qfcar, R.N.
. Emﬂuﬂnlk Street, Birmipghah ;o 121, Viotoris Blroed
1.'5.-1."...-1::\'::1 “Farrace, -Dowaphill, Qlesgoew ; 30, O4
Literpool ; 55, Whilohall, London, J; 289, I
Manchester ; 116, Rye l[iI:I‘ moawenstlie-on-Tyne ; or G Ofc
- ". " Place, Queen's Park, Bouthamplon.

s

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- Sgonste =g
.  Course

25 inches : . In ONE MONTH.

Without appliances—droga—oer dioting, L “

THE FAMOUS CLIVE BEYSETENM MNEVTER FAILE.

Complets Course B/= P.O, post free, or further partics. stamp g 4

¥. A, CLIVE, Harrock Houre, COLWEIN BAY, North Wales, tFd

Teobrilagnuists” InalTaenls Iri'-'l::n. FREE Lo
all eending 7d. (P.O.y for lateak Arusing
Novelty aod Lisi.—F., SIMPSON CO.; 140,
Tlarsnce Gdns., Llandudune, N.W,

P;.ll_ npp]icatliuns_._fur . Advertisement Space -in this
publication should be addressed w the Adver-
tisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The

Fleetway House, Farringdon 5t., Londen, E.C.4
1-10-27



