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Number One of a unique series of articles telling you of the various processes through which your
favourite paper passes before the finished copy comes inte your hands on a Saturday morning.

a8 rouch na at Fleetway House, in
the heart of tho Empire's capital,
is the weekly birthday of the Maawer
rande posaible
An smazing number of jobs—man

El‘h’ tho dack, primeval forestaof Canada

entailing the greatest bhardahips an
demanding beity muscles to o their
mm;.qpushment possible, all of them

romantic and ding for their suceoss
ob considerable craft and skill—have to
I earried out by all sorts and conditions
of people, in soveral parts of the world,
before the MacXET con come inta your
hands on Saturday morning.

The forests of Canada send their quota
of spruce and othoer timber foresta to be
made into MAGRET papor—timber felled
by hardy lumbermen snd seant grinding
and bumping down mighty turbulent
rivers to she pulping mills far distant from
the forcets.

Printing-ink has 10 be made by the
thougsand gallon, hundreds of tonas & year
being required by the various papers that
are brothers and sisters of the GYET,
A fine art, is this making of ink from the
raw matorials, comprising varnishes and
pums, various oils, anilines and other
itoma, all of which must be moat skilfully
vhosen and mixed to produce the printing-
ink.

Giants in Harneas !

Authorz and artists have to be urged
nud coaxed to give of their baat, by your
liditor, toiling away, day in and day ouat,
in that bewilderingly large and faseinating
hive . of journalistic
industry own &s
i"leotway House

Block-makera nnd compositord, a verit-
able army of them, perform feata of
in the process and composing
rooms in enormous buildings on the south
side of the Thames. And giantsin harnosa,
in the form of amazing and thunderous
printing pressce, seize on the harvest of all
thess workers—oach part and parcel of a
vast and astonishingly efficient orzaniaa-
tion,

The Appointed Hour!

Straightway those mighty printing.
precses ﬁaur out many thousands of copies
of the MAGNET, weelk by week, at lightning

d, but withal in a8 calm a manner as

ough the entire business were not almost

ag miraculous as any of the miracles
performed of old ! :

Theon there ia the distributing side of the
organisation, the membera of which live
have their being for the purposo of
sceing that no reader of the MacXET, no
matier Wow remote his home, in whataver
out-of-tho-way cormer of the world he
lives, ghall be without his copy of the paper
at the appointed hour cach week !

In the paper-timber lands of Quoboe,
whence comes the Magwer paper, there
are some G25,000 acres—1 00 square
miles, an area larger than Greater London !
—of forest almost choked with timber
destined for ths pulping mills, and. mus-
cular axe.swingers stroam daily throughout
the winter from the loggers' camps to sot

their keen.edged weapons swinging ot

the resisting sides of the toweri ruce
pod balsam treea. : e
The measure of their labours is gauged
when you realiso that the Imperial Paper
Mills alone eat up hundreds of thonsands
of tons—nnt juat 1 but tons—of trees
each woar for the making of paper for the
use of the Maaxer, and other publications.
The pulpiog mills which feed the ravenous
rinting-presses  of the Amalgamated
rezs make and export 2,000 tons of paper-
pulg evary year ! :
f the paper thus I}mdumad, 7,500 miles,
averaging three fest 1n width, are used up
every week for sll the firm’s publications.

Whirled to the Mills!

" The great felled trees, their hindering
branches neatly axed off, aro ussloss where
thoy lie. By sheer brute foree and sweat
of brow they must be conveyed—by
teematers—to the banks of the rivers
when thesse are in full flood, and then
the immense skidways (colossal heapy
of trimmed logs) have to be piloled to the
pulping milla at the coast.

In duc course, steamshipa collect the

' pregious stuff turned out by the machinery

there, and hurry it to Gravesend, in
England, whera 1t 8 made into (nished
paper.’

Beforo the swift-flowing river can
soize the trimmed logs and whirl them away
on 1!-112':|r atﬁ;t- of :i‘rlqi.r lo 1:::!& admt?wth{:

8 -Ini m o
mtmi‘rka are | tn%ﬁthar witﬁupas and
chaing to form big rafts, the largest of
which ecarry & crew
whosa job it is to
cacort the moving

which, in the wery
heart of the City of
l.ondon, ia built over
the historic hiddon
waters of the ancient
River Fleot.

Onee that river was
lined with Roman
villas inhabited by
the wealthy, and was
famous for ite clear
wators In which lived
fiah roviding
splendid  sport  for
the ancient anglors.
1t doponeratad to o
mere ditch, wasfinally
vlosed in, and now
1he great edifice where
il MAGMET 18 pro-
dueed rears its noble
pile above the almost
forgotten streani.

And thess loga,
4 raady fordespatch
to the papar mille
far distant from

mass to it dosting.
tion.

Froquernt jonms
ocour at the bends in
the river. Greathold-
ups happen when a
log, breaking awsa;
from its raft, Hw:':rf‘;
crosfwisn and, one
cnd catching the
bonk, wedges its
neighbour, Enocks
that crosswise too,
and in a braco of
shakes twns {he
rif'l.'ar j.u:*..jq a maeldﬂh:uml
o nding and leap.
inﬁtfa-trﬁm—:m P

paper for vour
MAGNET i3 vory, vory
far from being an
aecomplished fac#
‘pat then !

(Next week'ls
MAGNET will eon-
tarn number fwo of
thi= most inleresiing

the lorast, sventu- i : ket Finerat Jeries of ariiclea on

ally bescomas the g ; i . “ Hown the MAGNET
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THE BEST STORY OF THEWEER !

ture swohich roonld have fong since eured the average *° grub vaider.”

Giruls, glorious grub has led Williamn George Bunter info many o painful adven-

RBut Buuter won’t learn

lesson, notl coem

wehen hiz latest ** raid "' lands kim into the strangest and most hair-raising experience of hiz life !
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A Special Christmas Story dealing with the Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co,,

the Chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Tight Cormer !

H :* pasped Billy Bunter.
HE jﬁmpcd.

In the circumstances it
was enough to moke any
fellow jump.

Billy Bunter was stand-
ing in Study No. 4 in the

As No. 4 Study belonged to
Vernon-3mith and RBedwing, Bunter,
naturally, had no business there. But
it was not uncommon for Billy Bunter
to be found in placez where he had no
business.

Bunter had made sure that the coast
was clear before he entered the study.
He had seen Bmithy and Redwing
downstairs They were discussing the
half-holiday, and what they were going
to do with it. How was Bunter to
puses that they were just mminf up
to the study? Hatumﬁ_f, he couldn’t,
and didn't.

Bunter nceded only a few minutes in
the study. To blink into the cupboard,
to bag the cake he knew was there, and
to escape with his plunder, would nov
have taken Bunter long. In these
matters he was experienced, and had
had much practice.

But of the few minutea he necded

Remove.

not one was granted him. There wera-

footsteps in the Remove passage:; and
he heard the Bounder's rather strident
voice, and Redwing's low, pleasant
tones in reply. The beasts were coming
to the study. And even as Bunter
inmped the footsteps stopped outside,
and a hand was laid on the door-handle.

Billy Bunter's fat brain, as a rule,

Ustances alter e

did not work qnick% But circum-
asgs. He knew what to

expect if the Bounder found him there.

Only -the previous day Bmithy had
found him n precisaly similar eireum-
stances, and unter had travelled as

far ‘as the stairs with ‘the Bounder
dribbling him. If the Bounder found
him agsain, history was certain to re-
peat itself.

For a second or two Bunier blinked
with & terrified blink at the door.
Then, with wonderful presenca of mind,
he fattencd himself against the wall
behind the door, so that in opening it
concealed him. It was the only awvail-

able hiding-place.

The' door flew open.

Billy Bunter suppresaed a howl as it
tapped him on his fat little nose. It

was no time to howl. If the door was
loft open he was hidden from sight.
And whiie there was life there was

hcn%e.
ernon-Smith came inte the study.
Tom Redwing remained in the doorway.
So the door did not elose.

Bunter scarcely breathed.

If the Bounder had run upstairs to
fetch something from the Et.m{y he was
likely to leavae again and close the door
after him, without seeing that Bunter
was there. Bunter hoped that it was
g0. But hiz hope was short-lived. He
heard & creak from the study table as
Vernon-Smith sat down on & corner

of it. Apparently the beast had come
to stay! :

“EHere they come!” said Redwing's
voloe.

There was a tramp of footzteps in the
passage.
Bunter suppressed a groan.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

More beasts were coming. Evidently
he had chosen a most unfortunate time
for raiding. the Bounder’s study cup-

board.

“Hallo!l Flalla! Hallo!” boomed
B-nh Cherry's voice. “Here we are,
dmithy !

“Trot in!" eaid the Bounder.

Harry Wharton & Co. trotted in.
Bunter tould not see them, but he
could tell from the many footsteps that
all the Famouz Five wera there.

*Beasta | he murmured inaudibly.

But the door remained wide open
hiding the fat junior who was Battened
against the wall behind it. It squeezed
Bunter hard as somebody leaned on the
other side of it. Bunter found a little
difficalty in breathing. Still, with a
fellow leaning on the door it was not
likely to be closed. There was a silver
lining to the cloud.

“What's on, Bmithy1” asked Harry
Wharton.

“Reddy and I have fixred up an ex-
cursion g::r this afternoon,” answered
the Bounder. *If you fallows would
like to come—"'

“Give it a name,” said Johnny Bull.

Bunter judged by the voice that it
was Johnny’s rather solid weight that
was leaning on the door. He dared not
move. And he was finding it harder
and harder to breathe. reath was
always rather short with Bunter at the
best of times. :

“It'a fine weather for once,” said the
Bounder. “We're going up to Red-
wing's home at Hawkscliff, nnd.takmg
g hamper to picnic there. Raddy's
pater 1= away at sea; but Reddy ex-
pecte him home for Ci‘lrlﬁtmaa, and
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wants to fix up the coitage a bit. It's
baon shut up & long timé. We're going
up in & boat.” )

“Jolly cold at sea this time of year!”
said Dob. .

“The coldfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed Smithy,” remar
Jamset Ram Singh.

“It will be & guick run by boat, and
Reddy oan handle a boat like & duck can
swim,” said Smithy. “I've hired old
Trumper’s bost, and it's all ready down
at Pegg. It's ten miles to walk, but
next to no distance by boat. Reddy says
the wind is right.”

“Right as rein
safe as houses. I've sailed old Trum-
per's boat before. And I'll undertake
not to put you on the rocks, or 1o get
carried out to sea.”

Harry Wharton lsughed.

“We can trust you to pull us thmugh,
Reddy. If the weather changes—

“1f the weather ch 5 we can leave

the boat up at Hawksclif and walk
back,” said Smithy. “You're mnot
afraid of a walk.,”

“No fear!”

“*Jolly od wheeze!” said Bob

Cherry. *Let's!*

“Hear, hear |” .

*The coldfuloess will be great, but
the enjoyfulness will be terrific,™ said
Hutree Jameet Ram Siogh.

“In'it & goi" asked the nder.

“It's & go,” answered the Famous
Five, with one voica.

“Good! The boat's to be ready at
thres. And I've given orders for the
hamper to be put in it,” said the
Bounder, “Old Trumper will bé mind-
ing it till we get there. We've only got
to walk down to Pegg. YLeave hera st
half-past two.”

w18 ead yo'es coind fol

¥ re coming, you fel-
lows 1" sfid tﬁ“ B-nunda?g cgrdinlij*
“My only hat ¥

Bmithy slipped from the table as he
uttered that startled ejaculation. Hia
glance had fallen on & foot that pro-
truded from behind the door.

Heo stared at it b'ankly.

*Who— What—
body behind the door!”

“Ow |” came a startled gasp. “There
isn’'t, S8mithy! There—there’s nobody
hera ¥

IFBuutar ljl

Johnny Bull detached himself from
the door on which he was leaning, and
pulled it away from the wall.

A ﬁﬂﬂpmg. st junior was revealed,

“The estcemed and ridiculous Bun-
tor ! ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram

There's some-

Singh.
::i—'l say, you fellows!" gasped

Bunter.
“¥ou fat sweep!” roared the
Eﬂgﬂﬁh What are you up to in my

“ N-n-nothing, old chap! I—I didn’t
come here after your cake.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

*1—]—I came to—to speak to you,
Smithy ! gesped Bunter, blinking
warily and uneasily at the frowning
Bounder. “I—I—I was going to—to
ask vou to—to spend Christinas with
e, old chap ¥

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“I—~f want you to come to Bunter
Court for the Christmas wae, old fel-
low,” said Bunter. “You can brin
Eﬂdwing if you like. I don’t mind his
being a common fellow, and the son
of & common tarry-breeks. I'm no
enob, '
“ “Thank you I said Redwing.

“The—the fact is, we shall have

TeEe Macxer LigrAny.—No. 1,087,

ked Hurres Redd

* gaid Redwing, "“and Ii

rather =&
Bunter Court this L“hriﬂmm"

distinguished gathering at
said the
Owi of the Remove. “I'll tell you
what! All you fellows come! And—
and I'll' come up to Hawkscliff with
you this afternoon. ‘I—I'd like to visit
y's _place—I would really, wou
know! I've done slumming before.”
Herbert Vernon-8mith did not answaer
Bunter in words,

He made & stride towards him and
rasped him by the collar and swung

im mto the doorway.

t “Y?:i-mv-uwi lf 1” roared Bun-

er. “1 say, you fellows, draggimoff!
you k_tt:i, e, Bmi?hy, .Iglj. jolly

wall— Yoooooop |*

Harry Wharton & Co. cleared out of
the way, grinning. The Bounder's boot
was planted .fasirly on William George
Buntex’s tight troussrs,

Bunter Hew.

Efl_mnnuh s

ump |,

“Yow-ow-ow |" roared Bunter, as he

mlad in the Remove passage, “ Ow
I I'll jolly well lick you for that,
Smithy! I—— _‘fnr-:mmhf;?

Billy Bunter picked himself up in hot
haste and fled along the Remove pas-
sage. Twice the Bounder's active t
landed before the fat junior venished
down the stairs, :

“Beast [ floated back from the

ove staircass.

And then William George Bunter was

gone.
In Study No. 4 the cake upon which
Bunter had had felonicus designs was
handed out of the cupboard and dis-
posed of in large Jlices by the seven
juniors thera while they cheerfully dis-
cussed the roon's trip.

But probably they would not have
discussed the :{ri and the cake so
equably had they ﬁnnwn'ui the thoughts
that were working in the fat brain of
William George Buntsr.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buanter Bags the Boat!
111 t1E sea rolled like & sheet of

EICAL
[t

silver under the afterncon

' sunshine, It was & clear
cald  December day, and
the wind that whistled
_ round the high rocks of

the great Bhoulder was
cold and sharp, The tide was going
out, leaving wide stretches of r?gbnd
sca sand glistening in the sun. The
fishermen's boats, drawn well above
high-water mark, wera far from the
receding water. Only one boat was at
the water's edge, ond by it stood old
Dave Trumper, the fisherman—a mas-
sive figure, in jersey and sea-boots,

Clear as the day was, it was cold, and
certainly not the day that Bunter would
have chasen for a sail on the bay. But
Billy Bunter was feeling warm enough
as he camo in sight of the shore and
me waiting fisherman standing by the

at.

Bunter had made record speed.

By the time he emerged from the
{ane and came out in sight of the strag-
gling fishing village of Pegg and the
wide stretch of sands beyond Bunter
was perspiring with exertion, in spite

F of the December cold.

He panted and puffed and blew as ha
rolled onward seross the sand towards
the solitary boat.

He glanced back owver his shoulder;
but there was no.one to be seen bahind
him, and he grinned. Bunter was

there first—an easy first. That bad nat
been a difficelt feat, for the Remove
fellows were not starting till half-past
two, and Bunter had started immedi-
ately he had recovered from the appli-
cation qf thes Bounder's boot. -(ﬁ'eﬂ
thoughts weére working in the podgy
brain of W. G. Bunter. For the boat,
and the trip to Hawkscliff along the
¢ Bunter did not care a atraw—
but he cared miuch and dup!L for the
hamper that Binithy bad ordered for
the trip. Bmithy had kicked Bunter
out of his 8 a8 unmmunmualf as
if William George Bunter were a fellow
who did not matter. Bunter was going
to show Smithy that be was a fellow
who did matter—and Smithy, perhaps,

would repent that kicking when
he arrived at Pegg with his friends and
found boat and hamper gone.

" Old Trumper touched his hat as
Bunter cama up. He was there to mind
the boat, which he bad prepared for
the trip, till the Greyiriars fellows
came, and he supposed that Bunter was
the first of the party to arrive.

“Got it all rendy!?” asked Bunter
chearly. _

= pir,” said Trumper.

o ‘T;-i:m haniper here?l

“In the boat, sir.” s

Bunter blinked into the boat, There
was the lunch hamper—a large one. It
looked as if Bmithy had ordered a
rather d spread to be taken up to
Hawksclif, no doubt guessing that a
trip by sea in the keen wintry air would
mlia the fellows bhungry.

Billy Bunter’s little round al;_fea
glistened behind his big spectacles, The
sight of that hamper rewarded him for

his exertions .

But while Trumper was there it was
obvipusly impossible to annex either tha
boat or the hamper. Trumper was In
charge, and, though be had no sus-
picion of Bunter, 'vhom he knew to be
a Greyfriars fellow, certainly he would
not have allowed the fat junior to make
off with the hamper. But William
George Bunter was full of strategy.

“The fellows will ba along in a few
minutes, Trumper,” he remarked.

“Ay, ay!" ssid old Trumper.

“Bmithy wants you to meet him and
help with the rugs snd things,” said
Bunter airily. “He's gemn%t lift as
far as the end of the lane. Cut across
and wait for him there, will you? Fll
stey with the boat.”

Ay, ay, Master Bunter!” answered
the oﬁi ﬂ:h rmen unsuspicioasly.

Ha started across the sand towards
the village.

Bunter grinned.

Really it was hardly necessary to be
diplomatiec to take in & simple and un-
sspecting  old  fellow ke Dave
Trumper.

The stalwart fisherman tramped up
the shelving sand without a backward
glance, nothing doubting that the mes-
sage was muthentic and that he would
meet Vernon-Smith's party where tho
lane entered the villago. street.

Bunter clambered into the boat.

A moment more and the big hamper
was under his fat handa. sizo of
that hemper had gratified the Owl of
the Remove when his eyes fell on it.
But its size made :t rathér diffcult to
negotiate. Bunter ‘ound that he could
barely lift it.

*Oh 1" einculated the fat Removite.

Getting that hamper out of the boat
and clearing off with it was quite out
of the question.

But William George Bunter had not
yet exhausted hia strategy.
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Had the boat been afloat DBunter
would have cast off and pushed out
into the bay; but the receding tide

barely lapped the boat, and it la
heeled on the sand. And it was m
tr:u:r hoavy for Bunter to shove down

the water on his awn. The Owl

o Remove blinked up and down the
sh:rre Dave Trumper had disappearcd
from sight beyond some of the fisher-
men’s cabins, Near at hand two long-
shoremen were standing, smoking their
pipes and idly watching the sca. Billy
Bunter waved his hand to them and
shouted :

ELY EiI}!‘

The two ancicnt mariners glaneed
round.

“Give ma a shove off 1 called out
Bunter. ﬁmpeﬁ in his pocket, and
held up a sl*n ng

“Right you are, sir!”

The two longshoremen came along to
the boat, grasped it, and ran it down
intos the water. Eunter tossed the
shilling ashore; and the ancient
mariners, havin ﬁa!dnd-it, set a course
for the Anchor-Inn. Bunter picked u
an oar, shoved on & chalk rock, an
gent the boat spinning out into deﬂpﬂ'l
waler.

‘“"He, he, hel”

The bay was calm, ouly ruffled by
the wind. Qutside the bey the North
ea was rolling heavily, but Bunter had
no ¢yes for thet. Ho did not intend to
go outside tho bay.

His bright idea was {o row acrosa a
corner of the ha.{and land along the
shore at g point hidden from Pegpg by

&

There was the sound of footsteps in
the Remove passage, and Bunter
with great presence of mind, fiattened
himself against the wall behind the
door. It was the only available hid-
ing place. The fat Removits sup-
pressed & howl the next momenht as
the door flew oper and tapped him
on his fat little nose. (See Chapler 1).

1 ffu
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the cliffs. There he would be safe from
the beasts to whum t.i'm boat and the
hamper “belonged d there he would
be free to feast m{eiljr on the contents
of the hamper, all great ideas, it
was beautifully simplo

Bunter was ‘no amlc-rman, and he did
not think of trying to step the mast
and hoist the sail. But he -was able to
handle & pair of oars; and with the
outgoing tide to help him, it was easy
for him to get away from the shore,

gd the tide been coming in, Buunter
would never have got off; and he re-
Hected that it was extre-mel:r furtuna.t-:!
that the tide was going.out. [t was
not to s=cem so fortunate to him a little
later. Bunter's mind had® been so full
of his acheme for bagging Smithy's
hamper that he bad not even thought of
danger. It was a case of fools rushing
m'?liliwre anielﬂ fear to tread.

@
'Ehmtet -:i*mcl:]eﬂ explosively.

Across the wide sands from the diree
tion of Pegg came & string of running
figures making for the zeq.

That it wos a perty of Groyiriars
junicrs Bunter had not thea slightest
doubt. But it did not worry the {gwl of
the Remove much, in fact, he mecrely
grinned

The beasts had not been far behind
Bunter, after all. Buot a miss was as
good as s mile., Alrcady o dozen yards
of lap::-nf water separated Bunter from
tho hea Ho was far out of reach.

"“E-eaats"’ said Bunter.

And be grinnod cheerily ab the run-
ning figures, and tugged st the oars.

|

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Too Late !

::?a'*—*a&RR? WHARTON & CO.
swung cheerily along the
lane in the keen air.
were looking forward to
the trip slong the coast to
Hawkscliff, and thinking
of an ihmg but William
George Bunter, hat fat and fatuous
youth had been entirely dismissed from
their minds,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's
Trumper ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, as
the juniors reached the corner of tha
village street.

The Euun:!er stopped, with a frown.

“Why aren't you with the boat,
'I‘rumpar?” he asked. "Eoma long-
sh-nrerﬂar: m ght pinch that hamper—"

Master Bunter's there, sir!” said
Trumper.
“Bunter " exclaimed the Bounder.
Bob Cherry chuckled.

“PBunty meanz to come along,” he

r&marka:l “He's started first.”

“I'l jolly well h:mt him out of the
hoat 1£% ﬁ{td him in it growled the
Bounder. *“You shouldn't have left

the boat, Trumper "
“Master Bunter

m &F

ﬁasaga—-ah =

"To come and help with the rugs,
sir. He said yon was geiting a lift as
far as the beach,” said old Trumper,
puzzled.

“1 ncver sent any message !” grunted

Tiig MacxeT LiprarY.—No. 1,087,
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Yernon-Smith. “I
supposes that
means that Bunter
has started oo the
hamper ! Come on,

you men!”
Leaviog old
Trumper staring,

the Bounder broke
into a run. Redwing followed him fast
—not so much on account of the
hamper a8 to restrain Smithy's wrath
when he reached Bunter. The Bounder
wes rather apt to be heavy-handed Im

such circumestances,
“Come on!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing, *We don't want Smilhy to

slaughter Bunter I*

And the Famous
beach.

As the wide sands and the sea burst
on their view, a yell of wrath broke
from the Bounder.

“He's got the hoat I .

“Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Redwing.

*Come on |”

Five ran for the

Veroon-3mith put on ed, fairly
racingl-] down to the sea. Bﬁhmd him
and, strung out behind,

CAmS Redwin%,_
the Famous Five, one after another,

every fellotwr putting on his h-aI:t c;peai

“The fat pirate ! gasped Bo BITY.
“"Ho's ba Eﬁd the boat—bagged the
jolly old boat and the hamper, toco!
Aftor him ¥

Tha Boundor was the first to reach
the water's edge. He stopped there,

trampling in web sand, with s furious
BCE.

“Bunter I he roared.

“He, he, he!” came back & fat

chuckle on the sea breeze,

“Bring that boat back!"” yelled the
Bounder,

“He. ho, he!” .

Redwing came up, panting.

“The fat fool!” he exclaimed. “It's
not safe for that duffer to go out in
the boat along ™

“Come back!” roared the Bounder.

“He, he, hel”

“Come back, you fat buccancer!™
shouted Bob Cherry.

“Hea, he, ha!?

Billy Bunter rested on his cars. The
boat was heavy to pull, and s little
exertion went a long way with Bunter.
The outgoing tide was carrying him
out, and he was safely ont of reach.
HBo he was eatisfied to rest a little and
grin back at his baffled pursuers.

“Come back!” shouted
Wharton,

Bunter laid in hiz oars.

His next proceeding was frivolous and
didrespectful. He put the thumb of one
hand to his nose and extended his fat
fingers. Then he put the thumb of the
other hand to the extended little finger
and extended the fingers of that hand.

That frivolous gesture was intended
toc express Bunter's profound contempt
thr the fellows who could not get at
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“Why, I-I-TI'l—"

Bounder.

Billy Bunter grinned at the oxas.
perated juniors,

“Tho fat villain!* exelaimed Frank
Nugent. “Why, this is giddy piraey on
the high seas!™

“Come back, Bunter I"

Tae MaaxeT LiseaRy.—No. 1,087,

Harry

gasped  the

“¥ou fab rotter "

“¥You terriic and preposterous
swWeep "

“I'll smash you!” yelled the
Bounder.

' hﬁ I'.'Iﬁ !JI

The Bounder, In his rage, stooped
mzd Jerkaﬁ:l A lmﬂqﬁ ahﬁk of k f:«ﬁn

a sand. BIr romptly
knocked it out of his hnncf 3

“Draw it mild, Bmithy " he said.

% Mind vour own business! I'll—"

“ My dear chap !

“Oh, rats!™
“Don’t ba an ass, Smithy!™ eaid
Harry Wharton sharply. “Chucking

chalk is a dirty trick!™

“Do yoa think I'm goiog to let that
fat freak clear off with my boat?”
howled the Bounder.

“There's a limit, old bean 1"

"0Oh, go and eat coke!” ]

But apparently the Bounder admitted
that there was a limit, for he did nat
aﬁak umi-the!: minila.h.Hah stmfu with
the zea lappi over his shors, Ting
after the %I;unf and shouting furiously
at Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove waved a fat
hand in farewell.

“We might get out snother boat and
go after him;" suggested Nugent.

*There's no boat here!” snarled the
Bounder. " He'll be out of sight befora
wa can get one run down to the water |

“I hope the fat duffer won't get out
into the current that comes round the
Shoulder ! eaid wing anxicusly.

“Lot him, and be blowed to him!"
snarled the Bounder. “Just like you
to l%% ﬂnnkmg of ]liém]i"

“Weall, yon see, old chap—"'

“Oh, ratsi®

Redwing smiled. faintly, and said no
mora. Herbert Vernon-8mith was uot
fn & mood to be argued with.

Billy Bunter had taken up the oars
again now. The tide was running out
swiftly, and it was carrying the boat
fast. Already the fat jumior looked
small in the distance.

The Bounder gritted his tecth.

“Wa ean't get after him. He's going
to dodge into one of the little inlets
ecross that corner of the bay."”

“We might go round—"
Wharton.

“And hunt for him till dark without
finding him ! growled the Bounder.

Harry Wharton nodded. It was nat
much use gnir¥ round the eircling shoro
of the bay. The heach was broken up
by jutting masses of chalk, the base of
the great cliffs, and there were a dozen
inlets where a boat could have lain
unseen by anyone more than a few
yards away. unting along the shore
for Bunter would have been a good
deal like hunting for a needle in a
bundle of hay.

“Wall, what's the game?"” asked Baob
Cherry. “We can't get to Hawkseliff
without a boat, and time's going |”

The Bounder growled.

“We can get another boat. We can't
fel another hamper, though—no time
or that. That hamper was sent from
Courtfield.”

“We can get 8 bundle of sandwiches
at the Anchor while the boat's being run
down,” said Redwing.

" Randwiches—while Bunter’s scoffing
cold chicken and pate de foie gras!”
snarled the Bounder.

Rﬂﬂwmg laughed. ] .

“There's no help for it, old chap, if
wa'ra g.dinq; at all. No use crying over
gpilt milk.?

“T'1l smash him ™

began

b‘i‘Th‘ia Emn.q:l':iiuineu must Euﬂlﬁp;i;ni&-
ably tponed, my esteeme iy, B
the honourable and execrabla Bunter
is out of reach,” remarked Hurree
Jamszot Ram Singh. “We are wasting
time, and, as the English proverb says,
& stitch in time saves ninaﬁanﬂa."

“(Oh, come on !* grunted the Bounder,

There was no help for it. The boat
was 8 mere speck now, towards the
northern shora of the wide bay. Bunter's
rowing. consisted chiefly of catching
crabs; but the tide was carrying him fast
and far.

The juniors turned back from the
beach, wing casting one last anxious
glance after the diu’mnﬁn% boat.

2% hﬂhﬁiﬁfﬂ be im'1” d

arve him isn snA
the Bounder. 5
“You dqp’t koow these currents,
l —

“Oh, ratal! Come oni"

It was half an hour later that the
Greyfriars party ate the mast in
another boat, and ran out into the bay,
with a big bundle of sandwiches in the

lace of the well-filled hamper. Tom
dwing, who had been born and bred
to the ses, handled the boat like an old
sallorman, and the faces of the juniors
were bright and cheery as they ran
before the wind. And the Bounder, at
long forgot his bad temper, and
was as bright and cheery as the rest. It
was quite an enjoysble half-holiday,
after all, in spite the piratical pro-
pensities of William George Bunter.,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Haunted GCave !

e i, he, hal”

Billy Bunter cachinnated
wpyously.

Tiese of Posg had dissn
L L Q 160

ared; the —shalk eliffs
ﬁrmiltd wulri"a 8 Tm i:-ilﬁa
BEdiusl & Frey Bsky. Br out on A
w!ntem, Biﬂy %unter was alone in his
glory

He was feeling eminently satisfied.

True, there was the pi]fr to pay later
at Greyfriars.  Bunter had got away
with the plunder, but when he met"the
Bounder again it was certain that
Smithy would reward him according to
his merits. Still, that could not be
helped, and Bunter was not the fellow te
meet trouble half-way. He was safe out
of the reach of pursuit, and Smithy's big
hampér was at his merey. That was
quitas enough for Bunter for the nt,
and the future could take care of itsalf,

Bunter had intended to land on one
of the small sandy beaches among the
cliffs on the northern side of Pegg Bay.
But he found it rather difficult %o steer
in, and he let the boat drift with the
tide. It would be time enough to exert
himself, he considered, when he had hed
a feed. Bunter was hungry. It was
two hours ot more since dinner, and he
had had nothing since that meal—
nothing but a bag of toffee ha hed
found 1n Bquiff's m:fcll?' and some bulls-
oyes he had dizcoverad in Ogilvy's study.
And the kern sea air gave an added edge
to his always powerful appetite. Bunter
was in a state now to do full justice to
the hamper ;

Letting the boat drift at its own sweet
will, the Owl.of the Remove jerked open
the lid of the bampor ]

_ His eyes glistened at the sight of what
it contained. ]

Herbert Vernon-Smith was the fellow
to “spread " himself on much an occa-
sion, and corfeinly fhe Bounder had
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spread himself this timp, Lhat hatper,
specially sent down froma Chunkley's in
Courtficld, had probably cost about as
lows apent in
nder had & super-
abundance of that useful article—cash,
It could not hava
nt in & better cause, Bunter con-
, 83 he started on & delicious cold

much as most Kemove fel
half & term. The

and ho spent it freely.
been
sider

chicken,

Happiness beamed wm the fat face of

Willlam George Bunter.

., His plump jaws worked without cessa-

Elon.

The boat rocked and drifred, utterly

unheeded by the Owl of the Bemove.
i round tho

in tho

That the outgoing tide raced

rocka of the Bhoulder, booming

sea-caves, boiling over the long spurs of
chalk that ran out like groynea into the
pen, Bunter prnhl.hli knew, if he had

thought about it. HEven oo a
calm day the water was never
at peace at tho foot of thab
mighty cliff, hollowed out into
eaves and irregular massea by
the action of the waves during
countless centuries. But Billy
Bunter was too bappily occu-
pied to give a thought to such
trivial matters.

It was the ing of the
boat on & chalky ledge that
first appraised him of the fact
that he was getting into rough
waters.

"“Ow " gasped Buater,

Ho was leaning over tha
hamper at the moment, and
the bump threw him off hia
balance, and he sprawled, with
his head intethe hamper.

“Grooogh 1™ _
o The fat junior extracted his
Yentures from the good things
in the bamper, started up, and
blinked round bLim with =a
startled blink.

“Owl” he stuttored.

The boat was rooking wio-
lently, and Bunter sat down
quite suddenly. He did not
venture to ries to his foet
again, but gained his Eat
knoces, bholding on to a rowlock,
and blinked round the waters

capsize, or Lo crash we ploces op  the
rocks. Again and again it bumped on
half-submerged chalk, and humped off
egain and rocked on.

“Ow, ow, ow! [Ielpl" abrieked
Bunter.

Only the crying of eea-gulls snswered

He was dreuched in aprai; that soaked
him through and through. He was
close now to the open sca, and the wind
that came round the grest cliff from the
north cut him almest like a knife. He
did oot even touch the cars. the
open bay he could have rowed ashore;
but once caught in the mad current that
raced round thoe base of the mighty
Bhoulder, he was utterly helpless, Even
the hardy fshermen of Pegg warily
avoided that dangerous spot,

Bunter crouched in the rocking boat,

-_. f“:':";f' u'[@-t[de

“Greeling
toall nyeﬁ‘f]h}l%gé

. ; 5 !' d e,:? R ¢‘_‘t-_:u.:, . T
K ;ll %fMAGNET lefd[y “:f;y '. A
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depths.  Through crannies and fGssures
the wind howled wildly, with eerie wail-
ing, and the dee ‘hollows were filled
with the echoing of the booming waters.
“0Oh dear!"” groaned Bunter. .
If the fisher-folk were to be believed
the sca-cave was haunted by the phan-
toms of the smugglers who had ounce
lurked there. But Bunter was nol
thinking of ghosts now. The eddying
water swept him fairly into the Open.
ing of the cave, and his brain whir
as the poat spun into darkpess under
the over-arching above.

Bump!
The boat grounded. as the eddy
receded.  The rush of the water had
carried him "%ht into the cavern and
stranded him there. -
The boat rolled on its side. and
Bunter rolled - helplessly out, He
scrambled up, blinking round
him in torror. A dim twilight
roigned in the great cave, and
bevond  was  impenetrable
blackness.

The water bad receded, but
the eddymg currcnt swept into
the opening again, and raced
up to the stranded boat and
the terrified Dunter. But i}
did not reach quite so far as
before. It stirred and shifted
the boat, but did not lift it,
and again the water r
Bunter remembered thankfully
that it was an ebb tide. Had
the tide been at the flood it
would have swept the boat and
Bunter . far up wnto the depths
of the great cavern, onco they
bad entersd.

“Ow! Oh dear!" wpmbled .
Bunter,

He sorambled & few steps
farther up the shelving sand
that formed the foor of the
Em.-a.mtl]iu} daﬁ'iﬁau gﬂ&d
aun im, &0 ¢ etopped.
He knew. that he was safe from
the sea now; the next eddying
wave that awept into the
haunted cave did pot reach the
stranded boat.

“0Oh crumbsi®

Bunre




of an outlet. He dared not go out of
sight of the glimmer of daylight from
the sen ;

For some time Billy Bunter sat on the
boat, blinking at the receding sea, which
was leaving a stretch of sand between
him and the mouth of the cave—sand
that would be covered again deep when
the tide turbed. Me knew that the sea
would wdot. recode far .enough for him
to leave the cave on foot and clamber
along the rocks to the beach. As for

etting the boat out again and trustin

imseif to the lashing watars from whic
he had narrowly escaped, he shuddered
at the thought )

He was s prisoner in the haunted
cave.

He bad to romain thera till he was
found and rescued! But the Owl of the
Remove gradually drew comfort from
the knawfedgu'that he would be miesed
at calling-over at Greyfriars; that seven
fellows knew that he had gone out in a

t: sod that search was certain to be
made, and not given up till he was
found. There was comfort in that
reflaction. :

But there was no comfort in the
reflection that ho was more than likely
to have to spend the night in the lonely
cavern. At thar thought Billy Bunter
blinked uneasily into the bleck shadows
deeper in the cave, and the tale of the
ghostly smugglers came back un
pleasantly inte his mind. Already the
dim twilight mm the sea-cave was
deepening 1ato thick dusk; the patch of
daylight ar the cavern wouth was

rowing dimmar. The short December
gay was drawing on to dim evening.

“(Oh erikey!” groaned Bunter.

Then he remembered that he was
hungry There was one solace at least
for the shipwrecked Owl. He grabbed
knife and fork and a cold chicken, and
ete, and was comforted !

el o e

THE FIFI'H CHAPTER.
Struck Down |

r ERE wa are again!" said
Bob Cherry cheerfully.

The boat ran into the
ittie cove at Hawlseliff,
and the sail dropped. The
Famous Five werea rather
glad to get out of the
keen wind on tho sesn, shut off now by
the clifs and Smithy shared their
feelings.

Tom Redwing's sunburnt faco was
ﬁuw:ng with health and satisfaction.

e haa thoroughly emjoyed the run
elong the coast, and the keen wind on
the North Sea waa nothing to the hardy
sailorman’s son. He brought the boat
to & mooring, by a shelf of rock in deep
water, and made fast.

“Jolly glad to get out of that gidd
!JIEE‘E-El?; said Frank Nugent, H.E:l- he
Jumped ashore.

“The gladiulness 1s terrific!”™ mus-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Did you fellows feel the wind?”
asked Tom.

“Just a little,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. * We're not all made of iron,
old chap suppose we shall have to
walk back to the school—we couldn't get
back against this wind.”

“Well, we should have to tack a good
bit out to sea,” said Tom. * It would be
all right; but I don't think the Head
wa:ml1 like us to out at sea after
Y don't think b

; on't thin o would,” grinned

JTEE Msoxer Lsrary.—No. 1.&?.

Bob Cherry
think he would lick us if he found it
out, If we ha:ﬁanﬂd to get blown across
to ﬂ.-:.: o

“In feet, I jolly woll

lland or Norway we should be late
for calling-ovar, too!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

that chap, and wondered whether he got
away in the boat, or whether——"
o paused, ;
“Nothing’s ever been heard of him,
Bmithy 1" asked Johnn Bull.
The Bounder shook head.

“The lstefulness would be grest and “My father’s heard nothin’ of him,”
the coldiulness terrificl” ssid Hurree he said. “If he got away alive he
Jamset Ram 8ingh, "The walkfulness wouldn't ba likely to show up again on
home is the proper caper, my estcemed this side of the glabe.”
chums.” o e “Queer sort of a blighter,” said Bob

But it was & rippin run}” said ruminatively. “When we used to see
Harry Wharton. ' You fellows remem- him with your father he seemed the per-
Eﬁ‘i‘t" armse in the South. Ee._u in the fﬂj manservant; just s top-notch valet

e What-ho!” said Bob. It was 28 nothing else. And then, on that

warmer there."

*“The warmfulness was preposterously
greater,” said Hurree Bingh. "That
was an esteemed and eﬁuﬂ.hlq vovage.
But the esteemed British seas in winter
are ridiculously chilly |”

“This way!” said Tom cheerfully, and
he led the way by a rugged path up the

. The jumors came out inte the
irregular street of Hawksoliff. The tiny
village consisted of no more than a
dozen or so cabins and cotta The
cottaga that belonged to Redwing's
father backed mgainst a cliff. Although,
since Tom Redwing had inherited his
uncle's fortuns and me & Greyfriars
fellow, hard times were over for him,
hia father 6till followed the sea, and
Tom spent his holidays in the old cot-
tage when his father was at home.

_ Tom opened the door, which was on
the latech.

“You don't lock up the place " asked

Bab.
Bedwing amiled and shook his head.
" Nobody in Hawkscliff locks his doora.

Why should they I This ia quite off the
beat of tramps and vagrants; and there's
nothing to pinch, anyhow!"

Ha threw the door open, and then
tha window.

The little cottage was clean and tidy
48 & new fp: Tom Redwing brought
in an armful of fGrewood from the s
and started & fire on the old stone
hearth. The Bounder unpacked the
sandwiches. '

“That fat villam!” he muttered. Ho
was thinking of the well-packed hamper
which should have besn there.

“Never mind, Smithy!” said Bob
-:Ahierfull[_rr. :hﬂandwinhu will go down
1. ter that run, I could eat -
thin ?o.r onel” o

“Hame herel” said Nugent.
-Redwing jammed a kettle on the fire.

“Hot coffee in a few minutes,” he
said,

Sitking rousd & blasing fire, dispos

itting round a blazing fire, di in

of sandwiches and ntannEing coffee, thﬁ
Greyiriars fellows felt very cheery. The
run in the ssiling-boat had brought beck
to their minds recollections of theur
holidays in the Pacifio, where they had
passed several days in an o boat at
ses. They talked of that old voyage ss
they sat round the fire.

“That was a gorgeous time,” said Bob
Cherry. “We ran into a few little
troubles, but it was ripping!”

The ripfulness was great!” remarkad
Hurres Singh. “Do you rememberfully
recall how warm it wasi”

The juniors chuckled.

“Too .jolly warm sometimes!” paid
Nugent. *“ But it was a great timel We

E;t;e IucF to get the best of that ecamp Bo

Wharton

e
“Soames!” said Harry
“I've often thought of

thoughtinlly,

voyage, he broke out into a sart of jolly
old Captain Kidd. I suppose he was
about as desperate & character as a man
mﬂ;d lg-a; but he hl.l%: lots l:g pluck and
olly nice mannera. & gobt awe

iu tha boat that timg.Enpa . v

“Not likely!” said the Bounder.
“What a chance has a man alone in a
bnai,in the n}id&l!n -}E the Pacific §"

* Precious little, I su *  agreed
Bob, “He was an awful villain, fl:.d I
suppose he deserved what he got, what-
ever it was"

“Alive or dead, he will never show
up hera in England!” ssid Smithy.

would never dare. Which is just
as ‘well for Reddy.”

“Why for me ' asked Tom.

“You got the fortune your uncle
left,”” said the Bounder. “Hosmes was
after it, snd committed & good man
arimes in trying to get hul:? of it. If
be's still living, I fanoy he would be
feeling sore. It wes you that beat him
all along the line. I imagine he would
make himself jolly un?lﬁmnt, if you
came across him again.”

Redwing nodded.

“He might,” he agresd. :

Leaving his churms sitting round the
fire, Redwing went up the little, narrow
staircase, to open the windows of the
;wn upper rooms, and let in the sea

reege

The junicrs heard his footateps in the
room above,

The footsteps
sound of & bump, Bo
up at the low ceilin

" :E_'Ed

and there was &
Cherry glanced

zddy’s tumhlag over something,”
he said, “Hallo, halle. hallo! Hurk
yourself, Reddy " ; i
& WALS DO Answer I[rom BLAITA.

“Reddy !" bawled Bob. =

The sallorman’s son did not reply.

“Why the dooce doesn't he answeri”
satd the Bounder, puzzled. rose,
and went to the foot of the litile stair.
“Reddy, old man !" he shouted up the
narrow staircase.

8till thers wag no word from sbove.

The juniors locked at one enother in
astonishment. From the sound they bad
heard, Redwing had evidently fallen;
but it seemed scarcely possible that an
accidental fall had rendered him unable

to n%uh

“What the dickens—* said Harry
Wharton.

“T'm going to see!”

The Bounder ran up the stairs. From
the little landing at the top two rooms
opened. Harry Wharton & Co. re-
mained in & group af the foot of the
EteLra.

There was n sudden yoll from the
Do fellows| Reddy—

ma up, yon fellows ot

* What—" ¥

“He's hurt I
The juniors ragea up the stairs. The
under was standing in one of the bed
rooms, stering down at Tom Redwing,
who lay on the floor, motionless. He
was insensible,



THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Unknown !

HAT t..o thump!™
Bob Cherry.

The Bounder dropped on
his knees beside the insen-
sible junior. His faco was
white and startled.

Redwin was  uncon-

I'ners was a dark mark on his
le, where a bruize was forming,

gasped

EClOUE,
tem

“Homebody was here!" panted the
Bounder. “Redwing was struck down
—stunned !

“(zreat Bcott!™

"Search the lagai* hissed the
Bounder. “I'll look alter Redwing.

Search the place, and get hold of the

brute—="

Wharton put head and shoulders out
of the window and stared round. The
cliff sloped away from the back of the
cottage, stecp and rugged BSteep as 1t
was, there was plenty of hold for a
clambering man. Wﬁa.rtcrn’a eyes fol-
lowed the face of the cliff up, and he
E'I;)ottcd a clambering figure almost at
the top.

“There he is!* he shouted.

The poxt moment the clambering
figure had vanished over the summit of
the cliff. All Wharton had seen of him
was & rough grey cont and a pair of
sea boots.

“Where 7" exclaimed Bob.
“Hea's gone—over the cliff !™
"Who on earth—"

“Goodness knows! BSome sneaking

A T Y

enid Nugent.

“Hc's coming to,

Redwing's eyes opened.

With his head resting
knce, he lay dazed and his startled eyes
stared up at the juniors.

* What——"" hea muttered,

He passed his hand over his brow.

on Bmithy's

“Oh, my head ! He struck me—"

“Who " exclaimed Smithy

“1 don't know, hardly saw him.
He was here!” muttere Redwin
dazedly. "He struck me down an
passed me! Is he gone?"”

“Bearch the place!” shouted the
Bounder.

“Come on " exolaimed Wharton,

The juniors, with excited faces, made
a hurried scarch. The unknown, who-
over he had been, was no 1onger in tho
room, and the other room was found to
be emp On the landing was a little
windﬂw‘ihat was wide open. Qutside it
was the tugged slope ol the eliff against
which the cottage wa: built almost
within reach.

“That's the way he went !” exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

Wharton.
fat fingers

of that hand.

i, W e e el e T ..
ey _rf‘!r-,r r'_'r_ =t '?"—" =

thief, I suppose. Reddy ought to have
kept the place locked up after all.”

It was useless to think of pursuing the
man up the clif. Now that he had
reached the top, 1t wes certain that he
would be out of sight before the chiff
could be climbed.

The juniors hurried back to the room
wheare dwing lay

Vernon-Smith was bathing his chum's

forchead with eold water  Bedwing's
faco was pale, bu. he was quite con-
gcious now, and gquil <¢oo he heavy

blow had hurt him, but his unconsecious-
ness had lasted oniy a few minutes.

“It's all right, you fellows,” he said.
“I'm not damaged much! I've had
harder knocks than this.™ ]

“ Better make a omd ecompress,™ said
Harry.

“Dash it all, I'm no- going back to
gchool bandaged 1" said Redwing,

“You jolly well arei” said
Bounder. “%ﬂu'l! have & lumﬁ
as big as an egg if you don't {ake
fathead.™

Redwing smiled fainily.

the

thers

CAre,

D

* All serene—any old thing.” )

Redwing's head was bandaged, and
ho rose to his feet. He was siill a litile
dizzy, but otherwise guite himself, The
gailorman’s son had lived a hardy. life,
and taken & good many bard knocks in
hia time.

“Did you fellows see anything of the
brute " asked Smithy.

“Just & ﬁlimpaa of him—clearing off
over the cliff et the back® answered
Wharton. “A men in sea-boots and &
thick grey coat. He had his back to
me, of course, and did pot sec his
face.” )

“We've got to ge: him!” gaid the
Bounder Ea?ageéir. .

“Not much chance, I'n afreid. He
might have gone a dozer different ways
once he was on top of the cliff. We'd
better find out what he was dnmg here.
There may be something missing.”

“Nothing here of any value,” said

Billy Bunter rested on his oars and grinned back at
his baffled pursuers.
Instead of obeying, the fat Removite
the thumb of one hand to his nose, and extended
. 'Then he put the thumb of the other hand
to the extended little finger, and extended the

“ Come back ! ** shouted Harry

bis

““ The fat rotter ! ** said Wharton. (See
Chapler 3).
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Rodwing, ™I can't understand it. It's
the first time anything o the sor* has
happened at Hawkseliff,. Must have
been some tramp, I suppose.”

“Look round the place, anyhow, and
sea if anytoing is gone,” sald Nugent.

“Didn't you sm%lia face Reddy 1™

“No. I stepped into the room never
dreaming, of course, thar anyone was
here. He must have besn bere when
we came in, and kept quiet. T never
dreamed there was anybody in the room.
All of & sudden somebody jumped at
me and knocked me spinning. That's
nll I know.”

“Well, it must have been o thief, or
he wouldn’t have been here at all,” said
Nugent. “He was rooting about the
place, of course, when be heard us come
in downstairs,”

“I can't catch on to it* said Tom.
“"T'va naver heard cof tramps coming
this way. It's & dead-end. ard leada
nowhere. But I suppuse it must have
been somo tramp. Anyhow, there can't
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be s_z:lything gone. Buw! Il lock

*Look at this I zaid the Bounder.

At the and of the yoom was an
ancient oak bureaun. Ewvery drawer in
it was open, and & number of papers
had been turned out, as if the burean
hndeaan hastily aeaﬂched. 1

“Ho was ing through thet!1™ zaid
the Enunl:lerFﬁ & &

“That

“Looks like it,” said Tom.
bureau belongs to my father, and he
keeps papers and things in it. That's
alwaye kept locked. The man must
have picked the locks to get it apen.”

wing examineu the papers that
had fallen out, gathered them up, and
mp!m&d them.

‘He wasn't after these,” he =aid,
“He must have fancied there was somo
mnnag' in the bureau, I nupxome, theugh
.‘hrl;f e should expec. to find money in a
railorman’s cottage here. beats me.”

“You don’t think it was a Hawks-
chff man?” asked Johnoy Bull.

““1 know it wasa't," answered Tom
glrnm . "I know every soul in

awksclif, and there jsn't anyone I
wouldn't trust with the fortune I
brought homo from the South Seas.”

Wherton uitered an exclamation.

“That may be the clue, Reddy. I
suppose all the people here know about
¥mu* bringing home your Uncle Peter's
ortune from the Houth Seas?”

“Yes; it was a nine days’ wonder

here,” said Tom, with a smile. “I had -

to spin the yarn twenty times, or more.”

“That may be it. Somebody who
hoard of it thought you might have
Eﬂﬁt some of tho stuff in the house—"

But it's wall known I did not,*™ zaid

Tom. “All the stuff was disposed of
and the money banked. Your father
saw to that for me, Bmithv.” He shook
hia head. “After all this time, too,
if that was the explanation it would
have been tried on before, I should
think."]

“Well, 1 suppoze fo0,” admitted
YWharton. G RE

“Just a tramp specaking ebout the
place for anything Ye gould find,"” said
Tom. *That must bo it, He's given
mo rather a nasty knock, bother him.
But there's not a lot of harm done.”

“You'll lock up the place after thiz?"
said Nugent.

“Yes, and leave the key with some-
body. Not that it will make mueh
difference. Anybody could force a wa
in if he liked. Still, I may az well
lock it up. Let's get down.”

The %]:;iura woent back to the lower
room. e startling occurrence puzzled
them a good deal, but they woere driven
to the conclusion that the unknown
asspilant had heen some prowling
tramp, who bad been mrn.u}res in the
house by the unexpected arrival of the
Greyfriars party.

. "We could go to the police station
about it when we get back,” suggested
Nugent.

“What's the pood? said Redwing,

#Wa can’t give any deseription of the

man, And there's no harm done. Let
it drop.™

“He might come back—"

“Not likely, now he knows therc'a
nothing hera to pinch,”

“Well, I suppose that's s0.”

“I doa't belicve it was a tramp,” said
tho Bounder. *“A tramp wouldn't ba
fixed with implements for picking locks,
as s rule; and there’s precious few
tramps ﬁm_’lrld hava gone up that steep
cliff so quickly as that man went. A
gailorman, used to climbing——""

“Well, we'ra never lik-nfy to know,”
sald Tom.

“Whoever he was, he came here
specially to search the place,” said the

under positively, “and it was some-

body who'd heard of the South Sea -

treasure, Red
or hoped to fin
to one.”

“But who——" zaid Nugent.

“"Goodness knows."

And the problem had o be given up.

, and he was after it,
some of it, at Jeast. Ten

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Missing |

9 UBT in time, you slackers!”
sald Peter Todd, with a
grin.

Greyiriars School was
assombled in Big Hall for
calling-over, and the doots
werp about to be closed
when seven juniors pushed in, They
joined the ranks of the Remove as
quietly as possible, though Mr. Quelch,

who was sbout to call the roll, gave

them a grim glance. However, they
were just in time, and all was well,
*Here wa are again ! murmured Bob
Cherry. “Wa had to scud back from
Hawkscliff, Toddy, old man.
hadn't got a lift on the road wo
shouldn't have done it. But all's well
that onds well.®
“That estecrmed lift was & stitch in
time,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

Bm%lz.
“Heen anything of Bunler?” asked

Pcter.
“Bunter? No. Isa't ho herel®
jolly  old

"GunsFicuﬂm his

absence,” said Toddy. “I saw him cut
out of gates in & most terrific hurry
early this afternoon. That was before
you fellows went out.”

“Oh, wo've seen him since then,”
said Bob. '"He bagged our boat at
Pegg and ﬁnt away with Smithy’s
hamper. If he's eaten all thers was in
that hamper 1 dare say he's burst.”

Toddy chuckled.

“"You've been out in a boat?" asked
Hazeldenoe, *“Jolly nice weather for
boating, I should think.”

“0Oh, it was all right, But wo walked
back. But——"

“8Bilence!” called out Wingata of the
Sixth.

_And the murmur of voices died away
in the Remove as Mr. Quelch began to
call the roll, z

There was a pause when he came to
Bunter's namo.

“Bunter 1™
master.

But no fat voice answered “adsum '™

Mr. Quelch frowned, and marked
Bunter os absent, and went on calling
tho roll, After rollcall Tom Redwing
was called to his Form master's study
to cxplain bis bandaged head. This
he «lid, to Mr. Quelch’s satisfaction.
But when the Remove master dismissed
him Redwing lingered.

“ About Bunter, sir—" he ventured.

repeated the Remove

If we leasl

Mr, Quelch looked at him.
“Bunter is still absent,” he said.
* Do you know what has become of him,
Redwing 1"
_* No, sir; but I think I ought to men-
tion that he went out in & boat on Pegg
Bay, and as ho hasn't come back—"

"It ia scarcely the time of year for
going out in & Eont,” said Mr. Quelch.
" But the day has been very calm. ¥You
do not suppose that anything has

pened to Bunter, Redwing 19

"“Well, no, sir; there was no danger
for any ordinary fellow, but Bunter is
such & fook—~I—]—I mean—*" Redwing
stammered.

Mr. Quelch amiled faintly,

“I shall bear in m'knd what you have
told me, Redwing, it Bunter does not
return soon, You may go!"

Redwing left tho study,

There was a cloud on his face when
he came into MNo. 4 in the Remove.
Vernon-Bmith was ere, with &
cigarette in his mouth, He threw it
into the fire immediately Redwing came

in
“Napper burting, old bean?” he
asked,

“ Not much,™

“Then what's that worried

about "

“TI'm thinking of Bunter——"

“0Oh, blow Bunter!” growled the
Bounder. “'I've been tlhinEing of him,
too. I've got a fives bat ready for him
when he comes in.”

“I hope he will come in all right,”
sald Tom.

The Bounder stared,

“Why shouldn't haf™

“"Well, he's a clum , and & blind
owl,” said Tom. "ﬁ ha lot the boat
drift into a dangerous current—""

“What rot!” said the Bounder care-

hap-

look

o %’ali. ou  Eea——""

“Rot, I tell you! You don't think
that the fat idiot has got himself
drowned, do you!” exclaimed the
Bounder impatiently.

“Well, no; that’s not likely. But he
may have got into some trouble, The
sea’s never safe under the Shoulder,

and—

e should he there 1"

“Well, he shouldn’t: but he’s idiot
mnudgh for anything. I'm not sure he
could have rowed that heavy boat back
when he wanted to, against the tide.
More likely to run it re somewhero
among the rocks, I think he's very
likely booked for a night out somewhero

along the cliffs,”

“Berve him jolly well right!" said
Smith¥, unsympathetically.

“It’s not a light matter, Smithy, for
a fellow to be siranded out at night in
December,” said Tom.

“Oh, rot! He can walk home, I sup-
pose, if he's got ashore. I'm mot WOITy-
ing about Bunter, anyhow. I wish ha'd
come in, so that 1 can get going with
the fives bat, that's all. I'm going to
skin him I

Redwing said no more.

After prep that evening hé went down
to ascertain whether Bunter had come
10.

In the Rag mozt of the Romove
fellows were discussing Bunter and his
absence. It was not the first time, by
any means, that Bunter had been late
for calling-over. But it was drawing
nesr dorm now, and it wes very un-
wsual for fellows to stay out of gates
so late. Harry Wharton & Co. could
not help wondering whether some acci-
dent had happened to the boat the [at
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* What the thump ! ** gasped Bob Cherry, as he

and the other Removites rushed into the bed-room. Vernon-Smith, his face white and siartied, dropped on his knee beslde

the insensible junior.

junior had snnexed. Redwing was fecl-
immg almost certain of it by this time.
The story of Bunter's capture of the boat
and the hamper was known to all the
Remove now, and r.hag had chuckled a
good deal over it. But by this time
most faces were grave.

“The fat chump!” eaid Bob Cherry
uneasily. A kid of six ought to have
been safe in a boat on & fine day. But
vou can never tell with Bunter.”

“If there’s any troubls around, you
gah deg-:nd on Bunter to butt inio 1it,”

grunted Peter Todd.
“Follows have been blown out to
soa,” remarked SBkinner. " Fancy

Bunter in an open boat at sea—with his
jolly old ap}i}etlta! It's really awful to
contemplate

“Oh, shut up, 8kinner!” said Bob.

“There was & lot of stuff in the
hamper,” said Vernon-B8mith. * Enough
for half a dozen fellows, at least.™

“Then it will last Bunter a couple
of hours!” said Bkinner. ' After that,
he will have to subsist on his own fat,
litke & polar bear in tho winter. Luckily,
ha's got tons[™

But nobody laughed at Bkinner's
humorous suggestions, If Billy Bunter
was on the sea on a December mnight,
it was no jesting matter. ;

At nine o'clock, Tom Redwing was
called to the Remove master's study.
Heo found Mr. Queleh looking grave and
concerned. ]

Redwing waas azked to give particu-
lars of Bunter's %mce.nding: that after-
noon, and the Form master listenced

* Somebody was here ! ™ he panted.

ettentively. Dunter, according to Red-
wing's descﬂptmn. had taken the boat
for & "lark.’

“A very foolish proceeding,”
Mr. Q!ucluh. “3till, it is very
Emhab o that anything can have

appened to Bunter on a calm day.
You do not imagine that he would be
unthinking encugh to go outside the
l:m';,f, Redwing "

Mo, sir. But—"

“ But what "

“If he drifted into the tidal current
under the Shoulder, the boat may have
been cast ashore,” aaid Tom, “It'a
possible that it might have been carried
out to sea on the tide, but more likely
that 1t went on ihe rocks. In that case,
Bunter could havoe scrambled ashore—
but I hardly think he could have
clambered over the cliffs, ‘espeeially s
it got dark se carly—"

Mr, Quelch compressed his lips.

“Therd Bunter mavy be somewhere
along the shore, unable to get away?”
he exelaimed.

“1 think it’s possible, sir.”

“If he does not return by bed-time,
he will be secarched for,” eaid Mr.,
Quelch. * You may go.”

Bunter had not returned by bed-time.
Mr. Quelch himself shepherded the
Remove to their dormitory and, a3
they went, they had a view of the
Bixth-Form profects gathering in the
hall, in coats and mufflers—some of
them looking far from good-tempered.
Evidently, there was to be a scarch for

said
im-

of the fellows

“ Redwing was struck down—stunned 1 ** (See Chapter 6.)

Bunter, and the prefects had been

called vpon to undertake it.

After lights out, there was a buzz of
voices in the Remove dormitory. Some
were: anxious sbout
Bunter, and all of them wero interested
und curious. That something had
happened to the Owl of the Remove was
certain by this time. Many fellows
remained awake until o very {m hour,
listening for some sound of DBunter's
return. But by the time the last of the
Remove had dropped off to eleep,
Bunter had not returncd.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Phantom of the Cave!
o EASTS I

_Billi; Bunter, blinking
dismally from the darken-
ing orifice of the sca.cave,

uttered that cjaculation
8] goveral times, as if bLe
found solace in it.

He was thinking of Harry Wharton &
Co. They were the beasts whe wete, 10
Bunter's opinion, €o blame for his
present disagreunf:le position.

Exacily how (hey were to blame,
Buntor did not trouble te work out.
Certainly, they had not wanted him to
bag the boat “and hemper. Still, they
wera the boasts, there was no doubst
about that, and William George
Bunter was & much-injured youth.
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The fa.dm? of the dim daylight
worried Bunter. 5o long as the day-
light lasted, the Owl of the Remove
dallied with the idea of pushing the
boat down to the receding water and
getting afloat again and trying his Juck
in n.lfer.tum: back to the beach. But he
b not made the attempt. In tho
first place, the boat was heavy, and it
was doubtful whether Bunter could
have shoved it down to the water by
his own unaided efforta. It was certain
that he could not have done so without
great exertion—and exertion never
appealed to Bunter,

‘hen—even if he did get the boat
afloat—it was more than doubtful
whether he could navigate it in the
hurrying cross-currents that raced mnhd
tore under the rocks of the Bhoulder.
Assuredly it would have been a risky
experiment for a clumsy fellow like
Bunter, i

Bunter did not realise that he was a
clutnsy fellow, but he knew that he
hated risks. He had had a lucky escapo
in being washed up into the sea-cave
by the eddying waters—he might have
becn anywhere on the nflprnwlmg
chalk rocks that ead out from the
foot of the cliff. aving escaped that
catastrophe once, Bunter was not dis-
posed to risk it a second time.

But the alternative was to remain in
the sea-cave—and that waiz not an
agressble alternative. 8o long as it
was daylight, it was not so bad for the
fat jumor—comiorted by the knowledge
that he would be searched for, apd um-
doubtedly found sooner or later. Buk
as darkness deocponed, Bunter hlinked
with more and more uneasiness into the
deep shadows of the cave.

Bunter was an ass, no doubt, but he
was not ass enough to believe in ghosts,
Btill, there was something eerie, yn-
cann]io:n darkness and solitude in such
& place. Absurd stories of spectre
smugglers, of the ghosts of revenue
officers who had fallen in fierce frays
in that veryr cave, did not seem to
absurd ae the blackness of night elosed
1

n.

The hollow cliff was full of strange
sounds—through nocks end crannies
there was a wailing of wind which, to
8 superstitious mind, might easily have
seemed the wailing of unquict spirits,
Bunter's mind was not superstitious,
but it was funky, which wes quite as
bad in his present situation.

Reasoning the matter out was not
much use. There wera no such things
as ghosts—and he waa alane, so thera
was nothing to fear from any living
being. That was logie. But logic was

no more use 1n this matter than it
generally is,

The blackening depths of the cave,
the low, weird wailing of the wind, the
hollow echaing boom of the water. had
endless terrora for the hapless Owl,
though his reason teld him that thera
was nothing to fear.

He left the hoat at last, and moved as
far as he could towards the mouth of
the sea-cave, to keep as near as possiblo
to the glimmer of light that remained.

The sea had gone out a great
distance, but the great cave weas ex-
tensive, and Bunter ramembered that at
low tide the water still flowed ir at the
ugnmng At the lowest point of the
ebb, he found the water at his feet,
and could go no farther, while the high
arch of massive chalk rock still
stretched dimly over his head.

From whera he stood Bunter could
make out a strip of the wide sca and a
good partion of the sky, in which stars
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were coming out, Even the stars were o cave from the'sea? Surely that was the

comfoit, in his horrid solitude.

But the wash and murmur of the
water round his boots drove him v
the cavo again. The tide had turned,
the chh was coming in,

Buuter wnwillingly retreated from
the advancing water.

The interior of the sea-cave was guite
black now, and ho had to grope his
wav.

He stumbled over stones and pebblea
and jutting chalk, and at last bum
agaivst something in the dark, with a
howl of terror,
~But it was only the boat, which he
had rcached again:

Ile tramped on past the boat and
with great presemce of mind, dragged
the hamper after him. If he was goin
to ho a an:mr all night in that awfu
cavern, ho would want all there was in
the  bamper. Ho long as some of
Sinitliy’s g-nd things remiained, there
was still balm in Gilead, so to speak.

Ho heard tho boat shifting and lurch-
mg as the tide reached it and lifted it.
The advancing water pushed it farther
aud farthor. When Buntor looked back,
Lhe saw only s tiny hole to mark the

ning of the cave, with white foam
ashing in the starlight, as the rough
waves rushed and roared and bmlgu.
The sea, to his scared eyes, soomed Jiko
soiue hungry monster, roaring behind
him, stretching out to clutch ﬁ:’m. Ha
groped and  stumbled farther and
farther up the cavern.

“h doar I mumbled Bunter.

He stopped at last, and sat down
on the imn:ﬁmx. The hollow boom of
the sea filled the cave with noise, and

o Ia]ilping of the water on the sandy
floor had, to his terrified mind, a
stealthy sound, like the orecping of
EQIE SAV animal. -

He was bevond high-water mark now,
and the sand round him was dry. In
the blackness, he could not see the roof
or sides of the cave, but he knew that
it extendod much deeper into the cliff.
The sandy floor sloped upward with o
gentlo incline,

“Beasts " groaned Bunter.

The echo of his groan in the hollow
cave startled him. He blinked round
him in the blackness with torrided -yos,

It scemed to the scared Owl that
strange and iﬂul? shapes bodied them.
selves from the gloom. In the whis er-
ing wail of the wind he cou.d Lear the
vaices of the s & smugglers

He pat on tha hamper nuaking,

Ho had no matehes, and could not seo
his watch or guess the Limo. But he
koew that the greater part of tae might
must be still before him. How wis he
going to stand it till dawn?

would be searched for, buc would
they think of searching in the sea.cave?
Even if they did. could thay wet ~ boat
round through the lssting waters,

always wild and rough whon the —ae &

was at the flood? Bunter rcalized :hat
ho had no chance whatever of beine
found before down, .nd that he would be
fortunate if he was found then.

Ho could have groaned aisud n* the
thought: but he dared ot groan aloud.
‘Tha echoos wore too terrifving

Suddenly be gave a great start. From
the sea eame ineessant eplashing and
lapping; but it seemed to Buntor that
omtd the other sbunds, to which his ears
wora now accustomed, he heard the
sonnd of oars.

He started. and listened intently, his
fat hodrt thumping with hope. Ii they
knew whore he was, alter all—if they
had come for him—

Suroly that was the steady plash of
oars in the watar—coming up the flooded

grind of rowlocks that accompanied it ?

Bunter jumped to his feat,

Hao waos sure that it was o hoat! His
fat ears conld not have deceived him,
He could see nothing, but he was sure
that a boat was pulling into the sea-
Cave.

“This way ! shouted Bunter., “Hara!
HEIEE Help! This way, you fellows i*

The shout filled the hollow cave with
deafening echoes that rolled back like
thunder.

Bunter ceased to shout and waited for

tha booming cchoes to die away, and
listenad.

Bilencol

There was dqu ﬂuufm:l—m:- plash of an
osr, no grinding of an ocar in a row-
ock | Dead nilgm!

Bunter pnnmd for breath.

“Help I" he yelled desperately. * This
wayl Here I am—I'tn Bunter! (ome
this way! Help I

Again the thunder of echoes boomed
and died away. Again silence. Back
into Bunter's mind came the grizely
story he had heard ‘of a phantom boat
manned by phantom mnuglglnrs. haunt-
ing the seene of their old activities.

ith & shudder of terror the hapless
Owl sank down on the sandy floor of the
cave, not daring to call again, and
lmtamn?—-liumnin% with heart-breaking
terror bor sounds from the darkness,

Bilence! The washing of the sea in
the mouth of the cavern hardly broke
the silence to Bunter’s cars, now so
acoustomed to it rouch on_the
soft sand, he listened—listened! From
somowhers in the darkness came a
stealthy sound.

Bunter groaned aloud in fear.

He was not alone in the sea-cave! His
whola quivering. shnddering body told
him that he was no longer alons.” Whao
—what was in the blackness that en-
cireled him? Tf it was & human being
why did he not speak? A living ear
must have heard his frantic shouting.
Bunter crouched. listening, watching,
almost fainting with terror.

From the darkness came a faint
g glimmer, a stringe phosplore-
scont  light. weird, wilg.e unearthly.
Bunter's glazed aves fastoned on it, fixed
with fear. He made out the dim shape
of a face—a face of deathly whiteness,
with staring eyes. horribly lighted by
that Taink {Ihﬂﬂﬁhﬂrﬁtﬂ[‘.ﬂt glow. A moan
of terror toll from Bunter’s lips, and he
sank down oo the sand in & dead faint!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Found !

e | HAT the thump—"1
b !'g;! “Here he is[®
Y | " Bunter 7"
“Y'EIE."
: Wingate of the Sixth
£=4| Rashed the light of his
electrio torch on the [at
figure that Iarg extonded on the beach.
I}_W}]rnma and Loder and Walker turned
their lanterns on it

It was Bunter.

For more than an hour the Uirey-
friars prefocts had been cearchinz the
shore for the missing junior, shouting his
name. without rocerving o reply Some
of the fishermer in Pegg bad joined in
the search. More than a dozen lights
ghmmerud at different points along the

ark shore; a dozem voices were call-
ing. And suddenly,. unexpectedly,
George Wingate had come on the miss
mg amovite. . . .

‘Looks as if he’s fainted,” raid Win-

ate, scanning the fat junior. " He

oean't seem to be hurt.”



..

2l eMAGNET Librayy J¥s]

“What the thump has he fainted for "
growled Loder.

“'Goodness knows.” )

“Here's the boat—I1 supposo it's the
boat,” said Gwynne. “There's =
hamper in it. The young ass must bave
drifted ashore when the tide came in."”

The Bixth-Formers loocked at the boat
and into it. Evidently it was the boat
in which Bunter had gone out uhat after-
noon. LThe hsmper lay in it,” with
Chunkley's label still risibie. It lay
heeled over on the sand, the water lift.
ing it occasionally and bumping iv
farthor ashore. But Buonter was at a
little distance from the boat, soveral
vards from high-water mark, which the
incoming tide had not yet reached.

“Blossed if 1 make this out,* said
Wingate. “He must have drifted ashors
and scrambled up the beach, and fallen
down in a faint. Nothirg to faint for
when he was safe ashore that I can eea.”

“Shamming, perhaps,™ guunted
Loder. “I supposa he knows there's a
thumping licking due.™

“*Heoe's not shamming.”

And even Loder, on a closar inspection
of Bunter, had to admit that there was
no shamming about it. The [at junior
was completely uneconscious.

“Wall, wo've found him," zaid Win-
gate. “He will have to be -arried fo
the school—"

“We can got a trap at the Anchor!”
said Gwynne

“*I suppose he ought to see a doctor,”
said Wingate, with a doubtful 1ok at
the unconscious Owl.

“Nothing the matter with him buot
funk,” said Loder. “He will come to
soon enough.”

“Well, we'd better get him to the
Anchor, Bear a ha.ui Gwrnne—he's
not & light weight.™

Bunter showed no sign of returning
cansciousness as he was lifted by the two
stalwart Sixth-Formers. "Wingate calied
to old Trumper, who was one of thes
searoch-party, and asked mim to take
charge of the boat, and to tell the others
that the senrch was over. Them he
started for the inn. Loder and Walker
and the rest started to --alk lack to
Greyiriars,

In a short time the Anchor trap was
driving for the school, with Wingate and
Gwynne in ib, supporting the uncon-
scious. Buntar batween hem. The state
the junior was in puzzled them. There
was no sign of an inf'urr, and why he
had fainted they could not pucss: but
there was something alarming in his
remammghunc«n:'lminus 20 lmli. ]

asn't come to by the timo we

“If he

ot to Friardale we'll stop ot the
octor’s,” said Wingatp.

“Bettor,” agreed Gwynne. "He must

have had a fright—f he's been on the
sca all these hours—but blessed if I can
make out why he should faint after

gutt-in’g ashore.”

“It's queer.”

The trap rattled on by muddy lanes.
The lights of Friardale wore vieible
when Billy Bunter gave tho “rst sign of
returning to consclousness. A long,
shuddering sigh came from the fat
junior,

**He¢'a coming to,” said Gwynne.

Bunter's eyes opened,

He stared with a terrified blink,. and
nhi:rﬁrﬂd. oh Kk

“"Keep away! , ken way !"" ka
mosned. “'I_-Iqﬁp = i '

“You're all tight now, Bunter " said
qunte soothingly. “We've. found you
—wa're taking vou back to the school.
Buck up!”

‘*KEEP ih QEII‘I

“Eh? Keep what off 1" cjosulated
Wingate.

“The ghost ! Oh1”

“My only hat!” said Gwynne. *“Has
the young idiot been seeing ghosts in
the dark " '

“Pull gourself together, Bunta-" said
Wingate. “Don't be 8 voung ass!
You're all right now.”

Bunter blinked at him dizily. ¥e

scomod to recognise the two Sixth-
Formers at last,

“Is that Wingate? ho gasped.

. Yes, you young ass.”
i Oh! Did you find me in the cave?”
The ecave!” repeated Wingate
blankly.

** Do you understand,’’ said the man In the

13

ashore. You couldn't bave got ashore
if you had.™

“1 waa in the cave ™

“Eh, what cave?”

“The haunted cave—the big sca-cave
under the Shoulder—"

“ Fothead ! said Wingate. “ We found
you on the beach nesr Pegg—a
mile from the Shoulder, on't be &

1-“

*1—1 tell pou—m-—"

“ Better not talk any more,” said
Wingate, more gently. He concluded
that. Bunter was wandering in bis mind,
“Keep it till we get to the schaol.”

i)

coat, ** your father is on

grey the high

seas, and from what I’ve learned he will not be home this side of Chrisimas.*

“You scoundrel I *" exr’aimed Tom Redwing, his eves flashing.
have you played such a -alserable trick on me ? ™
** But enongh said—you are coming with

(See Chapter 14.)

cliff this afternoon,® came the reply.

me now ! *
“I=I gaw it there—" .lunter
shuddered,

“"You saw whatt"

“The ghost!” shivered Bunter,

“He's wandering ir his mind,” said
Ciwynne. “l suppose he's been
frightened. Buck up, Bunter.”

“1 saw it—a horrible face—in the
derk,” quavered Bunter. “I—I don't
remomber after that—did I faint®"

“You jelly well did you fat duffer.
You were in a dead faint when we
picked you up on the beach.”

“QOn the beach!” gasped Bunter.

ﬂ?mpli

“How did I get on the beach!

“You ought to know that—I sup-
pose you dudn’t feint before you got

‘“ And why
*To bring you alone on the

Bunter relapsed into eilence. Tha
trap rattled on, and reached the gatea
of Greyfriars at last. Cosling came
out and hel to lift Bunter from the
trap. The fat junior stood unsteadily:
and Wingate grosped his arm, to help
him to the house,

“Take his other fin, Gwynne,” said
Wingate. “He seems to be ell out.”

Between the two prefects, Bunter was
walked up to the House. Mr. Quelch
met them at the door. Loder and the
others had already arrived, by short
cuta, and had informed the move
master and the Head that Bunter was
found and was being brought back.
AMr., Quelch's glanee hixed very grimly
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on the Owl of the Remove; but it
tened as he scanned the [at junior's

haggard face. .
“We've got him, sir,” said Wingato.
“He was in a dead faint—asd he's been

talking queerly since——"
““Take him to hia dormitory,” said
Mr. Quelch. " Go to bed now, Bunter—

%uu can explain matters in the morning.
ne momeni—are you bungry ™
“ No, sir,” mumglﬂd Bunter.

“Very well 1ake him up, please.”

Bunter was taken up to the Remove
dormitory. The fat junior had recovered
a good deal by this time, though he
seerned still in a state. Mr.
Quelch switched on the light, aod
several of the Removites woke up.

“ Bunter 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Dc not talk to Bunter to-night, my
boys,” satd Mr. Quelch. “Hea seems to
have had some very painful expericnce,
and the sooner he is aslesp the better.
Wharton, you will see that there is no
talking.”

* Very weoll, sir,” sald Wharton.

Bunter turned in. Mr Queleh
scinned his face rather anxiously as he
laid his head on the pillow. Certainly
there seemed to be something unusua
about Bunter.

.The Remove master decided to stay
till Bunter was safely asleep. Ho had
not leng to wait. In about two minutes
Bunter's deep enore was rumbling
through. the Remove dormitory. The
Form master amiled. faintly, put out the
light, and left the dormitory: leaving
Bunter to snore, and the other fellows
to fall asleep again.

e 93

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Ghost Story !

LANG, clang, clang!

The rising-bell rang out
aver Greyfriars in the dim
Nocember morning.

In the Remove dormitory
tellows opened their eyes
and yawned : a steady snore

proceeding from Billy Bunter's

":'i'i'ell, he oot back all rightl, after
all,” remarked Bob Cherry, glancing

still
bed

towards the Owl of the Remove,

“Teo late for my Gves bat,” said the
Bounder, " But he c¢an have that
to-dey.”

“ Halla, hall hallat Wake up,
Dunter 1" roared Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter openad "his eyea,

He blinked st the Remove fellows and
sat ap in bed.

o :ﬁ}! you fellows—*

“H & nice day out yesterdayi™
grinned Skinoer.

“Ob dear! it was awlul, you fellows,”
said Bunter, “1I say, I'm not going to
get up: I'm ill.”

“Did Fou scoff all that was in the
kamper?” asked Vernon-Smith. *“I've

Eiﬂd ”nuht vou feel rather ill, if you

“Lh, really, Smithy—->"

“Turp m:{. vou fat selacker,” eaid
Baob.

“T'm oot guinﬁ to got up,” eaid
Bunter. "I'm ill1 I've been through
frightful thin awful thinga! Hor-
rible! You fellows tell Quelchy that
I*n fearfully ill, will you, and I can’t

gat ap.”

“You can tell Quelchy Four whappers
gursalf, old fat man,” said Harry

harton, inughing.

“I'm feeling awfully bad, you know,”
said Bunter pathatimfly
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“ Not so bad as sou’ll fecl presently,”
said the Bounder. “I've got a fives bat
in my study ready for you.”

Bunter blinked at him in alarm,

“I=—1 say, Smithy, if vou're
make a rotten fuss about the

L’

ing fo
amper,

“1 jolly woll am 1™ said the Bounder
crophatically, i . .

“1'l pay for it, if you like,” said
Bunter. * Of course, I intended to pay
for it all along. i
postal-ordor-—*

“All sereqo,” eaid Vernon-Smith sar-
castically. "LIrI our postal-order comes

I'm expccting a

before morning break, and you square,
}lm ficking's off. - OHtherwiso, look oud
or it

“I—1 say, it—it may not come this
morning—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

‘" Possibly not!™ chuckied Bob Cherry.

*'The possibility is terrific.”

“The fact is, I'm expecting & lot of
Christmas  tips,” said Bunter. “I'll
settle up 1n a day or two, Smithy., I'll
pay for the host, too—whatever it was
you paid to hire 1t. Nothing mean about
me. If I don’t get m{‘ Christmas tips
before wo break up, I'll send you a
remittance from Bunter Court. sup-
pots you can trust me!” added Bunter,
with digmity.

“ Hardly,” grinned the Bounder. * Bu#
Fou can trust me to give you the lick-
ing of your lifo in break to-day.”
Beast 1"

* Better turn out, Bunter,” gaid Peter

Todd. "Ne good trying to gammon
Quelchy about being 1ll. a's too
downy a bird.*

“"But 1 am il,™ protested Bunter,
“I've had a fearful time—wrecked in
the smugglers' cave, and all that. I—I
saw the ghost—*

“The what?” gelled the juniors.

“The ghost nlft!m haunted cav

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal”
“J—1—I mean, it—it looked like a
ghost.” In the daylight, the dread vision
in the haunted cave was not so terrify-
ing. Superstitions fears vanished at
cock ecrow. Yet Bunter remembered
what he had seen in the darkness of the
cavern, and the remembrance made him
shiver. “I—I szay, you fellows, it was
awful, you know."”

"Go it." said Skinner. ™ Christmas
13 the time for ghosts. What sort of
a jolly old spook was it

“Ap—an ewlul face—white as—as
chalk, and—and with horrible eyes, and
—and A dreadful, unearthly light—"

“Pile it on, old fat bean.

“1 tell you I saw it!” howled Buonter.

“You fat dulfer.” eaid Bob. “You
got frightecned and fancied you saw
eomething. Were pou really in the
smugglers cave at alll”

“¥es, you beast |7

“How on earth did you get out,
thon?” ashed Wharton. *“ You haven't
sense enough to handle a boat among
those rocks.™

“I—=I don’t know. Wingate eaid he
found me on tha beach,” said Bunter,
recallecting “But he couldn't have.
vou know, because 1 was in the cave.”

“Perhaps the ghost carried you out
of the cave and dumped you down on
the beach,” auggﬂatad Skinner. * Must
havo been rather a hefty spook, if he
did, to negotiate your weight.”

“Ha ha, hal”

“Beast [—1 think | {ainted when |
saw the Fhmr., and—and aflter that I—I
—1 don't know what huipgened.
gay vou follows it was awful I*

_ “Must have been for a funk like you
in that jolijy old cave aiter dark,” said

g
Skinner. * No wonder you fancied you
saw ghosta™

Lol -Bﬂf’ you fellows, you tell Quelel
m ill!” seid Bunter., *“Tell him
want my breakfast in bed, After what
I‘T”gﬂne through, I simply can’t turn
out,

“ Fathead I

The dormitory door opened, and Mr.
Quelch looked in. The Remove master
had eome to the dormisory with the
kindly intention of seeing how Duntor
was that morning, and telling him he
neod not Fen up if he did not feel well
enough Unfortunately, the Owl of the
Remove did not see him.

“You fellows pitch it to Queleh,”
said tize fat junior. " Even a beast like

ueleh will understand that a fellow

oesn't feel fit after what I've gone
through.”

“Dry up, asa!” breathed Peter Todd,
catching smight of the Remove master at
the door, .

Mr. Quelch hed stopped dead there
a3 Bunter's dulcet tones fell on hia ears,
. ;"!Eh.m;:, Inm mt::irrtadh Euntar.l "%':ﬁ
jolly well not going u e
old Queleh 1 want my hﬁ;kﬂg in bed,
and tell hinn I'm not fit for claszes to-
day. He can send for the doctor if he
likes. I'd rathor see the doctor thano
stand old Queluh eny day.™

“ Buntar |

Mr. Quelch’s voice was not loud, but
deep.

Bunter jumped.

He blinked round at the figure in the
doorwa

“Oh ™ he gasped.

" Bun*ar, w‘iat—-——”

“Oh dear! I--T didn't sece you, sir]”
gtuttered Bunter  “I—I—1 wamn't
speaking of vou, sirl I—I was just
EEF]H%[‘ at—rthap—*

‘1 heard whet you eaid, Bunter.”

*Oh. lor' 1

“You will rise at once, Buntar!

You will come to my study after break-
fast,” said Mr Quelch.

Tiia Remove master ruostled away,
Billy Bunter blinked round dulﬂruunfy
at the grimning Removites.

“¥ say. vou fellows, why didn't von
tall me old Quelech was there? Oh
dear! That means six!"

“Still feeling toa 1l o pet up ¥

chuckled Poter Todd. you want
to etav in bed till Quelchy comes back
for yout"

Apparently Bunter didn't, for he
turned out at once. As a matter of
fact the Owl of the Remove was none
the worse for his stran adventure.
He demonstrated st breakfast that his
appetite, &t least, had not =uffered.

O —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases |

it AST I murmured Bunter.-.

He closed Mr. Quelch's
door quietly before he ven-
tured to make that remark.
_Bunpter came away from
his Form master's study
with a frowning gmw_
Mr. Quelch had proved, as he cxpected,
a beast. Anybody, Bunmter considered,
might have listened patiently and sym.
pathetically to his story of that hair
ai1s5ing adventura in tho haunted cave.
ir t?uelch had listened Iim &limtii;,

and far from sympathetically. O
vioualy he had believed hardly & word
of unter's remarkable statement.

I Had Bunter posscssed a reputation for

truthfulness his story would have been
rather hard to believe. As his reputa-
tion was exactly the reversze, it was



easy to foresee what & hard-headed
Form master would think of such s
Btory. .

My, q-ualnh made po attemipt to con-
ceal his scornful impatience when
Buntgr described the deathly face he
had scen in the sea cave. He did not
oven believe that Bunter had been in
the sea cave st all. As the scarch-
party had found him on the beach a
mile from the cave, it certainly seemed
improbable.

unter, whe waa telling the truth for
once, or more truth than usual, at all
events, was nsturally indignant. For-
tunat for him Mr. Quelch did not
supposs that he hid invented the whole
arn, He took the view that the f[al
wl had been frightened in the dark,
did not really remember what had hep-
pened to him, and had fancied most of
what he narrated. }

Bunter rolled out into the quad with
au indignant frown upon his fat brow.

Really, it was hard lines not to be
believed on the rare occasions when he
was keeping somewhere near the facts

“Hallo! Hallo! Halle! Lickedt™
inguired Bob Cherry.

Snort from Bunter.

“ After what I've been through even
Queclchy wouldn’t be_ beast enough to
lick & fellow,” he said. *But he was
insulting—doubted my word.”

“Not really?” ejaculated Bob.

* Actuslly " said Bunter. _

“ Now wonder why?® said Bob
gravely. “Has such & t inE ever hap-
pened before, old fat bean?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can cackle,” said Bunter. “I
told Quelch exactly what had happened.
Ha didn’t believe me. Spiffed.”

“You didn't him that ghost
story !” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Of course I did.” )

“You had the nerve to spin that

arlr]r to Quelch?” ejaculated Johony

il -

“It's true!” howled Buonter. “Of
course, 1 don’t exactly believe in
ghosts. 8till,.there was somethin
awful face—a hidecus, fearful face.”

“Was there a looking-glass in the

cave 7 asked Skinner.

“A locking-glass? No. Whyt”

“Well, if there had been you might
have szeen an awful, hideous face—in
the glass, you know.™ -

“"Ha, ha, ha "

“You silly asa!” hooted Bunter. “It

was a ghostly face—white as a ghost
with |1:nrinﬁ ayes, and s—a—a weird
sort of light. There was mmething
familiar about it, too—just as if T*
scen it before somewhere.”
T Ti‘mt au ansI Etjmﬂthenrg of & look-
wng-glass,” chue Nugen
“Oh, don’t be an a.uﬁ' ;
. “And you saw this jolly old chivyy
in the smugglers’ cave under the
E’h.?%liﬂf, 1" asked Bob. with a grin,

“Wo've heard from Wingate that he
found you on the open beach near the
village, That’s a mile from the smug-
glora” cave across the water.”

“] gan't make that oit,” admitted
Bunter. “I think I fainted when I
saw that awful face. After that I don't
remember what happened till I found I
war in the trap with Wingate and
Gwynne," . ' :

“You swam & mile arross the bay in
& dead feint?” suggested Skinner. “It
sounds likely.® ’

“Well, I couldnt have dove that,”
said Bunter,

“Go hon 1 :

“-And the boat was there and the
‘bamper in it. Old Trumper brought the
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hamper up to the school early this
morning,” said Harry Wharton, “If
the boat ever was in the sea cave, how
did it get out agein with you in it, and
the hainper, too "

_“And you in a dead faint all the
time!” chuckled Mugent.

“It beats mel” confessed DBunter.

“I wonder Quelchy didn't hmt:'.}'nuﬁ
too, if you spun kim'a yarn Hke that!
said the Bounder.

“It's all truel” howled Bunter.

“Hp, ha, ha!” .

“But what roally happened while you

A
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wgfi?i out in that boat]” asked Peter
“Tva told you what happened, you
beast I

“Yes; and now tell us what really
happenaed. Nothing to make a mystery
about, is there?”

“:Bea“ IH )

“I suppose he drifted about till the
tide turned, and washed him lome
again,” said Bob. “As that was long
atter dark, he was scared out his
fat wits, and fancied the rest.”

“That's - what Quelch  thinks!®
growled Bunter. “He actunlly had the
cheek to tell me so!” :

“Well, that's how it was, fathead ™
said Wharton,

“It wasn't!” roared Bunter. “ Think
I don’t know whether I wasz in the
sea-cave or not! Of course, I--1 sup-
pose it wasn't a real ghost; but if it

waen't, it was somebody playing
O b Sl Ut s i

uch a jolly o to play ghos
in,” auid Ellmner. “MNobody ever pocs

there in the winter. You wercn't ox-
1 yesterday afternoom, T sup-

=8 [
Rirmmolk

“0f course not, ass!”
“Bo the johnny whe was
ghost plays it just to amuse

with nobody to sce him 1"

Bunter made no reply to that. It
really did seom improbable, even to
B h back,” said

I'va got my hamper back,” sai
Vernon-Bmith.  “Bunter had scoffed
about two-thirds of the stuff, Very

. hight as it was nnw&,

S, 15

3]

ot
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likely he weut to sleep in the boak

afterwards, and dreamed gl this

After & gorge like that he was bound
to have something like a nightmare.”

“It really happened, you know,” said
Bunter foebly.

“There's something that will really
bappen,” said- the DBounder, “and
that's the fives bat,"

* Beast |” s

The bell rang for first school, and the
Removites went to their Form-room,
g"l::!n{llng over Bunter's story. DBub

Villiam George Bunter was not grin-
ning. He was worried, Broad day-
the strange and
spectral face he had seen in the gea-
cave haunted Bupter's memory; and
there was something in that spoctral
face that touched & chord of his
memory—as if that face had looked out
of some forgotten episode of the pact.
But for the life of him Bunter could
nét remember where he had seen it
before—or when.

That the boat must have been rowed
back from the sea-cave, across the bay
to the beach, where the prefects had
found it, was clear, Who had rowed
it and landed Bunter on the eand?
That was s mystery The fat junior
began to wonder whether his imagina-
tion had really degeived him after all,
or whother he had dreamed the whole
incident.

.. The other fellows had no doubt about
it at all. .

And in morning break Bunter had
somothing more than solid ghosts to
worry about. ‘That was the gmtnder'u-
fives bat. After the feast there was the
reckoning ; and for the rest of that day
the Owl of the Remove [elt dismally
that the life of & prub-raider was
hardly worth living.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Declined Without Thanks,
nr;:'f'i?'iﬁj

'Y not?
ii Peter Todd looked up as
! hizs fat study-mate made
that cryptic remark.

It was 8 week since
Bunter's ndvsnttli:-u in the
ECA-CAVE; AN at weoird.
adventure had been forgotten by the
Remove fellows, and almost forgotten
by Bunter himself The Owl of the
Remove had grown tired of relating his
thrilling  expérience to ' unbelievin
ears; and the rest of the Removo ha
grown moTe tired still.

Besides, Bunter had other matters to
think about now. Greyiriars was about
to break up for the Christmas holidays.

Bunter had talked considerably, aa
the Christmas vacation approached, of
the great things that were to happen
at Bunter Court that vae,

Aecording to Bunter, the Christmas
festivities at Bunter Court were to be
on a gigantic scale, rogardless of

Bunt it was noticeable that, as Christ-
mas drew near, Billy Bunter seemed
less and less inclined to. home for
the holidays, and enjoy those magnifi-
eent festivitien on his native heath.

He was prepared to give them all up
and accompany Lord Mauleverer to
Mauloverer Towers for Christmas: the
only Ay in the cintment being that
Mauly wasn’t prepared to let him do it,
and made that fact quite plain.

been

Lord Mauleverer having
drawn blank, Bunter confided to Harry

{Continued on page 18.)
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(Continued from page 15.)

Wharton & Co. that he had decided,
aftlcr all, to spend the vac with his old

8, .
Im'.['he Co. agreed that it was & good
idea, and recommended him to go and
tell those old pals 80, doggedly de-
clining to recognise themselves in the
character of Bunter's old pala.

Herbert Vernon-8Smith was pext on
the roll of honour; but the Bounder,
8o fnr from: jumping st the idea of
taking Bunter home with him, hurled &
cushion at him, and the matter dropped

abruptly. .
Peter Todd, his study-mate, was
slmost Bunter's last resource. But

even Peter failed him. Bunter ox-
lained that, out of pure Ffriendship,
e was willlng to d the vac with
Pater, ﬂ-ﬂ:rlﬂﬂiinﬁ .tﬁa fact that Peter,
heing; only a wretched soliciter’s son,
hadn't &8 home that waz reallv worthy

of Bunter’s presenco, to ask him to.-
Peter, so far from being HAattered by

Bunter’s kind natronage actually
smote him, and the subject dropped,
and Bunter droppad, simultanenusly.

After which Bunter gave the mattor
a good deal of thought. He wae think-
ing it out in the study that evening,
instead of doing any nrep—he had no
tima for prop. in the cirenmstances.
Break-up was closo at hand now, and
the matter had fo ba settled—unless
Bunter was to go home. to the elories
of Bunter Court, which for some inex-
:l&li::nhle reason he seemed wnwilling bo
o :

“Why not?” reneated Bunter. blink-
ing at Toddy through hia hig spec-
tacles.

“Wandering in vour mind*" ashkoed
Poter.

* About Christmas—" said Bunter.

Pater chuckled.

SYou've thoueht of another eiddy
victim 7" he asked.
#1 decline to answer that™ said

Bunter, with dignity. "My Aiffienlty ia
to choose, When n fellow hos =n many
frionds, all eagor for him i#'s not ecasy
to decide. T had to turn Wanleverer
down—he's rather a bore—-and ms for
Wharton and *his lot. T've hed a
Christmas with them. and i: wos rather
rotten T thoueht of ®mithv: hut on
the whole a follow monst Araw a line
somewhere. and T draw # ¢ new.-rich
outziders. But—-="

Bunter naused thoughtfully

Poter Todd grinned,  Fe was rather
interested tn
Bunter had selected as the next victim,

“The fellow's a2 rommon sort of
lont.,”™ eaid Buonter “But. after all, T'm
the man ta be kind to the nanr @

He blinked at Poter.

“T was thinkine of Redwing.” he ex-
plained. “We's onlv the aor of a com
mon seafaring man—a tarry  Jark.
Not the kind af follaw for me to sooak
to. really. But. afler all T'm no anob.
You know I'm no snoh. Taddy Look
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" from thoe way he talks.
thing—and I might do worse t

.would naturally be

‘Bmithy.

krnow whick Wempve man -
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at my being with you,
[rinstance,”

Toddy glonced round for a ruler.
' for Bunter, there was not
cne within reach.

" “ Besides, the fellow can behave him-
self,”” said Bunter argumentatively.
“Whatever he was, he's a Greyfriars
man now. We've put somme polish on
him hvre. He's got money, too—
though nobody would ever guess it
His unclo left
him cnowgh to keep him at Greyfriars,
anyhow. I hear that his father's
coming home from see for Christmas.
Woll, they're bound to be dninﬁ g0me-

an put

fricudly

in o fow days with Redwing."

“Poor old Reddy!” said Peter.

“He will be honoured,” said
Bunter. *“ A tommon fellow like that
‘ad to have a
gentleman 5tn;§mg with him. TIn the
circumstances, I can make him the offer
—as npaturally he wouldn’t have the
cheek to ack a fellow like me to his
humble home." i e

“You're poing to put it to him like
that *™ asked Peter.

ﬁ'?“.l‘!

“Better guard with your left when
you do it I* advised Peter.

“Yah!"

Billy Bunter detached himeself from
the srmchair, bestowed » conternptuous
E;:lh:ih on Peter, and rolled ont of the
study. ;

He rolled cheerfully along to Study
No. 4 to make Tom Redwing that fAat-
terine offer

The Ow] of the Remove tapped at
the door oponed it, and hlinked into
the study The Bounder and Redwing
wore there. and seemed to be engaged
in an argument Smithy's fece was
Aushed and -angrv. and Redwing's had
8 rather diztressed lonk Bunter
grinned. Smithy and Redwing were
fast friends and good chums. but life
in 8tudy No. 4 was not sll harmonvy.

“Utter rot! the PRounder was
saving. as Bunter presentéd himeelf
“The idea of stickine. in a place like
Hawkscliff all through the vae—"

“My father will be home from ses.
Brothy—-7"

“No reason why vou shonld stay in
that - forgottan  hole all throach the
holidava. You ecan come 1o my place
for a few days.”

“T ean't. nld chap.”

“¥non mean, you won't!™

“What & fellow von are for rageing
a chep. S|mithy ™ zaid Tem patiently
“T eant! Td like o holidav. and wvou
knnw T would.™

"1 don"t.™

“You do. 8mithy.” said Tom quietly
“And if my father doeen’t oot hark
hofore Christmas—he mavy oot after
all. though he hones to—>"

P;Pnh You've got to sav  Yes' or

n ¥ ¥F

Tom comnreszed hi= lips.

"Vary well: it's “Na' in that case.
T've got to keep if open in
cazns my father ia home "

Npither of the twa juninrs  had
nhxerved TBunter or heard hia tan on
the dnor as the arenment nrocoeded

Rut at that noment the Pannder saneht

sicht of the grinnine Nwl in the dnar
way and turned a Reren acowl an him.
“et put, von fat freak '™
“h, really, Bmithy -.—"
“Qet  mit"™  roared the
angrily.
T'mippose T ean rome hore and spenk
to Redwing if T like !” said PRunter.” 1
haven't come to see you, Smithy! If

Bounder

you don't mind my mentioning it, I'm
rather particular whom I speak tol”
“You fat idiot!"”
“What do you want, Bunter 1" asked

Redwing.

 Just dropped in for a chat about
Christmas, old fellow,” answered
Bunter affably. “You needn't butt in,
Smithy! I'm not talking to you!
You're going up to Hawkeclif for
Christmas, Reddy "

Redwing nodded. :

“ Rather a hole to spend Christmas in,
isn't it7" asked Bunter.

“That needn't worry you."

“*But, don't you see, my dear chap,
now ~ you've got money, you'rg nob
bound to spend your vac in that rotten
hole,” said Bunter. “ A day or two,
perhaps; but you can afford to go to
some decent place—some show whers
they make a point of putting up & I!Eu':l-ﬂ
Christmas, you know. You can affor
it now.” .

Redwing smiled, i

“Thank you for the tip, Bunter! 1
suppose you mesn well,"” he said, “but
Hawkeeliff is quite pood enough for me,
thanks! T hn&:}e my father will be homo
by Christmas. :

“Wall, you could leave him there,”
said Bunter. *8uitable for him, and
all that. I suppose there’s & pubr or
something "’

Redwing looked at him.

“8hut the door after you, Bunter!”
ha said quietly.

“1 haven't finished yet, old chap”
said Bunter brightly. - “I don't seas
what you're grinning at, Smithy. It
wonld be more tactful of you, and in
better taste, to clear out of the study
while T'm dist:uusin¥ the Christmas
holideys with my pal I” .

The Bounder ohuckled. His ill-
humour seemed to have been dissipated
as he listened to Bunter, as if he found
Elhﬂdt::]t Owl entertaining—as no doubt
ad .

“ Now, this is what I think, E.eddgﬁ."
said Bunter. “You've got a roiten
home: you couldn't ask a fellow there.
But you've got money, only you don’f
know how to spend it. I'l advise you.™

“¥You needn't take the trouble.” |

"No trouble =at all," explained
Bunter “['m always kind to the lower
clazses—fallows of really good family
alwavs are; you know. My iden is
this: Vou can afford to pay, and you
could get & decent holiday at some placa
on tha South Coast, whera they get up
Christmas jollities for paying puests,
vou know. Lots of such places’

“Is that all?” asked Redwing
restively.

“1 understand you feel a it
doubtful,” said Bunter, “but that's all
right. With a decent fellow—a gentle-
man—to keep Jnu company and see vou
through, you'd be all right. T'Il come
with you

“0Oh "™ gasped Redwing.

“"Ha. ba. ha!"” roared the Bounder.

" Blessed if T see anything to_cackle
at " said Bunter. "1 wish you'd <hut
up, Smithy | You see what I mean. Red.
wing? T'd come with you and sce you
through. All you'd hava to do, to keep
up apnearances. would be to keep your
eve on me and do evervthing 1 do.
You'd pass all right”

“(h, my hat!” said Tom.

“OF m]tlrr.a. :tlhh diffidence uf[ lur.:' i?
very right and proper in a fellow o
:mu{- alEu," Eaidp Bunter. “But, .as I
said, I'd sec vou through. I'd let it
be supposed that you were a friend of
mine. Of course, you wouldn’t mention
your father or anything of that sort



he couldn't come—you understond that. I should have to
ba firm about that.”

Redwing rose to his feetf. :

"“Well, what do you say 1" asked Buntor. “It's a chance
for you to get a decemt holiday, in good company, with n
well-bred fellow to show you the ropes, and seo you through
and all that,” .

“Which way do you prefer to leave a study, Bunter!”
asked Redwing.

FlEhtl)

“1 mean, on your ieet or on your nocki”

Bunter blinked at him,

“Oh, really, Reddy——" ;

. the thump don’t sou kick him oub, Reddy?”
demanded the Bounder impatisntly. e .

“If yon don't mean to accept my offer, Redwing—" said
Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

“{zat outl"

“This,"” raid Bunter, addressing npruca, “is what comes
of being kind to the lower clasiea! It never paysl All 1
can say is—— Yarcoooooop!” .

Bunter said that quite suddenly as Tom Redwing took
him by the collar, spun him round, and whirled him out
into the passage.

The Owl of the Remove spun across the passage and
brought up a?aimt. the opposite wall, gasping.

The door of Study No 4 slammed.

“Qwi” fgnaped Bunter. " Wow " . _

Any fellow but Bunter might have considered Redwing's
answer debnite. But Redwing was Dunter's very last
resource. It was Redwing or Bunter Court for Christmas—
peck or nothing! ,

A minute fater the study door nﬁnﬂd again, and Bunter
blinked in through his big spectacles.

“1 say, Redwing, old chap—" 5

“Buzz off, you fat tooll" snapped Redwing.

For once his placid d tempor scemed quite ruffled.

“PDon’t be waxy, old fellow!" urged Bunter. “If you
think that your xfj;thar, ought to come, I'll. agres. There,
I suppose that's what's worryiog you! Lot him come with
un.bﬂl ﬁn&jl' stipulate that you make him promise to keep
5O

Bunter had more to say, but ho never sald it. He was
interrupted by s whirling eushion, whicn landed just under
his fat chin and Iairlg lifted him out of the doorway.
There was & crash in the Remove passage.

“ Whoooop ™ 4

The door slammed once more., This time it was not
reopened Even Billy Bunter was convinced at last. He
piolf::l himself up and rolled away—more than ever con.
vinced that kindness to the lower claezes did not really
pay. Peter Tndd grinned as the fat junior rolled back
into Study No. T.

“Fixed it up with Reddy?” he adked.

Bunter sniffed. :
“On second thoughts, I feel that 1 couldn’t stend that low
rotter I* he said " There's & limit, Peter.”

“Then you'rs booked for Bunter Court!” said FPeter

| e

sympathetically, “What a blow for your relations!®
A remark which William George Bunter did not deign
to answer.

Yl —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nows for Redwing !

| UZZZZE

Mr. Quelch grunted.

It waz morning break on the last day of
the term.

The Remove master was in his study.

At the end of the term a Form master had
plenty of matters on his hands, and the buzz
at the telephone bell was neither grateful nor comforting.
Morning break gave the Remove a welcome redt from their
Form master It also gave Mr.- Quelch a welcoma rest
from his Form. The raucous ncte of the telephone-bell
intecrupted Mr. Quelch’s brief period of repose

He took -.3 the recoiver.

“Is that Greyfriarai”

ﬂ'Y%'l

"Mr Quelch?®

“Mr Quelch speakin : .

“RExcuse me for roubling you, sir,” said the voice over
the wires. “[t's John Redwing speaking, sir.”
“Obi” eaid Mr. Quelch more amiably,

fathor 1"

“Redwing's

(Continued on ftxé paga.)

|7 MAGNET Libra

‘
L

S
Bl et
S
s SR
R B
il . LT
e
;:
. 5
S :
o e
o et i . ; & e e
S0 FC. ..... GaE L
e o ’
=
2
;‘? amlE H

The Meccano Boy of to.day will
design the Air Liners of to-morrow

The conquest ot the air has progiessed so f:&](.'vilt.‘lhr in
recent years that in five or ten years time out skies may
be thick with busy air-cratt—single-seater business
'plancs and huge sky-liners, The men who will design
and pilot these machinés are the Meccano boys of to-day.

en a boy builds with Meccano parts he has all'thu
thrills ot a real engineer, tor he builds his models, piece
by piece, and when they are completed he works them in
exactly the same manner as an engineer would work the
corresponding machines in real bie.

This year Meccano Qutfits are bigger and better than
£VEr. ey all contain a greater number and wider
selection of parts than previously, enabling hundreds of
new models to be built. Ask your dealer to tell you all
about the latest developments.

Prices of Outfits irom 3/6 to 380/.

PO LR ETR L L e T o P AL EL L R LI L LR L LI L i

Send for this fine New B
shanid read this !

iy

Every bo
splendid You can ob-
tain 1 copy lrom your dealer,

price 0 you preler it, §
#end ux torée penny stampa
andiwé will send you a cop

paost free, ;rnridinﬁ ou 2en

us the names and & rﬂu:_n-f
three of your chums, Write
-L'Iu.rlgy5 and be sure to put
MNo. 35 alter vour own name

far reflerence,

L e

Meccano £ 100 Model Building Contest

Here iz o splendid spportonity tor Meccano inventors . Cash
prizes totalling over fﬁf.ﬂa l:e?-lrlg awarded for the beat M accans
models entered in the new Meceans modd building conteat, and,
in eddition, there iz a large number of ather splendid prizes,
miking & total velue of £i‘5‘-]. Ask vour dealer far full particu-
Tare and an entry form,

MECCANO LTD.: Old Swan : LIVERPOOL
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Mr. Quelch smiled iaintly.

He bad seen the old sailorman several
times, though it wes some months rince
he had seen him last; John Redwing
having gone on a long voyage. His
son's accession to fortune had made no
difference to the bluff, sturdy old sea-
man., Mr. Quelch had a very .great
respect. for big, simple =eafari
man—more than he bhad for some o
the parents of Remove fellows.
voice became very much softened.

“It is no trouble, Mr. Redwing! 1
am very glad you have rung me up.
Your son is pro ing well here,"

“That's good hesring, sirl"” came the
voice. -

“Ho ia in every way a credit to my
Form, Mr. Redwing. You will be
E]qm&d with his term's report, I think.

ut you had something to sag——*

“Ay, ay, sirl I've just got home
from gea, and if so be as it wounld not
be against the rules, sir, I'd like to ses
myﬂﬁ: . I was just wondering, sir, if
you'd let him come up to Hawkscliff
this afterncon.*

“I you would prefer to come to the
school, Mr. Roedwing, I should be very
glad to see you myueff.*' :

“Thank u kindly, sir; but I’ve
often thought that i1t won"t do Tom a
lot of good for mo to be seen much at
his big school, sir. If you'd be so kind
az to let him come up to Hawkscliff this
afternoon for an hour or 2 !

“Certainly it mnvi:_ia arranged 1" said
Mr. Quelch. “1 will cerfainly give
Redwing leave from class this afterncon,
Mr, Redwing, if you desire it.”

“Ay, ay, eirt] Thank you kindly!
¥You just tell him his father's at home,
sir, and I know Le'll be glad to come.
P'r’aps you'll tell him, sir, that I'll
walk along tho cliffs to meeot him on
his way?"’

“Wery goodl I will certainly tell
him so0."
“Thank , sir.™

Mr. Queleh’s interlocutor rang off.
The Remove master rcturned to his
table and his papers, dismissing the
matter from his mind for the moment.

When the Remove came into their
Form-room for third school Mr. Quelch
called Redwing to his desk as the
sailorman’s son entered with the rest.

“Redwing, I have had a telephone
message from your father,” he said.

Redwing's face lighted up.

“My father, sir? Then he i back
from sca alreadyi" ]

“Apparently 80, said Mr. Quelch,
with a_smile. *He desires you to go
up to Hawkseliff this afternoon, and I
have told him that I will give you leavo
from clsss.”

“Oh, thank you, sir 1 exclaimed Tom.

“Mr. Redwing mentioned that he
would walk along the cliffis to mest
ou,"” said My, Qualch. “You may
eave here immedistely after dinner,
Redwing. You will be back for lock-up,

of course.™

“ Certainly, air.”

Tom's lace was very bright as he
went to his place. He had expected his
father homa from sea by Christmas, but
it had not been certain. Now it was
cortain, and he rejoiced accordingiy.

The Bounder gave him rather a sar-
cnstic look as he dropped into his seat.

“That settles it about tha weel™ he
asked.

“¥Yes, Bmithy.”™

“You won't come with me for
Christmas, then?™

“I car’t, Srhithy,” said Tom, his
brow clouding. A few days, perhaps,
if you wanted me—"

Tae Macxer Lispany.—No. 1,087.
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“That fat fool Bunter was right on
one point,” muttered the Bounder.
“¥Youn can afford something better than
that old cot.sge stuck on a oliff,
Redwing. You're not poor now.”

“It's my old home, 3mithy—and my
father’s. Father wouldn’t give it up
for nnrthm?n"

Hﬂhl' rot

“It's ornly a cottage, Smithy,” said

om, with a faint smile; “but my
people have lived there hundreds of
years—ihere have always been Red-
wings at Hawkseliff, and we're proud of
it in our own way. We'ro part and
?umu] of the place. It's good encugh
or my father and me.”

“ Rubbish 1”

Mr. Quelch glanced round, and Red-
wing said Do mora. e Bounder was in
an 1ll-humour, and Tém was glad that
the discussion ended. _

At dinner that day Redwing's face
was very bright. Bob Cherry ‘tapped
him on the shoulder when the ove
came out from the dining-hall.

* Hallo, hallo, halle! Enjoying life?”
he asked; with a grin.

Redwing langhed.

“"Well, rather!” he maid. “You
heard what Quelchy told me in  the
Form-room?"

*Yes—and I'm jolly glad I” seid Bob.

“Dad’s been away at zen for a jolly
long time—all thiz term ond the term
before,” said Tom. "I hnfﬂ he would
get home for Christmas, but I didn't
d::ﬁwc'l:tu him so early as this. It's rather

jolly

“(ratters, old bean!” esaid Bob.
“Liko & chap to walk with you part o
tho way? 1 could come as far as Pegg,
or 8 bit farther, and get back in time
for class,”

“I'd like it no end.”

““Done, then!”

Tom Redwing lost no time in gettin
rcady to start. Bob Cherry walke
down to the gates with him, and the
Bounder joined them at the gates.
Bmithy was not in the best of tem X
nndlhtehgavitﬂub a rg.tgerluﬂ:r 1 3

2 ought you might lile a pal to
walk with yon part nfgt,ha way, Reddy,”
he said. “But jou seem to have got
ono already.”

“Come along, Smithy, and don’t be
an ass,” sald Bob uncersmoniously,

“¥Yes, come on, old chap[” zaid Tom.

And the Bounder came,

The threo juniota walked down the
lane together. On the eliffis above
FPegg, Bob Cherry stopped.

‘We shall have to got back now,
Smithy,” he said. *Just about time to
get in for school.”

“I'm going on a bit,” said Smithy.

“You won't have time to get back.”

“Oh, I'll chance that!™ said tho
Bounder L‘l‘mlm'lf

" Better get back, Smithy,” said Tom.
“¥ou don't want to wind up the term
with & row with Quelch.”

“I don't mind,” ssid the Bounder
coolly.

“ Look here, old chap——"
“ Are wo standing here, or going on?”
asked the Bounder mmﬂicaﬁg.

“I'm going back.” said Bob Cherry.
“You're an ass if you don't come, too,
Smithy. Ta-ta, Reddy, old bean!”

And Bob swung round and started
back to the school. -

Eadwin% paused,

Vernon-Smith was in one of his wilful

and stubborn moods, and Redwing knew b

from of old how useless it was to argue
with him when he was in that mood,
“Coming on" eaid the Bounder.
“You'd better go back ﬂmith?"
ssid Redwing. “ You know how Quelch

NUMBER

§ Iriondship that

cuts up rusty if o fellow atays out withs.
out leave.”

“Let him! If you don’t want my
company—="

*¥You know it's not that, Bu 4y

g e on, then "

“All right.”

two juniors pursued their way.
_Bob Cherry reached Greyiriars in
time to d into the Remove Form-
room for classes, The absence of
Vernon-Smith was notad at onca by
Mr. Quelch. He. duly made & nots of
it, with an expression on his face that
boded no to the Bounder when he
should turn up at last.

P

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hand of An Enemy !

gl OM REDWING and the
™ unger hwnnt l::id thﬂéi]l.'l
way by the rug pa

along the cliffs tﬁ&t led to
Hawkscliff. [t was lonely.
Even in summer there
were few waylarers by
path, and in winter it was

that lonel
always so ita;g, Some of the bright-
ou

ness had fad t of Tom's face with
the thought that trouble awaited his
chum when he returned to the school.
He walked in silence, and the Bounder
was silent and frowning,

It was etrange enough that a fast
iriendship  had ever been formed
between the millionaire’s son and the
gon of a seafarin rl:;:é:, and it was :l'

mMANY Ups an
downs. The Bounder's Inu? and
exacting temper made it difficult for
any fellow to pull with him for any
lel::fl;h of time, and all Tom's patience
and placid good-humour had been called
upon many times to prevent a breach.

But he was very anxidus that nothing
should ever happen to break that
friendship, The Bounder had chummed
with him when he was a scholarship
boy, caring nothing for his poverty, and
Tomw did not forget that. But their
thoughts, their tastes, and their views
wero peles asunder, and all the Remove
had wondered why remaiped
chumas,

“It's rot!” said the Bounder at last,
breasking a long silence.

“What s, ithy 7"

quietly.

“Bticking in a dead-and-alive hola
like Hawkscliff all through the wao.
You've got money now, and you know
how to spend it.™

“Bunter's told me that,” zaid Tom,
with a smile.

“You'd have a good time if you cams
home with me,” said Bmithy sulkily.
“You'ro my pal, and you ought tm
come.”

“¥ou sce, old chap—"

“Put i* & wWeek at home. That will
Be all right. Then put in the rest of
the vae with me. ™

“My father's been away for -mix
months, Smithy. A sailorman’s =on
:}GEB]]':II seo much of his father at any
ime,

“No need for him to go to sea at all,
now you've got money in the bank,”
grunted the Bounder.

Tom shook his head,

“Father will never live on that, gp
long as_he can follow: the ses,”™ hp
answered, 4“I'd like him to, of course;
ut he never was s man to eat tha
bread of idleness. T don't think he
could if he tried. Besides, the uncle
who left mo his mon WAl
mother's brother, and father doesn’t
think he has any claim on it."

agked Tem
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“The sealaring men seem to grow up

with jolly particular ideas in their
heads at Hawkschff,” jeered the
Bounder.

Tom compressed his lips & little and
made no _ran;f.

Vernon-S8mith came to & halt at last.

“Look here, Reddy—"

“It's more than time you turned
back, B8mithy,” said Tom, "“You've
missed a whole class already. Quelchy
will be waxy.”

“ Hang Quelchy!" said the Bounder
irritably. “ After to-morrow, we shall
be shut of him, anyhow, for a time.”

“No good getting his rag out on the
last day of term.”

“0Oh, rats! Loock here, Reddy, 1
want you to come to my place for the
vac,"” eald Vernon-Smi “Put in a
week at home, and then come aleng to
me.  That will suit your father all
right, if you tell him.’

‘A few 'days, Emit«h?—ﬂ-—"

“(Qh, cut that-outl If you don't come
'l nsi: Skinner; he won't turn up his
nose at ik

“You must suit yourself, old chap,”
said Tom.

“Is that all you've got to say?”
snapped the Bounder.

“That's all.”

“Then you can go and eat coke!
Leave me alona for the va
me alone next term at Greyiriars, too,”
said the Bounder savagely. “I'm fed-

up with you!™

The Boundor turned on his hee] and
walked away, with & scowling brew.
Tom Redwing sighed, and pursued his
way.

He looked back once, but the Bounder
did not turn his head. In & fow
minutes he was out of sight.

Redwing swung on his way.

Ho bad no doubt that Herbert
Vernon-3mith would come out of his
sulks by the following 41&_1;+ But a dis-
pute with his chum troubled him. and
ﬁlpuded the brightness of the day for

im. If only Smithy would have been
a little more reascnable— But in the
widely different circumstances of the
two strangely-assorted chunis there werea
certain to be difficulties, and Tom knew
how to bo ticnt.

The clink of & falli siona on the
rugged path made him look round
quickly. Mr. Quelch had told him that
his father would come along the oliffs
to mect him, and Tom was rather sur-
prised that he had not met him befare
this, as he was pow nearly half-way to
Hawkscliff.

The path at this point ran through a
hollow on the summit of a chalk cliff,
with great wmasses of weathor-worn
chalk rising on either side, shutting off
the view of the sea on the one hand and
of the inland country on the other. It
was one of the loneliest places along
the const. QGreat craggy boulders were
gcattered about, through which the
rugged ]!)u-l'.h wound its way.

Tom looked sbout him in surprise.
The loose stone that had fallen must
have been dislodged by the foot of some
wayfarer, for there was little wind, Yot
he sould see no one.

If it had been his father, John Red-
wing would have been following the

th and would have been in sight.

ut there was no one in sight.

Redwing concluded that someone was
clambering over the cliff, among the
chalk rocks, and he went on his way.
Again the clink of & slipping stone was
heard, and he stopped and stared about
him. It zeemed to him that he was
being followed by some person who was
keeping out of sight among the rocks.

But Hedwing smiled at the thought. A
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and leave.

w et

a rock, and the

‘You are my prisoner now,” said Soames, as he drove
1 glided into the deep gloom of the sea~cave. Redwing shivered
in his bonds as the vast arch of rogk shut out the gleam of the stars.
will be searched for,” went on Soames, ““but you will noi be

- —
the boat-hook against

[Ts le
found.™

footpad In broad daylight wes un-
Tikely, caeciatly in auch = blice; Bk
somehow, thera came into his
mind the recollection of the unknown
who had searched the cottage at Hawks-
cliff, and who had struck him down and
escaped. Smithy had believed that that
was not some chance tramp, but an
cnemny who had some purpose to serve.
If he was being followed now—-

But Redwing dismissed the thought.
Even if Smithy bad been righht. no
enemy could be near him now. No one
but hies father could have known that he
would be following that lonely path that
afternoon.

Bedwing quickened his a:a[pn a little,
however, In spite of himsell, a feeling
came over him that there was danger
on the lonely cliff. At all events, it
was cartain that someone was at band
who was intentionally keeping out of

niilgh.
a was now in the most solitary spot
on the clilfs, and, unless John Redwing
was cumin{niﬂn from Hawkscliff, there
was no hbelp for miles, f dangnr
threatened.

Suddenly there was & sound of scram-
bling footsteps on the rough ohalk

behind him, and Tom swung round and
faced back.

A man in s grey coabt and ecu-boots
had leaped out from the rocks, and was
on the path now, coming towards him
at & rums

Redwing fixed his eyes on the man.

The thick grey coat and the sea-boots
remundad him of Wharton's desoription
of the unknown at tha cottage. The
man's face was almeost completely
hidden by a thick brown beard and
moustache and a large pair of horn-
rimmed spectacles. So far as _he knew,
Tom had never seen the man before.

£E Emp l!!l

The voice was not loud, bubt very
gharp and clear. There was a [amiliar
ring in its tones to Redwing's sar.

Eﬁ-dwin had aiready stopped, and he
stood on his_guard, he man_lookedd
like a scafaring man, and certasinly not
like a [ocotpad. DBut that he intended
bostility Redwing knew now.

'fe‘.:i'l;mt do you want!” he asked

ul .

a A soft laugh came from under the
thick heard

“You, Tom Redwing!™
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“"You seem to know
my name,” said Tom.
"¥ou know me, il
you como to th“:” an-
swered the man in the
grey coat coolly.

Redwing  stared
him.,

“JI've never seen you before, that I
know of."

“And you did not expect the sea io
givo up its deed,” said the hearded
wan, in & tone of bitter derision. * You
have sailed the seas with me, Tom Red-
wing—the Bouth BHeas, my lad. But
there iz no time for talk now; we can

at

talk [ater. We have mucéh to speak
about.”

“Keop your distance, whoever- you
are,” spid Tom, between his teeth., “If

vou think I am alone here you are mis-
taken. My father is coming II!.D]]E this
path and may be here any nnnute.”

The bearded man laughed again.

i “'!E'ﬂur father is on the high seas, my

OF.

‘Ho has rotorned—-"

“He has not returned. It was I who
telephoned to your Form master at the
school this morning.”

Tom started.

“You!" he exclaimed.

“I!" sssented the man in the grey
roat.. " Do you understand now? Your
futher is on the high sdas, and from
what I have learned of his ship he will
not be home this side of Christmas.”

“¥You scoundrel " exclaimed Tom, his
cves flashing. " And why have you played
such & miserable trick on me®”

“To bring you alome on the cliff this
afternoon. But EII-DIJF}I. said, you nro
roming with me now.’

The bearded man came at tho school-
boy with a rush, Redwing, with set
teoth, ekruck out &t him.

The blow landed on the bearded face,
and for & moment the man staggered.
B3ut the next moment his grasp was on
tha junior, and they were struggling.
Redwing fﬁught fiercely ; but he was a
hay against a man, and he was hope-
lessly overmatched, sturdy as he was.

He went with a crash to the ground,
end & sinewy knee was planted on his
:l_‘]!_:est-, the bearded face glaring down at

11m.

From an inside g)mkat of the grey coat
tha man snatched a soft pad. It was
pressed on the schoolboy's face.

A sickly odour flled Bedwing's
nostrils, @ knew that it was chloro-
form, and he stryggled madly, But a
hand of iren held the pad thers, in
epite of his furious resistance. and his
sonses swam. The bearded face that
hent over Tom danced before his whirl-
ing vision. But even in those moments,
a3 his scnszes were fleeing, knowledge
came to him. In the struggle the thick
beard had been dragged aside—the horn-
rimmed spectacles had slipped from
their place. A hard, clear-cut, ‘smooth-
shaven face was partly revealed—only
partly. but Redwing knew it now.

“Hoames " he panted.

And then his senises Hed, and he knew
nothing more,

ANOTHER FEAST of FUN and
FICTION in this weel’s SPECIAL
EXLARGED CARISTMAS NUMBER

of the * GEM."”
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Waiting for Redwing !

3‘“‘.5;! you fellows——"

Bow-wow [ .
“Smithy's looking like a
demon!"”  chuckled Billy

Bunter, as he blinked into
Study No, 1 in the Remove.
“Quelchy gave him six."”
“Well,” he asked for it,"
rry. ]
“"The askfulnezs was terrilic,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Eiﬂgh.
“The catcemed ond ludicrous SBmithy cut
classes, and the ridiculous Quelch was
naturally infuriated.”
“Here he comes!” grinned Bunter.
There was & heavy tread in the

Remove passage, orbert Vernon-
Smith came ah:mF the stairs. Harry
Wharton & Co. glanced out of the cpen
doorway as he passad.

If the Bounder did not, as Bunter had
?ni,ld{, [lln-uk 1ik§_n lilemun, at ulldavanta, he
oOKed exceedin BAVAES AD0 ANFTY.

“Hallo, halln,ggallnl” oalled out ﬁob
Cherry.

“Coming into tea, old bean?" called
Harry Wharton.

The Bounder paused for a moment to
scowl into the study.

“No!” he answetad.

Then he tramped on. ]

“The lickidlness causes a terrific de-
terioration 1n  the manners of the

%#ae}?iad 8mithy,” remarked Hurree
ingh.

“"Ho, he, he!” came from Billy
Bunter. * Looks

as if he's getting read
for a merry Christmeas! Hﬂangﬁ pre 4

There was a loud slam along the
Remove passage. Bmithy had gone into
his studv. The closing of his door, with
o _tarrl.ﬁﬂ bang, apprised all whom it
might concern that the Bounder was in

& bad tamper.
“Sulky brute, vou know,” eaid
Bunter.

. "“You don’t want a gmm‘l?r
beast like that to teo, you fellows. I'll
come in, if you like.™

And, without waiting to  ascertain
whether the Famous Five liked, Billy
Bunter rolled in.

Frank Nugent picked up a cushion, ch

and drop it again,

“Last ﬂi of Eterm," ha remarked.
“It's the last time—let’s stand Bunter.”

*(h, really, Franky—"

“Only don't jaw," said Nugent.

;;Bamt! Paasﬂthu Enka !"d

ugent grinned, and passed the cake,

Bunter dufnnl: nesd an enthusiastic wal-
come to a tea-party; but he neaded a
good tea. Thers was a good tes, o
Bunter was satisfied.

“Any more cake!” he inguired, when
t‘!'ht:ht lf.;ut};m board was cleared.

[ P

* Anything in the cupboard 1"

* Nothing."

Bunter rose from the table.

“1 don’t call this much of & spread,”
he remacked. *“Maeasly, if you don't
mind my mentioning it. You fellows all
going off together to-morrow ™

“"The togetherfulness will bo terrifie,
my estoemod Buntar.™

“I've turned that fellow Redwing
*down,” said Bunter.

“I was thinking of taking him up for
Christmas. You know my kind an
generous nature. But I E!It that it
was nather too thick. A fellow has to
draw a line somewhera. As the matter
stands, I shall be fres for the vao after
all,?’ said Buntor. “TI've told Toddy 1
can't coma with him. His pater's a
sclicitor, you know—one of those stuffy
Bloomsbury houses—you can smoll the
Christmas goose cooking all over the

snid Bab

house. Ho, he, he! Not in my line!
1I've decided, after all, to stick to my
old pals. I wes afraid at first that I
couldn’t manago it, Wharton! Buot it's
all right, old fcllow, I'll come.”

Tho captain of the Removo made no
roply to that in words. He rose from
his chair, took Bﬂ‘]i)' Bunter's fat ear
between & finger and thumb, led him 1o
the door, twirled him out, and closed the
door after him.

“Beast !” camoe a howl through the
keyhole,

And Bunter departed, leaving his old
pals grinning.

There was no prep that evening, and
Il-'%Mt of the Remove gathered 1o the

ag. ‘

"“Redwing's not back,” Bob Cherry
remarked, *'He was to ba back ot lock-
up. But it's a jolly long way from

awkscliff.”

The Bounder came into the Rag later
and looked round, evidently in search of
his chum. Bmithy's face was still
clouded ; but it was not the licking from
Mr. Quelch that was worrying him. The
hardy Boundor had long ago recovered
from that.

““Hasn't Redwing come in, you men "
he asked. —

m,"

“Haven't
*ﬁ"hﬂ.l‘t-ﬂllp

The Bounder went to the window and
stared out into the quadrangle. A keen
wind from the sea stirred the leafless
branches of the elms, and wailed round
the old roofs and chimney-pots of
Greyfriars.

The Bounder was not in a happy
mood. He had parted from his chum
mn enger, and his angry unreasonsble-
ness: had clouded Tom's happiness that
day. As was usunlly the case, the
Bounder had repented of his irritable
petulance, and he was ready to mako
amends, 1n a rather sulky way, when
Redwing came in. Certainly he did not
want to part with Tom on bad terms
when the fellows left Greyiriars the next
day for the Christmas holidays. But
Redwing had not come, and the hour
was growing late. There was a sing-
song going on in the Rag, and the
eary noise irritated the Bounder,

. “Redwing's jolly late,” he said, join-
ing Harry Wharton by the fire,

“May be staying the night op =t
Haowkscliff,” said Harry. ¢ P

"Euelch told him to ﬁe back by lock:
up.

i Hi%ﬁ have telephoned.”

The Bounder uocﬁ:]ed4

“1 supposa that's
uaﬂil'}nm appened to

m
h ecould

BT answored

%@sib]e. Nothing
im, anyhow,"

t on eart have hap-
Funad?“ said Wharton, with & stare.
‘It's rather a rocky pnt}: over the cliffs,
but Redwing knows it like a book,” .
““There was that man rooting about
his glm::a last week—"

“*Heomae troamp.”

“I don’t belicve it was s tramp.”

runted the Bounder. “8till, I supposo

e's all right. Eapecially as his father's
home. I wish he' d come in, though.”

“Hce's all right,” said Harry. He looked
at the Bounder rather curiously. “You
haven't been ragging with Redwing.
have you, Bmithy "

“Oh, you've guessed that, have you”

“You look like it! Dash it all, you
might keep your temper on the dav
Tom's Inther comes home from scs, and
just before break-up for Christmas, too ™
said Wharton warmly.

“You take it for granted it was my
fault I" snecred Vernon-Bmith,

“I jolly woll know it wos!”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

d grunted Smithy.
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“Well, it was, if you want to know,"
he said, rather unexpectedly., “ It always
is, I suppose. But it was 1:ml{I a few
words, and Redwing never bears &
grudge, I wish he'd come in.”

But Tom Redwing did not come in.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Haunted Cave !

ey O REDWING opened his
ol 1] ayas,

Over his upturned face
stretched the dark winter
sky, gleaming here and
there with stars like poinis
of fire in the blackness.
The ecold wind of the sea was on his
lace. :

Heo stirred, and tried to rise. .

His head ached, there was o sickly
taste in his mouth. He remembered the
chloroform-ped and shuddered. He
could not rise. A strong cord was
Liound round his arms another round
his legs, and he lay helpless. He could
feel tﬁal’. he was in motion, and he was
not long in discovering that he lay in
the stern of & boat.

Ho struggled at last imto a half-
sitting position, leaning back in the
siern seat. He stared dizzily at the
;t][!.ll who sat at a pair of care, facing
iim.

It was the man in the thick beard, the
grey coat, and sea-boots. He was row-
g steadily, steering with the oars, and
the boat glided among great chalk
racks and ridges over which the sea
fonmed. Bevond the carsman rose a
mighty mass against the sky, blotting
aut the stars; and Tom knew. the
Shoulder, the great cliff familiar to his
eves since childhood

“Soames I he muttered.

He gazed slmost spellbound at the
1an.

The beard, he knew, was falsc.
Soamos dared not show himself in his
trua coloors in England, after those
wild and desperate days in the Bouth
Sean, when he had fought and striven
ta rb Redwing of his uncle's fortune.

But Redwing knew him now. )

His amazement was almost stunning,
to see before him, to know that it was
the sea-lawyer of the Pacific who had
attacked him and seized him. Even
now he could not penetrate the man's
motive, Revengeful Soames might be—
his defeat had been biiter and complete.
All his schemes had failed, and he had
fled a ruined man—as all believed, to
death in an open boat on the ccean.
Yet Soames was no man to devole tame
and energy to so futile a thing as ven-
geanco, ‘There was some other motive,
though Redwing could not guess what
it was,

“You've come to.” Soamcs' voice
was the quiet, smooth voic: Redwing
rememhbered from of old, when the man
had been Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith's
valet. “Keep quiet, my young friend.
There is no danger of anyone hearing
you if you call; but T fake no risks. At
the first ery I shall stun you with an
oar. That is o warning.

* Where arce you faking mef"

“Cannot you secl”

“There is no landing at the foot of
the Shoulder,” =aid Tom. “You will
dash the boat to pieces.”

“You know better, my baoy., I am
persuaded that you have heard of the
sea-cave there”

“The sea-cave?” repeated Tom.

“¥ou have not forgotten it,” smiled
Soames. It was from the talk of you
and your friends on Mr, Vernon-Smith's
racht, last year, that I first heard of it.
hcm 1 scarched for it and found ik
But I do not- doubt that it 13 better
known o you than to me.”

“The sca-cave!” sald Tom again.
“"Yes, I know it well, but I did not sup-
ggsa you knew—" Ha stared at

ames. “You have been hiding in the
gea-cave

“A safo headquarters in the winter,”
smiled Soames, still pulling steadily at
the ocars. “In the summer there may

be trippers, but in winter even the .

fishermen carefully aveid those rocks
and shoals,. I have been disturbed
there but once, and that was by some
chance.”

“Bunter !" said Tom,

23
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He knoew now.

“"That fat fool!” assented Soames
“"But after his experience in the
haunted cave, he iz not likely to come
there again, I think.”

o Itl WAS :,"ﬂll—'“

A little chalk rubbed on the face,
and o little phosphorus,” said Soames.
1 had all in readiness, to play up to
the legend of the haunted cave, if there
should be intrudecs.”

“Then Bunter was telling the truth !
muttered Tom.

“Ho was not believed " Seames
laughed. “I supposs not. . All tle
better ! It was as well for him that he

was a fool who could be frightened.
Otherwize, Buntor might have become a
host himself. He was in a more

angerous place than he knew. When I
rowad into the cave and found him
there—" Boames paused. “Ile was
not believed, you say !”

“No. He was found on tho beach,
and the fellow: believe that he fancied
the whole thing. I thought so. It was
you, I suppose. who took him in the
boat and left him on the beach ¥

“Quite, 'The fat fool had fainted,
and a touch of chloroform prolonged his
unconsciousness as long as was needed.
It might have been safer for me to sink
him in the =ea, but——" Soames
shrugged his shoulders.

The boat was gliding now into ihe
rugged rocks that half hid the opening
of the sca-cave. SBoames stood up, a
boat-hook in his hand, and fended off
from the chalk. The boat slid into the
passage that led up to the flooded cave,

Tom Redwing breathed hard,

“Why are you bringing mo
Soames?” he asked very quietly.

“You are my prisoner.”

“I know that. But why "

“¥ou should guess that."

Tom gave a start,

“It was vou in my [father's cottage
that day. It was you who struck me
dowp—~"

“Exactly, I found nothing there—
nothing but your father's papers, which
I took the liberty of glancing at,” said
Soames calmly. "I Eid not expect to

(Continued on next page.)
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find Black Potor’s trensure there—only
informstion that would help me to got
my hands on it. I learned a good deal.
Your arrival with your friends inter-
rupted me, Had come alome, you
would have scen the interior of the sea-
cave earlier, But with so many op the
qub—vh ®  He shrugged and did not
nish,

“You must be mad,” said Redwing,
in & low voice. “M- uncle’s fortuns
has been turned intc money. It is
safely banked. You can never hope to
tuuua it. Did you fanoy it wouid be
kept in the shape of pearls and jewels?”

‘No. I came o seck what I could
find,” answered Boames. “Had the
treasure still been n a form which I
could handle and seize. I should not
have troupled yon Redwing. It was
not, and =0 vou are necessary to my
plans. You defeated me; you brought
me to ruin — you and your friende.
You have no mercy to expect at my
hands.” ;

“Y ask for none,*” answered Tom dis:

] 18 here, and with
- ﬁnud fellowship. If this

1‘-.

¥
won B,

minutes, then.

which you have longed
for editing the

{uw:. some of my a

take in the

started your Christmas shopping,
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him in touch with youth, and where youth
-:ﬂﬂt friends envy me when 1 ralk
or [ claim to have the biggest bedy of chums in the world.
difference. Once a MacneT supporter, always a ] : .
only this morning I received quite a dozen letters from the ” old "uns "—tellows
who started to read the MAGNET twenty odd vears ago and are still reading it
regularly, That's the stuff to give 'em. Some of these “ old 'uns "’ have sons
of their own, and it's a case of " following in father’s foolsteps = for t
MAgcHET, too. There s proof, if any is needed of the quality an
consistency of the MacneT. Butto return to Christmas, A num T |
I gather that from the ﬁpr:-ml;we remarks

when toasts are being made put it down to the good wishes that
are :fuding through the ether from the heart

dainfully, “But you must be mad. It
will soon be found out thet the tele-
phone message was & trick. I shall be
searched for—"

"At Hawkschil,” said Boames.
“Your friend walked with you half-
way. The search will not begin nearér
than that. Five miles from here, my
young friend. Who will suppose that
vou were rowed five miles on the sea on

a December night 7%
wing's heart sank

It was true enough. Who among his
friends was likely to imagine for one
moment that he was hidden in the sea-
cave on the edge of P_egge Bay? The
search for him, when it began, would
lie somewhere near Pegg.

“ But—" he =said,

Soames drove » boathook against =
rock, and the boat ghided into the deep
gloom of the sea-cave. Overhead, the
vast arch of rock shut out the gleam of
the stars.

Redwing shivered,

¥

Five Minutes with *

Your Editor!

young Dicky Nugent would say, for the spirit of Christmas §
ristmas all faces radiate ha \

iness and

articular number of the MAcNET has 5

r.lpccl to I:E:t_p the ball rolling "—and 1 somehow think that it &
has—then the time | and others have given to it has be¢n well spent. &
Talking of tme, you won't think me mean for labelling this Chat £

* Five Minutes with your Editor,” will you ?
This corner is the place where we can drop business and talk together
like the good pals we are. But brevity in speeches is always a
remember, otherwise the audience s inclined to get restive and
Mow, for a kick-off, 1 wish you good chums the Happiest of
Happy Christmases. You're all going to have a good time during the greatest
month the year provides. There are fathers and mothers, aunts and uncles all
dyimg to buy you presents ; to take you out ; to lavish on you those thin
1 most during the year.
m this direction, for Chﬁalmu:s and its attendant :gentmﬁtjr has come to stni.
And I shall be in the thick of 1t just as much as any of you. old,
and I've no grey hairs—and I can still leap a five-bar gate with the best of 'em, §
AGNET and its companion papers keeps a chap young ; it keeps

But, of course, you

ﬁd thing fo #

red. Five

\ . for
Time will never see a change

Nn, ['m not o
13 there i3 no greater happiness,
to them about you fellows,

Age makes no
MacNET supperter. Why, &

r Df you }I&?E

ou have made about the " Holiday,” ™ Hobby, and ature " Annuals— %
ooks which you have either haug t for yourselves or for your cousins and =
sals. Those of you who haven't decided on the present your best pal would X
ﬁke should find no further difficulty once you see these Annuals. 4
But let’s talk now of Christmas puddings and mincz-pies, Have you done B
our bit in the kitchen ? Have you stoned the raisins, scraped the almonds #
and eaten a whack of 'em); hage you helped to stir the pudding ? e
ESt Bravo! And are you sll ready to sample the famous i B
pudding on the great day ? Once more—louder this time—YES | L L
£0 am -~

Let's look forward, then, to the ¥ twenty-hlth,” and on the great

day let us feast and make merry. And if your ears should burn {’J

of that absent friend of yours who signs s P
-It-“mWH ﬂ '_‘.;‘. .l. ;
YOUR EDITOR. o )
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_cold, dispassionate
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“You will bo scarchea for, but you
will mot be found.” Boames was in-
visible now in the gloom, and his voice
came ecrily from the doarkness  “It
will be supposed that you fell from the
cliffs, probably—on such & path such
accidents must hav- happened before
now. For days .I have n watching
your cabin at Hawkscliff, thinking that
you might come there alone; but you
did not come. I could leave it no
longer. I am awars that your school
breaks up for Christmas to-morrow. As
your father kas not returned, you would
no doubt have gone away with your
friends, T guessed as much, st all
events, No doubt with Vernon-8mith.”

“Very likely,” said Tom.

Hoames laughed.-

"1 have been in the house of Mr.
Vernon-8mith, es his valet,” he said.

It is & crowded mansion. It would
have been bard to carry out my plans
there. Bui that message on the tele-
phone was a sitaple trick, and I had no
doubt that it would he suceessful. Iu-
deed, it is probable that you will not
o searched for at all—as they believe
that JI'-CI'I_I. are with your father, and the
school breaks up for “ha hniida_ﬁ to-
morrow. What more natural than to
suppose that you have stayed at home,
mstead of returning to Greyiriers for
the last day ¢

The boat jarred on the soft sand.

All was blackness 1n the cave. Red-
wing could see bardly an inch from his
face.

“Btep out,”

Redwing felt the cord about his feet
locsened. Hiz legs were free, and he
stumbled to his feet. A strong hand
grasped his shoulder and guided him,
and he stcpped out ot the boat

“8Btand there! I warn you not to
move about with your hands tied. The
place is full of pitfalls, and you may
E&ﬂ-li? break & limb. or vour neck.”

[ {5 kﬂﬂw;”.

Tom stood still.

He heard tho unseen man dragging
the boat out of the water. high up on
the sand that made a flosr of the vast
CAYVE.

Then the hand fell upon his shoulder
ngain,

ircﬂmﬂlﬂ

Tom set his teoth

“Then you intend to kecp me horal”

“That ia & foolish gquestion. You
that T have brought you
hera for a jest.™

“Until wheni"

“Until the fortun

_ of your uncles,
Black Peter, iz in my

hands !¥ came the
voice from the
darkness.

“That 18 impossibie—yon must know
it is im ible I

“In that casze, am mr_rl*.r for you,”
said Soames, “for yvou will never eee
the light of day again. and there will
be one mare ghost to haunt the haunted
eave. But enourh of words. Come!l”

Tem Redwmg was led away into the
darkness, stumbling on the thick sand
and rugged chalk The deep murmur
of the gea died awar behind him, and
as it faded into silence, it scemed to
Tom that hope faded witk it. In the
hands of a relentless enemy, hidden
from the light of dav and all human
oyes in the depths of the sea-washed
cave, it was a black Christmastide thet
lay before Tom Redwing

TH: END

(Fou'lt find heaps of thrills in "THE
CLUE OF THE CORAL ENIFE ! next
week's magnificent slory of the Chums
of Greyfriars. Order early, boys.)
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The Ghost of Ghosts!

HIEF of all the varied ghosts that walk on Christmas

1 Eve is Father Christmes himeelf. He iz the ghost

of good Bt. Nicholas who, in hix time, was a real

fesh.and-blood man. But that time is auch a long

}1;113' back in the past that most mﬁiﬂﬂ have num};]abﬁly

orgotten he ever existed, and probably very few lellows
Indeed connect him in any way with Santa Claus,

Bt. Nicholas setually originated Father Christmas, otherwise
Aanta Claus; or rother he is the foundation for the good old-
fashioned custom of presents being distributed in utmost sscrecy
in the dead of night om Christmoas Eve by a jolly-looking old
fellow with rod face, ﬂq}wilﬁ soarlet robes and—most important,
this—a sack bulging with all manner of good things.

This jolly old chap is known all over the world, and his part
in duly taken on Christmas Eve by many thousands of people
in every European couniry and most places whers ligh-

ing folk are living—in whatever remote corner of the world
st may be.

But w}:a havan't looked yot into the ways and person of that

d 8t. Nicholas we mentioned just now. When he died, in
the year 326, they made him a saint, and he becamo the patron
saint of Russia~~where all his Father Christmeas tricks had been
performed.

St. Nicholas' Day!

The lepends that have acoumulated about him are very
uimercus. They all demonstrate most foroibly how benevolent
he wes and how jolly good-potured, snd those who had cause
{o congratulate themselves on having met him—and shared
in the good thinge which it was his custom to distribute to the
tﬁaﬂdr;m just the same way ss Father Christmas * doss his
é}iok’ these days—were determined hiz memory should never

a8 out.

fio each December Gth they kept l.I.]IIJ- hig festival. Tho custom
of making 8t. Nicholas' Day a big celebration ﬁ&dmlly aspread,
and as gtories end legends Logan to cluster thickly about his
memory 80 rumour of him travellad all
over the world.

Hig festival survivea now in the
Sauta Claus of Christmes, the date
g’ginnlly allotted to bis own particular

abrations having mostly become ab-.
sorbed in the great, wnrhf-wi.da holiday
* Emd, his day—December 6th

i1 | = L0 T

—was in oocient imes celebrated
solemnly at Eton and other big public
schoola, wuntil his memery became
nbaorbed in his " ghost ""—our vory own
Father Christmas who, despite flowing
robes, curly-toed smowshoes and onor-
mous gack, haa never yot encountered
a" chimney go small that he couldn’t gat
down it !

Otherwise in Other Lands !

A further miraclo of his appearnnce
iz that the snowy-white wool which
borders his robes mever seema to be-
come goiled, no matter how sooty the
chimney he clambera down en routs to
the stockings hung uwp on Christmas
Eva!

But that is the Britisher's conception
of Falther Christinas. They picture him
otherwiso in other lands, " In Germany,
the * ghost " of good 5t. Micholas haos

Truth about
father

it P9

Tho quntlan whe I8 nearly as old as
Methuselah.

Christin

How many of you fellows know how

““ Father Christmas’ ecame inio

being 7 Stump d7? Well, the accom-

panying article will enlighten you—

and then you can try the guestion
on your pals.

to be, in appearance and costume, the coun of & bishop
who gives out good things not by atealth in the dead o’ night,
but with great ceremony to the assembled family. Moreover,
hw ig said to have up lia slesve dire penalties to the bad 'uns
at Christmas. .

He is known as Bonhomme. Noel in France, and he goes his
midnight rounds sccompanied by a little old, weazened-igced
fellow who instead of having his features wrinkled with hearty
emiles, frowns most forbiddingly. This is La Pere Fouettard,
or Father Whupmﬂ

His name ing his errand plainly enough. He haan't a
toy-bulgi but carries instead on his shoulder & wicker
basket p:i}.gkod with birch rads. One of the latter he leaves by
the gids of the wooden sabots—shoes—of each French youngster
whoss conduot since the previous Christmes has rather left
something o be desired.

Hriss Hringle—Alias Santa Claus!

In France they don't hang up stockings on Christmas Eve,
but put their woodsn shoes in front of thos hearth, whero
Bonhomme Noel is certain to trip over them aa he emerges from
the chimney—thus having his attention called to their empti-
ness in No UNCOrtAin way.

But whatever name he is known by, Christmas would never be
Christmas without & visit from him.

In America he iz seldom referred to otherwisa than as Santa
Claus, which is o form of the old Dutoch nams Sankt Blaus ur
Sankt Nilkolas—as the early Dutch settlers in New York knew
him. The Dutch were the first to hang up their stockings on
tha eve of the Banta Claus holiday, and they prayed to him a3
& tector i robbers,

o Dutch Santa Cleus is now called Kries Kringle, and
whether the Duteh are in America or Holland they * koop him
up "' as merrily as wo do.

In the Bacon Tub!

Rather peculiar, all this, sesing that 8t Nicholas is reslly
the patron saint of Rusaia. There thoy will tell you that the
real fleeh-and-blood Nicholas used to slip
gold through the koyholes and beneath the
doors of deserving people, snd that one of
his first acts, on. inheriting three bars of
gold from his father, was to give the lot
oway to a man who whs broke and down
on his luck.

Hoe went a funny way ahout it, for ho
alipped one of the through the man'a
open window oach night, for three nighta,
in fear that people should find out how
benevolent he was,

He is also said to be the patron saint of
pawnbrokers, because of tha throe bags of
gold (transferred to three gold balls) which
o gove to the daughters of & poor man on
the eve of their wedding. Hoe 1a the patron
enint of boye, alee, for legend has it that
he oneo * put together ** three youngsters
who had n cut nEannd pickled in &
salting-fub for use as bacon | .

His supposed remaing are buried in tho
church of San Nicola, in 1taly, and every
vear thousands of pilgrime from fer and
wide visit his tomb. Apparently wo have
niuch to thank him for, not the least bed
the start he gave to the embodiment of &
that is happy and generous at Christmas.

8o jolly good luck to his ghost—merry

d Father Christmas !

ol Tae MaexeT LipraryY.-—No. 1,087,
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Like an arrow opm a pow Roger leaped forward, belaying pin In hana, Crash. The peaymg pin crashed on the
skull ot the .oremost piratg, and he dropped in a buddled heap to the deck,

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

Spurred on by the sal ol the sea and lates of
irégpire on the Spanish Main, young Roger
Bartlett sets out for the seaport 3{ otheringham.
He is nearing hiz destination when he overhears
e pirales named Abednigs One-Eye and Slim
ng the deaih of the cuoner of a nearby house,
gpite Roger's warning, the man w j‘amig

wounded tn the fipht sith the scoundrelé, @
i his lasl moments, hands over o the Jad a
sealed pockel, cha him to take it lo a mon
Enown s * The Cheralier.” The packe! condaing
the chart of an island on which a greal Ireasure
fjes Werled, and it is soon eviden! thal One-Fye
and Skim wtll siop ot nothing to Eﬂ‘ hold of .
The schooner Celestine on er and the
Cherglier gt #ai for the Spanish Main 18

attacked by the pirateg” hargue, the Swor N
the lwo compader are laken prisoners. filed in
fits gearch for the chanl, whick Roger kas hidden,

One-Eye sends the Uhevatier to his doom

making him walk the plank. Later Roger
ﬂmﬁm hidden in the hold of the ship by Jem,
& powder-boy on the pirale craft.  Shortly arter-
eoards the fwo shipe arrive of the pirale Aead-
uarters on the island o) Capecos, and Roger over-
enrs Slim and anol riflan named Gomer
stting Lo fire the pooder mayazine o' the Sword-
itl;, ‘The lod af once retrieves the ireasure chart
frome fts hiding-place, dnd, seging emoke (ssuing
from the hold o) the ship, shouls g warmng o

Jem.  Next moment Royer 15 seen by one of the
irafer, * Come qwirk *" yelle the man,
o him 'Y Now el an

The End of the “Swordfsh!"
Bl vurly prrawe wsped [or-
ward and dropped on
Roger whe went reell
to the deck But the la
wriggled like an eel and
-prang quickly to his feat.
18 attacker was pot to be
put off so easilv however and he
rushed forward agsin. Roger dodged
Tue Magwer Ligsasy.—No. 1,087.

ki nimbly, but he was forced to re-
treat across the deck.

The piratea whipped out a carved
dag%gr and advanoed warily.

“¥ield ye, or by the bones o’ Black-
beard Pll rip ye crosswise!™ he hissed,
“"Come, boy, you cannot escape !™

From the fo'c's'le of the barque eame
the remainder of the pirates, sireaming
out on deck in responso to the first one’s
crica. Roger, realising what was about
to happen, retreated across the deck,
secking vainly for a way of escape. He
stumbled and would have fallen, for he
coutld not sce whero he was going. It
was, however, against the foremast that
ho had struck, and as he realised this
his hand went out quickly to the raock
of belaying pine on the mast.

A quick wrench of his wrist, and he
had drawn out a pin from the rack.
Then, like an arrow from.a bow, hes
shot forward, the belaying pin brand-
ished high in the air. The ruffian caw
him coming, but so swiftly had Roger
acted, that the scoundrel could not
avoid him. The belaying pin crashed
on the pirate’s skull, and as he dropped
in a huddled heap to the deck, Roger
made a dart for the bulwarks.

Ha had slmost gained them when
what he had feared happened.

Came a blind: flash of flame, a
thunderous roar that scemed to burst
the eardrums! The train laid by
Gomez had reached its objective.
Inferno broke lcose, and Roger falt as
though a giant hnn& had stretched out,
picked him uwp, and sent him flying

through the air |

Then he struck the waters and they
closed over him! Instinct prompted
Roger to strike out, for, nfter that first
sickening explosion, the cool waters of
the lagoon had somewhat restored him,
His head broke water, and he had a
fleeting glimpse of a mighty sheet of
flame that leaped bhenvenward. The
next second a pall of thick, black smoke
descended over everything. blotting out
his wision.

The Swordfish had gone|

As the a"“n of smoke wreathed and
was parted by some faint passing breezo,
an awesome sight met or'a gaze. All
the for'ard part of the Swordfish had
been blown completely away, und even
a3 he watched, ‘ha saw the craft sinlk
beneath tho waves.

What had hn.?pened to those aboard?
Roger could only guess at thatl Soms,
perhaps, had been aas lucky as be was,
and had been hurled clear of the
doomed vessel, But the majority muat
hoave gone down with her

Shaken considerably, Roger realised
nnh;- too clearly that a way of escape
had been miraculously opened to him,
Ho could seo the tempting shores of the
lagoon in the distance, and he struck
out wigorously for them.

It was & long and tiring swim before
hia feet struck the fine, hard sand, and
ha scrambled out on to tho beach.
Thers he paused for a moment to sur-
fa.}‘ the scene of disaster.

he Swordfish was gone—but the
schooner Celeatine still floated eerencly
upon the waters of the lagoon, and he
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could see, half-obscured by the drilu
ing stoke, a bont being rowed rapidly
towards her, J

Slim, then, and bhis [ellow-plottor
Gomez, hod escaped! How many of the

iratas had gona to their doom Roger

new not; but the number must have
beerr considernble. Slim, however, and
his rascally confederate Gomes, were
still alive, and did they but know that
Roger ssed the chart that meant
overything, the youngster's life would
not worth o moment's pur ]

Roger turned and thrust his way into
the undergrowth, deternpined to place
#8 much space ne poasible between him-
selIE and t}:ma_ irnpamth ugh the und

t waos golng threo 8 under-
rowth, for the creepers caught at his
eet ond sought to trip him up. Bug
ha forced his wag. through, determined
rather to foce the perils of the forest
than fall sgain into the hands of the
?iratﬂ:. Luck guided the youngster's
coteteps, and after e little time he
could hear the plashing of [alling
water: He emerged into a small clear-
ing, and saw there a tinkling cascade
of erystal clear wator. .

Thmwinﬁo himself down on his
stomach, Roger laved his face in the
water snd drank deep of it. Then he
raieed himself to a sitting position and
gezed mround. The clearing was amall,
and several palms raised their heads
high into the air. Great clusters of
coconuts were on the palms, and Roger
was glad of this, for it meant that he
would not starve. He had food and
water, and was safe for the time being,
anyway.

he rays of the ﬁn:ly
into the clearing an
from Roger's olothes, Quigkg he
stripped himsalf and laid out his clothes
to dry in the sun. The package of
papers which he had thrust into hir
shirt was sodden with the salt water
and ho extrocted the papers from the

kage and opened them carefull;
I[:!;'fgi'lig: thom, too, to dey in the sun
One was the chart—a crudely-drawn
sketch—the other two papers were
lattare, one written in a fine mhnlarll‘
hamd, the other a scrawl such as a hsli
educated scaman might write,

Having done this, Roger weited with
what patience he could muster for his
clothes to dry. They did not take long
80 strong were the rays of the sun, n.nci
somn Rogor was clad again in dry
things. hen he turned his attention
to the papars. First he regarded the
chart, which was crudely drawnm on
papet that was much stained by sen-
water, and mightily torn and tattered.

#'Tig usoless without the latitude and
longitude,” he muttered. “Perhaps
that is given in the letters.”

Roger took up the first letter—the onc
written in a scholarly hand—and read
the inseription thereom.

“To the Chevalier de Monterey from
Sir Richard Greatorex. Greseting!—
To you fﬂﬂd friend, 1 bequeath the
cnclosed chart, trusting in you to roscue
mine only son from the power of the
scoundrels who wrenched him from me
Yo have heard how, ten years a%ﬁ
during my vayage from the Indies, the
vessol which brought me was assailed
by pirates, and mine son was taken from
wo, while T myself was marooned upon
eome reef, the position of which I know
nok. 'Ye know, too, that 1 had given
up. my son for dead, and when, after
great :sufforing, I was rescued by o
paaplngl-.'ﬁuei, i returned home, mourn
ing his :

Ei had belisved my son to be dead
unti] the receipt of enclosed letter

sun poured down
sent steam rising

‘now, good

angl 10 coary,  prous the letier yuw will
learn that he was saved from death by
the intervention of an <ld Irish seaman
who saved him, only to lose him again
later. Tho sailor has given here the
whereabouts of the treasure hidden by
the pirates who stolec my son, and the
greater portion of the treasure is that
which was wrested from me, and which
rightly belongs to my son, whe, I fear,
shell ne'er see agsain.

"“The chart .fi“’“ peither latitude nor
longitude. hat, as you will learn
from - the accompanying letter, was
scratched upon the back of a locket
w hung. around my child's neck.
Have yoe the child, monsieur, and the
thanks of one who feels death slowl
creeping. upon him wji’H ba yours. An

frien
The writing ceased abruptly, and
E or temembered how the man he

seen writing this very letter had

sprang to his feet when he had inter
rup him. He folded the letter u
and plated it back in the packoge wit
the chart. Then he bent n to pick

up the other letter. But, even as he
did 80, a passing breeze picked up the
missive and sent it whirling awsy into
the surrounding under .

: tl:t.clniar made a anatcf at it—hbut too
ate

For ti:an 3; it “:t?: tlmmdt Ii’nhhih
Rrasp undergrowih parted slight
end a hand.stretched forth, aun::ﬁngr;r
from nowhere.

The next moment the letter had been
grasped in the hand, which immediately
vanished again through the wunder-
growth, leaving Roger eatounded at this
sudden calamity.

How Roger and the Chevalier were
Forestialled.

JGER was on his feet in &
Hazh, and had thrust aside
the: undergrowth, deter-
nined, if need he, to fight
to the death rather than
allow the letter to fall into
the hands of the pirates. But

4 iuruive surprise was in store for him,

for with a vrustling of twiga and

branches & figure advanced into the
u]e#rmgu—t figure wrapped in & long.
black cloak. But the hood of the cloa
was thrown back from the face of the
newcomer, and Hoger gave .8 gasp of
smazement as he saw the clearcut
features of one he knew so well.

“The Chevalier " he eried glecfully.

“Ay Tad Ttie The Chevalier

Luvew asiue ks viokk, advanced towards
Roger and grip him by the hand,
“And right glad I am to sce yo alive
snd well, Roger lad, for I made no
doubt that ye had been blown sky-high
together wi' Une-Eye's rats.”

“ But—but how cgma yo here, and
alive i gasped the lad. “Did 1 not see
yo wi' mine own eyes plunge to the
sharks? Did I not hear ye scream as
their teeth bit deep into ye 1™

“¥Ye beard me scream, lad, "tis true,
was the Chevalier's reply. “'T'wac not
from pain, though. ould ha' been
& pity to rob One-Eye o' his short-lived
triumph. Besides, "twere better that he
should not know that I had not gone
to my doom.,”

“How then were ye saved 1”

“I had scen to it, lad, that s rope
trailed i" th" water astern o th’
barque,” said the Chﬂrnliﬁi;, “1 had
been incarcerated i' s flthy hole aft,

‘wi' a port that opencd o'er the stern.

‘There wore ropes 1' th' place, and ono
o' them I threw overboard, first making
ohe end fast. When I did walk the
plank I screamed to let One-Eye think
that the sharks had got me; but I swam

snd caught hold o' th’ rope and pulled

mysell back aboard. These many davs
ha' I lurked sboard the barque until
the explosion sent me i:;!unging-_ into the
water, and [ swam ashore here.”

: " Thﬂ.i_g;ﬂ ‘twas P?;:]u I:rhu :avﬁdH 1;13
rom Lop-Ear|"” gas oger,

I but known it ri:ht lad would 1 ha'
been. And “twaos ]1::-. who led the pirates
to  thinking the Swordfish was
haunted 1"

" Ay, la{:s:' tor constantly was I being

thscoverad g the scum, and had to run
them through lest they gave the alarm.
Methinks the doom

eﬁ' met was less
than they deserved. ut come, lad,
let’s think out now what wo must do.
Ye ha' read o' what the quest is that
liea before us?"

“1 ha' but read the letter o' Bir
Richard Greatorex,”™ replied Roger.

“'Tis enough,” was the Chevalier’s
answer, “ This letter from the Irish-
man tells how the pirates’ craft was

Ejlaﬂ upon the rotks, o' how Black-
ard, the pirate, Luried his treasure,
and put to death those of his crew who

knew o' its hiding-place. He would ha’
put the child sud Irishman to death
too had the latter not escaped him and
ta'en the child wi' him.”

“They parted in S8ante Domingo, the
Irishman being pressed aboard another
Flrl.ie craft. but 'ere he was ta'en he
vaf crrntatind tha lajitinde and loneitudo

The chart which talls of tha hidden trecaurs,



o' the island on the back © & loCKet
hung around tho child's neck, First,
Ltoger lad, must we find that child, .for
that is our qluest. The treasure must
wait. Now, lad, that ye know all, an
yo know, too, what enemigs we must
oukwit—for One-Eye snd 8lim will put
tho boy to death omce they ha' the
lockot—are ye willing to carry on wi
readily

th est 1"
R L" Roger
uickly.

“Right
answered ]

“Then, lad, thore 18 no time to be
lost,” esaid the Chevalier. “One-Eye
still lives, for 1 saw bim swimming i’
th' lagoon. Slim, too, and bia hench-
man the dago, ha' gained the Celestine.
We ha' atilfol:hu pirates to outwit, lad,
though thanks to Blim there are but
half o' them now to face, Come, lad
give me tho papers-that ye ha' gunrdeci
g0 woll, for we he' much to do.”

“What is your plan, monsieur?”
Ropor asked, as he made the papers
into a packet and handed them to the
Chevalier. )

“"Wa must seizo the Celestine,” the
Chevalier said * Alone and single-
handed, lad, if needs be. I know -this
isle, and down by the lagoon is a hut
which has oft been used na 1hea.dqua.rt-aris
of these sea wolves. 'Tia like that One-
Eye and Slim will go there, so we must
take the sameo direction, aad watch for
the opportunity we need.”

Naught was to be gained by delay,
and stealthily the Chevalier and Roger
began to thrust their way through the
undergrowth, making in.the direction of
the beach of the rﬁgmm The little
stream which ran from the foot of the
cascade took & turn and wendered down
to- the shore. Following this enabled
them—the two comrades—to procoed
mere easily than would have been the
caea had they been forced to make their
way through the forest. The Chovalier
went first, with Roger hard on his
heels, )

Presently the Chevalicr halted, and
caught Roger by the arm.

“Laok, lad!” ha eaid, pushing aside
s curtein of undergrowth. * There ba
the headquarters of the pirates, an’ if
T'm not mistaken thero bo aleo the rats
—Hlim and One-Eye.”

In a clearing that ran down to the
shimmering, silver sands of the lagoon
siood & log hut, a trickle of smoke from
the roof. Towards this two fGgures wore
meking thkir way, and it needed no
second glance to tell Roger that the
were lim and One-Eve Daotte
around the elosring were little groups
of pirates, and several fires had been
kindled. ©Onpe Eye and 8lim had lost
no time in getting their men ashore,
and thoso who had been lucky enough
to escape the explosion of the Bwordfish
were now making themselves as com-
fortable as circumstances would permit,

The hut lay hard by the encroachin
foresh, and the Chevalier waited untﬁ
(ne-Eye and Slim had disappeared in-
side the hut.

The sun by this time had set, and the

am
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4nore, Lropla

: twilight
threatening ‘to givé place to the dark-
ness _of ht. -

“Fatamgas plnged into our hands,

wus already

lad,"” said tho Chevalier. “There can
be but few men left aboard tha Celes.
ting, and methinks [ can bazard a
guess why.. ¥e know that Blim would
thwart One-Eya, an’ he could, and sink
me if 1 believe not that One-Eye would
play the some geme. They mistrus
- othier, lad, and are feared to le

each other out o' their sight  sboard
the schooner lest ome o' them alips out
o' the lagoon wi’ the vessel™

“An' what would ye that wa do, mon-
sieur,” asked £ -

“Mark ye, night is already falling.
The watch aboard the schooner will not
be groat, therefore why should we not
epize & boat, row out to the schooner
and csptura her? Then, by diit o
arms must we force the scoundrels
asboard her to do our biddi They
are but scurvy rats, an’ would like as
not accept service under us when they
are faced wi' cold steal.™

Rnﬁe_r took & deep breath. This was
some that appealed him,
"Twaould %-e no easy task, he kaew, to
seize the schoomer and get her out of
the lagoon, but should the attempt
prove successful they would have &
mighty mi*.rantu%a of e pirates.
Briefly the Choevalier’s plan meant that
they must maroon One-Eye, 8fim, and
the majority of the pirates. The
Celestine then would be in the hands of
her rightful captain, the Chevalier, and
they could continue on their quest.

“71 am wi' ya, monsieur,” answered
Royer. )

“Good! I knew yo would not fail
me, lad." o

ii&hu wars already twinkling aboard

the Celestine, and derkness was falling
fast. Worming their way down to-
wards the beach, takinpg overy advan-

tage of the cover afforded by the under.
growth, the Chevalier and Roger pro-
ressed, They could hear the rowdy
uts of the pirates as they encamped

around tha Sfres, could hear their
raucous v&:im I‘ﬂ-iﬂﬁfi in Iibgft'dd“}nk;ﬁ
BONES AN varrellings. ad o1 t
chnﬂ:a of I:!il'.*.1'1::1'«.‘_:.'!1il‘n:m%rﬁ: their legs the
pirates were taking full advantage of
the opportunity pow given them to
drink and make merry. Their boats
hauled up "on the were un
attended, and it was an easy matter
for Ro snd the Chevalier to soize
s boat, launch it upon the waters.of the
lagoon, and mlently teke their scats In
the thwarts.

Then, bending to the cars they pullpd
strongly, making for the black outline
of the Celestine.

Too engrossed in their task were they
to note that snother boat with several
hands to the oars had forestalled them,
and was even now approaching the
Celestine. But ps they neared the
schooner they saw that all was not well.
Those aboard the schooner had leaped
into activity. There came the creak of
yards and ropes as the shadowy black-
nesses of the sails sprang into being,
and they heard the rattle of the cable
in thuﬂim.wau, Lighta fickered, and
men rah rapidly along the deck of the
i aer. .

Roger whecled to the Chevalier, a
look of inquiry upon his face.

“The schooner is sectting esil, mon-
giour,” ho gasped. “ What means this?”

“It means that we ha' been fore-
gtalled, lad,” was the grim reply.
“ BElther One-Eye or 8lim has sought to
play the same trick upon his tellow-
rogue, and has succeeded. Our only

means of escape has been taken fram

us, and wo, too, are likely to
marooned hera wi' the rest of the
scum, ™

Thrown to the Shurks !

e o B a moment thero was
- M silence in the boat, the

il
v | Chevalier _sitting ' with
ih : sterm, set face guaing im
‘Ji' | the difection of the
o et 1 schooner, and Roger keep-
m'ai' his eyes fixed upon the
countenance of hia companion, and

waiting for whatever instructions tho
Ehﬁ?ﬂ]awr might offer.

“Ta there naught we can do, mon-
sleur?” he asked eventually.

“Ay, lad!” With a sudden move the
Chevalier took wup his oars again
“There is one thing—yet so slight i3 the
chance of success that it seems well
nigh madnets to try it. But we are
in & cléft stick, lad, and aught is better
than _being left here on th® island. If
the Celestine sails without us we are
beaten. Therefore, bend on your oars,
lad, and be ye ready for the fray.”

Roger lost no time in turning his
sttention to his oars once more, but as
they rowed for the Celestine won-
dered what new scheme had come ino
the ready brain of the Chevalier. It
was not, however, until the boat slipped
silently into che shadow cast by the
schooner that the Chevalicr, in guarded
tones, told Roger of his plan.

“'Tia certain that one o' th' scoun-
drels has stolen a march upon the
other,” he said. “ Wby should not the
same idea ha’ come to both of them?
List ye, lad! If we clamber aboard,
making great noise when we jump on
th' deck, might they not think that we
are more than two? Might they not
imagine that we are but the fore.
runners o' othera?”

“Ye mean that we two must cn-

deavour to capture the schooner?"
gasped Roger.
"?"i"tlia our  only lad,"” was the

hope,
Chevalier's reply. ”E are not armed,
but I ha’ my rapier. Count on me, lad
to pink the first o' the rats that wouldg
seek to binder us. Buatch yo the first
weapon that comes to your hand and

stand by me. ‘Tis a mighty poor
chance we ha', lad, but aught 23 better
thar to be marooned here wi' the rest
o' the scum. Ye are not afeared”

“ Nay, monsfeur,” answered Roger.
“1 atand by ye™ .

“Then come! Bee, a rope trails i’
the water yonder. Follow hard bohind
ma ™

The words were bardly out of the
Chevalier’s lips before he had seized
a rope which dangled over the side of
the schooner. Then, nimble a3 any ape,
he began to scale the ship's side, with
Roger hard behind him.
o sooner had the Chevalier reached
the bulwarks than he drew his rapier

from beneath his black cleak, and
leaped lightly down to the deck.
Rogar reached the top of the bulwarks

at that instant—just in time to sece
saree swarthy-faced ruffians, disturbed
biy the noise, swing around from =
cleat where they bad been making fast
& rope.

“Have at ya, scum!” roared the
Chevalier. “Take ye the faie yo de-
serve for leaving ¥your comrades
behind 1"

There was a clank of stec]l as one
man made & vain endeavour bo whip
out his cutless and bring it into play.

(Continued on page 3.}
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Hardl

had he drawn it from its secab-
bard than the Chevalier was upon him.
A seream came fromn the man’s lips es
the lightning-liko rapicr of the Cheva-

lier cut in under his pinked
him., The cutlass with =
clatter to the deck, and the next instant
Roger had darted forward and seized
t

Sropped

IL.

The Chevalier sand Roger then Aung
themselves upon the remasining men
who, taken aback by this unexpected
attack, turned and ran. Tt was indeed
a despsrate venture upon which Rnger
and the Chevalier had embarked, bub
ita vary audacity was in their favour.
Az the Chevalier had surmised, the

pirates concluded that the fwo of them

“*So you would pit your
ptg.ﬁ' sirength against me,
H %ﬁ' j’ﬁ,ﬂ whelp 'i::};nrieﬂ

ne-Eye flercely. 0 ye,
then, to the sharks!"™
The next momeént Roger
was gripped in the mighty
arms of One-Eye and sent
buriling over the bulwarks
o! the schooner. (See

page 31.)

wera but the forerunners of tho band
of men who had been left behind on
the shores of the lagoon, for it was too
dark to recognise the facce of the
attackars.

Another thing ecounted in their
favour, too, as they were to discover
later. It was One-Eye who had
attempted to steal & march upon 8lim,
and he had laid his plans well. Ha had
left eboard the schooner only sufficient
men to work her out of the ﬁl aon and
away to sea. Then, having ﬁed 8lim
with rum until that scoundrel was in a
semi-conscions state, he had slipped
away with three rowers and bunrdncl} the
schoaner,

To make abzolulely sure that the

men he had left aboard the schooner
would not dare to revolt against him,
One-Eye had locked away most of the
arms in the stern cobin, This, intended
to save Lim against mutiny on the part
of the crew, was to prove his undoing,
for the pirates were nearly all unarmed.

- e

T
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“Make for the
poop, lad ! shoutad
tho Chevalier; and
Rogcr, beating off
the attack of one
man, who came at
him with a belaying

pin, sprang back-
wards to the ladder
which led to the

poop.

The sails of the Celestine had al-
ready been hoisted, 2nd the wind was
catching them and bellying them out.
The anchor had been weighed, and the
schooner was gathering way and hcad-
ing straight for the barriec-rect which
guarded the lagoon.

As Roger eprang up to the poop he
saw two fgures there; one, the helms-
man, his face showing white in the light
of the binnacle, the other & face that.
he recognised only too well.

“One-Eye!” he eried, dashing for-
ward, his cutlass raised to cut down the
pirate. "Bo we meet again !

“8o 'tis, my little strutting turkey
cock 1 jraﬂed One-Eye, his face twitch-

ing violentlv with rage. " And sink me

if he be not with he whom I sent to th'
sharka! Rip me, if there bLo not
treachery bere!”

His hand went to the hilt of his cut-
lass. The next moment he had engaged
Roger's blade, and the two fought furi-
uurﬂi. The clashing of stee] rang out
on the might air, but, try as he would,
Dna-g:yn could not break the lad's
guard.

The helmsman, leaving the wheel,
dashed forward to intervene.

“Rot ye, ‘back to the wheel!”
velled One-Eye. *Yo'll ha' us on the
reef, an’ ye keep her not on her course !
Leave the cub-to mal I'll split him
cross-wisé, rip me if 1 don™ !

Disaster was near to the Celestine at
that moment. Robbed of her steers.
man, the craft heeled and lurched like
s stricken thing. 8he had now gathercd
a fair emount of way, and was heading
for where the broken lino of white.
phosphorescent foam showed the position
of the reef which guarded the entrance
of the lagoon.

But One-Eyes words warned the
steeraman of the danger of the situa-
tion, end he dashed back to the wheel
in tf'i_a nick of time, and spun it round,
altering’ the schooner’'s course so that
she narrowly avoided the jaggecd recf
which would have ripped the bottom
out of her had she struck it.

The Chevalier whe, in the weke of
Roger, had also gained the poop was
fighting like & fiend. From his point of
vantage At the top of the ladder he
was able to beat baek the onslaught
of the pirates who, on the main-deck,
had raHied and were pressing aft to
strive to gain the .  But, ham.
percd as they wera by lack of arms,
they could do but little.

Belaying pins Bung by hefiy hands
flew through the air; but it scemed s
though the Chevalier possessed a
charmed life, for they flew wide and
none of them struck him.

Meanwhile, the fight betwesn One.
Eye and Roger waxed furious. The
pirate, uttering & volley of oatha, strove
hard to oreak down the lad’s. guard.
but Roger, despite the aching of his
sword arm, fought valiantly. '

“Rip me, but I'll make shark's meat
0 yo Eﬂt boy!” grunted One-Eye; an:
then, before Roger could divine his in.
tention, be sprang back and dropped
his cutlass.

Swift as s flash his hands went to
his belt and he brought cut two pistols
ready primed. Hastily he levelled
them, and the next instant might well
hava been Roger's last, for, at that
Eniut-hlgmk range, One-Eye could scarce

ave missed him.

But Fate a:fain played into the hande
of Rogoer and the Chevalier.

The pirates on the main deck, still
unable to gain the arms which One-Eye
had locked away, wers endeavouring
to lay low the Chevalier by finginy
belaying-pins in his direction. QOue
that missed its terget went hurtling
farther along the poop, and caught the
helmsman square on the point of the
jaw. The man dropped like & log to
the deck, and, the schooner, robbed of 1ts
guiding hand lurched and heeled over.

One-Eye, taken totally by surpriec.
had no time to grip his footing on the
deck, and the sudden lireh =ont hun
flvine against the bulwarks. Roge..
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too, stumbled, but he had not been sent
erashing against the side of the vessel,
and he recovered himself before One
Eve could do so. The pistols dropped
from the pirate’s grasp, and he slithcred
inte the scuppers. .

In o fAash Roger was upon him, and
his cutlass lashed through the air and
tescended ! )

One-Eye, a: slippery as an eel, twizted
just in timo and avoided the cut. The
next moment he was upon  his feet
again. But he was now unarmed, and
23 Roger wheeled and jumped at him,
One-KEve, with a curse, sprang for the
gafety of the meain-deck, took a flyin
Iea.g over the poop-rails, and land
with a beavy thud upon the deck. The
next moment he scuttled like a rat
intg the shelter of the shadows thrown
by the eails.

“Take ye the wheel, Roger, lad!"
velled tha Chevalier. “Sink me, but I
can handle this scum, and once we are
nt sea I'll teach them who iz master
aboard this craft. Head her for the

minutes are past wo shall be out at zea
and away from this den ¢ roguoes!™

. Roger sprang to the wheel. Was
Lual 1 time to stop the schooner piling
erself up on the reef. He could sce
the line of foam which marked the
rocks, could see also the calm waler

he must stcer the wessel. As he spun
araund the wheel the Celestine settled
on her coursd. In a- few moments all
would be well. .-

“Keep her steady as ye go, Roger,
lad ! called out the Chevalier. * Fear
not, these scumm are helpless, end 11
me if I do not slit everyone o' them, an
ther take not service under me. The
gellows' rats will soon yield.”

Fate had been on the side of the
audacious pair. Unable to put up a
resistance the pirates bad retired, and
the Chevalier. hié dreaded repicr dyed
red with the blood of those who had
sought to stay bhim, leaped lightly down
the poop ladder and followed them
for'ard.

break i' th' reef, lad. and Tere many
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Roger was left slone at the wheel,
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that marked the apening through which.
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but he heaved a sigh of triumph, for
the unbelievable hamlE come fo pass. He
and the Chevalier had succeeded in re-
gaining command of the Celeatine,

The echooner was now tossing on the
bar. In a moment or two they would
be out of the lagoon with the open sea
hefora them.

The Celestine lurched, quivered for a
Whilu_uu the bar, and thcn was outside
scudding through the calm, tropio
walers, Roger could have eried szloud
in_triumph just then.

But his triumph was short-lived,

E1.'¢|_.1 a8 he swung m!;:nd L'I:!a wheol
to bring the breeze fair behind the
schooner, a shadowy figure, which had
crept unobserved aslong the deck and
gained the p, sprang at him. Roger
was seized in a grip of iron, and, beiore
he could put up any resistance, was
dragged to the bulwarks and forced
back against them. ]

The next moment Roger found him-
self flung by’ the mighty arms of
Abednego One-Ese over the bulwarks
of the schooner. He struck the water
with a mighty splash.
When ha broke surface agsain it was

ses the ehadowy shape of the
Celestinoe scudding along under a fair
wind, leaving him swimming helplessly
in tha shark-infested waters.

{I} Roger doesn't get elear of thess
shark-infested waters he's going to pro-
vide o shark's breakfast. Bul there's
a ot of life left in Roger yet, and you'll
follow his further adrentures with
Breathless interest, tn next week's fine

.l
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Inr. n#_ﬁ_;___a Christmas

Mony people in the villidge swear
they hove zeen a while, shrouded
Roger gliding thyvough the park, wwhilst
froone the house weird shrecks and
groauns and peels of mocking larfler
hove been heard. . . .

W dJd'ye do, boya?” ecried
Dr. Birchemall, as he
galloped into the breakiast-
room at Lickham Lodge.

“Good-morning, seirl"
corussed Jack Jolly & Co.
cheerily, while Tubby

Barrell, who was busy feeding his face,

meerly grunted.

“Brekker ready? Good!" grinned
the Hoad, sitting down at the table and
taking an enormous bite out of a slice
of toaat, “SBerve it up, Portleigh !

“What will you have, sir?” asked
Portleigh, the butler.

“Oh, just a snack, Portleigh! A cup-
ple of haddocks and helf & duzzen
rashers with kidneys and eggs will do
ma nicely thank you!"

Paortleigh, the butler, .boughed and
went off to eggsccute the arder, and
the headmaster of 8t Sam’s filled in
the interval by Eam.anwr basin of por-
ridge that had just

Jack Jolly.
“A _nqnﬂﬁ E.E.:mum efter the anow,
pir," remarked Bright respectively.

“Top-hole!” sgreed the Head, who
was in one of hia most jeenial moode
“After brekker, my boys, I will beg
borrow, or pinch & pair of akis, and
show you a few of the trix I usad to
_vm..mn_..np in my young days in Switzer-
mb n-' 5
. Dr. Birchemall and the four 8t. Bam's
juniors were Mr. Lickham's guosts at
the magnificent old Elizzabethan man-
sion called Lickham Lodge. The joko
of it was that although the guests didn’t
know it, Lickham Lodge was not the
property of Mr. Lickham at St. Sam's
at all It really belonged to quite
another Mr. Lickham—a misterious
Society man whom even the servants
had never seen. Natcherally, they had
axxepted the master of the Fourth as
their own Mr. Lickhem without ques-
tion, for they had no roasons for doubt-
ing him,

Mr. Lickham had gone about in fear
Fee Maiawer Laprasy.~Neo. 1,087,

een put before,

4
A

u..m_....ﬂ tremblin mn first.
ut suxxess had given

him more ourridge now,
and he was beginning to

look more like one wonld

eggspect of & country

jentleman to appear, At

times he even felt that

he really was the troo

owner of Lickham Lodge.
. "What are we doing after brekker?”
inkwired Mr. Lickham, as he devoured
grate chunks of haddock pnd ege.

“I was just sujjesting winter sports,
—.___,.n_."_q.nuz.:.m anewered ." Birchemall
mm.uw__: _away &t the plateful of mnﬁm

fora him. “I'm awfully clevver at

tobogganning and ski-ing, you know.
Years ago on vacation from Ozbridge
I startled all Bwitzerland with my dar-
ng feats.”
_ "¥ou mean your daring feet?"” suj-
jested the host of Lickhant Lodge jently.
" The .Ean:.,_ of ‘foob? ia ¢ ﬁﬁmru not
feets,” I believe.”

Dr. Birchemall frowned. .

“Anyway, I was looked upon as the
gratest ski-ist of my timw., Hwitzerland
used to farely echo with my fame in
those days, and I was hknown every-
where as Alpine Alf, the dare-devil of
the mountains,”

The juniors, who had heard some of
Dr. Birchemall's vain boasting in the.
past, meerly grinned; while Mr. Lick-
ham, who was still —M_.E_,E._N hia brane-
box over the plooral of “foot™ tried
to look sewtably Hﬁwﬂmﬂmmm, and waded
into his brekker with more vigger than
eYor.

After the meal was over the cheery
party put on mufflers and prepared to
out into the enow, while Dr.
u_‘wﬂﬁ_ﬁﬁw: searchod the housa for a
pair of skis. Mot being able to fnd
such articles he toock up & cupple of
floorboards from the kitchen Hoor, and
tied them to the souls of his hoots.
Thus arrayed he set out to show the
others how he had leaped down the,
mountains of Switzerland in the days
Mﬂ.,mnn ha hed been the far-famed Alpine
Evidently times had alterad a lot
sinca - then, lor when the Head got to
work ho found that instead of creating
an imiptession with the bors he only
created an impression oo hizs noge—
caused by falling with & terrifick wallop

| |

Party!

on that organ gs he slid down the slope
in froot of the house. .
“Yarooooooo I roared Dr. Bircliem-
all, holding his damaged nasal organ
with both hands as he writhed about in

the enow.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled Mr. Lickham
and the boys in unison, grately amused
by the paneful ending to the Head's
eggahibition,

"Yow-ow-wow!l Hel
grioning rodders ! howled

speaking with diBoulty.
Tubby Barrell jegnerously tried to

r.m“_w. up the alpine eggspert by tugging

me up, you
the Head,

at his beard, and Merry and Bright
each grasped one of hizx para.
“Altogether!” sang out Merry.
“ Heove 1"
“ Yoooooop ! shreeked Dr. Birchem-

&

gll, as the juniors vanked him up.

Jack Jolly hastily dodged out of the
way a3 one of the Head's Boorboards
shot forward. Mr, Lickham, however,
who was lerfing historically was not eo
farchunit, and caught the full foree of
it on hia chin.

* Woooooo " howled the master of the
Faurth, his larfter stopping with start-
ling suddenncss.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors,
almost dubbled up with mirth.

“Undo these wretched things im-
mejately | roared the Head savvidgely.
“1 might have known it was impos-
sible to perform with my old skill on a
cupple of planks, I deeline to have a
hand—or 1 should say a foot—in the
bizzinezs any longer [

The juniors obliged by rcleasing thw
Head from his skis, and Dr. Birchemall,
like Artichoke of old, retired, sulking,
into his tent—or rather into the libraty
of Lickham Lodge, where he consoled
himself with 2 bag of bullseyes and a
commic paper for the rest of the
morning.

el

Mr. Lickham who was no lover of
winter sports followed him, and the
boys were left fo keep themselves
amused, Nepdless to say they man.
nidged to do that quite suxzessfully,
and when they came into lunch they
wore coverad all over in mud and snow,
bruised, and battered from head to
foot, but very well sattished with their
first morning at Lickham Lodge.

IT.
HE rest of the day passed
quickly in pastimes and
ames and feeds, and the

t. Bam's party fclt by the

evening that lifa at the

house of Mr, Lickham was
: well worth living.

Although everything was snug and
chearful indoors, snow was falling hev:
vily outside; and the wind moaned and
howled mornfully down the chimbley, so
natcherally, in fact, that the talk soon
turped to ghosts and apparitions.

Portleigh, the butler, as he came up
with & fresh trayload of stone jimjers
heard the conversation and jeined in
giving some information that thrilled
the juniors no end.

*Beggin your pardon, jentlemen,” he
said respectively, " you might be inter-
ested to know that there 1 & legend
about a specter which haunts this very
house round nbout Christmas time.™

“Faw!” whistled Jack Jolly & Co.,
while Tubby Barrell, who had been
rooting round the library in scarch of
tofty, ﬂwu:_w rolled back to the fireside
again. .

“The i_:ﬁ_.ﬂﬂn tell me,” continued
Portleigh, as he __m_...w_m::w pourod out &
foaming @mﬂ er-pop, *that for magp
vears, while the se wos empty, weer
shreoks and groans and peels of mock.
ing larfter were heard here in the dead
of nita. Weather they wero caused by
gpooks and gobling or meerly ghosts and
spectera nobody  knows. ut many
people in tho villidge awear they have
coon o white, shrouded fhigger gliding
through the park towards the house at
this fume of the year.™ :

“Yarooocoo ! yelled Tubby Barrell,
beginning to quiver and quake like a
jelly, while Me. Lickham's dile turned
B garstly green as he listened.,

As for Dr. Birchcmall he meerly
smiled skeptically. : y
“Tutt-tutt ] [ have ne patience with
such childish tales!” he eggsclaimed.
“Burely, Lickham, yvou feel no fear at
the thought of an imajinary spocteri”
“ N-p-not at all, s-sir,” answered Mr.
Lickham, his testh chattering so much
that he could hardly speak. “1 assure
vou, sir, I'm n-n-mot a bit fr-feightencd.”
o Hr,___._q__.,":h all I can say is you look 1it,"”

remarked Dr,

] | Birchemall
“Your dile has turned s sickly green
just as if it was your dyeing day. Pull
yourself together, Lickham., Be & man
like me, you know.*

An hour later when it was nearin
bed-time for the juniors Dr. Birchemali

frankly.

was still bragging sbout his grate

curridge. !
“Just imajine a man of my calliber
being scared of meer ghosts and gob-
linsI” he cried skornfully, *“Why, if
ou knew of half tho danjers I have
wﬂu%mﬁ_ you would be simply staggered.”

Hardly had Dr. Birchemall Onished
spoaking when their came a weerd rust-
ling eound from the back of the lih ;
Mr. Lickham and Tubby Barcell
jum as they herd it, and Dr.
Birchemall turned round to. see what
haed caused it.

He lot out a wild yell of nlarm at
what he saw., }

Gliding steddily towards the freside
from one of the shaddowy cornere of
the library was a pgarstly, white
shrouded figger. As the Head turned
round, the awful epprrition let out o
foendish peel of mocking larfter, fol-
lowed by an sw-inspiring moan that
froze the blnd of everyoue in the room.

There couldn't be any mistake about
the .Nnﬁuﬁ#ﬂ of the newcomer. It

was the specter of Lickham Lodge.
Dr. Birchemeall's chance had c¢-me.
The whole party looked te the self

stiled hero of a _.:.,"Em-.mm Wwﬂ_nu. ﬂ..:..._ﬂ
eppapecting to sce lnim make a rush a
wﬁn ¢ and deal! him a blow that
would send him Bying back to his native
graveyard.

¥}

But Dr. Bircliemall did nothing of Lhe
sind,
rH._wEP he stood for one instant,
parrilised with fear. Thewn, with a
terrified howl. he fled for the door of the
library ;

The othera acted just as quickly, even
Jack Jolly & Co. getting into a pan-
nick for a moment, and the whols crowd
reached the doorway together.

Crash |
 Yarooogoo ™ :
There was an aggernised corus of
vells as they oll got jammed jn the
* doorway at tho samo tima.

“Lomme gerrout!” yelled the Head,
the few remaining bairs on his Hald
pate standing on end with terror.
" Yow.ow-wow | Look at it] It's coms-
ming for us!” g

_Hﬂm ector was indeed gliding to-
wards thom, and they all redubbled
their offorts to get through the door-
WAY.

..u.ﬂ..mn_n_ Tt's got mel” howled Mr,
Lickham suddenly. "Yaroocop!™

He made a frantick cffort to escapo
and suxxeoded at last. The whole
crowd pitched through the doorway
together, ana rolled over on the floor
of the passage like a lot of ninepine.

Portleigh, the butler,. rushed up aa
they were all scrambling to their feet.
He held a dukbled-barrelled shot-gun
in one hand. s blunderbusa in tho
other, and » cutlass in the other.

“ Jentlemen,” he cried, “what cver
are you doing ott"

“Save us, Portleighl” moaned Dr.
Birchemall. “We are persoced by a
dizemibodied epirrit Go and shoot it
immojately, and you will carn our
internal muwﬁ_m_PEH_P: T

FPortleigh, who was ovvidently atou
M_“ hart u.-m_.w ”u..ﬁ_— as _wﬂ.“_E.___._ of _u:m._ﬁ_ﬁ Hn““ﬁmm_._
. thron g open doorway to investi-
_ ate, m..wrm_a th: 8t Sam's party etood

artber down the passidge ready to

holt at a moment’s notizs.

But thera was no need to do that, ot

* after & minnit or so Portleigh rollcd
gut again, wearing a reassuring look on
his plump dile.

“{t’s mll right, jentlemen ! he called
out. “The ghost seems to have gone
pow. I can’t see him myself, anyway.

*Thank hevven for that!" gasped v
Birchemall, grately i
think T'll go back into that haunted
chamber of horror: again in a burry.
Would you care % _slecp with me to-
nite, Lickham? Perhaps you won't
feel so scared if you know I'm wilh
you.”

“Thanks tor nothing!” suorted Mr.
Lickham. * After your disgusting cggs-
hibition of bloo funk juet now, I thivk

1I'd rather be on my own.”

Dr. Birchemall had recovered auffish-
antly by this time to bestow a glare on
his haoat.

“I h vou don't think for a
HmEE;n@_ﬂ was frightened of {has
apecter, Lickham,” he said seveerly.

“The reason 1 left the library so hur.
riedly was that I'd just remembered
where I'd left pipa

“M.m-my giddy suntl”
Mr. Lickham. .

Anvhow. nobedy felt much like re-
tarning to the library just then, so they
all trooped up to bad. But their slecp
that nite was to be by no means wn.
trubbled and drecmaless—thanks to the
wpecter of Lickham Lodge.

THE END.

iLook out for further thrills and cérie
gituntiora at Lirkham Ha&ﬁm next Ew__“_m..
chums, in: "THE ST. SAM'S SPOOK.
HUNTERS ™ [t shows Dicky Nugent
in tip-top form.) :
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