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THE SECOND ARTICLE IN THIS NOVEL SERIES WHICH TELLS YOU HOW THE
COMES INTO EXISTENCE!

FINISHED COPY
L&ET weelk wo were spectators of o

grand jam in the iimb-e-r*nmy:tﬁ.
river—a iremendous hold-up ©

heaving logs which found fher
furthor passage barred by o mighty trunk
which hod bréken froc from ome of the
coloasal rafte uod, becoming wedged in &
turn of the river, had thrown everything
into apparemily hopeless confusion.
That jammxl tirohar—aventuslly {o
be made dinto papsr on which a future
number +f THE Maower will be printed,

snd now on its stermy way 1o the prlpngi

mills down on

Le poled free.

Cawadinn coast—mugt

o crew nboand the big raft ncarcat

tho blockage most rigk lfe and limb to

clear the p . Jumping from tossing
log to ]lﬁf with iron-gh les they
ghove and thrust, uotl suddemly the

exosswise trunks, grinding and leaping

ovor ome aucther, are besded down tho

rivor again, &nd on the never-ending
BELDTL

Always the Simber muat bho kopt
flowing, as though part of the river itself,
for freah ti

loge are-comtinually bo
?ﬂhntthaimtmd—andm‘ Eeﬁl;r HE
QNET ia eating up pa at a tro-
mendous  rato !ngf? 1 e

jurnble in the river i a nightmare, threat-
oning tangle.

Identification Marks!
sovoral timber-oucti
limes cut from & forest mi the samo time,
all nging the samo river as a boast of
burden. How, then, are the logs
sorted out again? For, of course,
bocome wildly mixed whilst Foi the
sorting-out atation pear the river’s mowth
I:'s ;:m:u;r days' jourmey distant,

t 1B
thuswige, The log-
gors statiomed at :
Imin;‘fﬂ where ihe
L7 T Bre twd.
in, deftly and wrth-
‘ot fues nick with
their axes distin-

ishing marke be-
Jenging to their own
osmployere. By
theso marks are the
logs identified at the
and of their bois-
terous river-trip and
fished out into the
kpoping of their
ETIRLR. -
At last the des
tmation-station 18
‘remched, and the
firgt stage in the
'transformation  of
‘the rough troe-loge
imtoe Mao¥ET paper
O ATIOES.

A

tondarfoot  the.

ting cormpaniss G0we-

OVar

OF THE “MAGNET"

Los becn leit Lahind, and the town wherto

ok B Bt B i
; i At0n

i'grﬂg o few F!;EH‘E age, just vlrﬂ'}n foreat—

now boasts a railway and all ¢ i

of eciviligation, oven though ‘things ars
frozen stiff for & few woeks on end

the severs Canadian wmter gripa the
land in iron Bstae. -

1 &Such are the presont-dey conditions

at {larke City, in Provines af Queboc,

whore & tremeandous dem has beem fi

acroed the Bt. Margunerite River, to hol

| captive the, mighty rushing torrent and

] make it drive furbines which have &

working capacity of 12,000 horse-power !

k.

Beund Tor England!

#iere, by machinory run by tho har-
nessed  water, tho P-El-l?ﬂ-]'-p'lﬂﬁz is made,
and from hore il iz shipped to the Imperial
Paper Mills, st Groavesend, ot tho mouth

publicstions use 35,000 tons in a year.
Tondwmg from that onormons river-dam,

which convey the rushing torrent: te the
power-house, where the short lengthe
1of tmbor—the tronks having been cuat
into thirty-inch 1 i@ ond mechanically
gtripped of their bark-—are pground to
pulp by enormous machines.

pulp bes then to be cleancd ; all
renin, gimm, and othor unwanted materials
boing teken cut of it by & complicated

+printing-paper.

built of palid concreto, ore giant pipea’

procesa which leaves no but »n mees-
iﬁ'ﬁminthlaplﬂ!‘p. B s thoss short
@bres which' are later * felied ¥ mito

The preparcd pulp, which ia to be sonb
to Gravesond for the last transiormation
to be wrought upon it, is first dried, then
rolled out by maessive maochinery mnto
thick. sheeta looking like very coarso card-
board, and then seizad again by mackones
and finally bundied uiamtﬂ bales which
each tip tho beam at about four hundred-
waight. , .

Misadventures Missed!

Thus is the produse of the great Cana-
dian foresta turned to yel ona more uso
¥Whaen think of the stupendous

wvantity of timber which is now being
gh down in ol tho forests all over
the world, for other s than the
meking of paper—ifor furpiture, the
building of houses, and the thousand-amil-
ono usca to which timber 13 put—3you
realise what a race there ia these days,
betweon man end those forests, ]

Timber trees are being tod ropidly,

1oi the Thames, whore the pulp is tummed | wherever there is room, 2 in the demuded
inte finighed paper—of whie MaoyeT | parts of the forests young saplings ars
and its mony brothor and eistor | continually springing up to replase thoir

nts fallen to the axes of the fellecs.
gut- at the moment feimg is going oB mors
rapidly then reafforestation. O
need 110t worry—there is pleniy, of pager-
materinl loft for The Macxrr far some
congidesshle time yeb!

- Fire-fightere have done, and aro daily
doing, themr bt w *miu:illl A gare-
1 droprpad match or mnex-

e ¢l e oy start the

forest conflagration, aad fo safe-
guard the many sqoore miles of r.
timber theee forests are constanily patrolled
by fire-fghters, equipped with all the latet
devices for putting out smell fires heform
thew veach the proportions of o maging
" inforno.

But o grt back
1o oor bales of pre-
parod mper-pq{]p-

These are Tow
roady to be taken
from the store aul
placed on boanl
whip for their trip to
the pa mills in
Kent. Out of one
ton of this pulp-—
which o short whilo
before hoad becn
towering treea in
vast and lonel:
Canadian forests——
the mills hero ot
home make enough
of the finighodd
material to. T
thres-acre

But Tee Magxer
maokes wvery shor
work of amere threa
acres of paper !

{Next week's inici-

—

12,000 Horse
Power!
Tho rough life of

moist whil
the lnarors’ camps

This photograph shows water Bein
g q: its journey through t'-'h

sprayesd an the pulp to keep it properly
B enormous papsr-making machine.
the far end ran Le ssan the actual paper being reeled off.

ofting  article- telly

Lo the actual paper

remefy fo e gprintedf
w.;. ]:..'- Faqrit i‘.,:l'
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A Dramatic Long Complete

School and Adventure

of Harry Wharton & Co., the
Chums of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

tory

The earih might have opened and sicallowed him up for all trace there is to be seen of Tom Redwing.

Bui that does noet dismay his chum.

disappearance.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Where 5 Redwing ?

2 NOW ! said Bob Cherry.
S It was the last day of the term
at Greyiriars 3chool, and the

night had set in wild and windy.

The wind from the sea wailed round
the old chimney-pots, and shook the
leafless branches of the elms in the quad.
There was a roaring fire in the Rag,
and most of the faces there were merry
and bright., The prospect of breaking
up on the morrow for the Christmaos
holidays had an exhilarating effeci on

most of the Remove.
Bob Cherry was standing at one of
the high windows of the Rag, looking

out into the quad. Tiny snowflakes,
glimmering in the stars, floated on the
wind and rustled on the panes. It was
the first snowiall, and Bob was pleased
to Boe 1L

“Bnow, you men!” he shouted, and
half & dozen fellows joined him at the
window.

“Good ! said Harry Wharton.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shivered.

“The goodfulness iz mot terrificl" he
murmured.

_ “Y say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
joined the group at the window. *'Red-
wing hasn't come in yot. Nice walk for
li;il’;l" in this weather, what? He, he,

5

“Hasn't Reddy got back from Hawks-
clif 1" asked Nugent. .

“No, Shouldn’t wonder if he's fallen
aver the cliffs,”™ said Bunter cheerfully.
“Jolly dangerous in the dark, you know,
especlally now the snow's come on.
There was a man fell over the cliff: ona
night. last winter——"

"Drey up, you fat ass "

“Well, there was, you know.,” said
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, if Red-
wing's fallen over the chiffs—"

"Bhut up ! roared Bob. .

“There's 8mithy,” said Wharton, with
s nod toward:s a coated and muffed

figure in the quad coming towards the
ouse.

“Smithy's been down to the gates to
sce if he's coming,” said Bunter. *He
seems jolly anxious about Redwing.
They had a row this afterncon, you
know. He, he, he!”

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, came into the Rag & few
minutes later. There was a dark cloud
on his brow.

‘‘Bister Anne, Bister Anne, did you
see anybody coming?” called out
Skinner. Some of the fellows laughed.
Most of the Remove kmew that the
Bounder had been quarrelling with his
chum that day.

Bmithy did not seem to hoar. He
crossed over to the group at the window,

“Bedwing's not back,” he said. **He
was to be back at lock-up. It's close on
bed-time now."

“Oh, Reddy's all right!” said Bob.
“Ho knows overy inch of the path by
the cliffs, and he's not likely to take &
tumble.”

“I believe something’s happened.”

“I don’t see why,” said Harry Whar-
ton. ""His father's home from sea to-
day, you know, and most likely Red-
wing's staying up at Hawkscliff for the
mght as tha weather's turned rough.”

‘He wouldn't, without leave.”

_“T say, you fellows, there was a man
pitohed over the cliffs on that path last
winter—"

“Oh, shut up, Bunter!"

“I'm going to see Quelch,” said the
Bounder., " wing nught to have been
back hours ago, and he ought to be
scarched for. I'm going to ask Quelch

to lat.uma go up to Hawkselif and seo
I —_—

" Better give that a miss,” said Bob.
“You're not in Quelchy's good books
now, Smithy! You got into a row for
cu:;‘t.:fgdc!usg tbmﬂ::nftm;sm:&-ﬁ—"ﬁ

nd got six!" aai uly unter.
“He, ho, he!”
“Shut up, Bunter!”

Some clue there must be fhatl will throw Hght upon Redwing's
And that clue Fernon-Smith seeks oul with heroic delernvination !

T‘tfa Bounder mIeE. Gk
“I'm going to speak to Quelch, any-
how., I belﬁwa lnmething% hap’pengi
to Redwing—"

The door of the Rag opened again,
and Wingate of the Sixth looked in with
s cheery, good-humoured face.

* Dorm, you kids," he said.

There was a general movement of the
Removites. Vernon-Smith drove his
hands deep into hiifmkata and scowled
as he walked out the Rag. 8 wWas
worried about his ehum—partf , berhaps,
because he had parted with him on ilis
terms that afternoon, on the way up to
Hawkszeliff,

Instead of Elmceeding to the stairs
with the rest of the Remove the Bounder
left them, and headed for
pasaage.

Wingate looked round.

Vernon-Smith 1™

“I've got to speak to Quelch,” said
the Bounder, aver his shoulder. i

“You've got to go to your dormitory,”
answered the prefect curtly. “Go up at
once.”

“Redwing's not come in—"'

“% know thet. Possibly Mr. Quelch
knows what to do about it, without your
advice,” said Wingnte sarcastically.
“Go up to the dorm I

The -Bounder gave him a sullen look,
quickened his pace, and disappeared
mnto Masters passage.

Wingate stared after him.

“By Jove!" he ajnculated.

Some of the juniors grinned. When
the Bounder bad his back up he was

Masters

reckless of authority; but that cool
defiance of the head prefect of Grey-
frinrs was rather wvwnusunl, even in

Smithy.

Leaving the Remorvites collected on
the stairs, Wingate strode after the re.
bellious junior with a grim brow. Hae
entered Masters passage, just in time to
see vfrnnn{-'rmitg stop at Mr, Quelch’s
door, tap thereon. and enter the study.
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Then Smithy disappeared from Win-

fl_tﬂ'ﬂ sight, and tt 8 mg:ﬁin pfd Ej .
FIArs pa breathing. AnG deep.
8 IE‘HI to thie waiting Remove.

Y Bunter, go to my .study and fetch
the ¢ane you will ses on the table!” he

rapped out.
unter grinnad
“Yas, Jinga T

The fat junior rolled away, apparently
mltarta_ﬁnei‘i by the prospect of what was
to happen to Smithy in the dermitory.

“Go to your dormitory,” said Win-
gate grufly, and woer Fourth
marched on their way. :

Billy Bunter arrived a few minutes
lnter wrth the came. He bhanded it to
Wingate, who {ucked it under his arm
in readiness for the Bounder’s arrival.

The Remove turned in; but Wingata
did not put out the light, as usnal, and
bid them a cheary -nighé, and leave.
He was waiting for the ]foundar. And
as minute followed minute and Vernon-
Bmith did not come, the expression on
Wingate's ruggod face grew grimmer
and grimmer.

e Y

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolng !

R. QUELCH frowaoed.
M hera  wera two  olbher

mastors in the study with him,

: when the door opaned suddenly

and Herberf Vernon-Smith almost
bolted in.

Mr. Quelech, Mr. Hacker, and Mr.

Wiggins, having happily finished with
their Forms for the day, were enjoying
a little chat, disenssing the coming
Christmas vacation, and the interruption
Was unwe ‘
Me. Hacker and My, Wiggina both
raised their eyebrows e:pramw:}lf as
Smithy came in. Whercupsn Henry
famue! Quelch turned a frowning brow
upon the intruder.

“Yeroon-3mitht What doed this

What do you want?" he
50 5
4 ,  sir——" gmid the

me
Bounder, a little breathlessly. He had
made good apeed to his Form master’s

rtudy.

ﬁ{._ﬁuulch glanced at the clock.

“It is past your bed-time, Vernon-
Bmith. You shbuld be in your dormi-
tory. Go there at oncal”

*“Redwing hesn't come in, sir,”

*T am aware of that.”

“1 believe something’s happened to
him, sir.” )

Mr. Queleh geve him a freezing look.

'“I see no reason to suppose snything
of the kind, Vernon-8mith,"

_“But he was to be back at lock-up,
sir."”

“Quite so. But, as the weather has
turned stormy, I have no doubt that he
18 staying with his father for the night.
You may gn._” )

Yernon-Smith did not go.

“He would have telephoned in that
case, air,” he perssted.

Mr. Quealch almost glared.

“You inay not be aware, Vernon-
Smith, that there is no telephone at the
village of Hawkscliff,” he said.

“T koow, sir; but he would have
walked to ClyHe to phone. There's &
telephone st the etation there.”

Mr. Qualch rose to hias feet.

Mr. Hacker and Mr. Wiggine were
still exercising their eyebrows in
shocked astomishment st this junior
who persisted I arguing with his Form
master. Mr. Quelch was not the man
t0 have his authority belitled in the
prosence of other members of the staff.

“Vernon-8mith,” he said in_his most
rasping tones, “go to your dormitory

PEE MackeT LinRaRY.—No. 1,088

mean ¥

this instant! I shall cane you if you
l.ltt'I?ﬁﬂ uﬁgth%r word !';I 3 P

: under gave him a dog 3
but he left the study without another
word. Mr. Quelch had taken & common-
sense view of the matter, and it was
evidently useless to attempt to make
him share the Bounder's vague anxiety.

Smithy tlosed the door and tramped
E:nlt along ‘the passage, with s moody

O, :

He stopped at the foot of the stair-
case.  C

JHis Form master had ordered him to
hiz dormitory, and he knew that Win-
gate must be waiting for him there.
Bat the Bounder was thinking of other

ings. Ho had not had an opportunity
of asking leave to go up to Hawlksclifi—
not that it would have been of any nse
to ask, for leave certainly would have
boen refused. Mr. Quelch was not
likaly to allow a junior to start on a
ten-mile walk in the falling suow nt
half-past nine at night. But, as leave
was impossibloe to obtain, or even to
ask, the Bounder was thinking of going
without leave.

For the moment it was possible to
slip out of the House, and, cnce out-
side, he would be hizx own master; re-
capture would be impossible. He would
have to face the music when he came
in, but the reckless Bounder cared little
for that.

He set his lips in & tight line.

Bmithy's mind was made vp. He was
moving away from the stairs, having
settled the matter in his own mind,
when Gwynne and Walker of the Bixth
came along. Gwynne called to haim at
QnE, -

“What are you deing ‘out of your
dormitory, Vernon-Smith M

The Bounder gave the prefect a
savage look and backed away. Gwynne,
with & stare of surprise, came over to
him and grasped him by the shoulder.

- What are Jou up ta?” bhe deamanded.

“Find out!” snapped Smitky

Gwynne tighte his grip on the
Bounder’s shoulder and led him to the
ftairs.

" This way ! he said laconically.

Vernon-Bmith set his teeth. For a
moment he was thinking of resistance.
But he realised the futility of that at
once, and, with Gwynne's hand still on
his_shoulder, he tramped tE the staira
and slong the corridor to the doorway
of the Remave dormitory.

Wicgate was weiting there, and his
eyea glinted at the sullen Bounder,

. “One of your lambs I found wander-
ing‘,ghWinxhta!" {xwynne sald, with a
angh.

And he pushed the junior into the
dormitory and tormed away.

Wingate slid the cane d’i;wn inte his
hand from under hiz arm. He pointed
te s bed with it

" Bend over that bed, Vernon-Bmith "

he said.
he, he!” came from Billy

“*He,
Bunter. _

Most of the Removites were sitling
%{J in bed. with their eyes on the scene.

acry Wharion wentured to put in a
word.

“8mithy's worried sbhout Redwing,
Wingate,” he said. “He thinks that
something's happened to him."”

“What rot!" sald Wingaté, “What
sould have happened to the kid?"

“Nothing that I kpoow of; but he's
Bmithy's chum, and Smith tilinlui—-r—"

Wingate looked more closely at the
Bounder's sullen face, It wes sullen
and sulky enough, but the prefect was
able ito read there also distress and
anziety. He unknit his brows, and
slipped the cane under his arm in.

“Never mind about bending over,

‘days were still unsettled.

Yernon-Smith™ bhe said. “You're »
ch rascal, but I don't want

to lick a kid on the jast night of bteérm.

Get to bed
h?::ih Bounder turmed in zilenes to his
ol ;
“¥You noedn't worry about Bedwing,”
added Wiogate. “I've spoken to ch
about him, and it's certain that he's

staying the night with his f{ather &t
Hawkeoliff. No reason at all to sup-
poso anythi Don't be a hervy
young aysl” ! y
Vernon-8mith made no . He
turned in, in sulky silence. ingate
put out the lights at last.
: "Gﬂ&ﬂ-‘ﬂiﬂ'hiq kida 1"
“ Good-night, Wingate !”

The door closed, snd the Remove were
left to darkness and slumber. But thers
wag one at least in the Lower Fourth
dormitory who was thinking of any-
thing but slumber. '

——_

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business |

ROM one bed to ancther -in the

F Remove dormitory ran a cheery

burs of talk. Nobody was in &

harry to go to sleep on the Jast

night of term, Fellows were thinking

of the morrow—of break-up, and the

journey home, and the festive season
that lay before them.

Even Billy Bunter's snore was not
hesrd 8o 1 jately as usual.
Bunter's plans for the Christmas holi-
Only one
thing was seitled in Bunter's fat nnpd,
and that was that he was not dgumg
liome for the holidsys if he could help
it. This was rather ineﬂlmb]a after
Bunter's descriptions of good time
that was coming at Bunter Court. But,
as the poet hax told us, ™'Tis distance
lends enchantment to the view.”

Been from the distance of Greylriars,
Bunter's residence in BSurrey was a
magnificent abode. Approathed more
closely, it dwindled to a detached wvilla.
The wast grounds contracted o a
suburban garden; the gorgeous Rolls-
Royce became a mere Ford. Bunter
Court was, 50 Lo speak, & splendid place
for a fellow who wasn't there. When a
fellow was there, it hadn’t much to
offer. So Bunter, if he could help it
wag not going to disport himself on his
native heath that Christmas. What
worried him was that it looked as if he
wouldn’t be able to help it. Blind to
tha many fascinations of Witliam
(iecrge Bunter, nobody in the Bemove
wanted to take him home. On the last
night of termm Bunter’s plans were atill
in the air. A wictim had to be found,
as thé song says, and Bunter had not
vet found a victim. So that night his
snore was gilent, while Bunter pondered
the ﬂrnblem instead of going to sleep as
usual.

Harry Wharton & Co had matters
settled to their satisfaction. 'The
Famous Five were‘all going off together
on the morrow to put in the first days
of the vacation st Wharton's home.
Afterwards they would scatter, but they
had arrsnged to spend most of the
holiday more or less together. .

The Bounder had wanted to take his
chum, Tom Redwing, home with him.
That would have been easy enough but
for the news that Redwing's father had
come home from sea. Hence the dispute
that had arisen that afternoon, Red-
wing naturally wanting to spend his
bholiday with gﬁu sailor father at the
cottage at Hawkseliff, and the Bounder
being disappointed and irritated in con-
sequence, That dispute worried the



EVERY
BATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE 5
TWOPENCE.

el i s
E i }l‘f ML

'ﬂ‘_l_'l-__ )

The door was suddenly filung open and Harry

or his Iather. They dropped
hook in his hand, who stood in ﬂtllzrdaa

Bounder now. He had been e:actinﬁ
and unreascnable, and he had ‘parte

with Redwing on the oliff path with
angry words, He had meant to make
it up when Redwing came back, and
Tom had not come back. The thought
that some disaster had happened to
his chum after that angry parting was
bitter to Smithy.

Bmithy's voice did not join in the
buez of talk that went on in the dormi-
tory. He lay eilent, but his eyes were
not closed, and he was not thinking of
slesp. When the guarter chimed out
from the clock tower and the voices in
the dormitory were dying away snd
fellows falling neleep, the Bounder, ver
wide awake, stepped out of bed an
began to dress himself in the dark.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came Hob
Cherry's woieo in rather drowsy tones.
“Is thet somebody turning out?”

“Don't tell all the House!” snapped
the Bounder.

Bob sat up in bed.

“ You, Smithy?"”

“Yos."

“*What's the game?”

“I'm going up to Hawkscliff."”

“My only hat!” ejaculated Bob.

He peered at the dim form of the
Bounder in the gloom., Half a dozen
voictes chimed in.

“Don't be an ass, Smithy!" said
Harry Wharton. *“You jolly well know
you can't go up to Hawkscliff to-night [

“It's nearly ten miles,” said Johony
Bull,

“I don't care
answered Smithy.

"My esteemed Smithy," murmured
Hurree Jamset Hem Singh, “you will

if it"s a hundred!"

rway, glaring at them.

A

* You young
ingly, ** I've goi you now I **

bo spitefullt caught, and tha Iudicrous
Quelch will be inturiated,”

“Hang Quelch I

“You want to bag a flogging before
break-up to-morrow?"” asked Skinner.

“I don't care,”

“Rather than I1"
3kinner.

“You must be an ass, Smithy!"” said
Frank Nugent. *How the thump are
you thinking of getting f{o Hawkscliff
to-night? ¥You can't walk it and back,
and you can't get & bike out.”

“Bnowing, too!"” said Bob.

“A little snow won’t hurt me,” said
the Bounder. “I'm going! You
fellows like to comet”

“Leave me out!" chuckled Skinner,

“I wasn't asking you!” snapped the
Bounder,

Harry Wharton sat up in bed.

“Bmithy old man, don't play the
goat!” he said. “What's tho good of
winding up the term with e fearful
row

“I don't think there'll bhe a row.
I'm not likely to be spotted. But I
don’t ecare if there's a row. I believe
something's hapgened to Redwing, and
I'm ﬁomg to find out.™

“But vou've no reason to think—"

“T have" the Bounder
guietly.

“Well, what's the reasont™

*Oh, lots! No time to jaw now; I'm
ggin !d If you fellows like to come T'll

glad.

you grinned

answered

| Lp—

Wharton & Co. spun round towards it, in sudden rellel, expecting to see Redwing
back in amatement at the sight of an ancient sailorman, in jersey and
swabs,” sald the mariner, Ufting the hoat-hook
(See Chapter 4.)

with a boai-

“Telephone for it.”

“You're going to ask Quelch to lab
you useé his phone "'

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“There's more than one phone in tha
Houge, and I shall get at one all right,”
sald the Bounder coolly. * Hacker's
got & phone in his Etl.ld?j"', and he was
with Quelch, jowing, when we came up.
I dare say he's thera still, cackling.
Anyhow, I shall find a phono ell right.”

“Well, you've got a nerve, anyhow!”
remarked Squaff.

“A neck, I should say!" chuckled
Skinner.

“The neckfulness is terrific.”

“Look here, Smithy,” said Harry
Wharton, “we're all friends of Red-
wing's, and if anything's happened to
him, we're as conterned as you are,
But Queleh thinks he's all right.”

"Quelch doesnt know 1™ grunted the
Bounder. " Anyhow, I'm going.
don't believe Redwing stayed the night
at Hawkscliff. 1've got to find out.
I don't care if there's a row. If you
fellows are afraid of a row, stay where
vou are; I don't funk going alonc.”

“If you'd got any real reason to bo-
liove that something was wrong—"

“I'vo told you I have” _

“Then I'll come!” said Harry Whar.
ton, slipping ont of bed. 1 think
you'se an ass, Smithy; but—"

“Same hore!” said Bob Cherey. “1
know wou're an ass, Smithy; but I'll

Anyhow, I'm going. I don't aoma.”

menn €0 walk it. I can get a car Irom
Courtfield garage."

“0Oh, my hat 1" ¢jaculated Peter Todd.

' And how are you going to get a car
thizs time of odfght, Smithyt"

.

“Two fellows will be enough,” said
Veornon-Smith. *Get into your things
if you're coming. No time to lose.”

Wharton and Bob Cherry dressad
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quickly in the dark, Wharton was not
teeling very happy about it, but the
Beunaer's positiveness bad made him
feel uneasy about Redwing.

Cherry was looking on the adventure as
rather a lark. .

> Floggings for thres in the morp-
ing,"" remark kinner, as the trio
went 10 the door, “1f you have tears
prepare to shed them, thep, my belove

‘carers.”

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter, “if you liko to leave it till the

morning, I'll come.”
" Fathoad "

“They won't get very far I sniggered

Snoop. They'll be back in a few
minutes, with walking behind
with a cane.”

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Bhut chaps 1 said Wharton,

4 Knps quich ore. Thor'll bo & feartal

if this ia out.” ;
:‘fﬁu d%jubé. ahutr.;t ﬁ',‘,'i 1" said Squiff.
% o’ ers to go!

“Right on the wicket!” agreed Bob.
“We are! But it will bo a lark.”

“Quiet I growled the Bounder.

He ﬂpeuﬁdg tha dormitory door softly.
The three juniors stepped out into the
passage, and the door was closed behind
them. .

?‘I::l-}-at into the box-room,” whispeped
the Bounder. “Wait there for 0o,
I*w-;la got to get to & phone. We can’t

k it
~I|m‘l‘“ir'!'«!.m’il never bring it off,” mut-
Bob. “Better chance waikm%jl:t
if wo're gc-ing to play the goat at all.
13 Rﬂti

TLIB dfthitmdw glided away silently
in the darkness. -
“Well, we're for it now!” said Bob.
“Come on, old chap!”

Wharton and Bob made their way
silently to the box-room. In that apart-
ment they waited for the Bounder.

They waited very uneasily.

Fellows had broken bounds after
lights-out many a time; but telephoning
for & car on such an occasion was rather
an extraordinary procesding. What
Mr. Quelch would think—and do—if he
discoverod whet was going on did not
bear _thinkiog about. Cartainly there
would be a"ﬁagging all round for the
breakers of bounds, if it were not
worse than that. ;

- “We're frightful asses, old chap!”
BEob murmured, as they waited in the
cold, dark box-room.

“We are!" agrood Wharton, “ About
the limit, I think! But we can't go
back now.”

“PDh, no fear!” :

Minute followed minute. The two
juniors waited in a state of great
comfort and uneasiness. Ik zeemed un-
- likely to them ihat the Bounder would
succeed in carrving out his plan without
discovery. And if he was discovered
and marched back to his dormitory the
other fellows would be missed from their
beds at once. Thero would be no ex-
pedition to Hawkschiff, in that case, but
certainly & fearful row. Every minute
that passed added to the uneasiness of
the twe juniors waiting in the box-
room. o

There was a stealthy footstep ab lask.
A shadowy figure camw softly into the
room, and the door was eclosed,

"%mitlllty " breathed Wharton.

[T 8 'ﬂ.l-l !

“You've done it?

ﬂ?ﬂrl‘l

“Phow |” murmured Bob,

“Y1 got the Head's t‘:hunq," snid the

tered

Bounder coolly. “He's in his own
House, and his study was empty. |
anﬁuhud-m and phoned in the darck.”

Oh, my hat!”
Tee Maoner Lipnany.—No, 1,088,

*Easy as falling off a form 1

“and the car's coming!” asked Bob.

“0f course. My f:-ate.t runs 8o account
for me at Courtlield garage; 1 suppose

ou know they send me a car whenever

want ope,” answersd the Bounder,
with & touch of ATTOZADCE.
thT' E?} at this time of night, I should
10K,
“I mentioned that I'm going to fetch
a fellow back to the school,” said the
Bounder cunli;.h “They take it for
granted that I've got leave.”

llﬂh.i:l'l

“] told them that I'd walk along and
meet the car on_the road to save tame,”
said Vernon-Smith. *“It will save time,
of course; and it would hardly do to
have the car coma up to the gates for
us, what!”

Bob Cherry chuckled saftly.

“ Hardly!

A B T IR T
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“Get & move on | ssid Vernon-Smith.
“If wt don't meet the car in tame it
will come up to the gutes all right, and
all the fat will be in the firel” :

:EBE:L: up, then, for goodness' sake
gaid Harry. o

Mo time was lost. The three junrors
slipped from the box-room window, one
after another, to 8 d outside,
Veroon-Smith olosed the window, and

followed his companions to the ground. 5 .

There, they lost no time getting

. in

sway from the House. g

Tgmugh the keen wind and the drift-
ing snowflakes the three juniors cut
across to the old Cloisters.

A few minutes miore, and they were
dropping from wall, and running
for tie Courtfield road.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Noboady &t Homse !

1 ALLAL), balle, hallo!
the car!l”
The lights gleamed through
the darkness and the feathery
flakos. The three juniors were wailling
in' the road, already at a good distance
from the school gates. In the starlight
they recognized the car and the
chauffeur from Courtfield garago; both
wore quite well known at Groyiriars,
Vernon-Smith stepped into the road and
held up his hand, and the car halted.
‘]i‘lha_nhau&'aur peered rather ouriously-at
them.

“ (et in,” said Vernon-SBmith,

Wharton and Bob entered the car.

“Where to, sir?” asked the chauffeur.

“Hawksoliff,” said the Bounder.
“Make her buzz, too—we've got to get
back as fast as we can. You'll have to
take the road by Clyffe and Woodiord
—it's about ffteen miles that way, but
it's a pood road—until you get cloze to
Hawkscliff."

“ Right, sir.”

Yernon-8mith followed the chumas of
the Remove into the car, and the chauf-
feur started. )

Leaving Greyfriars behind, the car ran
swiltly a ﬂt‘l% the road, turned into the
road over Redclyffe Hill, and buered
on_rapidly through the night.

“Well, we're for it now,” said Bob,
settling back comfortably on  the
cushiona. “It’s no end of o lark—if we

nailed and flogged.”

Here's

don't
: 'ﬁnt*t think ['d break bounds at

this time of night for a lark™ aaid
Harry Wharton. *Look hers, Smithy,
you've told us you've got a reason to

believe that something's happened to
Reddy. What's the :e.fmn o
“1t's clear enough to me,” answeréd
the Bounder. “Reﬂwin¥ was told to
back for lock-up. he snoqw never

get
ped hi because it dido't begin
il by breeig It aid bl
“Ha's not the fellow to fall ov
; er tho

“I know that. 1 don't think anything

" What ump do e,
then " demanded Wharton. I?Fﬁnthinc
else can have happened.”

“Have you forgotten what iﬁmuﬂ
at the cottage up at Hawksclif last
week I” grunted the Bounder., “We
went up there with o h
Wa3s B0 in OuEe—rooting
about—and h:knmkad Redwing senpe-
less dod got awey. I mever I:.:fnad at
the time that it was a thieving tramp,
and I dom’t belisve so now. m%ha man
was after something I've wondered s
lot about it sioce, and I admit I can't
make it out; but it was some enemy of
ﬂe-:['[mﬁ':. that's clear to my  mind.
And if has got at him on that lonely
path—"

The Boander paused.

“I had a row with Reddy this after-
noon,” he muttered. "It was my fault;
but we partéd on ill terms. And if

something’s happened to him sinee—""
Heo broke off again.
Wharton made no answer. He re-

membered the mysterious episode at the
Hawkecliff cottage guite well, but that
® had any connection with Tom's
nce now did not appear to him
probable in the least. The Bounder’s
oonscience was troubling him for that
row with his chum, and it made him
unduly anxious, an I'F: to gee troubls
where none emsted. at was how it
looked to the captain of the Remove:
“You don't thmk there’s anything in
i§7* snapped the Bounder, He under-
stood Wharton's silence guita wall,
“No,” sthswered Harry frankly. “I
think you'rs making s mountain out of
a molekill, Bmi The most likely

thing is that Red E'g'atﬂp d the nighé
with his father at Hawkscliff, as Quﬁch
thinks.”

“He wouldn't without letting Quekch
Enow.”

“Quelch thinks szo0."

“ Puelch is an ass™ _

There was really no answer to be
mada to thak e Bounder gave a
grunt, and relapsed into silence

Through the darkocss and the mow
the swift car was eating u miles,
On the high slopes of Redclyffe Hill it
met the full force of tha wind from the
ses, which roared and wailed round it
gz it rushed on. From the hill the car

lided rﬁidl% down the lans that led to

oodford. The lanes wére lomely, tha
hedges gleaming white with anowllakes
in glare of the lamps. No other
CAT  was Pumd nnd not a single
pedestrian comed up in the snow and
the gloom. _

When the car ran through the sleep-
ing village of Clyffe, the boom of the
sea came clearly from the distance, The
wild winter's wind was tossing the
North 2ea to foam, snd the breakers
mmd and boomed along the chalk

1,

*Now we shan't be long,” remarked
Bob Cherry, ginnﬂ.m]:; from the dow
as car ran swiftly out of ﬂigﬁﬁmﬁ
| suppo3s 4 CAr goea up to Hawks-
oliff about once in & blue moon,” eaid
Harry. "We shall wake up the whole
place.” :

“ Redwing, too," chuckled Bob. ™ They

to bed early at Hawkscliff. Y
=t ssleep lomg ago.”

oyt |
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The Bounder growled.

“You think we shall find him safe at
the cottagei”

"Bure of it!" answered Bob. "Hs
will be tickled to death at us for this
stuat,”

The Bounder reddened sngrily ; Smithy

idéd himself on being a hard case—

ard as nails, and the very reverse of
& sentimental, nervous eort of fellow.
If Bedwing waas found eafe at tha cot-
tage, and astonished to see his friends
in the middle of the might, he would
be too kind and good-natured to lavgh
at the Bounder's unessy fears; but no
doubt he would think him a fool. Cer-
tainly, Wharton and Bob Cherry would;
and _the Bounder had to admit that he
would look a fool. It was a galling
reflection to him; and for the first time
Smithy began to repent s little of that
wild rush through the night. Butdt was
too late now to think of turning back
—if the expedition was an absurd one,
ﬂ-‘-ﬁ;{.ﬁul{i be still more absurd to turn

The car was grinding over rough
roads. and rugged now at & lower
speed. The roads in the vicinity of
Hawkscliff left much to be desired.
Vernon-3mith tapped on the glass sk
last, and the chauffeur halted.

“We can get out here!™ growled the
Bounder. " No good taking the car into
the street—it would have to all out
to et up there. We can walk it.”

“Much better,” ngreed Bob Cherry.
*No good woking up the whola place
to stare at us” '

The Bounder muttered a word to the
chauffeyr, turned away, and tramped ip
the rugged hluﬁe into the irregular
street of the little village that sprawled
along the clif. “Wharton and DBob
Cherry followed him. -

They reached the Redwing cottage in
a few minutes.

It was & small building, built against
s cliff, and ot a little distenoe from the
other cabins and cottages scattered
along the ruf;ﬁed sireet, ¢ windows
wore dark, like all other windows at
Hawkscliff at that hour of the night.

. 're asleep,” said Bob.

The Bounder knocked at the door.

The loud knock echoed through the
cottage. Tt brought no reply from
within.

“Fast asleep!” said Bob.

- Enock, knock, knock!

Vernon-8mith icked up a stone,
and he was hammering with it at the
door. The din rang along the street,
and could not have failed to awaken
other sleepers in other cobtapes; but it
brought no sound or movement from the
Hedwing cottage.

“It'a Jr.-ll;r d,” said Wharton, per-
plexed. “If Redwing isn't here, his
father must bo. Why the dickens
doesn't he answert”

Bang, bang, bang!

Only the echoes of the loud knocking
answered from the interior of the cot-
tage. There Wwas not much doubt that
the place was untenanted.

The Bounder threw down the stone at
last savagely.

“Do you still think Redwing’s there ¥
he snarled.

“He can't be,” said Wharton, quite
puzzled. “He couldn’t sleep through
:II:;T row, or his father either. Nobody's

re.”

“Then do you still think that Quelch
was right in supposing that Redwing
had stayed here for the night?” sneered
Smithy.

“Well, no,” admitted Wharton. “I
r.-an;{t make it r:ml:;:’ N

“I'm going in,” said under,
"R&ddﬁ use\f to leave the door on the
lateh, but since that fellow was rooting

sbout here last week he locked the
door and left the key with a neighbour,
But I'm going in. Reddy won't mind
s little damage in the circumstances,”

‘Without waiting for a reply, Smithy

picked ug the stone again, and dashed
it through & pane in the window beside
the door. There was s clatter and tinkle

of falling glasa.
“Oh, mx hat (" breathed Bob.
Vernon-Bmith thrust his arm through
the broken pane, unfastened the

window-cateh, and opened the window.
He clambered through and dropped
inside,

in1” be

i Ym
snapped.
“May as well,” said Bob. *I1 hope
EEd&E won't charge uz with burglary.”
“0h, don’t be an ass ™
The Bounder had lighted a candle by
the time the two juniors were inside.
They looked round the littls . sitting-
ropm, There was no sign of recent
occupation, The grate was swept and
clean, as Bedwing had left it a week
before; no fire had been lighted since.
The juniors stared round them, per-
lexed. If John Redwing was home
rom sea, if Redwing had joined his
father at the nc:ﬂa that after , BE
they had supp . there would have
been some sign of occupation,

“Redwing never got here ! muttered
the Bounder. “Ho never got here at
all to-day, you feliows.”

fellows coming

“But what—"
“Goodness knows!  Let’s Jook
upstairs.™

The ﬂi:ninrs went up the little stair-
Ccase, Bounder in advance, holding
up the candle. There were two rooms
agare, neither tenanted. The beds,
ob¥iously, had not been slept in: they
wera not even made up for use,
bedclothes being neatly folded away.
The odour of moth-balls and the heavy
atmosphere showed that the windowa
had not been recently opened.

The juniors went down again, lost in
wonder.  Vernon-Smith placed the
candlestick on the little mantelpiece,
In silence, the Removites looked at one
another. The Bounder's face was pale
with anxiety, and bhis compamons
shared his anxiety now to the full. As
they stood in troubled silence there was
a grating of a key in the loek of the
dpor, it turned, and the door was flung
open.

They spun round towards it in sudden
relief, expecting to see Redwing or his
father. But it was an ancient sailor-
man, in jersey and sea-bools, with a
boathook in his hand, who stood in
the doorway glaring at them.

“Shiver ‘my timbers!® said that
ancient mariner, lifting the boathook
with a threstening gesture. “You
thisving swabs, I've got you!”

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
“The Mystery of Tom Redwidg !

i H, my hat!” ejaculated Harry
0 Wharton.
. The Bounder scowled at
- the newcomer.
“Who are youl" he snapped.
“Name of Bowline,” answered the old
sailorman. “"The key of this here
ca was left with me. Don't you
try to get away! Breaking into a man's
houze while he's away at seal” Mr.
Bowline snorted. "™I'll I'arn yer! You
try to get away, and I'll put you on
your beam-ends with this here boathook,
and you can Jay to that!”

Bob Cherry burst inte an involuntary
chuckle. Evidently Mr. Bowline had
been awakened by the hammering st

-

the cottage door and had turned out,
and picked up the boathook to deal
with a au:gm‘ued gang of tramps or
burglars. His supposition was not an
unnatural one in the circumstances,

But as he blinked st the Greyfriars
fellows in the obndlelight Mr. Bow-
;ltpa*n frown rﬁ!n’tﬁd,d nmE he !ntggr&d

L8 Weapon. e had not expec to
ree schoolboys, and it dawned upon him
that it was not & gang of hnmﬂ:’?ﬂkeu
ho hed to deal with.

“Bhiver timbers I he eaid, -in
astonithment. “Ain't you the you
gents that come up 'era sometimes wit
young Tom "

“We're  Redwing's friends,” said
Harry, with a smile. “Wa've come up
after him, and as we couldn't get in
we——

“Well, you ain't stood on ceremony,
you ain't!” grunted Mr. Bowline.
“Look at that winder! A man will
'ave to come two miles from Woodford
to mend that winder!”

“"Where's Bedwing?” shot out the
Bounder. :

“Eh1” PBowline stared. “Ain't he
up at the schooli”

“"No; he came hore—"

“He ain't come here,” said Bowline,
shaking hia head. “'Cause why, if
had, he'd have come and asked ple for
the key.” '

“But. his father——" gaid Bob.

“His dad's at ses.”

“ But he came back from sea!" ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, bewildered.
“Mean to say you haven't seen him aod
he hasn’t d you for the key of his
cottage 1"

“If John Redwing had got back to
port, sir, I'd have szead him;-" said Mr.
Bowline, “Ain't I slways "ere, seecing
as I'm too old these duys to go 1o seal
Any day you cen see me leaning on
that there p¢ You can lay
to it that it Joh from ses,
'd be the fitst of his mates to ses him.

 ain't back. 'Cause wl:ﬁg His nht&’a
on the high sean 's on 2
Samarcand.” :

“The Samarcand I repeated Wharton,
_“Ay, ay; that's his zhip,” exid Bow-
line. *And the Samarcand ain't this
side of the Red Bea yei, as you can
see in the papers if you foller ship-
ping noos.

“Well, we don't follow the shipping
news, 4s & rule,” said Bob, with a grin.
“I':,ie wing expected his {father home,
an ___‘._-IJ'

“* What's the good of expecting & man
any given date when he's on one of
them steamera?” demanded Mr. Bow-
line, *On & windjammer, now, you can
put a date. You know what your masts
will stand. You know what wind you've
got. There ain’t nothing to break
down and leave you adrift 1n the Indian
Ocean. With them steamers it's
different.™

Evidently that ancient mariner had
sailed the seas in the da.g-s of sailing-
ships, and did not trust such new-
flngl'tﬂ inventicns as steamships,

“That thers Semarcand,” said Mr.

line, “was "ung up with her engines
in the Indian Ocean. She had to put
in at Aden for irs. On » wind-
jammer John wo have bean 'ome for
%ﬂ::iatm.a. He'll have a ot Christmas
in the Red Ses on that steamer. You
can lay to that."”

The juniors looked at Mr. Bowline
and locked at one another in utter
amazement, They had been astonished
to find the Redwing cottage untenanted,
btﬁ;l this news was more astonishing
still.

“But Mr. Redwing telephoned to
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Greyfviars this aftornoon!™ almost
shouted Bob Cherry.
“You mesn wirelessed 1 asked Mr.
Bowline, with a stare. “I koow th:z
wireless—though I don't hold wi
it—on them steamers. Bailormen took
a chance in my time. Now they want

to to ses as safe as the King in his
pallis. But you tell me that they let
&' foremast hand wireless oma | ver
my timbers !

“No, mno!” exclaimed Whartoo.
“Telephoned | He rang up Greyiriarg
snd teld Mr. Quelch, our Form master,
that he was home from ses, and ssked
far leave for Redwing to come up here
for the afternoon.”

Mr. Bowline looked pusrled,

“You kiddin'?"" he asked.

" No, no, nol I tell you—"

“It ain't any good telling me that
John is 'ome from sea when the ship-

ing noos says that the Samarcand is
’elg up at Aden with her blooming
engines broke down,” seid Mr, Bowline
positively, “and you ¢sn lay to thatl"

“Yon'ra sure Mr. Redwing imn't
homa t"* gasped Boh.

“Not unless he Hewed!™ said Mr,
Bowline, with sarcasm. “They do a
lot of flying these days with them siry-
planes, I-don't 'old with it! Frightful
row they make, bumin' over a man's
roof ! ‘A ship and a goed spread of
CANVas Was enough for a mao in
my time. But I reckon John ain't

ed "ome on & airyplane.”

“It was s trick " said the Bounder
hoarsely. * Reddy’s father is not home
from ses; it couldn’t have been him
that tolephoned. It was a trick to get
Reddy away from the school IV

“But what—why——" stuttered Boh.
“You're sure Tom Redwing never
came up to Hawkscliff this afternoon,
Mr. Bowline 7™ asked Wharton.

“You can In‘; to that,” answered the
old seamsn. *“Wouldn't he *ave asked
me for the key? Bhonldn't I 'ave seed
him ?Il‘

That was unanswerable. Tt was elear
that Toms Redwing, who bad lefi Grey-
friare to walk to0 Hawkscliff, never
had arrived there. What hed hap-
pened to him on the way?

Tha Bounder groaned aloud.

“And I come half-way with him—if
wo hadn't rowed, I should hava come
all the way, And after I lefb him—"
Bmithy’s voice E
“What can_have happened?™ said
Wharton. His froe was pale pow.
“That was bafore the weather changed ;
there was no snow and hardly any wind.
Tha path was safe enoug "

“Can’t you seal” hissed the Bounder.
'The man who talephoned—he was wait-

for him—waylaying him——

IH‘E

‘But who—wh
. "How can I teilj But it’s olear, isn't
it?"  Vernon-8mith almost snarled.
“Why should anyone play that trick on
tho telephone, amafut to get him on that

lonely path, away from the school? He
ammdg-a.nd disappeared on his way.

Isn’t it a2 plain as the nosze on your face
that the man, whoever ha was, wavlaid

hitm ™

“I—I suppose so0. But I can’t under-
stand-—~--"

' Wa'va t to got back to Groy-

friars,” said Bob, “'Something’s hap-
pened’ to Hedwing, that's certain, now
that we know he never reached Hawks-
cliff, We've got to tell Quelch at once.”
The Bounder nodded,
“Gﬂ'ﬂ]ﬂ mlﬂ-
. “8Bhiver my timbers!” said Mr. Bow-
line. “Wha "
., But there was no time for talk. The
juniors ran ont of the cabin, leaving the
Ire Magner LisRaRY.—No. 1,

ancient mariner staring, They raced
back to the waiting car.

" friars—as fast as you can gol”
Bnap Vernon-3mith to the chauffeur.
“Htop at the school gateal Make her
buze! I don’t care if you smeash the
dashed car to splinters, if you make
good time, H "

* Yos, sir,” miﬁ the chauffeur stolidly.
. The juniors bundled into the car, and
it roared away through the night. ’I“heg
sat in silence, with anxious, trombled
faces as the car rushed on,

Tom Redwing had disappeared!
Amazing as it was, it was certain that
ha had been tricked away from the
school by a false message on the tele-

hone, and that some unkpown enemy

ad waylaid him on the lonely path over
the clifis. The school authorities had to
be informed at once—and the police. It
was im ible to mako & secret of that
forbidden edition out of bounds now
bint the juniors were not thinking of
that, or of the possible consequences to
themselves. All their thoughts were for
Tom Redwing, the cheery, sturdy, good-
natured son of a msailorman, liked b
all who knew him, who had left Grey-
frisra in »_happy mood, and had
vanished, as it seemed, into thin air,

The-Bounder sat, white and frowning,
biting his lips, His misgivings bad
proved well-founded, after all; some
disaster had befallon his chum. He had
i:art-e:cl_ from bim in angor—had he not
eft him he might have been able to

help him, o save him. The thought was

tortura to the Bounder. The earr
and rocked thr-:m%h the darkness and
the whirling snowHakes, but fast as it
was, it was slow to the Bounder's im-
patiemce. :

But it roared, at last, up to the school
ates, and halted, throbbing.

nder sprang out almost before it

stopped, and rang loud peal after paal
at the bell,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Quelehy &5 Not Pleased !

OSLING, the porter, stared .
G thrcugﬁ the metal bars of the

. which he seemed in no
Hea blinked in

urry to open.
a zight of three

astonishment at

Remove juniors and o throbbing ear

ontside the gates on the hour of
midnight. " a0l Cosh
“My eyal™” sal oshing.
“Let us in, you old ass |g ghouted the
Beounder angrily.
“Wot I says,” answered Gosling, “is
thia 'ere—-"
“You old dummy! Open the Eﬁ;ﬂ"
“MNice goings hon!" pursned ling
stolidly. *The 'Ead will ’ave some-
thing to say about this! Young rips!"
“For n sake lot us m, Gos-
ling,” said Harry Wharton imgnt:entliv.
*“'Ooking a man out of his bed!™

:gaid Gn:;js!mg. “Wot I zays is this
era—

“Open the gate, you chump " howled
the Blﬁmdﬂr.! ¥ P

Gosling at last unlocked the gate.
The Bounder thrust it violently open,
almost knocking over the old ﬁﬁ&n
Ho ran in, and raced towards the House,
Gasling stagperad nhgpatl in the snow,
and sat down *gritl; & bump and & gasp.

“"Oer Y he ejaculated.

Wharton an Cherry passed him
at & ron, and followed the Bounder to
the House. Smithy wos hammering at

the big door savagealy.

Midnight waa at hand, and there were
fow lights burniog in the windows. But
pne of the lightad windows was that of
Mr, Quoloh's study. The Remove master
haﬂ nok

a0,
the dots,

ot gona to .
'Lang. bang! rang the blows on se

Mr, Quelch's window shot op.

The Remove master’s head was put
out into the wind and the snowfakes,

“What—"" he bagan,

Wharton ran acroes to the window,
“It’'a vs, 8i
“Upon my word! ‘Wharton! ¥Yon

are out of doors at thizs honr of the
night I exelaimed Mr. Quelch,

‘Yen, sir] We—"

ng, » bang, bang !

“Ceaze that noiza immediataly®
hooted Mr. Queloh. "How dare you
make that disturbamce at this hour!”

" 3hut up, Smithy ! murmored Bob.

There was a sound of rattling chains
and a turning key at the big door. The
Housa was locked up for the nitiht, and
M. ?]gehh was ﬁ:t& pale with wrath
at finding three Remove juniors oot of
doors &t such an hour. The door swong
open at last, and the Remove master’s
wratiful face looked out.

"“Come in at once!™ be said harshly,

The Remove master bad turned on the
electrie light. The three breathless
juniors ped into the glare of illu.
mination, blinkmg.

“Now, what does this mean?"” de-
manded the Form master sternly. *How
dare you be out of your dormitory and
out of the Houso—"

“We've been up to Hawkscliff, sir
=" gaeped Wharton.

“You have dared—"

“ Redwing’s miszing, air,"”

“ Nonsense "

“It's true, sir; he never got o
ITawkscliff this afterncon, and his father
is not home from sea.”

Y“That is absurd, Wharton! Red-
wing's father telephoned to mae this
afterpoon.™
“It was somebody else, sir.2
‘ Nonsemse |

“It was a trick! panted the
Bounder.

“* Rubbish (™

“T tell you, sir—"

“8ilence, Vernon-Smith! Go to your
dormitory at oncal” ma Mr.
Quelch. *“¥ou will be taken before
your headmaster in the moining for
inquiry into this unp emted
escapade. Gol"

. The Bounder gritted his teeth. No

doubt 8 reception like this was exactl

what the truants might have ex e
u

from an incensed Form master,
minutes were being lost.

“Will you listen to me, sir$* shouted
the Bounder. “If not, I shall go to the
police station in Courtfield I* .

“Bilence!"” thundered Mr. Quelch.
"“Wharton, if you have any explanation
to give, I will listen to you.”

Harry  Wharton  explained as
sucoinotly ns he could. Mr. Quelch
histened at frst with an ap and im-

patient frown. But ho was impressed b
the time tho captain of the Remova I:ai
finished, ;

“If it is sbsolutely certain that Red-

wing did not reach Hawksoliff, some-
thing certainly must have happened to
the " he said, pursing his lips.

“It's quita certain, sir.

“That does not excuse this escapada,™
said Mr. Quelch sternly. **You are per-
fectly well aware that you should not
have left your dormitory and the Housa
without leave. I shall, bowever, com-
municate with.the police at once, in view
of what you have teld me. ou will
leave the matter in my-hands and go to
bed immediately.”

“T've got a car at the gates, sir—2
b-eqan the Bounder.

"1t ia like your impudence to have 5
gar at tho gates, Vernon-B8mith. 1 wiil
diamiss the car. Go to bed.” be
sir, we can use it 1o in
arehing for Redwing I 5
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You cannot imagine that I shall allow
anu to leave the House sgain to-nigat.

s to your dormitory immediately 1™

Me. Queloh, though clearly alarmed
for Redwing and concerned about him,
was still more elearly angry with the
thres juniors who had taken matters
into their own hand

‘The Bounder pausec. Ilis look showed
that he was thinking of resistance to his
Form master’s orders, Wharton caught
his arm. -

“Come on, Bmithy !”

“And leave Redwing to it ! muttered
the Bounder savagely )

“Nothing can be done till daylight.”

“(o to bed at oncel!” snapped Mr.
Queloh. “In the cireumstances, I do
not desire to cane you Vernon-Smith;
but if you do oot go to your dormitory
instantly—"

YWith & grunt, the Bounder swung to-
wards the stairs. Ho realised that what
Wharton said was well founded, snd
that nothing could be done till dn;rhgélt«,
Lbeyond motifying the police. And that
was a matter left to a person in
suthority.

Mr, Queleh, frowning and troubled,
saw the juniors to their dormitory, and
then went dowan to his telephone, to ring
ué:- Inspector Grimes, at Courifield. All
the Remove were fas: asleep, and they
did not ewaken when the three juniors
turned in.

“It's all rot!” prowled the Bounder
savagely, “How's a [ellow to sleep?
We -.i-:.:.a'ht to be searching for Red-
win

“Usecless in the dark.” said Harry
g;nml:._ “Now that Quelchy is putting
the police on to it, that's all that can be
done for the present. We can turn out
at da.wn,: without wa.ting for rising-bell

“And the more sleep we get beforo
then, the better,” said Eob Cherry.

“Blecp!” snarled the Bounder. ¥ Do
Enu think I'm goi~g to close my eyes!
edwing may hiave been murdered—"
Z0h, Wharton uneasily.

rot I* said

Vernon-Smith thrust the gate wide open,
ran in, and raced towards the House.
Gosling stageered, sl in the mow,
and sat down, with a and 5 gasp.
“Owl'™ he ejaculated. rton and
Bob Cherry passed the school porter at
a run, and followed the Bonnder inte

“Why should anybody went to hurt
Him

“*Why should anybody want to kidna
him?” snarled Smithy.  “If he's still
alive, he's been kidnapped I

“1 suppose se. But—" !

] can't make it oub”™ =maid Bob.
" But it's rot to look on the worst side of
anything. Get some sleep and turn out
at daylight.”

The Bounder snarled, but he said no
more, Wharton anu Bob, anxzious as
they wera, were almost dropping aslecp,
and their eyes very soon closed.

They did not awaken #ill the rising-
bell was clanging out over Greyfriars.
Thoe December daw+ was creeping over
the school. Fellows sat up in bed and
yawned.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whera's
Smithy ¥ exclaimed Bob Cherry, star-
ing at the Boundor's bed.

The bed was empty, Evidently tho
Bounder had not r&m{.ined indum?s for
tho night.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Clue [

ERBERT VERNONSMITH
H stood on the cliffs, staring with
o moody brow over the tum-
bling sea, grey in the breaking
dawn,

The Dounder had not closed his eycs
that night, but he was not [eeling the
need sledp. A fierce excitement
possessed him, and his nerves were in a

uiver, Hehad romained in bed in the
i’iemu?a dormitory ecarce ten minutcs
after Mr. Quelch bad left him there. 1t
was only to aveid a futils dm£um that
he had gone to bed at all. Undoubtedly
Mr. Quelch would have locked him in &
room bhad he refused,

Wharton and Bob Cherry bad fallen
asleep elmost immediately, and’ they
did not hear the Bounder creep out of

cd, dress himself, snd steal on tiptoo
from the dormitory. In the blackness of

the House. (Sec Chapter 6.)

the winter night Smithy I:II‘SEI out of the
achool and tramped to the cliffs,

Ha knew the exact spot where Lie had
parted from Eudmnﬁel.nﬂ it was for

that spot that he beaded, trampin
savagely along the rugged, lonely path
in the darkneszs end ‘i:lE1I snow. It

oo, half-way be-

was five miles to thaﬁla _
tween Pegg and Hawksoliff, on a
lonely coast, and the path was danger-
ous -enough in the night; but the
Bounder gave tha: no thought.

He hoﬁd that hoe might find some
clue to what had ha to his chum,
and if tho hope was Liut it was ail he
had. He had brought with him an elee.
tric torch. DBut in the darkness, snd
with anow on the ground, he could not
find the exact spot where he bhad left

wing ; and, with savage impationce,
he realised that be had to wait for

daewn,
Ho moved resilessly aboung the cliff

path, flashing on the light of fhe torch,

seeking some sign. DBut the light
gleamed on chalk rochs and grass
powdered with anow, that {old him

uvothing,

Hes could not rest, and it was {00
bitterly cold in the sea wind to keep
still. o moved about restlessly, zcek-
ing in vain, till th grey December
dawn crept over the shore and the sca.
While the rising-be!l was mnging at
Greyfriars, Yernon-83mith was Gve miles
from the school, restless, tireless, =
proy to bitter snxiety and dread.

The dawning light enabled him to fnd
the place at last where he bad left Red-
wing the previous day. He recognised
the path now, and the shapes of the
great rocks and boulders, and a gull
that ran down through the chalk cli
to the below., As the light
strengthened, be found the exact place,
and knew that he stood upon the very
spot whero he had parted from his chum
In anger. L

From that asot Tom Redwing bad
gone on towards Hawksoliff—which he

Tae Macser Lmsrary.—No. 1,088.
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had never reached. Somewhera between
that spot and the fishing village the
epilorman’s son had disappeared. Ver-
non-Smith followed the path closely,
scapning the ground. It was thinly
powdered with snow, and a few light
tlakes were still falling.

Somewhere along that path his enemy
had been wniting and watching for Tom
Redwing, Smithy knew that. An acecl-
dental falt on the cliff was not the solu-
tion. The {false telephone message

roved that Tom had been deliberately
ured out to that solitary place. It was
the work of an enemy. Bui what
encmy?  The answer to that question

was a bafiling mystery,

What cnemy could Tom Redwin
have—a goodnatured, kind-hear
fellow, whe made no enemies? Il
natured fellows like Skinner of the
Remove might be on ill terms with
bim—a fellow like Ponsonby, st High-
cliffe, might hate him, with the patural
dislike of & mean nature for a noble
one. But this, obviously, was no matter
in which a schoolboy feud was involved,
It was o matter In which some des-
perate man had carried out a desperate
scheme—for what?

For what{

Smithy could find no answer to that
guastion. : .

He sought along the cliffs till he had
covered a mile from the spot where he
had left Redwing the day before. The
chalk rocks Eavﬂg.;h.im no sign—he hardly
knew what sign he had hoped to find.

He stood and stated out over the sea,
his face pale, his brows knitted, his
bheart heavy with troublsa.

Ho tried to think out the problem. Ii
he could but have imagined the motive
for this outrage it w?ﬂl& hava helped
him. But what motive? Who could
have desired to karm a fellow who had
never harmed anyone? For what
imaginable reason could anyone have
desired to make him & prisoner?

{ut on tho sea there was a mist, A
ship’s foghorn sounded dully, eerily
through it, the ship unseen. Closer at
hand there was & wintry sunlight on the
walers that broke along the shore, dash-
ing up the sand.

The Bounder turned at last and re-
traced his steps. He recalled the gully
ihat led down to the beach, not far from
the spot where he had left Redwing. It
was the only securs path down to the
heach for a long distance on either hand,
With a prisoner, the unknown enemy
could not have elambered down the
rough fece of the cliff like g crageman,
Haj he gone dewn by the gully

The kidnapping, i kidnapping it was,
had taken place :Fn broad davlight. Un-
geen, no doubt, in thaf solitary place.
But petting the prisoner away unseen
wae & very different matier. No vehicle
could have approached within half a
mile of the path, until it reached the
very outskirts of zHa.wlm:sltﬂ-'. Lonely as
the path was, it was not whelly unfre-
quented, even in the winter, and & man
earrying & schoolboy, or forcing him to
walk, a prisoner, conld not have counted
on escaping observation,

It seemed to Vernon-Bmith most pro-
bable that & boat had beon used to get
Redwing away. and if a boat had been
used, that gully was tho only practic-
able way down to the beach. If that
was the way the kidnapper had gone,
there was yet hope of finding trace o

inn.

The Baunder tramped back to the spot
wh;ra the gully opened in the chalk
m L]

It was a diffioult path dewn, rugged
and steep, and the chalk was emooth
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with powdered snmow., Loose stones
rolled under the Bounder's feet, and
clattered down to the beach

Once or twice he stumbled and
glipped. Once he had to catch on to a
jutting rock to save himself from a

eavy fall. But h>y clambered down
with no thought for the danger.

He came out on the beach at last—
irregular masses of sand heaped high
by the tides. At high water the sea
washed the oliffs in thiz spot. At low
water there was s short distance of
tumbled sand between clifis and sea.
Any hope of footprints in the sand was
delusive. The tide had been in since
Redwing;’ disappearance, heaping the
eand into”new, strange shapes.

The Bounder stood, ankle-dee
loose sand, gearchin the shore an
sea with his elmost i&g ard eyes,

What did he hope to find? He bardly
knew., “He only knew that there would
be no rest for him, no sleep, till he had
found his chum. He had almost for-
gﬂttﬂn Greyfriars—forgotten that that

ay the school was breaking up for the
Christmas holidays. He had forgotten
Christmas—forgotten everything but
that his chum was in danger, and that
he must gaye him, caring nﬂti:ling what
he risked.

Sea and sand and heaped sca-weed
met his eyes, backed by the silent
oliffs. No sign of life was stirring in
the winter dawn, no sound of life save
that doleful, b-cu:img moan of the fog-
horn from the ship out in the sea mist.

The false message on the tclephone,
in the name¢ of Redwing's father
Em"w}d that tho I-E:dnaﬁper’: plans had

een carefully laid, he had taken
Redwing away by boat, the boat niust
hava been waiting here when he way-
laid the junior on the clif path. £
must have been ticd up; and a trace
might be found.

He found no trace where the boat had
been tied. Above the high-water mark
he found patches of sand that had been
blown into the gully by high winds.
But he failed fo And any [oot-prints
there—only a few confused marks that
teld him nething. But, suddenly, as he
sought and scanned and searched, a ¢
broke from his lips, and Le sprang, wit
gleaming eves, at & small object that
lay among the rocks.

He clutched it, lifted it, stared at it
with blank, almost unbelieving eyes.
It was a knife—but it was such a knife
as had never been seen on that coast.
The short blade was made of & shark’s
tooth. The handle was of carved coral.
Sailormen in  Hawhkscliff who bhad
sailed the South Seas would have known
that knife as & native knife of the
islands. And Vernon-Smith, in that
summer vacation which had becn spent
in his father's yacht in the Pacifie, had
seen many such a knife. A Bouth Bea
nalive’'s knife here on the coast of Kent!
A ery broke from the Bounder.

" Boames }’

in
the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Face to Face!

i OAMESR !® :

S Herbert Vernon-Bmith re-

eated the name 1 convietion,
e beld the clue now to Red-
wing's disappearance.

Back into his mind came the memory
of that wild cruise in the Beouth Seas,
when Redwing had sought the fortuna
of his uncle, Black Peter, when Boames
had been his enemy, and had almost
succesded in robbing him of the
treasure. Soames, once the valel of
Mr. Vernon-Smith, who had eailed in
the millionaire’s yacht as a manservant,

and who had shown himself in hLis true
colours when the time came, whose
desperate fight for the fortune had
brought perﬁu innumerable on Redwing

snd his friends. Soames, who had
escaped in an n bgat at the last,
and was believed to have perished in
the sea. The DBounder had often

thought of him, and he had not believed
that the man was dead. The cool, ruth-
less, iron-nerved ses-lawyer was net the
man for it. He had escaped in a well-
found, well-provisioned boat, and he
had escaped to safety—perhaps to some
island, perhaps to be picked up at sea

h‘j’_ some trader or stcamer. As cer-
tainly as if he had seen the cool, clear-
cut, iumpassive face before his eyes,

Vernon-3mith knew that it was Soames
who had done this deed.

The South Sea knifo was & proof.
Whe but a man fresh fromn the Pacifio
er.;]d be carrying a shark’s-tooth

nife 7

It was Eﬂﬂ-mt? beaten in the Gght for
Black Peter's fortune. And he had
come back for ancther throw of the
dice. That fortune now was Tom Red-
wing's. And it was the fortune Boames
was after. And that was why Tom
Redwing had been kidnepped. In the
Bounder's mind there was not the
shadow of a doubt.

He had tried to think what enemy
Redwing could have. He had forgotten
Boames. He knew now.

“Boames!” repeated the
staring abt the knife.

It had been dropped at this spot—
doubtless the spot whera the waiti
boat had been tied. Encumbered with
his prisoner Soames had not noticed the
fall of the knife from his pocket. ©Or he
might have taken it out to cut a rope.
Yes, that was it. Vernon-8mith, pur-
suing the thought, pictured Soames
binding his prisoner with ropes, cut-
ting lengths from & rope for the
PUrpose.

Anyhow, the knife was there, and it
told that a man from the South Seas
had been lately on that spot. And
that man the Bounder was convineced
was Soames !

His eyes blazed.

He had his finger on the mystery now.
All that had been dark, perplexing,
had suddenly clearcd. It was like a
beam of light after black darkness.

Re-:lwinﬁ was a prisoper. There was a
thought thet brought relicf, for all the
time & darker thought had been at the
back of the Bounder’s mind. He was
a prisoner, because alive he might serve
Soames’ pu dead, he would be
useless, ad, hiz fortune would go to
his father, the sailor man now on the
steamer, Samarcand, at Aden. Alive,
a prisoner In the sea-lawyer's hands,
Soames haed some desperate scheme for
forcing the South Bea fortune from
him. ¢ was Jiving, and the Bounder’s
heart was lighter with that certain

knowledge.

Btanding in the gully the Bounder
was hidden from the saa by hulgmg
rocks of chalk. The sea was hidden
from him, and he did not see & boat

that was pulling steadily and swiitly

Bounder,

to the shore that had appeared suddenly
out of the sea mist. e man who waa
oars did not sea the

ulling the
%aun er, hidden by the rocks. To his
eyes the shore was deserted and abso-
lutely lifeless in the rising sun.

The boat thudded on the sand, and
the rower leid in his cars and jumped
ashore, and pulled the boat up from
the water.

Then after a swift glance to and fro
—a glance that showed .only a lifeless
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beach and {rowning, solitary cliffs—the man strode quickly
wcross the sand towards the gully.

He came round a great mass of chalk into the gully,. so 4

suddenly that he was almost upon the Bounder before
either knew of the other's preseuce,
Vernon-Smith swung round at the footstep.

He saw a man In & grey coat and sea-boots, with a thick
beard on his face snd large, horn-rimmed spectacles.’

B0 deep was the disguise that evenm with the thought of
Soames 1n his mind the Bounder would not have recog-
nised him, but for the inveluntary exclamation that broke
from him.

“Herbert Vernon-8mith! You

And the Bounder knew that voico instantly.

* Boames 1

He stared at the dignified sea-lawyer. :

For a moment the man in the grey coat stared at him,
evidently taken utterly aback by the unex meeting.

But he recovered himself swaftly, and his lips curved
under the thick beard in a derisive smile.

“You have found it!” he said.

“What?" ;

Soames made & ture towards the shark's-tooth knife
in the schoelboy's haod.

“That!” he said. “I found that I had lost it. I came
back for it at the first peep of dawn. I knew I must have
left it here. I used it to cut the ropa”

“The rope you used on Redwing, you scoundrel
exclaimed the Bounder, his eyes burning at Toames.

“The rope I used on Redwing,” sssented Sﬁnmm "y
suppose you guessed when you found the knife.

He made a movement, and the Bounder lea back.
The shark's-tooth knife sas gripped in his hand.
a deadly weapon, as keen as a razor. The Bounder knew
that he was in danger, apd he knew -the full extent of the
danger. But ho was not afraid. :

“ Keep vour distance, Sonmes,” he said, between his teeth.
feep vour distance, you kidoapping scoundrel, while
you're safe!™

Soames laughed lightly. .

"You would not dare to use that weapon!” he said.

“Try mel” enid the Bounder, his Fi{es glinting. “Lay a
hand on e, and see whether I will dare te use it, you
villain

“No doubt,” Soames nodded. I remember you well,
Master Herbert. You have in your character the makings
of & man very like myself. I assure you that I shall keep
out of reach of that knife which has shed blood many
times, my young friend, but will never shed mine. '

The Bounder watched him like a cat. He knew only too
well that the sea-lawyer had no intention of sllowing him
to escape with what he bad discovered—not if he could
provent it. There was no help to be locked for in that
golitary spot, st that carly hour. The Bounder had onl
himself to depend upon. But he had a weapon in his hand,
and the courage and determination to use it in self-defence.

Soames stood quietly, his eyes on the DBounder. His
head was bent L'ﬂit-tlﬂ, as if to listen.

The Bounder guessed for what he was listening. But no
gound of a footstep or 'a voice came from the cliffs; the
place was utterly desolate and deserted at that early hour.
The Bounder longed to bear a footstep: but he had no hope
that Harry Wharton & Co. were yet near at hand. Even if
they bad left the school at dawn to begin the search for

wing, they did not know wheré S8mithy was—and were
not likely to be near this spot. There was ng help for him.
But tho Bounder was not afraid. His grasp was firm on
the coral handle of the knife.

Soames smiled through the thick beard, as if satisfied.
His hand shot under his coat, and reappeared with an
automatic pistal in it 4

Vernon-Smith started. But still he did not flinch.

Boames raised the automatic.

“Drop that knife!” ha said tersely.

“Rats!” retorted the Bounder coolly. “You dare not
use that pistol! If you dare, get on with it—you won't get
anvthing out of me with threats|”

“Youn are in error, Master Herbert,” said Scames, in his
smooth, silky tones. " Did it serve my purpose, I should
shoot you dead where you stand. But' it does not serve
E‘iyfpurpﬂ::(-, and your life is safe. But 1 bid rou drop that

nife "

“0h, cut it out!” snapped the Bounder.

Soames mada a step towards him. The Bounder threw up
his right band, grasping the shark’s-tooth knife, his eyea
gleaming with deadly determination,

Crack!

Vernon-Bmith felt a numbing shock i his right arm.
He staggered, with a startled cry. He was dimly conscious
that ]w%:ecld in hiz hand only the coral handle of the knife.

(Continued on next page.)
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Ho hardly realised that, however, as
Soames sprang on him, and he struck
ficrecly at #ﬁa aon-lawyer, Enlm:i
with a deadly accuracy of a h
ghot the knife from his hand—the
shark’s tooth was shattered into o thous
sand frogmonts,

The Bounder’s blow was harmless; and
the next moment the barrel of the pistol
struck. him on the head.

h‘ﬂ'ﬁ:mnfmit‘h fell Deavily on the
chalk rocks.

He was not stunned; Soames had not
struck hard enough for that. He lay
dazed and helpless, as the sea-lawyer
bent over him, Ho made a feeble effort
at resistance—an effort that wos wholly
in vain a2 the stroug grasp of Soames
closed on him. His hand still’ clutched
the coral knife-handle. Boames forced
it from his grasp, and slipped it into a
pocket of tho grey coat. The next
moment tha Bounder, still struggling
feebly, was flung Ifke a sack over
Soamey’ shoulder, and carried swiftly
across the beach, down o the boat.

Soames flung him heavily into the
boat, and followed him in, and with
cool, quick movements, bound him hand
and foot with a rope, afnd fastened a
handkerchief tightly over his mouth.
The Bounder was helpless, but his eyes
glared defiance at the soa-lawyer. He
wan rolled into the bottom of the boat,
and a sheet of canvas tossed over him.
Under the eanvas Herbert Vernon-8mith
was. completely hidden from sight,

Quietly and coolly, Soames pushed the
boat into the water and sat down to
the ¢ars. With swift strokes he rowed
out into the misty sea.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Tha Shot on Shore !
al 00K it!” said Bob Cherry.
H “The hookfulness is the
roper  caper,” re:mu:rkud
urrea Jamset Ram Singh.
#The estceméd Bounder has already
hooked it; and if we also hook it with-
out waiting for our ridiculous break-
fast, it will be supposed that Emnﬂ_:{
hooked it nlong wit E:iﬂa, and ho TII_
t t into @& prepostercus row 10
!i:?uﬁ‘ﬂ ‘ﬂ:unda & second time.”

ing
“That's so,” agreed Nugent.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's the programme,” ho agreed.
“1 don't know what Quelchy is going to
do about our breaking bounds last
night; but if he finds out that BSmithy
hooked it from the dormitory a second
time he's sure to be wild.”

“The wildfulness will be terrific.”

“If we ask Quelch he may refuse,” ]

said Boh. “We can't disobey a direct
order. Least said soonest mended.”
“Come onl” said Johnny Bull.

The Famous Five made up thair
minds. They were the first down from
tha Remove dormitory. It was, after
all, tha last day of term: and there was
only ona class that morning, which was
more or less 3 matter of form en break-
ing-up day.

It was very probable that Mr. Quelch,
having pl thd matter of Tom Red-
wing in the hands of the police,  would
consider that it was well placed, and
that the assistance of Lower Fourth
juniors was not needed. It was a case,
a3 Bob sgid, of least s=aid, soonest
mended. ; .

The Famous Five certainly did not
like the idea of departing for the
Christmas holidays with the mystery of
Redwing's disappearance still unsolved;
and their view was that there was no
time to lose. Moreover, the Bounder's
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absence from the dorniitory had not yet
been discoverad, and if Mr, Quelch sup-
posed that he had gone with the Famous
Fire when they started, it would ba all
tho better for the Bounder. So they
scudded away to the Cloisters, dropped
over the wall, and started for the chiffs,

When the Remove gathered to break-
fast there were six places empty ab
their table, as well as Redwing's.

Harry Wharton & Co. went at a rapid
trot oz far as, Friardale, where they
sto at Uncle Clegg's tuckshop.
Uncle Clegg was not yet out of bed; but
o loud hammering on the door brought
him down to serve his very early cus-
tomers. With a handful of sandwiches
each, the Famous Five went on their
way, cating that rough-and-ready break-
fagt ns they hurried on towards Pege.

They {ollowed the cliff path past the
village, leaving Pegg and Clif House
School behind, and heading up the coast
to Hawkscliff.

From what S8mithy had told them, they
knew that he had walked half way homa
with Redwing the previous day; and it
was after that that Redwing hod disap-
peared. Bo it was half way on the route
to- Hawkacliff that the search had to
begin and had little doubt of find-
m%!:;hn Bounder somewhere along the
cliffs, already engoged on the search,

_The snow had ceased to fall by this
time, the oliffs powdered with the white
flakes that had fallen overnight. That
someone had already passed that way,
early that merning, was clear, for the
snow showed tracks thet were not a
man's track; and the juniors had no
doubt that thay were on the track of
Vernon-Smith.

The traces led them mile after mile

m’f’ﬁ th: mgﬁf whémdﬂ followi
ey tram on # ollow
the tracks. 4 e
Faintly from the misty sea came the

‘hooting of a foghorn from some hidden

ship.

dﬁhrk " exclaimed Bob Cherry sud-
r‘-

h":{‘he five juniors came to an abrupt

alk. :

Breaking suddenly on the wash of the
waves, and the moaning of the foghorn,
came & sharper report—a report that
echoed along the cliffs, with a thousand
Betnoes,

It was the report of a fircarm.

“That was a gun!” said Nugent,
breathing quickly.

a1 pist;i " gaid Bob,

They looked at one another, startled.
The report of & gun was not an uncom-
mon sotnd on the countryside: but in
the present circumstances it was stort-
ing.

“Bome ass potting at the gulls," =aid
Johnny Bull

“Ho early as this?” said Bob.

“Come on,” said Harry Wharton; and
the juniors broke into & rapid rum. A
fow minutes later they passed the head
of the gully that led down to the beach.

They passed it at & run; but Harry
Wharton stepped suddenly and called to
his comrades.

“Hold on! Smithy turned back—"

“What——" '

“Look at the tracks”

The footprinta, plain in the powder-
ing of mmow on tha path, told a plain
tale. One set aof tracks led on towards
Hawkeeliff ; but another sct came leading
back to the opening of the Tullju Tha
second set, in places, partly covered
the first—a proof, if it was needed, that
they had been made laler, ‘

“Smithy went on towards Hawkseliff,
turned back, and camo back as far as
that gully,” said Wharton quickly.
“He went down to the beach.”

“That's so!" Bob caught his breath.
“That shot was fired down below: it
came from below the chiffs——" ;

“Come on!"

The juniors turned into the gully, and
plunged and clambered down the steep
slope amid the rugged boulders. They
were in hot hasto now. That Herbert
Vernon-Smith had &nnu that way thay
were certain; and the shot from below

the cliffs, evidently fired at a spot near
where the Bounder must be, was
glarming,

They came down the gully at a reck-
less speed and burst out on the piled
sand at the bottom.

Nobody was in sight on the beach.

Out at sea, dim in the mist, was a
hﬁ:t' pulling steadily away from the
shore.

Wharton’s eyes fixed upon it.

He tould make out a ‘man in o grey
coat, with a thick beard, pulling at the
oars, and no one else was te Been
in the boat—only what looked like a
heap of canvas, The rising sun glinted
on & pair of large horn-rimmed spec-
tacles on the facoe of the oarsman.,

“8Bmithy’s not there,” said Johnny
Bull, following Wharton's gaze. ““That
way be the man who was potting at
the gulls.”

"g:t- where's 8mithy "

. :&;‘Fa slmil ﬁndtl]:imtr hii::rel;f This soft
sand would keep the trac & SPArrowW
and it would last till the next tide.”

““He never went up the gully again,”
said Bob; “we should have found
tracks in the snow there if he had.™

“He's on the l:i.mﬁ& Butjg?hﬂrcﬂh!’"

BW BITY,

"Iéa]ll_n, IL;I.[IB, E]::]h Ih Hmithy ' %
nly the echo of his voice hoomi

hack {mm the chalk cliffs answered. E:

“He's not in hearing,” said Nugent.
“He's gohe along the beach. e'd
better pick up his trock znd follow.
Easy enough 1”

It saunded easy, but it did not prove
easy. The juniors spread out to search
for & teack leading away in either
direction along the éimach But no such
track was to found.

It was obvious that the soft sand
would have retained the traces of the
lightest walker. The conclusion was
clear—Vernon-Smith not gone
along the beach in either direction.

Wharton's faco was grave.

“According to the sand, he's still
here,” he =aid. *““And he's not hers!
Something’s happened to Bmithy. He
left here, and he must have gone in a
boat; and we saw the boat—*

He stared towards the sea again.
The boat, with the bearded man rowing
it, had vanished into the mist on the
gea and was no longer to be geen, -

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Seeking Slgn |
ARRY WHARTON drew a decp
H
“This s getting rather

- thick!” he said. " Smithy
came along here to hunt for Redwing,
and he Ptl'ustlhavgh::nh i’ntg t.hamikiﬁ-
napper; it's plain that he's been taken
away in that boat—"

" And that shot we heard—" mut-
tered Nugent.

Wharton shivered.

A terrible thought was in the minds
of the juniors—thet the shot had been
fired by a murderous hand, and that
it was not & prieoner, but a body, that
had been taken in the boat.

“"Don’t think of that until we Imow,
anyhow,’” =aid Bob in & low voice,
“1{'& ma.g find p-nfutt;uﬂmthni‘:g fmﬁu the
tracks; there's plen ere, though they
dow't lead awsy along the beach.”
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 Drop that knife ! ** ordered Soames, making
rlght hand, grasp
rumbing shoek in

“If—if blood was shed, it must have
heppened elose here, and wa shall find
traces,”” said Herry, his voice faltering
a little, "“It's lucky we've had some
training as Beouts. But there’s no time
to lose; tha tide's coming in now—in an
hour it will all be washed away. Get
going.” -

The juniors lost no time. The soft
eand, Lightly powdered with snow that
was already melting in the sunshine,
told its own tale, and they were able
fo read it: every member of the Co.
lé:ﬁ :ud pfenbg of experience as a Boy

ut.

They found the track of heavy sca-
Loots leading up from the sem to the
gully. The spot where the boat had
rested was alroady under the incomin
water; but it waas clear that the tra
that emerged from the lapping waves
ynarked where a boat bad been. -

Close by that track, mreﬂa.lbpmg it
in places, was the treck of the same
gea-boota returning to the sea.

Obvionsly the man in the sea-boots
had landed from a boat, walked up to
the gully across the sand, and returned
later to the boat. And the freshness of
the trecks showed how recently they
had been made.

The trail of the sea-boots onded on
the rocky ground in the gully that
gplit the clifs. But among the loose
sand and the parbicles of snow it was
pasy to follow the way the man in the
sea-bonts had gone. The juniors came
round a bulging rock in the gully and
stopped at the gpot where the struggle
had taken place.

Feeble as had been Vernon-Smith's
resistance after he bad been struck
down, it bhad left traces. A mass of

the shark’s-tooth knife, his ayes gleaming
Fight arm, and staggered back, with a siartled ery,
coral handie of the kmife. (See Chapler 8.)

mﬁzﬂﬁe& WT teampled mﬂi: Eéumﬁn
sand was deeply marked. a
Eq.mdm', as his admi-feiluws knew
well, was the fellow to put.up a fight,
av&nd qﬁnat_ ﬁ:ﬂ _anit'!ad ﬂmn; nnw.]:l:“EI l;hﬂ
wondered, with sinking hogrts, w r
the shot had been fired to ond a
desperate resistance,

But on the where it was clear
that Vernon-Bmith had struggled with
his assailant there was no sign of blood.
It was.scarcely possible that bhad he
been wounded no such trace would have
romained.

“The man may have fired only to
frighten him " muttered Bob. *“Any-
how, it looks as if he wasn't hit.” .
~ Wharton scanped the ground with
intent oyos, ]

“There's no sign of—of what I was
afraid we might find,” he said. *“But
keep it up; we ma find somaething.”

T first terrible dread faded away
g8 the juniors searched the place with
cereful thoroughness. There was no
sign whatever of snyone having been
wounded.

Ne blood had been

practically certain nmow. The Bounder
was living.

Wharton moved out of the gully
again and seanned tho track that led
down to the sea,

*No sign that Bmithy went down to
the water,” said Nugent. *“Only the
sea-boots go that way, Harry.”

“Look at tho trail,"” said Wharton.
“The track going down to the water is
ra,t]:ar differcnt from the one coming

shed—that was

“It's the same track,'’ said Trank,
scanning it—*the same man.”
“That's 0. But the track going to

a step towards Vernon-Smith. Instead of obeying tha Bounder threw up his
with deadly determination. Crack ! “ﬂn

Vernon-Smith 3

dimly conselons that he held In his hand only the

the sca is different; the toes have been
driven deeper into the sand.”

" Exactfully I’ ssid Hurree Jamset
Bam Bingh. "And that proves that
the es man in the sea-boots was
bending forward and earrying some=
tl:i:n% heavy on his back.”

“That's -it 1" said Harry.

* He was carrying Smithy I exclaimod

Huq;-nt.
“Yea.. Bmithy certainly wouldn't
have walked at hiz order; he had to ba
ot under and forced to go. The man
sghm him on his back.”
“Clear énough 1" assented Bob.
“That looks as if—as if Bmithy—"
faltered Nugent. He stared towards
the dim sca, shuddering at the thought
that a body might Lave been taken
away in the boat, to be sunk out in
the deep waters.

Wharton shook his head.
“Bmithy was never wounded by the
shot wa ﬂurd,” he said. *“It's abso-

lutely certain we should have picked up
seme sign of it. But we know the man
had a pistol; he may have knocked
Smithy on the head with it and stunned
him. Anvhow, SBmithy couldn’t have
kept his end up against & grown man,
He was got under; and the man
carried him down to the boat. And
that was the boat we saw pulling away
to sea.”

“But Smithy wasn't in it, so far as
wo saw.”” )

“There was a heap of canvas in it
and Smithy was under thet' s=aid
Wharton, with conviction. * Naturally,
tha brute would keep him out of sight.
That was the boat; the man in it must

(Coniinued on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 13.)

have scen what was going on here, i
he was not the man who did it. He
couldn't ‘have left the shore more than
a few minutes before we got here. If
we'd been earlier——"" ;

“Not much good thinking of that,’
said Bob, ““Bmithy was a recklets ass
to start out by himself; he oughta’t to
have dono it. We'd better get back
}ntn the gully; the sea’s coming in jolly
ast.”

The oncoming waters drove the
juniors across the narrow stﬂg of
gach, into the rocky gully. raat
waves washed over the sand, and a3
far as they reached; the sign that had
told the juniora of the kidnspping was
obliterated.

In a very short time, all sign would
be washed ocut and mot & trace would
remain to tell of what had happened
to Herbert Vernon-8miih, or to reveal
t];.int he had ever been en the zpot at
n ¥

With troubled faces, the juniors stood
in & group in the gully, watching the
sea B3 it thundered in io the foob of
the cliffs, ] ]

Ap the sun rose higher, the mists on
the eea clearcd away, slowly dissolving.
The hooting of the distant foghorn had
ceased now. The juniors scanned the
clearing sea, in the hope of seeing the
boat again. But the carsroan had made
good time; thers was not o speck to be
seen of the boat.

“We've got the man’s description,
anyhow,” said Bob Charry at last. *We
can be jolly glad we came—we've found
out what happened to Bmithy, and
we'va got a deacription of the man who
did it.”

“That's
Bull.

“And that man ought to bo casy to
identify,” said Nugent. “There are

enty of men slong the coast in sea-

ts and grey coats and beards, but
horn-rimmed specs are ,501]]{ rare amon
the fishermen and the longshoremen.
saw them rll.uta p!nm]{yln"

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's mnmthing to tell the police,”
he said. “We've found out a lpt—we
know now that a boat wes used, and
it's pretty certain that it was used to
get 'Eudwing' away, too. Clear encugh
1t was the same man. The boat may
traced, and the man may be fraced—
others must have seen him at some time
or nt-h&r—-nndv?i he hired or bought
that boat locally, that will help the
police to get after him.”

“But what on earth’s his game?"
asked Bob, utterly puzzled. *Is he
some giddy lupatic, or whatt It's plain
why he's bagged S8mithy—Smithy was
hunting Redwing, and must heve run
into the man—but why on earth did he
bu‘g Redwing ¥

“That beats me! I can’t make that
ont at all.” ]

There was a ruzh of eddying water,
as a wave came splashing into the
gully. The beach was wholly under
water mow. The juniors retreated
ferther up the gully.
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something.” said Johnny

“ Bettar get back to Gireyiriars,” said
Wharton at last. “We've got news for
Quelch—and for Inspeckor Grimes! 1

And the Famous Five tramped back
the long miles to the school.

= r————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Breaking Up !

L SAY, you fellows!”
I Billy Bunter met the Famoua
Five as they came away from
Mr. Quelch’s study. The juniors
had gone at once to their Form master
to report, and they had found Inspactor
Grimes, of Courtfield, with the Remove
master. Mr. Quelch, it was obvious,
was not in & good temper, The mys-

terious disappesrance of Tom Redwing
worried and puzzled him—the necessity
of calling in the police irritated him—

and the fact that the Head had kindl
left tha mnt.t.nrhin his hand}?ﬂ {.E ba dg? 1
with, was, aps, not w gratify-
ing, on thapfnl;t :E:y of the term. True,
the headmaster was busy, but so was
Mr. Quelch.

The matter was bad enough, and
troublesome encugh ulrﬂdi, and the
news thet Vernon-Smith had disap-
peored glso, was intensely exasperating.

Redwing. was net to blame, but
Smithy  had left the school without
leave, indeed, in defiance of orders, and
50 he cu:rh.in'iy waa to blame for what
had happened to him.

Frritated a8 Mr. Quelch was, how-
aver, the seriousness of the matter set
bonnds to his wrath. Inspector Grimes
had listened with keen attention to
what the Femous Five had to say. Mr.
Grimes was, naturally, not so annoyed
as Mr. Quelch by the whole occurrence,
There was &8 keen professiomal -intarest
to him in the matter—indeed, Mr.
Grimes had something of the look of =
war-horse aniffing the battle from afar,

o mysterious disappearances from
the school, on the eve of the Christmas
holidays, looked like fornishing Mz,
Grimes with a caze of unumual interest.

He oguestioned the juniors closely
drawing all details from them, and
making & good many notes. Aas the
tide had now washed over the spot
where Vernon-8mith had been seized,
he had only the testimony of the
juniors for guidaoce ms to what had

appened there.

“It was very fortunate that these
boys went to the place so carly, Mr.
Quelch,” said the inspector. *“Very
fortupate indeed, sir,”

After which, Mr. Quealch could
searcely reprimand the Famous Five
for having gone out early without leave.

But he gave them a very distinct
order not to leave the school again
until the hour came to start for home
and the helidays.

I Vernon-Bmith had
danger, the same dan
other searchers for

fallen into
might await
wing, and such

s task, therefore, was best left in
offeial hands.

In this, Mr. Grimes heartily con-
curred.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not
goncur. But they could not, of course,
argue the matter, and they left Mr.
%uel-;h, stilt in worried discussion with
the inspector from Courtfield.

Billy Bunter awaited them at the
corner of Masters® passage.

Bunter blinked at them genially
through his big spectacles.

Break-up being now almost upon
Greyfriars, Bunter had far more im-
portant matters to think of than the
disappearance of Tom Redwing, and
the mysterious fate of the Bounder.

Te William George Bunter, at such
a- time, these happenings were trifles
light as air. They passed him by like
the idle wind which he r&g&-rdes not

Where Bunter was going to spend
hiz Christmas was the one important
matter that had to be settled. In

all other matters were

COmpAarison,
‘ne:ghgih!m
his matter, though of the greatest

import, had net been settled yet. And
it had to be scttled.

“I say, you fellowa, Mauly's gone”
said Bunter. “Went off in & car.
beliove the beast was dodging e,

The Famous Five grinned. - '

“Not that I would have gona home
with him,” -gilplained Bunter. "‘Old
Meauleverer ain't a bad chap—but he's
rather too much of & bore. Besides,
T've sznmzaed you, Wharton.”

“Hava you?"” ejaculatcd Wharton.

“Yes, old chap, I—"

“I'll let you off, then.”

“That's sll right—I don't want te

let off.”

“T do!” snswered Harry.
And the Famous Five walked nwaﬁ,

leaving William George Bunter blin
ing after them.

‘I say, you [fellows——" howled
Bunter,

The chums of the Remove dis-
appearead.

Having dodged Bunter—quite a
number of fel were dodging Bunter

thet day—the Co. gathered by the fire
in the Rag to discuss the situation.
Their own 1des was, that they cught to
be utilising every minute in the search
for Redwing and Smithy, but Mr,
Quelch's detinite mmmn.ng kept thom
within gates.

Greylriars was 1o a burz of excite.
ment now, and all fellows were thinking
of home, and the journey there. Fellows
in the Remove were sympathetio
enough about 1Re&win§t but they had
their own affzirs to think of. As for
the Bounder, it was not yet believed
that he really had diseppearad. The
Famous Five were cortain they had
made no mistake in the sign they had
read, but other fellows were not eo
sure of it, and Bkinner, in fact, was
waiting for the Bounder to come in, in
the hope of geoing home with him, his

owg chum, Redwing, not beiog
available.

':Wali,lwa’:a of to decide whgﬁ
wa're ng to do, you men,” sal
Harry %Ihnrton “This place will be

closed up in & few hours—some of the
follows are gono already. I don't know
what you chaps think—but I don't feel
inclined to clear off to Wharton Lodge,
leaving matters as they are here.”

"'bJuat. what I was thioking,” eaid
Bob.
“Bame hers,” agresd Nugent.

“The ssmefulness s terrific!™
declared Hurreo Jamsat Ram Singh.

And Johnny Bull nodded essent,

“¥You fellows were coming with me,"
went on Wharlen. “It was alread
arranged for us to be together. Wel
we've got to get out of Greyfriars, o
course—hbut we'ro not bound to hend for
home unless we like. If you men agree,
I'm for sticking around here some-
whers, for a few days at least, and see-
ing whether we can do arything for
Redwing esnd Bmithy.”

“I'm with you,” ssid Bob Cherry, 1
should hate to clear as matters
etand. In f wa can't do 1t!*

“Queloh won't let us chip in so loag
a3 we'ra here,” said Frank. *“But once
we're gone that's done with. We're off
his hands as soon as wea'va left Grey
friars for the hels. But what about yonr
uncle, Harry? He will be expecting you
home to-day.”
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“T shall telephone him and explain. I'm absolutely
certain that he will give me permission to stay on when he
knows that somothing has happened to a pal of ours, and
the chap can't be found.”

“Where are we going to stay, though?” asked Johnny
Bull. " Are you thinking of putting up at an 1on " F

“We oould do that; but I've thought of Redwing’s coitage
at Hawkseliff. Reddy would be glad for us to stay there, I
know, and we should get into touch at once with his father
if he comes home from sea. We can put our things on a
taxi, and instead of going to the station we can drive up Lo
Hawhscliff,”

4L Gﬂﬂﬂ E’HE !JI‘ g

And after a little discussion of details that plan was settled
on, and the Famous Five felt a good deal easier in their
minds. It scemed impossible to them to go homo for the
holidays and leave Redwing's fate unknown, and Tom a
prisoner in the hands of some unknown cnemy. Certainly,
the police had the matter in hand, but Redwing's friends
very naturally wanted to take it in hand themselves also.

'I;im matter being decided, Harry Wharton procceded to
borrow a telephone to communicate with his uncle at home,
He came back in ten minutes and rejoined his chums,

“It's all right,” he announced. “We shan’t be expected at
Wharton Lodge till I phone again.”

“I say, you fellows—" Billy Bunter followed the
captain of the Remove inlo the Rag.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Not gone yet, Bunter?”

“Waiting for my old pals,” said the fat jumor.

“Well, better go and look for-them! Good-bye!”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

* Better see about a taxi now,” said Nugent.

“1 gay, you fellows—" : ; ’

“ Bunter, old bean, you're superfluous,” said Bob. “We're
not going to Wharton's place, after all. We're going to
camp up at Redwing’s cottage at Hawkseliff. You don't
want to come there and rough it. Buzz off I

Bunter winked—a fat wink.

“Oh, I'll coms!” he =zaid. , :

“It’s not going to be a holiday, fathead. We're going to
roungh it]rl anizl put in every day hunting for Redwing.

"He, he, ha!l” =

“What are you cackling at, you fat bounder?

“ He, he, ha!" ] .

The eause of Bunter's cackle was obvious. He did not
believe the statement, but regarded it as a dodge [or getting
rid of him. Bunter was not to be taken in so easily as
all that. _

He grinned cheerily. .

“ All sorene! I'll come,” he said.
as much as you will! He, he, he 1"

“ Wan I_fu.thduﬁr:i‘—"

“He, he, hel”

" Buzz o#. you fat bluebottle 1

“Oh, really, you know——"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Let him come up to Hawkscliff if he likes. He can come
back in the taxi, eand catch a later train. You'll only be
wasting your time, Bunter.”

“He, he, he!” .

The Owl of the Remove was not to be convinced. He was
absolutely determined not to Jet the Co. get out of his
gight. Bunter had tackled almost ever other fellow in the
Remmove, and soma in the Fourth and the Shell, and with a
wonderful unanimity they had all made it plain, with more
or less politeness—generally less—that they did not want
William Ceorge Bunter for Christmas. Harry Wharton &
Co. were his l!;;nst resaurce, and Bunter was not the [ellow
to take no for an answer in such & orisis. It was a case of
any port in a storm—and the Co. were the only available

ort. . ;
! And so it cama to pasa that when the Famous Five with
their goods and chattels crammed into a Courtfield taxi and
rollod away from the school gates, William George Bunter
was packed in the taxi also—in the hupp:.rT belief that they
were heading for the railway station and Wharton Lodge,

“1'll look for Redwing

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

IJJ

i 1
H Bunter shouted to the chauffeur.
“Bhut up, Bunter | ]
“That silly ass is taking the wrong road!™

said Bunter exeitedly.

“ Fathead |

“Hi ™ yelled Bunter.

The driver looked reund. _ a

“It's all right!” shouted Bob Cherry. “XKeep onl!”

The taxi buzzed on by the road over Redclyfle Hill. Billy

(Continued on next page.)
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Buoter blinked at his companions in the
car through his big spectecles with an

angry blink,

‘ql')'sa;r, you follows——" he began,

“Dry up, old bean,” said Bob Cherry,
“and for goodness’ sake give & chap a
littla room.™

“Whers are wo hoading fori® de-
manded Bunter peevishly. “If we're
taking the train at Bedelyfe—" =

:‘ a]:r?’ not taking eny trzin st sll.’

*¥ahl

Ry Sl e PRSP

t any lo s a

a mm!uﬂ{hla hame for th%
holidays could be ass enough to give it
a miss and camyprin & coitage o & wind-
awept fishing villnge on the oliffs Bunter
declined to believe That five [ellows
would do.it on mcconnt of a fellow who
had disappeared, was much too improb-
nhIIB f::r]r unter to credit. 4 i

n the present procesdings
Famous FFT'E Bu.ut’:r could only seo a
dodge to got rid of his attractive salf.

Bhort of kicking him Buater was not
to be got rid of. Under the genial in-
fluence of Christmas they did not wani
to kick him. Ho were taking this

im out.  That was

method of droppi
how it aeemag_pg:m&n sagacious mind of
William George Bunter. :

He hod no doubt that aftor circling
round the country roads for a time the
taxi would head for Courtfield Station,
where the express was to ken,

Comforted that absolute certainty,
the: Owl of the Remove sottled down
cheerfully to the drive. )

A e e B T fomoed the 1ot
of Redclyfte Bo rry tap a
junior on the shoulder. -

“Tf wou're going home, Bunter, yon
o0n gaiﬂa trﬂ Et Hﬂﬂcl?ﬁﬂ Etntlﬁh.f
Like us to drop you there!”

Billy Bunter winked. :

“You fellows going from Redolyfe?™
he asked.

“"No, nss.”

“Then I'il keop on with you to Court-
ﬁ'ﬂld-” .

“You fat duffer, we're not %omg to
Courtficld. We're going direct y away
from Courtfield! Can't you sce?

*“He, he, ho "

The tax: buzzed on. Woodford and
Clyffe wero left behind, and Bumter
blinked out of the window at the sea
thot lay glistening in the wintry sun at
a distance.

“Y say, you fellows, youn're going an
awfully long way round,” he remarked.

“Fathoad! We're heading straight
for Hawkscliff,"

“Oh, don't koop that
Bunter. *That's gotting stale. I sy,
you fellows, you'll have a lot to pay on
this drive. All the way up here, and
all the way back ngain—m

**Oh, cheeso it!™
- Bunter sniffed.

"' Waell, it's your money,” he grunted.
“If wou think you're going to stiok me
for the taxi fare ofter Iooling miles
ronnd tho country like this, you're
making a mistake, that's all.”

He blinked at the grossy cliffs,
powdered here and there with snaw,
that lay before the taxi as it buzzed en,
The wind from the sba was sharp and
cold, At the foot of the ru
that led up into Hawkseli
called to the driver to halt. With its
presont heavy load it was unlikely that
thoe taxi would have proved equnl to
the strain of the ascent.

“Get down here.” said Harry. "“We
can carry the on."

The juniors ali ;

Bunter still sat in the cab, grinning.
All this, to Bunter's mind, was only &
eontinuation of the trickery which, with

Tre Maogssr Liszasy.—No. 1,458

up " said

rton

his wonderful sagacity, he had seen com.
pletely throt;gh. The juniors and the
driver walked on with the baggage,
leaving Bunter sitting slone in the eab.

“Good-bye, Bunter " called out Bob
Cherey. *Merry Christmas, old fat
bean |

“He, he, ha ¥

Bunter watched the party out of
sight. He had not the slightest belief
tﬂhﬁ they intended to stay at Hawks.

But presently the chaufeur came
back himself. He glanced into the
cab at ter,

"Going baek, air 7” he ssid.

Bunter blinked at him.

® Wait here for tho fellows,” he faid.

“Bh?t They ain’t going back,”
enswered the driver. “They'ro in a
coltage up yonder with their things."

“It's only gammon,” said Bunter.
“They're coming back all right. You
wait here.”

“I've been paid,” said the puzzled
taxi-man, “I've got to get back to
Courtfield, sir. You staying in or get-
ting out?! No extra charge [or taking
you back, if it comes to that.”

He stepped to the driving-seat.

Bunter jumped.

“I—I zay, hold on 1" ho gasped.

‘He bundled out of the cab and
clutched his bag. Fortunately, it was
not & heavy bag. When Bunter
travelled. he travelled light. He could
always depend on borrowing anything
he wanted by the simple means of not
asking permission before he borrowed. -

“Bersta!” gasped Bunter. “So
they're keeping it up! Well, T'l! jolly
well keep it up as long as they do !

And be tramped up the mscent into
the rugged street of Hawkscliff, the taxi
bussing away as he started.

Billy Bunter was puzzled and
annoyed, but he was not yet doubtiul
Evideatly—to Bunter—the beasts wera
keeping up the pretence that they were
going to camp in the Redwing cottage,
expecting him to go back in the taxi
and vanish into space. No doubt the
had arranged for the man to fatci
them later. Bunter was too old s bird
to be caught with such chaff as that.
He puffed and grunted up the steep
streset to the Redwing cottage.

Doors and windows of that cottage
were open letting in tho stif breeze
from the ses. All the Famous Five
wers busy—airing the bed-rooms, sort-
ing cut h{lﬂhﬂtﬂ. building a Gre in the
ulllﬁ. chimney unpacking bags, unpack-
ing & ham at had been brought
from the school shop stacked with pro-
visions for their stay—end Bob Cherry
was stuffing a broken window-pane
with & newspaper. Thick smoke roia
from the chimney and sailed away over
tho ¢liffs on the wind. Outside the door-
way stood Mr. Bowline regarding the
procecdings thoughtfully. As he knew
these fellows to be friends of “ young
Tom,” he rsised no ohjection to their
taking possession of the cottage, but he
seemed to be in a state of considerable
surprise,

- Bunter dropped his hag, h ushed past

the ancient mariner, an inked into
the coltage

] zay, you fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo? You still

here ™ roared Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—*

“¥ou'll lose your train, ass, if the
taxi’'s gone!” said Johnny Bull

“T'm catching the same train as yon
fellows! You know that!” grunted
Bunter. “How long are you staying
hera?”

“Until Redwing’s found.”

“0Oh, don't be a silly ass!" said

Bunter peevishly, “As I szee you've
brought some grub, it's not & bad ides
to have a feed here. When is the taxi
coming back for you?"

"“It's not coming back, ass!”

Billy Bunter blinked from face to
face. For the first time a dreadful
doubt smote him.

“I—I—] eay, you fellows, you're not
really staying up here in this blinking
cottage 1" he gasped.

“Haven't we told you so a dozen
iu'neBs g tﬂema.ndnd Harry Wharton.

‘But that was gammon '™

:%thud i s

at &are you staying here for
then?"” hooted Bunter, £ ’

“To hunt for Redwing.”

“ You—you silly azsl hat doos Red.
wing matier?" roared Bunter indig-
nantiy.

Bob €herry chuckled.

“Lots to vs,” he answered, “ Nothing
to you, 1 suppose. If you've let the
taxt go, Bunter, you've got a long walk,
snd you'd better start!’

“ Do you think I can walk ten miles?"”
shrieked. Bunter.

“Well, you can't fly, old fat bean!
And you can't get another taxi; there's
1o telephone under two miles.”

“ Beast '™

Bunter sank down into a clhair, almost
overcoms He was tired already,
having walked from the taxi to the
cottage. Walking ten miles to Court-
field certainly did not appeal to him.

e sUp you're going home
to-morrow, Wharton ' he stammered,
with a last gleam of hope.

“MNot unless we've found Redwing."

“Blow Redwing ! roared Bunter,

“Dry up, sss!®

“Mean to say I've got to camp in
this -place—this hole—for the night?"
howled Bunter.

*No fear! You've got to clear off!
There's no room for you here !

"Eﬂ'ﬂt !!‘J

“You bothering ass!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “If you've lct the
taxi go. 1 suppose you must etay the
night and we must mana mm.;hw!

There's not enough bedclothes to go
round for six."

“1f there's enough for me, that will
be all right. I don't mind putting in
one night here if I'm made reasonably
comiortable. T shall expect to have
plenty of blankets.”

“You'll bave your whack, von fat
bounder !'* g-r[runted the captain of the
Remove. “If you're staying, anvhow,
vou can lend a hand; there’s lots to do.
The firewood's in the shed.™

“It can stay there ! growled Bunter,
“If you think I've come here to do &
skivvy's work you're mistaken! The
sooner you understand that, Harry
Wharton, the better!” .

“Feteh in the firewood ™

el o

“ Rats I

" Kick h:‘mh Bob ¥

“What-ho! ,

“Yarooogh !" roared Bunter. “Yow-
ow-ow! Beast! Eeep off! I—I'm

ing _for the firewood, wyou beast!

w! I=—F want to fetch it in— I-—1I
really want to—— Yarocoogh!”

And William George Bunter, no
doubt for first time in his fat
career, made himselt useful.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Priscners of the Sea-Cave |

i EDWING "
R “ Smithy 1"

Tom Redwing's sunburnt

face  brightened for =
moment, and then it grew dark., It
was the sight of his chum that
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“we'll get out here, and carry the

the hilL

him, sat tight, grinning.

M Christmas, old [at bean | ™
L {(See Chapler 12.)

brightened it, but the reflection immedi-
ately followed that Herbert Vernon-
Amith was a prisoner also.

Redwing had been seated on a bench
in & rocky gallery that opened off the
ses-cave under the rocks of the mighty
Bhoulder. The roof of the gallery was
so high that it was lost in gloom. From
& jagged point of rock in the wall &
hurneane-lamp hung, shedding a dim
light. Not the remotest gleam of day-
light penetrated to the rocky prison.

About the gallery were sovera] rugs
and boxes, a cFrum of paraffin, and other
srticles, showing that it had been
stocked for camping. A paraffin-stove
burned and cast & welecome warmth.

The gallery, where it broko off from
the vast sea-cave, was narrow, and the
n];aning*‘ waz out of Redwing's reach.
The sailormzn's son was no longer
bound. Round his right ankle was
looked a steéel cuff, from which a thin
steel chain ran, locked st the other
end upon an iron staple driven deep
into the rock wall. Redwing had the
freedom of his hands, end he could
move the length of his chain, which was
four or five yards long. But he was
more completely a prisoner than if he
had been bound bhand and foob with
ropes, for the steel chain, light and
glim as it was, was quite unbreakahble.
Zo far as its 'Iangth allowed Redwing
could move, but not an ineh farther.

The Bounder's hands were tied behind
him as he entered the gallary, Scames
Eﬂhu}g him in from l_:haﬁzm&. He, like

edwing, had been relieved of his over-
coat by the rasoally Soames, i

ol

“ Smithy I” repeated Redwing.
—here!" .
“I've found you!” said the Bounder
grimly.
Recﬂ:ing’s eyes glinted past Smithy at
the man in 51& thick beard and eea-
boots.

“"You know who it 13, Smithy!™ he
asked.

Tha Bounder nodded.

“Boames,” he answered.

“1 shall leave you together,” said
Soames’ smooth, silky voice, sounding

** Come on, you fellows,” said Harry Wharton,

Jump to it, Bunter ! The Owl of the
Remove, thinking it was only a ruse to get rid of

‘ Good-bye, then,
Bunter ! ** ealled out Bob Cherry, as the juniors
and the driver walked on with the baggage.

i I

2 up

fon
%‘L
z
strange enough from the thick beard.
“No doubt you have much to talk of.
But first, Master Horbert, if vou will

excuse me, I will meko gnu scoure, and
then you may have your hands free.”

Soames’ tone and manmer were as
guictly deferential as in the old days
when he haod been Mr. Vernon-3mith's
valet, and had treated *"Master
Herbert ¥ with smooth respect. The
Bounder gave him a savage look.

“¥ou're master hora{” he snarled,

“Quite so, Herbert,”
Soames smoothly., “Quite z0. PBut I
degire to do everything possible for your
comfort while you arc my guest here,
You will see that I have prepared this
place for a visitor—though 1t is true that
I expected only one visitor. I am glad
to welcome two instead of one—very
glad. It is & pleasure to see my old
master’s son under this poor roof.”

Yornon-8mith gritted his teeth.

There was something almost terrifying
in the sardonic smoothness and deference
of the man who held his life in the
hollow of his hand, and who, he knew,
would take that lifa as calmly as a
mosquito's, 1f that would serve his pur-

e. Even 1n thoss wild days in the
ﬁﬂt Seas, when Soames had geized on
the ship, and ruled it revolver in hand,
ha had never lost that eloak of smooth
politenesa.

Coames unlocked one of the chests that
stood within the gallery, and drew from
it a steel chain. He procecded to lock
ona end on the Dounder’s ankle, the
other and on the staple in the wall

Then, with nimble fingers, he unbound
the new prisoner, and Vernon-3mith was
at liberty.

The Bounder clenched hia hands hard,

His first impulse was to make use of
his liberty by springing like o tiger on
the %idnapper.

Soames smiled.

“Think sgain, Master Herbert,” he
said softly. "1 fear that you regard me
a8 an onemy—but think again! Sup-
pose a.njthin% should happen to me,
what would become of you and your

Maszter said

e
: )
e

friend ?
this cave—you would perish
hunger if I did not bring vou food. If
you angered me, I might bo tempted to
g0 my way and leave you to your fate,

You could never escape from
ere of

Think of that, Master Herbert, if
are tempted to act recklessly.”
“¥ou hound ! muttered tﬁﬁ Bounder.

“What iz the use of hard words™
smiled Soames. " Does not the proverb
say that they break no bones?”
hiﬂmith;qr turned savagely away from

1ma.

Boames proceeded to remove the thick
beard from his face, and the horn-
rimmed glasses, The smooth, clean-
shaven face that the juniors knew so well
was ravesled. Hoames tosted the dis-
guise into a chest.

He smiled as he saw the two juniors
sturing at him, wondering why he was
removing the disguise that haed scrved
him well. If he should be seen and
recognised, it would be guessed at once
by whase hand Tom Redwing had been
kidnapped.

"“That has served its turn,” he =zsid.
“It may interest you to know, Master
Herbert, that some of your friends were
not far away when I brought yon off in
the bhoat. A few minutes earlier, and
they would bave interrupted me. Cer-
tainly, they saw me pulling away in the
bhost, and I have no doubt that by this
time they have described to the police
& rough-locking man in beard and horn-
rimmed glazsses. That man will never be
seen on this coast again.” He langhed.
“] am provided with other disguises,
fortunately. You may guess that I have
lnid my plans carefully.”

“T've no doubt of that!” said the
Bounder bitterly. “I remember you in
the Pacific. You laid your plans care-
fully then; but you may as well remem-
ber that you wero beaten at the finish.™

* And will be beaten again,” said Tom
Redwing quietly.

Soames shook his head.

“I think not,” he sgid softly—"1 think
not. I have little doubt that I cou

Tag Macyer Liskary.—No. 1,088,
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have persunded you, Redwing, to “Ho could work it—if you con- THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
aocade to my demands. In the Bouth sented.” The Kybosh |
Seas I have fﬂarn-u& methods of persua-  “I've refused.”
sion which I should be exceedingly sorry  “Aund you're sticking to that?”
to apply to you, but which I should nat Tom's face was troubled,

hesitate to apply if needed. But your
friend, so opportunely searching for you,
ﬂaa dﬁlm a6 stropnger Weapon 1o my

An

Redwing looked at him, puzsled.
P ‘;11 ihmk,’jﬂ said Soames m?n_thlg,

that you will yvield, my young riend,
to save the life of Master Herbert, if
not o save your own.

“You vilain1” muttered Tom.

“You will do nothing on my account,
.Fedds," said the Bounder, setting his
1

p“f"ﬂm did not answer.

“We shall soe,” said Scames, smiling.
“"We ghall sen.” And he went back into

the other cave, leaving the chums almme,
Vernon-Sdmith sat on tha bench.
“This is & gol!" ha

“You were ing for mn.‘l Far o,
when he got you?” asked Tom, with a

nigh.
“Thai’s it.” Thoe Bpunder looked at
him. “We had a row when we parted

on the cliffs yerterday, Redwin 2
“NWevar mind that now, old chap.”
“Yon never were s fellow to TR

grudge,” said the Bounder. “It's becn

worrying me—when you didn't come
back—~"

“Y can guess,” said Tom softly. *It's
all right, old fellow. I—I wish you
could have kept clear of that villain,
Braithy.”

“J don't,” said the Bounder cnull,?.
“T'd have liked to get you out of his
hands; but if T couldn't, 1'd rathier take
my luck with you here. We're together,
anyhow."”

He paused.

“What does he want, Reddy?
has he done this for ™

“The Bouth Ses treasure—my uncle’s
fortune—that is what he is after,” said
Tom. “0've told him it's out of his
reach now—turned into moncy and
banked. But—that is his game: I don't
know what 4is plans are, bat I suppose
he hos some plan.”

What

FEASTS OF FUN AND FICTION
FOR CHRISTMAS!

“"¥ou're not going to

la
said the Bounder harsh L

the goat,”
rahly.

s y Yh:;ru!r'ﬁ;a nok
going to let him influence you threat-
oening me. Don't be an 52! Besides,
we're not in the South Beas now—he will
e jolly careful how he puts his neck
irto a rope. We've pgot to keep a atiff
ufpe}' lip. And—we've got to get out of
this.

&
chaina.
e, Bmithy.

Tom glanced at the trailin

“I'en afraid he's got us
Unless we're found—"

“Who's likely to come anywhere near
the ses-cave, in the winter?” growled
the Bounder. " Wo shan't be found.”

Tom oodded in silence. ;

“We've Ent to belp carselves,” said
Bmithy. We're together, snyhow—
and two heads are better tham one, D
you know whether that scoundrel is
alone in this, or whether hie has any con-
federateal"

“I've scen only Scames; but thero Ia
somebody else,” said Tom. “I've heard
him speaking to someome in the outer
cave, ﬁit haven't seen who it ia, T su
g_zse he leaves the other on guard while

s absant.”

The Bounder grunted,

“Phat makes it harder. Pwt we'll
beat the rotter somebow. We've gob to
beat him." )

“We'll try,” said Tom. _

But there was little hope in his tones.
Long, long hours had passed since he had
been brought o prisoner to the sea-cave;
and he was o helpless prisoner still. And
as the hours of that long, long day wore
by, the Bounder realised how desperate
the situation was.

He tramped to and fro in the rocky

allery, the steel chain clinking as he
?r&m'p-ed, his face dark and furious.
With all his determination and force of
character, the Boundet of Greyfriars had
to realisa that he was at the merey of
the man from the South Seas—and it was
bormne in upon his mind that there was

no hope.
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Ztory of ihe Christmas Adteniures of Tom

¢ HUT up |*
L
“For goodness’ salle, shut

up ! mumbled Bunter, * Can't
you let & lellow sleep 7"

The ight of dewn was creepi
over ﬁm over the ohalk g] b
and thes =as. ’I‘h:t.durmtnbaa.

busy one BITY & Co., and
they were turning out st the first glim-
mer, William Bunter, how-

ever, had mo intention of turning out.
And he had rather he.&nh_r :'uminn tﬁih"iu
repose being distur other fol-
lows turning out. Thers was nothing,
so far as Buoter conld ses, to turn out
early for. He intenied o make no
move till mach later in the day. And
the mmoverments of eanyome elss, of
course, were of no importance.
Bunter had taken possession of one
aof the beds, The othet was large -
enough for two, And three had been
made up on boxes and a setter and

other things. The little cottage bad
not been planned for the accommoda-
tion of six fellows; but the Famous Five
made themsolves fairly comfortable.
And Bunter, needless to say, made him-
self quite comfortable.

Bob Cherry was down first, lighting
the fire, The Famous Five had camped
out often enough, and they were quite
able to look after themselves. [Bob
soon had a good fire going, and the
kettle singing. A buez of wvoices and a
trampling of boots filled the little cot-
tage with unaccustomed sound.

*You staying in bed, Fatty?? de-
meanded Johooy Bull,

“Yes Fyou gss! What is thete Lo get
up %rf &

“We'ro going on 2 scarch.™

=nort frt:rmngunter. )

Silly ssses,

“You're welcome to it
if you ask me.”

Well, we don't ask youn,” grouted
Jq!:mug,

Are you going to get your own
brekker " d Bunter sarcastically.
“NMice way of spending a holiday, I
don't think. Sweepiog and dusting and
all that—what? I&akg here, you counld
hire somebody in the village to come
in and do the work. That would he

sense,”
“Not worth the trouble, fathead."

“Well, leave. my breakfast in the
fender to keep warm,” said Bunter.

“Leave plonty of coffes in tha pot: I'm
uot going to cook meals, and all that,
I can you. If yvou fellows like it,

yvou're welcome."

“If you want sny brekker, old [fat
bean, you'll find the stuff in the larder,
and you ean cook it yourself.”

“0Oh, reull;_v Bull—"

“And you d better get off early for
your train, Bunter,” said Harry Whar.
ton, lookiog in from the landing.
“You've got & long walk.” :

“Of course, you'll gend for a taxi,”
sard Bunter, *You can gft one of the
villagera to go, if you tip him five bobh.”
H" n".'l% teﬁ_w that to you™

arry, laughing.

" Boast I”E i ]

Bunter settled down in bed agein.

. “Don’t kick up a row,” he eid
“For goodoess” sake be as quiet &s you
can, and let a fellow sleep! If you
want my company to-day you can eall
me about half-past ten, not ore."

sald

“¥You won't called, old fat man!
No wania your company.™
“Yah*

Bunter settled down and snored
again.

n the room below the Famous Five
ate their breskfast, and packed up a
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lunch to cary
did not intend to veturn ta the cotta
before dark. Every hour of daylight
was to Be spent in searching the coast
for Redwing and Smithy.

Mr. Bowline looked in at the :;Ean
door, im the rising sunlight, as they
finished breakfast. 3 y

“*Moroin" * said the ancient marnner.

" (Food-morning ™

Mr. Bowline turned a quid of tobacco
in hiz cheek, and regarded the chums
of Greyfriars meditatively. ]

“I'wva Been thinking about this "ere,”
he told them. *“’Cordin’ to what you
says, young Tom has been aied
by some lsnd shark. I don’t seem to
get the rights of it. But if some land
shark has got hald of young Tom, and
you young gemts are seiting a course

to rurr b dows, why, I'm ready to
help, and you can lay to thatl”

“Good | said Harry Wharton, "I
ruppese your know the coast along here
pretty theroughly 1*

“Like & book,” answered Mr. Bow-
line. “There ain’t a fathom’s length
of this hera cosst I don't know, from
Nover to the Thames. ™

“Thex you con help,” said Harry.
“Tom Redwing is being kept a prisoner
somewhere, and it's practically certain
that Vermon-Smith i along with him
now. They can’t be very fa¥ away.”™

Mr. Bowlina blinked at him.

“'Ow do you know that land shark
zin't steered & course for {furrin’
parta?” he asked.

“Tf it waxs tha same man who collared
Vernon-Smith—and it must have bebn—
ko was stili hanging about here a day

fter Redwin sappeared. ‘That
Emka as if ]:ni.wn:E hiding-place isn’t far

awWay.

“That's so0,” agreed Mr. Bowline.
“Them chalk clifis along by Hawks-
cliff is honeycombed with caves, and he
may have come to anchor in one of
them.”

“{r some eottoge or.cabin along the
coaat,” szid Bob Cherry. “Of course,
he may have landed somewhere snd
struck inland. I suppose that's lil:alg
enough, We've got plenty of gromn
te cover.”™

“Taots,” said Wharton, rather rue-
fully.

Now that the chums of the Hemove
were face to face with the task they
had set themsslyes, they realised more
clarly what an aextensive task it was.

But that did not deter them. T
wore determined to stick to it, even
it filled up the whole of the Christmes
vacation.

“And yon ain’t any notion who this
here land sherk may bet™ asked Mr.
Bowline thoughtfully.

“ Mot the shghtest.”

“There's been a policeman ‘ere
yesterday asking a lot of questions of
the folks™ said Mr. Bowline. " Askin
sbout & man in 'orn-rimmed specs.
gin't never seed such 3 swab in this
here plocs, and nobody else has, I
reckon. Ha don’t belong to these parta,
If you young ts want to use a boat
I've got a el r, and I'll seil you
anywhere you like, and ’appy.”

“Good eggl Wea're going to start at
. the gully where Smithy was collared,
and we'll run down there in your boat,
if it's ready."

“ Ay, ay, sir

Ten minutes later the Famous Five
wore in the boat, and MF‘ Bowlina
hoisted the brown-patched sail, and ren
out to Bead.

Mr. Bowline's boat was not exactly a
"cl:pEar” but ancient sa the mariner
was, he handled it very well. And the
juniors were not long in reaching the

'

I#

in their pockets. They beach opposite the gully in the cliffs

where the seafsh was io bogin.

The boat was run into the sand, and
the juniors scrambled ashore. Since
their last visié the tide had, of eourse,
washed out all traces of Vernon-Smith
and the mysterious kidoapper. But
they had s faint hope of discovering
some sign in the gully sbove high-water
mark. o hope was faint enough;
but it was not a muatter of choice with
them. In any other direction there was
no clue of any kind.

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry, as tramped aoross
sand, leaving Mr. Bowlime sitting in
the boat smoking his pipe. “There'a
somebody ahead of us”

A hat could be seen over the rocks in
the steep gully.

“Not the ki

“Not likely.” ;

The juniors hurried on. Bome man
was in the gully, and they concluded
that it was same curtous sight-seer who
had heard of the mysterious dis-

pper i” said Nugent,

sppearances. Bui as they came tramp-
ing into the Iy and eaught sight of
him they had o surprise. It wes M.

Queleh, the master of the Remove.
He stared at them in equal surprise.
“¥You hera!” he exclaimed.

“WYes, sir,” answered Harry.

“What are you doing here, Whar-
ton?” exclaimed the ﬁemwe master
sternly. “I was under the impression
thntw;ﬂ:_ru head gone home.”

“We're staying at Hawkechiff for the
present, pir, to look for Redwing,”
enawered Harry.

“ Nonsense [*' spapped Mr. Queleh.

Wharton made no reply to that. No
doubt it seemed nonsense to the Form
master ; but these members of his Form
took the libe of disagreeing.

“¥ou should have gone to jyour
homes,"” said Mr. Quelch, frowning.

“We bhave leave to stay at Hawks-
aliff, sir,” said Harry.

“My uncle
knows a]i about it."”

“In that case, as you are no longer

under my charge, I cannot, of course,
intervene,” seid Mr. Quelch. “But I
cannot understand in the least what
you hope to effect by staying here.”

“The bopefulness is to find the
esteemned end ludicrous Redwing, air,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Absurd I" said Mr, Quelch.

1] I!J'

“1 am remaining at the school until
this matter is cleared wup,'” said the
Remove master,  “But there is no
object whatever in you remaining
here.™ :

The juniors were respectfully silent.
They had no intention of altering their
plans, even if their respected Form
master regarded them as absurd.

“Inspector Grimes will probably be
digpleased Wy this intervention on your
part,” added Mr. Quelch, frovwning.

“Ts Mr. Grimes here, sir?’ asked
Harry. He could hear the sound of
footsteps farther up the gully. '

““He iz here.”

The portly inspector from Courtfield
came in sight among the boulders.
There was a smile on hig face, and the
juniors guessed that ho had heard what
had been said.

Even at the risk of displeasing Mr.
Grimes, they bad no'idea of changing
their (E'Ianm But, a3 a matter of ?aut.
Mr. Grimes did not seem displcased.
He seemed amused.

i we are going to have your as-
sistance, young gsentlemen ! said Mr.
Grimes cheerily. *The police force will
be very much obliged—very!”

His tone was pleasantly sarcastic.

“] am afraid there is nothing to be
found kere, Myr. Quelch,” the inapector

‘Master Vernon-Smith was taken

went on. “It is most probable that
&

in & boat, as thesa lada supposed. E

kidnapper undoubtedly landed a ILittle

fﬁfthﬂdtnllﬁhﬂ the shore and struck

inland.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchabged
glances,

_That statement surprised thems con-
siderably. It looked as if Mr, Grimes
had been meking discoverics.

“There i3 no secret about it, young
gentlemen,™ said the inspector, with an
amused glance at the juniors, “A man
nmwf marmg to thﬁ: dah.*s:.nﬂtmn you gave
0 @ man in the boat has been seen
gt Lantham."

“ At Lantham I’* exclaimed Wharton.

* Yes—fve miles inland. Thera is no
donbt about it; the man was scen last
mﬁht in Laptham by several persoms,
who gave information at the police
station when the description was circu-
lated. A seafaring man wearing horn-
rimmed spectacles is rather wncommon,
you know. He ap to have made
purchases at several shops, and to have
made an attempt to hire a car at the
garage at Lantham.”

“Oh!"" exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“Heo offered to leave a substantial
deposit on the miﬂ I;Et hiz manner

: suspicious e garige -
prietor, who refused to let him hﬂ];ma;
car,’’ added tha inspector. “I cam guess
why he wanted the car. Ha, bal It
was & large closed car he desired to
hire—it had to be & closed car.”

“But he did pot get it, sirf”

*Fortunately, nol He may have ab-
tained & car clsewhere; investigation is
now going on. We sew.”

“*Ob, my hat!” zaid Bob. “Then he
may be a hundred miles away with

wing amd Bmithy, whils we'ro

rooting sbout bere for him.'"

The 'utsgec:ior ve a fat little chuckle,

“Probably,” Le assented. “*Very
pmhahljl"

“But it's certain that it iz ths same
mant” said Harry.

;‘thna i

nspector Grimes poioted to a heavy
bootmark in the sand above high-water
mar re and thers Iin g

k. Here and the gull

ramained tracks of the unknown® heavy
s2a-boota beyond the reach of the water.

“That iz the track of the man you
saw, my boys?'"

£i Iilhatfs it'ih

“I have measured it," said the in-
spector. “There are—hem—certain
characteristics in a foolprint which
would not be cbserved h{l.n uppro-
fessional eve. Naw, it | s, my
boss, that the man who tried to hire ‘&
car at the fgaraga in Lantham wvery
obligingly left his footprints there. He
had to cross a muddy yard, and he left
& track of heavy ses-boots, which were
examined immediately on information
being given. They tally exaetly.” Mr,
Grimes smiled broadly. “1 do mnot
think. you young gentlemen wilil be of
much use in pursuing the investigations
at Lantham. I recommend you to go
home for your Christmas holidays.
We mway &3 well return, Mr. Quclch.’

The inspector and the Remove master
went up  the gully together gnd
disappeared.

Harry Wharton & Co, locked at one
aunother rother blankly. .

E‘;I‘Wa]l, here’'s a gol” said Johnny

Wils

“The fulness is terrific, mur-
mured urres Jamset Ham Bingh
dismally.

Bob Cherry laughed rather ruefully,

“Il he got & car he may be in the

next county by now. . If he didn't, he's
Tae MaoweT Lisrany.—No. 1,088.
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hiding somewhere round about Lan.
tham. Oh, my bat! Grimey seemed
rather amused; I suppose it rather
tickled him to find us rooting sbout here
when he knows that map isp’t within
five miles.” )

*Oh, blow " said huqent crossly.

Harry Wharton was silent. It seemed
to him at that moment that the Famous
Five might as well take the inspector’s
advice and ge home for the Christmas
holidaya. I | h
at Lantham, five miles inland, it was
futils enough for the juniors to think
of seeking him there; and much more
50 if he had obtained a car and left a
hundred miles or more between him
and the acene of ithe kidnapping. ;

“ Well, what are we going to do?”
asked Johony Bull, after a rather long
silence, “ No ﬁmd- recting about here
that I can see.

“0f course, what Grimes s.aﬁn alters
the case,” said Wharton slowly. “It
seems cortain that the Lantham man
was the man we saw in the boat. Ii's
certain that that man was the kidnapper.
Bpt Fdd )

“We're done," said Bob.

“] snppose s0. We couldn’t do any
good at Lantham, or at trying to track
a car across country, that’s certain.
But—"

“ But what, old chap?™ i

"1 don't see the use of clearing off till
there's more definite news, at any rate,”

If the kidnapper was hiding

“If that's what you csll being civil to
a gu 2

“Shut up ! ]
tﬂ;‘i’nu"rﬂ Wm:d bﬂBﬁ tain s jolly nice

Jn l"i.'ll.'ll g, auppﬁi'-ﬂ

Fuu;:g dligml;irarg& tlir thii, til:lu;]& ":h]a:.:
you're only playing the goat, and mg
as well clear 1:.%. what TE

As a matter of fact, Bunter was right
on that Eomh Hiz words rather ex-
pressed the feelings ¢f the Famous Five.

The diminished state of the larder
seemed th indicate that Bunter had had
his fill. However, there was plenty left,
as the juniors had laid in & week’s
supplics, which even William George
Bunter could not dispose of in a day.
They cooked their supper and sat round
the fire to eat it, in very subdued spirits.
After supper the juniors discussed the
state of affairs, not very hopefully.
Billy Bunter listened with a fat grin on
his face. His opinion all along had
been that the chums of the Remove were
Eh,_np the goat, as he expressed it, and

¢ did not conceai that opinion. Cer-
tainly he was not disappointed to learn
that they now regarded their task as

less. Banter was in & hurry to 5&
to Wharton Lodge. Thera he would
more comfortable, which, from Bunter's
point of view, was all that mattered.

Outside, the wind was rising, wailin
round the Hawkseliff cottages, and howl-
ing past the door. The heavy wash of
the breakers could be heard from the

said Hatry. “They'll be eumhi_n;g beach., The weathor had been fairly

Lantham for the man now, and if a car’s
missing they'll get on its track fast
enough. There may be news scon; and
T don't feel like going before we know
what's become of wing and Smithy
And we know that the man was hers the
day after Redwing was taken, Ho must
have hidden Reddy somewhere all that
time. We may find the place, and pick
up some clue thero to where he's gone.
Let's stick to it.""

“May as well,” said Bob, "It won't
do any harm, anyhow."
But the hopes of the search-party were

at zero now. The news they had re-
coived from Inspector Grimes had, as
Bob expressed it, put the kybosh on the
plana had formed.

Thev spent the remainder of the day
svarching the e¢liff: and the shore for

sign, sometimes afoot, sometimes in
r. Bowline's boat. But the search
was half-hearted now: ¢ could not

help fecling that it was all in vain, and
that there was little or nothing to be
dizcovered. :

As a matter of fact, they discovered
nothing; and at sunset thevy ran back
to Howkscliff in the boat.

As they walked up to the Redwin
cottage, tired and no longer hopeful,
they could not help feeling that it was
useless to remain longer, and that they
might as well pack their bags in the
morning and start for home.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Furnishes a Clue !
LE SAY, you [ellowsg—"
I “"Brrr-r-r!”  prunted Bob
Cherry.
l'-FI “F il
8 'I‘I"E'.’ou still here!” grunted Johony
ull.

“PDon't jaw, anvhox "’

“The jawiulness of your esteemed self
is much too terrific, my worthy and
idiotic Buntor.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five as they came in. Even without the
aid of his big spectaclas the Owl of the
Remove could have seen that they were
not in their vsual good humour.
Tae Macxer Lipmary.—No. 1,088,

fne all day; but a storm was setting in
with the night. Bob Cherry looked out
of the door. Bnow was falling again,
drifting in feathery Hakes along the
irregular street. A gus: of wind rushed
in at the open door, and the lamp
clouded, and smoke eddied oui of the
chimney.

“8hut that door, you ass!" squeaked

unter. _

Bob clored the door, and returned to
his chair. '

‘_:iIt'a going to be a wild night,” he
BDig,

“Dosir enough bere,” gaid Nugent,

*I—1 wonder where old Redwing is 1"
muttered Bob. *“If the old chap were
only a%gnl;tmg hero along with us it
would be all rnght. And Bmithy, too, of
course | he added,

“1 dibn'lt gee il:.,"isu.id Bun_t:ﬁ. " Pra-
cious little room for we, without sany
mm'uL if you ask me."

“Dh, dry up ™

Sniff ! from Bunter.

“1 dare say Redwing’s sll right,” he
eaid, “It's all his own fault, anyhow.”

“How do you make that out, you fat
idiot I” growled Bob Cherry.

“I offered to take him up for Christ-
mas,” saild Bunter., “Ha never even
thanked me for my kindness. Of dourse,
I'm used to ingratitude. Look how you
fellows treat me, f'rinstance, after all
I've done for you, But Redwing really
is the limit. Look at the way I was
treated over that South Bea treasure in
the summer wvac. I did practically
everythingl- but [ was never even
offered half the stuff we found on the
island. You fellows made out that it
belonged to Redwing, just because his
uncle had put it there——"

“ Are vou wound up? asked Bob.

“Beast! But for me, that man
Soames would have dished the lot of
vou, and wou'd never have got away
with it,” zaid Bunter. * As for Smithy,
he's as bad as Redwing. Look at the
way hoe walloped me with a fives bat,
1‘-_1:1-':I hngﬁiug his hamper the other day
and—

“Seorve vou jolly well right 1"

“ After all i'd been through, tool”
eaid Bunter, hiz fat voice thrilling with

indignation. *Wrecked in the sea-cave,
and dpﬂy nearly drowned—" -

“You fat ass, you were never in the
sea-cave | They f:f:lund you sprawling on
the beach near P-:rggf

“Do you think I dreamed it1"” hooted
Bunter.

“(Of course you did, you agal”

Iliilljr i lapsed into sulky
1 | rolapsed 1n :
gilence. N at Greyiriars believed
s word of the fat junior's thrilling ad-
Nohody, in ast, was Tkely b5 belie

o , in was likely to believe
that Bunter lLiad.seen a ghost in the
haunted cave, Even Bunter did not
believe that it really was a ghost—once
he was spfe away from the spot.

But he still remembered the ghostly
face ho had secen in the darkness of the
cave, and shuddered at the llection,
And the ﬁenﬂml disbelief in kis story

rated the fat Owl. It really waa
ha:ﬂ lines not to be believed, when for
onos he was telling the truth, - Buch
ocoasions were very rare, ;

“I say, you fellows."” Bunter mever
could keep silent for long. “Of course,
I don't believe in ghosts. _ It couldn’t
really have been & spook I saw in the
sea-cave. But I saw o face—"

“* Bosh 1

“An awful face!” said Bunter impres-
sively. “White as chalk, and with
awi leaming eyes And there was
something ebout it T knew. I'd seen 1t
beforo somewhera——"

“You never were in the soa-cave,”

nted Bob Cherry. “How the

ickens could you have been, when you

wers found in a faint on the beach a
mile away from it?"

“Y don’t know how I got ashore in
the boat,” said Bunter; “but I jolly well
know that I was in the sea-cave before
I fainted, and that I saw an awful face
in the dark—*

T ey Banlly, s stk b

“It was some ing g
course 1" said Bunter.P ‘?I tfll‘-ﬂ say he
had rubbed chalk on his face, and phos-
phorus paint, or ﬁumgl:hmg* I didn’t
think of that at the time. Of course, I
wasn't frightened—you fellows would
have been, but you know my pluck [—I
wasn't scared—"

“You fainted because you weren't
“imd?" :skad Nupgent.

Beast !
“What's the good of sticking to that

idiotic {am‘_l"‘ gawlﬂd Johnny Bull,
:;‘E'cil]ti’n ly well know that you dreamed
1t &

“1 didn’t!” roared Buntern “I was

» L1

in the sea-cave that day—

* Zammon "

“And some beast was there, and he
played the ghost to frighten me—not
that I was frighten

“Nice place for a chap to choose for
larking,” said Bob Cherry, and if you
did get there at all it was by accident,
and nobody could have known you were
coming. Was he there with his chivvy
made up all ready waiting for that
accident to happen

The {unmra ucklad.

“Well, I can’t make out why he was
thers, or what he was up to," said
Bunter. "But ha was there! There
used to be smugglers in that cave.
Might have been a smuggler or some-
thing—secaring people away by playing
Ehmh—nnt that T was+ scared, yom
nﬂ _I‘J

“reat Scott!™
YWharton.

He jumped to his fect. :

His face was in a blaze with sudden
excitement.

"You fellows, there may be some-
thing in that yarn, after all!” he ex-
claimmed. “We thought that that fat

gjaculated Harry
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“* | say, you fellows, it was rather lucky I came along with you, what ? ** said Billy Bunier. ** The best thing you can do

now is to place
of wind blew in,
ke spluttered.

fool had got frightened in the dark, and
fancied he saw a ghost—"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“But it scemed idiotio, at the time, to
suppose there was any in the cave,
playing ghost, But—"

““But what1" asked Bob.

“Tha sea-cave's five miles down the
gorst {rom the place where Redwing was
taken,' said Harry. " Nobody ever gous
near it in the winter. DBut it somebody
was there that day when Buater butted
in—somebody who wanted to keep

pao%!u away—-"" ]

o “h he jolly old kidoapper1” exclaimed
0
“Tt's possible, at least.”
“Thnf was a week

was kidnapped,” said Johnny Bull.

“He might have been on the spot
waiting for a chance to get at Redwing.
If he had the cave fixed up to hide him
in, ha would naturally be startled whag
that fat ass butted in; and as the plac
is supposed to be haunted, it-would serve
hisz turn to play ghost and frighten the
duffer away!"”

“But Bunter never wea really there |

“I was!"” howled Bunter.

r That's explained easily enough,”
said Harry. “The man fri htanedshlm
into & faint, and, of coursa, ga wanted to
ﬁf.::ﬂhut of him. In that onze, ho rowed

im to the beach and left him thera.”

“1 may, vou fellows—-="

“Oh, shut up, Bunter! It looks as if
thers might be something in it," said
Bob Cherry thoughtfally, **We naver
thaught of the sca-cave—it's miles away
snd & jolly dangerous place in tha
wintar. Buot—"

“But the man was seen at Lantham
last mEht,” said John Bull. *“Wa
know that now. If he hid Reddy in the
sea-cave the first day, he’s gone now.™

“I'm not sure of that.” Wharton's
eyes wera gleaming with exeitement
now. “That old cave is about the safest

hiding-place 4 man could 6nd at this in, and

yourselves eniirely under my

before Redwing h
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timo of the year especially with its
reputation of being haunted. He could
have got ta it in the boat from the place
where he collared Redwing and Smithy.
We've beon hunting round Hawksolifi—
we never thought of going so far afield.
If he's there, he would want the police
to be looking in another direction. He
may have shown up at Lantham on
purposa. ™

“Oh 1" ejaculated Bob.

“"He seems to have got a lot of notice
ot Lantham,” ssid rry. “Hall a
dozen people saw him re new
him by the description—and be even left
the track of sea- m & muddy yard,
end made himself conspivuous trying to
ire' a car. IF it was a trick, it was a
olever onc—tho police sre hunting for
him inland, we were thinking of
throwing up the whole thing. But—"

Bob drew a deep breath,

“And he may be kiding in tho sea-
cave all the time, and we'd never have
thought of it but for—*

“Me " said Bunter.

The Famous Five looked at him, It
was true enough. Thera had been no
cIuai, and littlea h It was Dunter's
story of the haunted cave that furnished
& clua—if clue indeed it was,

“Me 1" repeated Bunter, “] eay, you
fellows, it was rather lucky I came alon
with you, what! Where do you thin
you would be without met”

“Fathead [

“Oh, really, Cherry! I think you
might thank a fellow, at _least!™ ex-
claimed Bunter warmly. “Here you've
bean rooting about & whole day and
dmnﬁ nothing,.and thinking of chucking
up the whole thing. As soon as you con-
sult me I put you on the right track.
The best thing you can do now i3 to

p!néua yvourselves entirely under my lead
ﬂ.!'l _!i

Harry Wharton went to the door and

cpened it. A fierce gust of wind blew
lamp suddenly went out.

lead——** Harry Wharton opened the door at that moment and a flerce gust
The Owl of the Remove was interrupted, as an eddy of smoke from the fire encireled him.

* Grooogh I ™

** Shut that door, you silly ass I Ooooch ! Alchoo-alchoo ! ** (Ses Chapter 15.)

Billy Buoter was interrupted as an eddy
of emoke from fire encircled him.

“Gr { Ooooch! You silly ass!™
splodte Bunter. *8hut that door!

oocch | erh!- Atchoo-atchoo I¥

“Biemed it T sos anythi ok

sos mnything to eackle
at! Grooogh! Ooonacgl‘"

Wharton stared into the black might.
Bocming through the blackness camae
the roar of breakers at the foot of the
high chalk cliffs. A wild wind was stir-
ring the North Bea to fury,

arton set his lips.

“We can't get out in this—to-night,”
he said. “But to-morrow morning,
roogh or fine, we're going down to t
haunted muaﬁ"

¥ Bhut that door!™ shrieked Bunter,

Bab Cherry bad to lend Wharton his
assistance, to gt the door shut against
the fierce wind. It was jammed shut ab
lnst, and bolted.

“Bed now,” said Harry. “We've got
to turn out at dawvn—and we're going to
find Redwing and Bmithy! nt H&as
Bunter has come in useful, after all.”

“Wonders will never ceaze!” grinned

Boh Chearry.

*1 say, you fellowg——"
“And 1t's going to be a merry Christ.
mas, after all!™ said Bob.
- . - L ] L] L §

To the prisoners in the haunled cave
hope of rescus seemed to be dead ms they
lay in the darkness and listened to the
roar of the storfny sea. But thero was
hope had they kaown it—and they were
soon to Enow )

THE END.

(Don's miss the next alory in this
f‘pkﬂ#id series, chums entitled:
HUNTED DOWNI I't's fuil of
thrills and exeiling siluations. The
wise Magnelite will make sure of lis
cﬂp%rpby ordering NOW /)
#E Magwer Lismary,—No. 1,088



In the ¥ Good Old

Dags ' many and various were the means employed fo make on obafinale

prisoncr speuk:. nd

on f.hﬁ!iﬂgl; Seas, those who sailed béneath the dreaded Skull and Crossbones found keelhouling won
persuasive

Roger Meels Enemies, and a Friend.

OGER raised his voice and gave

a mighty shout; but he knew

fuil well as he did so that it

was useless, The surge of the

breakers beating against the barrier

reef was enough to drown all

other sounds, snd as he trod water

and watched the shadow of the Celes-

tine being swallowed up by the dark-

ness he knew that help from that
guarter was all in vain,

Suddenly, above the thunder of the
breaking waves, came the sound of
znother mighty splash, and Roger's
blood scemed to freeze in his veins,

“Bharks!” he gasped.

Fenlising his only chance of escape
was to sirike out for the island and
take to the forest, Roger swerved around
in the water and began to strike out,
keeping tho barrier reaf well on his left.
He knew full well that should he be
picked up by 2 wave and sent crashing
on to the reef his body would be bat-
tered till 1t was unrecognisable.

Roger’s_deadly peril spurred him to
reater effort, and never in his life had
swum as he did now.

Again and again to his cars came
more splashing sounds—the noiso of
sharks disporting themselves in the
water ho surmised. At all costs he
realised he must gain the beach of the
1slend, for he was in imminent danger
every minute he remained in the water,

Yet though Roger struck out mightily
it seemed to him that the splashing
came ever nearer and nearcr to him,

A ecold chill struck at his heart, Ha
was being pursued through the water,
and that could only mean that a shark
was hard after him,

. The surge of the breakers dinned con-
tinuwously in his ears, and he felt the
pull of the waters as though they would
fu.l& him upon the jﬂ.‘fged reef, Danger
urked on every hand—danger from the

Tiax Maicrer Lrsaanr.—No. 1,088.

geef, danger from the sea and the
sharks, and even 1f he succeeded in
reaching the shore danger from the
pirates who were maroocned there.

Dogged pluck, however, told in the
long run, and Roger began to sce him-
self drawing away from the dreaded
reef. His task much easier now, he
struck out for whera he could see the
shore of the island, pale and ghostly in
the shimmeripg lights of the stars.
Yet it wemnﬁl that the splashes which
he had previously heard abated not, and
he redoubled his efforts to reach the
shore lest he should fall a prey to the
shark which dogged him.

It struck r as curious that the
shark had not already attacked him, for
the monster must surely have been t
faster swimmer of the two. Every
moment he exp to feel its vicious
teeth bito into hie flefh and tear him
lirnb from limb. But naught happened,
though the splashing continued.

At last he felt his feet strike the sand,

and hardly able to walk from the ex-
haustion which hia swim had occasioned,

he managed to staiger from the grip of

the waves which, however, gave him &
tremendous buffeting as he dragged
himself from their clutches.

But the sand was bencath his feet
now, and ho could see the tall fronds
of the palms which fringed the beach
swaying dizzily in the breeze.

Roger staggered like & drunken man
across the beach A great weariness
had descended upon him, and he gave
a sigh of relief as he saw that he had
come to a point above high-water mark.
He was sate, and with that in his mind
Roger threw himself down upon the
beach. The pirates were far from him,
for ho had landed on the beach which
gkirted the island, and they were m
the lagoon. It was unlikely that his
whereabouts would be discovered, and
that meant that he could sleep until
tho morning sun aroused him to the
necessity of finding some hiding-place
upon the island where the pirates could

not find him.

A stirring
story of
adventure in
the *“ Good O1d
Days."”

Almost at the end of
his tether Roger closed
his eyes, and in & short
spoce of time uncon
{ sciousness fell wpon
MR ned his

ogor
eyes %ﬂ- EI;FE that the
morning sun was -
ing down its Derce
rays upon him. ~He
ac{ud in every limb;
ha was parche with
i thirst, and ﬁm h&knld
swumz dizzily, He endeavoured weakly
to stagger to his feet, only to fall faco
downward upon the soft sand.

Using every ounce of strength within
him he rolled over and endeavoured
once again to rise. As he did so he
beheld the reason of his helplessness,
for he was trussed as securely as any
fowl: his hands tied tightly behind his
back, and his feet ed together at

the ankles.
How had this happened? Whe had

done this? Recollection of his terrible
swim in the darkness came back to
Roger, and he remembered staggering
up the beach and falling where he now
was, But how he had come to be
trussed up in this manner Roger could
not make out. He twisted himself into
a sitting position, sud then, as though
in answer to his thoughts, there came the
faint sound of a croaking voloe—a
voica that he knew foo well.

“Where the dead man lies, his star-
g eyes,
look out to the Westward-ho—"

“One-Eye !” he gasped. “But—but
how comes he here? Am I dreaming?”

“3g-ho, my little whelp—so-ho! What
cheer, mate 7"

Roger's eyes went to the fringe of
the forest. L{nﬂ-Eye, chuckling viciously,
had thrust his way through the under-
growth, and stood there regarding him,
a light of triumph in his single eye.

“So ye thought ye had outwitted
Abednigo. One-Eye,” chuckled the
scoundrel. “Rat me, though, an’ ye be
not & plucked 'un, boy! ‘'Tis a fine
member o' the brotherhood ye'd make,
lad, an’ ye'd take service wi’ me.”

“Rather would I cut out my heart
than that should happen, rogue!”
answered Roger.

“Perhaps 1 shall save ye that trouble,
lad,” croaked One-Eye. “For, list ye,
an’ yve tell me not what I want to know
I'll ha’ ye flogged, &y, an' keelhauled,
too! Come now, boy, tell me where the
chart was hidden aboard the Celestine,
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sad tell me too, what ye koow o' the
tréasure.” »

“Wheat can it availl ye to know where
the chart is?™ ﬂl:‘ad? Roger. "“The

patine has gone, and the chart has
gone wi® it

“Ay, lad, the Celestine has gone.
But think ye the Chevalier will not re-
turn?' One-Eve rubbed his hands “to-
gether as be spoke. “I know him befter
nor you, lad, an' I kpnow full well that
the Chevalier will not leave ye here
wi'out making somc attempt to get ye
back. He soon will know what hap-
pened to ve when he learns that neither
ve or I aro aboard the schooner.” .

“How came you here?” questioned
Roger.

“Did ye not hear me plunge into th'
sen after ye?" asked One-Eye. "Sink
ma, but I made sure that ye must ha'
hal?ird , o swimming along i’ your
TTAEA.

Roger was silent. He kniew now the
reason for the splashes he had heard
behind him sz he swam. It had been
no sea-monster which had dogged him
but & human monster, even more cruel
than a sharp-toothed shark.

“Bo 'twas ve who fell u }
I was helpless, and lru me up lika
this 7" he said, after :dpa.una.

“Ay, lad!” chuckled One-Eye. "I
could not let ye rot here. Nay, lad,
ve shall be my guest on the island. I
ha' this morning been to the lagoonm,
and soon will come some o' my men
to take ye back to the camp.  Make
yourself easy; no harm shall all ye
till the Celestine returns, and then—"

He finished his sentomce - with a
cronking laugh thet sent a chill through
Roger's veins, Only ioo well did il
lad see One-Eye's plan, The Chevalier
would not his young comrade, and
(Oue-Eye still cherished the hope that he
could seize the schooner once more.

True, the schooner was in the hands
of the Chevalier; but hiz crew would
:]:11:&:13 they had the slightest

oo

TLEn,

This, then, was what One-Eye was
counting upon, snd if he did prove
auccessful ger knew that neither ho
nor the Chevalier could hope for the
slightest mercy at the ruffian’s hands.

But here come* bully boys to take
ye to the camp!"” chuckled One-Eye, as
the undergrowth parted and a small

n me when

party of pirates, led by Blim, ap-
peared. “Here, Slim, ye onco
more upon our little turkey cock that

wultltlld seok to pit his brains against
us ;

Blim came forward, his beady eycs
%*lliti:-e:-i.ng as le turned them wupon

Oger.

*“Ay, Abednige, an' we'll make him
denoe, rot him " he growled. * Alread
has he thwarted us too often! Why will
ye not let me cut hiz heart out?"

#lim fingered the heft of his dagger
na he spoke, and took & step noarer to
the helpless 5

“Avast, ye madman!” yelled One-Eye,
stretching forth a hmér _and catching
83lim by the arm even as it seemed that
the rat-like pirate would carry his words
into action. "Can ye not esee that
while we hold him the Chevalier will
seek to aid him, and i1s like to give us
snother chance of seizing the Celestina?
An’ we make shark's meat of this whelp
thera is no more reason for the
Chevalier to roturm—until he has the
treasure. Then will 1% go hard wi’ us,
Slim 1"

Slim thrust his dagger back into Lis
bolt and turned to the men.

“Bring the whelp along! he com-
wanded, and then turned.

Apcompanied hf One-Eye, Slim began
his march back through the fovest.

‘place in which he now found

Roger was hauled roughly to his feet,
and the ropes which bound his legs were
elashed so as to allow him to walk, But
hiz arms were still bound fast behind
his back, and he had no option but to
obey the pirates and walk betweon two
of them through the dense under-
growth.

It was hard going, and the sun had
risen high ip the heavens before the
camp by tho shores of the lagoon was
reached,

Boger was taken to the hut and
thrown roughly inside. There were two
Yooms in the hut—one the living-roomn
that was evidently shared by One-Eyo
and 8lim; the other a dark, dismal hole,
devoid of all furnishings and half-filled
with stores. It was in this latter room
that Roger was thrust. The door was
closed and barred, and ho was left to his
own ruminations. !

The young mdventurer surveyed the
imself,
Tho only light there was cam¢ from an
opening high up in the wall, and Roger
roalised, with a sinking heart, that even
if be could gain the ing he could
not wedge his body through it

Now that there was no chanco of
escape Roger's bonds had been loogened,
and he sat down upon & case to ponder
over his predicament.

He knew that there was truth in what
Ono-Eye had ssid—that when the
Chm;’ia:: found out thet he had
vanished from. the schooner he would
make some endcavours to find him.

But how long would it be before he
did so?. The Chevalier was but one
man against the crow of the Celestine.
He dered not trust them to' bring the
schooner back to the lagoon. He would
hava t0 cruise around until he came
aoross help and picked up a crew of men
whom he could trust.

And in the meanwhile Roger was a
prisoner amongst the pirates, who were
themselves prisonors, masmuch as they
were marooned, and could not leave the
island  until
vessel called at the island for water—or
the Chevalicr I‘Btl:i‘nm:”_ T
How long he had becn in his prison
Roger knew not, but the dpor was
opened suddenly, and he heard the voice
of One-Eye growling a command to
sOmeons,

“Gi* that food to the whelp that is
in there!” he grunted. “8ink me, but
we cannot let him starve to death: he'd
be useless to us then! And hurry,
scum, or your skin shall pay for wour
tardiness ! ] ]

A hLigure was silhouetted aguinst the

THHIHIA RTINS TR
HOW THE STORY BEGAN,

Spurred on by the eall of the sea, youny
Boartlet? pets oWt in search of mdrenturs, He
joing forces with o gallant dandy Enown at ' The
Chevalier,” who possesies the chart of an lapd
on which i greal treasure Nes buried, and the
tioo comrader ket sail for the Spanish Main,
evident that fwo villninous pirntes
named Abedrtge One-Epe ghid Slim will dlop
ing to pet hold of the charl, and with the
aid of & cul-throal eret on board their bu the
Seeordfish, they n}m'e Roger and the Chevalier.
A fter many ﬂlm adrentures, howerver, the
Ixttey male their esedpe with Lhe frensure plan
when the Swordfish i bloton up at the island of
Cayacor, The Chevalier thet their anly
hops 15 [0 zeize &4 kanded hiw old rehoover,
the Celestine, which had been cajiured by the

rales and is fying af anshor 10 the foland

n, Their despernle atiempt ir rueeessful,
bit suddenly, ar he slands at the wheel of Lhe
schooner, Roger 48 gripped from belind by Ong-
Eye and flung indo the ren.  With the Celeeline
actddi in a fatr wind, the lad it left
geimndng in shark-infested waters,

(Now read on,)

such time as o passing.

doorway—a figure which bore f[ood and

water upon & wooden tray. But the
figure was one which caused o gleam of
hope to spring into the heart of Roger.

For it was none other than Jem, the
powder-monkey, who, too, must have
been flung clear when the Swordfish
went to itz last reckomitg!

Condemned to b Keelhauled !

¢ EM!"

The word came involuntarily
to tho lips of Roger, but was
spoken Im &  whisper that

carried not to the ears of One-Eye,
Jem, with a frightoned expression
upon hie face, laid down the tray, and
laced one finger upoan his lips to
token silence. He would have spoken,
but at that moment One-Eye loomed in
the doorway end, cursing, cuffed the
powder-monkey out of the way.

“Delay not, ye scum!” he growled;
and then turned to HRoger. "'lhere ia
food for ye, whelp, an’ ye ha' me to
thank that yo are still alive to eat it,
for 8lim would ha’ had the heart o*
ire out had I but let him! B8ink me if

am not & tendor-hearted rogue !

He chuckled again, and closed the
door: but Roger was not deceived by
his worde, He knew that One-Eve, too,
would . willingly have murdered him
there and then had he not believed that
Roger was now their only chance of get-
ting the Chevalier—and the chart—into
their hands.

But even though he had not been able
to spesk with Jem, Reger knew, by tho
axpression on the powder-monkey's face,
that he was & friend, He hed further
evidence of that somo considerable time
later, when a hand appeared at the
opening in tho wall of tha hut snd a
paper flutterad down at his feet.

In the dim rays of the setting sun
which camo through the opening Roger
opened the paper, and read:

“An' I can, will I aid ye. Bide your
time. —JEM."

Fearful lest One-Eye should see the
missive, Roger put it in his mouth and
swallowed it. )
" On the following day, when Jem again
brought him food, under the gaze of
One-Eye, Roger nodded to the boy, to
show hun that he had received the
message, and understood.

But it scemed, es time went on, that
Jom was unable to come to his aid.

Days came and went, and REoger
marked their passing by the sun’s rays,
which struck ngamugh tho opening in the
hut. But still there was no news of the
Chevalier. Jem, too, it secmed, was
unable to bring any aid to Roger, for it
was rarely in that One-Eve or Slan
left the hut. Both were suspicious of
the other, and with good cause, too, for
while 8lim had endeavoured to blow
up Onc-BEye with his barque, One-Eye
had repaid this act of treachery by his
attempt to seizo the schooner and leavo
8lim and his fellow-scoundrels on the

island.

At last, by the unaccustomed sounds
that resched his ears Irom outside the
hut HRoger gleaned that something new

d happened, and it was not long
before he heard the oft-repeated words:
" A gaill A sail!™

The words thrilled him. Had, then,
the Chevalier roturned to the island,
bringing aid with him to rout the pirates
from their hornets’ nest? In that case
what would become of him? One-Eye
and 8lim would not part with their
prisoner without a struggle. They
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ight even hold him to ransom, and
endeavour, under threat of putting him
to torture or to death, to make terms
with the Chevalier.

In that case, Roger knew, they would
not remain in their camp by the beach,
for it was open to cannon-fire from the
vessel. They would take to the forest
or to the hills inland.

Roger waited, with what patience he
ﬁ.‘guld muster, to sce what would Lefall

11,

It was not long, however, before the
door of his prison was thrown roughly
open, and One-Eye entered. T

“Come, lad!” he growled, seizing
Ro roughly by the shoulder and
hauling him from the hut.

Roger blinked in the sunlight, while
Omne-Eye, still holding him tightly with
ene hend, pointed to the lagoon.

f‘;];i;mk ye there, lad!™” he cried. “A
sa1l !

Roger looked.in the direction, and
discerned a vessel floating on the placid
waters of the lagoon. But his heart
sank ss he marked it, for it was not the
trim and neat Celestine, but a dirty,
black brigantine, her yards all askew,
her condition bearing witness to the
lack of discipline aboard her.

“Bea ye that, lad? continuad One-
Eye. “ Are yve not pleased to know that
our time o' marconing is st an end?
We are saved, lad, and not before time,
of, rip me, an' our stores are fast
fnifmg'!”

The note of triumph in One-Eye's
voice told Roger that this was no
friendly craft that had put into the
lagoon. it been an honest trading
vessel One-Eye would not have been so
pleasad.

er was prepared for the worst

“'Tis the craft o BSharktooth!"
grinned One-Eye. “ Bharktooth, the
rover—one o the brotherhood, lad! An’
I warrant me that SBharktocth will be
glad to take us off when he learns what
we ha' to tell him—when he learns that
there 38 rich, red gold to be had for the
taking!"

The way One-Eve gloated brought a
wild, unreesoning anger into the heart
of Roger. Bo help had come—but help
for One-Eye, 8lim, and their rascals!
Things seccmed more desperate now than
ever they had I}Eﬂht for, doubtless, this
Sharktooth was just another such
villain as they.

Roger twisted his shoulder from the
grip of One-Eye and s&prang at the
scoundrel’s throat. His fingers closed
around it; but it was the most Ioolish
thing to do, for One-Eye's men were
noar at hand, and even as the roguo
staggered beneath Roger's onslaught
four or five of the pirates hurled them-
selves upon the lad, and drag him,
kicking and struggling, from e-Eve,

*“Truss up whelp I yelled One-
Eye. “Rip me, bui he shall pay for
this, an' dearly|”

1t was but & matter of moments before
Foger was tied up and thrown down
heavily upon the ground. There he lay,
in angry impotence, while One-Eye,
8lim, and a score or s0 of the pirates
went down fto the shore of the lagoon
to greet the longhoat which had put off
from the brigantine and was rapidl
approaching. There, too, Roger stayed,
until One-Eve and 8lim held a consulta-
tion with a giant of & man, whose much-
scarred and sallow face was marked by
two protruding teeth which jutted from
his jaws, and which, no doubt, was the
scoundrelly Sharktooth himself.
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Apparently the marooned pirates came
to & satisfactory agreement with Shark-
tooth, for One-Eye wheeled round and
rapped out orders in his eroaking voice,

Immediately Roger was seized and
carried to the longboat. Sharktooth,
accompanicd by One-Eye and Slim, also
scrambled into the boat, and sll were
rowed off to the black brigantine.

Reaching the mysterioua craft, Roger
WAS hn.ulag roughly aboard, and thrown
into a vile hold between decks. .

What happened after that Rugir
could but guess, for it seemed ages that
ha was incarcerated there. But he

tell, from the stamping footsteps,
the crcak of yards and ropes, that
Sharkicoth had taken the rest of the
pirates aboard his craft and the vessel
was putting to sea again.

Ages passed, and then three men,
bearing & lﬂﬂti’lﬂl‘]], came to his prison
hole and dragged him roughly to his

feet, He was still bound fast hand and
foot, and was dragged roughly to the
deck, by the break of the poop. One-

Eye, 8lim, and SBharktooth were there,
surrounded by pirates, their expressions
telling Roger that something unusual
was afoot. Roger sent hik gaze travel-
ling seaward—to see no trace of the
island they had quitted. Naught but
the open sea was to be seen on either

hand,
“Heo ye, lad !" growled One-Eye, step-
ping forward. *J] ha' had enough on

ye, and vo speak not now, ye are likely
never to k sgain, Mark ye that,
lad 1 He pointed to an arrangement of
tackles and ropes which was fastened to
either arm of the -mizen-yard. “ Knpow
ye what that is?”

“I know mnot, neither do I care,”
answered Roger, gazing but little at
the litter of ropes, which seemed to
vanith down one side of the vessel, pass
under the bottom of her, and come up
again on the opposite side.

“Then ye ara likely to know ‘ere yeo
are many minutes older, lad!™ croaked
One-Eye. “For an’ ga speak not, then
shall ye be keelhauled !

Keelhauled ! .

Though he strove not to show his feel-
ings, some gleam of what was 8N
in hiz mind must have mirrored itself
upon Roger’s countenance, for One-Eye
and his fellow-rogues chuckled grimly.

Ropger had heard of the terrible
punishment of keelhsuling, and knew,
too, that only the strongest could hope
to sirvive it

“I shall speak not, neither now nor
later I he answered

“Enough o' this!” yelled One-Eye.
“Tries him up, lads, and let's see if his
cursed spirit will break then I

Before Roger could do an:.rt‘hm% he
was triced to the ropes which led from
the yardarms under the keel of the
brigantine. Then, several men bending
to the ropes, he was jerked by his wrists
from off the deck, and left suspended
h?‘rﬁ iy Iﬁrdlm k" yelled D

ow will ya = ye ne-
Eye; and as Rﬂge:?c:al: his lips tightly
and ventured no reply, he mpg:d out:
*“Then um:'llnr with the ﬂ:‘:ub, la !"d

Rao felt the ropes that were to drag
him Et?:der the keel tighten, as the
pirates bent their weight to them.

An Encounter Aboard the Black
Brigantine !

IIH‘ it: mﬂn:%;rlu;:hat seemcﬂ m} ﬁgntﬁu
the he Eloiger, e 1g i}
ropes that encircled his wrisls bite
decp into his flesh., His ankles,

too, were securely made fast, Then

came & tug at his ankles, and he found
himself being hauled down towards the
water. He took a tremendous breath,
.!mpmﬁ against hopv \Bat he could hold
it, and not let the water enter his ll.lléﬁl
a5 he was hauled under the keel of the
vassel,

_But Roger's blood ran cold as he an-
ticipated the terrible sensation of bein
crushed up against the barnacled side
and bottom of the ship. He could almost
feel the barnacles scraping the clothes
and skin from him, and E-H clozed his
eyes momentarily, and waited for the
sudden plunge into the water.

Eul; t}aﬁh Iuﬂgu chme nﬂut. i

2 Mmig. Om ranog out upon
air. Bﬂm&t:!r:uipg whiuegi, hissingly,. to-
wards the brigantine, and there came a
mighty splash. Pandemonium broke
loose aboard the black brigantine, The
tenalon ‘was taken off the ropes which
held Roger, swaying on the yardarm.
He opened his eyes again, to see that
the pirates had thrown down the ropes
upon which they bad been hauling, and
were hastily lowering gun-ports and
hauling cannon into position.

One-Eye, hiz face transfigured with
rage, was dancing up and down the
deck, shaking a fist in frenzied im-
potence over the bulwarks of the pirate
craft. Bharktooth, upon the poop of the
vessel, was rapping out orders inter-
spersed with many an oath,

Turning his head, so that he could
see the direction in which One-Eye ges-
tured, Roger beheld & sail upon the roll-
ing waters.

Even as he did zo a puff of smoke
came from the bulwarks of the oncom-
ing. craft, and the erash of a cannonade
rnniuut upon the sir. It was followed
by the screaming of s canncn-ball as it
tore its way through the air. Then
came & sickening crash as the ball
smashed into the bowsprit of the black
'!Jriguntinie, u;d narriﬁdﬂit B.l;;.]’, nl:;l.j‘jpg-
ing & meles of ropes and yards crashin
tugth& deck. e

“Bink me, what vessel be thizs that
attacks Bharktooth?” yelled that
scoundrel from the poop. “D'yva know
her, One-Eve—d'ye know her i

One-Eye spat out an oath,

“Know her? he repeated. “Ay, to
my cost do I know her! 'Tis the Celes-
tine—sink me elso ™

The Celestine! Roger’s heart
leap as he heard the words, and he sur-
vayed the oncoming ship with eager
interest. There could be no doubt that
it weas indeed the Celestine, He could
recognise her cut now and the fact that
she was attacking the black brigantine
uli_ Et;nrkto-nth could mean only one
thing

The Chevalier had won through, then !
He had been successful in recruiting
another crew, and he must have hung
around the island, watching and waiting
his time. He had seen Bharktooth's
brigantine leave, and he had followed
it. He could not have come upon it at
a more opportuna time for r. A
moment later and Roger would have
undergone the tortures of keelhauling.

Perhaps the Chevalier, through
powerful glasses, had seen that figure
trussed up to the yardarm. Perhaps he
had been reserving his fire until then.
The pirates had been so intant upon the
torturing of their prisoner that they had
not marked the coming of the Celestine.
Er.‘nd r!mw the latter ceraft would be upon
them

“Run for it, Bharktooth 1" yelled One-
(Continued on page 28.)
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IATURE AY THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWOPENCE. &

FOUR BUMPER
CHRISTMAS GIFTS

Make sure of one of these, Lads!

=

The CHAMPION ANNUAL ¢

A big ]}udgi:t of t]‘u’i“m mystery and adventuie—
that's the CHAMPION ANNUAL, Here are stories ¥
‘of hazardous exploits in all parts of the warld, Stories ¥
.of sport and tales that carry you on breathlessly to the
last word, Stories of school life as well as pages and
pages of pictures and several coloured plates. Every
boy will want this book.

The NEW NATURE BOOK i

Here is an entirely new sort of book that will au:-pcn'i
to every boy whoe loves the great ™ out doors.” It
contains a large number of remarkable ™ action photo-
graphs,” showing Birds and Beasts in their natural
surropndings—how they live, hunt and make their
homes. Famous naturalists and explorers contribute
the letterpress to this original volume.

The HOLIDAY ANNUAL

Here's a fine big book that every boy of school age
will enjoy. [t contains & large number of storizs featur-
ing well-known schoolboy characters. Billy Bunter,
Harry Wharton, Jummy Silver, Tom Merry and all the
jolly pals of Greyfriars, St. Jim's and Rookwood Schools
are here to entertain with new adventures, There are
other thrilling stories and articles as well, and lots of
splendid pictures in this delightful Annual.

Every Boy’s HOBBY ANNUAL

For the boy who likes to make things and to know
how things work, the HOBBY ANNUAL is ideal.
It 1s full of clearly-written articles on all sorts of hobbies
and photographs and diagrams that show yom exactly
what to do.  This book wall bring months of entertain-
ment. It is just the thing for the long winter evenings,
Wireless, Mechanics, Photography, Carpentry are all

:
]
:
dealt with, E
§

6/- NEr EACH
NOW ON SALE

At all Newsagents and Booksellers
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENGCE.

WOLVES OF THE SPANISH
MAIN!

At'endenned from page 26 )

Fve, ot me, hut an’ wo cseape nof,
thut curzed Chevalior will make dead
men o wus all! 1wl ha' no meres,
Sharktooth, mind ye thar ! About ghip,
anil erack on every inch o' sail £

Apparently Shevktooth was of the
sanne opinion as Onoe-Eye, for ho shouted
oiit an order to the man at the Lehn,
and the brigontine turned so as to bring
the breczo right behind her.  The
pivates seurried up the eatlines hastily,
and zoon every availauble inch of canvas
was spread.  Her stern chasers were
brought into action, and  again and
again they thundered out, shaking the
vossel with every dischorpe.

But thase aboared the Celestine had

anticipated the mancuvre, and cven as
the brigantine  chan course, tho
Celestine  did  likewizo.  Soon  both

vessels were running swiltly before the
wind, and the schooner was glowly but
snkely gaining upon the pirale eraft.

The brigantine pitched and heaved,
Heeryone aboard ler scemed to hava
forgotten Roger, and he still hung sns-

ndedd, swaying tiizmlf' by the wrists
voe the yardaem. The ecn was now
wihipped into little fountaine, where the
balls from the ¢annon of the Celestine
were plunging into the water.
again a ball would crash heavily upon
the deek, and wnko the air ring with
" flwe splinteving of the planks.  And, aa
the sehooner steadily reduced the dis-
taheo between the two veasels, tho fire
boecome more accurato,

sharktooth, in & desperate attempt
i fight off this resolute attacker,
hrought more cannon into aetion, and
goon the air was hideons with the crash-
ing of the canmonndes, while heavy
elowda of black smoke wreathed above
the decks. and hlotted out the vision of
Rosor.  As the breeze sent tho smoko
wieuthing hither and thither, however,
e cnught oceasional pﬂimm&s of the
Celesting holding on like un avenging
dleman, and eomning eloser-—closer—with
every minnta that passed |

“Lets ha' that boy down!” camo a
ery from the deck of the Lrigantiue,
atd Boger. looking down, =aw that Cue-
¥Fye lbnd pemembered him, and was
painting ta him. - Rot me, but an’ the

Now and

Checalier makes shark’s mweat o e,
ithe lad shall go wi' me! DBring him
down. and goard him, vo rats, for he's
thr“r.-l::h' hostage that Iwe of any use to
s, :

Pirate hands were bent to the ropes.
Thore eame a raitle of blecks and
tuckler, and Roger came swooping Jdown
from hiz lofty altitude. 1y means of
the line around his avkles, e was not
allowed to drop mbo the sea, but was
luled aboard the brigantine.  There
the ropes which had held hjin sospended
from  the yardaem  wern  enst  off,

Aeaving his ankles amd wrists still tied.

“Murk ve. boy, an® woe have to go to
Povy Jones. vo shall come wi' us!”
prowled One-Fyve. *Rip me, but 1 wish
I had finished ye off before this. I be
in two minds whether or not to finish
ye now as yve lie there” :

Rogor bont a ook of scorn npon the
baffled scoundrel.

“An' ye do, One-Ere, e know full
well that the Chevalier will not rest
till yo ha' paid in full far't!” he
anawered calmly,

“Hold your prace, nhelp!™ stormed
One-Eve. “Bink me 1if your skin shall

not pay for ths impudeten!™

He aimoed o kick ot the helpless Roger
as lee lay thore on the dock. bt the lod
twisted quickly and avoided the blow,
One-Eyve wauld have kicked again, but
a hotl rang along the decks:

“Stand by to ropel boacders!™

A feoling of relicf swept neross Roger.

S0 the Celostme was alinost near
cnougl: now for a Dboarding-pariy to
spring from her on to the Lrigantine,

Roper tugged dmpm-nml{mnt the bonds
which held him. eager 1o be on his feot
and to join in the coming fray.

Onc-Eye furned. a volley of oaths
breaking from his lips, and he whipped
his ecutlass from itz gheath, while he
sprang towarda the bulwarks, ready io
engage those of the Celestine’s crew who
leaped nbhoard,

ﬁﬁgw, iz ecagerness londing  Lim
strongth, worked his wrists continually,
and prezently had the satisfaction of
findivg that the roprs which bound them
were slackening somewhat.”

In the excitement that prevailed, none
of the piretea had time to spare upon
him, and he was left alone. The pirates
were clustored by the bulwarks, cnt-
lusescs nnd pistols in their hands, ready
to onguge the attnckers ne soon as they
boarded,

-

Working with tho courage of despair,
Roger had just monaged to froe one
hurd {rom the ropes whiel Lheld it when
the brigantine lnrehed and aquivered liko
a stricken thing, and the splintering of
woodwork in the regron of the bulwarksa
told himy that the Cideatine had crashed
ulongside.

Tha next instant the air was alive
with noise as the teinmphant crew of the
Celestine swarmed over the bulwarka
like an avenging wave. Then came B
clatter of steel against steel, and men
were locked in mortnl combat as they
staggered here and there across the
heaving decks,

Yells and erics vose high ahbove the
din of battle. "The attackers were not
hauving everything their own way, for
the pieates of Sharktooth were mighty
ruffians and well-used to such encounters.

After tho first onrush the pirntes

rallied and drove back the intropid
attackors, forcing them .ngmmt the
bulwarks., The deeks ran bleod, and

men crashed down to lic in pools of
erimson which stained the ugly, un-
washed decks of the pirato craft.

Aguin and again did the men from the
Celestine re-form and press back upon
tho pirates, but the fight was arduous.
Little by little they won their way
nlong the deck, and it became apparent
that it was but n matter of time Lefore
tho pirates were foreed te yicld.

Roger tugged madly ot his  Lownds,
striving to free himself, but, lwfore ho
could 51& g0, 8 figure loomed un above
himt from the huze of powder-sumokoe
which wreathed tho dick.

It wos One-Eye, and his single optic
glittered balefully.

“Bo ve are beaten. One-Eve ™ cricd
Raoger.  “"Your tnme has come, gallows
rat!"” :

“Ay, nnd your time, too!" hizsod the
scoundrol, and Ins arm rose in the air,
ﬂ-nurmluug n duﬁgcr with which he
aimed o blow at Roger’s heart |

——

(Never Fos young Roger Rartlct! been
fn  demdfier  perid. Wil One-Eye's
dugaer find a vicltim, ¢ But that's
what you'tl discorer for yourself when
you reed nexd week's gripping insigl-
ment of ths powerful yarn of cdecniure
on the Spawizh Afain )
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SEE THAT YOU GET THIS WEEK'S SPECIAL CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF THE ''POPULAR,” BOYS!
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S ok

Who iz this mysterious spectre that is terrorising everybody at Lickbam Lodge,
making the nights so hideous with its mocking laughter and weird shrieks ? That's
just what Jack Jolly & Co., the heroes of 5t, Sam's, are determined to find out.

]

T was Christmas Eve at Lickham &,

snd Dr, Birchemall and the four Bt.

;  Sem's jumiors who were Mr. Lickham’'s

gueats were in high spirrita. Qutside,
the snow-covered 1 PM%& med in the
bright wintry mm, ters’ harts
m_ dened at the aight of frozen ponda and
akes, for there had been a . seveor frost
overnite. Ineide Lickham Lodge, howaver,
the party waa by no roeans a frost ; on the
contrary, 1t was proving a grato mixxess.

The only iomate of the stately old
Elizzabethan house who did not feel fall of
beans, and poas snd goodwill 40 all men
was Mr, Lickham himsslf. The Fourth
Form master wore s distinktly worried
leok on his dile as Lhe paced the library.
It seemoed almost as if somae dark shaddo
hung seroes his life. And s0, se 6 matter
of fact, it did, for the curtains in the
library had not yet been drawn,

“If only they would all go home for
Chriztmas, 8o that I could do a bunk before
I'm twigged | " ha muttored to himsolf, ag
he paced two and fro, * But thay won't
do that, I suppose, so long os there's
plenty of tuck laft. Ewven that wretched
ghost which meakes the nites hideous
haesn't driven them sway yet, 2o they'll
stay over Christmas now, 88 sure 88 egge.
And il the otler Lickham turns up—the
roal owner of Lickham Lodge—it will be &
pretty fine show-up for me.  In fact, I can
see myself apending Christmas in & prizzon
cell on & diet of skilly, instoad of turkey
and plum-pudding ! "

Mr. Lickham shuddered and turned pail
at tha thought,

Of corsge, the diffieulty i which he found
himeelf weas really his own fault., TIf he
hadn't bossted in the first place that he
was the misterious Crocus who owned the
lina old mansion, he would never have
been landed thers with five .m.:_wm___.m. But it
wag no use palling himself nomnes now.
Here they wers, anyway, and lhere they
looked like staying. And with the
possibility of the other Mr. Lickham
turming up at any moment, the moater of
tho Fo ot 5. Ban's folt very ﬁbﬂmﬂww

His ploomy thoughts wers ely
mtarruptod Wﬁ the eotrance of Dr,
Birchemall. e roverad and majestick
headmester of Bt. Sam's was attired 1 &

TeEeE MaAGseET Lizrary.—No. 1,088

loud check suit of sporting cut, and worse 4
cheerful grin on his dile. He gave hia host
& harty slap on the back.

** Balve, Lickham, old acout 1 ** he aried,
mixing jm Lafin and English with skollerl
sasy, ' I've just come in to ses if you'll
join the skating party. During the nite
the lake has friz 5

st | presoom you mean the lake has
| froze | V' grunted Mer. Lickham, whe wos
just m the mood to correct bad grammer,

The Head sh 3
_ " Friz or froze, it has tumed into solid
et What about coming down with me
and eutting & igger for a cupple of hours 1"

“Yez, I'll coms,” said Mr. Lickhom,
after o pange, ™ MW. the way, sir, aro you
thinking of staying here aver Chriatmas 1

" Most na&m“Mw . asnswered the Head
of Bt. Sam's. ‘' Hurry wp and get your
skates, Licky !

Mr. Lickham blushed, and said no move,

Meanwhile, on the stepa of Lickham
Lodge, Jack Jolly, and Merry and Bright,
and Tubby Barrell were waiting for the
Head, They flled in the time by dis-
cuesing the only unforchunit festeher of
their holliday—the Specter of Lickham
Lodge.

Bince they had been ot Lickham Lodge,
the enjoyment of the eveningas had been
apoilt sevveral timea by the appearance of
a paratly shrouded figger in various parts
of the house. Tubby Barrell was simply
terrified of it, Jaok Jolly & Co., of corss,
were of the fearless type who didn't care
a rap for ghosts, but even thoy felt their
kneos knoek together whenover thoy heard
the sound of its mocking larftor and weerd
ahrealcs, -

Jack Jolly wasn't at all sattisfied with
this state of affairs.

I think it's about time we put cur foot
down with o Grm hand,” he said, *' Sup-
posa we arm oursalves to-nite, and give
the giddy specter what for T

" Yea, rather | ¥ said Merry and Bright
at onea.

Mr. Lickhem and the Head, each carry-
mg sleates, trotted eut from the hall just
then, and the subject was dropped. And
in the eggeiterment of ¢ jolly good day on
tha jea, with no end of 1arx and gport, tha
matter of the mister'ous spector was [or:
potten until nitefall.

—_—
e

Natcherally, /Jack Molly & Co. mrmed
themselves to the teeth before pat out
m Bearch of the spook, that nite. Jeck
Jolly himself managed to securs o mnuﬁm
of revolvers, and a bowie-kenife, while
Merry found o amnﬁuﬂa.wuﬂwmuﬁm blunder.
buss. Bright, failing to see anything more
sarviceable, brought up a hevvy coke.
hammer from the cellar. As for Tubby
Barrell, nothing would sattisfy him but a
mwram of such tremenjous sizo that he could

Ly lift it.

At the mystie hour of twenbty-poat-
oleven, the little party tip-toed out on the
landing, clad in pijamas aud dressing-
gOWna.

An evrie silence brooded over the old
house, No sound was heard save the
weerd moaning of the wind, and the

{rattling of many doors and windows.

“ Hiat | "' eried Jacl Jolly.

The junfors listened with baited brath,
as from the direction of the stairs came n
rustling sound that scemed to have »
%ﬂnﬁﬂ air about it at that sollum hour,

helr harts guickened ss they heard it

** It's the ghost | ¥ whispered Jack Jolly.
" Gat: E.H—u,,mﬁw wade in as soon as it nEHm.u
in elght, you chaps| ™

Merry and .m.mm._w.n nodded grimly, while
Tubby Barrell's eyes almost fell out of
their sockita with torror.

Nearer and nearer came the misterious
rustling. Jack Jolly & Co, braged them.
selves up for the ettack, while .H...E_N
Barrell, with a mighty effort, held out h
pike ready to plunge it into the spook as
soon a8 it turned the corner.

“Hera it ia! " yellod Tubby suddenly,
and he made & wild lunge forward at the
mm.ms. which had appesrsd on the !anding.

YTarcoooo | " roared the epecter o
aggemny, as Tubby Barrell's pike gave it a
fearful dig in the bread.basket.

Jack Jolly &£ Co. pawsed. Thera was a
familiar ring i the specter's voice that they
recognised ummejataly. 2

** Oh, te pip!4
“It's Ha_“ﬁ.”_m__.a. ghost, after
Head 1 ™

11 3 GF ._H “— u_.uk

Dr. Birchomall was so relesved to see
the uﬁdw?ﬁﬁ him insted of the ghost he
had [ully eggepected, that he forgot to fall
into a violent fit of rage. And when he

Marry.
; H._,,nwnum.b

POOK ==_._:Hm\

@1‘ Dreicy Nuaent

i

heard that their
mtentions wore to
Foole; ho louked
3 00
gquite pleaged.
“Good hack {0
you in H_.._E_un_nnum_?
prise, my i
he cried. * Iwish
I could come with
you, Unforchumit-
Iy 1 am suffering
aculs pain at the
moment, dus to
aating too many

mince-piss  this
avening.”
With that, the

Heoad hopped it,
only top glad to
reach the sanktu-

ary of his bedroom.

1L

The juniora then
econtinued their
nokturnal journey.
Down the eteira
they crept, and
inté the hall,
which was faintly
illuminated by the

hostly light of
tha moon.

So far, they had
soon nothing of the

hoat  they wore
meFm. for, but
ns  thay crossed
the hell, & sudden
1 of mocking
arfter smote ther
eara. The juniors’
blud froze in their
voing as they
heard it. There
was no migtake
about it, this time,
It was the Specter
of Lieckham
Lodgal

Jack Jally
gritted his feeth
and pulled himsalf
tagether with the
cord of his dress-

* Curridge, you
chaps | ¥ ha w
pored. * After all,
it can't do more
than ol e | 22

i ._H__. OW - OW =
wowl? Thowled
Tubby Barrell,
mizzerably. “I'm
going back I "

But one look at

the staia  was
cnuff to make the
fat junior chan
his mind. For the
paratly shrouded fgger that
hounted Lickham Lodge was
standing at the foot of
thorm !

“There it ial2 eried Merry, between
chattering teeth.

The speoter burst into another peel of
sinigter larfter, which ended ap in a ganstdy

- very quick on the uptake. But for

wadl, Then it began to glide towards the
St. Bam's Juniors

“ Yarooooo 1 wellsd Tubby Barrell.
“ It's coming for ug !

“Come on, St. Sam's! roared Jack
Jolly, ondawnted by the approach of the
ghoat, * Giva it Enﬂuwwsn [ellowa 1"

“ What-ho | " ¢ried Merry and Bright,
rughing forward in response to their
gallant leador’s callying ery. .

Of corse, if it had been the usual kind
of ghoat, the heroea of Bt. Bam’s would
have been ottacking oply thin air, A
genuine ghost would have been able to
stand their and larf at them while they
did their worst. T
. But thia was no ordinary ghost, ns the
juniors soon found out.

Anyway, whatever it was the herocs
of 8t. Sam’s tackled it with a will. Tubby
Barrell, although terrified, _E_w.nm. with his
pike and caught the " ghost™ a thwaek
on ona of fta waisteoat buttons, while
Jack Jolly & Co. rained in with a soe-
oeaRIon blows.

* That's the stuff to give him, boys ! ™
criecd Jock Jolly. * Keep it up, we'll
ecan have him where we want him 1!

** ¥pu bet 1 chirruped Merry and Bright
in unison.

The specter reeled and red under
the furious onslawt of Jack Jolly & Co, aa
if the attack was uneggepested, and then
og it felt & rain of blows descending on it,
ite mocking larfter changed to a roar of
pana. A En__uu_mu_m.n Fﬁmﬂ it uﬁvnﬁﬂm .“_jwm.__._um
W strangely, ior & ghost, DF Duiting out
right and loft |

‘Collar him 12! roared Jock Jolly,
eggeitedly. * It's not & ghost at all. Ii's
a8 howman being 1"

The Fourth Form leader and his chums,
hartened by their discovery, did their best
to overcoms their FEE&M& opponant,
But the Specter of Lickharm Lodge turned
out to be & feerce scrapper, with & powerful
w.nun& ond in spite of their valimt efforta,
En ..,_.H.E.. &.Emhmmwﬁﬁﬁnuﬁa
n_uﬁn.

4 m._..mw specter then turmed tail and hopped
i

“ After him ! " shouted Jack Jolly, and
the gellant chums jumped to their fest
again and rushed in purauit. :

Through the hall they chosed their
guerry, and then into the library.

No doubt the speeter full spacted to
find the library empty at mm_mma.ﬁ. of the
nite, ‘But such was not the case, for Mr,
Ia Front of & biasdag fco: acd zoatiog with
in front of a i roaring wi
lazfter over the .%Esrﬂ number of o
COIMic paper.

| specter came . It was the only weppon

Hﬂ#ﬂl&ﬂr#ﬂfﬁﬂ.ﬂmﬂaﬂﬂ ith

the etrength he mus in years

of praciias on colonut.chies, he fung it

ingly in the dile of the “ ghost,it

Squelch 1

*Yoooooop! Groooocoocoo |l  roared

the Spacter of Lickham Lodge, as the

jooey orangs Hattened iteolf ower hias
feotohers, Ho seemed & red by the
blow, and pitched over on carpet and

rolled right at Mr. Lickham's feet, .

“ Quick 1Y snapped Jack Jolly. *Tis
him up1*

Mr, Lickham dived a hand in his trounsers
pocket, and brought forth a atout length
of cord. .

Before you could say * Jack Robinson,"
the juniors had bound the ** ghost £ hand
b and foot. ‘ i

In the light of the Library, the junicrs
ond Mr. Li —.ﬁazw egpgsamined their
qvﬁ.mﬂw.. Ha tu out to bo a foerce.
loo .% follow of forrin appearance, who
earled as they bent over him. ;

“ 8o you haf got me, {an't it 1 he hisb.

* An #m__u.__u. god job, too, you beastly
scoundril 1 ** Jack Jolly, hia oyea
fashing, * But what I want to konow a:
who are youn, and what's the idea of going

about dressed up aa o gpecter 12

"Arr-r! You would like toknow that.
But I tell you ings | '

Just aa he conclooded that remark, there

was 6 terrific peel on the front-door bell,
Mr, Lickham went garstly white at the
sound of it.

* Btay horo, boya 1" he mermered. “1T
will go and see who our midnite visiter is."

Leaving Jack Jolly & Co. and Tubby
Barrell to guard tha izzgomer, Mr.
Lickham hurried to the front-door. He
drow the bolta and opened the grate
portal, ¥

Standing before him was a tall, dis-
tinguished-looking  jentleman who eyed

“ And who the merry dickens might you
who had turned up.
ou ?? he gos
med the Mﬁh—u&mﬂ.ﬁf
mastor's worat fears,
THE R,
self for another hearty laugh.)

The master of the Fourth iy

jumped up hurried!y, and his rear
of ter changed to & yell of
alarm, as the 8 of Lickham
Lodgo bounded '
:ﬂﬁﬂw_ the _E.EEW 1M he cried.
" Cateh him, &ir 1" yelled Jack:
Hﬂﬂﬁ a5 he ryshed in the %nﬂ.ﬂww..
" He's only a spoof = B
Mr. rn.m.nbE Wi ﬁ maually

ouce m & way, Lhe jumped to it
He was pucking an orange aa the

him sugpiciously through a» ghttering
be * " asked the newoeomer.
“ Who—who are
“] am Mr. Lickham—the owner of
{Next week's slory of Jack Jolly & Co., i#

monoole,
Mr, Lickham groaned. He could guess
The answer
Lickham Lodge !l
absolutely ﬁﬂ.ﬁ:ﬁ. ehim 5, 40 prepare yours
— %_




