


z THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

AN

SENSATIONAL NEW STAMP-COLLECTING OFFER !

IN a Super Football for the coming season by collecting cur ™ Footer-Stamps "—that's the thrilling new prospect
before you this week| L o o ]
ch week in The MaGNET we are now printing " Footer-Stamps " — ictures of six diflerent actions on the foothall

field. The ohject of this Teat com petition stamp-game is to score as many " goals ™ as possible by the end of August, when up
to 250 of the free footballs will be awarded.

TO SCORE A GOAL you must collect 2 complete set of six stamps (they're numbered 1 to &) made
up ol the lollowing movements : KICK-OFF—DRIBELE—TACKLE—HEADER—SHOT—GOAL.

Easy, isn't it ? The more stamps you collect the more goals you can score. (Note that the " goal ™ stamp b}r itzelf
does NOT count as a goal—you must get the set of stomps 1| to 6 each timel)

There are nine stamps to start with this week. Cut them out and try to " score a geal " with them, then keep all your

stamps until you get some more goal-scoring stamps in
pew YOUR FIRST 9 STAMPS i wa- next week's issue,

If you want to score some quick * goals,”
remember that " Footer-Stamps '’  are also

appearing in '~ The GEM" and " MODERN
Bpl'g . There are more “ goals *" waiting in these
papers |

" Footer-Stamps "’ 13 going to be all the rage—see that
you're in it at the start, so that we can send you a footbell
very soon, maybe! Up to 230 of the FREE Foothalls
are going to be awarded in the August competition for
the readers scoring the highest number of goals with
i Fmter-ﬁtamps " forthe month. In the next nmnth,
more of the footballs will be given, and so on.

Don't send any stamps yet, wait until we tell o how
and where at the end of the month, There's nothing to
pay, remember,

i RULES : Up to 250 Footballs will be awarded in the August

1 conteat to the readers deelaring and sending in the largest numhber
" goals ¥ scored with ™ Footer-Stamps.”” The Editor may

i extend or emend the prze st in case of too many tes

%

Each " goal ™ must consist of a set of ** Fonter-Stamps ' Nos.
1 to 6, inclusive—all claims for prizes Lo be made on the proper
coupon (to he given later), Neo allowance made for any coupen
ar slamps mutiLln! or lost or deleyed in the past or otherwise.
Mo correspondence | o one connected with this fllﬁtf mey
enter, ond the Editor"s decision will ba finel and legall
throughout.

(M.B.—" Faoter-Stamps ™ may alsa be eollected fram ihie fallaw-
iny papers:  GEM. MODERN BOY, BOY'S CINEMA,
DETECTIVE WEEKLY TRIUMPH, WILD WEST WEEKLY,
THRILLER, SPORTS BUDGET, and CHAMPION.)

OVERSEAS READERS 1 You pals whe ars far away—you're
in this great scheme alyo, and special awards will IE'E 1;1“.'!: {or the
Lest ™ scores ' from ovorsess readers.  Thers will
cloning date for you, as well, of coursel

y binding
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THE BAD LAD OF THE FAMILY! Somewhere in the far-distant Pacidic Islands, Lord Manleverer

snapped Mr. McTab.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Danger Ahead !

it IN'T it gorgeousz}” murmured

A Bob Cherry. :

His friends agrecd. that it

waa. - Hurres Jamset Ham

Singh remarked that the gorgeousness
was terrific. ; -

The Famous Five of the Greyiriars
Remove stood on the deck of the brig
Alindanao, many & Iunf thousand of
miles from Greyfriars School.

A tropical sun burned their faces.
The biue Pacific rolled round them.
Alead of the brig lay the island of
Kalua-slua-laiua.

It was a2 glare of colour to the eye,
too vivid almost to seem real

The lagoon, of deepest blue, lapped a

beach of dazzling white, backed by
tropteal vegetation, the greenest of
greet.

Blanting palms, innumerable, nodded
in tha wind. The blossomi of the
hibizeus glowed . in patches of ;ﬁaﬂat.

On the barrier reef the Paeific rollers
breke in lines of cndless foam, gleaming
i the -sunzhine. Aeross the coral ree
tha Greyfriars juniors could sece the
lngoon within, and the island—spread
like a gorgeous picture belore their eyes.

Harry Wharton & Co. were looking—
and feeling—merry and bright. &
holiday on a Pacific 1sland did not often
come a fellow’s way. It was, as Bob
deelared, gorgeous. .

The brig was steering for the passage
in the reef. The Eunmrﬁ. guessed that
much, for they could not yet- make out

the paszsage; eo far az they could see,
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reef, was unbroken, Judging by appear-
ances, the brig was running on the reef;
but fthr.g.:' had no doubt ghat Caplain
Jamrack knew what he was about.

Five fellows were watching with cager
eyes. A sixth, reelining in a Madeira
chair, had his hat tilted over his eyes
ta keep the sun off. Lord Maulevercy
did not seem so keenly interested in the
island, though it was his property.
Having risen once to glance at it, his
lazy lordship had sat down again. Xle
was, in fact, dozing in the heat of the
tropical afterncon.

I
* AMauly, old man, dan’t you wani to

SR O T T T G e T T E R,

A Rousing 35,000-word Holi-
day Adventure. Yarn of
HARRY WHARTON & C€O.,
the World-Famons Chums of
GREYFRIARS.
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look at wyour jolly eold island ?” de-
manded Bob Cherry.

Mo reply from Mauly.

“Wake up, Mauly!® said Johnny

Bull.
“Dazh it all, Mauly mustn’t mises
this 1 said Bob; &and he  stepped

towards the Madeira chair and bestowed
a sudden bang on the top of the hat that
shaded Blauly’'s noble face.

“Ow1* . eame a sudden gasp from

tho circle of white eurf, tossing on the. under the hat.
(Copyright in Lthe United Htatez of Americd. All rights ressrved, and reproductlon withfnt parmission stristly forbldden,)
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The beachcomber stepped towards the Greyfriars party and raised Lis tattreﬂ

e

hat. * Stand back !*
““ Mayn't a man give a word of welcome to his lordship, on his lordship’s
first visit to his lordship’s property ? *” jeered the outcast.

_“Wake up, old bean!” grinned Frank

MNugent.

“Eh*® Lord Mauleverer s=at up,
blinking., “I wasa't asleep! I heard
all you fellows were saving! You're

slways talking cricket—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Weoren't you talkin'
once ¥ yawned Mauleverer.

“Look st your ialand, fathead [" said
Harry Wharton. -

“My dear chap, I've locked at it.”

“Thiz 1z what comes of being a giddy
nobleman and a bloated millionaire !
said Bob Cherry. " Mauly's got too
many things to care about them. But
vou're not -going to miss this, Mauly !
CGet out of that ¢hair !

“It's jolly hot ! murmured Mauly.

“I'l help you !

Bob took & grip on the back of the
chair and heaved.

Lord Mauleverer got out of the chair
at once, guite suddenly. He landed on
the deck in & heap.

cricket for

“Oh gad!” gasped Mauly. “You
footling mss—— Qi |” |

He sat on the deck, ga.ﬁping-

“Like & hand up?” asked Bob.

“Take hiz other ear, Franky !

“Owl Held on—I mean, leggo!"
hottled Lord Mauleverer; and he
scrambled to his feet without assistance.

“MNow leok at vour island, fatheac !”
sald Bob., "“If that jolly old island
belonged to me, I ghounld be doing a
song and & dance ! :

“Thank Emdnésa it doesn't; then '™
murmured Lord Mauleverer.

“1-sav, vou fellows—"
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“Hallo, bhallo, hallo! That's Mauly's
sland, Bunter | roared Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter rolled on deck. He
turned his big spectacles on Kalua-alua-
lalya, Then they fixed on the line of
dashing foam that lay athwart the bows
of the brig. They fixed on it in alarm.

“1 say, you fellows, are we runnin
aground 7" asked Bunter. “I say, loo
here, we're runnipg right omn these
rocks [

Hob Cherry chuckled, ,

" Better go and gave the captain’' &
hinh,"” he suggested. *““He may lLke a
hPB'hw to handle hia ship.” ‘

illy Bunter blinked round at Captain
Jamrack. Rhe olive-skinped Eurasian
skipper of the Mindanao was standin
beside the Eanaka steersman, his blac!
eyes fixed on the surf-peaten reef. His
plump, olive face did not indicate that
there was any cause for alarm.

Still, the fat Owl of Greyfriars could
see what he could seel And he could
see that the Mindango was m]]iﬂﬁ;jmht
down to a line of coral rocks that juticd
through the splashing surf.

Bilﬁr Bunter conuld helieve his eyes—
and his spectacles. Calm as the weather
wgs, there was & low, continuous roar
from the surf—a sound thet was never:
ending on Kalus-alua-lalua, It was an
aslarming sound, to Billy Bunter's {at
Cars.

“1 say, you fellows, you can see that
we're going right on those rocks!"” ex-
elaimed the slarmed Owl, "I say, tell
the captain to turn round, Mauly I

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“We're all right, old fat bean!” he
sald reasauringlg,

“"We're not oll right 1" hooted Bunter,
“"1I'm jolly well not geing to be drowned
to %ea.sa Fou, Mauﬁ I :

" Don't you WOTTy, old fat man,” ag*2
Bob, “You wouldn't be drowned if the
Mindanao went on those rocks. The
sharks wouldn't give you time !

“Bherks!” gasped Bunter. “I =ay,
ate there sharks here ™

“Billiona of ‘em ¥ said Bob. * At
lerst, hundreds! But one would be
enough for wyou, old porpoize! You

won't gpet drowned |

“You—you—you silly idiect " howled
Buniar,

Bunter did not-want fo be drowned;
still less did he want to be saved from
drowning by the jaws of a shark.
Neither alternative bad any attraction
whatever for Bunter.

_He blinked over the rail, with his
little round eyes almost popping through
his big round spectacles.

That dashing line of foam secmed ter-
ribly cloze. And there was no =ign thac
Captain Jamrack was going to “turn
round.” The old brig barged on her
way, a3 if deliberately running to her
doom. Already, in his mind’s eye,
Bunter could see the. timbers grinding
oti the sharp teeth of the coral; the sea
rushing in through yawning gaps;
destruction overwhelming him.

No doubt it would have everwhelmed
ihe other fellows as weli; but Bunter
was not abk the moement thinking abhout
the other fellows, His fut thoughts eon-
centrated on the elarming prospect for
W. G. Bunter.

“Look here, Mauly, you tell the cap-
tain to  sto " gasped DBunter,
“Tha silly idiot is going to get the lot
of us drowned! ¥You're paying for this
beastly old "tub to bring us here from
Suva, 50 I;rn:-u can tell him | Do you bear
mie, Mau ?'T""

“Yags.’

“Well, are you gomg to sitick there
while we rTun on that recfi” roared
Bunter.

" Yaas."
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" ¥You blithering idiotl 1 saf,
Wharton, go and speak to that silly
fathend of & captain at onpe—"

“¥ou po!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. -“I den’t know enough navi-
gation to sall a brig. If you do, go and
put the captain wise |

“I'm not going to be drowned and
devoured by sharks !” howled Bunter:

And, as nobody else seemed disposed
to educate the captain of the Mindanao
on the subject of navigstion in tropical
seas, Billy Bunter rolled over to him
and graebbed ab hia sleave.

1 say——" ho squeaked.

Ceptain Jamrack did not turn his
head. The passage of the Kalua reef
was not dangerous in ¢alm weather, but
it needed a skipper's attention. Ha
seemed to have pnone to bestow on the
fat Owl of Greyfriars. Ha rap;l:jled over

150 3

his shoulder in hiz excotic Engl

“It is not to bother, in the presence
of this moment! You go and sit in one
chair I”

“Ain't we in danger " howled Bunter.
“Liook here, we're running right of: that
reef I

Btill the captain did not turn hia
head, though a grin overspread his
olive, perspiring face. He ghook off
Bunter's fat hand.

“Danger does not epproximate 1 he
answered. “You arg safe as one house.
Boon we make s pessage in a reef. But
it 13 not to bother. o 'way and it in
one chair, and if thera ias fright, vou
shut an eye

“Shut up, Bunter, you aszs![” called
out Bob Cherry.

“Shan’t " roared Bunter. “If you
think I'm gmng to be drowned in the
FPacifio, and torn to pieces by sharks
just to please you, you're j::r]lf{ well
mistaken. Look here—" The fat
Owl grabbed Captain Jamrack's sleeve
again. “ Look here—"

Captain Jamrack shook his arm im-
patiently. But thiz time Bunter
g;_abhed hard, and was not to be shaken
off.

He was going to get that fatheaded
skipper's atlention. It did not occur
to hig fab brain that if he did it was
quite }]:;oss:ble that what he dreaded
might happen. There waz no danger,
so long as the skipper attended to his
task; but there might have hbeen e
great deal had he ceazed w0 do so.

" Louk here——" howled Bunter.

He grabbed and tugged.

Beb Cherry ran to the rescue. He
grabbed Bunter by a fat ear.

Bunter gave a vell as & fager and
thumb closed on that fat ear like a vice.
He forgot, for = moment, even the
deadly danger that did not exist.

“Yaroooh " bhe roared  *“Beast!
Leggo 1™

“Kim on!"™ =aid Bob,

“RBhan't 1" howled Bumter. %I tell
you— I say-—vyarcoop I*

“Well, your _%0113 old ear’s coming.”
said Bob.  “¥You ean please yourself
ghout coming along with it 1*

He pulled.

“Owl Wowl Legg-:rl Beast! Ow!

I'm coming, ain't I?” howled Bunter.

And he camel Bob Cherry led his
car acvoss the deck, with an iron grip,
and Dunter had to accompany it

You don't know what fun you ars misaing
it you haven't a model speedboat of your
own; 50 why not have a ook at the Hornhy
modsls next time you're 2t your  locat
dealer? You'll admire the rleek, racy lines,
and they put up a wondsrful performance.
They are thoroughly rellable, too, gath
Hornby craft being Built with the same
precision of craftsmanship as tha famous
Hornby traing. If you would like the new
illustrated Hornhy Speedboat price list free,
fil in the goupon in the adverticemett on
prge 11 and post it off to-day.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Salaly First, For Bunter!

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
watched, with eager, interested
ey e,

They were close to the outer
reef wow, and, ‘across the low corsl,
Kalua was BrOWijig nearer arld clearer.

Un the blue 'lagoon canoes, with
brown-skinned natives in them, were
dotted about. Other netives, in white
lava-lavas, were on the bheach, looking
across the lagoon towards the ship thes
Was coming in. ¢ juniors could make
gut & coral guay, with a schooner
moored, apnd back of the beach, ware-
houses and other buildings, among them
a ldrge and hendsome bungalow, built
on a high foundation of coral E!im:kﬂ.
with & -wooden wveranda rupmng the
lengtlf of ita front, and steps down to
tha beach, 2

In the veranda they picked out the
figurs of 8 man in white ducks, with
& big, shady hat, and caught the gleam
of glasees that he had turned on the
brig. They could guess that he was
Mr. McTab, the manager of the planta-
tions of- Kalua-glua-lalua—Mauly’s
manager. hey saw him lower and
shut the glasses and descend the coral
steps from the veranda,

e looked toy-like in the distance
but in the bright, clear sir thai piclm&
him out distinctly, even to his sun-
burned complexion and stubbly, sandy
beard. They saw him walking down to
the coral guay, where the echooner and
s number of boats were moored, and
then lost sight of bhim.

But Billy Bunter had no eyes for any
of these things. Bunter's eyes were an
the lea;lt;:n%. dashing surf, now slmost
under’ the bows of the Mindanao.

The brig was, in fact, about to enter
the passage in the reef, which was not
easy for the Famous Five to pick out,
and quite 1mlpcrss:bia for the short-
sighted Owl. It was clear—to Bunter—
that the brig was ruoning right on
dreadful destruction. Every moment ho
expected the crash.

The fact that the other fellows were
not alarmed did not reassure Bunicr.
They trusted to the captain. Bunter
didn't ! . ]

A slight, but perceptible, shiver sud-
denly ran through the Mindanao. The
juniors knew that the keel had scraped,
for a second, on some jut of coral, far
down. It made them all start, and it
made Billy Bunter utter a yell that
rang fore and aft of the Mindanao.

“0Oh! Owl Helpl We're going
down 1"

“*Bhut up, you fat ass!” howled Bob
L“harr;r. “You've .got all the crew
rinning. Don't you know you're a
Ea-ller white maszter 1n these parts?

Feller white masters don't get mto a
funk,”

““Beast | gasEed Bunter. He was
not thinking of kecping up the dignity
of 3 white master in the eyes tha
native crew. No doubt Bunter was a
believer in the old prowerb that a live
dog is betler than a dead lien. It was
hetter, in Bunter's view, to survive un-
dignified than to drown with dignity !

‘It's all right, you bhithering ass "
said Harry Wharton. " We're going
through the reef—"

“ Lawer & boat 1" howled Bunter

" Fathead I"

"Where's the lifebelts?'t splutierad
the terrified fat Owl. That momentary
jalt of the old brig had finished what
nerve Dunter had left. “I say, you
fellows, gimme a lifebelt | ﬁm ™.

“QOh, gad " gaaped Lord Mauleverer,

#Ho vou want to sail ioto Kalua with
« lifcbelt op, Bunter ™ _
“Beast | Will you get me a lifebels?™



¢lled . Buater.  "“Where's Popos?
Viere's that nigger, Popoo? T saved
that black beast when he ran away from
a ship at I7iji, and now he's leaving meo
to be drowned! I say, you fellows, can
vou soa Popoo? WWhere's Pop =

“Hara, gar ™ ]

Popoo, the Tonge boy, came running
up. His brown face expressed ghrga:al
gstonishment. Popoo had a Thigh
opinien of Billy Bunter—probably tha
only man in the wide world who had.
He was ready to do anything for
DBunter. But he could not uaderstand
what was wanted. ;

* Dh, there you are!™ gasped Bunter.
"Get me a lhifebelt, Popeo—aquick | Get
it on me! Don't stand blithering thers,
you idiot | Quick ™

opoo stared at his white master
with round eves of amazement.
“White feller master wantee feller
lifebelt 1" be ejaculated. * What nama
white feller master he wantee lifcbelr 17
_ YGet it!” howled Bunter. “Doa't
jabber | Do as | tell you! Will you get
e a lifebelt, or not, blow youl”

“ Yessar!” ﬁ&xped Popoo. “Dle got
that feller lifebelt Flenl;:p too quick, sar,
spose you wantee,” .

here wera lifebelts at the rail, and
the "Tonga boy, astonished as he was,
cub across to get one for Bunter.

What Bunter wanted it for, and where
the hurry was, Fopoo did not know; but
he understood that Bunter wanted it,
and wanted it guiclk, apd that was
enough for the Tonga bor. Bunter had
helped hLim to escape on board the
Mindanas when he had run from a
hard-fisted skipper at Suva Bay, since
when, Papoo had been full of devotion
to Bunter! Now ke showed his devo-
tion.

He raced back to Bunter with ths
[ifebelr.

There was 8 howl from the other
Eellows.

“ Bunter, you ass——"'

“ Bunter, von dummy————-="

“Buuter, you funky fathead—"

" Bunter, you terrific and preposterous
ow]—""

unter did not heed. If the other
fellows did not realise the awiul danger,
Buanter did ! Heedless of expostulations,
Buonter crammed himself inte the life-
Lelt, with Popoo's industrious assist-
anee,

He was going to Beat, at all events,
when the AMindanag went down! And
ihat the Mindanac might go at anwy
eecond now was  terribly  clear to
Bunter., The surf was lashing and
fomming round the brig, and splashes
of spray came over the rail.

“I say, vou fellows, help me to get

ﬁxes !

this bensﬂ;v thing 4 fu'ﬁaed
Buntér. ‘1 say, can’t you lend a
hand? 1 sayr——"

“Oh, all right!” said Bob Cherry.
“T'H jolly well fix it safe, Bunter.”

Bob prabbed 8 rope.

“ Bupter, vou howling ass—" roarsd
Johnny Bull,

“Beast] Buck wup, Bob, we'ra
going "' yelled Bunter.
Bob bucked up. If thaty fat and

fatuous Owl wanted a lifebelt on, Bob's
idea was that he conld keep it on, and
he wished him jor of it! He wound the
"~ rope round and round the lifebelt, and
roand and round Bunter, and knotted
it, with many knots, all carafully
piatud behind Bunter, and out of his
reach.

That lifebrlt eould not poessibly come
off, in the most tempestuwons sea. It was
likely o give Bunter a lot of trouble
befors it came off at alll Those knots
wanted some untvingl

“Ha, ha, hal" welled the juniors as
they surveyed the fat Owl arraved in the
lifebelt, while the Mindanao, having
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passed the reef, %‘lide:ﬂ
the calm waters of the blue lagoon.

“ Beasts 1™ gasped Bunter. ** Blessed
if I see anlj'tging to cackle at! Ain't
fuu going to get lifebelta on? 1 say,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Vah| Cackle!” hooted Eunter.
“The beastly ship's going downl”

“You bowling lunatic!™ velled
Johnny Bull. “Can’t you see that
we've passed the reef, and we're in the
lagoon i’

a4 Eh?"

Billy Bunter blinked over tne side.
The calm lageon lay round the brig;
the awe-inspiring line of surf on the
reef lay astern.  The Mindanac was
g:]undmg across the lagoon towards the
1518 0.

The whole crew were staring at
Bunter. Captain Jamrack, relieved of
his task, glanced round, and almest fell
down in surprise at the sight of the fat
Owl in the lifebelt. Loud chuckles
sounded fore and aft.

“What iz the matter?” ejaculated
Captain Jamrack. *“ What is to do? ls
it that the fat one is, as you say in
Eni![lsh, one little piece off a top *"

“Ha, ha, hal"

eacefuliy into

“1—1—1 sav, you fellows, ain"t we in

dangeri” gasped Billy Bunter. “I—I
say, I=I thought we were going downl
38 y=—-""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou_ cackling beasls, help me off
with this beastly lifebelt! I—I—I don’t
want 1t on, ﬁpu knowi I say, ib—it
won't come off I

“Keep it on!™ chuckled Bob., “Yau'll
astonish the natives, old fat man,
coming ashore with a lifebelt on.”

“Ha, hs, hal"

“ Beasta [ Help me off with: it !™
velled Bunter. “I say, you've tied it on,
Bob Cherry, vou beast] I can't get at
tho knots! Will you untic i, you
votter I

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Keep it on i choptled Bob, “There's
& boat coming out “to meet ws, The
natives will think you no end of a big
chief, got up like that!™

'HH&} hE' h& :-”

Billy Buater, red as the blossom of
the hibiscus, spluttered with rage and
struggled frantically with the lifebalt.

The juniors roared—Captain Jamrack
chuckled—the KXanaka crew cackled;
even Popoo was grinning. '

Only Bunter had fancied that there
was any danger; and even Bunter did
not faney it now. e was fearfully
anxious to get rid of that lifebelt. But
it was not to be got rid of easily,

“Popool” yelled Bunter. “What are
vou  grinniog at, you black willamn?
Come and get this thing off, you beagt!
Untie this rope at once | Do you hear

“ Yessar |” gasped Popoo.

Hizs brown fingers fumbled with the
knots, But they were many, and they
were tight; and Billy Bunter, wriggling
and spluttering, was still a prisoner in
the lifebeli, as the Mindanao glided
across the lagoon to Kalu-alua-lalua.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Beacheomber Of Kalua !

SABEL DICE, the beachcomber,
lifted his head, from the bollard
sgainst which it rested, on the
coral quay at Kalua, and

glanced round him with blurred eyes.
For & good many hours, the beach-
comber had been lving there, half
ssleep im the tropical heat—ever since,
mm faet, he had been kicked out of
Chinese Charley's ealoon along the

beach.
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A pile of packing-cases had shielded
him from the sun, when frst he came
to roost at thet spot; but the dn had
moved on its aj::pmnted course, and tha
ntan  from Ysabel . was mno longer
sheliered from its burning rays.

But he was too lazr, and.too listless,
to move, and he lay under what shade
his ragged old hat gave him—his legs,
brown a3 a Kanaka's, stretched out
befors him on the hot coral, bare to the
knee. A pair of tattered duck trousers,
cut short, &2 fragment of a cotton aliirt,
and a grass hat, were all his garments
-—Just cnongh to show thet he was, or
had been, & white man. “Goin
native ¥ was the last, the final anc
deepest depth, to which tha beach-
comber of Kalna had not yet sunk,

Over the green wooded hill of Ealua-
alua-lalua, the sun blazed like a furnace
ue it went down. The warst heat of the
tropical day was over, but it was still
liot, very hot.

The beschcomnber moved—stirred by a
brown Kalua boy, who come along the
gquay, and stumbled over his outstretehed
]i‘fﬂsr Three or four other Kalus bovs
followed, and the beachcomber gave
them evil locks, as they grinned down
at him.

A white man was following the brown
hoys, but ¥sabel Dick did not see him
yet. His blurred eyes glinted evil at the
native boys. Evil was the beachcomber's
predominant feeling at that moment,
How much “square-face ™ he had shafted
before he was turned out of Chinese
Charles's he hardly remembered; but it
was enough to drown all the decency
and self-control left in him by a life of
lazy  shiftlessness,

Strong drink, the worst enemy of man
in any pavt of the world, is a particu-
larly deadly enemy in the tropics. A
constitution of iron could not stand up
asgainst the combined effects of spirits
end the burning climate. Ysabel Diel's
wretched inside wes & battleground of
warring chemicals, and his temper was
that of a tiger-shark in consequence.

“You seom ! ‘he muttered. Had a
miszile been st hand, he would have
hirrled it. But therea was no missile
within reach, and the poor wreteh
lacked the energﬁ to stir.

Yeabel Dick had been months on
Ialue. He had been kicked off a-
tramp steamer there, the skipper having
had enough of him. He remained on
Kealua becausa a sca-boot had landed
him there. Who he was, and what he
might have been, nobody knew or cared.
He was su to have come from the
1sland of Ysabel, in the Bolomons—but
what he had doneg at ¥sabel, except cou-
SUme uara-face, was not known, if
enyone had wanted to know.

He was not popular on Kalua. Mr.
McTab, manager and magistrate, re-
garded him with a most unfavourable
oeva, Planters, storekeepers, plantation
overseers, looked om him with wneon-
ccaled contempt and disgust. Even the
native Kanakas despised a white man
who had fallen so low.

" But he had Fallen low enough not to
care,

He “combed the beach ™ on Kaluag—
gathered ehellfish on the reef—stole coco-
nuts 'and yams from the plantations—
oceasionslly did a small job of work,
and picked up & little cash to spend on
squara-face. He was the only beach-
comber on the island, and a standing
eve-sorrow to Mr. McTab, who was a
very respectable and particolar gentle-
man. r. McTab bore with him=--not
patiently. i i

The wrotched man lay glaring evilly
atr the grinning Kanakas, Not a brown
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boy of them had any respect to waste
on' the outcast who combed the beach.

: "ﬁu. poor whits feller, you no stop
glong: that plase,” - said Bomos,
gérvant of Mr, MdTab.

The beachcomber breathed rage. He
waz ordered off by s Kanaka! He did
not stir: "

“You hear me, ear belong you?” de-
manded Bomoo., “ You stop along place
along feller rope he st;}::.”

A motor-boat rocked by the quay,
moored to the bollard agsainst which the
beachecomber. rested. He was in the way
of the Kanakas, who wers going to un-
moor the boat for their master. - But he
refused to stir: Hia strotched legs lay
across - the rope, and in sheer evil
obstinacy, he would nct move. i

“Masfer belong me comey along this
place 1* warned Homoe,

sabel Dick snswered oniy with & g
lasren oath. ck’l‘ha- Kanakas stood round
him, hesitating to lay bands oo a white
man—even one sunken so low as the
beachcomber of Kalua. i

A little man, in very neat ducks, with
s sharp but not unkindly face under a
Pansma hat, came along with quick
steps. ;
-.t?;.'r, McTab's face hardened, and his
little sandy beard seemed to [unal;ie, as
he looked down at the sprawling repul-
sive figure of the disgrace of Kalua.

“ Shaft ¥* he snapped.

Angus MeTab was not to be argued
with on Kalua, He was the chief white
man on the island; he was the island
magistrate; he had & force of six native

lice st his orders, who carried thick
Pﬂ?wyer—canus for the backs of offenders.
Few men on Kalua, white, or brown er
black, would have disputed with Mr.
McTab., But the evil mood was strong
ou the outcast, and he did not str,
answering only with a black and bitter
look. .

“ Ve disgrace to your colour,” said
Mr. McTab, “Shift ! Get out of sight!
Do yo hear me? Man, there’s a ship
coming into the lagoon, and- do you
fancy 1 want Lord Mauleverer to see the
likeas of you first thingl Get out of
sight for ghame's sake.”

The beachcomber of Ealua made =
sudden movement. His lazy listlessness
seemed to drop from him like & cloak.
Ho lesa to his foeet, and, shading his
eyes with his _hand, stared at the brig
that was coming in from the reef.

It was his first sight of the ineoming
ship, though it bad long been visible to
all other eves on Kalua. i

“YWhat ship's that?” he exclaimed.
_ "“Tt's the Mindanao, up from Suva!”
mapped Mr, MeTab.- “And I tell ye,
it's bringing my owner, and a party of
his friends, to.the island; and the less
they seo of you, the better I shall be

eased. vou fancy I want the wee
ord to clap eyvea on such a scarecrow ™

*id you say Lord Mauleverer ?*

“ Ara yve deaf?” snapped Mr. McTab.

“Tord Mauleverer!” Tha beach-
comber passed hia grimy hand over his
blurred eyes, and 'stared at the estate
manager. “What do you mean? What
would an English nobleman be coming
out to this forgotten corner, of the earth
for? ‘Are you mad, McTab?”

Mr., MeTab gave him a contemptuous

lara.

: “And did ye not know thet. Kalua,

and nearly everything on it, belongs to

the wen lord? he snapped, "“Did. ye
* -

“This island belongs to Lord Maule-
verer |” repeated the outeest. “You're
telling me that thia i3 ‘the island hia
father booght, eruising in these ceas
before he wase born,™

“Man, Fm telling »ro just thati”
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angwered My, MeTab., "And what do
you know of the old lord, I'm asking yo.
You'd hardly have been i:m!.'n vourself at
the time he was cruising in these seas,
I'm thipking.”

- The beachcomber did not answer. Ha
hurst into a laugh—a harsh, sardomic
laugh, and stared egain towards the
brig coming in from the passage in the
barvier reef,

“Coming here, iz he?” ha muttered.
“Coming to view his property! And
thiz iz the island—Ilalua, 13 1?7 His
lordship iz eoming to view his lordship’s

roperty in the South Seas!™ I
anghed apain, a jarring laugh thet
rang uopleazantly in Mr. McTab's ears.
“What sn henour for RKalua, for his
lordship's feet to be set on ig1" :

“If yo speak disrespectfully of his
lordship, I'll tell my bovz to boot yo the
length of ‘the beach!” exelaimed Mr.
MeTab, indignantly. *“Now, I've told
}'ﬁ to gob-out of sightl Get 'a move on,
a ar ¥

The beachcomber grinned savagely:

Mustn’t a man stand by to look at
his lordship when his lordship lands®”
he sneered.

“ Bomoo " snapped Mr. BleTab.

“Yeguar 1" grinned Bomoo.

“’f‘ub that feller alomg bheach, cloze
up+

“ Yessar"

The tﬁrinnin Kelua boys gathered
round the beacheomber, aud hustled him
along the quay.

His face crimsoned with rage, and he
struck out orr all sides, his fists clenched.
Whereupon the brown boys collared him
without ceremony, swung him off hm
foet, .and carvied him headlong, with
his arms and legs wildly sprawling in
the amir, off the coral guay,

They dumped him down in a breath-
less, gasping heap, on the sand at a
distance, Iga lay there, spent by the
brief siruggle, drenched in perspivation,
pariting for breath. Tho Erm'm boys,
cackling, went back to their master,

Mr. gMcTa.i;-, l_gnwtm . stepped into
the motor-hoat, nllnwec? by Bompo., The
other boys cast off the rope: the engine
started up, and the motor-boat shot out
to meet the inconing hrig. -Like an
arrow it shot across the blue lagoon:
and Mr. McTab dismissed the beaeh-
combar from his mind,

In the sand, on the shelving beach,
Ysabel Diék sat up, still panting, shaded
blurred eyes with his hand, and watched
the brig. And the concentrated bitter-
ress and evil in his seamed, sun-scorched
faco might have startled anyone who
had observed it

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Welcome To Kalua!

@ g SAY, you fellows—"
I “Ring off, Bunter "
“Will you help that sill
nigger get this beastly lifebelt
off 7 howled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal" .

Billy Bunter was crimson with wrath,
In & lagoon ms calm as & pond, even
Bunter realised that a lifebelt was not
required. Even the fat Owl %r&sp&d the
fact that he tocked 'rather absurd with
a lifebelt on, while the brig glided with
leisurely slowness across a ealm lagoon.

And there was a hoat coming out to
meet the Mindanao: all the party had
geon 8 motor-boat shoot out from the
coral quay, with a brown man and a
white m'il:;ngg i% t'I}'lhﬂ Whltllé mﬁn, with
the san ard, they could a 8,
was Mr. McTab: and Bunter dis not
want to mest Mr. McTab in his present
outfit, .

Popoo lsboured at the knots indus-

triously. Bunter had told Popoo to untie

the knots. Fopoo was doing hies bost te
untie them—not an easy task! In the
Kanzka way he did what he was told,
without using his brains, puch as they
were, He could have eut throuzrh the
knotted rops much more guickly. But
he had been told to untie: so he untind.

Captain Jamrack saluted My, McTab
with great respect, ess the boab zhot
alongside, and the engine shut off. The
juniors, if they had not known it
already, would have observed that ihe
Scofsman was & groat men on- Kalua-
alua-lalua.

Bomoo held on te the brig; and the
slitn, apare MeTab whisked Fiiim:m].f on
board with at activity. . He greeicd
the captain, Who waved an oily alive
hand towards the group of Greyfriars
fellowa,

“¥ou silly idiot, Popoo!™ hissed
Billy Bunter. “ Will you get that putrid
lifebelt off, or won't yon ¥

“ Veazar 1M ed Fopoo, ' Plenty
too E‘Iuth knot stop along this feller ropa
SAr.

“Get a knife from somewhere and
cat it ~hen ™ hissed Bunter, * Haven't
vou got a Laife, you dunderhead 17

“Yezsar: feller knife stop slong hair
belong me.™

“You—you idiot! TI vou've got a
knife, why haven't you wut that rope
then ?'"” hooted Bunter .

“White master say untie, ar, no say
cut—" ] ]

i ;;Fat.hl‘:ﬂ.dl Idictl Blitherer!
i

* Yessar [V

Popoo disinterred a knife from his
thick mop of hair—a usual place for a
IKanaka to carry his belongings for
waint of pﬂcketﬁ—ﬂdpened it, and cut at
the rope. It parted right and left under
the keen blade : but the lifebelt was atill
on  Billy Bunter when Mr, McTab
reached the group of juniors.

The manager of alun stared ot
Bunter, He stared at him blankly,

Eilly Bunter's face was crumson with
wrath., He realised that he looked an
ass, That was not w:al%i the mpression
he wanied to make at Kalua-alus-lalua.

However, Mr, McTab gave the pers-

iring fat Owl only one astoniched stare,

hen he turned his attention to the
other fellows.

“Lord Mauleverer ™

"Yana" said Mauly.
what "

“Your lcm]shi'p’a
Mr, McTab. “Welcome to Kalua-alua-
lalua, my lord! A fine property, =ir,
—a vairy fine property—and worlh your
lordship’s inapection. I'm vairy glad to
see ve at Kalua, my lord.™

Lord Mauleverer shook hands with his
manager, “Then he presented his fricnds
i turn, and Mr, McTab shook hands
with them. DBrily Bunter, by that time,
had succeeded i extracting himeelf
from the lifebels,

He did not hand it t¢ Popoo to put
it hack in ils place: neither did he dro
it on the deck, He gripped it in bot
fat hands, apd hurled it at the back of

Cut

“Mre. McTaly

manager,” said

Bob Cherry's head, .

That, unter considered, Bob
deserved, and more, Yoy having tied him
up in it

At n distance of about six or saven
feet, even the Owl of the Remove might
have been expected to get his man with
a missile. But Dunter’s &iumn was never

d. _
gﬂl'llltfl'h-::. lifebelt whizzed past Bob, just
raring his-ear, and making him éump.
%ut it found o hillet. It landed fa;
and square on the features of the littl
Seotch gent-l:aman.
HEEE Ia.& 1" gasped Lord Mauleverer,
Oh; &
“What—"" stuttered Bob.
Mr. MoTab, taken gquite by surprige,
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Ths beacheomber was pitched headlong into the forecastle, As he sprawled (here, Capiain

‘:'..="-'='-’:'=--.;2::.;-1. J;"’:'J";r;f
jfeoarrm s
Jamrack looked in afier him,

with 3 grim frown, ** You stick !’ he sald. ** You show one leg, and you find that lawyer-cane will approximate ! That

tottered backwards. He sab down on
the deck of the Mindanao, with a heavy
bump and a howl. The lifebelt dropped
on his knees,

“Oh crikev ! gasped Bunfer.

He blinked in horror at the manager
of Kalpa. Duuter had not, of course,
intended to floor Mr. McTlab, Things
often happened that Bunicr never in-

tended,  Without intending it, he had
dona 1k,

“Oh 1" reared Mr. BMeTab., *QOoohl
What-~ah—oli—oogh !

* Bunter, you mad ass—" yelled

Johnny Bull.
“You terrific lunatiec—"
“You dangerous maniac—"
“What the thump—"

Lovd Mauleverer and Harry Wharton
rushed to Mr. DBecTab's aid. They
grasped him, and helped him to his
toet,

The manaper of Kalua [ﬁsped for
breath, and rubbed his nose. He seemed
to have & pain in it

Wi hat—"" he pazped.
really=—ow 1" he splutteced.
boy mad? What—"

“Oh erikev | I say, I never meapt—
oh lov'! I =ay. it wasn't me—=I mean, I
never meant— =.leave off kicking me,
Loly Cherry, you beast! Yarooch!”

“¥ou fat chump—" roared Bob.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Keep off, you beast!”
velled Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I
never meant—raroooh i—1 mean to Ay
—yoo-hogop 1M

Billy Buuter fed Lelow, roaring.

Mr. MoTab rubbed his nose, in n
state of angry and indignant astonish.
et

“Is the boy a lunatic?" he gasped.
“* What—=-why—"

“Only a blithering ess, sirl” said
Lord Mouleverer. * Aw'fly sorry—quite
an accident—Runter never meant—"

“Ale lord,
“Is that

is one tip | You stick ! "

Mr, McTab grunted. He did not deem
at all pleazed, )

However, he recovered his equanim-
ity, as the Mindanao glided on over the
lagoon, to the coral quay.

Tha brig moored, and the gangway
was run out. The Gre{h-iars party,
after their long journey, landed st last
on Kalua-alua-lalua. Ther Billy Bunter
reappearad from below, and followed
them ashora.

Mr, McTab gave him s glance—but
did not addresz him, His glance was
very unfavourable. Clearly he had not
taken a liking to Billy Bunter.

From the quay, the manager led the
way up to the heach, towards his bun-
galow. Trorn the sand a tattered fgure
vose, standing and staring et the new
arrivals as they passed.

The juniors Elanced gt him. They had
seen beacheombers during their voyages,
and they could see that this man was a
beacheomber, They could see, too, that
he was keenly interested in the party—
or, at least, 1n one member of the party.
His bloodshot eyes fixed omn Lord
Mauleverer.

He stepped toward: them, raising his
tatterad hat with an air of mocking,
sardenic politeness,

Evidently he intended to speak to
Mauleverer: but Mr, McTab, frownicg,
interposed.

“Stand back 1" he snapped.

*Mayn’t & man give & word of wel-
come to hiz lordship, on his lordzhip’s
first visit to his Jordship’'s property”
jeered the outcast.

" (et out of it I’ snapped Mr, McTab,
e was annoyed by the disgrace of
Kalua-alua-Jalua meeting Lord Maule-
verer's eyes, as goon as he eet foob on
shora.

“Haold on, sir!” said BMauleverer
quietly. *I.et the man speak if he
wants to. Yoo it hel™

Grunt‘from Mr. McTab.

“Flotsam and jetzam of the beaches,”
ha Frunfed. “A disgrace to hia colour.
He's calied Ysabel Dick—and I'm think-
ing that I'll get Captain Jamrack to
cart him back to Ysabel”

“I say, vou fellows, what s ecare-
erow M said Billy Bunter, in & stage
whisper,

“=hut up, ass!"

The Famous Five did not like the
beachcomber's looks—the tattered garb.
and matted hair, and the odour of
tobacco and strong drink that bung
about him were disgusting enougl.
But thers was a trace of compassion n
Lord DIauleverer's [ace. 8re Was
alwars a soft spot in Mauls's heart for
the down and out; and few could have
lgoked more thoroughly down and out
than the Leacheomber of Kaluas.

“You wanted to speak to me, my
man?'’ asked Mauleverer, aa Mr:.
McTab grunted and stood aside.

“Gni}i te welcome your lordship to
vour lordship's island " answered
Yaabel Dick with a eneer that made the
words offensive. " It's an honour to a
or dervil like me to crawl at your
ﬁ?rdshi p's feet.” .

“Thank you!™ said Mauleverer, with
guiet contempt; and he walked on with
his friends.

The outcast followed, apparcnily with
the intention of uttering another jeer.
But Mr. McTab's atienca  was
exhausted. He grabbed the tattered
beachcomber by the shoulder, and, with
a twist of his arm, sent him spinning
aAWavy.

“Get out 1" he snapped.

The beachcomber of Ialua spun away
and rolled over on the sand.

Billy Bunter gave & fat giggle; but
the other fellows wore silent as they
walked on fo the bungalow.
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Yeabel Dick picked himsalf up, glared
wfter the party with evil, blurred eyes,
snd slouched along the beach.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Surprising !
T SAY, you fellows!"”

I "Hallo, halle, hallo! What
are you doing out of bed?”
exclaimed Bob  Cherry 1n

astonishment. i

It was the following mﬂrnurig;.

In the gloricus sunrise of the Bouth,
the ﬂmygiaru fellows had turnced out
for a bsthe in the lagoon before
breakfast.

Billy Bunter had not turned out. He
was not fearfully keen on bhathing—it
was too much like washing for Bunter
to he keen on it. .

But when the juniors came baclk, in
a cheery band, up the beach, they found
the fat Owl in the roomy, shady
versnda, beginning breakiast—or rather
Faﬁ:king away the first of a series of
sreakfasts. ;

Mr. MeTab was our. It was his
custom to breakfsst early, and then
vigit the plantations, 3r. McTab hed
already laid out & programme for
showing Lord Manlevercr every plan-
tation, and everything else that belonged
to him, and explaining all the details
to him; a programme that his lazy lord-
ship was going to dodge as politely as
he equld.

Az it was still only about nine o'elock,
it was guite early rising for Bunter, in
holiday time.

“T say, yon fellows, this grub ain't
bad,” =zaid Bunter, J'blinking at the
juniors through his big spectacles, as

THE MAGNET

they came in. " Not quite what I'm
used to at Bunter Court, of course—but
not bad! I think I ghall be all right
here, Mauly.” )

“Oh, good!” said Lord Mauleverer

ravely.  "“In that case, everything in
ﬁl'& arden will be lm'n!;,”

“Well, if the grub’s all right, every-
thing’s all right, you Lnow,"” said
Bunter. " Not that I'm alwaye thinking
about: grub, like some fellows I could
name. It’s not much I eat, ns you know.
But I say, you fellows, I'm in a hit of
& ﬁx‘li

“Hasn't your postal ovrder come?™
asked Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, really, Cherry! I =ay, you
fellows, did you know that there ain’t
a post office here?” asked Bunter, "I

you want fo send letters, you have to

et them off in a shi when thera
imppens to be one. I asked that nigger
Bomoo where the post oflice was, and
he said it was at Pita; and when I asked
him where Pita was, he said it was
another island, goodness knows where.
Locks to me as if I shanlt get the
remittances I was expecting; and that
mieans that I shan’t be able to square a
few- small amcounts I owe you, Aauly,
till we go home.”

“Then vou will, right on the npail ™
remarked Johnny ull, with decp
§ATCA S,

“Vez, of course! Do you mind
waiting till we get back, Mauly 1™

“Nat at all, old fat wman ! answered
Lord Mauleverer amiahly. * Longer, if
vou like”

“But that isn’t what I was going to
speak about,” went on Bunter. “It's
about FPopoo! You fellows know that
ha got awany from o ship at the
Srueegree Islands—"

1.QCE

That amazing scientist,
Professor Flaznagel, who
is ons of Capt. Justice's

@ band of stalwart adven-
turers, invents an amazing

Il Robot. This huge steel

| man falls into the hands

2! of a rival—and it's then

{ the thrlls start! Here

| is & breathless yarn of

excitement and adventure,

F Y;

D e

Now on sale al all Newsagents and Bookstalls 4d

Book-Length
Thriller for

R,

ASK FOR
No. 629 OF

" THE

“Da vou mean tne Fijies?” asked
Nugent.

“Oh, yes1 I knew it was something,™
said Buoter. *"He had been shanghaied
on & Lukwe cutter, and ha got away;
and I saved him, vou know—at least,

I hel him on the Mindanao, and I
tald, him I'd give him a lift to his
island. Well it tuwns out that his

island was in fhe other direction——"
“Ha, hz, hs 1™

“Blessed if I can ses anything to
cackle at, You see, I'd forgotfen what
he ecalled his island=—I knew it was
samething like shovel or poker—but it
turns out to ba Tonga; and, from what
I hear, Tonga is south of the Squeegees
—1I mean the Fijies—and we came north
to this place and so—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, do stop cackling! I suppoze
you can see that I can't land Popoo on
his island, ag we came away from it
instead of going towards it 1" snapped
Bunter, “I'va pot the mnigger on my
hands.”

*“All serene,” said Lord Mauleverer,
laughing. “He ecan dig n  here,
Bunter—and Mr. MceTab will find him
& ship sooner or later going to Tonga.”

“Well, that's all very well,” said
Bunter. * But the fact iz i was thinkin

of keeping him. He's jolly useiul, an

he's very devoted to me—fe would be,
you know, when 1 saved his life, and
so0 on—you should have seen me stand-
mg up to that South Bea ruffian whe
was after him. A regular desperado—
fellow ealled Peter Parsons—tounghest
kaut I ever saw, except that Dulchmman
who was on the steamer—=—-well, when
he camo afier Popoo, I just fold him
to got out and I can tell you, he got.”

Billy Bunter paused for a moment,
to fill a capacious modth. Having filled
1t to capacity, he went on:

“1 rather think I'll keep Popoo! You
sea, secustomed as 1 am to being waited
on bhand and foot at Bunter ‘Gur{; I
rather miss a personal attendant. Yom
fellows don't, naturally, as you havo
nothing of the sort o your poor hittle
homes—but il's & bit rough on me, you
see that§"

*It's his lower jaw that moves ™ said
Bolb Cherry. " 'Watch him Y

*Ha, ha, ha!l”

“You siii}' wdiot 1" howled Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, I've decided—I'm
going to keep DPopoo—my faithful
niggiur, you know., As for Jus wages, I
chall treat him generously.”

“Poor old Mauly!"” said Bab.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“These Kanakas don't expect muoch,™
said Bumnter. * 1 dare say a quid a
weelk  will  wmake him  feel quile
woalthy.”

“ Mauly, old wan, if you have Fnum‘!
notes, prepare to shed them now '™ zaid
Bob Chervy.

“11a, ha, hal"

“Yah " sworled Baonier, and he
devoted lhimscli to bis  series  of
broakiasts,

The juniors sat ¢own in a cheery
crowd in the shady veranda. The sun
was cliobing in the blue sky, and it
was already warm=—and going to Le
hot.,

Under their eyes was the dazeling
beach; beyond, thoe blue lagoon rolling
to the outer roef in the distance, The
AMindanao lay at the guay, and ile
crew were already busy, preparving fuors
20k, Natives 1 white  lava-lavas
popearcd on the beach—canves giwded
over the ewlm Dlun water.  Ower tho
yeef, innumerehle sca-birds eireled and
ciiled,

Bomes, who was liead hoose-boy, with

pumber of oher brown, Caccriul,



grinning  house-boys under hiz  ecom-
mand, brought breakfast into the
veranda. There wers plenty of native

servants in the bungalow: and Bunter
was the only member of the party who
fele the need of a personal attendant;
even Mauly had left his “man” at
Mauleverer Towers, But Billy Bunter,
no doubt, remembered the glovies of
Bunter Court—also, he was very keen
on a *faithful nigger.”

‘Topping herve, 1sn't it?" said Bob
Cherry, with one eye on his breakfast
aund the other on the pgloriocus scene
that was unrolled before the bungalow,

“The topfulness is terrifie 1 declarcd
Hureee Jamset Bam Singh. “It was an
execrably good idea to come to this
abzurb island for a holiday."

“Only ons blot on the landscape!™
remarked Johnny Buoll, as a tattered
fipura appeared ou the beach, going
down to the lagoon.

Lord Mauleveror's eyves fixed on the
beachcomber of Kalua.

“It's queer,” he said. *“I've a eort
of faney that I've seen that dashed
blackguard befors somewhers.”

“Might have been on the beach at
Suva, when we put in there,” said Bob.

“INo—McTab savs he's been hers for
months—kicked off some ship by a
skipper who was fed-up with him,” ‘said
Mauleverer. *Rotten to see a white
man get down as low as that.™
“He's locking this way!”
Nugent.

On the edge of the lagoon, the beach-
comber had turned and fixed his eyes
on the bungalow. Evidently he picked
out the cheery schoolboy party break-
{lasting thsr,ai. They saw his brow
arken and le made a pestur '
sheking his fst. €S
“That sportsman doesn’t seem to like
us " remarked Harry Wharton, * Evil-
tempered brute, by the look of him !
“What's biting him?” runted
Johnny Bull. “We've done thg brute
nu‘harm, that I can gea.”

“1 say, you fellows, I'd jolly well
have him turned off the igland.” said
Billy Bunter. *“Ibok here, Mauly, this

said

island ia yours—vou could have him
chucked off it, if you liked.®
“Yaas!”

~ “Well, then, do it," said Bunter, “I
jolly well would !

“Yaas, 've no doubt vou jolly well
would, old fat man!” said Lord
Mauleverer amiably, “Bul I jolly well
wonldn's 1"

“By gum, what are those fellows up
to 1" exclaimed Bob.

. The juniors rose from breakfast, and
stood at the verandw rail, locking down
at_the beach in surprise,

Two dark Tiji boys, whom they
recogrized as members of the crow of
the Blindanaso, had come off the quay
and approached the beachcomber, as he
stood staring and seowling at the
bungalow. They stopped on either side
of him, caught hold of his arms, and
walked him away oa the quar.

That he went unwilhngly was quite
plain; he could be seen resisting. But
the brawny black boys rFave no heed to
his resistance, and lLe was powerless in
their grasp.

Vainly a!:ruggling. the onfcast of
Kalua was waliked across the quay, to-
wards the gangway of the Mindanao—
and walked over it to the deck. There
he disappeared from sight. Bob

D

“What the i1bhump—"
Cherry blanklv.

Lord Mauleverer eomaprossed his lips.

“That looks like a case of shanghai-
ing 1" he zaid.

“Tt can't be that ! said Harey Whar-
ton.  “No skipper would have that
dreunken bruie ou his ship, even if he

galcl
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were short-handed,
uUst 85 B SCainan.
make it out "

“Looks as if he's sailing in the Blin-
danags, anvhow,” said Nugent, “No-
body here wiil miss him.”

Lord Mauleverer, with a wrinkled
brow, descended the sleps of the
veranda.

The Famous Five exchanged glances
and followed him. Apparently his lord-
ehip intended to look into that peculiar
episode, and the other fellows were
curious to know what 1t meant.

“1 say, you fellows, where are you
going £ squeaked Bunter

But the fellows were gone,

Billy Bunter grunted and commenced
operations on his fourth breakiasi.

He can't be any
Blessed i I can

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Deported |
13 TDP of o morning!” grinned

Captain Jamrack, as the pant-
ing, scowling
was walked meross the gang-
way on fo the deck of the brig.
., The plump Eurssian had been watch.
ing the two Fiji boys, as they conducted
the wunwilling outcast on board the
Mindanae. -
Ysabel Dick scowled at him savagely.
“You dirty dago, whai does this
mean 7" he hissed between his teeth.
“You half-breed thief, how dare you
tell your niggers to lay hands on me!”
Captain Jamrack's amiable grin left
hiz oily, olive face. He was a very
good-tempered Eurasian gentleman, as
the Greyiriars fellows had found; but
the beachcomber's remarks might have
ruffled the very best of tempers, Cap-
tain Jamrack's black eyes gleamed like
bright black beads from his oily face.
“Clese wp one mouth, youl!” he
enapped. “ ¥ou siick on a ship, along
we sail away from Kalna. It i3 an
order [ Go forward—and stick there [*
The beachcomber breathed rage.

“You fancy that you're going to
shanghal me?™ he yelled, struggling to
release his arms from the grasp of the
the black boys.

“Bhanghai you!" repeated Captain
Jamrack contemptucusly. “You are
not worth a ealt as a seaman! You
are dirty—you are lazy—you ara one
beachecomber—a dirty loafer) ¥You stick
in & forecastle, and along Suva I kick
you off my ship. I take you on a ship
to gblige, because it is wished that you
clear off an island. Close up a mouth 1”

“Lord Maunleverer [ breathed the
beacheomber.  “1 owe thiz to Lord
hMauleverer, thenl”

“Tt 13 becanse you are insolent to a
young lord that yoa are kick off
Kelua, Apywhere you ars not
wanted I answered Captain Jamrack.
*I do not like to have you on my ship
~—but I oblige, yess.™

“You're peid te run me of Kalasa 1™
Lijzzed the beachcomber,

“There 12 2 small pay for rations,
but Scoteh gentlemen: do not pay large
sumal™ grinned Captain Jamrac
“You go along a forecastle—and stick
there 1™

The beacheomber paated for breath,
eveing him savagely, and then glancing
across the beach of Kalua.

There was no help for him.

Nobody wanted him on the island;
nobody was likely to extend him a
helping hand, even if lhis fate was
observed. .

Mr. McTab represented the law on
alua-nlua-lalua: he had power, as
magistrate, to deport an undesirable
character, and esen Ysabel Dick him-

beacheomber -
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sell could not have claimed to ba a
desirable character !

From Captain Jamrack's words, ha
knew that Mr. McTab had arranged
this; though he had no doubt that it
was on Lord Mauleverer's account. Ha
had always been an offence to the
eedote, methodical, sober Seotchman:
but McTab had left him slone till aftor
the arrival of the schoolboy earl It
was his jeering on the beach, the pre-
vious day, that had been the last straw
and had caused Mr. McTab to make up
his mind.

But, unfriended and unwanted as he
was, the beachcomber of Kalua had no
intention to submit, 1f ho could help it.
Whatever he was now, he had been &
white man and an Englishman, and
pride of race survived, when self-respect
and & sense of shame were dead.

He struggled helplessly in the brawny
grip of the black boys.
 Captnin Jamrack made an impatient
sign to them, and he was dragged slong
the deck and pitched headlong into the

fo'e'sla.

As  he sprawled there, Captain
Jamrack looked in afrer him, wifh &
grim frown.

“¥ou stick!” he said. “You show
m}% leg, and yon lﬁnthhat lawver-cane
will approximate hat 1z o i
You sktick I e =P

And the urasian captain walked

away, leaving the wretched outcast to
“atick."

. Ysabel Dick picked himself up, pant-
ing, and leaned on & bunk, to gei his
breath. e was too exhausted by his
unavailing struggle with the Kanakuas

to make another move yet.

On the Mindanao's deck, the captain
and erew wers busy, The brig was to
pull cut of Kalua later in the day, and
they had cargo to take on board, and
stack away in the hold. Probably Cap.
tain Jamrack dismissed the ‘heach-
comber from mind; but, if so, he was
soon to be reminded of him.

As soon as ha had o little recovered
his strength—not that his way of lifo
left him much—the beachcomber clam-
bered out of the fo'c'sle. No eys was
upon him, for the moment, and there
was & chance of cutting scross to the
coral quay and bolting.

He made a sudden rush, and had
almost reached the gangway to the
quay, when a black boy jumped in his
way..and shoved him baclk

“You noe run along quay!” grinned
the black boy—and he geve the cutcast
another shove, sending kim staggering.

“Upon my gracions wordal” ex.
claimed Captain Jamrack. “This is too
much of one impudenca! Here, vou |

He grabbed the beacheomber by the
shoulder. N

¥sabel Dick turned on him like a
tlﬁl‘, and struck.
is fist caught Captain Jamrack in
his olive face and sent him stageering
back, to fall on the deck.

Az he went down, the beacheomber
turned and made a desperate rush for
tha gangway. ]

Captain_Jamrack =at up, spluttering.

"You feller bov, wou hold white
feller, hand belong you!” he roared.
“You stop that white feller too guick 1V

Five or six of the native erew rushed
on the beachcomber and grabbed him.
He was drogged back from the gang-
way, struggling and cursing. ]

aptain Jamrack staggered to his
feet. His olive face was red with rage
as he dabbed a trickle of crimson from
his nose. The plump Eurasian gurgled
and spinttered with wrath.

“You feller bor! You hold that basl
feller! TLawver-cane stop alonz bhack
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belong him.  Yoh feller Tote, you make
lawyer-cane stop along back belong that
feller, plealy too much.”

Ysabel Dick, in the grasp of black
hands, was extending over a packing-
case on the deck and held thers. Toto,

rinning, wielded a thick lawyescane,

t came down with terrifie lashes on
the back of the struggling, yelling
beachcomber.

The lashes of the lawyer-cane rang
like pistol-shots, echoing on the lagoon
and on the beach; reaching the ears of
the juniors who wers coming down to
the quay.

Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipel

Toto laid it on Eard and fast, the
beachcomber yelling and kicking and
howling under the castigation.

Captain Jamrack rubbed his damaged
nose and looked on with gleaming eyep.
The ocutcast of Kalua was getting a
lesson that was likely to last him wuntil
the Mindonao sailed into Suva Bay at
Viti Levu, The native crew gathered
round, lecking on with grinning faces.

A dozen swipes of the lawyer-cane had
fallen, and the bheachcomber’s wild

ells rang far and wide. But Captain
Eamrack made no sign for the Fijy boy
to stop, and Toto lashed on.

Helf & dozen fellows came cutting
across the quay, One of them cut
ahead, and ran auickly across the

wooden gangway from the coval to the
deck of the Mindanao.
-“3top ! shouted Lord Mauleverer.

————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Chips In!

ORD MAULEVERER ran swiftly
I across  the deck, burstin
through the grinning crowd o
the native créw,

Toto's sinewy arm was lifted again
foi another swipe. Mauleverer eaught
it, and stopped it as it descended, -

“Etop !’ he rapped.

Toto hesitated, glancing at his cap-
tain for orders. Mauleverer pushed
him back and faced Captain Jamrack.
The Famous Fiva followed him on
board the brig, ready to back up old
Mauly, though they had little compas-
gion to waste on the wretch, who was
writhing in the grasp of three or four
of the black soamen,

excited

Captain  Jamrack
gosticulations,

“"Look here! What does thizs mean,
sir1*  demanded Lord Mauleverer
“What's that man. bein' beaten for?

VYaabel Dick, writhing, in the grazp-
ing black hands, turned his head to
stare at Bauleverer. Mauly's inter-
vention had stopped the swiping of the
lawyver-cane: but there was no sign

made

of gratitude in the face of the outcast
of Kalua. His looks expressed ounly
raga and hate.

“Av honourahble sir,'? exclaimed Cap-
tain Jamrack, “look af a noze! There

is & punch on a nose, as you say in
English. Ib-1g not for o captain’s nose
‘ﬁ.h?',""a one punch on the deck of his
ship.

“What's the man here fori”

Captain  Jamrack breathed hard,
He was in & towering temper, and he
was by po means finished with the
man who had punched hiz neze on his
own deck. DBut he calmed himself,
Heo liked Mauleversr. Moreover, he
did not want any trouble with the
owner of Kalua-alna-lalua.

“That swab go along Suva—along
this ship,” he explained, *“At Vit
Leva I kiek him off & ship.”?

“He doesn’t want to goi™
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Captain Jamrack grinned.

“MNo; he does not want. But what
he want, it i= not a matter. Ha is
kick off Ealua, and kiek on Vit] Levu.
It is to get vid. I take thet rascal on
my ship to oblige.”

“Well, that won’t do,”™ said Leord
Mauleverer. “You can't shanghai a
m:mI under the British flag! Let him
run 1™

“But it is not to run!” protested
Captain Jamvack, “He is not want
on Kalua. It is to get rid. Hae stick
ot & ship, With plenty of lawyer-
cane, he learn a manner. Yess, I teach
him & manner with a lawyer-cane.”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“You can't do it™ he said. il [ 3
somebody on Kalua has asked you to
clear him off, wash it ousl Can't be
done 1"

“But it ia not to say no to SBeotch
gentlemens ! exclaimed Captain Jam-
rack., * SBeoteh gontlemens give order.”

“0Oh gad, Do you mean that Mr,
McTab—"

“Yess, Hesgpecled Scotch gentlemens
desive that that ewab po off Kolua, I
take him te oblige. He punch me a
ngse, But teach lhim n maoner,
along one lawyer-cane! Wess!|™

Lord Mauleverer stood zilent, It had
not occurred fo him that it was the
manager of Kalua who was responsible
for this.

Ile glanced vound, at his friends.

" Better not barge in, Mauly,” said
Johnny DBull,  “Mr. McTab knows
what he's about.”

“Case of deportation,” zaid Beb. “1
suppose Mr, McTab has the power,
%n:] the right, too, if you come to that.

l:lt_—:”

“But it won't do,” said Lord Maule.
verer quietly. “Dash it all, if it's m
1sland, I can let the poor heast atic
on it, if he likes. -*I'm not goin" to
gee him handled like this, Lock here,
my man r

“I ask nothing from wou, Lord
Maulevaver ! snarled the beachcomber,
“*Stand - off and mind your own busi-
ness 17

“But this 13 my business, my manl”
said Lord Mauleverer mildly. “Cap-
tain Jamrack, please let that man gol
I will fix 1t with Mr. MeTab., I'll ask
him 23 & special favour to let the man
stay on Kglua. Mr. McTab won't sa
no o me, I assure you. Let him go!”’

Captain Jamrack hesitated. But he
gave an unwilling assent, Mr, MecTab
was not likely to dispute the desire of
his employer, neither did the skipper
of the Mindanao desire to dispute with
the owner of Kalua.

Heo signed to the black boys o let
the beacheomber go.

They relensed him, and Vaabel Dick
stood, panting.

Captain  Jamrack pointed to  the
gangway.

“Let off o shige!“ he snapped,

The beachceommber cast a pglare of
surly defiance round him, and slouched
to the gaugway,

“Thank wou very much, sir!” said
Lord Mauleverer politely.

And Captain Jamrack grunted, and
rubbed his nose. He would have pre-
forred to give the outcast of Kalua
another dozen or so of the lawyer-
cane, Iowever, the matter was settled
now, and the man from  ¥sahel
slonched off the brig.

Tha juniors followed,

Lord Alavlevercr left his friends,
and hurried after the beachcomber as
he slouched away on the heach,

“Just a moment, my manl"
Maulaverer.

Ysabel Dick stopped, and locked at

=aid

him wunder lowered brows. Ile was
writhing from the lashes of the lawyer-
cane. Toto had laid on with
plenty of energy.

Ha did not apeak, but his bloodshet
eyes glinted at the owner of Kalua.
Lord Mauleverer scanned his face in-
tently. DBurned by the smn, untidy with
a growth of stubbly beard, scamed and
bloated by recklezs dissipation, it waas
hard to tell what the man from Ysabel
lovked like in & normal state. But it
could be seen that he was a young
man, though the condition he was in
gave him an older lock.

“Have I met you before
where 7' asked Lord Mauleverer,

Ysabel Dick laughed harshly,

“IDo I lock like 147" he asked., ™“Am
I the kind of man likely to have
crossed your lordship’s path 7'

“No,” seid Mauleverer slowly—""no.
But look herel Can I help you to
get on your feet again i

“Help mel” repeated the outcast,
storing.

“Yaas, Mr. McTab would find gﬂu
o job somewhere on the island, if I
asked him. If you pulled yourself to-
gether a bit—="'

“1 wil take nothing at your hands,
Lord Mayleverer 1™

“Wh not?* asked Mauly im-
patiently, “If's rather roiten to seo a
white man on the beach. What have
you got against me, when we've never
mei before?"

Ysabel Dick laughed again.

"You are up, and I am down,”™ he
said. “You are rich, and I-—I comhb
the beach, You are lord of Kaluas,
and I stay on the island by Four
grace. DBah!'t

Ha turned his back on Lord Maule-
verer, and slouched away.

His lordship shrugged his shoulders
and rejoined his friends, They walked
back to the bungalow together, The
outcast tramped up the beach, and
dizappeared into the palms,

ECQINE-

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
The Falthless Nigger 1

i QP00 " squeaked Billy Bunter,
P If Pupuu-lunliugf}-lulﬂ' heard,
he heeded not. hers was no
angwering “Yesar!|” to
Bunter's fat squeak.
“Popoo I" roared Bunier.
Meither was-there an answer to His

rOar, ] ] ]
m the Madeira chair

. Bunter sat u :
in the veranda, and snoried with
But hot as it

wrath.

It was hot in Kalua.
was, Harry Wharton & Co. had gone
for a cruise on the lagoon 1n the
wheleboat Mr. McTab placed at their
service.  Sailing a whaleboat on a
Pacific lagoon was sheer joy to the
Famous Iive, and they had walked
off Lord Mauleverer almost by force
to join in the trip.

Bunter had declined, It was too hot,
for gue thing, and for another, Bunter
haed packed away s dinner that felt
a little too hLeavy to carry about
unnecessarily,

The fat Owl preferred & long chair
in the shade, where he could meditate
happily on hia last meal, and contem-
plate peacefully and pleasantly his
next,

But. there was alwayz a fly in the
ointment. The TUniverse had never
been run completely to Billy Bunter's
satisfaction.

There were flies on Kalua, lota of
mosquitoes, and Bunter did not like



mosguitoes; but mosguitoes, on the
ofher hand, liked Bunter. They had
given him a hearty welcome to Kalua.

No doubt they regarded hin as &
particularly fat morsel.  DMoreover,
there were alwava trace: of Bunter's
last meal about Bunter. He was
generally in a rather sticky state
Wilh the mosquitoes, at least, Bunber
had achieved populariiy; Uhey never
tired of hia company.

The Greyfriars perty had beon zome
daxys on Kalua now. The Mindanao
was long gone. Mo other wvessel, so
far, had put in. The arrival of any
vozsel was rather an event at the
i-land, Harry Wharton & Uo. had en-
joved every hour, i not every nmunute,
50 far. DBunter. on the whole, had had
& good time, The grub wasz gc:rqd, and
it was ample. Apnd Dunter, untike the
other fellows, wasz altended by a
“faithful mgger.”

Popoo had been guile pleased Lo
“stop along white master.” Anzyhow,
he had to remain on Kalua till some
vessel twrned up to take him away.
And he had shown guite an attachment
to- Billy Bunter, which was unusual,
and very gratifying to ihe fat Owl

Bunter had lent him a bhelping band
at Buva Bay when he fled from Dandy
Peter Parson’s cutter there. Popoo had
remembered that kind acfion, He had,
in fact, remembered it Ior more than
a week. i ]

But probably it was growing hazy in
hia fuzzy mind by this time. Possibly,
too, he expeeted something in the way
of cash from a white master whom he
seyverd, RBlorcover, he was, like all
anakas, lazy. ] ]

Dut the most industrious of faithfunl
niggers might have been tired out hy
Billy Bunter's demands on his services.

Like many people who never have a
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chance of giving orders, Bunter gave
them right and left when a chance did
come his way.' .
He fancied himself as an autocratic
master. . .
Popoo was wanted now—to sit by his
lordly white master and fan the flies off,
Frobably Popoo knew az much, and that
was why he turned a deaf ear to the
voice of the charmer. ]
Popoo was, as a matter of fact, sit-
ting under a palm-tree at that moment,
chewing betel-nut, That cccupation was

rather more agreeable than fanning his’

white master to keep the fies off.

“Papoo ! yvelled Bunter,

But answer there came none.

Billy Bunter blinked sacross st Mr.
McTab, who was alse seated in the
veranda.

MMy, McTab was examining samples of
pearl-shell, He did not take any heed
of Bunter. He seldomn did.

Mr. MeTab did net seem to like
Bunter very much. Perhaps that life-
helt banging on his nose on the day of
his arrival had givén him s bad imptes-
gign. Perhaps he did not approve of
laziness. Anyhow, fascinating fellow as
Bunter knew himself to be, hiz fascina-
tions had no effect on the crusty Scotch

entleman, who never even looked at
um except with a disfavouring eye.
The other fellows did not find Br,
MeTab crusty; they all liked him, and
respected him very much. Billy Bunter's
opinion of him was thet he was a rusty,
crusty beast.

“1 say, asked
Bunier.

Gruni !

That was one of Mr. McTab's irriiat-
ing ways to Bunter. He had quite an
expresaive  grunt, and he gencrally
prunted 1f Bunter spoke to him,

He wasz at the best of times a man

seen my nigger "

T

of few words, ana ne seomed to think
that & grunt was enough to waste on
Bunter in the way of conversation.

“I'll boot that nigger when 1 sce
him 1 yapped Bunter.

Crong |

“(Oh, blow these beastly fliss 1™ howled
Bunter, as & loud singing buzz sounded
in his fat ear; and he smacked savagely
at & mosquito. ‘Look here, why don't
you do something about these putrid
rnosguitoes I

Cerunt |

“Popoo 1 roared Bunter.

Popoo, under his palm, chewed betel-
nut, regardless. -

Billy Bunter breathed indignant
wrath. It was not much use having &
faithful nigger if the lazy beast kept
ot of sight when he was wanted.

“T1 say, Mr. McTab, ecall Bomoo, will
vou?" yapped Bunter. “Or any of the
niggers would do! I want somebody to
keep these flies off

(irunt !

“Will you call a nigrer®” howled
Bunter.

Carunt !

That grunt was even more expressive
than Mr. McTab's previous grunts, It
indicated clearly that he was not goin
to call a nigger to fan the fliea o
William George Bunter.

Billy Bunfer gave him an inimicsl
glarve through his big spectacles.

He had been going to settle down for
a comforiable nap, but buzzing insecis
were disturbing, DBunter saw no reason
whatever why a Kanaks should not
sguat abt band and fan off thacfhea. It
appeared that Mr. Mclabh did—at sll
events, he only favoured Bunier with a

cnegative and emphatic grunt.

“ Beast " breathed Bunter,

He did not allow that remark to reach

(Confinwed on next page.)
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Mr. McTab's ears, however. Ha snorled,
closed his eyes behind his spectacles, and
5uught're?q:se. And.immediately a mos-
quito gottled on his fat little nose, ~:1.ur.l
he spened kis eyes, and smacked. Then
Lie 5at up in his chair and yelled:

“Popoo! Where are you, you lazy
nigger T

Grunf again from Mr., MeTab! It
was meant as aTnhinJunchglsﬂE to dﬁﬁntmt:
to  keep quist. s mosquitoes did no
SEEN) tg ﬂ& bothering Mr. McTob. They
never bothered anybody so much as they
did Bunter. There was more of Bunter
to bother| -

iiowever, Bunter had one consolation.

1f hé could not settle down comfortably,
he eould see that Mr, McTab didn’t,
cither! The Greyiriars ~ventriloguist
gave the fat little cough which was the
usual preliminary te his ventriloguial
stunts. :
"Mr MecTeb, leaning over the box of
pearl-shell samples, which was placed on
a stool in front of bimy, was sitting on
the edge of his chair.

Sm‘!t.%eul;-, snd apparently irom under
his chair, came & deep and menacing
growl.

Ciurrrrrr | .

Mr. MceTab jumped, .

That sudden savage growl, which
seemed to him quite close to the calves
of his legs, was enough to moke any
man jump. He jumped, slipped off the
edge of his chair, and sat down on ihe
planks of the veranda. Cluiching at the
nearest. object for squm't he eaught
hold ‘of the box of pear rsheﬂ, which, as
he ¢lutdhed nnd sat, naturally tipped off
the stool and shed its conlents over him.

Bump! Clatter! Crash |

“Ooooogh I pasped BMr. MeTab, as he

gat with samples of pearl-shell raining
on him. “0Oht Ahl Oh! Gude gude-
ness| What——— Oh!”

“*He, he, he | chortled Bunter.

Mr. MeTab Et&gf,‘ﬂrﬂd up in a sea of
pearl-shell, He glared round at the
cachinnating fat Owl. . Then he glared
round his chair, and under 1t. Then he
shouted :

“ Bomoo M

" Wessar M L

The house-boy appeared from within,
putting & fuzzy head through the slatted
blinds of the frénch windows at the back
of the veranda.

“Feller dog_ stop along veranda !
sapped Nr. MeTsb angrily. “What
panme you maked feller dog stop along
this place ¥

“Me no savvy feller dog step along
this place, sarl” gaid Bomoo, in sur-

rize. *Ieller dog no stop slong this

ungalow altogether, sar.”

“That feller dog stop along chair
belong mal” smapped Mr. MecTab.
“Drive it out at once! Yon makee that
feller dog go plenty too quick I

* Yessar I _

And Bomoo started searching among
the chairs for the dog, Mr. MeTab
watching him with ‘s frown, and Billy
Bunter with a cheery grin.

THE KNINTH CHAPTER.

Mysterious !
7 FELLER dog no stop, sar ¥ said
Bomoo.
" Monsense ¥ rapped Mre

McTab,

“No sce that feller dog, sar, eye
pelong me ! protested the house-bay.

“Look 1” snapped Mr., McTab. "“Hoa

rowled under my chair; I heard him
giﬁtimﬂy‘ Do you think I want to be
bitten by some mongrel from the native
village? Find that -dog .at once aund
driva him out ™ _ ;
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; ‘;'lYaﬂanr {*# aaid Bomoo, not very hope-
ully.

Having huntcd wp and down and
round about without spotting aaythin
in tho shape of a dog, Bomaoo concluded,
rether naturally, that ne dog was there.
But Mr. AeTab knew better. He had
heard it grow!l under his chaiv.

Onece more Bomoo hunted threough the
veranda, while Mr, McTab picked up
peark-ahell, and Billy Bunter grinned.

But thera was no dog to be found,
and even the manager had to conclude
at last that it had somehow gob away
“inscen,

He made a gesture to the house-boy
to go, and sab down again, frowning.

iurrrerer |

Mr. McTab bounded. No sconer had
he sat down than that deep and threaten-
18] 4 ﬁomwl was heard again.

“HBomoo ' he roared,

“Oh!| VYessar ¥

Bomoo ran beck.
¢ “That dog is still here I'” roared Mr.
MeTab., “Teller dog stop alomg this
place | Tind him &t opce 1"

Bomoo blinked at his master. Ha
knew that thers was no dog in the
veranda, and be wondered whether Mr.
McTab was guits sober,

The manager was an extremely sober
and careful gentleman, only on special
occasions dizposing of a “ wee drnpéllﬁ i
with his friends at the I'lanters’ Club.
But this looked to Bomoo as if his white
méster had forgotten his wsual reole.

“¥ou hear me, ear belong yoeul”
heited Mr. MeTab zmgn];.r.

“(Oh, yessarl” gasped Bomoo.

He hunted up and down once more,
poking under chairs with a lawyer-cane
In search of the dog that was not there.

Mr, McTab watched him, expecting to
=ce the dog rooted out every moment.
Mo dog was rooted out, however.

“Feller dog no stop, sar!” mumbled
Bomoo. ) )
~ Ha was getiing tired of rooting about
in the tropical heat.

“Find that dog at once |” roared Mr.
McTab.

Bomoo hunted again. As there was
no dog, and as his master evidently was
not going to be satisfied till a dog was
diseoverad, Bomoo was in rather a diffi-
cult position. But the cunming of tho
native came to his aid. He ran to the
extrems end of the veranda, thrazhing
with the lawyer-cane at the rails.

“Me catchum, sar!” exclaimed the

untruthful Bomoo.  “Me beat that
fellow dog Fientj too much, sar—stick
belong me.”

Whack, whack, whack! ran the
lawyer-cane, on the palm-room rails at
the end of the wveranda—as far as
Bomoo could get from Mr, McTab's
Loen eyen

Then the houseboy turned bach

“That feller dog no etop, ear]! Ha
go along garden,” said Bomoo blandly.
s ‘l‘bI did not sco it 1" snapped Mr., Me-

ab.

“IHe jump along rail, sar—jump
along garden,” said Bomoo, *“He
ﬁl‘emy too much fright along elick

long me1”
“0 crikey 1 murmurnd  Billy
Bunter.

Ha knew as well as the houseboy did
that there had heen no dog in the
veranda at all. Bomoo was taking the
easiest way out of a dilficult position,
with & disregard for veracity that was
w-:;;lh;,r of Williamn George Bunter him-
self. i _ o

Mr, McTab locked very suspiciously
at Bomop., His cyes wore keen, and he
had hot secn that dog jump through the

nprights ¢f the veranda rail. However,
he :m-dda?!, and dismissed Bomoo with
& wave of the hand.

Bomoo went back inta the house to
fan himself with & pandanus leaf aftor
hiz exertions, Mr., McTab eat down
aga:n, to give his attention once moro
to those samples of pearl-shell.

Gurrrrr |

“Upon my wordl” gasped Mr,
Mol'ab, as the growl came again,
fiercer than ever, “"Bomoo | on

rascal, Bomoo ]
Bomoo 1

This time the houseboy did not answer
to the call. Perhape he had gone out
of hearing, though more likely he went
out of hearing as soon as he heard the
m%—f}r voica calling him,

r. McTab, breathing wrath, etarted
eearching for that dog himself, He
had no more luck than Pomoo. He
Btgpﬁ?d at last and glared et Bunter,

“Did you see that dog, boy1” he
snapped.

£i wﬂm!t lmingﬂ’l

" Fool 17 . .

Mr. McTab seemed to be losing his
temper, to judge by that remerk.

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamsd behind

The dog is still here|

Lis spectacles, He did not like being
called & fool.  Such disagresabls
truths were unwelcome.

Gurrrrr |

Mr. McTab bounded at the savage
grow] behind him., He spun round like
& humming-top |

“He, he, !Iil;_l_" gurgled Bunter,

Mr. MeTab stared blankly st an
empty space, where & dog would have
been, éudgmg by the.growl. That dog
seemed to be rather hike the Cheshire
Cat in Wonderland, which. disappeared
leaving only ite grin behind. The only
part of that dog that seemed to be
present was its growll

“Gude gudeness | dgas ed Mr. Me-
Tab. “YWhere i1 that dog?! Where——"

“He, he, he "

“What are you laughing at!” roared
Mr. McTab, spinning round at Bunter

with a glare that made the fat QOwl
jump.
““Oh, nothing!” pasped Bunter.

“l1=I wasn't laughing, I—I was—was—
was sneezing—I mean ecoughing—*

A ctartling reply came—or seemed fo
come—from the slatted blinds at the
doorway. Nething indicated that it
came from Bunter.

“Be no comey ! You shut up mouth
belong you!”

“Wha-a-t?" gasped Mr. MgTab,
searcely able to believe his ears at that
rEplg from his househoy.

“Brain belong you no walk about,
gar [ came the woice. “You talk
plenty too much fool talk, sar”

Mr. MgTab ateod P'Eﬂtﬂd% Naver
before had any native on Kalua-alua-
lalus venturned to speak like that to
the manager. It was really incredible |
For a long mament, Mr. McTab stood
rooted.

Then he rushed into the house, erash-

dnp through the slatted blind, with

the avident intention of administering

correction to the houseboy.
“He, he, hal” chuckled Bunter.

'Lhis was fearfully amuaiﬂﬁ to the
Greyiriara  ventriloguist. 0 gave
another fat chortle at the sound of &
wild yell from within. This time it
was Bomoo's genuine voice, opn ita top
note.

“0Oh, ear! Me no speakes slong you,
gar, sames you say, sar—me shubt up
mouth belong me, sar! What name

on kill this poor feller Bomoo along
?anb belong wou, sarl Ooooch 1™

* e, he, hel” - :

There was & sound of wild scrambling
T, e, et 0.0, by

odging the foot of his exasperate
master, The fat Owl, grinning, hdaved
himself out of his chair. ™ At thia
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lawyer-cane, Swipe, swipe, swipe | The beachcomber yelled, kicked and howled under the castigation.

exciting point in  ihe proceedings,
Bunter sagely decided to fade out of
the ecene.

Ha rolled alnnghtu the veranda steps,
to descend into the garden below.

Lound vellz rang from the hiouse, from
the hapless Bomoo.

My, McTab seemed to be enforcing
discipline with a fheavy hand—or,
rather, a heavy foot.  There was a
sound of heavy thudding, as a boot
established contact with a loincloth.
Bomoo yelled and roared and howled.

Suddenly there was & crash as the
glats st the doorway parted, and the
houseboy bolted out into the veranda,
After him rushed the angry manager.

Bomoo cut across to the steps, fo
escape into the garden. Why his master
was so enraged with him, Bomoo did
not konow, but he knew that he had had
more than enough of *foot belong ™
that master,

He tore across the veranda and
rushed down the steps, Mr. McTab'e
foot still lunging behind him. Bunter
was half-way down when Bomoo arrived
on the galmawmd steps, and the house-
boy did not even see him. Bomoo
came down those steps like a stone from
s catapult and crashed into the middle
of the fattest back in Kalua.

“Oh ! splutiered Bunter.

He flew, There were six steps in
front of him—Bunter did them in opel

He flattened out on the earth below,
roaring. Bomoo, howling, landed on his
back, wnd Bunter’s roar died away into
an agonised gurgle as every ounce of
wind was driven out of hinm.

“Urerrggh 1™

Bomoo bounded up and dashed on,
souttled round a eucalyptus-tree, and
vanished. HBunter stayed where he was,
gliﬂ;lm horribly.

. McTab halted at the to

of the
steps, panting for breath an

staring

Bomao

down, He did not pursue
i that tho

further—perhaps considerin
houseboy had had cnough. %Ie glanced
at Bunter, snorted, and went back to
his chair and his pearl-shell samples,

“YTurrrrggh [ moaned Bunter.
“Oogh! Oh crikey! Urrregh!”

Mr. MeTab was not worrled any more
by & growling dog. The Greyfriars
ventriloquist had no breath” left for
ventriloguism |

s,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Shot From The Bush!
44 PEWN? for ‘em, Manlv !’ sl

Bob Cherry,
[1} EI!?!J
"1 make
ithey're worth itt”

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

Bob was handling the sail, Harry
Wharton was sree-rmgi; and the whale-
boat glided alon y the shore of
Kalua, under & golt and gentle breeze.

he Tamous Five were sailing
vound the island, in the centre of the
great lagoon, with plenty of sea-room
hetween the beach and tha outer reef.
Outside the cireling barricr reef, the
Pacific rolled endless, plistening in the
sun,

The trading settlement and the
native village were on the south side
of Ealua. Plantations extended over a
great part of the island. Bub ihere
was @ very considerable portion of
Kalua that was still as wild and almost
as untrodden as in the ancient days
before Captain Cook sailed into the
South Beas. On the northern side, which
the juniors were nmow sailing past, the
wild bush came down in placea to the
water's edge, with here and there &
patch of heach

if

it twopence,

Looking at_the shore, with the hill
rising beyond the bush, the juniors
might have fancied themselves Robinson
Crusops on an uninhabited island.

But Lord Bauleverer was not look-
ing &t the shore. He was leaning back
on n cushion in the stern, his hands
clazped behind his noble head. On his
brow was a thoughiful frown, and he
had been silent for o long time—which
led Bob to make the sporting offer of a
penny for his thoughts,

“The faet is, you men, I've been
thinkin',” murmured his lordship.

“Hurt *"* asked Bob.

“Fathead! I've been thinkin’ of tell.
in' vou chaps what 1 came out Lo this
part of the world for,” said Maule.
Verer. )

‘Clie Famous Five looked at him. Sno
far, they had supposed that Lord
Manleverer had come out of that part
of the world for tha school holidays,
which they thought a ripping idea.

“I mean, I've got somethin' lo dec
out here,” explained Mauleverer. “1
believe I mentioned, before we [lefi
Greyiriars, that I was goin’ to lnok far
a man—"

“Yoa, I think eo,” said Harry Whar-
ton, with a curious glance ab MMauly.

“The Pacific's quite & hig spot to look
for a man in.”" vemarked Johnny Bull.
“You haven't found him yet, Mauly ¥

“MNo, Last heard of him was at Pita,
which scems 1o have the only post office
in these regions, sald Lord Mauleverer.
“Pila'e somewhere near this jelly old
island, I belicve—near enough for a
cruise, one of these days. I believe it's
a town of sorts, with a steamer calling,
and all that, Not that I supposa the
man's still there—it waa long ago that
e wrote to my uncle"”

(Continued on page 16.)
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“Who did 7* asked Nugent.

“Aan I'm lookin’ for, Nunky
answered the letter with a No—with,
1 think, a capital N to it,” said
Mauleverer. “MNo more was heard.
But—" Ha pauwsed. “You szee 1
don’t like talkin' about it—disgraceful
family seeret, and all that—but now
wo're here, it sort of seems rather like
lookin' far & needle in & haystack—and
if vou fellows knew what 1 was after,
vou might be able to help '™

“The helpfulaess would be terrifie, if
within our ridiculons powers., my
osteamed Mauly ™™ said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. r

“But what the dickens—" asked
Bab, .

“I've got a ecousin,” vawned Maule-
verer. “His name's Brian, Ho'a the
bad hat of the family—a very bad hat!
Wastin’ his substance in riotous livin/,
amd sll that kind of thing., Left hs
country fof his country’s good.
belicve vou fellows saw him once before
he hooked it. Anvhow, that’s the
man! Nobody knew what had become
of him till that letter came, post-
marked Pita, Bee?”

“1 see,” said Harry slowly.

¥ No address or anythin’—answer to
be senkt to Pita Post Office.  But it
showed that old Brian was alive and
kickin', He wanted—"" Lord Maule-
verer paused,

“You needn’™ mention what he
wanted,” said Johupy Bull. *“Wa can
guces that onel”

“Yaas, I suppose vou can'! Moncy,
of cotrse,”’ said Lord Mauleverer. * A
rather big sum, too—said he had a
chance with a little ecapital. I don’t
suppose he expected to get much change
out of nunky—must have bheen pretty
desperate when he tried it on ab all!
Nunky's fed up to the back teeth with
him~he's paid his debts in England
more than onee; and be doesw’t seem
foo keen on paying a fresh lot out
herg 1™ .

Lord Mauleverer frowned = little,

“Nunky's right, of course,” he said,
“MTon to one the fellow only wanted
rmoncy o blow, and was 3pun{ing about
harnin' over a new leaf! Nunky's had
that before. 8till, he answered the
letter, so he's told me, reguiring
particulars.”

“ And nevar got them " asked Boh.

“ No—nothin’ more from Brian!
Mow, my Cousin Brian is_ a fearfully
bad hat, I'm afraid,” said Lord Blaule-
verer, " Rollin' sons, wvou know,
gatherin® precious little moss.  Still,
he's got some good in him—I hope 3o,
at least. He's around the South Scas
somewhere—not doin' any good T
alrainl. You remember that Dutchman,
Van Dhink, who was on the steamer
from Port Moreshy, Ho knew Brian,
and said that he had sailed with him.
That doesn’t look as if he'd done any
good I*

' “That brute who tried to pitch you
off the steamer ! exolaimed Bob.

“Yans "
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“Well, if he was a pal of Brian's,
the less vou see of jul!,v old Brian the
better, I should think,™ said Bob.

“Yaas, Btill, I'd like to find the
chap, and see whether anvthin' can be
done for him,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“That's really what made me think of
a holiday in the Bduth Sens this vae.
Ivalua’s only a step from Pitn, where
old Brian was last heard of, See?
1§ I found the chap tryin’ to pull his
weight, instead of rottin’ about in his
ustal style—"

“Alv  dear chap,” sald Harry
Wharton, "that Dutchman, Van Dink,
on the steamer, was a murderous
villain. He tried to tip you into the
gsea one techt—gondness knows why!
If that's the kind of man Brian Maule-
verer has picked wp with in these parts,
vou'd better give Drian a miss!

“7 know. But I ain't goin’ to, old
bean !” gawned Lord Maunleverer. “ I'm

oin’ to spot him, if I ecan, and sec
ﬁm\' he's zhapin®, and whether a
helpin® hand would do him any good.
I wouldn's stand him sixpenee ta blow
en drink or gamblin’, but I'd shell
out and be glad to help him back to
deeency, if Lthat's his game. Ses? Only
I've got to spot im first. I wasn't
goin’ to bother von fellows with the
storv—bnt it's oecurred to me that veu
might be able to help ma, if you knew.”

“We'll keep an eyve open for the
sportsman !’ said Bob Cherry, grinning.
“But if he's gone down deep, Mauly,
ten to one he's changed his name. Even
a bacd hat wouldn’'t want to drag his
family name in tho dirt !

“Yaas! 'Tain’t goin’ to bo easy [¥
said Mauleverer. “I'm not even sure
that I should know him—people change
a lot in the tropics, with long glasses
to help them. nt if he's tryin’ to do
the decent thing, there’s no reason why
e shouldn't be doin’ it under his own
name

“MeTab might t}_‘tnve heard some-
thing———" su sted MNugent.

“Yaas ! gﬁ asked McTab—he's
heard nothin' I* answered Alauleverer.
“* Naver heard of a Maulaverer in thesze
partz since my pater was here donkey’s
vears agn. Buf—" )

Lord Mauleverer was suddenly inter-
rupted. .

Something etruck the thwart, within
three inches of him, glanced off the
wood, and ricochetted across the lagoon.

It was a bullet,

‘I'ne next moment, the report of a
rifla rolled from the thick high hush on
the island shore. It rolled with a
thousangd cchoes, startling innumerable
hirds from the branches,

Tha ¥amous Five fairly bounded.
Lord Mauleverer stirred to the extent
of glancing at the spot where the
ullet had strueck., Otherwise, ha was
guite unperturbed.

*What the thump—" exclaimed

staring at the thickly wooded
banlk.

Harry Wharton gave a swift twist to
the steering-oar, and the boat ehot
away from the 1sland shoro.

“That was & shot !” exclaimed Nugont
Manklw,

“AMy esteemed Maunly—" gasped
Hurrea Jamset Bam Singh.

“Yans! Bome jolly careless sporis-
man  over- there ! - said Manleverer
placidly, " Nethin® to worry about!
A miss 15 as good ns a mile—and it's
not likely to happen o second time !

The Famous Five, as they sheercod off
inn the whaleboat, stared at the shore.
No one was te bo seen there—and no
secontd shot was heard. But they lost
no time in getting 4o a safe distance.

“All serene, you men!"” spid Lord
Mauleverar. * Some chap shootin® wild

gig. #nd miszin®, Careless sort of ass!
Sull, there isn't often a hoat on this
sldg—"

“You think that?” asked Harry.

aF "—.i"ﬂns l!l

“That shot went jolly close, Mauls.
for a chance shot,” said the captain of
the Greyiriars Remove guietly.

“Might have gone anywhere.”

“Yes, that'z z0. But—"

Havrey Wharton pansed, and the
Famous Five exchanged startled looks.
There was na sign from the bush—the
rifleman premoined invisible.

Liord Mauleverer similed. Ila had
not the slightest doubt that there was
some sporisman in the bush, shooting
wild pig, and that a shot had whizzed
out over the lagoon by sheer chance,
He had had & narrow escape; but, as
he had said, a chance shot might have
landed anrywhere.

“Right as rain, old beans!" said
Maouleverer, smiling “You're mnot
faneving that there’s any man on
Halﬂ pottin’ st me specially, awc
O

YWell, it :eems impossible,” said
Harry slowly. *““DBut—you know thar
Duten bruate, on the Sunderbund, tried
to piteh vou overboard, Manly, and he
had no reason so far as anvbody could
make out. Now this——="

“The Dutechman's not on Kalua."

“No. But—"

“Must have been some silly ass
loosin® off enrelessly,™ eaid Dauleverer.
"My dear chaps, what else conld it have
been ! Somebody who handles a guu
like Bunter 1™

“I suppose vou're right, Mauly," said
Harry., ' But—we'll give the shore a
wide berth, all the same. I don't like
the lock of it!"

And the whaleboat was steered aeross
the lagoon, townwds tho outer reef.

Mauly smiled. But whether that
ghat from the bush was a chsnce shot
or not, his fricnds were taking no risk
of another. And the whaleboat ro.
muained by the circling reef, out of
effective aim from the shore, as the
chums of the Remove continwed on their
gail vround Kalua.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Dufchman Again !

£ BAIL ™
DBob Cherry uttered that
exclamation, & day or two

later, locking out of the
veranda of the manager's bungalow.

Myr. MeTab had come in to tea; and,
after tea, he was going to take Lord
Mauleverer along to one of the sugsar-
cape plantations—much to Mauly's dis-
may.

The methodical Mr. MeTab teok it
for granted that, now that his lordship
was on Ialua, he would like te learn
all ebout his property. and the manago-
ment and working thereof. Also, ha
took rather s pride in displaying the
faithfulness of his stewardship,

There were many managera of remoip

lantations, who would have made, per-
Eap@. a better thing for themselves than
for distant employers. But Angus
McTabh would have perished before he
wuched a single bawbee over and above
}ﬁs just due. Abouwt his just due, Mr,
MeTab was very particular; but, beyond
that, & single yard of shell- money
would have lain heavy on his conscience,

Lord Mauleverer understood him
well, and respected him very highly;
but he did not want to exert his noble
self. Very much indeed he did notf.

He had one task in the Sounth Scas
already—that of finding, if he could, the
missing DBrian Mauleverer. Even into



that tack, keen as he really was om it,
Mauly was not putting a fearful lot of
energy, Bitting in a_long chair, or
reclining under a shady palm, seemed
ta ba hia chief method—which did not
lock™ lika being very succossful—unless
thie misging men dropped into his lap
like a ripe coconut! )

Mauly was willing, and indeed eager,
to leave everything in Mr. MoTab's
hands, Only once had they had a spot
of argument—on the subject of the
beachcomber, whom the meanager
desired to deport from Ialua. Y.
McTab had yielded that point, though
not with & very good grace.

Mr. McTab's intentions being so good
and dutiful, Mauly did not care to
decline to be initiated -into the
mysteries of island plantations; he only
dodged when he could. On the present
occasion, there seemed' po chance of
dodging, so Mauly resigned bhimself to
his fate and prepared to exert bimself
in a walk over his property, and to
bastow his nobla attention on Ar.
McTab's descriptions and explanations.

But be sat up and took notice as Bob
sonounced a “sail.”  Ib was a very
welcome interruption. A =ail was an

event, and Mauggofelt that the coming

of & craft into lagoon entitled him
to dodge that visit of inspection to the
auiar plantation.

1l eyes turned towarda the ilﬂjgnun
as Hob made his announcement. Under
the bright sunshine & lugger was coming
in at the reef passape.

It did not lock a handsome craft.
Even at that distance the juniors could
see that it was & long time since that
lugger had been acquninted with fresh
paint, and the lug-seil was patched in
& dozen places, o

But it eailed well, and the jumors

watched it with interest. A big,
brawny white man was sailiog if, wit
a crew of two native boys, and ancther

white man was in & chair on the hittle
after-decl.

“1 say, you

fellﬂw% did you say 8
sale 7 agked Billy Bunter, blinking
round from the foodstuffs, * Do they
have sales heret i

“Eh? Of coursge, fathead I’ said Bob,

staring at the fat Owi. “ What do you

mean, assi How wounld they get on
without snilat®
“QOh, really, Cherry! Fve seen

nothing of them, 2o far,” said Bunter.
“There ain't any shopa Eare, unless you
call the store a shop. Where do they
have the sales ™

* On the ships, fathead 1" roared Bob.
“What are you driving at1”

“Well, my bat!™ gsaid Bunter.
“Fancy having soles on shipsl 1 say,
though, if there’s a sale, we may as

I go. You might lend me a fow
gquids, " Mauly. I might pick up a
bargain in & hole-and-corner place i;:kﬂ
this, you know. I want to take & few
things home from the Houth Heas—
cutiosities, you know. Corals, and
shells, and £ ings. WWhen is the sale,
Gher LE

“Whent” repeated Bob blankly.

“¥es, when. Wo don’t want to miss
it!” eaid DBunter, blinking st him.
“When does it come alongi™ -

*It's coming along now, fathoad!™

“But thero isn’t a ship here!” said
Bunter, blinking across to the quay.
“How can they have s sale on'a ship,
when there isn't a ship herei®

“Ha, ha, ha 1?

“Blessed if T sea noything 4o cackle
st I’ yapped Bunter. *You said they
itad the sales on ships——""

“ Bail I ge!l@d Dob. * Not sale—eail |
BAILI

“Ha, ha, ha™

“Thera's o eaal

coming into the
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legoon, Bunteri”

\ eaid Lord Maule-
Yerer Chuﬂk.‘[!ﬂ% :
40h1” said Dunter. “8illy ass! I

thnugi‘.ih you meant a sale! on eaid
salo |
And Bunter returned to the food-

stuffs, not interested in sails.

But the other fellows were, if Bunter
was .not.

Mr. BMcTab_left his scat and stood
looking towards the distant lugger. He
gava b grunt.

“I think I know that craft!” he
said. ** Here, you feller Popoo I

Popoo was loafing below the versnda
rail, and he locked up.

“Yessar.”

“W¥ou belong along Torza,™ said Mr,
McTab., “You savvy that feller lugger
coiney elong lagoon?™

" ¥essar,” answered Popoo. “ Savvy
that feller lugger plenty too much, sar.
Him belong along Barney Hall, sar,
along Tonga.”

1 thought so I" grunted Mr. McTab.

H:ngava another grunt, expressive of
AD attering opinion of Barney Hall.
“¥You know the skipper of that
packet, siri" asked Bob.
“Qh, ay,” answered Mr. McTab,
"I've seen him. Not & man for you
boys to have anything to say to, but one
meats all sorts in the way of trade; and
if Barney Hall is after trade, I shall
have to see him. I'm thinking you ma
as well steer clear of that lugger while
she lies at the guay.”

“Qh, certaiply "
Wharton.

The juniors were quite prepared fo
observe Mr. McTeb's injunctions. At
the same time, his word: made them
rather curious as to what sort of a man
tha Tonga tradear might be.

As the lugg.r drew nearer the quay
they could see him more clearly, and
they had to admit that he Jooked a
tough customer. He was big, and
brawny, and rough-bearded, c¢lad in
shirt and trousers, with a big hat, his
face burnt almost to the colour of coffee
by the sun, He looked a startling con-
trast to the sleok, smiling Eurasian
ak:pier of the Lf:ndana?. As they
watchad him, they eaw him clout ona
of the Tonga boys with a heavy hand,
and heard the brown boy'as yell across
the water.

“Nice man I” murmured Bob.

“The nicefulness ia terrifio |

“"That feller Hall plenty too much
bad feller, sar!® smid Iopoo, from
below. “Him plenty kill feller belong
that lngger, sar, fist belong him. This
faller Popoo aitngethar to0 Hglad o
beleng thet lugger, sarl im bad
feller, all somee Peater Parsons along
Lukwe.”™

“Who's the other johnny?” asked
Lord Mauleverer, in & low voige,

His eyes were fixed on the man who
ent in & long cane chair, aft on the
lugger. The seated man was a white
man, of immense bulk; not nearly so
tell as Barney Hall, but a good deal
broader in the beam.

There was something about that bulky
Ef;nm that seemed familiar to the eves
of the Greyfriars fellows. Lord Maule-
verer had quite a startled look.

“I've seen that sportamen some-
where,” gaid Bob. *“It can't be—"

He broke off and whistled.

"1t ial” said Lord Mauleverer
quietly.

“Wan Dink ™

“The Dulchman, by Jove ™

The Greyfridrs fellows stared hard at
the bulky man on the lugger,

As the vessel ranged up to the coral
gﬁmj they saw him plainly; and then

era was no further doubt.

_That immense, heavy figure, bharrel-
Like in' its outlines, "the dark, coppery

said  Harry

¥

face, the light.-biue, narrow eycs thai

gleamed from it, the straggling, bushy

moustache—they. knew every feature.
It was Van Il

Dutchmen wheo

2
‘hdad come -ahoard their stearer at Port

Moresby, on the journey out, and who,
for eomo mysterious and inexplicable
reason, had tried to fling Lord Maule-
verer overboard one mnight on the
Sunderbund. here was no mistake
about it; it was the Dutehman.

Ha had escaped from tha Sunderbund
after his attack on Manleverer, by leap-
ing into the sea; but they had npever
supposed that he bad gone down. Now
the:.rl knew that he had pot, for here he
Was

Every faca in the half-dozen was grim

nOWw.

“That bmuta—here!” pid Harry
Wharton. “He can’t have had the
nerve to come after Mauly again, op
bis own island 1" j

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

“"Hardly " he said. “ He can't know
wo're hera| How could he? He never
knew anything of our business on
steamer; all he knew waa that we were
going to Suva., I fancy he would have

iven Kalua a wide berth if he'd
hpw;"n that we were able to recognise

im,

“¥Yes, that's pretty certsin,” said
Frank Nugent. “But we are here, as
it hlpp’?nﬂ, asnd we know ths brate,

a _—

“And he's not gelting away!” said
Jﬂhnn{f Bull.

Lord Manleverer turned to Mr,
McTab, who was listening in astonish-
ment. The Kalua manager heen
told of whet had happened on the
steamer SBunderbund on the run from
Port Moresby to Suva.
 “That’'s the Dutchman, Van Dink,
sir " said Mauleverer. *The blighter
wo've told you ef. If you thini he
ought. to ba bagged——'?

Ir. McTab fixed his ayes on the bulky
figure on the lugger. Then he called to
his head houseboy.

“ Bomogo 1"

** Yesear |

“You go 'a.lnnf hut belon

felle

Kololoo,
you tell that

r. comey -along quay,

alm}g all feller belong him, close-up.”
* Yezsar i

Bomoo ran down the steps.

Kaololoo was the chief of the squad of

native police on Kalua, Mr. McTab,
evidently, meant business in dealing
with the Dutchman.,

Az Bomog hurried away, the manager
went into the house, and came back in
a few minutes, with a pistol-holster
buckled on his belt. .

“¥You boys stay herel” he szaid, in
paseing,

“Hadn’t we better come to identify
him, sir?" murmured Bob.

“¥ou can_ do that later,” said Mr.
MoTab grimly. “I shall take the man
into custody first.™

And he went down the veranda steps.

Thoe juniors had mno choice buf to
obey, though they would gladly have
had & bhand in securing the ruffian whe
had attacked Mauly on the steamer.
They lined the rail of the veranda and
watched eagerly as Mr. McTab foined
his police equad and went across the
qguay towards the Tonga lugger, which
W&s oW mooring.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In The Grip 01 The Law!

ARNEY HALL, the trader of
Tonga, stamped on & cockroach

crawling on the het, dirty déck

of the Iugper, swore at Soo, his
hoat-steerer, and snarled at the other
Tonga bo
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The Iug-sail was down, and the two
natives were mooring fo the guay,

The trader gave a starn foward: a
little crowd of Bgpures coming down the
beach, ‘and then stepped towards the
hig Dutchman, emcking a black cheroot
in the long cane chair.

Yan Dil:li glanced up at hiny with his

Iittle piggy eyes.
« *T rveckon you won't need to comb the
beach to look for the man wou wani.
Dutehy [ said Barney Hall, “AeTab
will be able to tell you whether he's on
Kalna.”

“McTab?™ repeated the Dutchman,

v Barney jerked a horny thwnb towards
the beach, ' :

“That little snuff-colonred swaly is
McTab, boss of Kalual” he answered.
“Ha manages thia island for the owner
—szome rich lubber at home, Looks as
if ho's coming to give ud a word-—mighty
polite of him. e will Enow if that
ship-mate of vourn is on the island—he
knows everything on Kalna.” .

“He may . have .changed his name!”
grunted Van Dink,

Barney Hall grinned, _ .

“Mebbe "' he agreed., ' Names don't
alwayas stick long, on Pacific beaches,
But if it's Ysabel Dick you want—-"

“Ach! That is the man,” _

“Well, he was still calling himself
that when I saw him at Pits, six months
ago,” said Barney Hall, *I reckon it
beats me what you want him for, He
was a down.and.out beachcomber on
Pita—and I reckon he'd combed other
beaches before he struck Pita, I reckon
if you find him, first thing he'll touch
ivou for is the price of o battle of sypuare-
“face.”

The Dutchman grinned, sourly. .

“ Porhaps,” he grunted. ® But he did
not alwavs comb the beach! He has
sailed with me, when I had a ship. We
had bad fortune, and parted, but—ach !
I am very anxious to see him again!”
' Barney Hall shrugged ~his © broad
shoulders.: The Dutchman did not look
like & man to seck- for a former ship-
mate in bad luck, to give him'a helpmgi

hand. Why he wanted to, find: Ysabe
Diick was a puzzie to the Tonga trader.
Mot that Barney was deeply interested

in the matier, He was on a round trip
among the islands, and so long as the
Dutchman paid his way, he' was welcome
to sail on the lugger, and coinb beach
niliq beach, lecking for the man he was

SRR 1TIE.

He E’-mmed from the Dutchman, in
toueh his hat with a kind of surle
eivility, as Mr. McTab arrived.

A plank had been run from the
lugger's gunwhale to the gquay to scrve
HE A gangway.

Mr. McTab walked across the -plank
acl-n-el;; and stepped down on the
hl.ggi“er s deck.

After him filed six brawny Kalua boxs,
led by Kololeo. The native police of
Ialua were not in unifornl They waore
the same garb as the other islanders:
buit each of them carried a thick lawyer-
cane under his brown arm, as a svmbol
of authority, and for use when needed.

arney Hall surveyed that invasion of
his lugger with sarprise,” My, McTab
migt come down to spéak to an in-
coming skipper—but Bagnevr saw  no
reason for him to bring six Kalua bayvs
with him,

The Tonga trader felt slightly uneasy,
Barney Hall was a trader: but he often
did & spot of trade, in the way of pearl-
poacliing or nigger-stealing, that would
not have found favour in the eve: of
authority., And Mr., McTab was the
magistrate on Kalua: with full powers
from the High Commissicfier at Fiji to
deal with offenders against.the law, And
e waz the man to do ity Barnev waa

i
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wall acguainted with the reputation of
the little Scotch gentleman, .

Van Dink glanced at the manager of
Kalua carelessly, and did not trouble
to rize, e had never zeen McTab
bofore, and never scen Kalua: and it
digd not ocenr to him that trouble was at
hand for lLim.

Kalua was simply one of the islands
he was combing in search of the man
he wanted—the man called Ysabel Dick
—and that anvone was there who knew
of his attempted crime on board the
Sunderbund, never entered his mind.
The Greviriars party had gone on fto
Buva in the steamer, and so far as he
Linew, they were skill in the Fiji islands,

“Barney Hall?" asked Mre. McTab,
with a nod to the Tonga skipper,

“Ay, av,” answered Barney, TAL
vour serviee, sir!"”  Civility did not
come  easily to the rough-mannered,
Lhard-Asted trader of Tonga: but he
assqaned all he could in dealing with
Mr., McTab.

““Mx business 15 with your passenger,”
said Mr. BMelaly, and he stepped to-
wards the Duichman,

Van Dink rose from the chair. The
half-dozen Kaluz bovs moved Lo endirele
iim, at & sign from their master: and
the Dutchman realised that there was
trouble 1n the air, though he could not
understand why. But his litile pigpy
eves glenmed at the manager of Kalua,
and his hand made a movement, as if
by instinct, to the back of his baggy
TrONEETa. z

Barnevy Hall stared from ona to the
other. Then he stepped back, to leave
them 1o 1.

Ay, Van-Dink?” asked the manager
af "Kalua, his keen eves sharply on the
Dutehman's broad fat face.

“Aech! Thet is my name!” growled
Van Dinlc, * It seems that vou know it

“Quite I’ said Mr, McTab. “You
were a passenger on the steamer Sunder-
bund, from Port Moresby, in Papua, io
Muva,”

The Duichman started. He pauvsed
before answering. his light-blue eves
scanning Mr., McTab, He could hardly
suppose hal he was to be called to ac-
count on this remote island, for what had
happened on the steamer hundreds of

miles awayx. But he was on his guard

at onee,
“Meen,” he said, after that brief
paunze, “Neen, mynbeer! I am from

Tonga—""

“No donbt " snid AMr. McTab, dryly.
“But voun were abt Port Moresby, 1n
MNew (uinea. when the steamer Sunder-
Lund from Singapore put in there——"

“MNeen, mxnheer!” said the Dutche-
man, stolidly, I have never been in
New Guinea! You are thinking of some
other man.™ '

“And you took B passage on the
Sunderbund for Buva,” went on Mr.
MeTab, " A number of English school-
bovs were on board.”

Van DMuk breathed hard. It weas
plain to him now that his ¢rime on the
Sunderbiund was known at Kalua,
tha how, he could pot yet guess.
But he persizied atolidly in his denial.

“Meen !t he vepeated. " Youn mistake
me for some oiher, mynheer.”

“One of the szchonlhovs was called
Lord DMauleverer,” said My, McTab.

“71 have never heard the name.”

“And you did pot attempt to throw
him overboard one night an the Sunder-
bund, in the viemity of the Santa Cruz
Islands3?

Ueen ! saud Van Diok, betweesn his
teeth,

“Br  bhoker!™ murmured Barnew
ITall, He wasz staring on, and listening
with all his ears.

“Yairv well, Mre, Van Dink,™ said
Lthe manager of Kalua, calmly, "That

i3 the charge on which T am taking vou
mio custody., If you are not the man,
vou have nolhang to fear: if you are {he
malny, you will be sent bhack to Buva for
trial, You are my prisoner."

A The Dutchman bit his heavy uader
1p.
*I am no man's prisoner, mynheer!"”
he said savagely. “1 coma to this
island te look for a shipmate. I sail
to-morrow in this lugger, Ach! 1 1
am not wanted here, yow will soon szeo
the last of me.”

“¥ou are wanted here, if vou ave tha
man you are accused of being,” saud
Mr, McTab, “You will come ashore
with me now, and face identification.™

“There 13 1o one on Kalua that knows
me, uiless 1t 13 the shipmate that I
look for!” growled YVan Diok. * Whe
snall identify me, mynhecr?”

* Lord Mauleverer and his friends !

The Dutchiman started back, staring.
His stolid seli-posscssion dezerted him.

“Ach! They nre here—on Lalua!"
he oxclaimed, * Here—they are horei™

Me. MeTab smiled grimiy.

“This island belongs to Lord Maule-
verer, and he 18 here with bhis friends,™
he answered. “Yon appear to have
heard the name, after all,”

“Ach!” gasped the Dutchman.

His fat, coppery face, purpled with
Tage,

He realised now that there was nn
nse 1 denial, if the schoolboy whose life
he had attempted on the steamer was
there to wentify him.

He was caught in a trap—he had
frapped hunself, by coming to Kalua.
He had not dared to land at Suva, and
he had, in consequence, no news of the
Greviriars party since he had jumped
off the Sunderbund. He was utterly
overwhelmed by the discovery that thexr
were on Kalua=and he could gueas now,
that they had watched the lugger come
in and recoginized him on the 52::}:. He
grittedd his teeth wunder his shaggy
moustache,

. “¥ou arp my prizoner!™ repealed
Alr. McTab.

“Ach! I think not!" roared Van
Idnk, hia rage breaking out. “ There
is no man in the Pacific that will make
nie & prisoner.’

He whipped the revelver from the
back of his trousers as he roared. But
a3 he did so, two of ihe Kalua boys
closed 1n, graspimg his arms,  Iololoog
twisted lus right arm, &ill the revelver
fell on the decl.

Me. McTab loocked on, with perfect
calmness, He had buckled on his
revolver in case it was needed: but it
was not needed.

Tie brawny Dutchman, roaring with
vage, strugeled furiously i the grasp of
the two Iianakas.

Me. bleTlab  picked up the fallen
revolver, and slipped ik into his pocket,

Barney Hall stared on, with wide
ByeL, -

" Yau hold that feller Dussman, hand
belong  vou!™  direeted Wr, AleTab.
“You bring that feller Dussman along
beach.” .

“ By hokev " breathed Barney Hall

The Dutchman fought like a savapge
beast, The two IKanakas held on to lus
artma, but in his herenlean offorts. he
dragged them both across the deck. They
swung and spun round the struggling
Dratelinat,

But the other four Kalua bovs laid
handz on the brawny roffian at once. In
the grasp of szix pairs of sinewy, Iwown
liarneda, Van Dink was soon helpless.

Fle sti)l resisted, panting with vage,
buf he was heaved off the lugger to the
guay, and mavched away by the grin-
g Kalua boxs, Mr. MeTab walked
up the beach—and after him went (ng



Dutchuman, half-hustled, balf-dragged,
by the native police force of Kalua.
“ By hokoy |” gasped Barney Hall.
Aus he stares: after them 8a they
went.

passenger, but, in the circumstances,
Earney was not sorry to have lost him,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Locked Up!

1 EAY, you fellowsl They've got
him 1*

“The gotfulness 1= terrifie I**

) “Yaas; it looks like a catch |”
remarked Lord Mauleverer.

The juniors descended from the
wiﬁda as the crowd came up the

&

The Dutchman, red with rage, panting
for breeth, walked between %ﬁﬂ Kalua
boys, who grasped his arms, The rest
of the polica force followed, ready to

The Tonga troder had lost his
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man, who had put up & desperate re-
sistance to arrest. So sll the beach of
Kelua buzzed with excitement and
imterest.

In front of the manager’s bungalow,
the proccssion came to a halt.

Mr. McTab signed to Lord Maule-
verer to approach.

“Look at that map, and tell me
whether you identify him, my lord!”
said the manager of Kalus, pointing to
the scowling, panfing Dutchman.

“Yaasl” eaidd Lord IMMuuleverer.
“That's the sportsman who tried to
pitehh me off the Bunderbund, sir.”

“ No doubt about it, Mr. McTab,” said

Harry Wharton. “‘We all know him
quite well™

“Oite M eaid Johony Bull.
The Dutchman glared at the Grey-
friara fellows, with gleaming eyes.

He knew them all again, as well aa
they knew him, and he Enew that he
was in the teils, It was not much use
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prison-bhut. The Dutchman was marched
into it. It was a stropg building; the
walls of thick palm-poles plm:mg deep
in the earth, close together; the roof of
pandanus thatch on poles; the door &
eolid one of hard teak, The window was
small, hardly more than a foot square,
and .barred. Once locked in that hut, a
priconer was safe, unless he received
sesistance from outside. ;
That was not likely, en Kalua; but
Mr. McTab wes taking no chances,
Kololoo was posted to watch the hut,

“Ach!|” the Dutchman ground be.
tween his teecth, ‘as he stood in the Lut,
“You think that you will keep me here,
mynheer I

“I'm thinking so!” said Mr. MeTab.
“You ocan iry your sgtrength om the
walls, if you like. But I warn yvou that
if you give trouble, you®will be sorry,
for it.»

The Dutchman, glaring with rage,
clenched his bands, as the Ernakas EE—

 UMPIRE’S** Advice to ?uuni_ Fieldsmen—

DON'T

D

BE A BUTTER-FINGERS!

ropped - catches and misfielding lose as many matches as
bad bowling and indifferent batting. Therefore, you fieldsmen,

keep on your toes and try to anticipate the batsman’s strokes [

Q0 much attention cannot be paid
to this all-important part of
ericket, ; .

Fielding, after all, is not so diffi-
cult as bowling or batiing, and every
if he trics, can become a good

ol

When you go out to feld you should
remember you are one of the team, and
therefore strive your hardest to save
runs and held catches.

If you watch some village teams plag'-
ing cricket you may think, perhaps, the
batting and bowling oot frst-class, but
their fielding iz wusually of a high
standard. This is due to their keenness
and team spirit,

If you drop a catch, what doea it
really mean? It méans you are giving
the bateman another innings, or, to put
1t another way, your opponents another
batsman, Not a pleasant thought if

half & dozen catches ave dmpqudi Bo
practise your catching and helding, and
always remember that matches are often
won or lost by & fieldsman. How often
do you hear the remark: *We should
have won the match if So-and-Bo had
held that catch ™1

Every cricketer drops catches,
although all hate doing it; but there is
no doubt that many mistakes are made
through not watching and concentrating
on the game in progress.

KEEP ON THE ALERT

T is the first sight of the ball which
is 50 important in making & catch.

A boy is standing in the outfield, be
ma.‘g wander from his correct position,
or his thoughts may, for & few moments,
stray from his cricket. A catch comes
up, he suddenly sees the ball in tlie air,
mekes & late start for it, giving himself

insufficient time to steady himself, and
g0 bungles.the catch. He iz thus lotting
bis side down through inattention.

And what of the poor bowler? The
batsmaan, becguse of his escape, may not
ba tempied [or a while to have another
“go" to hit a eix, snd so the runs
mount up. E

Whenever you field you must keep
awake and do your utmost to held those
catches—and remember, two hands are
slways better than one! ‘

Ground fielding and throwing should
be practised. IF a ball is hit reasonably
giraight to a fieldsman he should try
to get his heels together, in case the
ball goes through his hands, RLEE

The hands should be held looscly, =0
that they “give ” a little; this prevents
them getting bruised, and stops the ball
from jumping out, which it will do if
the hands are held stiffly. Except when
there is & chance of running a batsman
out, it is preferable that the ball be
thrown in tp the wicket-kceper; this
saves the bowler's hands, alse unneces-
sary stretching and rmooning after
erratic returns to the wicket.

Try to .throw Lhe ball to the wicket-
keaper either full pitch or on the long
hui, just over the tngmuf the stumps.

_ always remember to back up &
fellow fieldsman, in casa ha should miss
the ball, and 50 save possible overs
throws.

asp him agsin at once, if needed,
ﬁr‘ McTab walked ahead. And round

themy gathered half Kalua, babbling
with excitement.
White men looked on from the

veranda of the Planters’ Club; Chinese
Charley looked out of his doorway with
Lis slanting eyes; Joshua Hack, the
American storekeeper, stepped out of his
store, while natives swarmed round in a
staring, buzzing erowd, among them one
whits man—the tattered figure of ¥eabel
Dick, the beachcomber.

The srrest of the Duichman was a
spot of cxcitement for Kalua., It was
seldom that the brown boys had such a
treat, '

Only every now and thenm, the native
police force “ran in* some ssilorman
who made too merry on the beach, or
rome native who indulged in kava not
witely, but too well. Mr. McTab’s force
was not, as & rule, overworked, on a
peaceful island like Ealua-alua-lalua.

The island gael, 8 single-roomed hut,
built of ﬁtmu%qpalnypqlea, was generally
unoccupied. MNow it was going to have
an occupent—and that occupant a white

for him to deny the facts, in the
prezence of half a dozen witnesses,

“That settles the matter " said Mr.
MoTab., “He will be leld & prisoner
here till he canm be transferred to Buva
for trial. You feller boy, you take that
feller Dussman elong gaol.” o

Thea ﬂ{)rmesaien restarted, winding
round the bungalow, and heading for
the island gaol, which stood {arther
back from the beach.

Round it and following it, billowed
the buzzing crowd of natives, and
smong them, the beachcomber followed,
unheeded in the numerous throng.

The Groyfriars fellows went with the

rest, excepting Billy Bunter, Bunter
referred to give the desperado a wide
rth, prisoner &3 he was.

Harry Wharton & Co. were keen to
gea that the Dutchmen was safely dis-
posed of. For whatever mysterious
reasonn he had sttacked Lord Maule-
verer on the Bunderbund, Mauly wae not
safe from him, unless be was secured.
Bu't- they were soon eatizfied on that

point.
Mr. McTab unlocked the door of tha

leaged him. His
the manager of
“Achl But I will not stay

alua, 4
here 1Y he
keep me

as if In
There were few
articles of furniture; smong them was
a8 palm-wood stoel. The Dutchman
backed towards it

“ Kololoo 1" said Mr, McTab quietly.

“Yessar | grinned chief of police.

“3 that feller Dusaman give
trouble, you makee stick belong Fyou
stop along head belong him.”

“Yessar! Me kill that feller Dussman
Y{ie?t too much, stick belong me,” said

ololoo.

* Look out 1" yelled Bob Cherry, as the
Dutchman, suddenly stooping, grasped
the palm-wood stocl and made a rush

&t the doorway.

But the warning waa not needed. The
police force of lua were looking out.
Kololoo's stick fairly flashed in the air,
and orashed on the Dutchman, sending
him staggering. '
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muttered. “You shall not
here, nheer t*

He glared round the hut,
search of & weapon.
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Tho stoo] thudded to the floor. Van
Dink, vulling, staggered across the Lwut,
and Lololea's stick landed a second
e, stretehing him on the earth.

Mr. McTab's jaw set grimly.

“ YVou feller boy, you makee rope stop
along hand belong Dussmanl” he
rapped.  “Makee too much rope stop
along hand belong that feller”

The police force of Kalua erowded
into the hut, ono of them with a tapa
cord in his hand. .

The desperate Dutchman heaved him-
¢elf to his feet, his hend 5pmnmg from
the cracks of Kololoo's stick. ut he
was grasped at once, flung down, and
his hands dragged behind his back. |

Tha tapa cord was wound round his
thick wrists and knotted.

Then Le was released again, and sat
on the earthen floor, panting and
glaring, liks a caged wild beast. A
erreamn of Duteh poured from his lips,
whiclt it was perhaps just as well that
the Crevfriars fellows did not  under-
stand. ; :

#fr. McTab looked at him with calm
onterpt.
¢ "Ymﬁvﬂ. asked for that, Mynheer van
Dink,” he said, “If you behave your-
self, wou shall be released from that
cord to-morrow, but it will keep you
from giving any more arouble for the
niglat.

%‘I. torrent of Dutch oaths answered
him, which had no more effect on the
Seotell gentleman than water on &
ducl:. :

He shut the door of the prison-hut,
lacked it, and put the kev in bhis pocleet.
Then he wallied away, followed by the
Wniors. ;
! Tololoo sguatted on the earth beside
the doorway, with lis stick over his
bare, brown knees. He helped himself
to betel-nut from some receptacle in his
thick mop of hair, and chewed,

Dozeris of the islanders remained
erowded round the spot, grinning and
cacklire s they heard the savage,
growling voice of the Dutchman from
within.

“That brute's safe enough,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “He won't get out of that
in & hurrr. Queer that he should have
come here and butted right into us”

“The gueerfulness is terrific.”

“He's safe enough,” said Harry
Wiharton, “But I shall be glad when
he's sent off the island. What the

dickens can he have come to IKalua
or TV
$ “1 think——" began Lord Mauleverer.
“Well, what do vou think, Mauly "
“1 think it’s too late to make that
tour of inspection on thﬁdiﬂlly old sugar
plantation I* said Lord Mauleverer,
“What about sittin' under thess palms—
1 feel rather like & rest in the shade.”
“Irathead ! said the Famous Five
tagether, And they went off to launch
the whalchoat, leaving his lazy lordship
reclining happily i the shade of the
palms.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Faithful Popoo !

£ OMING, Bunter?”
“"MNo: I'm poing in & canoe.™
“You fat ass! You can't
handle & canoe [*

“T fancy I could handle a canoe better
than you can_handle that boat, Bob
Clierry! But I'm not going to paddie
mvseli] I could, easily—but I'm not
going to, when T've got a nigger to
paddle me. Popoo|”

The Famous Five grinned.

They were going for a run in the
whalchoat—Bunter preferred a_ canos
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paddled by his faithful nigger. But
that faithful nigger seemed, as the days
}m_sscrd on, to be growing more and more
aithless.

He had followed Bunter down to the
guay, not enthusiastically; now he had
vanished from sight. Since he had been
“faithful nigger ™ to thet extremely
exacting white master, Popoo seemed to
have understucdied the celebrated Boo-
jum. Often and often he *suddenly,
stlently vanished away.”

“I gav, vou fellows, where's that
niggert” exclaimed DBunter, blinking
round lum through his big spectacles.
“He was here a minute ago!”

Popoo was not to be secn.

That was not really surprising, as he
had stepped out of sight belind a pile
of packing-cases, which now interposed
between him and his fat white master.

“Liogk here, come in the whaleboat,
old fat man. and give Popoo a rosi,”
saidd Harry Wharton, " There's a native
dance on the beach, and Popoo wants
to mingle in the throng of the happy
and the gav. I heard him tell vou so !

“{h, really, Wharton! When I want
my nigger, I want him1” said Dunter,
with dignity * Beesides, Popoo's fear-
fully devoted to me. He would give
up & dance, or anvihing else, ’};ust for
the pleasure of waiting on me.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five.

Az they had seen Popoo-lo-linga-lulo
dodge out of sight behind the packing-
cases, in the hope of eluding his white
master, that siatement made ithem
FOAr.

“ Blessed if I see anyvthing to cackle
at 1™ snaﬂprzd Bunter. “Niggers don't
get attached to vou fellows—yvou don’t
mspive respect and admivation among
natives ke 1 do. They olways know a
puklka sahib, you know—that's how it
15.

“Oh erikey 1

“The pukkafulness iz neot terrifie ™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh.

“¥ah'! Where's that nigger?
Popoo '™ roared Bunter. " Come heore!
Do yvou hear me, vou black besst? Do
vou want me to boot you, you checky
m%gi'i:? Show up!”

unter was gething exasperated.

On the beach, natives were gatheving
for a dance, in the golden sunszet. The
twanging of ukuleles could alveady be
heard.

Popoo wanted to join in the celehra-
tion. There was no doubt that he pre-
ferred the Kaluan dance to waiting on
his fat white master.

Buch o dercliction of duty was not, of
course, to be tolerated for a moment—
by Bunter, at least.

“Popoo!” he roared. “Show up, vou
cheeky nigger! Think I'm paring vou
vour wages for nothing. vou lazy
swah '

“Ha, ha, hal"

Popoo's wages, probably, did not
weiph very mruch in the scale. Bunter
was paying Popoo’s wages in the future
tense |

“Better come in the whaleboat,” said
TFrank Nogent, launghing, -

“Bhan't " roarved Bunter.

“(iive Popoo a restl” sald Johnny
Bull

“He doesu't want a rest! If he does,
he can go and eat cokel Think I'm
going to be cheeked by a nigger?”
voared Bunter. Y Might do for you
fellows—not for me! Popoo! Popoo”

Popoo, in the safe side of the pack-
ing-cases, squatied silent. IHe was wait-
ing for a chance to dedge away and
join the erowd up the beach. -

Oneo  mingled 1n that numeorous
throng, he was safe from his fat white
waster, DBut he did not venture to

emerge from cover while that [at whita
master was looking for hun

“"Beast " hissed Dunter, “I—I
believe he's dodged out of sight!™

“Not realiv I gasped Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ahl"

Billy Bunter glared round him, and
then started round the pile of packing-
cases, suspecting that I-F':apu-n might be
unearthed on the farther side. Ha
granled breathlessly as he wenbk It
was rather het for exerting oneself in
chase of a faithless nigger!

Probobly his grunts warned Popov
that he was coming. The Tonga boy
rose silently {o his feet, and glided
round the other end of the pile.

This brought him in fzll view of the
Famous Five. They chuckled, but said
nothing. They saw no reason whatever
why Popoo should not join in the native
dance if he wanted to; and their view
was that Billy Bunter, go far {rom being
a “pukka sahib,” was a gelf-importanc
aza. So they chuekled and wotched
Popoo, who glided round one end of the
packing-cases, while Billy Bunter
grunted round ihe other.

FPopoo lkept wetl ahaad, and he was
cut of Bunter's sight when the fat
juniar emerged apain into the view ol
the Famous Five.

“I gay, you fellows, whera can that
dashed nigger be!” gasped Bunter.

“( where and O where can he be?”
sang Bob Cherry.

“The wherefulness is terrific!”

“He ain’t here 1V gasped Bunter. "I
thought the checky beast had dodged
behind  these packing-cases, but I've
been right round——"

“ITa, ha, ha!™

“You cackling fatheads!"” welled
Bunter. “Look here, help me look for
myv mgger, will vout”

“Top hot to play “ Hera we go round
the mulberrry bush,* old fot man ™
chuckled Bob Cherry.

S Beast | I know he ain't far away!"
grunted Bunter. “I'll jolly well wallop
him when I get hinll-:l ';L'::-u have to
wallop niggers, you knew "

E Efm faithful niggers?” azked Bob

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast [

“ Petter come in the boat—"

" Shan't !

“Well, let's pet off, if Bunfer prefers
nigger-chasing 1 said Bob.

‘ﬁ'ﬁ Famous Five boarded the whale-
boat, pushed off, and hoistod the sail,
and scudded away merrily over the
glistening lagoon.

Bunter, leit on the quay, glared
round him in great wrath. Onee more
he circumnagivated the pile of packing-
cases. It dawned on his fat brain that
Popoo must be there, as there was no
other cover al hand, and that the artful
brown boy was dodging him,

Ones more he circled the pile, Popoo
5tapl:ril:_:g softly ahead, and keeping out
of sight.

Th%n Bunter had a brain-wavel
MNow that he had guessed the faithless
nigger's game. he knew how to put paid
to 1t! Instead of following on, he
suddenly turned round and circled back.

This brought him, quite suddenly,
face to [ace with Fopeo-lolinga-lule,
who was stealing solftly on, in  the
balief that he was fellowing his fat
white master round. ;

“Oh 1" gasped Popoo, s eyes pop-
ping from his brown faze, as he came o
s sudden end dismayed halt.

“You black seallawag!™ roared
Bunter. I jolly well knew you were
thera ! I'll jolly well wallﬂF vou |

“0Oh, sar! You no kill this poor
fellor Tonga boy!" gasped FPopoo.
“This feller likee plenty too much goey



along cance aloeng while master, sarl”
“{et  into  that eancel” roared
Btinren I | £
apog gave a lingering plance at the
merrl;:: cng:rwd gathering up the beach
Eut he did not veature to disregard the
authority of his fat white master, Te
turned to the cance, which was tied up
under the coral quay. :
Bunter's eyss gleamed th;-:uugxlha hia
spectaches, e stepped behind Popoo
and let out his foob.
Thera was a  startled well from
Popoo as a boot landed. The Tonga
boy shet headlong into the canoe.

He landed in it, on his brown hands
and knoies, velling. Tha cance rocked
wildly uwoder the shock. . .

Bunter, grinning, lowered himself in.

Popoo sat up and blinked at him,
wrigghng.

“ Want another 7 hooted Bunter,

“(Oh, no, sar” gasped Popoo. “You
no kill 1his poor feller Tonga boy, along
foot belong you, sarl Me no likee
plenty teo nmch 1™

“Get going, then ! snapped Bunter.

“Yessar |7 mumbled Popoo.

Billy Bunter zat down, and Popoo
took up the paddle. Bunter frowned
at him reverely. Cheek from a mgger
was altogether too much for a pukke
sakib like Buater to stand! a8 WaS

repared to land on Popoo all the

icl;s that were needed to reduce him
to the required state of faithfulness,

But Popou did not seem to need any
more. He paddled away dut:inliif, and
the cange glided out over the lagoon
and round the island shore.

Bunter setiled down comfortably,
satisficd that hoe had shown his faithiol
nigger who was who, and what was
what.

But every wvow and Lthen Fopoo's
black eyes turned on the fat Owl with
s peculiar glimmer in  them, which
hinted that he was still thinking more
of the native dance en the beach than
of serving his fat white master like a
wuly faithiul nigger. : ;

Lunter, had he noticed it, might have
denbted after all whether Popao was
roctuced to a proper state of faithiul-
ress |

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Boarded By The Beachcomber !

L ALLO, halle, hallol That

H scallawag 1”  exclaimed Bob

Cherry.

“Give him a wide bevth I”
grunted Johnny Bull, fixing his_eyes
with considerable disfaveur on Ysahel
Dick. .

“Can't ba did, as we're going the
eame way ! snicf Bob, “But 1 dare
say he won't bite uws, and if we keep
to windward, we shan't get & whiff of
ile gin I? ;

The whalcboat was runnin t]mrj}‘f_n
ihe reef passage of Kalua. The
weather was calm, with a light breeze,
and the Famous Five mntended to run
out into the open tea. They pasted a
zoed many native ¢anoca on the
fazoon, snd as they drow near the
channel i the coral reof, they sighted
a cance ahead, and, ravher lo their sur
yrise, recegmised the beacheomber of
Walua in it, paddling a cance and tow-
ing another.

'ii:hc}r had =een the man a good many
{inies about the beach and never oneo
engaged  inany  aclive  oecupation,
Judgimg by what they Jiad seen of him,
it waz too bene idle to take the trouble
cf paddiing a canoe.

Thiz was the fivst time they had seen
im deing anyihing thav locked like a
spot of work. .

EVERY SATURDAY

It was rather puzeling, too, why he
was lowing an emply cance. As he was
making the reef passage, the juniors
had to go in the same direction, and the
whaleboat, with the wind in the sail,
overbauled the cances at a good rate.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows a
little as he watched the man ahead. He
saw the beachcomber stare hack, with a
scowling brow.

“1 don't make this out,” said Harry.
“What 13 the fellow doing with those
canoes I .

SGoodness knows ! said Bob. "XNo
bizney of ours, old man, is it 7" .

“I suppoze not; but I don’t nnagine
that that drunken brute owns one canoe,
let alone two P enswered Harry.

“No; I suppose not,” said Bob slawly.
“We've never seen him in one before,
anyhow. But you don't think he's
pinched them

“I think it looks jolly like it”

“You can hire canoes heve from the
nalives for next to noething,” sald Irank
MNugent.

"gﬁ’hy the dickens should he hire two
cances, to paddle in ose and tow the
other 7

“Azk me another! Bat, dash it all,
eld man, ba ecan’t have pinched the
canoea to clear off the island ¥

“No; I suppoze not. DBut it's jolly
queer 1™

Yeabel Dick, having scowled at the
whalebaat astevn, put on speed. Weady
waster as he was, be seemed to be able
to handle a paddle preity well, and he
made the canoe move fast, the fowed
craft rocking behind it

He cleared the reef passage ahead of
the Greyfriars party, the whalcboat
gliding after him.

The junicrs had no desire to come into
contact with the stubbly ouicast of
Kalua. His disreputable character, and
still mora his inexplicable animosity
towards Lord Mauleverer, made then
more than willing to keep him at a
distance.

But they seemed booked to keep him
company afloat for a time; for, having

addled out into the open sea, tho

eachcomber swerved northward, round
the outer reef that civeled the lagoen,
keoping well out from the sucf,

. That was -the direction the juniors
intended to take, and the whaleboat
etill glided after the eanccs out on the
Pacitio.

Again and again the beachcomber
stared back, and they could see gather-
ing anger and irritation in his seamed,
sun-scovched face under the rag of a hat.

The reef pastage lay on the south side
of Kalua, opposite the scttlement on the
island shore within. In every other
spot, all round the great lagoon, the
circle of coral rock was unbroken; there
was no other entrance for any eraft.

20, uninferested in Vsabel Dick as
they were personally, the juniors could
not help wondering a little what he was
up to.

To get back to Kalua, he wounld have
to paddle back the way he had gone,
fowing the cmpty caunoe after him all
the time. )

Such a procceding was ro inexplicable
that anyone who had obscrved it might
have been puzzled,

Hewever, as 34 did ot concern them,
the Juniors would probably have dis-
mizzed it from their minda, The whale.
boat was moving faster than the canoces,
gnd ere long they would have left the
beachcomber aztern,

But suddenly Y:abel Bick, with a
sweep of the paddle, shet towards the
whaleboat as it surged along. Almost
hefore the juniers realized hiis intention,
he was alengside.

He drepped the raddle, grabbed hold
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of the whaleboat’s gunwale, and beld
on, the grip of his feet keeping the
cance towing alongside.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1 ejaculated Bob
ﬂharrjﬁ in astonishment. ** Want any-
thing 7

All the juniors stared at the stubbly
dark face over the gunweale,

They wore more surprised than ever
by TYaabel Dick's action, not only
because they could not guess why he had
run them sboard, but by the handiness
he displayed. Bo far they had judged
him merely an idle, worthless, slmking
loafer, but they could see now that he
was, or had been, a sailormoan.

He snarled back at Bob.

* What are you following me for 3

b Fallawinii youl” repeated Bob
plankly. “My dear man, have yon
bought the Pacific Ocean

“¥ou are following me ! snarled the
beachcomber. “ Why IV

“Only because we ha
the same way,” said
“Get back, please 1V

Ysabel Dick answered only with &
savago scowl. Evidently he did not
believe that it was by chance that the
Greyfriars fellows had run out to scs
in hia wake and turned in the same
direction outside the reef.

His suspicion was a pretty plain preof
that, whatever was his mysterious reason
for towing a canos round the reef, he
did not want other eyes on him.

Holding on to the gunwale with one
hand, he stooped snd caught a rope,
and, to the angry astonishment of the
juniors, tied on. )

Then he swung himself on board the
whaleboat. i

In utter amazement and growing
anger, the Famous Five stared at him.
They did not want trouble with the
outeast of Kalua, but he seemed bent en
asking for it. :

Harry Wharlon stepped towerds him,
his %ﬁ;ﬂu gleaming. ]

“What do you want on this hoat?”
he demanded.

“Stand back, you young fool!”
snapped the beachcomber. ™ You are nok
going Lo follow me farther ™

“Get off this boat ¥

“I've warned you to stand clear!™
said Ysabel Dack, his eyes smouldering
at the captain of the Greyfriars Bemove,
“Keep out of the way, or you may get
hurt 1*

“] fancy you're more likely to get
hurt if you don't get back inte your
canoe, you cheeky blackguard!” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton sngrily. “You
can step back, or you can be chucked—
that's your choice [

“ Btand baclk 1”

Ysabel Dick drew a larpe clasp-kinife
from the ket of his tattered shics
and opened the biade.

Bob Cherry picked up a boathook,

“Don't be scared,” said the outcast,
with B savage lnugh “I'm not golng
to hurt you.”

“¥ou're not. And we're not scared,”
said Bob coolly. “What the thump do
vou think you are going to do?”

“I'm going to stop you following me ¥

en to ba going
arry \Wharton,

eaid the beachcomber grimly. “I'm
going to cut through your ri%gmg_' ! ¥ou
can get back to the island with the

oars | Now, stand clear, or you may get
hurt 1™

E——_—n

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Chucked Out !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. gazed
H gt the beachcomber of Kalua,
almaost petrified.

They did pot need telling
ihat Yeabel IDhck, in his strange irip
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with a towed. canoe round the réef, waa
“up " to somothing to which he wanted
rio_witnesses, It was fixed in his sus
icipus mind that they were waiching
Eim; but; in” any case, che  wanted to
clear them off. ] :
. Had they permitted him to cut away
the rig inﬁ', thus preventing the use of
the sa'ﬁ, 13 object would heve been
easily attained. wing the long, heavy
boat was a_heiti( task, and under the
oars they would ha [
:ﬂimi to get back to the island before

Brk.

But the Famous Five of Greyiriars
were not. likely: to permit the  beach-
comber to do soything of the kind..

‘Apparently, he took it for. granted
that & crowd of schoolboys, would not
venture on resistance. He was very soon
to learn that he was:taking a great deal
too much for granfed.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“That rather takes the cake! I should
advise vou to-let the square-face slone,
Mr, Vsabel Dick, if it gets into your
head like that 1 : _

The heachcomber, taking no heed,
made & slep towards the shpet where
it was looped to a cleat, and lifted the
koife to cut at the rope.

The whaleboat rocked as the Famous
Five jumped, all together, to stop him.

The knife in the beachcomber's hand
civeled in the air, and his cyes blazed.

“Stand back !” he snarled.

The juniors did not believe that he
woutld venture to mse the Lnife az a
weapon, though he locked like it. Bt
they were not taking chances. Bob
Cherry had the boathook in his grasp,
ahd he thrust with it as ¥Ysabel Dick
brandizhed - the knife, the fhal‘p end
jabbiug into the beachcomber’s shoulder.

Vsabel Dick gave & gasping howl and
staggered. The mnext moment Harry
Wharton’s fist erashed on hiz stubbly
chin, and he went down on his back.

He sprawled in the whaleboat, and, s
he sprawled, Wharton kicked the knife
out of his hand without ceremony,

The beachcomber howled again; his
fingers, as well as the knife, received
the kick., But the big clasp-knife went
clattering. - Whether be would have used
it ér not, it wwas out of his grasp now.

He scrambled up, snitting rage.

“Chuck him out!” roared Johnny
Bull.

The outeast of Kalus was grasped on
all sides. It was elear that he had sup-
posed that the schoolboys would be too
scared to handle him; but, as a matter
of {fact, they handled him with esse,
His strength was sapped by drink, and
Bob Cherry could have dealt with him
single-handed. o

resped by all the juniors together,
he was swung to the side, kicking and
struggling. panking with rage. Bub his
resistance was quite futile. e sprawied
headlong over the gunwale.
3 “l:,]huck hitn out!” panted Johnny
ull.

“QOver he goes!” grinned Bob,

“ Drop him !

Wugent caught the rope, and pulled
the canoes close . The other fellows
dropped Ysabel Dick fairly into it.

e crashed into the canoe, in &
velling heap.

Nugent cast off the rope at once,
tossing it into the eanoc alter him. Bob
Cherry picked up the clasp-knife, closad

it, and tossed it into the canoe. The
beachcomber sat u ﬁ:qtltl_l'lg, the canoe
vocking wildly and shipping water.

“Good-bye, Bluebell 7 called out Bob

cheerfully.
“"Come back when you want some
more, vou cheeky rotter ™  voaved

Johons Bull, * Lots more on tap "
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“Tha lotfulness is terrific 1" chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. . _

The whaleboat ran on again, Jleaving
the twp canoes rocking astern. Ysabel
Dick staggered up, glaring after the
jvniors as they went. He shook an
infurinted fist after them, apd Bob
Cherry playfully. kissed bhis hand n
return,

Then (e oufcast squatted to the
paddle again. The canoe got under
way, the towed canoce rocking after it.

The whaleboat was aliead now, and
drawing nway fast
“Harry Wharton looked back at the
paddling beacheomber.

“The. silly ass!” said Bob, " He
knows now, I suppose, that we're not

following him, as we're leaving him
astern.” : :

“But what the dickens iz ha u;; to 1"
asked Ilarry. “Why should he be
afraid of being watched 77

“Beats me hollow! Must be up to

sométhing 1’ “said. Bob. “Serve him
jolly well right if we kept him in sight,
and kept an eye on him !

“I'm not sure that, we ought to lose
sight of bim,” said Harry slowly. "
cun't begin to guess what his game 1s,
but it must be something pretty shaody

to make him so afraid of being seen at

4 A

“Not our bizney !™ zaid Bob cheerily,
“We haven't run out in this boat te
hang round that drunken bhighter. Let
nim rip ™

And Wharton, though he was fceling
doubtful, aszented.

The whaleboat scudded on, and the
canopes dropped farther and farther
aslern.

No doubt ¥sabel Dick, by that time,
realised that the Greyfriars fellows
were not, after ell, watching bhim. Ile
could hardly have failed to realise it,
whenn the sail danced away from his
eves and became littls more than a
speck on the sea,

Looking back, after a time,
juniors saw oo more of the canoces.

They were standing. well away from
the reef; for ealin as the weather was,
thers was a continual grind of surf an
the coral, and they were careful to give
their craft plenty of zea room. 'There
were spots on the barrier veef where it
was possible to land on the rugged
coral; but the juniors did not know
them, thouzh no doubt ¥sabel Dick did.
It appeared to them, so far a: they
could make out the beachcomber's
intentions at all, that Ysabel Dick waa
heading, with the towed canoe, for some
spot on _the outer reef, on the castern
side of Kalua.

But having lost sight of him, they
dismizsed him from mind. They had
run out for a eruise in the whaleboat,
not o bother their heads about the
outcast of Kalua.

The sun was dipping behind the hill
of Kalua when they tacked round to the
reef possape again., By that time they
had guite forgotten the exizience of
Ysabel Dick. i [

But they were reminded of him when
the whalebont glided across the lagoon
towards the ecoral gquay opposite Mr.
AleTal’s bungalow.

There were a good many canoes out,
under the setting sun, with natives in
them. DBut in one, thev spotted the
tattered hat of Ysabel Diek. Ha was

the

paddling slowls, evidenﬂfﬂtimd by his
trip; and he was po longer towing
another canoe.

Thev watched him curiously az the
whaleboat glided by. He caught sight
of them, and gave them a scowl, but no
further attention. .

“YWell, this beats it1” said Bob.
“ile's left that towed canoe gutside the

rogf—what on earth for?! He was
takking that canoce somewhers, and he's
left it there—outzide the reef.”

“I give 1t-up!” said Harry.

It was quite s puzzle. The heach-
comber had towed a cance out of the
lagoon, and left it somewhere on the
seaward side of the barrier reef. That
there was something * shad{‘ " about
that mysterious proceeding, the juniors
could hardly doubt; the outoast's fear
of being watched was proof enough of
that. . But what it was, ther could not
begin to guess.

owever, they did not give the maiter
much fthoiught. They ran the whale-
boat- in, tieag up at the guay, and walked
up to the bungalow more than ready for
supper.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bad For Bunter!

NORE!
Popoo grinned. . :
That sound, not melodious in

itself, was music to the ears of
the Tonga boy.

Billy Bunter was asleap.

Tor.s long time, while Popoo indus-
triously paddled the «canoe, Billy
Bunter sat, or ralher sprawled, an
eeveral cushions, and travelled slcadily
through =& bynch of ripe bananas.
Bunter liked bananas; especially the
ripe, rich ones. They grew in innu-
merable clusters on Kalua, and for the
first time in his fat career Billy Bunter
could have all the bapanas he wanted,
without paying for them. 5o he had
guite a lot.

Bunter was {eeling bappy and com-
fortable. Sprawling in the glidin
canoe, scoffing uncounted bananas, &n
ihrowing the eskins into the lagoon,
gitended by a faithful nigger, scemed
to Billy Bunter quife & happy way of
spending an hour or two after tea i

He had told Popos to paddle him
round the island. FPopoo did net look
happy, as every stroke of the paddle
took him farther and farther away
from the dancing throng on the beach.

But Bunter was satisfied; so it did
not, of course, matter whether Popoo
was or not. .

Having finished the bananas, Billy
Dunter tilted his hat over his fat face,
to keep the sun off, pillowed his fag
head a little more comfortably, closed
his eves behind his big spectacles, and
went to sleep. ) .

Which caused a grin to glide, over
Popoo’s brown, tattooed face.

3 soon as Bunter began to snore,
Popoo ceased to paddle. He drew the
paddle m, and laid it guietly down.

The canoe, by that time, had covered
a couple of miles, round the eastern side
of the island. The quay and the
buildings were long out of sight, hidden
by the curve of the shore.

Popoo rose softly to his feet.

Hie eyes were watchfully on his fat,
white master., Had Bunter awakened,
the Tonga boy would have grasped the
paddle again and paddled on.

But Bunter did not awalen. Bunter
waz nob casy to wake at any time, when
once slumber’s chain had bound him!
And Popoo's movements were very
cantious.

Silently, softly he ﬁlIEpud over tha
gide of the cance into the water. [l
brown limbs slid into the lagoon with-
out a sound. i

Bunter snoved on! The cance was a

od half-mile out from the island
Eurei; but that distance was nothing to
a Kanaka swimmer. Popoo let go, and
BV BTL. ;

He struck out for the island,
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 §1and back 1** snarled Ysabel Dick, as his knife circled in the air to cut away the rigging.  Fortunately, however, Bob

Cherry had a boat-hook In his grasp, and he lunged with if, the sharp end jabbing info the beachcomber’s shoulder. Ysabek

That faithful nigger was deserting
his white master! The lure of the
native dance was teo strong for his
faithfulness—such 2s it wasl Fopoo
was going to swim to the nearest point
of the island, cut across to the south
beach, snd join in the merry dance, to
the tinkle of the ukuleles, "abschitely
regardless of his fat, white master
snoving in the cance! Ever since .they
had staried, Popoo bad been watching
for 2 chance to get away; and this
was his chance.

Griomning, the Tonga boy swam
swiftly, and disappeared across the
lagoon. Had Bunter awakened, ho
would not have seen him now, But
Bunter did not awukenl He snored
happily on.

Certainly, it never ocenrred to Popoo
that his fat, white master might be in
any danger, thus deserted in a diifting
canca on the lageon, There was -
current that set eastward, towards the
barrier reef; but the reef was distant;
and even if the cance drifted on it, in
guch calm weather no harm would be
done—it would be only a light bump.
All that Bunter had to do, when he
woke up, was to paddle home. That
was what Popoo would have thought,
had he thought ot all| But in point of
fact, ho did not think at af, He
simply jumped at the chance of getting
awav—and gotl

The ecanos drifted gently on the
current. Had Popoo thought about the
matter, it would hardly have occurred
to him that Billy Bunter was incapahl
of handling a peaddls to the extent o
etting the cance home. But that was
the pase; although Popoo did not know
it or think about it .

Popoo had joined the native dancers,
and totally and utterly forgotien the
existence of his white master, while
Bunter was still drifting slowly, but

Dick gave a gasping howl and staggered.

surely, towards the barrier reef on the
eastern side, fast aslrep.

The =zun zaunk lower behind ihe hill
of Kalha. Shadows crept up from
ihe eastern sea. (Canoes on the
lagoon made for the beach—with one
P}IEE%::iﬂn! Bunter's canoe was making
for ihe reef!

2till the happy Owl snored! He
might have gone on snoring for a con-
siderable time longer than he did; but
he was awakened, at long last, II&;.' a
bump. That bump jerked him into
wakefulness. ¢

He wawned, and sat up, pushing his
hat back on hiz head, and mttinﬁ his
spectacles  etraight on his fat little
nose. -He blinked in surprize to find
himself in deep dusk. ha last red
leam  of - the zun was disappesving

hind the' wooded hill in the ifar
distance ‘westward,

“1 sav, what * ejaculated Bunter,

He blinked vound him in surprise
and annoyance.

“Popoo ! Where are you, you black
beast ¥ “Pope- V" roaved DBunter,

In the deep dusk he did not discern,
for a moment or two, tha: he was
alone, DBut he =~on becanfe aware
that Popoo-lo-linga-in. waz no longer

in the canoe.

The fat junior etarted to his feet,
staring - round him 11n  astonmishment,
mingled with alarm. The cance rocked
ag he did so, and Bunter stymbled, and
nearly went over.

- erikey 1! he pasped,

He blinked to and fro across the
shadowy lageon in alarm, Had he
been on the south side of Kslus,
he would have seen lighis twinkling
from the buildings, But on the eastern
gide all was dark., There was only one
gettlement on the island—cn  the
gouthern beach, facing the reef pas-

sage. A fow bungalows and native
huts were scattered here and there in-

land. DBut Bunter could not even sce
it in the gloom. It was a good dis-
tance sway: for the camoe had now

drifted right across the cast lagoon,
and was bumping on the outer recf.

It wes the bump on the coral thab
had startled Bunter out of happy
glumber. As he stood blinking round
with alarmed eyes the cance bumped
again, and ho sat down suddenly with
o thud that almost capsized the Jight
craft.

“Ohi” gasped Bunter.

He struggled to his knees, peering
round him in alarm that was now
deapening to terror.

Fopoo was gone. What had becomo
of him Bunter did not know,. and .could
not guess—neither . did he ponder on
the mystery. The fact that he was
one wis plain enough, and enough
or Bunter

He was left alone in the cande, drift-
ing in tle deepening dark. But for
the circling barrier reef, the canoe
would have drifted out to sea.

‘!ilf}h']or'!” mumbled the alarmed
Owl.

Where he was he had not the faintest
idea, except that he wes Hoasting some-
where on the lagoon in the middle of
which the island lay.

His fat band came f eontdet with
the paddle, anf he picked # up. He
blinked at it dismally. Bunter was
prepared to state, by way of argument,
that he could paddle a cance ss well
ss any man in the Greyfriars party—
indeed, as well ss any Kanaka in the
Pacific. But when jt came aetually
to doing it, he oubte—strong
doubts.
Bumpl
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Another shock made him tolter

Then he realised at last that the
cahoe was bumping on  something,
which could oenly be a shore of same
kind. It was, in fact, bumping on &
low shelf of coral, the inner edge of
the reef, receding after each bump,
and then drfting on againm 1o the
current.

Bunter gave a gasp of relief.

He could see little or nothing. DBut
a shore was & shore. If he could only
pet on land his fat little legs would
take himi back to the manager's bunga-
low, sooner or later. His chief anxicty
was to get out of that oscillating
canoe, safe on texra Arma.

It did not occun. to his fat brain
for a single moment that the canoo
had deifted out to the reecf. It was
bumping on a shore—and that shore
was the island sheore, so far as DBunter
know.

Bump! came again. “This time,
1-1-'3,1‘-:1']11t!if1' ithrough his .spectacles, the
fat Owl made out the rugged coral

against which the cance was bumping.
He reached over, grasped with a fat
hand at a jut of coral, and held. Then,
with great care, he crawled out of
ihe canoec.

The last glimmer of the sun was
gone by this time. All was dark, save
for the gleam of stars in the skv. But
the stars, bright overhead, only seemed
to make his immediate surroundings
darkér. Bunler could see hardly a
vard before his fat little nose.

Btill, he ywas ashore—that was some-
thing, That was a great relief—in the
belief that he was on Kalua

The guestion was—how far hed he
to walk to get to the manager’s bunga-
low? Had he been on the island, follow-
ing the shora would have led him to it,
rooner or later. Happily unaware that
there was a mile of deep water be-
tweert lim and the i1sland, Bunter
stavted along the edpe of the reef.
The canoe, left to itself, foated away
on & twirl of the current, and dis-
appeared into the darkness, unheeded
v Bunter.

Bunter was thinking of the lights at
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the manager’s bungalow,
spot them every minute,
likely to "happen.

hoping to
It was not

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER:!
Nothing Doing !

SABEL DICK shut hia teecth
hard, his eyes gleamiong in the
darkness like » cat's.

The beacheomber of Kalus,
crouching behind a palm-trunk, peered
through the shadows at the prison hut,
and bresthed cursea under his breath
a3 he made out the dim fgure of
Kololoo, squatted by the door.

At a little distance the lights from
the manager’'s bungalow twinkled out
into the tropic night. But by the
palm-pole gagl all was deeply dark.

The outcast of Kalua had crept as
silently as any wary Kanaka, close to
the hut. DBut he stopped, and dodged
behind ithe nearest tree, at the sight
of the native policeman on  guard
there,

Kololoo was not keeping a very wary
walch. He sat leaning back sgainst
the hut staring towards the starry
lagoon, his bare, brown legs stretched
out, his stick- acrosa his knees, He
was listening to the tinkle of the music,
and walching the native dancers at a
little distance in the starlight.

But there was no doubt that he
would have observed envone who had
approached near: and the beach-
comber cursed him  silently, but
fluently.

From within the hut the sound of a
guitural, grunting oath was heard.
The Dutchman was theres—thoa man
Ysabel Dick intended to release, if he
could. But Kclolog was in the way,
and for long, long minutes-the beach-
comber stood in the darkness, in silent
rage and indecision.

But he made up his mind at last.
For what he had planned that night.
the outcast of Kalua needed help, and
tha Dutechman was the only man on
Kalua to help him. It was, mdeed, the
Dutchman'’s arrival that had caused
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him to lav that plan. e had counted
on releasing Van Dink, and enlisting
his aid.

SBilently the beacheomber glided
away in the shadows In = fow
minutes he cr:%fpt back again, with a
beavy chunk of coral in his grip.

His eyes gleamed at Iololoo, still
watching the dancers, sand unconscioua

danger.

The beachcomber crept to the back
of the hut, so that the building wus
between him and the %‘Innnka. guard.
Then he crept silently along the side
wall to the corner, and looked round.

He was on Kololoo's left, not more
than four feet from him, and had the
Kanaka turned his head, ever s
slightly, he must have seen him.

But Kololoo's eves were fixed before
himi on the circling mazes of the native
dunce a hundeed yards away on the
beach. -

He did not turn his head.

But for long, Iong minutes the beach-
comber remained without movement.
the coral gripped in his hend, his henre
beating; his eves gleaming, bhesitating
act.

He had to take the XKanaks by
sudden surprise, if he were to have any
chance at all. If he falled hiz game
was up. He would have been an infant
in the Kanaka's hands once Kololoo
was warned of danger.

But he screwed up his nerve at last,
and acted. With a sudden spring.
ewift as the rush of the tiger-shark on
his prey, he leaped at the Kanaka.

His movement consed Kololoo to
turn his head—too late! The lump of
coral, in a desperate hand, crashed—
crashing on the fuzzy head with all
the force that Ysabel Dick could put
into the blow.

Kololoo gave one gas;p,
up, senseless, The blow would have
killed & whita It  stunncd
Kololoo.

The man from Ysabel stood panting,
perspiration dripping down his face.
The coral rock was ready for another
blow., But the Kanaks lay senselezs at
his feet, and Ysasbel Dick dropped his
Wweapon.

Panting, he groped at the deor. It
wis locked, as he knew it must be, and
he knew that the lock was sirong. the
wood a hard teak, Ysabel Dick knew
tha island gaol well enough. He hod
been inside more than once. He
groped along fromn the door, over the
close-set palm-poles of the wall, Ilere
and there was an interstien between the
poles, and he quickly found one. He
put his mouth to i1, and whispered :

“Van Dink I

Ha heard a startled gasp in the dark-
ness within,

“Wie roept miy?"’

“Fool! Bpeak English!” hissed tha
beackcomber,  “It's your shipmate—
Ysabel Dick.™

“Ach!® came a deep bresih from
within, “Then you knew—you have
geon——""

“T saw wyou brought ashore.
here to get you out of this. Listen to
me, YVan Dink! Keep quiet!  I've
stunned the migger on guard, but 1t
will not last long.™ '

“Have vou o knife?”

“Yos, ves!™

“Fool! Drive it to his heart while
he iz senseless 1"

“Hold your

and erumpled

man,

I'm

wngue ' hissed the
beachcombey, “Listen! Minutes are
recious | I have a canoe on the
ﬁemh. I have taken another canoo
putside the reef., and left it on the cast
side. We run across the lagoon, cross



the reer, and get the other canoe—at
tea, Do you understand i

“Ja, jal But—" . .

“If they get after us—as they will—
they will think we have gone by the
reef passage—they are sure to thunk 50—
on the =outh side. But we shall have
struck east. They will never guess. We
shall .cross the reef and get to sea while
they aro wasting their ume at the reet
passage—"

“Ja, ja!i .

“Listen! Lord Maulevercr 18 at
McTak's bungalow ! I have told you of
him. ¥ou know whom 1 mean?”

“Ach! Do I not know?"” grunted the
Dutchman savagely, “It was fo warn
you that he was in the Pacific that 1
came to seek you—and landed in this.”

“Listen | hreathed the beachcomber
through the slit in the palm-poles. “He
goes with us 1™ 4

“Ach! Get me out of this, and he
will stand in your way no ]mﬁr}"
breathed the Dutchman, ** Do you know
why I am here? 1 would hove tossed
hiny into the ses, and if I had succesded
vou would have shared with me what
¢came to youl Ach!l Get me out of
this, and once my hands are upon him
weg——"

“Fooll Brute! Listen!” snarled the
beachcomber. *“Three days ago I had
him under a rifle, but my heart failed
me at the last moment. I fired, but I
missad. Can you understand that,
bruto that you are?"

“Neen | grunted the Dutchman.
*There i3 & fortune, and you falter—-"

“I tell you the boy sball not be
harmed! Not for all that would follow
—not for twice, snd thrice, as much!
I knew that when I let him escape my
ehot. I knew that I could not-stand
for it! But there are other ways
Brute, you know well enough; you have
marocned men on lonely rocks—"

“Ja, jal DBut—" .

“Tisten! A copra sack shipped over
hiz head, in the dark night, then to the
canoe, the reef. You understand "

“The thrust of a knife—"

“Fooll If you harm the boy I will
hand you over ta the rope,” snarled the
beacheomber, 1 tell you I will not stand
for that, or my rifla would not have
niizzed when I fired on him.. He goes
with us—a prisoner! He will disap-
pear, and pever be heard of again, and
it will enswer the same purpose |
step into everything if he 15 not found
again, But he shall not be harmed

“Ag vou choose, fool that you arel”
muttercd the Dutchman. *“We share
the——-"

“¥ou shall share more wealth than
you have ever dreamed of in all your
gea-thieving, and_ nigger-stealing, and
pe‘af]]-pﬁ?chmgi Mow you understand 1"

*Ja

“Tha nigger will not remain. sense-
less long ; you know Kanaka skulls. But
we have time—ample time! I have
been in this hut——" The beachcomber
gritted his teetn. I have prowled in
it, Jike & wild animal seeking escape.
Listen to me, Van Dink! Grope along
this wall—"

“Achl But—"

“Fool! Listen! GGrope along this
wall, to the back corner. There ia a
pole at which I wrenched more than
once, when I was a prisoner, as you
are. It is not so firm as the others.
It is beyond one man's stremgth, but
wot beyond two. Do sou understand?
You have the strength of & walrus—and
I will help from this side. Between us
we ¢an drag it out, and you can squeezo
through, o vou understand 1"

“Achl But I—"

. Y"Lose no timel I tell you that
between us we can wrench out the.post.
Lose no time |
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The Dutchman breathed curses.

“I cannct]l Ach!l My hands are
bound—knotted behind my back I
cannot stir a finper.”

“(h!” gasped the beachcomber. He
panted with rage: It was an utterly
unexpected blow. *You are bound—a
thousand curses! Why are you hound ?
No prisoner has ever been bound in
this  hut before! Oh, fcol, bruie,
rufian! You had to ask f[or that, and
vou have ruined alll™

He leaned con the palm-pole wall.
panting.

From within, the Duichman’s voice

rowled corees. Freedom was within

15 reach—freedom and a fortune, and
his own bruial truculence had robbed
him of 1t. Had his hands been free, a
few minutes would have seen him out-
sidde the prizon hutl” But his hands
were knotted fast, and he conld give no
fi]'d to the man who bad come to save

1iTls

“Fooll Brute! Fool "™ groaned the
man cutside. )

“Ach! ¥on smmst help me ! hissed
the Dutchman. “You have & knife.

The Kapaka need not weske. And then
}'ﬂu—--”

“It is useless, I will try, but it is
uselessg——""

The man from Ysabel moved along
the wall to the back corner. The
Dutehman, helpless within, heard &
sound of gasping, straining, creaking,
wrenching. But it was followed by &
groan of exhaustion.

With the helf of the muscular ruffian
within, the palm-pole could have been
wrenched out. naided, the beach-
comber could not move 1. It would
not have been easy for two; for one, it
was & sheer impﬂsaihﬂifg. "

Yaabel Dick, exhausted by the effort
that made the sweat run down him in
streams, leamed on the wall, breath-
ing 1n groans. There was_an incessant
muttering of Dutch curses within,

Then thers was another round—a
quivering gasp from a man recovering
conseiousness. IKololoe was comin
to his senges, The man from Ysahcﬁ
heard him stirring.

Instantly he left the palm-pole wall
and skulked away into the darkness.
He was gone bafore Kololoo gained his
feet, rubbing his dizzy head, staring
round him 1n dazed amarement. The
game wae up, and the beachcomber waa
gone; and the Dutchman, still =
prisoner, breathed fury and :iisappuintn
ment i the igland gaol.

— e

THE NINETEENTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter In Luek !

s H lor’' 1" groaned Bill
Bunter was worried.
He cams to a dismayed halt,
hlinking round him dizmally
through his big spectacles.

Bunter had followed the edge of the
coral reef in the obtuse belief that he
was on the island shore. Dubt he was
not able 1o follow it very far.

For & zhort distance, the shelf of
level coral extended; but after that it
was rugged and broken.

Billy Bunter came to a halt on the
edge of a deep gully, which barred
further progresa. )

Deep down, the water Sowed, swish-
ing on the rock. That gully, if Bunter

known it, extended across the wide
reef, from the lagoon within, to the
ocean without, and was eopeéen to the
tide. But it waz too shallow, and barred
by broken rocks to be used by any
eraft; the smallest cance on Kalua could
not have found a Jmasag& there. Where
Bunter blinked down "inte 1t, on the

Bunter.
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edge of the lagoon, it was deep. n
other places, it was havdly morve than
a zmrc}) wi. But it barred Dunter's
way, and he groaned with dismay.

Still in the belief that he was on the
island, Bunter had no resource but to
follow the shiore to get home., Had the
way been clear, he would have gone an
circling the reef. till his [at littlo legs
failed him. ] ]

Eut the deep crevice put paid to that.
Ha stosd h'liuging at it 1n the ghmmer
of tha stars, in dismal dismay.

“0Oh erikey " groaned Bunter.

He turned, at last, from the water's
edge. As that deep gully bavved his
W%:_ul’. he had to go vound it!

-Ha rolled on mournfully.

It was rough going |

That long, 1rregular gully was a sure
guide across the reef in the dark to
the outer rim, {facing the Pacific.
Bunter was, had he only gucssed it,
heading for the open sea |

It was as well for his peace of mind
that he did not guess it! He had no
desire whatever to view the Pacific by
starlight.

The coral was rugged, and broken
with crevices, gullics, gaps, ridges, and
jutting spurs. It was tangled here and
there with seaweed, left by the tides.
Bunter tramped, - and rolled, and
stumbled on, every new and then
tumbling over, and scrambling up
AgBIN.

very minute he hoped fo zee the end
of that gully, and to walk round the
end and get on his homeward way.

He got to the end at last, after what
seemed to him miles and miles of elumb-
li:g and tumbling.

ut as be reached the end of the gully
it widened, and beyond, in the glimmer
of the stars, rblled a vast space of
water. »

Bunter blinked &t it, ndt understand-
ing, for a minute or two. Indeed, he
fancied at first that he must have
walked seross Kalua and hit the lagoon
on theé other side of the island! :

But that vast stretch of water, rolling
to mmfnity in the dglittar of the stars,
was no lagoon, and aven the fat Owl's
obtuse brain realised that fact. It
was the ocean !

“"Oh crikey 1" gurgled Bunter “0Oh
lor'! I—I wonder where I am? Ob
gcissors |

He gave a deep, deep i

Slowly but surely it dawned op his
fat brain where he was| Tired out by
the scramble acress the reef, his fat
littla legs aching and bending wnder
him, he stood on the outer edge of the
coral  barrier, Etﬂ-mﬂf at the-' ‘vast
Pacifio. It waa an awiul blow |

He knew now that he was not en the
island at all, but on the barrier reef,
He had turned his fat back on. the
island in following that gully tawards
the zea. .

A silvery ginumer of the rising moon
shimmiered over the wavés in front of
him. He was facing east, and knew
that behind him Jay a mile of lagoon
between him and Kalua.

.He groaned, and greaned again. .

To retraee his steps was -impossible,
He was too fﬂggﬁd out for that, Neither
would it have BEF of, any vse:. for he
had no mecans of crossing the. lagoon
from the inner rim of theé reef, He was
not likely to be ‘able to find hia cence
again in the dark, ‘even if he c¢ould
have handled it when found. He stoad
sagging and grosning.

@ Was hupgﬁv_'l But he almost for
supper, in his |§_|:l:!rﬁ" and: horvor. He
waa out for the might—that was certain,
But the aching. fatigie.in his fat limhs
gutweighed all other ‘cebsiderations.

Fortunately, it was a fine starry n%ﬁht-,

Tee Maioxer Lisrary.—DNo. 1,590,
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Now that he knew where he was, and
that there was no chanee of getting back
to Kalua $ill he was searched for and
found, which certainly could not he
before daylight, his fat thoughts con-
centrated on getting a- rest,

The coral was hard and broken in
sharp edges.  The fat Owl blinked
roud ‘mc-umfiﬂl:.r. for a patch
on whicli to stretch his weary limbs.-He
totiered to snd fro, looking for a rest-
ing. place. B )

Then, in the rigsing light of the moon,
an object met his eyes, at the month of
thie-gully=—rocking to the motion of the
water. .

It was & canoel

Bunter, after an astomwshed stare,
serambled down the rugged coral, into
the-gully to reach ik
it was unoccupied: thongh the paddles
lay within and severel othor dim gbjects.
. The. canoe was out of his reach, tied
on & long painter. Bul it was easy to
grasp the-tapa cord and pull it in,

. Bunter- pulled 1t in, shd rolled into
it, He aquatted down in the cance with
deép satisfaction.

= U0k erikey M he ejaculated. .

Hitherto, it had seemed to Billy
Bunter that he was apecially persecuted
by malicious fortune, . But now his luck
seemed. -to have changed!. [lis- eyes
glistened behind- his spectacles, at the

ight of & heap of bunches of bananas.

e grabbed, and atel

Bananas went down like oystera
There was a piie of coconuts, also, but
they needed -cracking, so Bunter con-
tented himself with the bananas. He ate,
and ~and was comforted. And when
he discovered that one of the dim objecta
in the canoe was a rush basket, and
that it contained cold roast pork, Bunter
smiled!  Another badket. contained
vams, and another bread-fyuit! Bunter
grione

Why some unknown person  had
provisioned that cance, as if for a
vovage, and left it outside the reef,
Bunter could not begin to guess! But
gﬁ was glad that some unknown person

a:

He ate, and ate, and ate ! He realised
that he was not, after all, so badly off.
The grub was ample—more than ample!
There were mats, and some pieces of
canvas, In the canoe, of which a bed
could be made—and when, at long last,
the interior Bunter was filled to
capacity, he laid his fat person down
on the tapa mats, and drew the canvas
over him—and shut his eres.

Snore !

That deep, rumbling snore, which had
rumbled so often through the Remove
dormitory at Greviriars school, now
mingled with the deep murmur of the
Pacific, and Billy Bunter slept—and
dreamed, happily. of the roast pork he
had eaten?

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,

In Hosiile Hands !
6 HAT asgm—""
“That fathcad—"
. " Where the dickens can he
e’
“The wherefulness 15 preposterous !¥
It was -a puzzle to the Greyfriars
fellows, 3
Billv Bunter had not returned to the
bungalow for supper: which was sur-
rising enough. But he had not returned
or bed : which waa still more surprising.

Mr. McTab had eaid good-night to

the juniora after sué) r, and gone along
to the Flanters’ ﬁfb_t for his ni?‘lhtly
game of bridge with -hisﬁ.cn:l-nies there.

of sand.

e could see that

THE MAGNET

But the Greyiriara fellows did not go
to their.rooms,

They were puzzled about Buyunter's
prolonged absence, and beginning to get
a little worried. They gathered in the
veranda, locking ou? over the moonlit
beach ‘and the lagoon, hoping to see s
fat figure, every moment, rolling honle.
But no such fat figure.appeared in the
offing. .

“What the dickens has become of the
fat ass?” growled Johnny Bull, “He
can 't have had an accident in the canoe,

with a RKanaka paddling for him.”
“He's all right, with Popoo,” said
Bob, - “Can’t make it outl Iven. if

they went all round the island, thev'd

be back before this”
“That fet chump— growled
Johnny Buall

“We'd better all stay up, I think,"
said . Harry. . “If he doesn't comeo in,
something must have happened. But
Popoo must be with. him—unlesa——'
The captain of the Greyfriars’ Remove
broke off abruptly as a new  thought
cane 1mte his mind.

- 'opoc started with him,” said.Boh,

“Well, wyes, but we Lnow-that hae

never wanted to go, and that fat- as
Euli_:;-raggﬂgi him into it said Harry!

We saw them stort, when -we. wors
sailing the whalebsat.off—Popoo was
'.\'lt-lai}l:iﬁ‘h-tilénn- But—

it T old faithiul nigger 1 chuckled
Bob, *“You think Popoo may have left
him in the lureh 7%

“I shouldn't wonder! He was keen
on. getbing to the native dance, and he
wasn’ts at all keen on paddling Bunter
abaout.” '

Lord Mauleverer
Madeira chair.

“Hetter look for him, you chaps,”
he said. ** We ean’t go to bed, and leave
Bunter to it. What?”

o o Lovely night for a walk,” said Bob.

Look at the jolly old mwoont We'll
walk round "and see if we can find
Popoo.™

And the half dozen juniors went down
the steps. Now that the thought had
ocenrred to them, they considered it
very probable that Popoo had somehow
given Bunter the slip, and got back to
the dance. That dance was over now,
though there were still many natives
loitering on the beach, the moonlight
gleamed hike silver.

In the uncertain light, one Kanaka
was very liké another; and any of the
bronge fignures, at a [ittle distanca might
have, been Popoo. The Greyfriars
fellows walked along ‘the beach; ‘glane-
ing sbout them st brown faces and
fuzzy heads. After a few minutes, they
separated, taking different directions—
evervone of them looking for Popoo.
A shadowy figure, under & tall slant-
ing palm caught IHarcy Wharton's
eyves, and he stopped.

“PopooI” he exclaimed. But the
next moment he saw that it was not a
Kanaka, The stubbly face and gleaming
eves of Yeabel Dick peered at him.

Harry Wharton passed on: the beach-
comber staring after him.

There was a strange light in Vsabel
Dick’s eyes.

Severzl times, as the evening grew
older, tho outcast of Kalua had prowled
near the manager’s bungalow,

Bince his failure to release the Dulch
man from the island gacl, he had been
in doubt, He had laid his plans, count-
ing on the Dutchman's aid in carrying
them out: he had never thonght of
acting singie-handed. But now, as the
matter stood, the plans were laid: the
Se4-EOING canoe was waiting on the outer

rase from his

reef: all was cut and dried, if he had
the norve, and found the opportunity
to seize on the scheolboy earl.

He had watched -Mr. McTab walk
along to the Planters. He had no doubt
that the Kanaka house-boys would slip
out to chatter with their friends on the
beach, when they were no longer
wanted, In- doubt. and hesitation, he
had debatéed whether he had a chanece,
unaided, of ‘getting to Lord Maule-
verer's room, ‘in  the bungalow, and
carrving out-his desperate scheme with-
out the help of Van Dink.

He was thinking 1t over, when
Whartén passed him in the dusk, Tor
some Téason, unknown -to him, the
schoolbors had not gone to bed, but hed
come out on the beach. And he made
a quick step afier Harry.

“Looking for somebody, he
ashed civilly,

Wharton glanced back.

He had not expected civility from the
beacheomber, after what had- happened

_Bic "

it the whaleboat that .afternoon,. But
the man was eivil enough now, -
“Yes™ he anmswered., “Have wou

wen anvthing of Popoo—the Tonga boy;
or-of  Bunter? The fat chap—>

“I know him, sir—but I haven't scen
him,” said the beachcomber, in the same
civil tbne. “I think I saw the Tonga
boy. dancing with the niggers—but thas
was some time ago.''
- Harry Wharton nodded, and walked
ol

The man frem Ysahel,
hard, stood under the palm.
. The fat fellow, it seemed, was miss-
ing—they were looking for him ! Lord
Mauleverer, doubtless, with the rest!
His eves glittered.

Harry harton,

breathing

assing o©on  among
the palms, forgei his existence in a
few moments.  The other fallows,
sealtered about the beach, were not
thinking of him at all.

Certainly Lord Mauleverer, as he
sauntered on the beach, and among the
E:lms, with an eve open for a 'T'onga

¥ was not thinking of the berch-
comber, or dreaming of danger.

[f the schoolboy ear]l heard, once or
twice, & shuffling foofslep near him, ha
did not heed it. That an enemy had
spotted him, and was shadowing him,
watching for a chanee at him if he

assed out of the moonlight on the open

ach, was mnot likely to ocour to
Mauly.

No thought of danger ecrossed his
mind, for & moment, till suddenly the
danger came.. He was passing under a
clump of palms, the heavy fronds chut-
ting off the moonlight, when there was
& panting breath behind him, & sudden
step; and something descended suddenly
over his head.

Mauleverer staggered in sheer amaze-
et

It was a copra sack, and it was over
him, down to his knees. As heo staggered
in the sack, he was whirled over on
the earth; and as . he struggled, in
dizzy amazement, a cord, already
looped round the saclk, was drawn
tight, It pinned his arms to his sides.
Another cord, instantly drawn tight,
crammed the rough sacking tight sver
his mouth, stiffing his attempt to utter
& cry. Almost in & moment, as it
seemed, he was a helpless prisoner.

He dould hardly. breathe.

Who had thus seized him, he had no
idea, unless by same evil chance the
Duachman had escaped from the island
gaol. Whoever it was, Maulevarer was
completely at his merey.

{Cantinwed on pags 2B.)

ﬂil:ﬁjl.‘;l in Eagland and published 7.

[l atl e L, ri1 0 I:I'ﬂvl:fI i
. E-umrtd Bubseription 'Eutarznﬂn a

Bd sud Abroly 1e
" i 8, AL ;
ob & Qotch, Lid., snd for Bouth Afriea : Centeal hpgw";'l Aganty, Lid

maturday h]:_r[ the Froprietors, The Awmalgainated Press, Lid,, Tohe Fleetway Houxe,
o #gistte#mﬁ {-:ri Ertamlm uaiuﬁn
£on 0T AuUsiTolia an
== Batlurday, August Gih, 1938,

vee, Farrlogdon Street, London,
=2, Bd. I

or @iy months, Sole

E-C.4. He

-—

Farrlngdon Bireer,
¥ Canadinn Magazins

tw ZFealapd @ CLET



EVERY SATURDAY

El':{f We Go Again On Aﬂ?ﬂ!é‘?‘ Specially Conducted Tour with—

REYI’I?

T——

SNSRI A RN SN F RN NN NN NP IS IR NN IS SN PN R I NGAR A BN

mam e —

IARS GUIDE 4.

—-

: 2

ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS. Popper’s Island

(1)

It's a lovely littla plot,

It's a choice and charming spot,

It is guite the most delightful situa.
tion to be found;

And for picnics none can beat

Such a Enautiiui retreat,

Though we often beat a swift retreat
when Popper iz around.
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AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Starts Office Hours
Alone in his office (viz. Study 14)
The business man does his accounts,
For Fisher T. Fish is attentive and
keen
When reckoning up his amounts.
The scope of his-talents
At striking a balance
Is probably almost unigue;
For two dollars twenty is certainly

lenty .
Of profit to make in a week.

The clients who enter the roont with
a grin )
Go out, as a rule, with a groan;
They sobbingly bid a [arewell to their
iin
For interest due on a loan!
The fellows who borrow
" & bob till to-morrow M
Are brole when to-morrow arrives,
Then Fishy enlarges the scale of his
charges
To cover the rest of their lives,

Then Bunter comes in with a hopeful
design,
But Fishy soon shatters his dream;
Ha asks for a fiver, and says he will
sIEmn
Promissory notes by the ream.

But big business giants
Can _pick their own clients,
And Fishy says: “Git, you fat
geck !

I reckon you're loco!™ And batters
his bolo,

And Bunter goes cut on his neck.

Then Hobson contes next, just to hire
Fishy's keys,
Two cents 15 the fee, which is fair,
Then Snoop tries to sell him a book
about bees,
(Continuecd at foot of next ceol.)

(Stop Prese.

(2)

For that island, if you're wise,

Is forbidden paradize,

While Zir Hilton Popper, Baronet,

maintains the place is his;

It is nothing of the kind,

But he'll never change his mind,

For he thinks he owns the universe
and all that therein s

(3

So the place is out of bounds,

And upon their daily rounds

All Sir Hilton Papper’s keepers have
an eve foy trespassors;

But we go and chance the row,

And, in fact, I'm off there now,

And I'm quite preparved to bend and
take my “=x * if it accure.

It has! Ow.wow-wow !

i,

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

”~  CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE,

the dandified capiain of the Upper
Fourth.

T is for Temple of the Fourih,
Search all the connties in (he norlh
You'll find no fellow hali so greas
Cr s0 much like a fashion plate.
Search all the counties in the east,
No trouszers are more fincly creazed,

Srarch all the counties in the west,
No fellow there so neatly dressed,
Search all the counties in the seuth
off his

No [ellow there “shoots
month ™

Or talks so grandly and so long

Az Temple, when he's poing strong !

Thiz is, of course, his own idea,

The reason why 1s hardly elear,

He's juzt a tailor’s dummy that

Can tallk, but only through his hat!

But soon “buzzres off ” in despair.
Yot Fishy amasses
Good profits from asses

Who sell things for what he will

v pa *. + 3 &
Till _’E!,u'[fl1 coming bLack, kicks him out
of the shack,
And the eoffice is clozed for the day.

FIRST TEST MATCH
England v. The World

Eﬂfland beat The World in a grand
full day Test Match on Little Bide, Full
BCOPPS |
EXNGLAND.
H. Wharion ¢ & b Ogilvy . , , 22
H. V..-Bmith lbw b Singh . ., . 40
R. Cherry b Singh . A

M. Linley ¢ Morgan b 8ingh . 17
H. Penfold b Singh . . . . 9
J. Bull ¢ Singh b Field . . . &
T. Redwing e Desmmond b Brown 19
FP. Hazeldene b Brown Sy B
F. Xugent std Morgan b Brown 4
R. Russell not out T
W. Wibley b Singh . . . . :

Extraa L ETE g 5 ]

Teotal 133
THE WORLD.

S Q. I Field lbw V.-8mith . 31
P, Delarey ¢ Bull b Cherey . . &
T. Brown not out .« e« « 51
D, Morgan b V..8mith . . . 5

R, D. Ogilvy ¢ Whartan b
] Cherry 11
H. J. R. Singh lbw b Penfeld 7

Al Desmon & Wharton b
Cherry 3
A, XNewland ¢ Linley b Cherry 4
M. Dupont b Cherr i m 2
Wun Lugg b Penfald . . . 1
F. T. Fizh ht wkt b V.-Sntih 0
Extras ST @ Th W o
Tolal 132

Ernpland thus won a thrilling game by
6 yuns. The World was lucky in having
the Remove's best bowlers, Inky, Tom
Brown, Oggy and—when he's not
wicket-keeping—Bquff. Their batting
was pretty shaky, bubt it was a close
game, and if i1t hadn't been for a
Lrilliant spell of bowling by Bob Cherry
they would have waon, %‘:}m Drown and
Souiff scored mozt of The World's runs
Browney playing a great innings nmi
being not out in the end. If Fishy could
have kept his bat out of his stuinps fop
one over, Browney would have polished
off the arrcars and won the match.
Wharten and Smithy put 50 on the
hoard for England’s first wicket, and
Linley helped 8mithy in another
Eartﬂershlp, but an unfortunate duck
v me—the rosult of a sheer Auke—
made. things look grim. However,
Hazel and Reddy came together and
zsaved the situation.

It was a great satisfaction to me to
get  Inky's wicket when The World
batted. That riade us quits |
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He felt himself litted and earried
awav—cdeopor, as he could guess, into
the shadows. He could hear tho man
gasp and pant; and he knew that 1t was
not fthe Dufchman.. but a muach less
powerful man.

e was set down again and again—to
allow his captor to rest and get his
bresth. - When he was set down for thas
third time, he felt himsgelf in motion.
He was in o canoe.

No word reached him. He lay help-
less,” dizzy, rolled in the sack’in the
bottom of the cance, while the unknown,
unseen man plied the paddle” He could
do nothing but listen to the dash of the
paddle and wonder, whnt&it alf meant, v

Thersa was a jarring bump.” The
canoe had touched a’ shore. He was
lifted - out and -set on his fect. He
stumbled _on rugged  éoral, and knew
ﬂm!‘.:%:hlui had been  taken across the
lagoan™ ¢ ‘the barrier reef,

“Wallc 1" came 8 wvoice in his ear,
muffled- through the sack, Theve was a
grip on -the -cord that-bound himn, and
he was roughly pulled

He" Btajipi'eri-_d, recovered his footing,
and: stumble.d " along in. the sack. ,
. The . grgsping hand guided him. He
wag being taken across the reef—head-
mg‘lfm- the, opfn séa. .

o knew, only too well, that whoever
his cnemy was, he was in-the hands of
a desperate kidnapper—and he could
guess that some craft waited outside
the reef. That could be the ¢nly mean-
mg of this. And though Mauleverer did
not lose his courage, his heart was like
lead as he stumbled along the rugged
coral,  guided by the grasp of the
unknown hand.

e e

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter On The Spot !

3 uMP!
“Qooh ¥ gasped Billy Bunter,

He awoke—quite sudcenly.

Bomething had fallen, heavily
and snddenly, acrosa his fat legs, under
the canvas, as e lay in happy slumber
in the rmhitag caroe, in the gully on
ihie seaward side of tho reef.

What it was, DBunter did not know.
It lay heavily across lis legs, wriggling
asz it lay.

The startled Owl Lifted his head, and

blinked at it.
"What he saw made him wonder
whether he was still dreaming. It was
a copra sack—full of something., What
it-was full of, wriggled, and gasped.
From. th: end protruded two lege-the
amazed Owl saw the ends of a pair of
white tronserz and two elegant shoes,

He stared, petrified

There 'was.a wriggling, half-sufforated
}T:'mmh‘.rr..'tl_{-d in the sack, sprawling. over
Junter’s legs | Bomeone had swiing him

‘THE MAGNET—EVERY SA TURDAY

ou the rugged coral to which the cance
WAS tl_ed.
Bunter turned a dizzy head,

A figure was stooping on the coral,
the back to Bunter, fumbling with the
rope that secured the canoc.

uhter gave 1t & terrified blink,

. Who 1t was, he had no idea; but even
the obtuze fabt Owl eould understand
what was happening. A kidnapped
prizoner was i the sack that had been

itched in, and the kidnapper was un-
astening the painter—to follow it in
and fun out to sea!
. Billy Bunter was nol guick on the
vptake. Dut sheer terror sharpened his
facnities. The man on the reef had
not seen” him—did not dream that any.
one was in the canoe under the canvas

théra. But he would know a3 =zoon a=
he jumped in! "Ard when he found
Bunter-

Even as the terrified fat Ow] blinked
nt himm in helpless dréad, the man rose,
the painter in s hand—uniied !

Then Bunier acled—rather on mstinet
than on thought, for he was too fright-
ened to think. He reached over, and
gave a hard and hureied push at the
cotal.

The canoe shot away fram the roack.

The mdn was turning towards it, the
cord in his hand—the sudden and unex-

.géétt:c] pull jerked the ecord from his

NEers. X :

*The eanoe rocked on the tide, shooting
away from the rock, There was a shout
of amazement and vage from the man
left standing on the coval.

But Bunter lost sight of him the next
moment.  The cance was floating dut
to sea, and the deep shadows of the
gully in the reef swallowed the man
wha had been left behind,

“Oh erikev ¥ gasped Bunier,

He struggled out from under the
canvas, and Lhe sacked figure that lax
across 1,

The cange, unguided, rocked wildly,
It was running out to sea—already the
reef was dropping behind.

“1 say—" gasped Bunter,

A girgling murmur came from within
the sack.

Bunter sorted oub his pockeb-kmife,
opened i, and sawed at the kuotted
cord., Then he dragged the sack off.

“Urrrggh ! came a pasn.

“Aauly 1" yvelled Bunter.

1lis eyes faivly popped met%h fiis
spectacles at the sight of Lord Maule-
verer, revealed when the sack was
pulled off.

Mauleverar sat up, and his eves, 100,
popped At Bunter! He was as
astonished to see Bunter as Bunter was
to see him ]

“BibkbubBuenter!”
Mauleverer.

Y0h erikey ! I say, Mauly

Lord Mauleverer staved round him.
The, reef was sinking in the moonlight.
Vortunately, the night was ealmn; the

stud bered

LS

to the:canoc—somepne who was still
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ond, Maule-
verer picked up the paddle.

He steadied the cance. Mauly could
handle a paddle, which was fortunatla
far both of them. ;

* Mim-mum-Manly 1™ %"urgled Bunter.
“Fancy it being vou,” Mauly! I say,
old chap, is—is it really you? ~ Oh
crikey !

"Hort of 1" =aid Aauleverer. ' Did
vou gee {he man who chucked me in?”
“Yes! Nol T just saw him—"

“A white man or & Kanaka ™

“Blessed 1f T know! A white man,
ihough, I suppoze—I—I1 think ha had
trousers onl I didn't stop fo leok at
him, Maulv—I just pushed off, when he
untied the rope—oh lor'| H I
findn't—""

Bunter shuddered,

Lord Mauleverer .paddled sicadily,
Billy Bunter was shill goggling with
amazement, and wriggling with terror;
but Mauly was his cool and self
possessed solf again.

The canoe came round to the reel
passage at lask. Mauleverer phddled in,
Bunter blinking rather anxiously at the
surf on the ecoral rocks. But thera wis
muFIfz sen-rooh for o canoe, and Mauly
paddled into the lagoon—eand headed for
the fwinkling lights of the bungalow on
the izland shore.

“Hallo, hallo, halle ¥

“ Alauly I

" Bunter !

“YWe miszed yom, Mauly—where the
dickens——"

“You've found Bunter!"™

“Buenter found me!" sanl. Lord
Mauleverer. - “Awly glad to see you
fellows again! I—"

i | 54y, vou fellows, 1 reseued Mauly !

“Can it, Bunter ! said
Five, with one voce,

“PBeastz! 1 tell
Buntor,

“Tact " eald Mauleverer cheerfully.
“But for Bunter I should be sailin® the
jollv old ecean waves, bound for parls
unknawn——-"m

“Mauly I oexelaimed Harry Wharton,

“What on  carth's happenod @™
exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Tell us before
rou go in. fathead ! What—"

“I've pot (o tell MeTab! Yeu come
in and hear we tell himt Save tellin’
the story twiee !

“ Patiwad !

Mre. AMcTab and
listened to Mauly's
amazetnent.  Bbauly
rupted by Billy Bunter,
buzy feeding.

the Famous

L1

you— roared

the Tamons Five
skary, - 1n gibat
told 1f, umnter-
Bunter was

TIE EXD,

(W hateper you da, chums, don't miag;
“rHE SUHOOLRBOY CRUSOES!H—
the mext yarn in thie magrificent seriea,
It ahows PFrank Relards o tipfop
form, ane will provide you with thrills
gaforef)
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TRIUMPHANT AT LAST! g

Last Laughable Instalment of Qur Record-
Breaking Serial :
“MUTINY AMONG THE MASTERSY’

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Letter for you, sir ! "’
Borter, the atrnan,
atod -Mr. Lickham in

Elﬁ quad &ith these
words a cupple of dgﬂ
after tho fiazco in the
Jimmynasium.

The temporary hbead-
master of 8t. Sam's gave
& wizsle as he teckernised
ile family crest on the

back of the envelope|P

Sortor handed him.
 Few | It'e from
Bir Frederick Fungues !
Thanks, Sorter 1™
He carelessly tossed
the postman o French

penny and insertgd = |BU

somewhat grimy thump
into the flap t0 open the
envelope. As he did eo,
a bearded figger hopped
out from behind a shrub
near by and pounced on
him like & cat pouncing

On & TOoUBe.
# Mind if T see ‘what
he says, Lickham "

the newcomeor,
who was none other
than Doctor Bircherall,
Mr. Lickham jumped.
“0Ow! You gave me
quite a start ! Yes, you
con have a sguint, 1f you
like—though I think I
can guess what BSir
Fredericlkk is going to
eay,” went on Mr
Lickham, with a grn.
“If I am any judge,
thie letter i8 to announce
that I have passed the
tosta for Iab_r:]tlneaﬂaind
stren wi ¥
-:-.uﬂllaﬂanﬂ that ﬂr‘:%
guvvernors bave decided
to award me the head-

mastership without
bothering about the test
for curridge !

* Ratts | " grinned the

Head.- * But open it
up, old.chap, and then
weg ghall see.’”!

Mr. Lickham shrugged
and opened the letter,
and the two old fogeys
ored over it together.

; iz is what they
read ;

“ Dear Mr. Lickham,
—After carefully con-
gidering the matter, the
vvernors have chosen
two of the candidates
for the headmastbrship
to undergo the final test,
the reat having failed to
reach a suffishantly high
standard im-the first two
tests, Tho two suxxess.
ful candidates should
present thembelvea at
roy house next Saturday
afternoon to have their
eurridgoe tested, Their
names avre ag follows :

Mr. Caddish,
Doctor Birchemall.

" Youra truly,

* FrREDERICE Fuxauss,
Bart."

“ Hooray ! Hip-hip-
hooray 1 2

That deffening cheer,
of course, was from
Dgetor Birchemall., The
ex-headmaster of Bt
Sam’s was as-excited as
a Becond Form fag., He

secezed Mr, Lickham
round the walst and
started waltzing him
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HARRY WHARTON
CALLING

The Summer Term is over—and by the time yon
are re-r.\dm%]thls. my chums.and ¥ will be on cur wa
to the South Seaa ] Here's hoping, readers all, thoug
you may not have the waving angd tropiocal
thrills in store for us, that you will have the best vae,
ever, with plenty of sun and lota of fux,

¥, to_continue my duties

I shall be unable, naturall
a3 Editor of the * QGreyiriars Herald ** whila T am

=

round at
whirlwind speed.
“@Good old me! I

round and

knew I°d do it1 Hip-
hipshcgoray ! ** he ened.

!;:h Lickham, mneed-
lezss to say, was by no
means 80 Jdelited as his
suxxessiul rival,

“ Yah ! Not fair 1 It's
a beestly frawd | Lemme
go ! " he hooted., ** Any-
way, vou haven't won
vet. Ior all
that chap Caddish may
beat you in the final test
-—ang: then he’ll be Head
and you’ll still be on the
dole 1 "

Doctor Birchemall
larfed skornfully as he
reloased the temporary
Head.

* What, Caddish ¥
Never! If wyou think
for o single moment,
Lickham, that that
wretched little whipper-
snapper  stands  an
carthly against me in a
test of curridge, you
must be potty! Any-
way, I think I know
a way of gettling -his
hash ! See wyou later,
Lickham ! I

Doector Birchemall
then set off for the
School House at & spank-
ing pace. There was a

‘rougish  smile  playing

about his lipa as he
galloped up the staire
and walked along to the

Uncensored Letters
No. 7. From FRANK NUGENT

Tlear Pater and Mater,
f—Firut, .mjrtgaﬂt thnn!:la
or agreeing to my spend-
mg iﬁm first part of the
vao, with Wharton and
the rest. You're a
couple of sports to say
“yes ™ B0 easily, You
must think at times that
I'm beginming to make
too much of a hahit of
it ; but I'm too fond of
home for that.

There’'s ome thing
about it, yvou can bet
Y'm in good company so
long aa I'm with the
other members of the
Fameus Five. Though
vou have never seen a
great deal of them, I
think you have geen
thern well enough to
know that much.

Wharton is'a real brick,

as staunch s pal as an
fellow had. e has hig
faults, Hoe ¢an be
mooidy and he has the
dickens of & temper when
he's roused. | But one
can make allowances for
a fellow like Wharton,
He's true blue—and his
faulte only make that
fact stand out more
clearly |
Bob Cherry is just as
oever—bubbling éver with
ood will and high spirita.
ob'a & tomic, and no
mistake ; I'd be jolly
sorry if ever he had to
legve our select little Co |
Johuny Bull, true to
his name, is more trucu-
lent than Bob: but
nnderneath his some.
what crusty oxterior, he

in the most friendly chap

unaginable,  The only
thing that chaps find
objectionable about
Johnny is his disconcert-
ing frankness. Funnily
enough, thia is just what
I like most about him !

The last of the Co, is
his Highness Hurres
Singh—Inky tous ! He's
as smooth and polite as
Johrmy is rough and
rude. And his mannor
is @s scrions as his
English is comice !

nky’s not so easy to
anderstond as the others,
but he's a fine sportsman,
and & great pal.

So these are the chaps
with whom I epend so
much of my time, pater
and mater, I think
ﬁuu‘ll apree I couldn’t

ave chosen a better
erowd in all Greylriars !

No timo {or more now,
Thanke agein for being
such sperts. Hee you
later in the vac !

Love from
FRANE.

ou know |-

study of Jack Jelly, the
k&r_:tm' of "the Fourth.
Evidently eome wily
skeem was forming in
his brane. DBut what
that eslkeemn was and
what it had to do with
Jolly of ths Fourth
remaingd a  scoret—at
rate, for the time
being.
OUn the following
Saturday alternoon the

two selected candidates
duly turned up at Sir
Frederick Funguss' mag.
nificent mMnsion and
were ushered into 8ir
Frederick's presence.

They made a weerd
contraat as they stood
pefore the chairman of
the VVErnors. Mr.
Caddish, who, like sall
boolies, was a cowherd
at hart, looked as white
ag o sheet and trernbled
like en aspirin leaf at
the meer thought of
facing an ordeal to test
his ecurridge. Doctor
Birchemall, on the other
hand, though hs had
never been noted for hia
bravery, was for some
reason best known to
himself, siroply full of
heans |

“ Jentlemen,” said Sir

Frederick, " 1 m]r;. now
oing to put you throu
Bhe Einal test that will
gottle which of yt:iu is to
accupy the prou o8l
tion Pu:-f heuErrmsLa of
&t. Sam’s. I propose to
try your curridge in
soveral ways, 1 heve e
eaptive lipn, for inatance,
at the back of the house,
an' I ghall ask you each
in turn to step into its
cage an' stay there for
five minnitsg— '

But before Sir Freder-
ick could say more, there
came & startling inter.
ruption.

The butler burat into
the room, wobbling like

o jelly out of sheey terror, !

* Help! Help!"” he
cried, in pannick-stricken
tones. *' There's bur-
glars in the house, jents
~four masked berglara!™

Even Sir Frederick's
ruddy complexion turned
white at that unexpected
annonncement.

# B-b-berglaha *** he
gasped. " Berglaha ot
this hour of the day ?
VWhere are they 7!

“Pp.
Froderick,
stairs in your bedroom,

- please,  Bir
they're up-

helpin’ themselves to
your medals !
“Egad!  Somethin’

will have to be done
about this ! ' exclaimed
Sir Frederick, trembling
violently (but only, of
course, from excitement).
* What kind of berglahs
are they 72

“P.p-please, BSir
Frederick, they're cat
berglara | 1

* Then why did you
not dog them ¥ 1! barked
thelbaronet. ** Somebody
will have to tackle them
—that's a certainty ! I'd
do it myself only—eor—1I
am sufferin’ from an
attack of rochatism an'
can't get up the staire
very well! What's
thet t &2

All four lissennd in-
tontly to a pekuliar
ratthng sound ithat had
suddenly broken ont.
It was a sound rescm-
bling the rattling of a
tipewriter, and it pux-
zled them considerably
for & second or two.
And then they realized
what it was. :

* Grate gad ! eried
Sir Frederick. * Your
neeze, Cacddish ! 1t'a
tho sound of vour neeze
nockin’ togethah I 2!

“* Ha, ha, ha ! yelled
Doator Birchemall,

The Head seomed to

gco the comroical sidoe of-

it. But not =o the rest,

gir Irea...ck and the
butler wem in no mood
for larfing, and as for
Mr, Caddish, his fear was

inful fto see.
eads

forrid,

garstly -rhite, and his
neere wirg nocking to-
gether at & really alarm-

Ing rate,

ir* F derick’s
curled, a5 he saw him.
“ Egacd! An' to think
had yim here to test
your cumridgoe |
I've navih in all my life
seen a fillah in such a
bBlue funk  Bob we must
see to th: berglahs ! Is
therer & man amongst

us 1

“ Therd is, Sir Freder-

He's standing be.
you now ™

1t was Doctor Bir-
chemall who repped out
thess words,
headmaster stopped for-
ward—the grin on his

ick 1
fore

of perspiration
wore standing out on his

hisz feet.

(1} M:‘,

Gratef all 1 he

ug face was

Then =&

lipa{ into 8ir F

thing

all 1
Why,

irchemall !

old job!
Sam's ! !

For some
Doctor

8 BXs-

There was a
lcok of deep gratitude
on his ruddy face.
brave Birchem-
mermered.
¢ How can I evah repay
yout You have saved
my medals—my proud-
eat possessions |
ean I do to show wyou
how grateful I feel t
leera came
erick’s eves,
“ Erad ! There ia one
ecan do, Birchem-
I am goin® to do
it at once—an’ nobody
L will evah be able to say
ou don't degserve it!
It iz my
plezzuah and privilege
to give you back wyour
You are once
more headmastah of St.

What

" seconds,
Birchemall
a0 overcome that
could not say a word.
Sheor delite had made

him speechless! Then

now on, I shall be on my
meotal, I shall steel my-
aegainst temptation
and rale myself with a-
rod of iron and take good
eara not t0 earn the atten-
tions of a copper !

* After
happened
Birchemall,
confidence -in t
grinned 8ir Frederick,
* Take up your duties at
once, sir,
and good luck I ™
_ With these words ring-
ing in his ears, Doctor

while Mr, Caddish, nesh-
ing his teeth with rage,
was shown ociabt by the
tradesmen’s entrance.

Out in the roadway,
the reinstated Head was
greeted by four cheery
vungsters who were juet
removing masks from
their facea,

¢t Did the wheeze work

e

Here'a

what has
just  now,
have eve

Co.
Good-bye—

Birchemall walkted out of | in grate glee.
the massive doors of Sir Onee more hs
Frederick's residence,

obliged to you all for
helping me to regain the
headmastership by dress-
ing up as cat berglars!
somothing  for
your trubble [ ™

With that, he dived
into his trowsis
and fished out
penniez, one of which he
you ! | presented to each of the

Jack Joll
off to spen
ire-cornets.,

And Doctor DBirchem-
all returped to St. Sam’s

taking up the rains of
office—and now he didn’t
care if it snowed !

thousands of milea eway; and as nobody else
seems anxious to take om the job duri the
 bola,, I have decided to let Fisher T. Fish
have & shot at it. Fighy is spending the
first part of his vae, at echool and, for
that reason, if for no other, seems a good
choice | I have warned him that if he tampers
overmuch with the style and material of our
little paper, his life will not be worth that
el Continental redat;nt nhnhu:] v;_]ﬁe.h he ia always
pocke ; 80 1n-1ite essential features the
four ait;éku}g Herald ! will- remain wunchan ﬁgﬂj
though I do not doubt that Fishy will add as
meany touches of his own as he dares | I shall
take good care to read all the numbers pro-
duced under his editarship, though they may
raach me somewhat late ; and I am pure that
you, my chums, whether you're hiking, biking,
or lazing by the sca or working on & farm for

the wac., will wateh Fishy's cereer as an

Editor with equal interest |

Greyfriarg follows, aa uesual, are scatieri
far and wide for the hols. thia }'&ar—t-haun;g
none, 1 faney, are van;u:fﬂg po far as our

then went
tho cash on

TWHB

B It s &
THI T ; ri sles wi and pome are
HE END going to the Conti EIE P re iai

aleo claims ite devotees. Some Fifth Formers

HE'S A CRUSTY
CREATURE,)
ANYWAY !

are going'in a party to Madeira and half a
dozen cha:fe: from the Bhell and Upper Fourth
are booked for a tour.of the Northern Capitals,

Wherever they are and whatever they are
doing, you can bet that all Groayfriars men will

clagsical festchers re- | he found his tung at last, | sir § ' asked Jack Jolly,| Talking sbout man.|™eke the most of it—and that goes partic-

placed mow by a look| “Thanks, awf%lly, Sir | of the Fourth. ners, w5 said that | 21Ty for the cheery little crowd of us that

of grim determination | | Frederick 12 he g .| ** Worked like a charm | Loder takes the cake, gﬂ now gailing t0 the other side of the
“T'1 Jo the job—|“ Be mssured, my dear|Jolly—thanks to you|Onthe otherhand, Loder | Lauator | .

alone and unsided | ” he | sir, that your trust will [boys! ! grinned Doctor | himself thinks he's very| Till wo meot again, chums, on my return |

cried, in raging axxzents. | not be misplaced. From | Birchemall. # Much ! well “ bread 1 HARRY WHARTON.

* Single-banded, I will

tackle theee desprit out- e —— e

ia.waﬂ fﬁ?l: 228, ii:fdnmd i'ira,

in the fawe of doom Y] 44 3 » we surprisingly brought about | away. The wasp returned to
Sir Frederick drew a w AIT FOR ]TI sa]d QUELCH in the ?Furm-mnm the cheery thﬁitﬁmk. Qﬁchy dodged,

deep bretu holiday atmosphers that the |and hia papers flew in all
* Birehmall ! M? Quelch-bird had set out to | directions,

brave an' noble fellah ™ ) squash ! Skinner obligingly came out

h!a bmehli:!ai F‘;HBM B C 1d N t W .t H. }.f' The Pﬁﬁf that this was so E;ldﬂgwtulfﬁtﬂd the wasp and

there are four o eas 1ms L4 WES & & g one, fallen papers. Ha

scoundrells, remembah ut ou " &1 = On the thir%i day after the | glanced at them . started.

—armed : té the teeth warning, we were grindi ith & poouliar gleam in his

mont lilcey— Quelchy has & stern way | advise you, for your own|away at & Latin “con ¥ and | eyes, hug:mdedt%emhmktn

“ Pah I' That's a meer
nothing o a man of my
i{t-am Iliéﬂl :

B tiy.
it to ’ma, S Frederick !
L’ll round them up in no

time t I

So saying, Doctor Bir-
chemall deghed out of
the room.  They
bira gullting up
stairs thres at & time, and
after that they
heard & terrvifick bangin
and clatidiing in one o
the rodmu on the floor

then

above.

A cupr.r of minnits

CRITYIn

a cageful of millitary

medala,
“ Al sareen ! ™ he | general warning.
larfed. ** I put them to

flight.

Ulaforchunitly, I
| failed to fapiure them ;
but I saved the medals 1™

Sir Frederick rose to

gald the ox-

holidaye start.
“* Teave

heard
the
500 lines.

Trevor ** six.™

@ WaS BU
nnder his arm

atart until

with fellows who feel the
holiday s&pirit before the

Wkhken thers was an out-
. break of haoliday-itis in the
Remove a few days before
breaking-up, the old martinet
dealt with it in a completely-
unsympathetic manner,

For firing » water-pistol
during class, he gave Slkinner

For humming a jazz tune
and beating time on the desk
with his'fingers in the middle
of Homan History, bho gove

For drawing a plan of a
later, he returned, grin- opased hiking tour while
ning all over his face and gr ozed to be drawing
s map of Europe, he gave Tom
Brown a “halfer” in detention.

After that, he issued a

“ I would like to remind the
Form,” he said, acidly, *° that
the summer holidays do not
the term ends.
Until the term ends, I would

comfort, to maintain the
same decorum and to work
with the pame zeal as might
normally be expected in
mid-term. Since tho vacation
is now so near, it is surely
not asking too much to ask

you fo possess your sculs In i

patience and wait for it to
come | =
With our
chilled, we decided to do
the wige thing and wait for
it. Quelchy is not & man
to be trifled with, and the
leara in his gimlet eye

tokened @ hectic time for Kors
any hero who let the holi- %
day spirit get the better of %

him in.

So for the rest of tho week, R

we manfully gave of our
hest. In fact, we minded our
p'send g’a go well that the
beak was quite pleased with

us and began to look on us|. A wasp flew through one of

with guite*s kindly eye.
By relegating
severely to the background,

ardour thus

e vao. | buzzing round Quelchy's head.,

Quelchy was sitting at his | &
dealz, writing.

Marking up exam papers,
we guessed.

beak.: In doing so, he
held them up for an instant so
that all the Form could see.
What we saw mede us gasp |
: Instead of the exam papers
I}Hili-’ ik we expected to see, Bhkinner
i[ was handing back a bundle of
) il | bookleta on holiday tours
" :21 11 | mized up with elaborate notes
o § il | on the cost thereof in Quelchy’s
it Bl | moat fist |

!'.::J"I] ;
-'.:_‘ Hl-i- F '
h ?{‘ It takes a lot of believing—

i ! | but &t that moment, Quelchy
=5, | actually blushed !

He thanked-Skinner, pushed
the papers into his desk, and
hurriedly came oubt to oollect

our ' cons* and get on with
the lesson.

And after that, we had no
more complainta from Quelchy
sebout not being able to wait
until the holidays started.

It only proves what we have
alwaya maintained—that, in
spite of evidence to the con-
trary, the Quelch-bird is quite
l]:mnnn_ when you get to know

m

the open windows and started

Quelchy tried to shoo it



