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Y~~THIS WEEHK'S
FOOTER STAMPS

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

First Prize-Giving This W ! Claim Now!

TO! This is the end of the August ' Fooler-Stamps ™ Competition, amd up to 250 of
the Free Foothalls are now going to be given away to the readers who have =coted
the highest pumber of "goalz " with “ Fooler-Stamps " o far.

First of all, there are ten more stummps here, Jepicting six different actions on tlie
foothall feld. Cot them out and try to score another = goal * with them, or use the slamps
to finish off any partly completed ~ geals ™ yau may have.

TD SCORE A "GOAL,"” remember you only have to coliect a complete
set of the Six stamps (numbeéred 1 to &) made up of the following move-
ments: HKICK-OFF—DRIBBLE—TACKLE — HEADER—SHOT—GOAL., Note
that the ' goal™ stamp by itse!f does nol count as a “ goal.')

1f you want to score some other guick “ goals ™ to swell your total, remember that
" Footer-Stamps ™ are also appearing in =~ GEM — and “MODERN BOY" each week,

Sow, when you have scored as many complets = goals "' as possible with the stamps you
Lave eolecied, write your torad (“gouls,” NOT separale stamps) v the space provided on
the roupon helow,

Add your name and addres: to the coupon alzo, then ent it out whole and pin your
sets of gmoal-scoring stamps only to it. Post itn a propecly stamped envelope to:

Magxur ”IFI:IGI‘.EL‘-SI.EI!JE:'&“- " fAugust)y, 1, Tallis House, London, E.C.4 (Comp.),
#0045 to reach there nol later than THURSDAY, Scptember 1st, 1938,

OVERSEAS READERS—you are in this scheme also, and special prizes are to be
awarded for the best. scores from pals outside the British Isles, In wouwr ca=e, send [n as
directed ahove, but nete that the closing date is extended o THUKSDAY, DECEMBER 1st

Sow, when you have sent in your Augnst ~pgoals,” kecp any odd stamps You have it
remliness for the Septémber competition which starts next week., More ™ Fooler-Stamps '
will be givem, and still more of our Prize Footballs will be offered,

ELULES: Up tv %50 Footballs will be owarded in the dugust contest to the readers

declurivg and sending in the largest wmmie

of gouls” with *Pooter-Stamps”  The MAGNET 1menssrsnsns
Edetor tuay extend or amend the prize list in :
vase of 100 many fies.

Earcle “goal ™ wmust congist of a st of
“Fooler-Stampa ™ XNoz. 1 te 6, inclusive—all
claims for prizes to be made on the proper
cotrpor {given this week) No alfowarnce
made for any coupon or stamps mutilated or
lost or delayed in fhe post or olherwice. Xo
correspondence! Ne owe connected with this
paper may enler, and the Editor's decizion
will be firal and legally bindivg throughout,

(N.B, " Footer-Stanwps ™ may also be col
fected from the follmeing paperd: “Gem.”
“Thriller,” *“8ports Budget.,” "Champion,”
" Modérn oy, “Meteclive Werkly,"
#Triwmph ™ " Wid  West  Weekly,” and
“Boy's Cirema)
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“ Footer-Stamps " (August)
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Write in boid
figures the number of
“Foals ™ you have
spored with “ Footers
Sfamps " and attach
your sets of goai
scoring stamps to this
COUEMOM.

I agree to accept (ke Editora
docigion as finel ond Lindiag.
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Shanghaied by their enemies on a sinking ship left to drown—trapped below decks. Never have
Harry Wharfon & Co. been faced with 3 more desperate situation !
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A sudden shout irum the enraged beachcomber mterrupteti him. From the side of the schooner,

! Bang! The juniors were blazing

fluttering in the wind, came a string of sheels. Bang! Bang

away with their rifles in an attempt to atiract the attention of the passing ship.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Danger Ahead !
1 E'RE going schooning—>"

W “Whatt” ejaculated Billy

Dunter.
“BSchooning 1" said Bob
Cherry,

The other fellows chuckled, and Billy
Bunter blinked at Bob, lhrmlglt hiz big

spectacles, with irritable  inquiry.
ﬁunte: had heard of a good many new
and strange things, during the holiday
in the South Seas, but he had mnever
heard of "sr:-hﬂunmg * before.

“What do you mean, you silly asa?”
he demanded. “Schooning ain’t a
word.”

“Then it ought to be,” said Bob cheer-
fully. “If you go on a boat, you're

if \ou go on a canoe,
mure cann&mg if you go on a
echooner, you're sehuﬁmng—ur cught to

“Phe schoonfulness is going to be
terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter,” said
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, with a
dusky grin.

“Oh!” said Bunter, ™ Weo're going on
& schooner?”

“We arel” said Bob. "I don’t know
ebout vou, old fat man! I think per-
haps }ml& better stand out.”

illy Bunter sat up in the madeira
enair in the veranda at the manager's
bungalow en Kalua and fxed his eves,
and his E%Ectﬂcle& on Bob Cherry, with
& blmL of the deepest indignation,

“ Beast ! he hms

“My dear old O ] G e
B B podgy porp
“Bob, old man—" murmured Lord

Mauleverer.

“SBwab " roarved Bunter,

"Bu'ﬂ*ar can &emde for himself, of
course,” said Bob. “I'm speaking en-
tirely for his own sake !”

“¥ah!*  gnorted DBunter, “I'm
coming !
“Think it over 1" urgecl Boh, “There's

the schooner! Look at it!™
Billy Bunler turned his spectacles

towards the lagoon, shining blue in the
tropito sun, A two-masted echooner was

moorad to the coral quay. Brown boys,
R R IR T RS LT A U TR T

Lord Mauleverer, the school-
boy millionaire, fights another
battle ol wiis with his mys-
terious enemy, Ysabel Dick.

By
FRANK RICHARDS
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on boord, were getting it ready for sea,
b, M.n’la’u the manager Kalua,
could be seen on the deck, his Eam];.
beard, glimmering in the aunshme

The Famous Five had had many trips,
in thsa manager’s whaleboat, round
Ealua. Now they were going on a
longer trip, in the echooner Flamingo,
as far as the Iiji Islands.

“Well, what's the matter with that
schooner ! demanded Billy Bunter.

“Looks -all vight to me. 1 supposs
there's a decent cabin i™

“Ohy, ves, the cabin’s oll right.,”
“And old McTab will see to the grub,
aulgpcrs.a‘?

e's secing to it now."

*“Well, I'm coming.”

* Buit yourself, of courze!" said Eoh,
“If you wani to be drowned 2

*Drowned I gasped Bunter.

“If the schiooner goes down, a fellow
gots drowned,” explasined Bob Cherry.
*Chap ean't breathe in the water like
a hsh ¥

“You sillv as!™ howled Bunter.
“Wh‘;- sheuld the schooner go down?
You fellows ave going on it, ain't vou *”

" Yes, but it's safe for us!” e::piauwd
Bob. "It's you I'm thinking of, old fat
man! Yeou'd better know w hat Tou're
going into, Bunter,”

Billy Bunter  gave the schooner
another blink. Then he blinked round
ab the [aces of the Grexiviars fellows in
the veranda.

Bob Cherry's face was very grave.
He really seemed alarmed for Bunter.
But HﬂiE Wharton and Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh, were
grinning. Lord Dlauleverer looked
perplexed.

ki | 53y, you fellpws, I'm coming, of
course,” said Bunter, “I'm jolly well
not sticking on this island while you
fellows are off on & trip to Buva, Is any-
thing the matter with that schooner,
YWharton 7

“MNot that I know of!”
Harry laughing.

Do vou think
Nugent #"
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it's going down,
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"Yes—it's going down
gnswered Frank.

“Ha, ha, bal” :

“You silly fathead! I wasn't askiog
you for rotten jokes!” hooted Bunter,
“Do. you think that zchooner’s safe,
Bull ¢’ ‘

“Safe enough for ws!” said Johnny

k£,

“Well, if it's safe for you, it's safe
for me, I suppoze!” grunted Bunter,
nuzzled and irrtated. “ You'll feel zale
omit, won't you, Inky?™

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded.

“The zafefulhess of my absurd self
will be terrific,” he answered. “But the
gafefulness of the esteemed DBunter is a
boot on the other leg.”

*Well, why i roared Bunter. “Look
here,, Bob Cherry, you beast, if that
schooner’s safe for you fellows, why ain’t
it safe for me?®

“Look at tt!” urged Baob.

“1've locked at it; you fathead! I'm
looking at it now ! yapped Bunter. “1I
can't see anvthing wrong with 1t 17

“It's a twe-hundred-ton schooner
E:i?hined Bob.

“"What ahout that? snovied Bunter.

" Lots about that| Will it take your
weight ¥

“What 7’ yelled Bunter.

“You'd better think it over, old fat
nsan 1 said Bob grataliy. “You'd be all
right on an Atlantic liner—at least, if
i*ou were put anidships! But on & two-

undred-ton schooner, £ would be a hit
risky ! Don’t you think so?”

Billy Bunter gazed at Bob Cherry.
Ho seemed specchlesa for the moment.
The expression on his fat face made the
other juniors yvell,

‘Bunter’s weight was considerable,
But really, even Billy Bunter caleulated
his weight by the stone, not by the ton |
Eertainﬁ:r it had never occurred to him
that a two-hundved-ton schooner might
not be equal to the strain. He blinked
at Bob E}'hegr%', speecliless, with &
devastating blink. ..

Ha, he, ha!? velled the juniovs,

Billy Bunter's plump countenance was
quite entertarning.

- YVon—you—you—-—" gasped Bunter.
¥t dawned on lis fat brain that the
cheery Bob was pulling his podgy leg,
“ You—you—you idiot ¥

“Ha, ha, hat”

“"You dummy !

“My dear chap—"

“¥You blithering blockhead ! roared
Bunter.

“That's how Bunter thanks a chap for
thinking of hia safety |¥ =zaid Bob, look-
ing roumd. " Ha naever thought of this
pwful danger himself] T point it out
to him, and this is how he thanks me 1#

“Ha, ha, hat”

“*Checky

ta Suva,”

rda

“Beast " roared Bunter.
psal I'd éﬂ]ﬁ”‘h’iﬂﬂ punich your cheeky

nose, if—i

“H vou could reach it i asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed wrath
behind his spectacles, If ever a fellow
deserved to have his noze punched, Bob
Cherry did, for making out that

Bunter's handsome, graceful Hgure was
likely to sink o two-hundred-ton
schooner,

There were difficulties v the way of
punching Bob's nose, which was vather
out of Bunter’s veach. There was
plenty of Bunter, but 1t was mostly
gideways.

But there were other means. Bunter
grabbed an orange from a dizh of fruit
on a table in the veranda.

He took deadly aim, and hurled it
right at Bob's cheery face. An orange

washing on hiz nese, with all the foree
E-? Bunter's fat armm behind 1t, was aa
good as punching it
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o it might have been, if the erange

ad reached ifs target. As it missed
Bob by a foot or more, however, Bok's
nose remained guite uhdamaged,

“ Look out ! yelled Johnny Bull, es a
fuzzy head came up the veranda steps,
right in line with the whizzing crange.

But it wsas too late for Popoo, the
Tonga boy, to look ouk That orange,
whiﬁing past Hob, landed in Popoo’s
eye |’ .

Popoo gave & fearful vell, and went
backwards down the steps.

“0Oh, my hatl”® pasped
YWharton.

Bump! sounded below. The Tonga
boy sat at the foot of the :teps, in a
state of great astonishment, one hand
to his eye.

“Ooogoh 1 roared Popoo.  “What
nama feller white master makee that
feller orange stop salong eve belong
ma?!l

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Bunter, you chump——"

“Oh crikey |7 gasped Bunier.

“Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverver,
“What the utum? did vou chiwck ihat

¥
I

Harry

orange at Popoo for, Bunley ¥7

“I—I didn't. chucked it al that
beast Cherry [

“Ha, hﬁ-, a p

“A miss 2 as food as a mile!”
chortled Bob. *“Bunter's geiting dan-
gerous, Let’s go and have a squint at
the schooner before he chucks auny mora
oranges about He may hit anybedy
but e P

“Ha, ha, ha !*

The juniors, chuckling, went dowa the

stepe.  Popoo picked himself up and
souttled away, with a hand te &
damaged eve. Billy Buntor was lefi

snorting with wralh, and guite deter-
mined that he was [gt:-mg' on that trip to
Suva, regardless of the alleged risk of
cinking the schooner with hiz plump
person,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Nigger For Bunter !

¢ g 3N'T it top-hole?” demanded Beb
Chezrry.
His chums agreed that it was.
There was a rather hefty scent
lingering nbout the Flamingo, hinting
that the vessel was wsually used for
cargoes of copra; but that did not werry
the cheerful juniors.

Tl::i roamed over the schooner, de-
ligh with ever thmgh_thcj!j] caw. If
any fellow wanted anything better than
sailing & schooner among the Pacifio
Tslands in the holidays, Bob would have
liked to know What sort of a [athead
he was. :

Lord Mauleverer was looking at the
schooner from a long cane chair on the
after-declk. His lazy lordship preferred
to do his sight-seeing sitting down. But
the Famous Five raked- the Flamingo
fore and aft, so to speak.

The forecastle did zeem rdther dusky
and stuffy; bat, then, the Kanaka crew

enerally slept on mats on deck., Any-

ow, the Greyiriars fellows had iheir

uarters  at the other. end of the
lamingo. Those guarters, when they
explored then, seemed far from roomy.

Thera was not a lot of space on a ship
of the Flaminge's size. Buoi they weore
very ¢clean—N0r. MceTab had scen fo
that—and looked comfortable.

House-boys from the bungalow were
bringing the juniors’ baggage ahoard
and landing it in the cabiyv. The Grey-
friars fellows expected to be sway from
Mauly's island & week on that tuip down
to Suva and back. . _

On deck they made the acquaintarce
of the skipper of the Flamingo—a bip,

brown native of the island of Raiales,
whose name, they lesrned with great
interest, was Ka-a-ha-huwa-hina, which
was 1—&;}3 musical, but rather too Iengﬂ;y
for daily use, and they found that Afr,
McTab addressed hi
life being shortl

Captain Ka pave the schoolbeys a very
polite and cordigl welcome to the
schooner, Ilis mate, a Fijian with an
cqually lengthy name, bowed and smiled
and showed gleaming white teeth, The
whole ﬂnﬁzq company were islanders—
the crew being a mixture of Hiva-Oans,
Tahitians, Tongans, and SBamoans—all
speaking their own particular langnage,
bubk communicating by means of the
- heche-de-mer,' the pidgin English uni-
versal in the Pacifie.

“Thiz feller Ka-a-hua-ha-hina plenty
too glad young felley white rmasters
«top alopg sehooner |” declaved Captain
Ka, and the junicrs politely aszured
him that they were plenty too glad also,

“I'm thinking ye'll have a good trip,
wy lord,” said the manager of Kalua to
Lovd Mauleverer. “Captzin Ka i3 one
of the best seamen in the Pacific, and
e has served your lovdslup for ten
;ears and mory, though your lordship

as nevey seen him betore,”

Manleverer smiled.

“TFhis feller plenty too glad see Cap-
tain Ka,” he said gravely. ;

AN the Greyimars fellows iallicd
“beche-de-mer ™ as a matter of course,
by this time, in dealing with the
natives,

“Ve're ahi here?” asked Mr. MoTah.
“I'm sending the prizoners on board,
and then yor pull out.”

At which Lord Manleverer's
clouded a little. ) i

There were two prisoners in the izland
gaol on Kalua who had 1o -be sent down
to Suva to be dealt with there aceord-
ing to lIaw, and they were going on the
Flamingo. ; :

Mr. MeTab, as magisirate on Mauiy's
izland, dealt with small offenders and
offences; more serious matters had to be
transferred to SBuva, the capital of the
¥ij1 Islands,

Vessels from Kalua to Suva were not
often available, and Mr, McTab was
combining the despatch of the puisoners
with & pleasure trip for Lord Maule-
verer and his friends, and xarious
matiere of business that Captain Ka had
to carry out for him at the capital.

Herry Wharten & Co. were ratber
glad than cotherwise, for they were pre-
pared lo help keep an eye on the twe
rascals who were being sent down {o
Suva, both of them being enemics of
their noble pal, Lord Mauleverer.

But Mauly's kind heart had a zpot of
compazsion, even for a troculent yulfian
tike the Duichman, Van Dink, and a
fawless outcast like ¥sabel Dick, tbe
heacheomber of Kalua,

“Fe'll have no trouble with the
rogues, my lord,” said Mr. McTab.
“They will be in irons for the whole
trip, and you can rely on Captain Ka
taking care of them. Now, if ye're
veady Captain Ka, T'll send them en
board."”

The manager of Kalua walked acrnss
the gangway from the schooner {o il
coral quay.

“Bunter's not here yet," =aid Lovd

m az Captain Ka,

brow

Maunleverer.,  “Whe's goin® to call
Eunuter T i
“The fathead!™ said Bobh. Wiy
ssn't he heve? Tl fetch him.”
Bob foliowed the manager to iba
Guay.

Billy Bunter was not in sighl, so he
tramped back to the bungalow.
Az he drew pear it he heavd the voice



of the fat Owl of the Remove on its top

npta,

. '*I’a};oo! Where's that nigper
Fopoo Fuﬁam I'm waiting for you!
By gum, I'll give you the lawyer-cane
ifﬂﬂ-u keep me waiting ! Popoo I

‘Bob Cherry grinned.

Popoo, the Tonga boy, was, aceord-
ing to Bunter, Bunter's faithful nigger.
But he did not seem at the moment
fearfully anxicus to serve his fat white

master.  Bunter had given him strict
instructions to turn up on time. It
looked as if -Popoo had disregarded

those instructions. At all events, he was
not to he seen.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roarcd Bob
Cherry.

“ Seen my nigger ¥ squeaked Bunter.

Mot since you bunped him in the
eye. Time to get aboard, old fat man,”
said Bah., *Come on "

“Oh, really, Cherry—-="

“Buck up, you old porpoize! They're
getting ready to pull out.™

“1f you think I can go witliout a sor-
vant, Bob Cherry—-7

“We're all going to manage it, zome-
how,” said Bcﬁ

“Oh. ¥ dare say!™ sald Bunter dis-
damfully. “It's rather different with
me,  I'm accnstomed to being waited on
at Bunter Court. I certainly shall not
go on board without my mqgi:r.”

“Fathead 1” said Bob., “Ass! Ten
to one Popoo's dodged out of sight fo
get ghut of yon for & hit."”

Sniff from Bunter.

“That nigger's devoted to me,” he

gaid. “Even if I could do without a
servant, which iz hardly possible, I
couldn't leave him behind. - Tt would be

too heavy a blow to him to lose me.”
“¥a, ha, ha " yelled Bob Cherry.

That sudden roar was caused by the
sight of P’EIF-DD.

FPopoo, though unseen, wasz not far
away. DBob suddenly spotted him be-
hind a tree in the bungalow garden.
The tren was between FPopoo and
Bunter, and the fat Owl did not sce hia
faithful nigger.

“ Blessed if I eee anything to cackle
at 1" enapped Bunter. " You're never
likely to have & nigg&r devoted to yon,
Bob Chervy, like Popoo is to me. He
feeds from mox hand. I really believe it
would break his faithful heart if T left
him belind. ™

“Ha, ha, ha !” shricked Boh.

Az the Tonga boy was hiding bhehind
the tree to keep out of sicht of his fat
white master, Bunter's remarks skruck
Bob as comie,

“Well, xou ean  eackle,” snocted
Bunter, “but I'm not coming without
him.”

“The skipper won't wait, fathead !

“Tell him ho's got to. I decline to
come on_board without my nigger!”
retoried Bunter, “Popoo!| Where are
vou, Fopoo® Where on carih has he
got ta? I saw him in this garden only
ten minutes ago.”

“Ha, ha, ha " yelled Bob.

“Yah!” snorted Bunter.

And he gripped a lawyer-cane in his
fat hand and rvesumed his hunt for that
faithiul, but elusive nigger.

As ha passed the tree behind which
Popoo had parked himself, he suddenly
epolted a brown foot.

“Why, there he is 1™ velled Bunter, in

great wrath. Arnd he rolled round the

tree, his eves gleaming through his
epectacles. i
FPopoo made a bound to escape.

el !
lawyer-cane

W
The landed
bounded.
Popoo velled, and bounded faster,
¥ Bunter rushed after  him,
brandishing the lawyer-canc.

as  he
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MBlop ! he roared.. "' Popon! Btop!

ot cheeky nigger I'fl take your skin
of | Btop! Cateh him for me, Bobt”
“"Ha, ha, ha' -¥ou can do your own
mgﬁ:er eatching, old fat man” gasped
Bob. ;:._But.‘ buck up with it~—timoe's
ast _

Popoo scuttled out on the beach.
After him ﬁante.d Bunter. Bob, chuck-
ling, brought up the rear.

“Btop I roared Bunter, *" You fellor
Popoo, you stop along this place! Ceg
on_the schoonmer, you ilnc!‘: scoundre] ¥

Popoo rlanced over a brown Ider.

"o likes go along schooner slong
fat white master {” he retorted. “Too
much work along that fat feiler white
master ! No likee work !

Billy Bunter made a fierce rosh,

The active Tonga boy scuttled out of
his reach. Grmni:ﬁg. Popoo vanished
among the palms. Bunbter was going to
be away from Kalua for & week; and
potting a rest from -his exacting white
master for 8 week was. too strong a
s vanished

in
Eul:l

temptation for Iopoo.
into space.

The fat Owl of Greviriars came to a

halt, gasrpi_ng for breath, It was
altogpether too hot on Kalua for a foot-
rase.

“Come on, old fat bean!” said Bob.

“Bhan't I roared Bunter.

“You howling ass | roared Dob., "If
you're coming, you've gol to get on

ard, Think the ship can wait for

you 74
“Yes! Now shut up! Understand
this—I tefuse to travel without =

servant,” said Bunter firmly. *You're
not accnstomed to such things—I am?! I
have to be waited on! I shall need
Popoo! You go after him and fetch
him back! I'll walt here! But mind,
1 don't start without Popoo 1™

"You'll start now!” roared Bob,

“Shan't ¥

Billy Bunter plumped down on the
sand. He needed a rest, and he took
one, glaring defiance at Bob through
kis apectacles.

Bob was strongly tempted to leave
him sitting there.  Nobody supposed
that the trip would be less enjwngl{: if
William {;'rmrgﬂ Bunter remained on
Kalua whils the Flaminge sailed down
to Suva. But Bob was nlways good-
natured. The echooner could not wait
for Bonter, t-hmlﬁh Bunter appeared to
fancy that it could.

:: Lml:IJ!':em, come on 1" hooted Bob.
&

“I'll help you!”

“I don’t want esnr help! I——

Legoo!” shrieked Bunter, az Bob

stooped, and grasped his fut ankles.

“Beast! Leggo! Oh c¢rumbs! Oh
erikey ! Yarooh !

Bob started for the quay, taking
Bunter's little fat legs along with him,
The rest of Bunter rolled after the
legs, roaring.

“Ow! Leggo! DBeast! Leggol!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from the
schooner; and thore was s howl of
langhter from the natives on the beach.

It was unusual to see a white master
using his lega like the shalts of a cart!
It was quite an entertainment for the
beach of Kalua. -

But it was no entertainment for Bill
Bunter! Ha yelled, he roared, he
howled, and he spluttered.

o eggo ! Oh erikey! Yaroooh! -1
ea¥, I'm coming. I won't wait for
Popoo—I—I'll comal Will you lcggcr,
vou heast? I tell you I'm coming!”

“Come on, then,” said Bob cheerily,
releasing the fat logs.

And Bonter, right end uppcrmost
again, canwe !l '

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Prisoners !

ORD MAULEVERER rose rather
hastily from his chair, and went
down the steep companion-
ladder to the cabin of {he

A little party was approaching the
ﬁangwa:.- from the guay, and his tender-
carted lordship did not like the sight.

Harry Wharton & Co. remainaed
whare they were—and, Billy Bunter,
atill Eaapmg for breath after the help
Eoh Cherry had gwen him in getting on
board, turned his spectacles on tha
approaching little crowd.
. Mr, McTab walked ahead. Follow-
ing him camo the native police forco of
Kalua: Kololoo and five other brawny
Kaluan boys, In the midst of the

Flamingo.

Kanakas walked two men with irons
on their wrists,
Van Dink, the Dutch frechooter,

towered among the natives, hofty men
as they were. His hearddd face wore a
savage scowl, and his little piggy eyes

littered witl'm rage. Ironed as Eo wWas,
the savage-tempered ruffian scemed on
the point, every moment, of breaking
out into violence.

Beside him walked Ysabel Dick, tha
beacheomber, with sunken head and
sullen faee. Hia look was black and
bitter, though he was not giving way to
animal rage like the Dutcﬁman_

As they came' across the ecoral quay
the Dutchman lspged; and Kaloloo
gave him a push.

With & snarl, Van Dink kicked at

LE] {8

Immediately the Keluan boy lifted
his lawyer-cano and landed it with a
sounding swipe on the Dutchman's
sliouldere—a swipe &0 cinphatic thet
?Tﬁn Dink tottered under it and almost
ell.

Ho recovered himself and turned on
Rololoo with o hiss of fury.

Kololoo grinped at him.

“¥You no kill this feller Kololoo, foot
helong you, you fellow Dussman I said
the chief of the island police. “This
feller kill you plenty too much along
stick belong him, my word?”

“Ach " ground out the Dutchman be-

tween his tobacco-stained teeth, “If I
had you on my ship—ach I

Mr. McTab glanced round im-
patiently.

et on1” he snapped.

The Dutchman gave him a glare of
apte and tramped on.  The two
prisoners were marched across the
gangway to the deck of the Flamingo.

Y¥sabel Dick pave a guick glance

round, and then dropped his eyes
again, juniors gueszed that he waa
lopking for Lord Mauleverer; but
Mauly was below, and not to be seen,
There was & faint tinge of ecolour in the
heacheomber’s seamed, sun-burned face.
Low s he had fellen, thas man from
Ysabel had e sense of shame ab being
taken on board the schooner under so
many eyes as a malefactor, with irons
on hiz wrists.

No such fecling affected the Duteh-
msn. He glared at the juniors and at
the captain and crew of the Flamingo
like a trapped wild bull. = EHad his
hands been free there was little doubt
that he would have run “amuck * on
the erowded deck.

But his ferpcious glare had no ferrors
for the Famous TFive. They avoided
looking at ¥sabel Dick, who showed
signa of feeling the shame of his
ingition. But ther regarded the burly

ntehman  with  sleady and  don-
temptuona evoes. .

On neither of the prisoners had they
any comipassion to waste. -Both of them
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wore bitter enemies of the most kind-

hearted and inoffensive member of the bhye”

Groyfriars holiday party—old Mauly !
hy, nobedy knew!l ' The juniors
had puzsled over it a good deal, with-
out being aﬁiﬁ to find ‘2 solutien of the
strenge myslery. :

Thay kuew ne more why Van. Dink
¥ad attempted to throw Mauly over-
board on the steamer Sunderbund than
why ¥sabel Dick had tried again and
again to kiduap him on his own island.

hey knew that the two rascals were
acquainted and had met before they
cams topether on Kalua; buf that was3
gl} ‘they knew. They could not even
puesa at the camnse of iheir savage
pumity ta Mauleverer. _

“1 say, vou rellows, ihat Dutchman
looks an awful beast!” said Ihlly
Bunter, blinking a& the Dburly {free-
booter. .

Van Dink’™s piggy cyes fixed on
Bunter, Evideutly ho recognised the
fat. junicr again. It was Bunter who,
by 8 happy chance. had }‘u‘m‘-‘:nled him
from pitehing Lovd Maunleverer off the
Sunderbund on the Greyfrelars fellows
Oy out to the South Seas. And 1k
was ter that attempted eriine ot the
Dutchman was 110w 1 prisoner ln 1rons
His look showed ihat he had not for-

oblen. .
v waAch! ¥Youl! lie multered, glaring
at the fat Owl. “Ik herinner het an.”
Bunler gave him a disdeinful blink,

“Don’t gabble Dutch at me, jou
vuffian ¥ he said. * Whavrer you mean,

vou fat Dutch porker, if you mean
anything by that rigmarele?”

“1 remember 1t!  You—"

Bunter pgrinned. 1le had a deep

terror of the Dutel frechooter—hut not
when his brawoy hands weve manaclad.
He tuyied up his fat little nose at Van
Dink.

“Oh, you remember, do yom he
said checrfully, *“¥es, wyou votten
rascal, stopped  you chucking  old
Mauly off the steamecr. I knocked you
down, you hulking brule? T'd kneck
you <down again as s00n A3 look at
ou |” ,
Yo Ehuthup, B{{}}tnri Jld bean!™ muy-

r arvy Wharton.
mirod ¥ s

“2han't 1™ retorted Buunier,
] be cheeked by ihat Dutch

&
AL
3

I'm going to |
bargee! I've knocked him  down
guee—

“I can sce vou doing it!? grinned
Bob Cherry.
“0Oh, rcally, Chopey!
a.nérhﬂwl And I'd jelly well
“ Cheese 1t 1Y i
There was no time for further re-
marks fram Duntere, as the prisoners
wera hurried away forwayd. It scoincd
that they wersa to be berthed in the
forceastla: little other accommmodation
being aveilable on the schooner,
Yzabel Dick stepped down quietly
into tho forecasztle, as 1f chiefly anxions
fo get out of sight; but the Dutchman
stopped and glared round as if think-
ing in his am':ugi'u rage of attempling
some resistance, hopeless as 1b was,
Kololoo stepped  behind him and
lifted o bLig, bare, brown foot! That
foot was jaunned on the Dutchman’s
vast trousers and he staggercd and
went headlong down inta the forecastle,
bumping and evashing and roaring.
“HHe, he, hoe! cachinnated Bunter.
Loud roara of rage and cursing in
Dutch wera heard, till the Fijian inate
stepped down with a lawyer-cane in his
hm-i When he came back to the deck
there was silence in the forecastle. 1t
WBaS, prcbhahlf, the only way of dealing
with = efaealent ruflian Iike Van Dink.
It was, at all events, efficacious; the
Dutchman’s savage roar was lheard no
more- :
The mewiy Police Force went back to
THE Macuer Tammany.—No, 1,595
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the guay; and DMy AecTab =aid good-

'¢” to the Greyfriars party and
followed them. Then the moorings
werg cast off; and the manager waved
from the guay and the juniors waved
back as the schooner plided away across
the laggon to the reef passage.

Qutside the vect the Flaminge spread
her canvas to the wind, vunning south
Ly east., And Harry Wharton & Uo.
watched the high'hi.ﬁ‘ of Knlua =inlt to
tho sca, lgtle guessing what was fe
happen  before they loched upon i
afain,

il .

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wailing On Bunter ]

ILLY BUNTER rolled on deck the
following torning with a frown
upon his fat face,

Any fellow whoe lLiad been
interesied in Dunter could have scen ab
o glance that the fat Owl of Greyiriars
was not zatisfied.

Nobody, however, being inlerested in
Bunter, nobody ohserved the clowd on
his fat brow, and so everybody remained
i tgnorance of the fack, no doubt very
important, that Bunter was not satizfed.

It was a glorions morning,

The Famous Five had been up =oon
afior the sun, Lord Mauleverer was up
an lour after the five. DBunier was up
two or three hours after Mauly.

The schooner was far out of sight of
land.

Leaning to a six-knot breeze, the
Flamingo glided on her way over a =ca
nf deepest blue, under en unclonded

5&1}iain Ea was simling and polite;
the juniors had already taken a liking
to the cheerful, smiling Raiatean, The
crew, of whom there were about a dezen,
all looked cheerful in the happy way of
Kanakas. In fact, all the faces to be
scen on deck looked merry and bright—
excepting  the fat faco of William
George Bunter, which wore a frown.

Bunter hed found the schoaoner to his
liking in some respects. The gquarters,
though rather closely packed, were clean
and comfortablo: anéj Bunter, anvhow,
could sleep anﬁwherm The foed was
good and ample; there was a vpative
cook on board who, as Buntor had dis-
covered, veally could eook.
~ Genorally it was Bunter's maxim that
if the grab waa all right, everyihing was

mll right! He had to admit that the
prub was all right! Siill, he was not
aatisfied.

Coming on deck, he blinked round
thl;ﬂu%h biz big zpectacles, There was a
striped awning over part of the after-
deck to keep the sun, already getting
foo hot for comfoct, Under thal awniog
Lord Mauleverer sat in a deckehair in
lazy case, s cyes half-clesed.

The TFamons Five were not silling
down, however. They were full of beans
ithat bright morning. At the moment
they were watching o distant speck on
iho sop and debeting whether it was a
whale, a porpoise, or a Nodding palmn
on & distant island.

Billy Bunter's jrvitated blink. divected
ab them, was nol even obscvved., They
did not cven observe that he had come
on decl till he squeaked:

“7 zay, vou fcllows I*

“Hallo, halle, hallo!”
looked round.
man i

“T want a deckchaiv,”™
with quiet dignity.

At which the Famous Five all glaneed
at him,

There was no reazon why Munter
shouldn't bhave a deckchair 1f Bunter
wanted 3 deckchair! Likewise, there
wzs no reason why Bunter shouldn't

Biob Chorvy
“Enjoying life, old {at

antd DBunier

deckehair from p slack of them
by the companion haich and place it
exactly wihere he wanted it.

But it appeared, from Bunier's
remark, and the dignified wawy 1o which
he uttered it, that he expecicd the
desired deckehair to ba brought Lo him—
unless, indeed, he expected it to wallk !

T wailing " added Bunter, as the
jnniors did not spealk.

::Trﬂuli_*:: wailing ¥ repeated Bob,

“Well,”  sald  DBob  thoughtlullv,
*ihere's no harm in that, g0 fay as I can
«ce ! Go.oon wailling as long as you
like, "

AU day i you hike, old fatly " £aid
Trank Nugent.

“And all night ofterwards ! :aid
Johony Bl

*“Now, look here,” zaid Bunler. "1
came away without my nigger!  You
fellows veiuzed to wait for v [aithiul
wigger, I told Cherry plainly that 1
couldn’t trave] without a servant, You
needn’t protend that youw've forgotten
that, ol Cherry ! Well, if vou fellowa
ihink 'm going to fag about becayso
vou've lefi wmy nigger helﬂ'ﬂ'd N Ol
making a nostalke™ . :

“Iz tho mistakefolness ferriffie?” in-
quired ITurreo Jumset Ram Singh.

“SHo far axs I can see,” gezumad
Bunler, “ there’s nobody here to do any-
thiirg except the cook, who =ermsz to he
steward and everything else.  And he's
cheely 1

“Fou don't mean te say iha cook's
cheeked you, Bunter!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in  astonishment. “Totuu's
veally cheeked you, Bunter 1

“He hag,"” said Bunter., “T told him
I might want him on deek, and he seid
he had semething {o do.”

“This won't do, youw fellows,” said
Bob, looking round pravely., *“If the
cook lins cheeked Bunter we'd . better
take the matter up before it goes any
further.  We shall have the captain
checking him next! When we get to
Suva the High Commissioner of ihe
Lacific may be cheeky to Bunter, for afl
we koow, if this sort of Lhing goes on.”

“Ha, ha, ha®

“We can’t run him up io the ward-
arm,™ said Bab, “He deserves il if he's
been ¢cheeky (o Bunter; but we can't do
that, as there isn't any yardarm on a
schooner.  What about chucking him
overboard T

* Look hero——" roarcd Bunier.

“Go mmd fefeh him up ! said Baob.

feich a

“The sooner, he dies the dearh tha
hctt?:n Didn't vou say he'd cheeked
voui"

Billv Bumler gave Bob a glare of
ﬁ'raili].

o O e SOIng
asaﬂ-—’; he hootdd.
“Not at all; not %?auhi_nfr on  yeur
preserves!” said Bo “Youwre the
funny ass of this ﬁ'}ﬂ.rl.;;, old fat man!
GGo on being funny 17

“What I want to knaw iz, what's
ofitg to be done?” said Bunter. * ¥on
ellows have left my nigger behind, I
require a2 certain amount of attention.

o be a fonny

I'm used to being waited on, This has
got 1o be seltled.”
Evidently Billy Bunter had been

thinking this out. It was, it appeared,
a matter of some importance. It was
true that Bunter wanted waiting on.
He waunted all the waiting on that he
could get. "~ Deprived of his faithful
nigger, Buntcr was faced with thHe
rospeck of wailing on himself.  The

wciv of Bunter Court could hardly be
ex};mctml to he satisfied, K
Well,” said Bob in & very thoughuiul

way, ‘‘that’s vcasily settled, Bunter,
You've got to be waited on—thais
piaint There's no nigeer here to wait
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dragged across the beach.

“1I don't want any help !

EVERY SATURDAY
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“ Leggo—oow !V
There was a howl of laughter from the natives. They
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shrieked Bunter, finding himsel! being

dldn’t often see one white master being helped by another in such a [ashion.

on you, so somebody else will have to
do it. That's plain, too! The only
thing for it that I can see is for one of
us to do it." .

at  him

Bunier blinked
suspiciously,

That was, in point of fact, Bunier's
own iden, and it zeemed to him a faivly
satisfactory solution of the difficulty.

But he had havdly expected any
member of the Famous Five to see it in
the same light,

Bob Cherry's face, however, was very
garions, The other members of the Co.
were smiling; bui ther raised mno
objection. ‘

“We'd better think this ont and settle
it hefore we get any farther.” saild Bob,
“We're going to be three days on this
schooner before we t to Suve—or
more 1f the wind plays any tricks
Bunter can hardly go all that time with-
out being waited on.”

“Hardly 1" agreed Nupgent, with a
nod,

“1 mean, tt's different with us,”™ ex-

lained Bob., “We're common sort of
ellows that can wait on themselves, or
even do without any waiting on, at a
pinch., It's very diffevent with a chap
who's accustomed to being walfed on
hand end foot by a horde of liveried
menials at Bunter Court! You fellows
see that ¥

“Quite 1" assented Harry Wharton.

“The quietfulness 1s  terrific ! said
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh gravely.

“When Bunter's at home,” went on
Bob, “a gilt-edged butler puts his socks
on for him in the morning., Is it the
butler does it, Bunter, or the head
gamekeeper 3

" Look here—"

¥ Whichever it is, Bunter never puls
on his socks himself,” said Beb. *“Hae
never washes himself st home—the
groom-of-the-chambers at Bunter Court
washes him, That's why he never

rather

washes at Greviriars—hi's not used
to it.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“ Look here—" roared Bunter,

“ Bunter can’t have all the cemforts of
home here,” continued Bob. * He must
iniss his butler, but we don't konow how
to buttle, All we can do is fo make our-
selves ms useful as possible—fetching
deckehairs and so on.  Any [ellow can
do that. Bo just give ihe word, Bunier,
if you want & deckehair, and I'm your
man,"”

Billy Bunter blinked at Bob Cherry.
That the fellows whe had deprived hin
of his faithful nigger ought to wait on
him was, of course, obvious. But he had
searcely hoped that they would realise it.

Apparently, however, they did! Bob
Cherry stepped briskly away from the
rail, ready for orders,

“Deckchair, sir?” he asked., I sup-

se I'd better call wou “sir’ while
f?m walting on you—sounds more
respectful,  Deckchair, sir#”

“Yeos | yapped Bunter.

Bob's manner was serious and respect-
ful,  Still, ithe fat Owl could hardly
believe that Bob Cherry was not pulling
his IE%G However, he was reaszured
when Bob crossed to the pile of deck-
chairs and seleoted one, and came back
with it. ;

“Where will you have it, sir?” he
asked. : i

Bunter gave him ancother suspiclous
blink. 25 g

“Stick it here by the vail, just under
the awning,” he saldl,

“ Cortninly, sir!” )

Bob unfolded the canvas chair and
set it up. His comrades watched him
rether curiously. They did not roally
know what Bob was up to, except that
they had no doubt that he was some-
how pulling - Billy. Dunter's egregious

leg.
%ut as he set up the deckehair for

Bunfer, they saw whal be was up {o—
though Bunter, standing in front of the
chair, did not. ) .

Before one of those folding chairs
could be sat in with comfort or safety,
the rear rail had o be lodged securely
m the notches.

Bob did not lodge-it 1 lhe pelohies
He put ik carcinlly on top of the
nokches, resting  lightly, =20 that it
would inevitably slide down az =o00n a3
the chair was sat in,

TFour fellows smiled
waited for resunlts,

“That all right, gir?"" ashked Bob.

“Bhift 1t & bit move our of the sun,”™
said Bunter. “Don’t be a fool [

By this time, Bunter really fancied
that Bob was carrving out his-orders,
S0 ik was like Bunier to spread hifu.

cheertly,  and

self. :
“{Jh 1" gasped Bob, © Cuertainly, siel”
“HMave a little sense!” suapped
Bunter.
Ot Yes sirl”

“1 mean to say, i you'ce going lc
be any usé 1o wo, you il have to try
not to be such a fool I said Bunter.

“Oh, my hat! I mean, certainly,
gir | Certainly 1"

Bob placed the deckchair to Bunier'y
satisfaction—with a careful cye on itz
vear, to make sure thay it was ready
to slip and collapse when sat o

“That do, sir 7" he ashocl.

“Yes that's all right!™ ]

“Then please sit down, sir ! said Bob
meekly.

Bunter sat down. .

He sat down, a5 wsual, with a heavy
Auwmp e landed like & tou of coke
in the canvas chair.’

It collapsed immediately, and shut up
under Bunter |

Bump {

“Cocogh I'" gasped Buuter,
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“Ha, he, ha!” shricked the Fautous
Five.

Bunter ot on the deck, with the
chatr flat under him. He had sat hard,
and he had.zat heavily! The bump
almost shook the Finminﬁr:.

Bunter did not seem to have expectod
that. Really, ke might have ! But he
hadn't! He was taken quite by swr-
prise,

“Qooogh ™ he gasped. “Ow ! Oooh !
You silly fathead—eocgh! Waooogh'™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That all vight, s ?"* asked Bob.

*““Ha, ha, ha {?

“Owl You beast] Wow! Ooongh!”
spluttered Bunter, “You siever made
the chair safe, you silly idiotl Why,
vou heast, I—]1 belicve you never meant
to—oogh ! )

Y“He's  pguessed 3t
“What & brain!” e

“The brainfulnezs is teyrvifie I

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

Billy Buuter sevambled
collapsed deckchair,

He wriggled as he gained his feet,
He gasped for breath, and glaved at the
vellmg juniors with & glare that might
have ¢racked his speciacles,

“Beasta V'’ he roared.

“Ha, ha, hail" L ]

“Want any mwore waiting on, sir?”
asked Bob. “Shall 1 zet the chair up
agatn—same as before?”

“Ha, ha, ha t*

“ Beast | . .

Billy Bunter set the chair up for him-
self., Ie squatted” in it, gasping for
breath and frowning with a frown that
was like unto the freightful, fearful,
fraptic frown of the Lord Iligh
Executioner !

But he did not seem to want any

gasped  DBob,

off the
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more walling on. He was already fed
wp with g wailed on by Beb Uhorey,

—

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Caught In The Act ]

i O feller Totua |7
i Loed Mauleverer jt:ml:'-'.d.
iz lovd=lup was half-way
down  the vcompamen when
iose wards [ell on his noble ears,

It was sunsct on the Pacific; aund n
the cool of the evening Bob Cherry
alwavs full of beans, had suggesicd
leap-frog on deck. Four other fellows
were ready for leap-frog, or anythung
clse; Aaunly was not. Strenuous excr-
tion never appealed to Mauly.

%o hit lazy lovdship had guictly
slipped down the cenpanion before he
conid be called on to tuck in his poble
tuppenny. . .

But half-way down, he siapped.

On a setter in the cabin Billy Buntox
was sprawling. Totua, the cook, stow-
ard, and seveval cther things, was busy
cleaving the supper-table, Billy EunIl;ﬁv

is

was blinking at him through
spectacles.
Mauly pausca in dismay., On deck,

there  was  leap-frog—in the cabin,
ihers was Bunter! Leap-frog on deck
did net sppeal to hiz lordship—but still
less did converzation with Bunier in the
cabin! Qunite a hittle conversation vom
Bunter was enough for MMauly.

So he paused, undecided whether to
continue on his way down and make the
bhest of Bunter, or whethey to retmm to
the deck and make the best of the
leap-frog,

h

o
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Arnd as he paused there, he DLcard
ihe surprising words:

“You feller Tolua !

Tha words themscelves were not ear-

nrising. It was the voice in which they
were utteved. For thet voice was, un-
Yrsq Mauly’s ears deccived him, the
woren af Ka-a-hua-ha-lana, the Raiatean
iiki'.npm* of the Flamingo, whe was on
RER '
_ Again, there was nothing surprising
in Captain Ka calling to the cook from
ithe deck ! But, in thiz particular caze
it was very surprising, for Mauly hac
left Captain Ka standing by the
binnacle, talking to the man at the
wheel; and he was nowhepre near the
companion, or Mauly would bave seen
him from where he' stood,

It was altogether astomishing for o
cizembodied voice to make itself sud-
denly heard.

Totua evidently heard. it, for he
turned from: the table and glanced
vound towards the companion,  Appar-
ently he had no doubt that ihe callivg
voice came from that divection.

“ ¥eszar!” he called back.

“You hear me, you feller Totus, ear
helong vou?™ went on the voice.

“¥esear, me licar, ear belong
answered the cook

“You take big-feller lawyer-cane,
Totua, you comey along deck. kou

lenty kil that feller Cherry along
awver-cane.”

Totua jumped.

LR

e .

Mauly, in the companion, jumped
also.
The cook was astonished by the

order, though, as he knew his skipper's
voice, e had no deubt that the order
came from Captain Ka,

But.an order to take & lawyer-cane
on deck and thrash one of the wlote
masters almost made Totus doubt his
brown ears.

“Oh, sar,” he zasped, "takee lawyer-
cane aleng deck, along kill feller white
master, sar 1™

“You do all samee me tell
feller Tofua, sposce you no
knock seven hel?a outer you 1"

“Wessar IV . gasped the cook. "Ae do
all sameo you sing out, sar (”

Amazed as he was by sach an order,
Totua was evidently going to cary it
out, He locked round the cabin, and
picked up a lawyer-cane,

“0Oh gad!” gosped Lord Mauleverer.

Toiua had no doubt that Capia.n Ka
had given him that amezing order.
But from where he stood in the com-
penion, Mauleverer was aware that
Captain Ka was not calling down {rom
the deck. )

On the fat face of William George
Bunter, sitting on the seitee, was a [at
grin; and Mauly, after the fivel moment
of -amazement, understoad. The fat
ventriloguist of Greyiriars weas at his
old game again.

This was Dunter’s way of getting his
own back for tha deckehair incident
ilhat morning 1 It was casy work Lo the
fat ventriloguist; though it had, appar-
ently, taken him all day to think of it.

But for the fact that Mauly was in
ihe companion, no doubt Bunter wouid
have got by with this, Tolua was
starting for the companion, with the
lawyer-cana in his brown hand, evi-
dently poing on deck to “lill’’ the
white master Cherry with the same
Kill, in the beche-de-mer, meant ta biat
or punish; the real me&ninﬁ of the
word being expressed by *kill-dead.”

Totua, in the full belief that his
ekipper had ordered him to do so, was
going on deck to piteh into Bob with
the lawyer-cane—astonished as he was

ou, you
then e



by receiving such an ocdey from Cap-

tain Ka.

Billy Bunter grinped screncly. He
would have preferved to punch Bob’s
noss had it been, so lo speak, pungh-
able. But a jolly pood whn]i'lpmg with
& lawyer-cane was the next best thing.
As to what would happen t& the un-
fortunate Totua afterwards, Dunter Liad
not thought of that.

Lord Mauleverer's face set grimly as
he came down the remaining steps of
the companion ladder.

He pushed Toiua baclk,

“Hold on !** he said. .

“No can, sar!” said Totua. " Aaster
belong me sing out ?ﬂ along deck, sar.

You no sdi'ip this feller Totua, sar !
“I suy, Mauly, get out of that nigger’s
way 1" squeaked Billy Bunter. a5

got something to do on deck.”

“You fat raseal I” roared Mauleverer.

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Give me that lawyver-cane, Totua.

“Takea lawyer-cano along deck, ear,
games masler belong me sipg out,™ said
Totua.

“ Master belong you no sing out!” ex-
plained Mauleverer. “That fceller white
master Bunter malee talk gll samco
master belong youw” :

Totua staved blankly at  Lord
Mauleverer. i
“No tinkee, sar!” he answered in-
credulously.

Mauleverer jerked (he lawyer-canc
from the brown hand.

“You go along deck, you speak along

feller captain, him tell you he no sing
out |” he gaid.
Totua eyed him, and went up the com-

nion. Lord Mauleverer, gripping tho
awyer-caue, stepped across the cabin
towards Bunter., The expression on his
lordship’s face rather alarmed the Grey-
friers veuiriloguist,

“I=1 sav, old c¢hap!” gazped DBunter.
91 say, don’t rou be a beast, vou know !
I weasn't pulling that nigger's lep—I—
I've quite forgotien how to do ventrilo-
quism since I've been out hera ! Besides,
you koow that beast rade me como
down waliop this morning! Look here,
wharrer you gowng fo do with that
gfick ¥*
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“Yarogooh !

The fat Owl bounded off the sctice.

Whaek !

“Ow!” roared Bunter,
Wow !l I sav, Mauly,

Whaelk !

“Yargop! I never did 1t!” welled
Bunter. “1I tell you I never opened my
mouth. Besides, it was only a joke! I
never—yarooooh !

Whaek, whael, whack!

Billy Bunter dﬁdged round the eabin
table, After him rushed Mauleverer,
still landing out with #he lawyer-cane.
On deck, Mauly had had no energy for
leap-frog, but he seemed to have cnergy
enough now. He laid on thab lawyer-
cane as if he were bealing & carpet.

Bunter roarcd, and yelled, and fed
for the companion, .

Whack, whaek, whael;, came on his
trouters, as he flew wup—a whack ab
every step, and a wild yell at every
whack.

- This waz what Bunter had planned for
Bob Cherry—and it had secred guite a
jolly good idea to him, Pua.‘xum&ly, Lo

did not care for if,

Yelling Irnntm&_i!%', the fat Owl bolted
out. on deck, with Lord Maulevercr
behind him, still whacking.

“Hallo, halle, hallot” roarcd Bob
Cherry, “What the thurmp—"

1 say, vou fellows—yaroooh ¥

“ Btoppit !
old cha —-.—I;J’

Whack, whaclk ! 4
S Mauly, old man—" gazpecd Harry
Wharton.
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“ My csteemed Manlyp—=>

¥ hack, whack!

“Yaroooop | Help | Stoppim 1M
velled . Bunter wildly. “0Oh  crikey!
Keep that beast oft | Yarooooh "

Bob Cherry, - in armarzement, caught
Mauly by the arm.

“What the t.humE-—-” he %ﬂﬁpeﬂ.

“Don't stop me!” gasped Mauleverer,
“1 haven't liniched yet! Come back,
Bunter [*

“Yow-ow-ow ¥ DBunter was not likely
to come back.

Lord Mauleverer gasped for breath.

“Think he's had cnough, you
follows 7™ he asked. :

*I'm surc Bunter thinks so,” grinned
Bob, * Buk what the dickens—-"

“Keap him off!” velled Bunter,
dodging behind the Famous Five. "I
say, you fellows, keep that mad uss off !
It was all o mistake! T never did it!
I've quite forgotten how to do ventrile-
qitism,

“1'd better give him a few more——"

“Hold on!” gasped Bob., " Has that
fat ass been ventriloguising ¥

“ Yaas.”

“1 haven't!" yelled Bunter. I never
told Totua to come up and whop you
with that’ lawyer-cane, Bob, and he
nover chought it was the skipper tclling
him. It was-all a mistake—"

“What!” roared Bob.

“1 never did, old chap! Keep that
beast off ! Take thab stick away from
him |* howled Bunter: *“Take it away,
Bob, old chap !

“(iive me that stick, Maunisy ¥

Mauleverer handed over the lawyver-
cane to Bob Cherry—much te Billy
Bunter's reliefs

But his relicf was brief!

Whack, whack, whack!

Bunter roared.

“Why, you beast—kecp offi! You're
a worse beast than Maonly—oh corikey !
Oh! Yow! Wow! Wooooh!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

“Yaroooooooop '™

Billy Bunter’s last stale was
than his first, He roared and bellowed,
and jum and dodged. All eyes on
the Flamingo were turned on him, and
the native crew were prinning, They
seemed gquite amuzed, Billy Buntere.-as
not amused,

Whack, whack, whack !

“0Oh erikey! Wow [ Yow! Wow!”

The fat Owl, yelling, dodged below.

A bump, and ‘& roar, were heard at
the foot of the companion. Bunter had
descended rather too hastily.

“ Yoo hoo-hoooop 17

There was ng more ventriloguizsm from
Eilly Bunter. He wes ns fed-up wiih
voutriloquism as the other fellows. His
wrath was deep, and his indignation
deeper; but no more mysterious volers
were lilkely 1o be heard during that trip
to Buva.

Worsn

E———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Night In The Fo'c'stle !
LINK, clink!

It was a metallic sound, as

Yaabel Dick, the beachecomber of

Kalua, stirred, in the dusky
forecastle of lhe Flamingo.

Heo was sprawling on the steps that
led up to the deek. The Duteliman lay
in_one -of the bunks. |

It was night again—deep, dark night.
Btars glinmered on the rolling Pacific,
but hardly 'a gleam penetrated into the
dusky den where the manacled prizoncrs
wera guariersd. . :

“They had the foreeastle to themselves.
In finc westher; the native crew hardly
entered it, and the weather was fine and
warm; - ‘The “watch . below ” of the
Flamingo: were sleeping on' deck, on

their tapa mats. Before a light breeze,
the schooner glided on- her way, under
the stars. Occaszionally the soft pad of
8 bare foot was heard on declk—the
raitle of & block, the creal; of a boom,
the rustle of a sail. In their quarters
aft, ngrg Wharton & Co, had loug been
in their bunks.

They slept soundly enougl, but slecp
did not come easily te the two wretches
who were booked Ffor prison at Suva.
Arnother day, or at most two days, and
the TFlamingo would make the TFiji
Islands, and they would be handed over
to the law by Captain Ka. If cither of
them had hoped that, during the trip by
sca, there mtght'h,n chance of escape,
that hope had had to Le abandoned,

Either of the desperate men would
have taken the most desperste chanees.
But no chanco had offercd—save that of
flinging themselves overboard, to death
in the deep waters, which was not a
chance they desired to take.

Clink, clink!

The metal clinked again, as the beach-
comber stirred restlessly, From ihe
bunk where Van Dink lay came & curse
in Dutch. The night was hot—neithey
was sleeping.

At stated intervals, the prizoners were
allowed on deck for exercise and air.
Mr. McTab had given the skipper in-
structions to take no chanees with them,
but to deal with them as humanely as
possible, without risking either of theu
getting loose.  But at night, they had
to remain in the forecastle—and if they
showed up on deck, ther were likely to
bo put back in their quarters in  the
mosk unceremonious manner.

Only af meal-times were the irons un-
locked on their wrists, with the key
carricd by Captain Ka. And then half
a dozen of the erew stood ready in caso
they attempted to give frouble. But
evens the savage Dutchman had been
cowetl, and he did not attempt to wreak
hiz rage in a hopeless stroggle. Except
et those brief intervals, they remaines
ironed, and they had long sinde learned
that there was no cecape from the irons.

“No hope—no hope!” tha beach-
comber muttercd halg aloud, and Lo
gave a low groan,

“Ach 1” came in the darkness from the
Dutechman. “ Fool! You have a ehanec,
if you would wse it. You have only to
speak 1o the schoolboy lord. If he knew
tho real name of ¥=abel Dick—"

“Hold wour tongue!”™ grunted the
beachcomber.

“TFool! He would not let you go to
prison if he knew—*

“He shall never know ™

The Dutchman's piggy cves peered at
him with savage mockery 1 the gloom,

“Beggar and outcast and gaolbird,
seur of the beaches, and vou keep up
your pride!” he jeercd. * You will ask
nothing at the hand- of the boy. Yen
will go fo prison on Suva, rather,
TFool 1"

“To pricot, or the holiom ol tne sea,
rather I snarled the man from Ysabel.
“But éven if he knew at would make
no difference. It i3 vou who are the
fool, Van Dink.”

“One of his own blood—of hia own
name—-"

‘tAnid & disgrace o both; well got rid
of when the prison doors eloie behind
me!" sneered the beacheomber,  “He

would be
ged of if he knew.” | :

“Tt i3 not so. I have zeen fthe bov.
I know him better than you do. He.
would do something for you if he knew.”

“ He shall never know." . '

The Dutchman grunted again con-
temptuously, and lay quiek,

The moan feam Ysabel shifted himsclf
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a litile to put his heed out of the open-
ing above njo the fyesh air.

In the starlight he could see little but
the sail:, but he made out the still
forms of tlecping Kanakas on their
mats, and hera and thers a shadowy,
moving figure of 4 native scaman.
Then [or a moment he saw the tall
igura of Capiain Ka-a-ha-hua-hina
moving on the deck aft.

His eves fixed on the Raiatean. In
lhe pockes of Caplain. Ka's loose drill
jackéet was the key to the manacles.
More than once desperate thoughts had
passed through hizs mind of somehow
making an attemps to_get hoid of rhat
key. But it was Lopeless—a vain, des-
perate thought,

Hopo was aead in the breast of the
ountcast of Kalua.

But for the coming ¢f Lord Alaul-
everer o I{aluavnhm-lglua, e would
gtill have been combing the beach on
Mauleverar’s island, wot even knowing
that the 1sland belonged to the school-
bov earl. .

}S-’Ie thought of Mauleverer, sleeping
peacefully in lis quearters aft, and
gritted his tecth with rage.

One of the scamen nediced the hag-
gard, stehbly face looking out, and
made a movemont tewards him.

The beachecomber slid back into the
forecastle hefore the man could come
acrose to him. 5

It was hot and stuffy in the foreeastie
of the Flaminge. A can of waler stood
tere, with a tin Eanﬂikiu beside it
The beachcomber dipped the tin mug
and drank. Ile counld n:e hizs hands to
thet extent, in spile of the manacles
that elinkead with every movement,

“Ik heb erpen dorst P grunted the
Dutchman [rom the bunk. " Give me
weter.”

The beacheamber snarled.

“Help yourself, you lazy fool !

The ]gnmi;mau cursed huom, and*rolled
heavily and elumsily out of the -bunk.
The steel chaing on the irona on his
sinewy wrigis clinked and elinked.

Ysabhel Dick crawled up the steps
again and put his head out mio the
fresh air. At the risk of being seen and
kicked back into his den, he erawled out
tao stretch himself on the deck near the
sleeping Kanakas,

The Dutchman, cuvsing, rolled back
itita his bunk.

The heachcomber lay on the deck
under the stars. It was a relief to be
in the frech air, and he lay autet,
Imﬁing to ex::aiw aitention. )

ut when he etirred unconscignsiy
there was a clink of the stee] chain fhat
conuected the jron bracelets on  his
wrizts, and it egught the cars of one of
the erew. A shadowy Kanaka loomed
over him,

“You go back along place belong
vou !” spapped the seaman, and he
stirred the beachcomber with & bip
Lrown tos in his vibs.

¥Yeahel Dick glared up at hum like a
savage ammal, and, forgetling pru-
dence, kicked at him.

There wase.a loud howl frem the
Kanaka, asz the kick landed on his shin.

“You bdd-dfeller teo much!™ he

gnl?ﬂi ; :

¢ pgrasped the beachecomber with
hoth hands to fling him headlong bock
into the forecastle,

In Blind and eavage rage, Ysabel
Ditk kicked apain and struck out with
both his maracled hands,

The struggle drew the attention of all
thé erew on deek, some of the sleepers
sitling up on their mats and staring.

Captain Ka ecame striding forward
with a knitted hrow.

“ What name—" he snnppmi.

Then. as he :aw the enraged beach-
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comher struggling with the naiive sca-
man, he grasped him and spun him
away towards the forecastlo door.

The seaman was - left rubbing en

aching shin. The beacheomber, jté&ﬂting
with rage, swung away in the Kanaka
shipper's powerful grasp.

“ You stop along place belong you, my
ward 1" sn:? ped %Eptuin Ka. And he
pitcled the %ca-:!mmnl:cr headloug 1n.

Ysabel Dick, mad with rage, clutched
at him like a wildeat, There was a yell
from Capiain Ka, az he stumbled and
fell  after the heacheomber,  They
erashed together into the dusky fore-
castle. )

“Ach!™ parted Van Dink, starning
from the bunk at the struggling figures
on the floor.

“Help me, Van Dink?! yclled the
heachcomber. " Help e, vdu hound 1
He was fighting like a wildeat in the
skipper’s grazp.

“TFaol 1 snarled Van Dink.

It was futile to join in a =enffle wilh
his hands ironed, though the beach.
comber had forgotten it in his mad
vago, The Dutchman remained in his
bunk.

Manacled az {he oulcast  of Kalua
was, and 1o mateh for the skipper had
his bands heen [ree, the struggle lasted
several minutes,  Twiee, thrice they
rollled over on the floor,

Then Captain Ka wrenched himself
losse, Ainging the outeast on the planks,
1le staggered up, panting with wrath.

The beachcomber, exhausted, breath-
less, glared up at him., The Kanaka
skipper glared down, -

iy word! This feller knock seven
betl: out of yvou I gasped Captain Ka.
He skouted to the deck. “You [cller
boy, vou bring feller stick along me ™

For the next-few minutes there was a
sound of lashing in the forevustle, the
beachcomber tguirming and  howling
under the lashes. ]

The Duichman locked on stolidly
from his bunk, i

“Now you zavvy ne makee hand bo-
long you =top ﬁlﬂn% this feller Ka-a-ha-
Lhua-hima!” said Caplain ™Ka, as he
ceazed to lay on the lawver-cane: and
ha went back to the deck, leaving tho
owvfast of Kalue pasping and groaning.

Yeabel Dick lay where he was—too ex-
hausted and tea aching to move for a
long time. That entbreak of insensate
rage had cost him degr,

For a long hour he lav, hardly stir-
ring, groaning from time to time. There
was a heavy =nore frony the bunk. The
Dutchman had gone o sleep,  Vsabel
Dick was not likely to sleep.

He moved at last, to drag limself to
his feet. His knee, as he put it {o tho
floor, jarred an someining that lay
there, and he muttered a feeble curse as
it hurt his knee,

He szhifted his knee, and zomething
that glimmered like metal caught his
eves 1n the glinucer of the lamp that
WwWas t'l.l]:'l]l.'!lj Il',.'l"u‘i'.

Yzabel Dick caught his breath.

For a long moment he stared at the
faintly glinmering bit of metal, hardly
daring to believe what his eves told him.
Then, with his heart beating so hard
that it almost suffocated him, he groped
for ilie lutile objeck with his hands. His
fingeys closed on 1t convulsively.

t was a key |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures !
“ CH 1" grunted Van Dink.
He =tirred in his bunk as he
was shaken,

_ His piggy cyés opened, and
he dimly made out the stubbly, seamed

[ace of the beachcomber of Kalua,
ablaze with wild excileent.
“Wake " brealhed Yeabel Dick.
"“"Achl Ik heb slaap——"

“Fooll Blockheadl Wake!” hizsed
the beacheomber. % Look—fool—loolk |
He held up the key before the blinking,
heavy efes of the Dutehman. " Look—
and wale, fool and blockhead that you
oy £ '

‘The slow-witted Dutciunsn stared at
him, not understagding. The man from
Vaabel hissed in his ear:

“Doltl It i3 the key! The heyl
Do you understand, fool? The Raiatean
dropped it here—""

“Ach [ pasped Van Dink,

“ Tt must have slipped from hia pocket
while I was strupp m?g with him. Do
youn understand, brute?”

Van Dink tinderstood then. Ila half.
raised limself in the bunk, hia light

eyes glittening in_ the gloomn, ia
breathed hard and deep. e
“The key!” he. whispered. "Achl

The key I*

“Yea wea! (Give me your hands—
guickt Make no zound! 1Ie has not
miissed 1, but if he missea it—quick I

There was a faint sound of clicking.
Ysabel Dick lifted the unlocked
manacles from the halry wrists of 1ha
Dutchman, and laid them noiselessly in
the bunk., Then he pressed the key into
Van Dink’s hand,

“Quick I" he breathed,

A mimute more and hig irons were un-
locked and he was {rec.

The Dutchman eclambered out of the
bunk, his piggy eyes gleaming, YWhat
tie prisomers of the Flamingo hed
h-::-rjn:-cf for, lonpged for, but mever
dreamed might eome to pass, had hap-
sened—by the wildest chance. The key
wad slipped fvom the pocket of the loose
drill jacket, ss Captain Ka rolled over
in that struggle with the beachcomber,
unheard in the noize of the ecuffle, un-
noticed in the dark. For a whole hour
it had lain wheve it had failen. Evi-
dently the Raiatean had not missed it,
or thought of it. A whele hour .had
heer lost; but now. that tho outcast of
Ialua had the key he-was losing no
time.

So far as captain and crew knew, the
two prisoners in the [orccastle were
still in irons, unable to use their hands,
unable to move without a tell-tale
¢link of steel. But they were free—frea
to take any desperato measures; and
no measures could be too deosperate fur
the two wrotches booked for prison at

Suva. '

% Ach1” breathed the Dutchman. Iis
little eyes Fln.ﬂ.med and danced in his
fat face. “We are not at Bova yel—
{hey will not land us at Suval”
“Quiet 1”7 muttered the beachcomber.
IIo was shakimg from head to foot with
suppressed  oxcitement. “1 _~mnever
dreamed “of such luck as this—take
caro not to give the alarn or we are
lost.™

The 'Dutelunan lifted his henr} and
shot a swift glance to the deck. Thore
was no sign of alann there, All was
niet on the deck of the schooner, aa
ghe surged st hardly three knots
through the starry sea.

He looked at Ysabel Dick and there
waz & grin on his fat, brutal face.

Brute and ruffian as the Dutch free-
booter was, he had plenty of courage—
the unreflecting brute courage a
savage animal. DMMore &qrmg_tlmugi;tu
wore passing through his mind thén
ﬂn-uﬁ:g' that of the panting beach-

mber.
m"‘;‘!.ch! Wa are in luck—ach ! hs
breathed. “Ach! They shall pay o
ih_e--daﬁa and pights in the island gao!

—ach |®



“A boal! whispered ¥sahel Dick,

“A boat!” repeated Van Dink,

“If we could get hold of & boat—"

“Neen, neen !”

I'm ready to risk itﬂauvthmg ? get
loose—thé sharks sooncr than the /prison
gt Buva! If we make an island—"

“TFool!” breathed the Dutchman con-
temptuonsly. *“That is death! We are
npt leaving the Flamingo, fool! Achl

ow that my hands are free—"

Ysabel Dink peered at him.

“What do you mean, Van Dink?* he
muttered hoarsely. * They will find we
are loose, at dawn at latest, and it is
not far from dawn now! Do you want
to be locked in the irons again, mad-
man l:::“

The Dutchman gave a low, savago
chuekle. -
“Wa have an hour of darkneszs yet!
he grinned. “In B dark hour much
may be done when the hands are frea!”
“What do you mean? What—"
“It is our turn now |” breathed the
freebootor.  “ Do you not understand,
foel? To swim 13 desth—we cannot
scize & boat—ach! That skipper
carries -a revolver, and do you notk
think that he would fire on us the

moment we are seen loosge—"

41 will risk it 1"

“Neen! Neenl
FOu_BIC trumblln;i_ T i

“If T am tremb mgb‘;t- is with excite-
ment, snd hope ! you think my
heart fails me, brute?” snarled the
beachcomber.  *1 will face all that you
will face, and move."

Leave it to me—

“Hearken, then!” mutbered _the
Dutclunan. “The skipper i3 on deck
Ft.he mate below! If I could reach
1 T F e

' *He would shoot you dead at sight—
what madness are you dreaming of 7"
muttered the beachcomber, huskily.
“We have a chance to escape——"
 Fecape!” jeered Van Dink. “Ach,
it is not of escape that 1 think! It is
of vengeance—it ig of taking the ship,”
. “MTaking tha ship !"
. *“¥ou have called me, many times,
brute and fool!” sneered the Duteh-
man. “It is vyou who are fool, if not
coward as well. I tell you, if I reach
the skipper and strike him down—and
why not, as ho knows nothing, suspects

- A,

noihin

Ysabel Dick caught his brealh.

“Onee lot me pet a grip on his
revolver, and we will not think of
cscape ! breathed Van Dink.  “The
erew-=I will drive themn liko Ehm.zg
with a run in my hand! All depen
vn that!™

“Oh 1" beacheomber.
He leaned on a. bunk, gasping for
breasth. He understood the wild and
dosperate thoughts in the mind of the
Dukchrnai. ot escape—but victory
and vengeance. now that he was freo
to use his handa. N

And there wasz a chance! Thero was
at least a chance. The thought of it
dazzled the outcast of Kalua.

Not escape—but turning the tablos
on the enemy! A ship to sail where he
chose, and Lord Mauleverer =at his
mercy | With lock—-

E‘Thﬁ Dutchman's piggy eyes peered st

im.

miuttered the

“You understand? If you have the
courage——:=>
“Fooll I would face a thousand

deaths for such a chancel! Leave it to
me—you are & clumsy brute, you would
never reach him undetected—I have a
chance—"" _
h“An:hI Pnee- my -hands were on his
throat——" ! :

“[azten to me, Van Dink?! When we
sailed together, I loft you because I
wwould not stand for what you did! You
will do no murder ou this ship, yom

f we canvot, we must risk a swim !
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villain! If we have to fight, that is a
different rmatter—you will not find me
wanting then; but you will do no
murder, vou scoundrel !*

Tho Dutchman clenched his sinewy
hands. The beachecomber's face, pale,
set, threatening, was close to his in the
gloom.

“Do you think I fear wvou, brute?”
snarled Ysabel Dick., “Vou will take
orders from me—do wyou hear, you
dog? If all goes well 1 will make you
rich—that is why rFou came fo Kalua
to find me, and that is enough for you!
You take orders from me, brute ! Now
be silent and leave it to me"

He crept up from the forccastle.

The Dutchman, duivering with rage,
watched him., But he conirolled his
fury. A dispute, at that moment,
meant discovery and recapture.

He knew, too, that the slim, wiry
beacheomber had a better chance of
success 1n. the attempt to reach the
skipper, aft, and disarm him. Tt was
not the herculean strength and buli-like
ferocity of the Dutchman that were re-
quired—it was silence and cunning and
caution. It was -the Dutchman who
had formed that wild and desperate
scheme—but tho beachcomber was the
man to carry it out, if it could be
carried out at all. Breathing Dutch
curses under hiz breath, the freebooter
remained in the foreeastle, watching
and  waiting, weod listening in tense
anxiety.

——

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
The Upper Hand !
YE&BEL DICK made no sound as

he crawled on the dusky deck.

There was no tell-tale clink

of manacles to belray him now,

His heart best fast; but he was cool.

The wild excitement .of the first

motnents of freedom had ‘passed—he

was cool a3 ice. And he needed all his
coolness, allk his resource.

One sound of alann and he would be
scized, and the Dutchman seized in his
turn, in many hands and overpoweged.
MNeither would Captain a have
hesitated to shoot had it been necessary.
All depended on. caution—on making
cunning usze of the fact that he was free
of his irons, and his freedom as yet
unknown and unsuspected.

There were sleepers on the mats on
the shadowy deck. ¥sabel Dick la
down near them and waikted, watched,
and listened. He had to reach the
after-deck wundetescted—no easy task,
dark as it was, and unsuspected as he
wa2. And he had to find some weapon.
He was of no use in a hand-to-hand
struggle with the powerful Raiatean,
Even had he been, a minute’s ut-mig]a
would have lost everything, Ho had
to be silent and swift, With somethin
in hia hand, one blow from behin
would settle the matter—if he had
luck1 He was going to_have luck if
cunning and caution could do it.

The sttempt was desperate—wildly
desperate ! Yot, desperate as it was, 1t
was the only chance! Tt was impossible
to get a boat away undiscovered; and
to take to the water was almost eertain
death, with the schooner probably
hundreds of miles from land. Escape,
which was all that he had thought of
when first he was loose from the ireoms,
was impossible without success—and
guccess in this, meant thakt escape was
not needed—he would be master of the
Flamingo.

A shadowy [Opgtre moved and he
hardly breathed. But, lyvipg there in
the ﬁsa.'rk, silent, he was taken for one
of the slecping secamen, if he we

11
noticed at all. The shadow dzﬂappﬂt"ed

ABEFRin,

Then ono of the sleeping Kanakas
stirred on his mat and again the beach-
comber's heart throbbed. But the man
only turned over and went to sleep
again, & fuzzy head pillowed on a
brown arm. 2 o

Ysabel Dick stirred again, He moved
maore like a scrpent than a man as he
crawled in the dark. He stopped again
in the deep shadow of a boat,

The Flamingo carried two boats—a

whaleboat and a ding 7. It was hy
the latter that the beachcomber was
now silently crouching.
" He remained there motionless, for »
full minute, before he ventured to rise
to his feet. It was lLikelv enough that
eyes had fallon on him, but in the
gloom he was naturally taken for one
of the crew.

His hand groped; and he breathed
satisfaction as he found that the tiller
was in its place in the dinghy. He un-
hooked it and sank down into the
shadows again,

He had now & weapon in his hand
to use as a bludgeon., His grip closed
on_ it tenaciously.

He moved again.

The following munutes were full of
snxicty that amounted almost to
anguish. But though he knew that the

limmer of dawn was not far away he
ﬁid not hasten his movements, But it
spemed to him an age before he was
crouching in the shadow of the main-
mast, listening to the sound of the
Raiatean’s volce as he spoke to the
Kanaka at the wheel.

Crouching, he waiched, and noted
thet there was a sleeping figure in the
long cane chair near the cabin skylight.
He had assumed that the mate was
below while the captain was taking his
wateh on deck. He realised now that the
Fijian mate was taking his “watch
beilﬂw " above decks like the erew.” Tho
men was sleeping ; but it was an added
danger, for there was no doubt that
he would wake at & sound.

But there was no possibility of re-
treat for the desperate man who
crouched with the dinghy's  tiller
gripped 1n his hand., It was neck or
nothing for the man who was booked
for prison at Suva if he failed.

Hiz o¢ves were on the Raiatean
skipper. Captain Ka looked .at the
binnacle, and then spoke 1o the steers-
man again. Then he moved along the
deck, and the beachcomber's heart
almost ceased to beat, for Captain Ka
was coming direcily towards hum,

No chance now of takwng him from
behind with a sudden blow, as he Lad
planned. In an _instant the skipper
would see him. Luck. which had be-
fricnded him so long, had.failed,

“What name wyou stop along this
place ¥

The skipper had seen him, but did
not recogoise him in the deep shadow.
He had taken him for one of the crew
off duty, sleeping on deck—only suppos-
ing that the man had comne farther aft
than & scaman was expecicd to do,

The next moment Captain Ka stirred
him with his foot.

“You go back along forward deck!™
he rapped.

Ho was not diseovered yvet! e had
a few scconds!

One was enough—Ffor he had fo take
tho chance now before the Ralatean
realised—as he was certain to do in &
few scconds—that the dark Ggure under
the rail was not one of the crew.

The beachcomber shab his feelh and

Imﬁncd.
e leaped like a tiger.
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In & split second he was on his feet,
tha tiller ‘erathing, and the blow -caught
the Rajatean full on the forchead. -

Even as it fell, Captain Ko realised
hiz danger, and grabbed at the revolver
in his hip pocket. But it was too late,
That torribls blow- sent him collapsi
backwarde, and he dropped on the dec
with & heavy thud; the revglver half-
drawn, his senses scaitered. He fell,
and lay like aleg.”

There was & staitled howl from the
man at the wheel. ... The Fijian. mate
zat up in the, long chair, rubbing his
ey, _

‘The beacheomber groped over the
fallen capiain. Iavdly & second. and
tho revolver was in his hand.

Ha whirled round at the mate, Stay-
ing at him blankly, the Fijian jumped
from the chair. The starlight was dim,
but the beacheomber was Tull in his
sight, and -the -Fijian knew him—Imew
that it was one of the prisoners of the
forecastle who stood in front of hjm
with-thercaptain’s revolver in his hand,

“What name—=" gasped the mate.

Withoht~ finishing the wuestion, he
leaped from: the chair, )

“Stantl back,'” ‘snavled Vsabel Dick,
1 L] ﬂr .iU- ] .

He had no {ime for more. He fired,
with the mate's gresp ealmost upon
him, and the Fijian rolled over on the
déck, velling, with a bullet in his leg.

The Dumgman weould have shot him
through the heart. " But even &t that
wild moment the man who had =unk o
low balked at the last and meost terrible
of crimes. Low enough he lhad sunk
an the Pacific heaches in lawless chaps,
put there had never been blood on his
bands. :

The Fijian lay greani
rise, The captain lay like a log,
stunned and senseless. The' steersman
zstared with bulging eves from a I?mwp
face, almost releasing the wlheel in his
amazement and terror. . .

Yiabel Dick spun reund at Liim- with
& snarl,

“Keep her steady, fool 1™

The Kanaka gasped.

* Yessar ¥ : 2

He grasped the spokes again, but lus
ayes remained on the man from Yzabel
i amazement and terrvor. .

“Van Dink "? shouted ¥sabel Dick.

There was & sound of voices from
helow—the shot had alarmed the whole
ship. Both watches on deck were In a
stariled buze, But it was unnecessary
for tha beacheomber te shout to lus
confederate. At the zound of the shot
the Dutehman came hurtling from the
Forecastle, 1le was move than rcady.
Almost in a moment the ruffian had
smatched a belaying-pin from the pin-
vail, and was glaring round at the
amazed crew, who started back from
him in amazed alarm,

““ Ach |” The Dutchman grinned with
savage glee as he joined (he beach-
comber.  “Ach, then, you heave doune
it1?

He gave the senseless captain a
brutal kick, the steersman a glare that
made the Kanaksd gasp with terrow,
and then, tuining on the mate, swung
up the belaying-pin.

Yaabel Dick thrust him backwards—
f]]]‘l!ﬂ-ti.’ﬂ%] the muzzle of the revolver
against his brawny chest

“Stop that brute |” he snarled.

“* Fool—to make all safe——"

"I will shoot you dead, YVan Dink, 1f
you tmlq?h him 12

“Foolt muttered the Dutchman.
But he backed away from the revolver,
and the glaring fievce eyes over it.

Ysabel Dick stooped over
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wounded man and zecured his revolver.
The Dutchman held out a hand for it
‘“—the bencheomber dropped it into hib
own pocket,

The Dutchman splutiered rage.

“Fool! They are coming—give me
the ‘gun !’ He choked with rage. =

There waz s pattering of bare fect
a5 the Kanaka crew came rmmning alt
in -8 Bunch.

The leacheomber Lifted the revolver
and fived twice—grazing brown limbs
wvith the bullets, and the rush stopped
at onee., Then, as the Kanakds hung
hesitating, the Dwichman rushed at
them like 8 savape wild bull, crashing
the belaying-pin right and’ left on
fuzzy heads.

There were more*than a dozen of the
Kanakas, but they scatieved before the
ruffian, ecuttling abeout ihe deck to
mmp%his- savage blows,

“Ach 1 grinned the Dutelman. “Wa
are inasters. here ™

THE NINTH CHAPTER

Alarm In The Night !

i SAY, vou fellows!™

Even Billy Bunter had awak-
ened.

The Famons Five had tuened
out of their bunks.. Lord Mauleverer
sat up) The rvinging of shots above
deck—the sound of many starvtled voices
—was gurprising and alapwing in the
darkness of {he nighi.

Harry Wharton slruck a mateh;

The light fickered an siartled [aces.

“What en earth's up ?'* breathed Bob
Cherry,  “That was shooting ¥

“Zomething's up ! said Harry, Ile
lighted ile swinging lamp in the cabin,

“Can’t be trouble with the prisoners,™
satd Nugent. L.

“How could it? They're in irvons!
Some sort of trouble with the crew, I
£ Blessed if I make it out!”
sard Harry, “But the seoner we know
what's uwp, the better !

Tramphing fooisteps—lond howls and
shouts—sounded on ihe deck. above.
Whatever it was that was “up,” it was
clear that it was something serious.

The juniors bundled hastily into their
clothes,

Half-dvessed, Ilarry Wharlon went up
the campanien ta look out on the deck.
All was dark there, though there was
in the ecastern sky the first famnt
glimmer of coming dawn.

The first object that met his eyes was
the Kanaka boatswain, Kuloo, Iying on
the deck, holding both hands to his
head, half-stunned.

Wharton stared at him blankly, and
then his glance shot round. Dim as it
was, he could sce two figures that la
prone on the after-deck-—one quite still,
the other moving and groamng, IHe
knew that they wore the captain and
the mate. DBut his eyes went at once
to the two men who weve standing—
the beacheomber, with a revelver in
his hand, the burly Dulchman, with a
belaying-pin.  His eyes fairly started
at what he saw. :

The fierce litile piggy eyes of the
Dutchman fell on him.

Van Dink did net speak—but he
came with a rush towards the school-
bov, the belaying-pin lifted for a blow,

Harry Wharton sprang back into the
companion just in time. The bull-voice
of the Dutchman roarcd after him.

“Ach! You come up, if vou chogsgel
You will lind new masters here ™ A
harsh mocking laugh followed. ]

Whartan dropped back quickly into
the cabin, his face pale, His friends
looked at him—they had heard the
Dutchman’s roar.,

“That villain=—" breathed Jolinny
Bull. )

+ Wharton caught his breath,

“They're loose!”™ ho  breathed.
HQoodnezs  knows  how—but  1hey're
loaze, and T saw both of them ! They've
kiocked out: Captein a and the mate
—they've got the ship ™

“Oh my hat!” murmured Bob,

“ O erikey ' ¢ame from Billy Buniler,
“Oh Jor' | I wish I haidn't como on this
beastly scloonér! I wish—"

“Shut up, fathead ™ gréwled Johinny

Bull,
“Oh Ior'l Oh dear! QOwi?
hllII;?{lld Mauléverer turned out of his

His lordship’s faco was very

startled, But ho was cahn,

" They've 'EOt the ship¥” he repeated.
‘Looks like it, .at least,”. answercd
Harry Wharton, *It myst have been
Ysabel Dick who was firing—he had a
revolver in his hand. T saw one of the
crew kndeked out)] The Kanakas cannot
handle those scoundrels.™

Lord Mauleverer whistled softly.

“How the dickens ¢ould they have
got loosa ™ muttered Bob., “Tho irons
were  locked on them—the  captain
eartied the key ! McTab never doubted
that they were safe.”

5 Gnuinm kuows ! But they're loose !
Thtu:lr.r;wrebgut %]1?1 slutpwlm:ilusia-tlm crew
get.thg best of them nd they won't.™

“Not likely.” y

he juniors . looked at ono another,
their faces pale,. theiv hearts beating
fagt. ‘Lhey had gone o bed thet night
cheerfully, . . leoking forward to the
mariow, nover dreaming of trouble on
the voyage. Tho moirow had not yet
come—but 1his had como |

It was not casy for them to realiso
how complete and tervible a change had
taken place on the Flamingo,

Not for & moment had $hey ever
dreamed jhat there was danger of the
prisoners 1 tho forecastle getting loose.
Not- for “a mmment had My MeTab
dreamed of it, It secined impossible,

And, oven 1if by some miraculous
chance they got loose, ne one could have
foreseen that they could possibly geb the
upper hand of the captain and male,
both of whém were armed with fire-
nyms, which they cerlainly. wounld not
ltave hesitated o usze if aitacked.

What had happened scomed almost
unbelievable.

But there was nao doubt about what
Harry Wharton had seem; po  deubt
ahout that savage roar from the Duotch-
man.,  ysabel Dick and Van Dink wera
masters of the schooner,

The jumiors moved to the foot of the
companion. There they-could hear a
voice above,

“You feller boy 1" ]

It was Ysabel Dick speaking to the
sleersmart.

“ ¥essar 1" came an alfrighted pozp.

“¥You stop along wheell Keep her
steady 1 ¥ou ’bey ovder along mo all
samee nlong Captain kKa”

“¥ogzar]l This feller pood boy along
vou, sar | b i

“B'pose vyou no good boy along me,
vou kill-dead closeup!®™ E:rmprcﬁ the
voice of the beachcomber of Walya,

“Oh, sar, this feller velly pood boy
along you, slong feller Dussman; too
mueh geod boy along you, sar |V

The juniors listenced in grim silence,
What they heard showed them how little
the twncgcspemdnea had to fear from
the native crew. A white man with s
revolver in his hand was more than
equal to kecping a Kanaka crow in sub-
jection—if he were prepared to use itl
There could be littla doubt that ¥sabel
Dick wasal .

“That tears it|" murmured Dob
Cherry, as the juniors stood silent.



EVERY SATURDAY

A R e T B, P L i B ralal] SmELL
S R B :‘:E <':f'.f e e =
= T 1 T e o 3 . -
.-\.:' :\. (s =
e .. A
.. repd
. : e S
G Rl F_ b
E
: RS
I FEEi s
o :."_' X
e s e
T | ey |- e e
BT PR - e 5
Ll '
B % 7
e i, e i
R s - Een Fiey Yo o =] e
e i 4 :-_:_-'5:5:‘. LT _ii S
it e e i R s
2 2 G S ; i
e Lo s T -\.ﬁ:-
. SRR = = .
*F.i: :'5?; e e me
= L - : S
. g n e
e ¥ i L
'l o . " v "
it g ey e Lo o
e ' R L
. |- Tos iy :
& o R .:E_ £
0, e ghgn A
- f
¥ H r
{
oL
H ‘..-"*
i,
h_-;...
? i !
L 1
% .
"-.l.'_ J\.i X ' =1
i
"t
R m o
R
St %
u
%ﬂé
s i ;"" e e
e = = A T v ;
Thm §§£§§f e e ; 7 _
e PRI S 2 o ; % R e
ﬂ;m-ggﬁ?ﬁ:ii Eg i i SRRt eann e 0, e el A e
B P R e e oo e S i R
S B o s e RS R

Fast In the gﬁp 01 the burly skipper, the beacheomber was fighting like a8 wild-cat. |
““ Fool ! *" snarled Van Dink from the bunk. Manacled as they were, he could see that to struggle was

me, you hound ! ™

The Duatehman's harsh  voice was
Lieard.

“Ach! We have them feeding from
the hand! Did I not tell you? But

give me a gun! Do you hear? Give me
& gun i

I will give vou & bullet, Van Dink,
if you get your cara up ! 'E_“'f'um on that,
vou !m ian ! came the beachcomber’s
BIIAT L.

“Ach! There are other firearms
aboard—it is but to seck—"
“You will not touch them! You're

taking vour orders from me, Van Dink !
I will not shoot 2 man on this ship if I
can help it—but I will shoot vou like a
dog if you try any of your old games
here! TFool and brute that you are, do,
you want to put that bullneck of yours
inko a rope "

“Ach! But I tell you—="

“TFool! You waste time! (et those
iwo forward and lock the 1rons on them !
They can take their turn in tho irons,
and it will keep them safe,”"

A harsh, sardonic laugh was heard
from the Dutchman., His pood homonr
geemed o be restored by the itdea of
putting the captain and mate into the
irons from wihich the prisoners had
escaped.

“Ach!l That 1z good!” he chuckied.
“And I will sec that no key ia dropped
in the forecastle again—they will never
giat such a chance! But the schoolboys,
t

Inlly___ﬂ l

“They can wait! Ceb these men
safel”

“Ja, ja "

The Dutehman was heard to roar: -~

“You feller boy, you comey carry
feller captain, feller mate, along fore-
castle, plenty too quick!”

The juniors listened with their hearts
beating rather painfully, If the
Kanakas obeved that order it was clear

futite 1

that the desperadoes had them, as Van
Dink said, feeding from the hand.

And the order was obeyed at once.
Pattering bare feet sounded on the deck,
followed by the heavy tramp of the
Dutchman, going forward.

Eob Cherry sot his lips.

“Our turn next ! he said. * But—"

“Ready, you mon1” called out Lord
Mauleveror from the cabin.

“ What—o-"

“0Oh! Good man, Mauly 1*

Lord Mauleverer, by the light of the
cabin lamp, was unpackimg rifles from a
case and sorting out cartridges. Billy
Bunter, from his bunk, watched him
with eyes wide and round, goggling
behind ‘his spectacles,

# I=—I—T1 zay, you fellows
Bunter.

But the Famous Five did not heed
Bunter. What terrible peril lay shead
of themt they hardly knew, but from the
Dutchman, at least, they knew that they
had only savage ferocity to expeet. And
Mauly, at least, had bitter hostilify to
Exgecl: from the beachcomber.

=0 far they counld only surmisc what
might be the intentions of tH: des-
poradoes towards them: but whatevor
was coming, the Famous Five of Grey-
friara had courage to face it, and with
arms 1n their hands they were ready to
defend themselves.

But their hearts were beating havd as
the ghimmering light of dawn grew
cleaver over the skylight,

P
]

stuttered

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Master of the Flamingo !

SABEL DICK looked over the sca,
brightening in the strengthenin
light of dawn, and his seamed,
sunburned face was gloating.

Strange and startling as was that

* Holp me, Van Dink,” he yelled.

b
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sudden change in his fortunes, the out
cast of Kalua had already dismissed the
past and was thinking of the future,

Already the courie of the Flaminge

was changed.
She was no longer making the INji

group, souwlhward. TUnder her new
masters the Flamingo was not likely to
ratse Suva, The first thought of both

the desperadoes was to get into the
loneliest waters at the safest possible
distance from a Britizh gunboat.

The Kanaka erew jumped to orders ak
the roar of the Dutchman, backed up by
g brawny fist or a capstan bar. ’Bhuh
was how Van Dink had been aceustomed
;E_handh a crew when he sailed his own

L[

Tt was possible that the crew would
have turned on the Dutehman, huge and
powearful and terrifyving as he was.
There were more than enough of them
to overcome the burly rufian. It was
the revolver in Ysgha‘l_ Dick’s hand that
kept them from thinking of making the
attempt, The beacheomber could have
shot them down lLike so many rabbits if
they turned on his confederate, and
there was no doubt that he would have
done so with the alternative of going
hack to his 1rons.

MNo thought of resistance was in the
mindz of the erew, Almost every _gman
had already hed 8 savage blow ﬂum
the Dutch treebooter, and they jumped
to hiz orders with alacrity for fcar ol
MOre.. '

Capiain Ka, in the forccastle, had
come to his senses, only to find himseli
locked in irons. The mate, groaping
fromn his wound, lay in & bunk, also
ironed, They had taken the place of the
grmnmm and were helpless, Van Dinlc

ad closed the seuttle on them, and not

(Continued on poge 16.)
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He had taken the upper hand of his
brutal associate, ss if as a matter of
gourse,  Van b;nk;-_whu eould * have
killed him with a blow ‘of his heavy,
brawiy fast,’ chafed . savagély uhdér ik
Every moment he was on the verge.of
n savagn outhreak. )

“You give me orders!” he growled
a3 he came aft.  “Ach, look you here,
you will not give me orders| On the

hark, it was I that gaveé the orders—
and do you think that I take orders on

= this shipt”

(Continued from page 13.)

o
ruffian '.'h'ad
them, as he had said, fceding from the
hand | _ B

Ysabel Dick’s eyes were dancin

one of the crew wentured to open ..
even to approach it T

He was master now | L&rd'ghflip:
verer was below—at his mercy ! The
Dutchman would have flung the school-
bor earl into the Pacific without a
thouglit of compunction.

Mo such thought was in the beach-
comber's mind. But he had his own
plans—plans " that - he had striven to
carry out on Kalua, and which had
failed;, ard left him a prisoner in irons,
But he would not fail now. He could
sail the Flamingo where he chose. He
could seck out the loneliest uninhabited
atoll in the Pacific to maroon_the
schoolboy earl of Greyfriars;” Lord
Mauleverer was going to disappeas
from all knowledge. And- then
- .Only Van Dink knew how the outcast
of Kalua hoped to benecfit by the dis-
appearance of Mauleverer snd by his
presumed death. Mauleverer knew his

lans, for he had been in his hands;

ut ke did not know his motive, and
conld not begin to guess what it was.

Whatever it was, the thought of
suceess made the outcast’s eyes dance,
The rising sun shone down on a face of
grinning satisfaction,

‘There was a howl fqrwarh. Totua the
cook, coming out of his galley, had been
kicked across the deck by the Dutehman,
Van Dink followed him up, kicking
again and again, the cook yelling
frantically.

Yaabel Dick stared vound.

“Stop ‘that, Van Dink !" he shouted

angrily. ;

%an Dinls gave the howling cook a
final kick and tramped aft. He gave the
heachcomnber a truculent glare. 'Fhere
had been a time when the man from

Vsabel had sailed under his orders, and -

taking orders from him irked the savage
ruffian. . ”

But there was something in ¥Ysabel
Dick that daunted the brawny bully, in
epite of his ferocity and brutality.

Ysabel Dick was, in fact, hardly the
same man that the Greyiviars fellows
had seen on the beach of Kalua, and
despised as & worthless, drunken, dis-
gracefu] loafer and slacker.

The days he had passed in the island

aol, before the sailing of the Flamingo,

ad done him good. IL was more than
a weel: since a single drop of liquor had

assed the beachcomber’s lips, He had
ad time to work most of the poizon out
of his system, He was still a young
man, though his way of life had made
him look old and scamed and hapggavd,
Youth secemed to be coming back to him
new.

Freedom, hope, anticipated triumpl,
exhilavated him. DBut none of these
bucked hima so much as the absence of
his uspal “squate-face.” His wretched
inside was no longer a battle-ground of
l:!tsa_grnem‘qh chemicals, His nerves ivere
stronger, his eyes clearer, his mind
steadier.
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-1 shall five yvou orders, Van Dinl,
and you will obey them!™ said Ysabel
Dick coolly. “And if you raize
hand to me, I will shnot you dea
the deck!”

.The ruffian was clenching his hands.
He unclenched them again.. His piggy
eyes burned at the beachicomber under
hiz heavy brows.

“On the Bhark, all thosze years ago,
vou werc skipper, and I was  mate,”
went on Ysabel Dick. “I1 left you
because . I would not stand for your
brotality.” Frero-I- am giving . orders.

gelil g
i1

‘You stand tv make more out.of me than
¥ou ever made in years of pearl poach-

g and slave-trading--let that sufficc:
Keep your vile temper in check. We
are not through yet ™

“All is in, our hands!” grunted the
Dutchman sullenly, "and if you take foy
advice, you will put the boy_ over the

side before the sun 13 & foot higher in
the sky.”

!*No one on thig schooner will.go over

the side, unless it iz you, with a bullet:

in your thick skull!” answered- Ysabel:
Thck, "IFool!l We are not out of the
wood vet! If there is a mischanee, do
you wank to be hanged at Suve

“Ach! I have risked it often
enough I growled the Dutechman. “ But
have wyour own wayl We stand in

together in what is coming—when you
are rich, I shall be rich also; I shall
see to that! And when you are finished
with this schooner, you will leave it in
my hands.™

Ysabel Diclk shrugged his shoulders.

“¥es, if you are fool ecnough to sail
a stolen ship.”

It will not be the first time '™ grinned
the Dutchman. “I shall chango her
looks—that is an old game with me!
Do you think that the brig Shark, that
we sailed in together, was bought for
money down ! Ach! If dead men couled
tell tales, you would learn different.
Leave that to me! But the boy it

“The boy will be safe on the island
wa are heading for,” eaid the beach-
comber sourly. “He will vanish from
all human knowledpre, and that will
answer my purpose.” |

“And his friends?"” grunted
Dutehman. “They will talk——"

“They will not be heard, if they talk,”
snapp Y¥sabel Dick. “They have
chosen to stand by him, and share his
fate—they have left me no chaice now—
they will be marooned on Jpanish Reef
along with him. What clse can I do*"
The outcast of Kalua seemed fo be
rather arguing with himself, than talk-
ing to the Dutchman; wrestling, per-
haps, ith the rag of conscience that
hiz way of life had left him. “If ia
that, or the deep sea—and they have
driven me fo 1t

“Tha deep =ca wounld be safer!”
grinned the Dutchman.

“But for them, I should have taken
the bov, when he was in my hands, at
the old temple on Kalua!” went on the
beacheomber, unheeding. “They beat
me, and they must pay the penaliy.
They are in his company now, and the
know too much to be allowed to go bael:
to Kalua, What they talked of mec
would matter nothing—Yaabel Dick will

the

ere masters of the. Flamin
decks.,  Now it had come.

disappear, as complelely az Lord Mauls-
veret—ha will never be found in thae
South Seas, after this is through. They
do not dream of mv real name—~] am
safd thers. But—"

- “But they will know that Mauleverer
lives.” |

. "And that knowledge they must keep
to themselves!” said Ysabel Dick
grimly. “If Mauleverer lives, they must
ba. kept silent—and there is only one
way! They have che:sen io share his
fate—let them share it.” ;

He turped away from ihe Dulchman
and crossed to the companion.

The sun was high in the east now,
bright day shining dewn on the rolling
Pacific. * The beachcomber’s revolver
was in his hand again, as he stepped at
the companion and called down:

“Below there!”

*“ Hallo, - hallo, hallo!”

“Come on deck, all of you!” rapped
Ysabel Dick. “You know what has
happened on this schooner—I am master
herel Your lives are safe, if you give
no trouble—but wou are prisoncrs!l
Come on deck I

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Facing The Musie!

ARRY WIIARTOX & Co.
changed glinces,

They had been wailing for

word from the desperadocs who

. above

I'rom _the

way., ¥sabel Dick spoke it was clear

that there was no thought in his mind

ﬁf. resistance on the part of the school-

.S'l-

‘He was master of the schooner, with
a deadly weapon in his hand, backed up
by a brawny ruflian who would have
asked nothing better than to crack their
sleulls with a capstan-bar. If Yaabel
Diclk looked for peril, it was from a sail
on the sca, or the smoke of a gunboat.
Captain and mate were in irons, the
erew were under his orders—the school-
hoys simply waiting in the cabin until ha
decided to deal with them. That was
the view of the man from Ysabel—which
he was soon to learn was ill-founded.

Standing at the foot of the companion,
Harry Wharton looked up. He had a
rifle 1 his hands, and as he stepped into
the view of the man on deck, ¥Ysabel
Dick saw the fircarin, and gave a slight
start.

His eyes gleamed,

“] have ordered you on deck!™ he
said. “I have said that your lives are
safv, if you give no trouble, But if you
desire to live I warn you to jump to
orders now that I am master here. Put
down that rifle, you young fool, and do
as I have toid you”

“J shall not put down the rifle, and I
shall obey no orders from you, ¥ou
scoundrel 1 answered the captain of the
Greviriars Remove guietly and steadily.
“And I warn you that we are all armed,
that we know how to shoot, and that we
shall defend ourselves.™

“Put down that tifle, and comne up I”

“ [ shall do nothing of the Kind.*

Yzabel Dick made a movement with
the revolver in his hand. :

Wharlon stepped back out of his sight,

“Da you want mc to come down for
you?” came the voice of the beach-
comber, deep with angry passion.

“1 warn you not to do so!” answered
Harry. *“If you enter this cabin with
a weapon in vour hand, we shall fire!”

There »was a brief pause. It was
followed by & step on the companion
ladder. ‘I'he beachcomber was de-
scending ! .

“Fire as soon as you sec himl” said

RX-



Harvy Wharton quictly, * Al fogether.”
“Yes, rather I !
There was only ene siept! Probahl

ihe beachcomber realized that the schoal-

boys were in deadly earuest. He stepped
back on deck.

“Oh crikey ! gasped Billy Bunier,

unter's eyes were fairly popping
behind his spectaclea,

The other fellows stood in a detezs
mitled group, riffa in hand. How this
strapge and ferrible situation was geing
{o end, thoy could hardly surmize. But
they knew that they were not geing to
place thomsehres in the hands of the
rascals who had seized the schoomer,

Even if Ysabel Dick spoke in good
faith, they wers not going to be made
prizonera, Neither did they feel at all
assured that the beachcomber ecould
control the ferocity of the Duteh fyce-
booter, even if he desired to do so.

By seizing the Flamingo on the high
scas, thée two scoundrels had become
pirates, with the ﬂﬂnaltg of piracy to
pey if they were talen, It was only too
clear in what divection safety loy for
them—in putting tha Greyiriars fellows
over the side. And that Van Dink
would have done so, without a mement’s
hesitation, the juniors had no doubt
whatever, '

Tven had they faltered at the prospect
of a confliet, there was no choice in the
matier, unlesa they were to go like lambs
ta the slenghter. But they did not
falter,

Ouly ns a last resource, to save them-
selves, would they have used the deadly
weapons m {heir hands, But if it came
to that, they were ready and determined.
It was up to the enemy to decide
whether there was a conflict or not.

“Ach ! 'They heard the savage hoom
of the Dutchmaen's voice above.
is 1t Do they dispute orders 1™

“Come and see for yourself, Mr. Van
Dink 1 galled out Johnny Bull.

The beachcomber’s voice was heard
muttering. The Dutchman's angry roar
followed.

“¥ou fear them—a set of schoolboysd
You talk about giving me orders, and
gcm 131'& nat give orders o thess school-
oys

‘?Ha[d your tongue, fool I came the
growl of the beachcomber. *“If the
fire, I must fire; and I tell you, I wiﬁ
not shed blood if it can be avoided.”

“"Bah! With this capstan-bar I will
root them out fast enough!” sneered
~Van Dink. “Ach| I have dealt with a
matineus crew before. If you will not
go down, I wilt go, and T will send them
senttling. on the deek like so many
rabbits in the bush.”

“TFoell” snarled the beacheomber.
“Cio if you choose |”

“(ive me a gun 7
l“t You will handle no firearms on this
thip.”
h‘PﬁehI! Hl’ .ﬂ? Eﬂt need it. ¥ will erack
their shulls like e if they lLift a
linger. You will see%? ¥

There was a heavy framp in the
narrow companionway.

“Ready | eaid Harry Whavtan, be-
tween his teeth. He lowered his voice,
“I will give him one shot. If he comos
on, give him a volley.”

[ T'lﬁlra I’Bi].-d.ﬁ'q.u'

*The readiness is torrifie.”

“I—I—I say, you fellows—" stam-
mered Billy Bunter, thrpugh his chat-
tering teeth,

. The juniors did not heed Bunter, Al
eyes were fixed on the coming enemy.

.Abe buily, brawny form of the Dutch-
man appeared in sight, the capstan-bar
Etﬁj.,mdlm the brawny hand.

ng

Harcy Wharton fired as soon as he
saw lhe Duichman. His mind was made

“What
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up, cool and resolule, and he fired as
steadily as if e had becn on the range
at Greyfriars School.

The yell that rang from the Dutch-
man echoed through the schooner. The
bullet whipped a strip of skin from his
shoulder.

It was a warning; to be followed by
a volley that would have riddled the
brawny carcass, if the Dutchman came
on. Half a dozen rifles, all of them
held in steady hands, looked the ruffian
full in the face,

It wea well for Van Divnk that he
paused.

One tiger-like DLound and he woold
have been at the schoolboys, and Lhey
would have been rvecling right and lefb
Euder the crashing blows of the capstan-

BRI,

But he would not have lived fo reach
thorn. .

That fact was borne in on the brutal
mind of the buily of the South Seas as
he staggered, the blood runaing down
from the cut in his shoulder, his cyes
aflame with fury.

For a long moment hiz fate'hung in
the balance. A forward move, oven of
a fow inches, and the Dutehman wonld
have rolled over on the planks, riddled
with lead. The rage in the ruffian’s face
was demeniae, but he hubg back, Every
savape instinet urged him forward; but
it was sudden and certain death, and he
knew it, and he hung back.

Ho glared ltke an envaged wild
beast, Duteh oaths sputiering from his
thick lips. But he darcd not advanee.

“Get out ! rapped Harry Wharton.

A volley of curses answered, The
Dutchman did not advance, but he did
not reireat.

" Wharton's eye gleamed over his rifle.
~ “Get ont, you scoundrel | T will fire
if you remain in sigitt I Get back to the
deck, you villain I’

owly the Dutchnitin backed out of
sight. IIe was jabbering with rage as
he emecrged on the deck.

“Cave me a gun! Yon hear? QGive
me & gun, and I will—"

“That’s enough from sou, Van Dink!
Stand . bock, fool, or I will blow your
thick skull to fragments!” snarled the
beecheomber. The juniors conld guess
that ithe DPutchman, in his fury, had
made 2 move Lo grasp the revolver from
Yeabel Dick., *Back, I say|”

“Achl Will you let them defy us—
will you?” The Dutehman choked with
AL,

“Leave it to eV

They heard the {recchooter tromp
AwWay.

“Tirst round to us|* murmured Bob
Cherry.

The Greyfriars juniors waited tensely.
Their hearts were beating hard, but

their determination did neot  falter.
Naoither did they fear an attack. Even
had the Dutchman returned, with w

revolver in hizs hand, they wera too
many for Rim, But 1k was plain now
that ¥sabel Dick was in authouity on
deek, and that he was anxious to avoid
desperate extremes if he could.

Thero was  long pause.

Then the beachcomber's volee was
heard again, cool and quict.

“ Below there, Mauleverer ™

“¥aas I” drawled hiz lordship,

"I did oot foresce Yhis, but it will not
help you. 1 am master of the schooner;
ihe crew obey my orders. We are
already far from the course to Suva. If
ou come on deck with arma in your
iends I shall fire. 1 wain you not to
drive me o it."

“Carry on, old bean!™ said Lord
Manleverer, s the beachcomber panszed.

“I tell you that this will not help

Y7

vou. Lay down your vifles and come on
deck; it will be best for you.”

“Thanks 1" eaid Maulevercr amiably,
“Bo %{md of you to give us gdod.advica
like that! Any morei’

Arc yau going (o keép this up??

bl Yus'l‘ﬂ

“It will be the worse for you !

With that the beachecomber shut the
compamon, and they heard s footstepa
IOy e H."r‘r'ﬂ!".

'Fub. Cherry dropped the. butt of Kis
rifle.

“Well,” he said, “this'is a gol®

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Takers !
L ORD MAULEVERER locked

worried oz the hot fmorning wore
o,
It was unusuael for his lerdship
to look worried.

Generally he was placidity itgelf.

Billy Dunter Jooked worried, also.
The changa in ihe state of affairs on
board the Flamingo was a feaviul warry
fo Bunter.

Fortunately it did not affect his appe-
tite. Egusally fortunately, thero was no
shortage of grul, 2% the schoolboys had
acoess to the cabin stbres. Tt was &
hardship, no doubt, not to bo waited on.
Even Totua, whose  waiting-on had
never satisfied Bunter, was nét available
now. But-for once Billy Bunter was not
worrying about hardships. Ho was
WOIrying ecPli.‘ and infensely about
how ilis awiul slale of alffairs was
going Lo end.

The mere thought of the Duichman
loose from restraint made the fat Owl
wriggle with terror. The beast had a
epectal down on him, too, as Bunter re-
memtbered, I8 wes really awiul for
Bunter |

It was so ax{ul for Buniter that he
guile forgot that it was unpleasant for
anybody else. IIiz fat thoughts, that
morning, wers about fqually divided
between food and funk.

Mauly's worried look was certainly
not dus fo Funk., But there was a
wrinkle of t{roubled thought in' his
usually calm and placid brow.

Hours h’d pessed, and the sehoolhors
had been left alone. Irom the deck
they heard mn occasional voice or tramp
of feot—the rattle of the swinging baom
and spars. The schooner was keeping
on lher new couvrse, under full sail, as
fast as the wind would drive her.

Locking from a porthole, the juniors
could sce only the vast cxpansc of ceean
stretehing to the blue ghy, Thore was
no sign of land.

On their former course 1hey would
have sighted some of the Fiji group by
this time,  PBut they knew that they
were far from the IMijiz, and drawing
farther and farther away with every
passing momént.

The schooner was heading into far and
unkuown geas—where, they had ne idea,
except that they could guess that Ysabel
Dick was getfing, as fast as he could,
ont of the track of ships and trade.

There was no help for that.

They cfuld defend themselves against
gilack, and they were determined to do
so at any cost. Dob Cherry mooted the
idea of making an attack in their turn,
but very dubiously. It was not an at-
tractive idea. A desperate conflict in
whicly somme, at least, of the party were
sure to fall, with victory doublful, was
evidently & resoures to be left till the
latest possible moment.

The ulq{.'nm:s, too, were all ageinst
§11C0088, sabel Dick had commmand of

Tre Migscr LiBmARY.—No. 1,383



12

the deck, and it gould not be doubted
that he was watchful and wary. A hail
of bullets would greet the juniors as
they emerged from the companion if
they attempted & rush on d It. was

rdly good énaugh. _

Matters, indeed, scemed at an bm-
passe. MNeither aside was able to attack
the other with any chance of success.

In the meantime, the schooner was in
the hands of the enemy, who could sail
where they chose—wherover the wind
would drive thew. i

Eve:iy minute the Greyiriars parly
were drawing farther. away from help,
away from hope of xesoue, away from
the sight of passing ships, sway from

mﬁm .

. How it was to. end. they could not
guess, All' they could do was to keep
their courage up and keep on the alert.

No word had come from the enemy
when they sat down to a midday meal.
After- that meal, Billy Bunter rolled
into a bunk and found comfort in a nap.
That was not a way in which the other
fellows gould find comfort. : .

“I'm awi'ly sorry, you menl” said
Lord Mauleverer, putting his worry
into words at last. .

The Famous Five looked at him.

“What about?” asked Bob.

v “Gettin’ you fellows intg this fearful
serape!”. said Mauly, with a sigh.
“I'in wonderin® whether there's any
way out?™ ]

“Is that what you've been looking
like a moulting owl about all the
morning "' ingquired Bob Cherry.

Mauly grinned.

“Hagve I he asked.
It's mv fault ™

* Fathead I said Bob.

“How do vou make that out, Mauly #"'

. asked Harry Wharton, “It's nobody’s
fault, ass—except the fault of those
two scoundrela on deck! Ewven Br,
McTab never foresaw the possibility of
those rotters Eﬂtting loose. It's not a
thing that anybody would have expected
to happen !

“Wy fault!™ repeated Mauleverer,
shaking his head. “I dragged you
fellows out here I” .
¢ “We didn't need much draggmg i
grinned Bob, “ You could have brought
half Greyfriars, old man, for a holiday
in the Pacific Islandsl!”

“Best ides you ever had, DMauly,
though it looks a bit sticky at- the
present moment "’ said Johnny Bull.

“And I fized up this trip to Suva,”
eald Mauleverer. “¥You know why I'm
keon on cruisin’ round in these parts—
hopin® to pick up news of that missing
cousin of mine, Brian Mauleverer.
But for that, I'd never have thought of

oin’ down te Suva when MeTab sent
the prisoners there in this schooner.
All my fault you've got landed in this !

Harry Wharton laoghed.

“We were all keen on a trip down to
Buve,” ho said. “Don’t be an ass,
Maulyt! Iven Punter was keen on it!
Weren't you, Bunter?”

Hnore ! ;

Buater had forgoticn his worries in
bappy slumber,

“Chuck talking rot, Mauly, old man [
said Frank Nugent.

But his lordship was worried. The
Famous I'ive had beon keen cnough on
a holiday in the South Seas, but his
lazy lor hi? would never have under-
taken that long trip but for his hope
of picking up some news of Brian, the
“bad hat” of the family. And this
trip to Suva had been planned with the
geame intention—nothing had heen heard
of Brian Maulevercr in the Kalua
group, and Mauly had hoped to pick
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“Well, yaas!

THE MAGNET

up a spot of news by going farther
afield. And this was the ocutcome |

It wotried his lordship deeply.

It was he and he alone who, for some
unkoown and mysterious . reason, was
pursued with vnrelenting animosity by
the man from Ysabel.  But for him the
beachcomber would have given no heed
to his comrades—it was because they
weres his comrades that they were
landed in the soup.

“I tan't make out that blighter's
game ! went on Lord Meuoleverer, after
s long pause. “But when T was in his
hands on Kalua, he let out that he
intended to maroon me somewhere
where I should never be heard of again.
That's hias game now, now he's got thp
uppor ha.ndg on this schooner 1 .

“He won't get by with it[" eaid
Bob. g

“Must he a bit eracked, said Johnny
Bull. “You'd never seen him before
vou came out to Kalua: and you were

ihe only chap here who had any civility

to waste on the loafing brute, too!
Yet it’s you he's picked on[®

“Goodness knows why!” sighed
Mawleverer, “'But there 1t 13!l o
all know what his game is, and he louks
like getting by with it, I've been
wonderit’ i%—-—iﬁ—"

“If what?’ asked Harry, ]

“If,” murmured his lordship—" if—

if—"

“The if-fulness seems to be terrific I
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Cough it°up, Mauly I said Harry
Wharton, in wonder. It was evident
that Mauleverer had something to say
that he found it a little difficult to get
out.

“Well, vou see,” said Mauly, " ihat
brute wants me—he doesn't want you!
If it comes te shooting, some of you
will get knocked over—I csn’t have
that! I've been wonderin’ if—if—if he

would let up on you fellows and land

vou peaceably somewhere, 1f—if he got

me
The Famous TFive gazed at Lord
Mauleverer. They. did not for the

moment catch his full meaning.

Then, as it dawned on them, they
glared ab him. i :

% an hawling ass!” zaid Bob, Do
vou think we'd lot that brute snaifie
vou to sce us safe?”

“BMy esteermned Mauly—" .

“Well, loock at it sensibly,”’ urged his

lordship. " “They've got us! They can
earry ns where they likel! If thei\;
choose to shoot it out, they can knoc

in the skylight, and then the band will
begin to play - I tell you I can't drag
vou fellows into it. I'd rather step up
and take my chance !

“ And voun think we'd let you?” roared
Johuny Bu_lL

“Be sensible, old chap! ¥You sce—=t

Bob Cherry glanced round at the Co,

“It's a jolly good idea!™ he said.
“Quite bright of Mauly! We shall pull
clear .and leave only old Mauly in the
soup! It's & brilliant idea—one of the
brightest | Now let's show Mauly what
we think of his bright ideas! DBump
him "

“Hear, hearl”

*“ The bumpfulnesg—=*

“Snaffle him ! )

“Here, I say, hold on!"” yelled Lord
Mauleverer, in alaim, as the Famous
I'ive closed round him, I really think
—ow! Legpol ‘I' medn {0 say-—
yaroooop |’
" Bumnp ! . )

Lord Mauleverer, in thé prasp of his
devoted pals, was swept off thé "cabin
floor and landed thereon with a miglity
coucussion, e roared. :

Bump !

“0Oh, I say!” shricked Maulr.

Burmp ! _

“Yooo-hoop! Oh gad! I sar!™

“&till think it's & good idea for us to
turn tail and leave vou in the soup.
Mauly 7 demanded Bob.

“Yaas! You ger—"
Bump !
“Oht Owl Ah' Ooool!”

“3rill thiok it a good idea?"” grinned
Nugent.

“Ow! Not Rotten!" gasped Maule-
verer. ““Rottenest idea I ever hadl
Leggo 1™

*“Ha, ha, ha!”
Lotd Mauleverer was veleascd, Ha
icked himself up, rufled and breath-
¢33, He leaned on tho table and
gasped.
. The Famous Five chuckled. It was
just like old Maulv to think of that
way out of the trouble; but their recep-
tion of his bright ides had quite put
pard to if. Whatever was going to be
the ultimate fate of the Greyfriars
party, they were going to sink or swim
together.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Shol for Shot !

RASH 1
Fragmenla of broken glas
scattered over the cabin floor and
furniture.

There was a startled howl from Billy
Bunter, suddenly awakened,

“Oht 1 say, vou follows—"

“Look out!" exclaimed
Wharton. :

His rifle was in hia bands in an
instant, slanting upwards, his fnger on
the  trigger. In the plass of tho sky-
light averhead was a large rapgged gap,
knocked in by the end of a capstan-bar.

The juniors had wondered for some
time whether the enemy above would
seek to get at them by the skylight.
If it came to shooling on both sides,
that was the easiest way of attack—
firing down from the deck. But they
were ready to walch for the fire, and
return it—and cvery hand grasped &
rifle.

But it was not a shot that came from
ahove., The dark seamed face .of
Vsabel Dick looked down through the
EAp. :

The man had nerve. Ha was looking
down on six rifle-barrels that slanted
up towards him with perfect indiffer-
ence. Any one of the juniors at that
moment could have shot hin through
the head.

Certainly they were not likely to do
g0, unless in defence of their lives,
Still, it required some nerve to look
down on the muzzles of the lifted rifles,
with & finger crooked on mrerg trigger.

“T say, you fcllows, keep that Dutch
beszt off 1" yelled Bally Bunter, in great
alacm.

“Pain’t the Dutch beast, old fat man
—it's the other beast!” said Bob
Cherry. “ Dodge under the table befors
the circus begins!™

That seemed to William George
Bunter advice much too good not to be
taken. No one in the cabin doubted
that there was going to be firing, and

Harry

‘the fat Owl of the Bemove hated the

idea of it. He rolled under the cabin
table promptly. Which was, in fact,
about the best thing that Bunter could
have done, for he was useless in a scrap,

and under the table he was out of "the

Way.

But Ysabel Dick was not st tha

" moment handling his revolver. Had hia

weaponr come into view, the juniors
below would have fired at once; they
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A vard at a time the beachcomber ¢rossed the deck uniil he galned
boy at the wheel ; the Fili maie asleep in & chalr near by. The man from Ysabel was des
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the shﬁuw of the mast, Capfain Ka was falking to the

perate. II his plan to get

gontrol of the schooner Tailed now, nothing was likely to save him from the prison on Suva,

could not afford to take chanccsd Dut,
50 far, they saw noihing of it

*Hallo, hallo, hallo ' called out Bob
Cherry cheerily, a5 the hard zeamed
face stared down. “ Dropping in Lo see
us, My, ¥aabel Dick?”

“Dal* said Johnny Bull. i

“I have piven you:itime {o ihink,”
said the beachcomber, speaking quietly.
“Now, i you have come fo your senses,
lay down- your avis and come up on
dock, and survender ™
“*Is that what you've locked in to
ay 1 asked Bob,

"That 15 181

“Then you've damaged that skyhght
fov nothing,”

Yaabel Dick zet his lips hard. _
"I am unwilling to shed blood,” he
gk 0“1 have vestrained that Dutch
brate, as you know! If I handed him
a rovolver, vou would be under fire at
this moment,” .

“Wacghonld return it 1Y said Harry
Wharfon,
eelves here ! We shall trv, at any rate®

AIE you driva mie toe it, your blood
witl be-on. your own heads ™ said the
beacheonther., ™ Survender, and I repeat
ihiat your lives ave in no danger. Keep
bius up, and I will pick you off hke
rabbiis.”

i :‘]{-]Ira crikey !"- came from under ihe
ables

. “Go ahead!” eaid Bob. “ We can all
shoot pretty straight, and if you show
na mueh a2 A finger, with a pistol along
with it, you'll see” ok
a0 Lord Mauloverer, you are in control
of these reckless young fools!* aaid the
f\ca:‘:hmmher. “Will you let them sapri-
hep, their _Hyes for nothing #*

“"Let's hear the whole story{® said
Maileverer. “Suppose we come out and
sirrender s what's the rest of the game i
"I shall land you en an island, for
which wo are npow heading, snd which
we thall reach in twentv-fouy hours fram

“1 think we can defend our-

now ! I shall leave you stores, supplies
—gven weapong.  You arve already awarve
ihet I intonded to maveon you, if I had

ot you away from Kalna 1mr a canoe,
Mow that I am master of the schosner,
I am going o earcy out lhat intention.

You koow it.” )
“¥aas! What about my {riends?
The  beachcomber  shrugged  his
shonlders.

“ ¥ou will not be separated from your
friendsl They will land with you,” he
answercd.

“Oh, gad! Is that the game?”

Bob Cherry chuekled.

“You might have guessed that one,
Mauly! Think those scoundrels would
inn us loose, to go back to Mre. AMeTah
and start a scarvch for you? That bright
idea of yours was just a wash-out.”

Mauleverer nodded.” He realized that
now. Hiz enemy could not efiord to
release the paniors after maroconing ham.
Whatever his fate was to be, they had
io share it..

“And you've got the neck to ask us to
snrrerider, to be mavooned on sone
lonely island?”  asked Mauleverer,
gazing up at the face above.

“That—or death!™ sald Yzabel Dick.
" If gou driva-me to fire on you, your
blood will be an your own head”

“ You can begin as soon as you hke!”
said Harry Wharifon, He was watching
the beacheomlier like a caé, ready for a
sudden move,

“Ta that
Mauleverer I

" Yaas,” i

The face disappeated from the gap in
the skvlight.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched. They
fully expected to see a hand appear in
its place, with a revolver in it, spraying
bullets down. They were rcady to fire
on the instant. )

But no hand-appeared. The bull-voice
of the Dulchman was heard,

your MUSWET, too,

“Give mie a gun, fool! Leave it to
me
. T]'IE'I"E WHESs 110 AlSWwWor,

¥ Acht If you are too chicken-hearled,
leave 1t to me ! snarled the Dutcliman,
“Give e a gun, I say!”

“Weait ™

sabel Dick’s face appeared in the
gap agamn, It was savagely sct, and the
eyes wore glittoring.

“ Your last chance!™ he said. “T have
a second revolver here, and if I hand it
to Van Dink, you know wlut to expect.
Will you surrenderi”

“Nol*

“Then take what is coming {o vou ®
=harled the beacheomber, in an outbreal
of zavage rage. He stepped back, out
of sight. “ Hcere, brute, here iz the re-
volver—do as you choode 1™

“Achl It will not take me [ong,
mynheer,” .

*Look out!™ breathed Idarey,

Smazh! Crash|

Breken plass fell in & shower. Then

a brawny hand appesred, with a re-
volver in it, and the irigger was pulled
ab random. A lLullet glaneed on the
fable top. AL the samo moment the
juntors fred,

The hand was snatched hack, and
there was a fearful yell above. Some-
Thing clatiered on the floor of the caluan.
1t was the revelver,

The Putchman had dropped it as his
hand was strock. Roar on roar of rage
and pain resounded on the dech.

The juniors walled. But for their
prompt and well-aimed fire frvom below,
the Duotchmean would have sprayved the
cabin with bullets, and some, @t least,

of the pa.rg miist have gone down under
the fire., But he had had time for only
one shot, and lie had dropped the re-

volver., It was not quite =o easy to deal
with the garvizon of the cabin-as the
Duteliman had belioved. .
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¥or iwo or three minutes, howls of
rage and pain sounded above, min led
with angry curscs from the beacheomber,
Then Van Dink was heard to roar:

“Give mie the other revolverl Ik is
only a scratch—1 can uwse my hand!
(rive me the gun I

“ Blockhead 1" was the only reply from
the beachecomber.

The juniors fully expeeted Ysabel
Dick to follow up the attack. But either
what had haﬁpened to the Datchman
had warned him, or some remnant of
compunction held him back. A shadow
fell on the skylight for a moment—but
it vanished again, There was no attack
—and the long, hot hourz of the after-
rnoon wore by, in watchfylness and un-
certainty,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Surtender !
IGHT on the Pacific.

Sfarry night on the sea; the
schooner speeding on, with
canvas booming in: the wind.

In the cabin all was dark. )

The juniors did not think of puttin
ot & light, which would have expose
them to fire from the deck, now that the
skylight was smashed, They were 1n
danger cp:iugh, in the dark; for now it
was possible for & man above to creeld::
to the skylight, reach over unsecn, an
blaze nway bullets.

Theéy more than hall expected Ysabel
Trck to do so. But no move came from
the .enemy.

Only Billy Bunter thought of sleep.

Bunter had parked blankets under the
cabin table, as the securest spot, And
there he partked himself, :

Even the fat Owl did not find it easy
to sleep. . _

But later in the night his dee¢p snorc
was heard. Six fellows kept watch and
ward, konowing that at any moment -they
might have to dﬂﬂg{;] bullets—fired at
random in the dark, but terribly perilous

in the confined space.

There was little danger by way of the
companion. They had stacked up furni-
ture from the cabin, and their own
trunks, on the companion ladder. If
the cnemy attempted to surlpnsa them
from that direction, he would not find
it casv, and he would be certain to give
ihe alarm.

The - hours of darkness wers heavy
enough to the schoolboys—heavier, per-
haps, to the captain and mate, one of
them wounded, both of them locked in
irons in the hot, stulfy forecastle.
Anxious, too, probably, to the beach-
comber, still master of the deck, but as
far as ever from having gained his ends,
Occasionally the savage growling volce
of the Dutchman came to the listening
cars below,

They would hardly have been sur-
prised had the cnraged ruffisn crashed
in on them by way of the skylight. But
evenn the brulal desperade did not
x-ia-nture ot such desperate measures as
that. '

Sleep seemed impossible to the be-
sicged schoolboys,

- Billy Bunter, snoring under the table,
forgot his peril, but the other fellows did
not venture to close their eyes.

¥ Tt was past midnight, when a sound
Wi lmardp in the companion. It was o
sudden, startling sound—the crash of an
axe. Evidently the enemy knew that
the way was blocked, and they could
guess whose hand was wielding the axe
to_smash away the borricade.

Harry Wharton, standing in dense
darkness, lifted his rifle and fired aver
the barrieade. He could sce nothing;..
i Tue Maayer Lisrany.—No. 1,585

THE MAGNET

he fired twice into the darkness. There
Was & roar akove, and a rapid frampling
of retreating feet. .

Whether the Dutchman had been hit
or not, ha could not tell, but it waa elear
that the ruffan had had enough. There
was no sound in the companion again.

“0Oh for morning!™ murmw Bob
Cherry. '

“The esteemed dawn would be terri-
fically welcome!™ snid Hurree Jamsct
Ram BSingh. “The risefulness of the
ahsurd sun would be a boorrful blessing.™

“I 2ay, you fellows—"

“Hallo, halle, halla! ¥You weke up,
Buntert Go to sleep again, old fat man
—'tain’t rising-bell yet.”

"Bomething woke me up!” came a
pecvish volce from under the table, 1
gay, yvou fellows, this 13 awful.”

¥'Pain't so bad as- it was & few
minutes ago, fatty.”

“Eh? Why not?”

“I mean, you're not snoring now.”

" Beast 1™

Bunter _grunted, and settled down
again.  How even the fat Owl could
gleep was®rather s mystery to the rest.
They wera drowsy enough at that late
hour, but they.did mot think of closing
their eyes. Billy Bunter, however, slept
—and was spon snoring again.

That weary night seemed endless to
{he juniors in the cabin of the Flamingo.
They could almest have wished for a
move from the enemy, to break its
heavy weoarincss,

But no move came., The Dutchman
probably had gone to sleep on deck;
they could no longer hear his heavy
tread or his growling voice. But it was
not likely that Ysabel Dick was slecp-
ing. Once or twice, indecd, they hesrd
his voico speaking to the Kanaka at the
wheel or calling to the watch on deck.

The crew, only too plainly, were
taking orders from hiin like larabs, The
juniors could hardly blame them—thev
had litile chance of dealing with a des-
perate man with & Brearm in his hand,
cven i inclined to do so—and it was
fay {rom probeble that they were so
imclimed, They were more or less in-
diffcrent to what went on smong the
white masters; indeed, more then once
the juniors had heard some of them
singing at the ropes in their vsual light-
hearked way,

Dawn of the new day was not likely to
bring hope or help to the cabin party,
but they longed for it to come, Every
minute seemed an hour as it crawled by
in the heavy darkness,

H‘;}Hmr's it going to end " murmured
ob.

“(oodness knowas, but we can hold
our own " sald Havey, “ When that
seoundrel reaches the sland he spoke
of he won't find 1k easy to strand us
there."

“He's got us—and we've got him,”
said Johnny Bull, “'We ecan keep it up
as long as he does, so far as I can see
We've had the best of it so far.”

“If we spotted & sail when the light
comes—"" murmured Nugent.

“ Mot much chance of that! I don't
know where the brute's heading, but you
can rely on it he's getting out of the
track of ships.”

There was silenco again, broken only
by the snore from wunder the table.
Dawn was carly on the Pacific, but it
seemed to the juniors an infinite time
coming on this oceasion.

They sat about the eabin, some of
them nodding every now and then; but
they did not sleep. Once they heard a
sound above, and started up in alert
readiness. But if the beachcomber had
approached  the eskylight - with  the
intention of loosing off shots into the
dark, he changed his mind. That sound
was followed by silenes,

They wondered at times what thouglits
were passing in the desperate ming of
the man sbove.

Bo long as they held the cabin, with
arms in their hands, he could not carcy
out his purpese. They had po doubt
whatever uip being able to make good
their defence. It was a puzzle to than
what measures the beachcomber gould
take, and no doubt it was a puzzle lo
Ysabel Dick himself.

With thankful hearts, they saw al last
a gleam in the darkness above. Whe
long, loung nighi was coming to an end;
sunrise was at hand,

The gleam strengthened, the darknoess
rolled away, dawn glimmered down inlo
the cabin, and the juniors were able to
gee onc another’s face—pale, worn,
hageard from sleepless watching., Billy
Bunter's snore still rurmbled.

Bob Chervy rubbed his eyes.

L What a niq'ht 1" he munaured.
“Bleepy, Manly H?

“Yaas."

“Tarn in, old man !
keep watch.”

“Br-r-r-r 1"

“ Thank goodoess it's light again, any-
how,” gaid Harry Wharton,

There was something inspiriting in
the sunshme now that it had come, and
in the glimp&a of the blue skv through
the broken skylight. All the Greviriars
fellows felt their spirits rise, weary as
they were,

“Flallg, hallo, Lallo! Here's old our
all"” said Bob, as a face looked down
rom above, .

Yeabel Dick’s cves glittered at them.

“Good-mornin' "' satd Lord Maule-
verer politely.

“Top of the morning,” said Dob
cheerily, " Slept well ¥

“This must end | said ¥sabel Dick,
“1 give you till noon, I shall land you
from the whalcboat, unseen by the
Kanakas. You understand? Van Dink
would sccure their silence other
means ! You will enter the whalebost
with your hands bound—Van Dink will
stand off, out of sight of tho island,
while I land v»ou. That is the pro-
gramme—if you surrender. "

“ Wash it out ! said Bab,

“¥ou had better hear the aliernative !
I have said that I will give you till
noon. If at noon you do nob step on
deck unarmed and give yvourselves into
my hands I shall quit the schooner,™

“The sooner the betler ! said Earry
Wharton, staring up curiously at tho
grim, scamed face Lbhat staved down,

Do vou think so0 " said Ysabel Dick.
#1 shall seuttle the schooner belore I go
off in the boat.™

li{:}h ll: ,

“Take xour cholee—marooning, or
drowning like rats in a trap 1" said the
beachcomber. 1 would gladly spere
rour lves—the choice 18 in your hapdz!

shall not speak again. Step unarmed
on deck at noon if wyou would live.
Otherwise, you go down with ihe
Flaminga." - .

He stepped back oul of sight without
waiting for an answer.

The juniors locked at one another.

Their faces were grim,

They knew now what the beachcomber
had been revolving in his mind during
the long watches of the night. This was
the desperate deeision to which ho, had

Plenty of us {o

come! Surrender—or sinking in the
seuttled  scliooner!  That was  their
choige.

There was a long silence,

Bob Cherry broke it

“NWo surrender1” le said quielly.

“ Never ! said Harry,

On that, at leasl, their minds were
made un.



THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.,
The Last Hope!

i SA1L Y
Bolb Cherry gave a shoul as
ha  staved from  a  porthele

across the bright Pacifie, roll-
illg blue in ihe morning sunshine,

There was a rush of the juniors to
join him,

They had breakBasted—Bunter was
1]l breakfasting, The fact that iha
Greviviars fellows had kept the enemy
ut bay for a day and a night had rather
restored  the  fat Owl's  confidence.
Bunter was looking a good deal more
cheerful that nwrning.

Fortunately he had been fast asice
when ¥Ysabel Dick delivered  his
ulthmatum at dawn., He hnew nothing
of what™ the beachcomber  had
threatened, and it was useless to tell
bim., ‘The juniors were by no moans
sure that the man [rom ¥sabel would
catry out his deadly threat, and it was
useless to add to Bunter's alarm.

S0 the fat Owl was feeling better.
Atill, in case of popping shots, he con-
sicered it judicious to take his breakfast
under the table! So there was Bunter,
squ:nl.timi under the table rather like a
fat poodle, packing away the foodstuffs
with undiminished appetite,

*Look 1" said Bob, pnintm%

Far away over the volling blue wafer
a sail glanced in the sun.

It was a small vessel and far distant.
The juniora could ece that it was two-
masted, though they could not make out
whether it was a keteh or s yvawl, It

was not on the same course as tho
Flamingo, whieh was running east
towards the rising sun, while the
stranger’s course lay east by south.

juniors gazed at it eagerly.

inhey knew that they were in lonely
waters, 1t was obvious that it must be 1n
very lonely waters that ¥sabel Dick was
ﬁfannmg to maroon them, He would

ardly take the risk of the marooned
i]umm'a being found and resewad., They

]a;d hardly expected to sight o sail at
all.

Thia was some South Sca trader, beat-
ing among remote islands--probably the
last sail they would see. The sight of it,
distant as it was, gave them renewed

pe.

"If we could signal ! breathed Bob.
“Auny skipper would help 1f he knew
there was mutiny on board, At least we
could pass on the news, even if they
couldn’t help us. That would be some-
thing.” -

“It's & chance 1” said Harry,

It was only a remote chance, for the

atr&t:%cr was far away., A signal from
the schooner’s masthead would no doubt
have been observed; but it was a

different matter from the portheles in
the cabin. Buat it was a chanee, and they
Wwére going to make the most of it., It
depended on the wind whether the sound
of rifles would reach the other vessel;
but it was at least possible, i

“Bhectz from the bunks,” seid Bob,
“and then a bang from the guns—
what 7" '

“Go it1?

Sheets were grabbed from the bunks,

rapidly tied together in a string, and let
out at the porthole. .
+ As the juniors worked, the bull vaice
bf the Dutclunan was heavd, coming
through the Lroken skylight from above,
Probably he was watching the other
vessel with the binoculars.

“Achl 1 know that ketch!
elear, mynheer, steer clear ¥ _

*What vesse] is it, if you know "
They heard tHe beachcomber's voice,

o %]’m Dawn 1"
“The Dawn 1 repeated Ysabel Dick.

Slear

EVERY SATURDAY

From his-tone-the juniors could. tell
{hat he had heard of a vessel of that
tame atd that b startled hin

“Ach ! Ja, jal! That 1s the Dawn!
It 13 King of the Islands' packet | SBteer
clear! IE dic Enew 1

A sudden enraged shoub {rom the

‘beacheoniber interrapted him, From the

side of the schoouney, flutiering on tha
wind, -came the slring of sheeis
Whether it could be seen from the ketely,
whether they would guess that it was a
signal for help, the junicrs could not
tell, but it was a chance,

As Yeabel Dick stared down af it the
voar of rifies came from below. The
juniors were loosing off the rifles from
tha porthole.

Bang, bang, bang, bang! came the
roar.

The Dutchman gave a roar of rage.

“Ach! They are signallingl I tell
vou, stecr clear! I tell yow, 1 King
of the Island: knew what was going on
here we should have to deal with him—
achi I tell you—"

Bang, bang, hang !

Yiabel Dick ran to the wheel, The
Dutchman roared orders to the crew.
Imniechately the schoomer fell away
from her courze, and the distanea be-
tween the Flamingo and the Dawn
widened at once.

Bang, bang, bang !

The juniors banged off the rifles fast.
They hoped against hope that the firing
would be heavd on the ketclhi—that it
would give the alarm there., From
what they had heard the Duichman say
they knew that it would wean help if
only they could make their plight known
to the skipper of the Dawn,

If only he turned his bincculars on
the schooner he must see the fluttering
signal. That, added to the firing,
would surcly warn bim that something
was wrong on board the Flamingo,

Hut they feared that the wind, coming
gut of the north-west, threw back the
sound befara it conld travel so far. And
the change im the schooner’s course
drew her rapidly farther from the
course of the ketei,

Harry Wharton stared from the port-
hole. His heart sank as he saw that the
tall sails of the Dawn were lower in the
sGa.

King. of the Islands, as the Dutchmap
had called him, was net changing his
courseé. He had heard nothing, seen
nothing. It had been a faint hope—the
very faintest. Now it was gone.

Wharton set his hips,

Lower sank the tall sail till it was only
a blur on the blue. '

“ Nothing doing!"” said Harry.

“Rotten luck ¥ eaid Johany Bull,
“But we may get another chance yet,”

“Take in that signal!” It was the
heacheomber’s voice [rom above, tremb-
ling with passion. “ Do you hear me ™
His EH\:'H.%{Zi face glaved down,

Harry Wharton 'ooked wp at him over
his rifle-barvel.

% You scoundrel ! he answered.
vou faney vou c¢an give us orderad
Ytand back, bafore put a bullet
through your head,”

Ysabel Dick griteed his teeth,

“This finishes it !™ he =aid.

And -he stepped away.

The juniois understood what that
meant. In spite of what he had said st
dawn, the.beachcomber’'s mind had been
swaying in doubt., He shrank from the
terrible ¢rime he had threatened.. Now
he had resclved, ;

During those feww minutes he had been
in denger. Idad the signals ‘heen peen
and heard on the ketch help would have
come for tha schoclboys in the eabin,
and the twe deesperadoes who held the

ing fat Owl agein,

“Do

Z1

senooner could not have held i apained
e captain and erew of the Davwn,

From whet the Dulchman had =and, :t
was clear that King of the Islands, «ho-
ever he was, would have intervened Lad
he lerrned how matters stood, and the
two ontcasts could not bave resisted him
with success. R

The danger had passed .lor Ysabel
Dick, but it might recur. Ancther sail
might be sighted, even in these solitary
waters, and it mighd. tean a sndden
reversal of the situation on the schoorey
—rescue and freedom for Lond AMaunla-
verer and his friends, irons in 1l
forecastle again for ¥sabel Dick and
Van Dink, _

The beachcomber®s mind was made up
NOW.

Ab noon, unless the schoollioys sor-
rendered, he was going to scuttle tim
Flamingo and take {o the boats.

That he was making preparations {o
that end the junicrs could guess from
the sounds they heard on deck., The
whaleboat and the dinghy were being
got ready for leaving the schoonor,

Asg the sun rose higher ahd approached
the zenith, the ghrrizon of the cabin
felt their hearts beating wneomfortably.
Billy Bunter had gone ts sleep on his
blankets vnder 'the table, ]—ﬁs STLOND
mipgled with the busy sounds from the
deck above. _ .

“I—I suppose we've made up our
minds 1" said Bob Cherry, breaking a
long silence  * I'm for sticking it out.”

“I wish that fat ass 11_3._:1'sta.i,-ed on
Kalua ¥ mutiered Harry Wharten,
with a g!nnﬂﬂ at the snoring Owl,
“ But— He glanced round at his
friends. " Look here, I'm for sticking
it out, same as you, Bob., While there's
life there’s hope. Even if that villain
seuttles the schooner; we may have a
chance left. I'd face anything rather
than give in to thosze scoundrels |
“Bame here I grunted Johnuy Bull,

“Thea samefulness is terrific!” said
Hurrea Jamszet Ram Bingh quietly.
“What do you think, my esteemed
Mauly T

L1 a“ﬂ.ﬂ'

“What ahout you, Frank?” ached

Hearry. k e
“Fathead ™ said Nugent. “Stick it
-Hit'

out 1"

“H we give in,’' said Harry
means being marcooned on pome lonely
rovk and teft there, No good of think-
ing of chances of being picked up. That
scoundrel will take cave of that; he
can’t afford to take chances, If it comes
to the pinch, I'd as zoon go down as
face years on- & lonely rock in the
Pacific-—and we're not gone down yetl
If Jou fellows agree——->"

“That's sattled 1" said Bob.

Whearton’s giance turned on the snor-
It wiez uaeless {o
speak to Bunter. In spite of the deadly
threat which he was now - sssured
the man from Ysabel fully intended to
carry out, he was far from-having given
up hope: There was hope while life
remained. It was better to leave the
fat Ow! his peace of mind as long a3
possible. .

Viabel Dielk had said that he Tiad
spoken his last word., Buat when the

noondey sun blazed down an the Pacifie

his vdine waa heard again.-- Even vet his
rag of & conscience impelled him {o give
the schoolboys & fina) chance.

“Relow, there ! came his volce. “Da
vou hear me 7" e

“Wa hear you,” said Harry Whartan
steadily, “and 1 warn you to keep
back., XIf 1 see you I shaf} five.”
_The beachcomber remained out  of
sight. His voice went ong So

‘It is noon—ryour last chance.
vyou, surrender " .
Tue Magxer Lipranvy.—No. 1,503
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“For the last time—"

“You're wasting your breath.”
Ysabel Dick papped out an oath.
“Take what 18 coming to you, then!”
And his voies was heard no mote.

— ey —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Scuttled |

ié HEY'RE qmng 1 muttered Bob.

h.ﬁ. hu?ﬁ ialid into view from

the poribcle.

' Itlﬂaa the schooner’s whale-
Loat, packed-with the native crew. In
the stern sat the eaptain and the mate,
still in irons. The mate’s leg was
pandaged; his brown face haggard,
The face of Captain Ka-a-ha-hua-hina
expressed speechless rage.

‘The juniors watched in silence.

The erew were being sent off in the
whaleboat before Ysabel Dick carried
‘put his final desperate plan. They could

uess that this was the work of the

cachcomber, not of the Dubtdhman.
¥an Dink, they knew only too well,
would not have left a man living to tell
what had happened on the Flamingo.

Thev could hear his guttural wvoice
cursing, on deck. Likely enouph, itwas
only Yaabel Dick’s revolver that saved
the lives of the captain and crew.

‘Tha boat hac been provisioned, The
“‘PIIJ_‘]"II“!" WA EEI.I'I'I:* Th'Ell.‘E WaS D reason
whe the boats’ orew should not make
land, after & long trip in the whaleboat.
The juniors were glad enough that they
had the chanee, at least. .

“Fool, fool, and fool again!" eame
the Dutchman’s savage growl above.
- ¥ Fyen now it is. not too late—"

“Brute and blockhead, hold wour
tongue I came the beachcomber's snarl,
“If vou were not a dolc as well az a
maurderous }-ill_a:in you would under-
stand that it is better to spare their
lives,”

“"To talk—to tel s

“Blockhead | They know that the
Flamingo iz to be scuttled, with the
schoolboys battened down in the cabin.
When they are picked up they will re-
port what we want reported.”

“That is true; but—"

; “ Hold you- tongue, and give me the

E_‘.".“

“Bah! Let them remain in the irons;
let them take their turn, as we have
taken onrs——"

“(Give me the key, or I will blow your
brains out, brute |”

The juniors heard s stream of Dutch
oaths. But it wes clear that the free-
booter obeyed, for a few moments later
Y¥sabel Dhek tossed the key of the
manacles into the boat, and it was
picked up by Totua. )

“ Sheer off I" snapped Ysabel Diek.

% Mad fool that you are!” hissed the
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Dutchman, “At least, if you will let
them live, we need the whaleboat.™

“They could not have parked into the
dinghy: you know that.”

“Ach!l Fool! Fool!”

“Hold wour tongué before I lose
patience !"

The schooner was running before the
wind now, with only the two men on
deck, The whaleboat dizappeared from
the.eves of the juniors.

“Hegad !’ murmured Lord Maule-
verer., ‘‘That beachcomin' sportsman
15 a gqueer mixture, what?"

“The queerfulness is-terrifie.”

“Not quite such a blighter as the
Dutchman, anvhow 7 said Bob Cherry.
“May have been a decent man once, be-
fore he came down to combing the beach
at Kalua.” )

“MNobad+s all bad,” said DMauly.
“Heo's got & spot of decency left. We
don't scem te be gettin' ithe benefit of 1k,
though.”

It had to be acknowledged that there
was good as well as evil in the outcast
of Kelua. The two rascals were to
leave the Flamingo in the dinghy, and
there was no doubt that the whaleboat
would have served their turn better.
But, as Ysabel Dick had said, the crew
could not possibly have packed into the
small boat. He was willing to take risks
rather than sena them to almost certain
death in an overloaded boat. The
Dutchman waa far from willmli -

The Flaminzo ran on before the wind.
With only two men to sail her, the
schooner was at the mercy of a blow, if
ona had come on.” The juniors could have
hoped for signs of bad weather, in the
cireumstances. 1 ]

But the weather was fair and h"ﬁm
—a clondless sky over a calm sea, with a
steady wind. ‘

Evidently the beachcomber did nob
intend to scutile and desert the schiooner
till he was at & good distance from the
spot where he had sent the whaleboat
adrift with the captain and crew.

The juniors could only wait.

It had been in their minda at the last
extremity to attempt an attack, a rush
on deck at all risks. But Ysabel Dick
had easily foreseen that, and taken
guard against it. The hatchway, which
the jumiors had barricaded below, was
battened down above, and it was impos-
sible to get on deck, As for clamber-
ing out at the broken skylight, that
was asking for sudden death, so long
as the heachcomber was above with a
revolver in his hand. Indeed, his
revolver would not have been needed ;
the Dutchman could have koocked
them back with a capstan-bar faster
than they could have elimbed. They
could only wait—and hope.

“1 sar, vou fellows!”

Bunter blinked out of his refuge under
the cabin table.

“Yes, old bean!” ssid Harry

Tell him wou can
only Bf- DOWN,
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Wharton, gently

enough.
“T beliave I
nodded off,” said

Bunter, rubbing his
eves, replacing his
| big spectacles, and
¥ | blinking at the
juniors,

“Sort of,” agreed
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"Well, what
about grub?”
“Plenty of grub,
old fat man!™ said
Belkr cheerils.
“You can come oub
of that; there won't
be any shooting.™
“Well, T'm mnot
afraid if there waun

Particulars:

Still, T'm quite comfortable here,” said
Bunter cautiously., 1 say. they can't
geb at us, can they "

ic :.:_'D‘J}

“ Bure

“ Quite”

“That's all right, then. T say, though,
fhis is a putrid holiday, ain'v it?"” said
Bunter. “1I shouldn’t have come with
vou, Mauly, if I'd known we were gol
through this sort of thing. You couldn't
have expectod it."

“ Not at all,” agreed Mauly.

“It's pretty rotten to land a fellow
in thiz, if vou don’t mind mwy speaking
plainly,” said Bunter, blinking at him.
I dare say vou meant well, Mauly, but
I must say I}yriahi vou bhadp't azked we
to eome on this trip.”

“Did I8 murmured Dawle.

0, really, vou know! 1 sax, you
fellows, you might pass a fellow some
of the grub, and save a fellow gelbing
up! I'm tired.”

“¥on must be after snoving ail the
mording 1 agreed Bob Cherry. * Bul
here wyou are, old fat mau. Don't
trouble to move.”

Billy Bunter squatied under the table
and fed. He scemed to have settled
down to & poodle’s existence.

"But the other fellows did not think
of losing patience with the fat Owl in
the present eircumstances. They were
only too glad to sea him devote his
atiention to food. There wa: a shock
coming for the hapless Owl, Lut the
longer it wasz postponed the belrer.

Az the hot afterncon woare an they
heard the sound of the beachcomber
restlessly pacing the deck. They won-
dered whether his conselence, such as it
wasg, was troubling him. It was hkely
enoupi,

The sun was sloping towards*ene
western sea when ther heard the hoarse
chuckle of the Duntchinan.

“It 15 time ! came hiz volce. “Achl
The bort-—%
" Yeu have—"

“Ja, jat Al iz done! Lend me a
hand with the boat!”

The “junlors caught their breath.

They knew what the Dutchrnan bhad
done. Listening, they could catch &
sound of gurgling water helow.

“Are you dreaming. fool ™ came the
Dutehman’s growl. “Do you wamnt to go
down with the schooner? Help me with

ihe boat !” o
“The pwnps—" they heard tno
beachcomber’s husky mutter.

The Dutchman chuckled again.

“Do you think I szhould leave them
the pumps? Are you a fool? If they
can work the pwmnps after what 1 have
done—ach !—they are weleome” The
Diutchman'e voice rose to an angry roar.
“Will you help me with the boat? Are
you dreaming, there? Move, you fool i*

The juniors heard the dinghy lowered.

“They're going ' breathed Bob.

quﬂG !n -

The dingh,v siid into view from the
porthole. "The Duteliman, qrmnmg.rha‘d
the oars in his hands Ysabel Dick’s
face was pale and set, and his exes had
& haunted lock. His eyes were on the
schooner, as if he could not take thein
away. Suddenly the juniors heard lis
volee, husky and eracked :

“Hold on, Van Dink !
Stop, 1 tell you ' ;
“And why ¥ came {he Dutchman's
gnarl. “Fool! Ilo vou want the boa}
to be sucked down when the schooner
goes? Get up the sail while I pull1”

DBack water!

wgtop! 1 canmot—1 will not leave
thern to their fatel I cannot. and 1
will not} FPull back to the sclwoner!

Give me the cars!” .
“Ach! You are nmgi, then |
*(ive me the oarsl”
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The huge figure of the Dulchman blocked the doorway, his face twiste
Harry Wharton faced him without Sinching.

Tho juniors, almost =pellbound,

_iched. They saw Ysabel Dick graszp
gt ‘he oars:; they saw the Dutchunan,
haif-risen, hiz face like a wild beast’s
wilh m%;u and fear, clench his huge fhst
and strixe, They heavd the timd of the
snashing blow, and saw Ysabel Dick
fall limply into the bottom of the
dinghy. Then the Dutchman, gltting to
the oara, was rowing lhike a madiman
away froem the sentiled schooner.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Left to Death !
HOUT of this ! exelaimed Harry

Wharton. .
“ Quick's the word ! Bunter!”
shouted Bob Cherry. o s
Billy Bunter had dozed off again in
{le drowsy heat of ihe tropie afterncon.
Byt ho, was not, perhaps, 5Ieepin% =0
windly as uweual, His eyes opened at
orte at Bob's shout. _
T %] say, you fellows! O crikey! Are
they coming &7 .
“¥Noj they're going I
1] Eh ?Ji
HBuck up, old fat mani®
CHBut, I—I—1 zay. if they're gong,
what'z up? 1 say, I'm jolly glad they re

ongl I say—— Oh crikey! T zay
eggo i”

‘Bunter gurgled as Bob pgrasped him
and rnlieﬁ him out from under the
tabla.

There was no {une 1o loze,

Now thak the eneniy vicre goue, b was
possible to clamber through the broken
akai'l ht to the deck. Whether it was

ieibhle to save their lives when they
reathed it, the juniors did not and ecould

not know, But ihey knew that they
?'cae going to fight hard.

{ Come on ! said Harry. “Mind the
glass 1

Standine on  the table. he eonld

EVERY SATURDAY

*“ et out ! ** he snapped.
eatily reach the skylight. He knocked
away fragments of broken glass, throw
the rifle up to the deck, caught hold,
and elimbed after it. . Then he reached
down and gave Frank Nugent a helping
hand out, :

Billy Bunter stood blinking in sur-
prize and ircritation throuzh his spec-
tacles at the hurrred scene. IE Lhe
enemy were gone, Buntes saw no reason
for all this haste.

“1 say, vou fellows he squeaked.

“Get poing, you chaps!” said Bob.
“T1 stop with Bunter tll you get the
hatchway open. The fab ass couldn’t
et out that way I

“1'H watch it
* Look here-—-"

i Drj]i}r up, old fat man! Want a bunk,
Tnky ¥

Johnny Bull and Hurrees . Jamset
Ram Singh clambered “out. Wharton
and Nugent, on deck, wers already
unfastening the companion, Bob Cherry
dragged away the barricade from below,

“ Look here,” roared Bunter irritably,
“what’s np? IHdn't you say those beasts
were gone, Cherry 17

“Yeo, azs! Time we were gone, too,
if wa can get anything to Boat on ¥

“Wharrer vou mean, you beast? I'm
jolly well not leavin% the schooner—I
jolly well know that!

i Fathea‘d E]’

It did not take long to open the com-
panion from above. )

Bob Cherry tramped u]p the 5&:{513. and
Bunter, grunting angrily, rolled after
him, followed by Lord Mauleverer.

He did not notice—what struck the
other fellows somewhat like the knell of
deom—the sound of heavy washing of
water beloy,” The hold of the Flammngo
was alveady deeply awash, and by now
the s:chooner was dipping by the head.

Where the Dutehman had pierced the
hull fo let in the sea’they did not know,
and had e means of disdovering. - It
was  probable that  ihe -schooner ras

I

gasped Bunter,
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d with rage and a ¢apstan-bar clenched In his hand.

** Get hack on deck, or I fire 1 **
scuttled in mere than one  place, to
uﬂge by the swiftness with which the
old had filled.

It was certain, at all events, that Van
Dirk had done his deadly work with

thoroughness, and there was no chance
of undoing it.

Neither was it possible to rig the
pumps; ihe Dutchman, as they knew
already, had taken care of that, Nor

was it likely that the pumps, which
!Hlit have dealt with an ordinary
leak, would have been of any use
against the inrush of water from
deliberately hacked in the fimbers
below the water-line.

Already, in_a matter of minules, the
schooner was Glling and sinking beneath
their feet. ] )

Harry Wharten shot a swift glance in
the direetion of the dinghy. It had
already disappeared, ;

he Dutchman had been rowing as if
for his life, in fear of being zucked
down in the boat hy the schooner when
she eank. At the same fime, the canvas
was  sfill drawing, thﬂuglzl now  thea
echooner, almost water-logged, moved
slowly and shiggishly through the sea,

Long hours ago, the whaleboat van-
ished; now the dinghy had vanished
also, into the illimitable  Paci

The juniors were left’alone on the
waste of waters, on & sinking, ehip,
under the hot red glow of the setting
1L,

Round them, as far as the oye could
reach, stretched the sea, mecting on
all sidea the rim of" the shky—unbroken
by a sail, br & sign of land.

" Tt was well for the chums of the Grey-
friars Remove that they had courage in
those terrible moments,

They were left to death. The last-
minute repentanca of the wretched
beacheomber was no help to them. In-
deed, had not the Dutchman knocked
him senseless, had be returned, it would

‘f‘fiz Magxer Lipragy.—INo:. 1,593. |
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have been too late—szo many could
hardly have packed into the dinghy,
“I say, you fellows—" yelled
Bunter. .
“ Quiet, old chap " said Lord Maule.

verai.

*Oh, .really, Mauly! Look here
what are you all up tof” exclaimed
Bunter, in great exasperation, *'Those
boasts seem to be gone—we'regall right
o 17
“Right as rain] But—"

“Not that I was afraid of them”
enorted Bunter, “I'd have handled
them fast enough 1f you'd left the
matter in mr hands! Anyhow, they're
gone, and we've got the ship to o
selves. Well, what about tea¥”

“Tea 1™ gasped Mauly.

#¥es, teal"” hooted Buuter.
tea-time, am't iw?"

“Oh, gad ™ ]
Y Mow  they've ong,”  continued
Bunter, “you ean call that lazy beast,
Totwa, and set him to work! Seed
Where i1s he?” . .

- Y Betier tell him," said Harry Whar-
ton. “Look here, Bunter——"

“I'm hungry!” said Bunter, with
dignity., *I suppose you fellows don's
caire a straw whether I have mv tea at
tea-time ! It's like you "

“The schooner's going down !" roared
Johnoy Bull,

i Eh ?H‘

Bunter jumped.

“ Now Eimt up! For goodncss’ sake,
vou fellows, don't waste time on that
fat chump!” exclaimed Johuny Bull,
“ Where's the lifebelts—"

“ Gone 1" gaid Nugent qum!ly,‘ “ That
hriste Van Dink wouldn't be lkely to
leave them for us, Thrown overboard
long ago,” i

“Oh, the villain!"

“ I—I—I sav, vou fellows™ stuttercd
Bunter, *I—=I sayv, if—if you're pull-
ing my leg—" “He blinked round in
horrer. “I—I say, if the ship's s'.nklilg,
we—we'd better get out the boats—

“The boats are ﬁ;me. Bunter,” eaud

i 11.-’5

Harry., “Everybody's gone, and the
‘l::-:-a.:a are gone! Kecp a shiff upper
ip.”

~Oh erikey I 1
Bitlly Bunter stood rooted to the declk,

THE MAGNET

blinking, He did pot speak of tea
again, Jwon Bunter had forgotten a
meall He stood as if petrified.

The other fellows did not, however.
They were not losing & moment. A
glance . down the shylight showed the
cabin floor already awash. Undoubtedly
the Duichiman had done his dastardly
work thoroughly.

“Oh erikey | gurgled Bunter at last.

He sank down on the skylight coam-
ing. and sat blinking,

The Famous Five and Lord Maule-

verer did not heed him,

The schooner was sinking under their
feet, the boats were gone; even the life-
belts had been thrown into the sea far
astern, The shadow of the wings of the
Angel of death was over the Flamingo.
But they were poing to fight for their
lives, at least. .

“A raft—if we had time," said Bob.
“Get going 17 '

If thers was no time to build a raft,
there was at least time to dvag together
8 collection of spars—anything thet
would float—and knof them with ropes,
to- keep them afioat, at least, when the
schooner disappeared from under them.
And the six juniors worked as they had
soldom  worked before—Billy Bunter
watcling them with glassy eyes through
his spectacles,

The schooner gave a sudden lurch,

Bunter rolled over and yelled.

“Owl Help! E&he’s going "

For a fearful moment it seemed to all
the juniors thar the Flamingo was
going. There was another heavy lurch,
and another. Then the schooner, once
move, floated on an even keel. The end
was coming==but it was not thes end
vell

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Chance of Lifa!
i HDIJJ onl” sald Lord DMaule-

verar.

“Puek up, Mauly 1™
" N-::—h-:-ﬁ;i on 1"
Breathless, sweating with exertion,

the Famous Five stared round at Mauly.
Mauly had been working as hard a3
any of the five. Nobody, secing him
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then, would have guessed that Maul
was & slacker. But now he had stoppe
and was standing with a thoughtful
wrinkle in his brow,

“My dear chap,” said Harry,” we've
not got @ sccond to spare, if we're to
float when she sinlig———"

“Bhe's stopped sinkin’.”

Y Wha-a-t§"

In their hot hasle to pack together any
kind of & raft, the juniors had hardly
looked about them=hardly thought at

all—packing quick work into every
moment. They could hear the water
washing in the hold; they knew that

fhe eabin was awash; they dreaded
every moment the last lurch and plunge
of the schooner. Rut now that Lord
Maunleverer drew their attention to it
they could see that, during the lasi
guarter of an hour, the schooner had
settled no lower.

Mauly pointed at the broken skylight.
Looking into the cabin, they could see
that there were several inches of water
on the fleor, The water in the cabin was
not rising. Had 1t come 1n ot the same
rate as at first, it would have reached
the ekylight by this time. DBut 1t had
not deepened.

“Oh crumbat” gasped Bob Cherry.
“What—"

“Bhe's stopped!™ breathed Harry
Wharton.
Bhe's sgettlin® down!” said Lord

Mauleverer., “ But she ain't takin' it at
a rush like she started, old beans! I
fancy the cargo must have ghifted when
she pitched. She's goin’ to take her
time,"”

The Famous Tive etood, streaming
with perspiration, panting for breath,
They could scarcely believe, at first, 1n
their good forcune. But they were soon
sure of it. That the schooner was slowly
filling and settling was true—butb it was
slowly now, inch by inch, instead of
foot by foot.

Probably, as Mauleverer suggested,
the cargo Lz-l-a::ru.' had shifted, and had
the effect of hluﬂk;::g the gashes in the
hull, That was a chance oun which the
gcutller hal not counted,

It could not save the schooner. It
could only delay her fate. DBut it
delayed it—and minutes weére precions,

IHarry Wharton gl-'lnnc:ed over the side.
The sea was terribly near. But if it
were drawing nearer, it was by imper-
ceptible degrees. .

The captain of the Greyfriars Re-
move breathed hard and deep.

“We've got time ! he said.

“By gum, what luck ! hreathed Bob
Cherry.,  “That villain mecant her to

o down hke a sfone! He was in a
wery to get clear! And—"

* Hours, pevhaps!” said Harry, * An
hour, at least: we've got time! Befler
not luse any of it ("

“What-ho ™ y

The juniors set to work again, But
they worked now with brighter faces
and 'lighter heaarts. Hope waz high in
their breasts. Time, the most precious
of all gifts, was granted them. They
had at lcost a chance.

It was no longer a question of
hurriedly tying iogether anything that
came handy, merely to keep them
afloat. They had time to build a raft—
and they did not waste one of the
pregious  minutes, A reft meant a
chance of life and rescue—and they had
time to build ope; and to pack it with
food and water, It meant life mstead
of death, at least, =0 long as the
weathey remained fair

Not a_moment was lost. :

Bob Cherry sorted out the tool-chest
that had helonged to the native ear
penter. The other fellows eollected
spars, and planks were wrenched loose,

“Bunter !” hoofed Johnny Bull
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Bunier was not lending a hand—he seemed incapable of
movement. He just sat and blinked—and the other fellows:
left him to sit and blink. But now that there was time to
meake ready for leaving the schooner, Bunter could make
himself useful. Provisions were wanted to pack on the raft,
when it was ready, and every hand was needed.

“Bunter, you fat ass——"

“Oh erikey !” nicaned Bunier. :

“Got 2 move on! Can’t yon sce we've building a rafi 1”
hooted Johnny, “Blind, or only silly? Get the grub on
dock—everything you ean lay your paws on 1”

“Oht* spid Buntey.

Even in his present state of unhappy funk the -word -
“ prub ¥ seemed to animate the fat Owl a little. He dragged
himself to his feet.

“Buck up, Bunter, old manf’ zaid Harry Wharton.
“Keep your ‘pecker up~—we shall float off all right when she

oes, Tén to one we-shall get picked up.” Harry Wharton
iardly thought that the odds wero in favour of being picked
up, but he stretched a point to reassure Dunter.. " DBub we
don't want to starve on ihe raft—see ™

“Oh crikey | No fear ! gaszped Bunter,

The right cherd had been touched | Billy Bunter bucked
up quite industriously. While the raft-builders worked hard
and incessantly at the raft the fat Owl panted up and down
the companion, transferring the cabin stores to the deck.
Hu};t was ot even heard to complain because he got his foet
Wweh.

Bob ‘Cherry, wielding a hammer, banged and banged,
driving in the longest nails he ecould find. Johnny Bull.
with saw, MNugent with an axe, were equally busy. Lord
Mauleverer, heedless of blisters that gquickly gathered om
hiz noble hands, drvove n serow after screw. ﬂ was probable
that his lordship had nover handled a serowdriver hefore.
Bt he handled one now es though born to it.

Harry Wharton was giving his attention to water, while
Bunter piled up food. Water, as all the juniors knew well,
was likely to be their greatest ncod.

A =numger of kegs were found, and every other receptacle
that would hold water was hlled and placed in readiness.

Minutes that had seemied z0 long to the juniors while
they weve prisoners in the cabin scemed to flash by now.
The red sun sank lower in the west, ils rays glowing over
the calm sea.

Etll: the schoomer, though evidently secttling; floated!
Two hours, packed with inceszant labour, had glided by,
and sunset was at hand. But the raft was almost finished,
It was formed of streng spars with- planks laid acress, and
an empty cask roped under each corner to give it bunyanc{.
A tall and slender spar had been mounted for a mast. If
nails could make it safe it was safe enough; Bobh Cherry
could hardly have coumted the number of nails he had
driven m. It was possible that Mauly’s screws added more
to it security.

Lator—when there was time—Bob was going to run a -
rail round it for safety. That could wait, however, It was
probable that Bob would have plenty of time for carpentry
while the juniors weve afloat on the raft.

Billy Bunter, exhausted by his offorts, sat on a steck of
ting ﬂ‘{ beef on the deck and gasped for breath.

He gave o scared squeal as the =schooner lurched
suddenty.

-I'lﬂv’, !:U‘

' Y ] finish 1 d B s

By gum, it's ncar the tmsh ' murmure ob. ‘Lhe

jorecastle was dipping under his eyes; the Flamingo was
going down by the head.

“1 say, you lellows——*

“0.K., old fat man! Don't worry !

“T say, let's get off I pasped Bunter. 1 say, she may

any minute! Look here, let's push ofi—sce§”

“Qood e ! said Bob, “Lift the rait over the side, old
bean [¥

g O P
4 Yust pick it up end drop it over the rail! We'll watch
Inu-!' 1
o Ha, ha, ha!®

“You silly ass!™ yelled Bunter. “Mean to say that you
can't got the beastly raft o¢ff the beastly schooner i

“1 can't,” admitted Bob, ' But perhaps you can! Take
it by one coruer, give it a swing vound your head, and let
it rp

“You silly chump, you know I can't!™ howled Bunter,

“Oh, my only lkat! There's something-that Bunter can't
do!” gasped Bob., *"Hear that, you fellows? Wonders will
iever cease.” i .

" T's all ::ig;i:i-, Bunter,” said Havry, laughing, “the raft
will float wien the schaoner goes. We can't possibly
launch it.”

Y0h crikey ™ i

That there was danger of being sucked into the vortex
of the sinking schooner the junicrs lnew only too well. But
it was @ danger that could not possibly be avended, and

(Conlinued on nexi poge.)
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they hoped fof the best. Bunter had
not ihought of it, and they did neot

mention 1t fo him.
. But it was clear that the end was
drawing near now.  Although they

wonld have been glad of more time to
put in some more work in construction,
the -vaft was solid and seaworthy, and
Bob rather reluctantly selinguizhed the
hammer and helped with the packing.

There was .abundance of rope, and
everything packed on the raft was roped
in its place.  Food and water, blankets
and rugs, suitcases and the case of rifles
wera carefully packed om, with a dus
rirard to equa]pdis-trihutinn of weight,
with a roll of canves to make an awi-
ing. and another to be used as a sail.

The tool-chest Bob added as a_matter
of course. He was by no means finished
with carpentry yet. Harry Wharton
thought of a compass, which was likely
to be more useful, .
¢ Most important of all, Billy Bunter

acked himself in the middle of the raft.
‘Lhere he elutched hold of ropes with
both fat handes, and gave a squeak at
every tremble that ran through the sink-
ing schooner.

The water was washing over the deck
now and_trickling round the raft as it
'rested. It lay aslant, the deck sloping
under it from stern to stem as the lore.
castle dipped; the bowsprit under the
sea. At any moment now the Flamingo
might plunge away from under them,
and the Greyfriars fellows, with beating
hearts, packed themselves on the raft
and waited,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Afloat !

H lor’ I mumbled Billy Bunter.
The juniors waited, the
minutes seeming long now.
Again and agsain the sinking
schooner gave a lurch or & shake, and 1t
scemed to them that she was going.
And still the Flamingo floated.

Fven Bunter would have been relieved
for the final plunge to end the suspense.

But the schooner seemed to be taking
her time about it. Obviously the last
p":ll.m,ge might come any second, vet still
it delayed.

The water washed over the deck. The
forecastle was full, water washing out
froin it over the foredeck; the ecabin
flooded and water surging out from the
hroken skylight. It deepened on deck,
washing round the waiting raft, and the
raft itself ehifted, as if about to floal,
Still- the schooner lingered, as if
atrugg]ing for life,

*Doogh [ gasped Bunter, at another
shiver from the flooded wessel below,
" Bhe—she—she’s gig-gig going 1"

" Going—going—bnt net yet gonas [
said Bob Cherry, “By gam | I shall ba
rather glad when she makes up her
rind to ik, you men! This suspense is
Lilling me, as the bloke remarked when
he was hung.” ]

“Oh crikey! I wish I hadn't come!”

groaned Bunter,
“Bame here!” gaid Bob Cherry
“"Two eouls with but a EIHE}E
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heartily,
thmght ;t 1:\#% hela,rtgshtl}a.t beat as one. 3

Y Beast’ W e's gig-gig-gig—"'
stuttered Bunter. *“ Gi;g?gisggﬂiﬁgi Ch
crikkey ! Oh lor® I

“Well, I warned you of this, old fat
man !" said Bob, *“Didn’t I tell you
before we started that the schoonor
would go down if you got on it? Now
1t's happened.”

“ Beast 1" moaned Bunter,

How Bob could make jokes at that
morment was n mystery to Bunter.

THE MAGNET

Bul the fact was that Boly was merey
and bright. Fortupe had favoured the
Groviriars ' fellows, serious as  the
situation was, They bad been lefit to
death—already, in the Duichman's
belicf, they were deep in the Pacific;
not for a moment could it have crossed
his bratal mind that they were vet
living, with a good chance of surviving.
The utmost they had hoped for was to
scrainble together some sort of a hasty
raft to keep them afloat somehow-—in.
stead of which they had had time to
constructk & well-found rafk, strong and
scaworthy, and pack it with food and
water and other necessaries. They had
much to ba thankful for, and every
fellow realized it, and was thankful
accordingly—except Bunter.

But the suspense of waiting for the
schooner to'go was almost nerve-racking.
Deeper. washed the water over the deck,
and still the water-logged schooner
floated under them.

The raft lifted at last and floated on a
level with the schooner's rail, which was
now submerged.

‘Billy Bunter gave a hoveified squeak
at the firat jerk.

“Ow] We're going down ¥

“Up, old bean!™ snid Bob. *Bhe
floats all right, you chaps! We're clear
of the deck now! Is that jolly old
schooner ever going ¥

“She's sticking 16 ouf!"
Jolnoy Bull.

“The stickinlness 15—"

“Torrific and preposterons!"” said
Bob. “DBut what's the odds so long as
vou're 'appy? DEnjoying life, Bunter ¥

“ Ooooooh 1

*It's a Ij4:+'li;..r good raft!” said Bob
checrily, *We koow she's going to float
now, anyway—she's floating! If we
hadn't got the casks under, we cgould
float off over the rail] Dul a raft is no
good without an air-tight cask under the
corners! What-ho, she bumps!®”

Bump !

“Gooooogh 1" gurgled Bunter.

The raft was well afloat now, over the
sloping, sinking deck. Moving on the
wash of the sea, it bumped over the
starboard rail.

It was & strange situation, The bow
of the vessel was now completely under
water, the decl sloping steeply until, at
the stern, it towered high agovg. their
heads, Deep as she was, the sails still
drove her slowly through the sea, the
motion plunging the bowsprit deeper
and deeper.

Harry Wharton drew a long breath,
* Bhe won't last much longer,” he mur-
mured, The thought was in his mind
that the ¥Flamingo might turn turtle,
and draw the raft after it as she went
down, That would have proved disas
trous to the shanghaied schoolboys.

*I say, yvou fellows—oh erikey! I
say—suppose—suppose the masts fall on
us,” gasped Bunter.

“Suppose the sky falls!”

Boly Cherry.
"You silly chump—m-="

“There's an old proverh that if the
sky falls there will be catching of larks,"
said Bob. “Is that the moon falling,
you fellowai"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at!” moaned Banter. “If you
foilows can see anything funny in this,
I can’t |

“Did you bring your pocket mirror,
Maulyi™

" Tﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂ- !h

Lend it to Bunter.”
“I don't want it,” howled Bunter.

grunted

suggested

“Wharrer you mean? What d’vou think
I want a looking-glass for, idiot?*

“Ho you can see something funny 1*
answered Bob affably.

“You silly idiot ! purgled Bunler.

wmp !

“Yow-ow-ow "

Tlhe waves had sent the raft drifiing
baele towards the schooner, and it has
swung against the towering stern.

Bob Cherry seized a pole, and shoved
off hastily, Overhead loomed the main-
sail, and had the raft been caught in
the wallowing eanvas, when the schooner
went, it would have had little chance.
Two or three of the other fellows
grasped the poles also, to steer clear of
sails ‘and rigging, The forecastle was
now completely submerged, the bowsprit
aut of sight.

There was a heavy plunging sound,
and Bunter gave a horrified squeak.

“Ow! The mast's coming down!?

But the mast was not ceming down,
though it looked like it for a momenrt
as the schooner’s head settled deeper
with that plunge. The masts of the
Flamingo were slanting at an angle of
about forty-five, and the wheel was high
in the air.

Fivery fellow expected that plunge io
be the last. But it was not the last,
thoughk clearly it was a matter of
moments now.

The rafr floated clear. 2o long as any
part of the schioomer remained within
reach of the poles, the juniors shoved off
hard, 10 get as far as they could from
the sinking wreek, Every fellow was
thinking, of the suction when the
Filamingo went down, inle which the
raft might be drawn,

Out of reach of the schiooner, they
bepan to paddle, using ilat pieces of
board which Bob—later on—was going
to shape into paddles. The way they
were able to get on the raft was slight,
the pace rather resembling that of a
snatl, Bub every foot gained was added
safety, and they worked as hard as they
had worked in building the raft. Only
Buntér was too busy to help in the
paddling—both his fat hands being
activelr engaged in holding onl

"By gum! the old bean’s sticking it
out, and no mistake!” said Bob,
glancing hack at the masts and sails that
slanted over the water.

The last red gleam of the sun was
sinking in the west; in the east, thera
was a silvery glimmer of the rising
I..I'IECEI]. . r

She's going IV

¥ Look I*

. The gchooner was going at last! The
juniors c¢eased paddling, held on, and
stared. Up went the stern, the wheel
high in the air, the foresail under water.
With a heavr, sullem plunge, the
Flamingo went down by the head, and
disappeared under the glimmering sur-
face of the Pacific. The calm sca was
wildly roffled—the raft rocked, and a
wash of the sea came over it. But it
righted again, and floated level; .and
the jumiors, in silence, gazed at the spot
where the schooner had disappeared.

Bl Sy,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
On The Raft!

N silence, the juniors gazed.
I The sca, wiidly disturbed far a
few minutes, ealmed. The Pacihe
rolled on, where the IMlamingo had
sunk, as if the schooner had never
Hoated there. A few spars and gratings
rolled on the water: all that was lefl of
{Condrmued on page 28.)
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INS AND OUTS OF GREYFRIARS! A Conducted Tour w:ﬂ:—-
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ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS. ' Friardale Wood

(1)

Friardale Wood 15 racher small,

But hardy for an outing,
And often you may hear a call

YWhen Greyfriars Scouts ave scouting:
As  goimly  through  the  woodland

purlicus

The Gwl Paivol track down the Curlews,

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Prefects’ Beating

In colemn ztate the prefecis meet,
Tiretr faces full of graviiy,
They gather in their reom to heat
Bom o fag for his depraviny;
Perhaps a tenaency to sneak
Bl 'u.uuuw.,! yovily's inherited,
O else a bt of barefaced clwelk
This punishment has meviied

The prefeers stand in sicr: array,
Ueorge Wingate's face 15 very serions,

“Well, have vou anytinng 1o say?”
His tone is dreadfnily i 1n|-#t|ﬁi1f-

The tangues u_:l Vioim '.~ I il.mnt
To lochs of woe and | wpielers B

5L

But =till his toongue will soon be loozed

And everyvone will hear b wuiering.

(R A A

George Wingate take: an azhplant lishe,
And grmc]:r tests irs Hexibilicy,
Thiz makes the vicum sqaml
writhe,

And now he utters with facility:
"“Yargoon "—and slowly hends to reach
+His toer, with dismal apprehension.
The prefects give him one stroke each—
It's quite sulficient, I :pay mention!

and

A swipe from Wingate—how i stings !
A sw IF from Cwynne 15 no
"l:}'l Ra ltﬁ" i
A swipe from Loder faivly rings!
A swipe from Carne is sheer brutality !
A swipe from Walker makea you creep !
A sw me irom Pyhkes is most embarras-
ang !
A swipe fu:-rn MNorth is }ﬁteit;- steep !
A swipe .mm Faulkner’s s mpl?
haraszing !
The other prefects have their say,
Each swi; pe producing stu:eal and-
. souirmary |
And then the victim's ‘mma Away
And takes a bed in ihe infirmary |

Tweo

(2)
A footpath runs acress the wood
To Friardale Lane and village leading,
And certain exveliziz think it goad
1o use this ~lHr.I:, path for specding:
Buch jowrneys, being maost mrpmp:r
Ave ofien cnded by a croppor !

:.5}

For prenicz, Frinrdale Woodl 1= orand,
With leafy dells and grassy ridees,
A clear, cool, sparvkling srreamder, al

hundeed thonsalnd hngrey
!:Iii_]"_;'q_--'{u!
Bur «1ll, for paz=ing hours of ha-nre,
W 1:;1! vala I'Li.'iull'll.i'llll,"' "I.1|.1|‘_..;_':.|_] i 11]|':1‘=-|_'||'|'-,

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

ALONZO TODD,

The One-Time, Long-Winded Reformer
of the Bemove

T is for TODD, the mild Alonzo,
Wihose jawbone scems to carry on so !
e usis frigh:fnl word to us,

Like *hovonficabihuadinitaabus ™

We lapse into a state of coma.
Lonzy

Wihile et and] stucdies ITomer

Or else Euripidios or Plato,

1z favounite study’s “The 1*atata,

Ur from the Planting to the Eating ™

That velums wants a lot of beating !

He spemds his_holidays within

‘I'he homz of Uncle Benjamin,

To whow, it seems, he s devored,

His wite remarks ave oiien quoted

When Lonzy gontle chides a sinaer

Likke  Bunter, Vernan-Smith, ar
Skinner.

And when the Juniors are denating

You'll alwaws find Alonze waining

To stupify the opposition

With wordy spate of erudizien.

ANSWER tg PUZZLE
The four welwits are: gz Ib., 1i lb,
4% ib., and 134 lb. Wiln these vou can
get any weight vou like in half-pounds
up to 20 lb.. by putting some on e
&if;ﬂ of the scale snd =zome oo the
orirel.

L

TR T DRI RET R T NP IR R ET T,

A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

AU LR AL UL P L L AL L L ER LR R T PR T ER YT

GREYFRIARS GRINS

PSRRI N EEES, EERAR R R R dEE R

PR AE RN TR PR AR R

During the Yac Loder of  the
Sixti was seon backing a ecar  along
Picead:lly. We bet it o !

While the chaps arve awav. building

aperations are going on at Greyiviars

Sehool.  The popular theory i3 tlat
they're adding a Bew wing 1o accoor-
modate  uexr term’s chapicrs  of
Quelchy's " History of Creviviars®

Mr., Prout bad a mo=t enjovable
shoor on {ie Seortizh wwoors.  Elis Do
meluded a thepherd, twe dogs, and a
stray duke.

Fellows whe have akene ez dor

Moszou camplain that e lias a habi

0l sometanes nol ]’4'-|.||1*.‘uh-"l.'ilhk.'.' chial L
nad giver any e, Ihat's  etrer
than remccubering e had siven then

whett he hada't

VI

would acconrplish 1iis?
Answer at foot of col, Z.

ERE RS -

] =
. PUZZLE PAR :
E The S T per had only four E
s weights, set he could weigh any-
= thing in ]'-mm«cls and half- powitnds 3
« between & b, and 20 1b. Can you 3
= work cliz  what  four worrins =
L L]
: E

Gosling  rakes  things fanrly cosy
during the YVace. I'd like o be 1here
and ring the ngsing-bell 1o make b
Cot up.

My Aunt Jane asked me how 1
the bivrheday cake =he zent 1o

Fibauesd
Tinmi

tert. I rold her I spoke o the cale
Ak it answerad: “0h, reaily, obd fal-
low, 1t 1.\'.1:11':. me !l Ow. keep awaw,
vou beast ) Bocause BH‘!hl |H,'||J“|t*le
vk e standding round 1o & iy e
RANDOM RIDDLES

Wiy 2 a duk ke a cows tal—
Because it Brow s t:fmm-l

Whay is a soaimines ke anars

He iz brougir ;L[} Mmoo cage e ..1 Fhe rh
peck for a iving.

Why is puliing ) dog’=1ail hke a *ea-
FGT-"'-ETL&L--P yoi're tensing it Eale

imeit—see?  1ie, held
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the trun little ressel that had sailed out
of the lagoon at Ialuw

For long, long minutes, no one spoke.

They had been lucky—they knew how
Iucky they lad "been. Bub iheye was
soniething terrible, if not tervifying, in
the loneliness of the sea, after the
schooner had vanished,

They seemed terribly
water, - The selitude of the ocean was
meu-l‘:elmmg The red glimmer in the
west, the silvery light in the cast, showed
unly endless, infinite volling water. Ouly
the ratt was between them aad anknown,
illimitable deptlis—ond the raft scemed
frail and slight, in the immensity of the
acean, It was as if the sinking of the
schgoner had snapped their last link
with humanmity.

The silence was long. Every face was
grave. 1t was broken by, E-Llh Bunfer.

“Oh crikey I came from Bunter.

Bolb Cherry drew a deep, deep breath.
Tven his cheery spirits had sunk, under
the solitude of the ondless ocecan, the
nnmensity of the dusky areh of the
heavens; the feeling that the raft, wilh
all that foated on it,. was the merest
speck n- boundless space.  But he was
guick to recover. What the castaways
needed most of all was to keep a st
upper lip, and to keep their pw.,L-::r 1y,
a3 -Bob would liave expressed it; and
Bob was the [ellow to set them  the
cxample.

tWell, we've huished schooning ' he
tc-n]a.rl..m:i “We've been jolly lucky, yon
follows! Here we are, safe and smmtl
evervthing slup-shape and all atmmm—
plenty of room to mov Gremn?

“Oh, lots 1" said Nugenh

“The lotluluess is terrifie !

“A  desivatle residence. wholly de-
fached 1™ wend on Bob., ™ Lots of grub—
but we shall’ have to go oh vations, of
course——>"

Billy Bunter sat n

“What " ha ejmmiated

- ﬁhs::ﬂute-l} essenitinl 17 said  Bob.
“You'll have to be limited to cnough
for three fellows, Bunter. When we get
picked np, “you ean scoff enough for six,
as nsual.”

”Dh k_:'ealli Cherty——"
S Talking of grub, anybody hungry #7
azked Bcrhg % R

“Everybodr on the laft veahised that he
wag hunigry, as well as fearfully tired.
There had been no time to think of
foad, or rest, since they had been left
on the scuttled Er:hm}nr-r
the pressure was :.w:tia'tcli,
diffefent matter.

L Let's fancy it's a siudy  supper at
Groyfriare, ufmt‘:'” faid Bol., “ Where's
the spirit stove? Sort out the bikkers,

close to the

it was @

Frankyv.: Get n can of coined bief
opicned, Tnky, old ‘black 'bean! What
are you gﬂmg to do,. Bunter, as well as

m-:;_qu}é_ntmg the Ia.uﬂbmpe Lo

- But now that

Inst,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“1 say, veu fellows, my- feect are
wot 17

“That's because the jolly old sea
gave us a 'ﬁﬂsh -when the schooner

wenb-home,” said Bob.- “Hadn't you
noticed before that the sea was wet?

You want  sotne  mew  sneez, old - fat
bean.”

“I sald.- my feel are wet!” said
Bunter, with dignity.

8o are mwine!” remarked Harrey
Wharlon.

“Oh, really Wharton——"'
That remark scemed guite frivelons

to Bunicr.
“It’'s yowr own fault, Bunicr, old
man,” s=aid Bob. "% You should have

stopd ont your head when the schoonher
went. ™

“You silly ass!™  reared DBunter.
“Look here, my foet are wet.”

“1lang them over tho side to dey1”
snggested Dol

“tla, ha, hal”

“0h, cackle!™ zaid Bunter bitterly.
“A lot yvou care If T get pneamonia

in the legs! Cackle !

“Ha, ha, ha! welled the rafi’s
erew.

Really, the idez of Bunter pgeiling
pPreUonia

in the legs was enough 1o
make any fellow oae ]-ﬁ\

“ Look ™ here, you beasts——="

“Food!” said Bob. " Food, ald-
chap! Think of foed and be lmppﬂ
We won't put you on rations for {lu
first dax! You can scoff cnough for
Eix, as usual 1"

“Yah!" vetorted Bunter.

However, the fal Owl found comfort
in food. I"g- was quite a cheery supper
o the rafr, theugh ihe juniors foumd
themselves nodding over 16 They lad
had no sleep the previgus night, and
they had had an andions and hard day,
and, tough ‘as they were. they  were
I‘E‘-i'!-“j"_ worn out.  Bunter, fm. anee,
was not the sleepiest, Waving  slept
most of the morning and 2 good part
of the afternoon.

Bunter's fat jows were still  goin
strong, aftedr the other fellows  hao
finished. They were ghni enotigh to
sort out blankets and roll themselves
in the same and lie down to slumber.

The sca was r_:aim—ahnﬂst. a3 ‘calm
az a lake, gleaming in the myriad of
bright stars that came out ‘in the deep
Ilue arch overhead. The raft, drifting

on  some  unknown current, moved
genily over the calm “aters On the
moreow the juniors had to think of

finding, if they eould, their divection
and getiing up the snil. Bot whar they
neaded now . was sleep; and they slept
the moment their heads were laid
cdown.

Bunter went on eajin

But even Burter fimshed ecating at
Then he blinked round over thu
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starry zea and shivered. He did nat
feel so disposed as usnal for slunboe
“1 say, vou fellows—" squeaked
Bunter,
There was no reply, save {he :-10:11.1\
breathimg eof s=six  slecpers, mingling

with the munm..r i the sen.

“1 sav,” roared PBunter, “I'm nat
poing to sleep ! Eur.n;m:sﬂ something
happened while we're aszleept! Be-
sides,” 'm not sleepy! I say, it's
pretty  thick for you all 1o go off g

sleep and leave a Fellow '::1I||1g up on
his own?! I say, Whavion !

He -grabbed MHarry Wharion
shook i,

The captain of the Ruemove opencd
his eves,

“Eh, what? What's up*f d

"L oam ! yapped Bunicr

“o to sleep, .ut'hr:a:'l"

“I'm not sleepy 17

“Then sit up and shol wp '™

* Beast !’

Harry Wharion wont {o sleep agaue.

Billy Bunidr gave lum a devasiating
blink through lus “gpectacles. Then he
blinked round over the sen again, lap-
ying the edges of the raft, o was
celing too uneasy for slunber.

He leaned over Bob and shook him.

“Urreer ! canw from Dol

“1 say wake up!™ hooted Dunter

Boly woke up.

“I say, I'm not going to sleep ") said
Bunter, bln]-:mg at i, Tain't
safe, seat  Don't you mo off snoving
amd  leaving  a- Iﬂlfm'- on s own!
Don’t you be so beastly sellish!-  If
there's oho thmg I never could stand
it's selfishness.™

Boly locked at han, ‘Then he sat o

TInd vou wike me up for that?!™ he

arud

asked.

- Yoz, And—— Whal are yvou dJdoing
with .that pillow 27

Bunter - need - not  have {:':Lml e
kiew the next memett,

Bang!

(LEd

* Yaroooooh |

“Now vou wake me 1 again amd
'l tdke - o lswyercane to  you!”
hizzsed Bob.

Bob Cherry went to sleep agnin,

Billy.” Bunter sat on’ the raft  and
voared. But his roars did not awasken
lhe slecpers. Aud the Ffat  Owl,
realising that the oither feilows, wih
their wsual® selfishness, Wwere going to
sleep, reparvdless, rolled himself in a
blanket: and in a very fow minutesihe
Fai juhior’s snorg was mmglmg mih
Lhe murmigr of the Pacific.

TIE EXNI. .

(EFrery ome of Frask Ii’w?mn?.s
Soulh-Scas slovics s been more gri
ping than the lagt.  Nert week he
reaches @ new prok of excitement amd
suspense. Look ot for " Adrifl on the
15 a stuunerf)
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THE SMUGGLER’S SECRET 42

If's Greai!

serial, . .

By DICKY NUGENT

L .Eﬂ 313

“ %""Eﬁug;im“ ’1!*1’ Jack Jolly, of th

“ Em = ack Jolly, o 14}
5t. Bam's Fourth, the word

in a tone of brethless excitement.
* Down there on the beach | I

‘! Grate pip 1 :

Fearless and M and PBright
stared downwards. BSo did Doctor
EEF%mL Far hﬂfﬁ: the ehﬁth 3. along
which .they were walking, they saw
hslf & duzzen yewman figedra winding
their way across the moonlit heach—
each one of them bent nearly dubble
under- the weight of & hevvy c¢ask!
The rowing-boat from which they had
taken their burden lay moored to
a rock at the water's a, while,
anchored out at sea—s ai t pite
—was & big, four-masted elooner |

" Bless my-secle!' gasped Doctor
Birchermnall,. “Am I mm% things,
boys, or is this really true ¥ 2 :

“It's true, sir, by the leck of it | &
anid Jolly, with & grim lurf. ¥ They're
smupglers, right enuff—desprit rascals,
engaged in the . nefarions task o
defrauding  the Revenue!"

N By Jove! What & rummy bizzi.
nesa [ . _ :
. “ Bomething ought to he dene abonut
it)” said Frank Fearless soriously. *'It's

ecoundrells like these who kesp the
income tacke as high as it i3. What'
gbouot  tracking them down to

It's Stupendous!
Colossal ! Hold everything, folks, and
‘get -a basinful of this 200-per cent

T

=

It's

their lair, you
fellows ¥
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“Yea, Frank
ratheri"

Doctor Birchemall stroked his beard
o little dewbiously. He had just spent
a very merry evening with the chums
of the Fourth and he fclt no inclina-
tion to spoil it by chasing smugglers.
Cut of the jenncroua gift he had re-
ecived for eaving Mr. Begps, the
millionaire, [rom drowning, he had
treated Jack Jolly & Co. to & nite out
at the music-hall at Winklesca. They
had missed the last bus - back 1o
Breezyville snd wero walking back
along the c¢liffs in the moonlight,
'The Head was beginning to look for.
ward to bed. The idea of tracking
down a gang of emugglers, o fassin-
ating to the advencherous spirits of
the juniors, madse no eppeel whatever

“to the Head 1

% Half a minnit, hoys!" he cried,
a8 Jolly mede & move towards a stee

‘ path leadng down to the beach. *
{. cannot agree to

_{nu ex%ns[ng ‘our-
selves to danger like this heve. hy,
thosze deeprit scoundrells are probably
aymed to the teeth with nives, cut-
lzsses and what not | 2 3

“ Who carcs about trifles like that,
gir ? " asked Jolly, with a contempti-
ble larf. * The more hevvily they
are armed, the more cowherdly they

will probably prove! If it comes to
& serap, we shall give o pood account
of ourselves, never fear !

* Hear, hear!"

*“Of course, sir,” begon Fearless,
“if you're afraid o

Doctor Birchemall, whose neesze were
nocking together, bristled up Llke
% porcuping at that word.

 Afraid, Fearlese? Me afraid?
Why, you must he potty | " he said,
through his chattering teeth. * My
only fear ia for the safety of you
yvuangstera. But if there is any question
of thinking I am afraid, then L must
forpet my scruples and lot you have
vour way. I will lead you™

“The dickens you will, air ! "

“Yes, rather—from the rear, of
eoursa | ¥ added the Head hurriedly.
“The chences are that we shall beo

attacked from the rear by confederates €98

of thcao smugglers, So T will walk
behind the rest of you—where it is
most dangerous 1™

Jack Jolly & Co. winked at each
other. They could hardly heloeve
that thia wag the real reason why the
Head wanted to stay at the back,
But they really didn't beother much
where he walked, as it was pretty

FIFTH-FORM DOPE, HORACE COKER, UPSET IN
GROUSE-SHOOT, WILLIAM GREENE REPORTS

When Coker asked Potter emd me to
?nmg to EEE uncle's ﬂg:l in 'ii"nrhshhﬁ
or & spot of grouse. ng, I can te
you for & fact that I felt the very
reverse of keen on it. I can stand as
much of Coker as anvbody ; but I had

had just a little too much of him at .

Aunt -Judy’s

fShowing me how to play tennis, he
had hit e on the napper with a tennis.
racket and brought u};: & lump on my
forehead the size of a hen's egg. Bhow-
ing me how to dive he had knocked me
off the diving-bosrd end dislocated my
shoulder on the gide of the swimming-
bath, Showi me how to play
billiards he had swung.back his cue
with terrific forca and knocked out one
of my front teeth.

Caoker is & pal of mine and T like him,
But I really bhad had enough of him
for the time being when he raised ihe
subject of going to Yorkehire.

Potter, who had had as much of
Coker ?a 1 }!]md, if not h:;;ara. was suri
prisingly cheery at t P ot o
growse-shooting. He rcgist-amg bright
enthusiaam. .

“ What's the ideat™ I assked him
afterwards, when it was all fixed up.

FPotter's explanation was not at all
resssuring.

* You've only got to die once,"” he
eaid. ' And as we seem to be facing
sudden extinction every day, playing
the most innocuous games with Coker,
¥ don't f!ﬂﬂ ithat it can be much worse

ayi eroua games like ghooting.
Bt e he e ;
k't After all, there must be a limi

somewhera. We've grumbled enough

over all these harmless pastimes.

FPerhaps shooting grouse will kull owr
umbles ! " '

It didn’t seund very logical to me.
But you may as well be hung for a
gheep aa a lamb andI went to Yorkshire
with the others.

I kept a jolly watchful eye on Coker
wher we set out with his uncle's party
on the first morning. Coker, with a
tennig.racket or a billiard cue s
dangerous; and it struck me very
forcibly that Coker with a sporting
rifle would be an absolute menace!

When the first covey went 1.33 I
don’t mind admitting thet I dodgoed
behird Coker and stayed there.

Coker raised his gun and fired.

The next thing [ knew waas that
something like a smeall-gized elephant
had landed on me in & heap,

It was Coker! Coker was not used
to the back-kick of o powerful rifle.
It had sent him fying backwards just
‘g though he had received a knock-out
blow on the point of the chin!

Experience teaches “and I didn't
stand right behind Coker the next
time. I stood slightly to the side of
him instead. This time the back of
hig neck hit the earth instead of me !

80 it did the lime after that—and the

next #ime, {00l

Coker Was red and breaihless by
this time—Dbut very determined, too.
You can always rely on Coker to rise
to the oceasion, and he had obvionel
made up his mind to master that rifle

if he broke every bone in his body
in doing 8o ! d

Pottor and I wers now able to take
things & lot more calmly. 8o long as
we wore on the right side of Coker's

-barrel and not directly at the
back of him, we were all right. The
day pnssed very cheerfully. By the
time we packed up, Coker was bruised
all over and Potter and I were simply
chortling !

Coker ia beginning to le.rn somothing
pbout guns. iie doesa not fire more
than about four ghota a day and he has
become so good ab it that the kick of
the rifle never knocks him back more
than hbalf-a.dozen yards or so. Not
rauch, it'a true—hut quite enough to
knock the stuffing out of Coker!

Zo altogether, it looks ds if Potier's
wisecrack has turned up trumps.

Shooting grouse seoms to have Lilled
our pruinblea,

w—m———nll-'—-n-n

sure that he would run away like a
frightened rabbit o the first sizgn of
any danger. Jolly wdat first, followed
by Fearless and Meny and Bright in
that order; and Dyctor Bi mmall
brought up the rear!

They socon reached the beach and
nurried after the smugglers, who were
by this time dissypearing round a
projecting rocle.  As they reached this
point the spund of ks being rolled
across a rocky fioox fell on their cars,
and Jack Jolly em#ild grimly.

“Bounds as ¥ we've reached the
smuggleras’ lair, wywm fellows!” he
wigpered, Kec'l:r wtd in the shadowa
and {ollow me | =

The Laptin of he Fowth cfept
cantiouely round tis rocks, with his
followera close a¥ hin hecls.

It was a weerd sene that met his
ze,

" Before him wag a igve—dimly illew-
minated by a ship'y lantern hanging
iromn & hook. in the well—piled high
with barrels and bowes. The mnugglers,
83 evil-looking o arew 83 you could
imaging, were arod rourd their
leader, who stood with his back to the

**Is that the tot, yoen sone of doga *
they herrd the mouogpler cliel ask.

“I, I'” came a deep growl iromn
the ugly mob,

* Got back to the #ooned, then, you
seum ! I stay on togsrd the licker 1

=L I m&rhdlghﬂ smugglers.

Jack Jelly & Cg. flattened them.
gelves against the ks, as the smug-
glers tramnped pan them.  They
breethed a sigh of relwf when the echo
of their foctateps lied died away.

“They've gonk I'" whispered Feor-
leza gleafully. ** Mowrs cur chance to
go for their leader ' | #t's nab him and

in him along to #he ooastguard sta-
tign 1 ™

‘Bt. Bam’'s {ellows.

“Just what £ wis thinking my- -

self.t " nodded Jolly - " But, by the
way, there’s one thrg that's puzzling
me, and that i:)ﬁ—wh&m heve, I
heard his voice e

“It's funny E should mention
that, Jolly,"” bre I!im Doctor Birch-
emall, in & horse wisper. * The same
thought exactly oconrred to me, I am
sure I have heard thab voice before—
yeb 1 do not remember being friendly
with any smugglers!”

“We con- goon solve tha mistery,
sir, if wo take him: prisoper,”” grinned
Merry. * Shall we l:aﬁ:ifh[m.'llﬂlly 4

The Lkaptin of the fourth nodded.

* Come on, you chyps! ™ he hiat,

The next mamen® the chums of the
Fourth A themaselves at the lome
smuggler. Doctor Bipchemall decided
to stay behind for 4 minnit and tie
up hig shoelnce ; bu* Tack Jolly & Co.
never phaltered for's instant, though,
for ali they knew, ilw smupgler chiaf
mite have:. been amwd with . pistlea,
daggers, and all sorti of other deadly
weapons | ;

As it happened, tlere wae no need
for any--worry on this seore. The
emugpler .chief was powled over like
& rinepin by their firious enslaught ;
and a swift search by the juniors,

a8 they held him down, scon convineed
them that he was unarmed.

“Got him ! ™ cried Jolly, as he sat
on the smuggler’s chest, heedless of his
feendish yells of protest. * Now let's
brinz him over to the light and we'll
sce his foeal It

The juniors yanked him to his feet
and marched him to the licht of the
lantern, Docfor Birchemall joining in
as s0on 03 he saw that it was safe,

The next moment
they all gave a yell
of smazement.

“AMR., LICEHAM!T

“ Mr, Lickham—our
Form-master ! Oh, grate
pip !

“ Lickham ! "
the Head. * Lickham
from St. Sam's! Lick-
ham,amug;;g'lerl B.bless
my eole 1™ 7

It was Lickham right
enutf ; there was no
roomn for doubt. In his
top-boots and  c¢oarse
satlor's  jersoy and
with his ecoloured handkerchief reund
his head, he cut & very different figger
{rom the Lickham St. Sam’s knew so
well, But Lickham it was, all the
same |

“Ow ! Bust it ! " he groaned, as his
captors stared at him sgarst.

“ Lickham | roared the Head.
** YWhat is the meaning of this 7 I=s it
possibul that a 5¢. Sam’s master is
engeged in the eriminel bigziness of
smuggling 1 1%

*“ Logks more than possibul, sir,
duzzent it " eaid My, Lickham, with
a rye grin.' Y Denials are not much
mood mow you've caught e red-
handed like this. 5o I may as well
admib that I'm a emuggler 1"

Doctor Birchemall mopped his
fevered brow.

** I can hardly beleove my own eyes,”
he aaid with a shake of his head,
“ Yor years I have looked on you as
a master in whom I could place every
konfidence—and all the time you're &
E-Inu%?lar L

“ Not all the time, sir—only park
of the time! " corrected Mr. Lickham
guickly. * The fact is, I never have an
truck with it during the. term.
merely take it on to earn myself a little
spare time caszh during the wvacation.
I've done gnite well at it, too,” he
added, note of  professional pride
ereeping into his voice. They've made

velled

_me f{oreman of the nite shift 1"’

* Grate pip L =

“ Of coume, 1t'8 & rufl life ; bub the
pay's good, and 2

Mr. Lickham said no more. Belore
he could do eo, there was a rush of
feat. The next moment, the 5t Sam's
fellowa found themsclves struggling
wildly with the smugglers!

The men from the skooner had
retarned, bringing with them some
ecasks of licker they hall forgeotton, and
seeing their foreman in the hands of
strangers they had promptly come to
the reshew |

The batile was chort and sharp : but
ihe result was a foufgone conclusion.
Brave as the juniors were, thoy wero
no match for half-a-duzzen hulking

rate brutes, all armed to the teoth!
n & cupple of mionils, the four St.
Ram’s f{ellows and their hsadmaster
were lying on. the sand, bound hand
and foot. Grate was their disgust,

when Mr. Lickham turmed round and
congratulatied the wewcomers !

“Well done, me heartica!?” cried
Mr. Lickham. *“ You came back
at the right time., The next thing 15—
what shall be the fate of these rash
ereotchers who have dared to attack
ug in our lair ¥ Shall it be deth 1 2

The reply to Mr. Lickham's question
sent & shiver down the spines of the
juniors and brought a howl of fear to
the lips of the Head.

“T, T1* roaréd the smugglers.
“ Deth it shall be ! 22

Sensalional dévclopments next week,
predicls autfor Nugeni Minor. 1Ii's
the tops!

need tol
strects  shead of anything else in the
paper.
American idiora gets there every time,
you bétcha !

letter round to all’ cur
suggesting they wrote their features in
American instead of English.

8ap
vou translate my masterpeaces into the
American Jangwidge,”
shall take stops (o have you
with the utmost rigger of the lor 1

piecans ¥
mnake any ordinary guy give u

Fishr is no ordina
I'. T F. iz sitting ti

juat,.

;.'au’ll BCO B

tellin

EDITOR FISH CALLING
THE WORLD

Rah, rah, rah!
%matgﬂt schoolboy editor bar none, and then soma !

ut is Lhis job a soré trial while I'm just keeping the
geat warm for Wharton and
on his plan 1 I'll tell the world |

When that guy Wharton comes back, what I'm

onna tell him will make his hair curl—jnst a fow !

is regular contributors surely are a prize bunch
of mutts, dumb.bells end boncheads—and that's
praisng them !

Fisher T. Fish ealling—world's

running the paper

this don't

You %uya ihat are readin
colmnn is

ing thet my editori
The crisp,

BNAPDY; Ii[ip:,r

Because of this, I wrote & ciroulay
ular writera,

Now, wouldn't any reasonable guy

have grabbed this offer with both pawa
and thanked his lucky stars for being
allowed to write in o modern, slap-up
lingo instead of & medieval dialeet 1
But not a chance !
Fnatcnrds with " Rata 1" or “ Don't bo

All T got back was

1mtg [ * written on them. That young
icky Nugent wont oro better. * If

e wrote, "1
ersecuted

Jevver hear of auch a bunch of pesky
They survely are enough to

]
Luckily for vou, your ofd palpl-‘ishnr g i
gna. No, sires!
t. e’a no quitter.

Maybe befora Wharton comes back

there will be & week when all the regular
eontr’butora will be taken il or some.
thing,

If that happens, then, believe me,
00 per cent American
‘ Groyfrinrs Herald "' thet'll make you

git up snd whoop ! Here's hoping 1

Meantime I'm hustling, and I reckon

to work up the * Herald ' correspondenta
to red-hot enthusinam. They certainly
gotta appreciate what a privilege they've

ot, workin® for a live-wire editor like
T, F. I'm felling them, and I'm

you. :
Qo-long, pala! TFISHER+T. FISH.

UNCENSORED LETTERS No.

I0

SKINNER ON THE SPOT AS QUELCH
RECEIVES FAKE INVITE

Dear Snoop,~—~Guess what ¥ The
Homan Hawk hes found hia vietim
onca again—or, in other words, the
Quelch-bird has rumbled who sent him
that cod nvitation to , Mauleverap
Towers | -

I can give you my word, Snéopy, it
was & naaly shock to me to got a létter
irom the old bounder. I nover dreamed
that he would ses anythingg phoney in
the invite.

After all, I used notepaper with
Mauly’s crest on it (the genuine article ;
I pinched it from his desk). And I'm
jolly sure that not one in & hundred
would bave suspected that my copy of
%Iaul:.r*u guardian’s fist was in any way

o,
ut Quelehy saw through it—and
guezsed that I was the giddy eulprit at
onee | The old blighter must be gifted
with second sight |

And, oh, what a letter it was! I sent

it along to Iishy to publish in the

“ Herald," a0, by the time you got thia,
vou may haye read it usichy may
not like it going into print, but I can’t
make things any worss for mysell than
they are already.’ The joke's on me,
anyway, and I don't mind the readers
having a cackls at my expense this once
It hasn't often happened this way |

What I don't like s the awlul sus.
pense—having to wait till next term
before I know what he's going tg do
about b1 As likely as not, E.a*ﬂ do
nothing at all—but the ghastly interval
is bad encugh, goodness kpows !

In the meantiims, I'm enjoying myself
ag well as I can. Luckily, they have a
billizrd-room at our hotel, and I've met
some-kindred spirits with whom I man-
age tg pass Lhe mreminga not  too
beringly. But I shall feel muech better
-after 1've seen Quelchy.
*Bo secing yvou | ;
HAROLD SEINXER.



