
























































































































































Pegg village, and as he came
in after returning, the other
fellows greeted him with
inquiries.

But the junior only
shook his head.

There was no news.

“It's rotten!"” said
Frank Nugent miserably.

“ The rottenfulness 1is
terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, whose
dusky face was as pale as
its rich complexion would

allow. ‘“ We shall never
sec our esteemed chums
again.”

The Bounder came into
the Common-room.

No one spoke to him.
The Bounder flushed as he
looked round at theaverted
faces and came towards
the Co.

Nugent gave him a bitter
look.

‘ Keep your distance!”
growled Johnny Bull.

The Bounder bit his lip.

“You needn’t rub it in The juniors gave Wharton a hearty welcome. They shook his hands

like this,” he said, in a
low voice. “ I'm as sorry
as you are for what's happened.”

‘It was your fault,” said Nugent.

Vernon-Smith nodded.

‘I know it was, in a way,” he said.
“ But—but I couldn’t guess it was
going to turn out like this. They
needn’t have gone.”

“You know why they went, be-
cause you'd have accused them of funk-
- ing if they hadn’t gone!” said Johnny
Bull savagely. “ You'd better hold
your tongue.”

“1 say, you fellows,” said Billy
Bunter, blinking at the chums of the
Remove through his big spectacles,
¢ this is really rotten about Wharton

(

and thumped him on the back.

In their relicf and glee they could
not make enough of him.

and Cherry. They can't possibly be
coming back now, can they ? "

“ I'm afraid not,” said Nugent.

Bunter was blinking very thought-
fully.

‘““They won't want their things
any more,”’ he remarked.

o Eh ? ”

“ Oh, Bull, I wish you wouldn’t
bawl out at a fellow like that so
suddenly ! ” said Bunter, in a peevish
tone. ““ You quite startled me. I
was only saying that if they’'re not
coming back they won't want their
things any more.”

“ You fat beast 1 ”’
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“ Look here, Bull, I don'’t see that
you’ve got any reason for calling me
names,’’ said Billy Bunterindignantly.
“ We must look at these things in a
sensible light. As it happens, Colonel
Wharton is abroad now, and he
hasn’t been told ; but he won’t want
his nephew’s things. I'm sure of
that. There’s no harm if: ¥

Johnny Bull glared at the fat
junior.

“ If what? " he asked, in a dan-
gerously quiet tone.

““ If we all have our whack out of
them,” explained Bunter. ‘‘I want
Wharton’s camera. I'm sure he would
have wanted me to have it, poor
fellow ; you know how fond he always
was of me.”

“ You—you toad

“ Oh, really, Bull! Wharton and
I were great chums before you ever
came to Greyfriars, and I'm sure he’d
like me to have the camera; and
you're jolly well not going to have it,
I can tell you; and Ow—ow—
ow!”

The juniors fell upon Bunter and
bumped him, and smote him, and
hurled him forth from the Common-
room. Billy Bunter roared as he fled,
and he did not come back again.

But the bumping of Billy Bunter
did not relieve the feelings of Harry
Wharton’s chums. They conversed
in low tones, with gloomy looks.

Suddenly there was a shout in the
passage.

“ Come out, you fellows | Hurrah!”

Nugent jumped.

“ Does that mean
news ? ’’ he exclaimed.

“ Sounds like it,”’ muttered Johnny
Bull huskily.

The juniors rushed out of the
Common-room in an excited crowd.
Wingate, of the Sixth, was in the

passage.

l”

news—good

“ What is it, Wingate ? Quick | ”

‘‘ He’s come back | "

“ He—who ? ”’

“ Wharton |

“ And—and Bob ? "

‘“Here I am!” shouted Harry
Wharton, from the hall. * Where are
you fellows ? Come and give a chap a
welcome |

“ Where’s Bob ?

‘" Safe as houses.”

‘" Thank goodness | "’

_ They gave Wharton a welcome—a
right, hearty welcome. They shook
his hands and thumped him on the
back till he was aching and breathless.
It was Harry Wharton right enough—
Wharton unwashed and unkempt—
but Wharton! And the juniors, in
their relief and glee, could not make
enough of him. Frank Nugent kept
hold of his arm as if afraid that he
would suddenly melt away. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh was shaking his
hand in the same moment. Johnny
Bull mechanically thumped Wharton
on the back. He was a fellow of few
words ; but his actions spoke for him.

“ Wharton, old man,” exclaimed
Mark Linley, ‘ then you weren’t
drowned ! "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ T don’t look like it, do I?" he
asked.

‘“Ha, ha! No!”

“1 say, you fellows, it's really
Wharton. Jolly glad to see you back,
Wharton. I said all along that you'd
come back safe and sound!” ex-
claimed Bunter.

“ Why, you fat Ananias!’ ex-
claimed Tom Brown.

“ Oh, really, Brown, I said to
Nugent that I knew Wharton was all
right, and I told Bull distinctly that
he mustn’t think of taking Wharton’s
camera

“ Why, you

”
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“ Now you know I did, and—
and—yarooh ! And Billy Bunter
disappeared among the legs of the
juniors as Johnny Bull smote him.

Dr. Locke, the reverend Head of
Greyfriars, came rustling out of his
study. His face lighted up at sight of
Wharton.

“ My dear lad ! So you have come
back | Where is Cherry ?

‘“ He's quite safe, sir.”

‘ Thank heaven! You did a very
wrong and reckless thing in going out
that night, Wharton.”

“ I know, sir.”

‘ But in the present happy cir-
cumstances, I shall forgive you. I
presume that you were picked up at
sea?’

“ Yes, sir.”

 And the vessel has come here

“ The vessel’s at the bottom of the
North Sea, sir.”

‘ Bless my soul ! Then you

‘“We came ashore in a boat, sir. It's
a long story ; but the captain and cook
of the vessel are with us, sir; and they
want help. I've come to fetch some of
the fellows to help them. They're on
the beach round the Shoulder, sir.
Can I take a dozen chaps to look after
them, and bring them here, sir ?

“ Most certainly. Wingate, you
shall go with the prefects, and if you
care to go, Mr. Quelch 2

‘ Most certainly, sir.”

“1 am more pleased than I can
say, Wharton, to see you again,”
sald the Head, shaking hands with
the junior. ‘‘ Good heavens, what is
this on your shirt—blood ?”” He
started.

‘“ It’s not my own, sir,” said Harry
hastily. “ It’s from a wounded man.
There was a fight on the ship, sir—
a mutiny ! And we saved the cap-
tain’s life, sir.”

“ Dear me ! ”

”

”

‘“ He says so, sir. We’ve got him
ashore. He's wounded.”
‘“ Oh, this is too rich | ”’ exclaimed

Nugent. ‘ Harry, you bounder, what
do you mean by getting into a thing
like this and leaving your pals out?
Don’t I wish I'd been there ! "

‘“ The wishfulness is terrific.”

‘It wasn’t so ripping while it was
going on,"” said Harry. * But, buck
up, some of you, and let’s get to them."”’

And in a few minutes more an
eager party of Greyfriars fellows, with
electric torches gleaming, were follow-
ing Harry Wharton to the rescue of
the castaways.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER

GREYFRIARS TO THE RESCUE |
CR..\CK |
Crack |
Two sharp pistol-shots rang
out in the misty night.

They came clearly to the ears of
the Greyfriars fellows, scrambling
over the rough cliff path.

Wharton turned pale.

‘“ That means that Silver and his
gang have found them!” he ex-
claimed. ‘ Hurry!”

On the way to the cliff Wharton
had hurriedly explained the situation
in which he had left his friends. And
the Greyfriars fellows, to tell the
truth, were rather hoping that they
would find the mutineers there as
well as the castaways. They wanted
to have a little of the fun, as Coker,
of the Fifth, explained. Indeed,
Coker declared that it was like the
cheek of those Remove kids to have
it all to themselves as they had done.

The sound of the ringing pistol-
shots from the beach, however, sud-
denly impressed the Greyfriars fellows
with a sense of the seriousness of the
situation.

But they did not hesitate.



They scrambled on faster than
before.

Through the misty night a dancing
gleam of flame guided them—the

-fire the black cook had lighted upon
the beach.

As they came scrambling down the
cliff, the Greyfriars fellows could see,
in the light of the fire, what was
passing on the beach.

Harry Wharton recognised the Spin-
drift’s longboat, bumping on the
sand, with a bunch of men in her.

He recognised Jim Silver and Peter
Bones, ashore, knee-deep in sand and
water, and with iron belaying-pins
in their hands.

Bob Cherry and the black cook and
Captain Curll were in a group close
against a big rock, and the captain’s
revolver was levelled. He had fired
twice, hastily, and though none of
the enemy was hit, they had paused.
But Leache and Rudge, with oars in
their hands, were scrambling ashore to
help their leaders.

Jim Silver called out hoarsely to the
captain :

‘ Captain Curll |

oul”

“ Come on, and you will see, you
swab | ' said the captain grimly.

“ Give us the money, and we
will go.”

“ You'll go without it.”

“ Then your blood be on your own
head,” said Silver.

Bob Cherry gave a yell. He had
caught sight of the dark figures swarm-
ing down the cliff.

“ Help! Here come the fellows,
sir! It’s all right!”

Jim Silver and his confederates
swung round furiously. They saw
the advancing crowd, and realised
that the game was up.

The man with the ear-rings made
one leap into the boat. Peter Bones

It’s all up with

and the two seamen followed him.
The boatswain pushed off with furious
haste, while the Greyfriars fellows
raced down to the beach to stop them.

But the mutineers were too quick
for them.

The longboat glided off and dis-
appeared into the mist, and a yell of
mockery came back from the man
with the ear-rings.

Jim Silver was gone.

He had gone without his prize—
without the two thousand pounds he
had schemed and plotted and stained
his hands in blood for! But he was
gone! He had saved his liberty—
if the stormy sea spared him !

The Greyfriars fellows, disappointed,
turned back from the beach.

They surrounded the castaways,
and Bob Cherry’s hand was shaken
until he had an ache in the wrist.

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !’ exclaimed
Bob cheerily. ‘ All alive and safe,
you see, and jolly glad to be back
again! Only two days, too! It
seems weceks since we got out of the
oid dorm. Hallo, Smithy!”

Vernon-Smith put out his hand in
a shamefaced way.

“ I'm glad you're back,” he said.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ Not so glad as I am,”” he said.

“1 was cut up when—when I
thought you’d both been drowned,”
muttered the Bounder. ‘“I hope
you'll believe that.”

Bob Cherry gave him a grip that
made him wince.

““ Of course I believe it | ’’ he said.
“TIt’s all right, Smithy! I never
thought I should ever be glad to see
your mug again; but I am—jolly
glad | Honest Injun|”

Mr. Quelch was directing the seniors
to make a stretcher for the wounded
captain.

Captain Curll was borne away in it,
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to be placed under the doctor’s hands
in Friardale Village, and the black
cook went with him. Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry were marched back
to Greyfriars in the midst of a trium-
phal procession of fellows.

It was a joyous homecoming for the
chums of the Remove.

In the dining-room a most magnifi-
cent supper had been prepared for the
returned wanderers, and Billy Bunter
was already seated at the board,
disposing of the lion’s share. But

As they came scrambling down the cliff, the Greyfriars
fellows could sce what was passing on the beach.
Jim Silver and Peter Bones were wading ashore from
the longboat ; while Bob Cherry, the black cook,

everyone was so happy that Bunter
was allowed to do as he liked.

And over that supper the heroes
related their adventures on board the
Spindrift, to be listened to with
breathless interest by seniors and
juniors alike. Even the Head came
n to listen.

‘ Bless my soul | "’ said the Head.
“You have had a narrow escape, my
dear boys, and I am glad—very glad—
that you had this opportunity of
helping the captain of the Spindrift.
There is no doubt that you saved his
life, my dear boys. You have acted
very well, and very bravely.”

‘" Hear, hear !’ shouted Johnny
Bull.

And Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry went to bed at last, tired out
and very happy. Bob Cherry yawned
luxuriously as he stretched himself
between the clean white sheets of his
bed in the Remove dormitory.

“ Harry, old fellow! " he called out.

“ Hallo ! '’ said Wharton sleepily.

“This is better than the forecastle
of the Spindrift—eh ? "

.
N l‘f'"\{\l\\\&\ \

M%@»\;\\\l\\\\\e\\

and Captain Curll, his revolver firing, were grouped
agalinst the rock. Harry Wharton had brought rescue
only just in time !




Wharton chuckled.

“ Yes ; rather!”

“ 1 say, Harry——"

“ Groo | ”

* Going to sleep ? ”

“ Groo! Snore!”

“ Good-night, old son ! " Bob said.

And in another minute he was
asleep, too.

The adventures of Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry were over, but they
were glad enough to get back to
Greyfriars.

Captain Curll recovered from his
injury, and before he left Friardale he
came to the school to thank the
juniors for what they had done for

him. And they made him have tea
in the study, and the study, needless
to say, was crammed with other guests
to see the captain of the Spindrift.

Of the boat that had fled seaward
with Jim Silver and his battered crew,
nothing more was heard. Whether
the man with the ear-rings had
escaped, or whether the sea had closed
over the boat and its ruffianly crew,
was unknown. But Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry, as they went about
their daily occupations at Greyf{riars,
often wondered what had happened
to the mutineers. It would be a long
time before they could forget their
thrilling adventures during the mutiny
on the Spindrift.

OUR CHAMBER OF HORRORS

MR. MANDERS

By TOMMY DODD

To Manders, the Modern House master,
we fix

Harsh names which are often unlawful !
His liver went wrong about 1906,

And ever since then he’s been awful !
His features alone would turn any milk sour,

He’s snappish, ill-tempered and sneering,
He'll jaw bitter words at a chap for an hour,

Until the chap loses his hearing |

(

And then he will lovingly pick up his cane,
For punishing chaps he’s a glutton !
He knows it is going to give a man pain,
But what does he care? Not a button!
Does hel gllc»ke back a tear as we wriggle and
yell ?
No fear! He is cold and disdainful !
He thrashes us grimly and thrashes us well,
Though I’m sure he must know it is
painful !

Sarcastic as always, he tells us to go,
And we do, with a haste that’s unseemly !
It’s not that we mind being walloped, you
know,
But we’re sure he enjoys it extremely !
“Ha, ha!” he will laugh to himself, the
old beast !
[ think that will do for the present.
I must have administered twenty at least;
I found it exceedingly pleasant!”

He creeps about looking for faults he can

find,
And then his behaviour is drastic |
He has a suspicious and horrible mind,
And he wears boots with sides of elastic !
I wouldn’t mind any man trying to spot
The faults which are seldom detected
If he were a gentleman. Manders is not,
And that’s why he’s never respected !
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