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BILLY
BONES

said the stranger.

'The Captain spun
round on his heel,;
all the colour had

gone out of his face.

Even his nose was blue: he had the look of
a man who sees a ghost, or the evil one, or

something worse . . .

SOMETHING WORSE

No totlet
paper!

1 A GHOST J 1 THE EVIL ONE J
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This is a
pleasantly situated
grog-shop.

said he.

Do you
have much
company,
matey?

My mother told
him no, very little YES! WE HAVE

company, the more VACAN CIES

. ROOMS AVAILABLE - PLEASE CALLIN
was the pity.

Well, then  ¢,4id he,

this is
the place
for me.

You can call me

CAPTAIN.
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I remember him whistling to himself, and then
breaking out in an old sea-song that he sang so

often afterwards:

J FIFTEEN l\zeN on tALJ]
© DEAD MANS CHEST

‘YO-HO‘HO AnvD A .P S
BoTrlE RUM!

‘Then he rapped on the door, and when my

mother appeared, called for a glass of rum.

please!
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All day the Captain

hung round upon

the cliffs with a

brass telescope.

All evening he sat in a corner of the

parlour next to the fire and drank rum.

He took me aside one day
and promised me a silver
fourpenny on the first of
every month if I would keep
my “weather-eye open for a

seafaring man with one leg”.

IFV CHm

13 [{8) Tett-;THE CAPTATIN.
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Come, Bill, you know an
you know me - old shipmate,

Bill, surely, said the stranger.

'The Captain made a sort of gasp.
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From then on that seafaring man
haunted my dreams ... On stormy
nights, when the wind shook the four
corners of the house and the surf
roared along the cove and up the cliffs,
I would dream of him in a thousand

forms, and with a thousand diabolical

expressions. To see him leap and run

and pursue me over hedge and ditch

was the W QO RST of nightmares.
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But though I was so terrified by the idea of
the seafaring man, I was far less afraid of the
Captain himself than anybody else.

His stories were what frightened people worst
of all. Dreadful stories they were — about walking
the plank, and storms at sea, and wild deeds.

And always he would pipe up his eternal song:

FIFTEEN MeN on the

DBAD MANS CUEST

}@-HO“HO AND A
BoTrLEs RUM!

I supposed “the dead man’s chest” to be that

big box of his upstairs in the front room.

'The great sea-chest none of us

had ever seen open ... T
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He Wwas a pale, taH.OWy Creature,

wanting two
fingers of the
left hand,

and though he
wore a cutlass,
he did not
look much

like a fighter.

He was not sailorly, and yet he had

a smack of the sea about him too.
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I remember him as if it were
yesterday, as he came plodding to

the inn door, his sea-chest following

behind him in a hand-barrow.
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Jdim Hawkins

Twelve

I live in the Admiral Benbow Inn with
My mum, and help her to run it. But
not many people come and stay at

our inn, so it can get a bit poring . ..

I want to sail the seven seas!
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It was one January morning — a pinching, frosty
morning. The Captain had risen earlier than usual
and set out down the beach, his cutlass swinging
under his old blue coat, his brass telescope under

his arm, his hat tilted back upon his head.

TO THE
————————————————————————————————————————— > BEACH
) |

MR

I was laying the breakfast-table when the

parlour door opened and a man

stepped in on whom
I had never set my

eyes before.
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I told him the Captain was out walking.

“Which way, sonny? Which way is he gone?”
said the man.

And when I told him, the stranger hung about
just inside the inn door, peering round the
corner like a cat waiting for a mouse.

At last in strode the Captain. He slammed the
door behind him, without looking to the right

or left, and marched straight across the room to

where his breakfast awaited him.
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Then all of sudden there was 2

mendous explosion of oaths.

tre
| know you
Whack
o\og, more w:\gg‘: 2;1:'(?
like! Well, you're a ?

Billy No Mates!

0 nd table
The chaif ?n S

a
went oVe* ' clash of steel

f OHOWe d’

and the next instant I saw Black Dog and

the Captain, both with drawn cutlasses,
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Is this here
table for my
mate Bill?

he asked with a
kind of leer.

I told him I did not know his mate Bill, and
this was for a person who stayed in our house

whom we called the Captain.

“Well,” said he, “my mate Bill would be called

the Captain. He has a cut on one cheek and a

MY r'laute »

B l‘et e Tg\rl

H€> e
Nt€
S
9

A

cur (EQFEU
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mighty pleasant way

with him, particularly

in drink, has my

mate Bill. Now, is my

mate Bill in this here

house?”

18
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heavy, nut-
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his hands ragged
and scarred, with
black, broken na
and the

sabre cut
across one
cheek, a dirty,

livid white.





