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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bunicrl
¥ ey O0D! Oh, good!™
G Billy Bunter uttered those words in tones of the

koenest satisfaction, as he came into No. 1 Study, in
the Remove passage at Greyfriars,

The fat junior had beon looking somewhat disconiented ;
but hie expression changed the moment he entered the study.
He stopped, and locked at a pile of things stacked on the
table, and his eyes grew bhig and rou behind his big
spectacles,

My word " said Billy Bunter.
it's real. My word "

Thers was no coné elsa in the study. Billy Bunter came
closer to the table, and looked over the stack of good things
in ng’ftli amazement. )

TGood | R1pp1n¥! Half a ham, bag of eggs, tin of
bisouits! My word! T suppose thia was meoant as a sur-
prise for me? My word "

It was certainly a surprizse. The Famous Four—Wharton,

“ No, it isn't a dream,
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Cherry, Nugent, and Hurree Singh—who had the horour of
sharing that study with Billy Bunter, had not been so
chummy lately as Billy might bave desized. Even now thoy
wera getting up a boating expedition on Pegg Bay, and
hadn't asked Dunter to join them. Billy had taken it as
a matter of course that he was o go, especially when he
heard that Marjorie Hazeldene was going, and he had heen
astounded to learn that he had been left off the list,

Hence the dissatisfaction on his fat face, till it was ra-
moved by the sight of the good things in the study., Thera
wasn't any dissatisfaction in Billy Bunter's visage now. Ilis
face beamed like the full moon. He walked round the table,
looking at the things, conning thom over as o miser might
his golden treasures,

“ A whole plumm cake—ripping ! Six tins of salmou—good !
Cold shoulder of mutton—spifhing ! Light rabbit pies—
glorious! Twelve bottles of currant wine—splendid! Bag of
apples—axcell Chw 1

Bunter broke off, as he received a alap on the back from
a junior who had just entered the atudy.
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“Ow! Really, Wharton—""

* Hallo, halle, hallo 1™ ]

“ Oh, is 1t you, Bob Cherry? I wish you wouldn’t thum
me like that. It disturbs my nerves, and 'm in a_wealk

state owing to want of sufficient nourishment. But I say,
this i3 all right."

“What's all right?"” demanded Bob C]]-&rr;n

“This hittle surprise youw've got up for me.” DBob Cherr

]g,'yinnled', and Harry Wharton and Nugent, who had followe
im in, grinned, too. And a gentle smile overspread the
duzky features of Ilurree Bingh, the Nabob cf Bhanipur.

But Billy Bunter was short-sighted, and he went oo un-
heeding. * It's really decont of you, Upon the whole, T
wou't eome wilh you this afternoon, I'd rother stay at
home and have a feed o my own”

“Ia, ha, ha!

“Blessed if T can see anvthing in that to cackle at, Bob
Cherry,”” said the fat junior pecvishly., **Waz il your idea
to get thesse things as 2 joyful sawrprize for wme ™

““Ha, ha! Nol”

" Was it yours. Wharton 7"

" Not as o joyful surprise for you, Buntar.

“"Yours, T sappose, Mogent?”

" Not o hit n% it 1"

:_-.Thﬂ}} it was Tuky, It was really decent of you, Inky,
Ang——

“My worthy chum is mistaken,” sgaid the Nabobh of
Bhanipur, in his soft voice. **The surprisefulness of the
esteemed Dunter iz not due to my honourable self.”

Burnter bliinked at the chums of the Remove. A doubk
began to creep into his mind.

“I=—I say, you fellows, I—=1 supposze vou gobt these things
a3 a ;ﬂ:.-'ful surprise for me, didn't you¥"

" Mot much,” said Bob Cherry, grinning. * They're the
provisions we're going to take with us this afternoon. Why,
you young ass, we've had to pool all our weel's i‘mchet--
money for that little lot. We're likely to do that for the
Measure of feeding an amateur porpoise, 1 don't think. ™

“0Oh, really, Cherry—""

" Where's the bags?" said Bob Cherry, looking round the
study. “It's time we were off, as we have to meet Marjorie
and Clara near Cliff House before we o down to the boat.
Pack up! T think this Iot will be enough for us.*

“I hope #0,” said Wharton, laughing. ** Tnough there
for one afterncon, I imarine, thoueh the zea air makes one
hungry. If we take one bag each we shall manage the lot
all right. Careful with the jam jar!”

1 say, yvou fellows——""

*Four bags will be encugh. Wun Lung will kave his
umbrella to carry. He won't go anvwhere without that.
They'll be & good weight. Don't forget to shove the knives
and forls into your bag, Frank 1™

“Ton't you forget the tin mugs and the coffee-paot 17

"1 say, you fellowsm——"

“ Don't gﬂthﬂ'{‘, Billy ! Carp’t you see we're buay #7°

“1'd like to help you carrv the things, vou know,” said
Bunter, “I'm an awfully obliging fellow when—"

“When there's Sﬂmething to eat about.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—'

“¥You can't carry anything, You have all vour work eut
out to carry your own weight, I should think. Good-bye,
Bunter !** '

“ Look here, you fellows, I don't want to fish for invita-
tions,” said Bunter, with a grest deal of dignity. " If you
like to leave a study-mate out, I don't mind, but——""

It ism't that, Billy," said Ilarry Wharton, ' You see,
we're going out in a boat, and you would be in the way,
and you'd be uncomfortable, tao. Besides——=

I suppose I'm the best judge of that, Wharton. DBut if
Murjoric Hazeldene i3 coming, that’s what I was thinking
of. Bhe may expect to sec me.”

* Why should she " asked Bob Cherry.

* Oh, really, Cherry! ¥You know perfectly well that—

that—""

" Well, what?” said Bob Cherry quietly, but with a
dangerous gleam 1n his eyes, as Billy Bunter paused and
simpered,

“ Well, I'm not a conceited chap, but you fellows must
have seen——  Well, I don’t want to brag, and T know
you're jeslous of me, Cherry, so there! Butf if I don’t go
you'll see that Marjorie won't enjoy the trip much, amfi
don't think a girl ought to be disappointed. You see, one
ought to think of the lady first in a matter like this, and
put all feelings of personal jealousy aside. 1 say
Wow I _

_ Bunter had not intended to say * Wow ! but he said it
involuntarily as Bob Cherry’s heavy hand descended upon
him. Bob had been going to put a bag of tarts into his
%urtmant.ﬂau, and they were m his hand as they smote
lﬁimré.g The effcet wus a horried sguelch as the tarts burst
o
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through the paper bag, smashed on Bunter’s fat Ffaoe
znd head, and jammed his features beyond recognition.
“Ow! Groo-o-ooh! Grah!”
“There, you fat little worm,” said Bob Cherry. " If you
weren't foo silly to be worth licking, I'd wipe up the study
with vou. Don’t you say another word, or I’ll do it, any-

way !
Jirnd Bob Cherry, jamming his bag angrily shut, strode
from the study with an angry brow. ‘\ﬁhartm‘; Nugent,
and Hurree Singh followed %111“ with their pac:,ked ags,
without a glance at Bunter. The latter held on to the table
with o fal hand, gasping for breath. The jam was over his
face, over his hair, over his spectacles. Bunter was fond
of jam, but he did not like it taken ecxternally.

* The—the beast ! he gasped. ** The—the {mrrid beaat !
It's amaszing whalt a beast a chap ecan become when he's
jealous of a fellow’s good looks, Tt's the same all the world
over., A good-locking chap can't keep his friends wlen a
girl comes by. It's not my fault. I never do anything to
{e::mcﬂ:’rage ‘em. Ow! I shall nover get all this jam off !

w !

Bunter disconsolately left the study for the nearest bath-
room, to wash that jam off. As he steamed under a hot
tap, his fat face was red and wrathful.

“I'm jolly well not going to be leflt oul,” he grunted.
“They're an ungrateful lot of beasts! They know I'm going
ta stand a series of extensive feeds when I begin to get my
three pounds a week from the DPatriotic Home Worl
Association, and I think they micht treat me with common
gratitude. I'm too geoerous, that's what's the matter. But
I'm not going {o be left behind. If they've got to mect the
girla near CL¥ House, I shall have time fo cut ahepd, and
get in Lhe boat™

Meanwhile, the chums of the Remove, heavily Jaden, went
down the passape, and Nugent kicked at the dooer of
Ruszell’s study, ﬁ that study dwelt Wun Lung, the Chinese
unior, who was to make a fifth in the expedition, and Mark
: lnlgl‘r', the lad from Lancashire, whom Wharton intended
o ask.

Linley, the ** scholarship kid,” as he was often called, was
probably the peorest fellow in the Remove—the Greyiriars
Lower Fourth, His pocket-money was smaller than even
Billy Bunter's. For that reason the chums of the Remove
had sard nothing o him yet on the subject of the outing, as
he would have felt called upon to contribute towards the
stores, which he could not peossibly have done. When all
was arranged, and the stores were all purchaszed, it wag
possible to ask him as a guest. Linley, too, was very useful
in a boat, and wasz one of the Leenest members of the
Junior Naval Cadet Corps, of whom Wharton was captain.

That April afternoon, while most of the Greyfriars fellows
were at ericket or up the river, Linley was in his study. He
knew that the chums of No. 1 Study were going out, and
cricket practice was sometimes made unpleasant to the
scholarship boy when Wharion was not there. But he had
plenty to do, and he was busy with his Xenophon when the
chums of the Remove looked in.

Wun Lung, the Chinee, was folding up his wonderful
umbrella—a “gamp " of amazing dimensions, of brilliant
colours, and unigque design. Wun Lung seldom went ouf
without his " umblella,” as he called it in his guaint pidgin
Enghish, He jgzrlrm«\":vl.l cheerfully at the Foumous Four,

“ Me leady,”” he remarked.

“ Come on, then P said Wharton.
busy this afiernoon #™

Mark Linley looked up with a cheerful smile.

“ Not very,”” hesaid. I thought I'd have o go at this.™

Bob Cherry, who did not take Greek, looked at the
Anabasis, and blinked expressively.

**You're welcome to it,” he yawned. * My hat! Fancy
digring up Greek roots on an April afterncon! Let’s look
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“I say, Linley, are you




at it! Dareiou kai Parusatidos gignontai paides duol
What on earth does it mean?"”

Mark Linley laughed,

“ Darius and Parysatis haed two sons,” he replied.

“ Well, Darius and Parysatis and their two sons can go and
#at coke ! said Bob Cherry irreverently, “ You're coming
with us!"

“Wa'lre gm'ng on tha bay, Linley,” said Harry. * Will
you come ¥’

_“Yes, rather, It's a glorious afternoon, though it looks
like bed weather presenmtly,’” said Linley, as he rose and
closed Xenophon with & snap. y

“Stuff " said Bob Cherry. *It's ripping weather. We're

going to have a fine afterncon and 2 fine evening”
_ Linley did not contradict him. He only smiled, and took
down his cap. The six junicrs went on, and Hazeldene
joined them in the passage. This made up the wholo of the
pa;t:i'. In the Close o burst of sunshine greeted them,
which certainly seemed to give the lie to Linley’s prediction
of foul weather to come. There was no sign of Bunter, and
Wharton was glad of that. It was painful fo him to refuse
anybody, but he could not help feeling that Bunter would
be out of place in the boat that afternoon. The chums of
the Ramove tolerated the fat junior, but thers werse times
when they felt that they could not guite stand him.

Wharton glanced up at the sky as they leit the gates of
Greyfriars bekind, and tock the road round the Black Pike
towards the sea.

“It looks all right, Linley,” he said, half-interrogatively.
#1 was thinking we might ]'Tn.ma a run out as far as the Hea-
gull Island.”

Mark nodded.

“1 dare say it will he all right,”” he said. “T don't like
that little mist over the top of the Black Pike, that's all.
But it may be nothing.”

“0Oh, the weather's all right,” said Bob Cherry. “It's
the best afterncon we've had thia year.”

And the juniors, chatting cheerfully, tramped down the
youd to the sea. Cutside CLIF ITouse Behool for Girls o
bright patch of colour caught the rays of the sun. It came
from two parasols, and the chums broke into a run fo over-
take Marjorie Hazeldene and her chuin Clara.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Stowaway !

HE bay was rolling wide and blue in the bright affer-
NOO. entle breeze fanned the waves, and filled
the sails of 2 dozen or more skiffs that glided on the
sunny waters. At the end of the bay rose the giant

Bhoulder, the scene of many a wreck in the storms that
gwept the German Oecan. From the summit of the Bhoulder,
on fine days, could be seen a rock jutting up from the widae
blue of the sea. It was called the Seagull Island, and

arties from Pegg sometines pignicked there. It waz too
Fﬁ.r aut for & row, but a sailing boat covered the distance
pasily when the wind was favourable, .

Tha schooner in which the Moaval Cadets of Grayfriars
did iheir sea-training was anchored in the bay. Closer in
shore was the boat in which the chums of the Remove in-
tended to sail that afterncon. A wooden-legged sailorman
was it charge of it, pnd he rolled his quid and lvoked up
the path towards Chilf House. Captain Stump was a thirsty
soul, and the afterncon was warm, and the Anchor Inn was
inviting, "The old sailorman was employad to look after the
training schooner, and to help the juniors genevally in their
paval tripe. Ho had been ipstructed Lo have the sailing-
boat ready this afternocon, and he had it rewdy, and was
waiting for tho juniors from Greyiriars.

A fab little body, and a round face adowned by a lorgs
pair of spectncles, caune into view on the rugged path, and
the old mariner gave n grunt of satizfaction. e recognised
Billy Bunter, and nalurally thought ihat he was the hrst of
the junicrs 1o arnve. .

Tiuntor was warm and perspiring a3 he came down to tho
boat. Tle meant to go on that afternoon’'s sail, and he had
hurried from Greyfriars to malke sure of being first in the
finll HMe sturted as he saw the old sailovman on guavd,
He had not counted upon Captain Stum).

The mariner touched his forelocl.

“ Bust my topsails,” he said, *it’s warm and diy to-day,

sir!”
“¥ee izn't i7" said Dunter, taking his cue at ongce, “Is
Everything all atauntol I've put in the

evarything gquite ready, Stump?”

“ Ay, oy, sirl I
extry canvas for rigging up a tent, in case the yoong gents
gt to the ;5131'":;]. t's awlol dry weather, sir?’’

“Ti's all right; I'll stay with the boat now,” said Buanter.
#VYou're to go to the Anchor and have something to drinl”

“Thanky kindly, sic!’

“Tell them to chalk it up, as Wharton will gettle it after-
wards,” said Bunter. “He—he forgot to give me the
meney. Don’t stint yourself, Stump. You can have as
much as you like.”

;Blng; "ia kind ‘eart!" =aid the delighted mariner. * Hea
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knows: that a true-blua sailorman has a big thiurst on dry

daya! DBleas "is "eart ™
nd the wooden-legged seaman siumped away up the
shore and disappeared into the Anchor Inn—and did not

come out again. Hae was having as " much as bo liked "’ of
mine host's good ale, on the comfortable assurance that
Harry Wharton was going to settls for it; which meant that
Caplain Stump would be carried out of the inn later on,
and lnid in the garden to recover himself,

Bunter blinked after the sailorman, grinned, and stepped
into the boat. It was a big, roomy, old-fashioned craft,
with extensive lockers. The mast was already stepped. In
iho stern of the boat was the canvas Captain Stump had
placed there for the juniors, and as Bunter saw it, his eyea
glimmered,

“ Just the thing!” he murmured.

He looked landward, A glimmer of colour from a
parasol appeared on the path from ClIiff House. They
wers coming | .

Bunter dived under the canvas, and drew it over him,
There was plenty of it, fold on fold, and the fat junior was
easily concealed. Chuekling to himself, the fat stowaway
lay in darkness, waiting the turn of events. If, as he
expectad, the Greyfrinrs sailors cast off as soon as they wore
in the boat, it would be too late to put him ashore when they
discovared him. They could not very well throw him into
the gea, though they might be inclined to do so. If all went
well, Billy Bunter was ked for the voyage.

There was nothing in the appearance of the canvas to
indieaie that the fat junior was hidden there when the
chuing of the Remove reached the boat.

The juniors were chatting, and Marjorie and Clara looked
very bright and preity as they came down the sands. There
was 8 streich of wet sand between the boat and ierra
firma, and the water, curling up round the moored craft,
ran over the pebbles and made it necessary to jump to get
into the hoat dry-shed.

Bob Cherry wanted very much to he!f Mauarjorie in, but
the big, sturdy junior was strangely diffident in the presence
of the fair sex. He had bothered his chums considerably
that zfterncon in getting his necktie straight, and in in-
quiring whether they really thought a yachting-cap suited
him better than a cricket-cap. As he turned to the smiling
Marjorie, his faco was very ruddy. ]

Marjorie would have preferred a surer aid, but she would
not have declined Bob Cherry's assistance for anything.
As ho felt the little hand in his own, Dob Cherry blushed
more than ever, and that was what did it.

His foot slipped as he was wondering whether Marjorie
noticed that he was turning red, instead of thinking about
what he was doing. In a second, Marjoric wnuﬁl hava
fallen upon the wet sand and the curling foam of ithe waters,
but Harry Wharton was on the look-out. He knew what
Bob Cherry was like on such occasions. His strong arm
caught Marjorie, and saved her from the fall and her proity
dress from irretrievable disaster. Bob Cherry himself sa*
down, but that did not maiter.

“(Oh, I'm sorev " gasped Bob Cherry.

Marjorie siniled with an effort.

“I¢ iz all right,”” she said. “I'm so scrry you've fallex
down ™

Bob Cherry jumped up. e was wet, but he didn't care!
It was curious that something always went wrnngl?; when he
wanted to be nice to Mavjorie! Harry Wharton helped the

irl inte the hoat, and Mizz Clara—who was laughing—
ollowed her in. The girls teol their seats in the stern, and
Bob Cherry hid his blushes by being vory busy about the
bogk. The juniors were guickiy aboard, Wun Lung bring.
ing his umbrella ecarefully into the boaf, and giving it to
Marjoric to mind while ha helped with the sails. Hazel
dene cast off, and the boat glided out into deep water,

The Creyfriars sailors wore very good hands with a boat
by this time, and they handled the crafl well, big and heav
as it was. The mainsail and topsail were shalken out, rmi
as the wind was brisk off the shore, the boat was soon well
under way., Right out to gca she ran at a spanking pace,
and the two pirls uttered litile exelamabions of delight.

‘““ By—by Jove,"” said Miss Clara, who had picked up all
sorts of curious expressions from the Greyfriars’ fellows,
 this iz—er—ripping!”’

“Oh, Claral'

S I gald Miss Clara. ““You eay, ‘Ob, Clars,” every
time I speak! It is ripping, so there[™

And Marjorie laugfhﬂ{L

Mark Linley was nnkin%hack towards the land, where
the summit of the Black Pike showed to the left of the
Shoulder, and there was a elight shade on his face. Thea
Lancashire lad knew much more of the weather signs than
the others, but he felt a natural diffidence sbout Linpressing
his views upon his comrades—especially ag he was not sure.

The Openin
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To the rest, the day seemed ideal. Out on the waters the
wind seemed much stronger than on shore, but the ocean
was rolling Eﬁ:acal’ulf , and the skies were intensely blue,
save where that patch of mist hang over the Pike, and for
& pale stretch of sky over the far-off open sea.

We shall make the island all right!”’ said Bob Cherry
cheerfully. * Look, you can see it from here!”

He pointed to the distant isle, rising like a bare rock from
the bosom of the German Qcean. Iﬂs& Clara rose to look,
stepped on the pile of canvas, and gave a shriek. |

" What's the matter?’ exclaimed half & dozen voices.

Oh, there's something alive under the canvas!™

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Foul Weather.

I8 CLARA was looking quite pale. As she stepped
M on the canvas she had felt something move under it,
and it had naturally startled her. The juniors for
. the moment were inclined fo attribute the matter to
feminine imagineion, but Nugent pointed to the canvas,
It“ﬁ'aﬁ moving, as if something wriggled underneath.
‘Ohb, dear!” gasped Clara. “It's—it's something alive—
BoMme horrid animal I
' Don’t be afraid " exclaimed Bob Cherry, seizing a boat-
Im:::k. ‘Ill smash the brute, whatever it 1a!”
" Hold on,”” came a gosping volee from under the canvas;
hold en! Ow! Don't let that dangerous maniac start,
you fellows 1"
“Goodness gracious! It's a boy!™
“ It’a Bunter|"
“ Billy Bunter!”
The canvas was flapped aside, and the red, perspiring
face and lummarmt? spectacles of Billy Bunter came into
view., Dob Cherry dropped the boathook in his amazement.

They all stared at Bunter blankly, and he blinked at them
m return.

“I1 say, you fellows—"

“ How did you get here?" demanded Wharton sternly,

“I—I came on first,’” said Bunter. “I—I got under the
canvas as—as a little joke. Ha, ha, hal”

A chilling silence greeted Bunter's laugh, and it died
mv_apl somewhat feebly. The Removiles stazed at him
EVUDLY. s I

o o Itit-it was a jo-jo-joke!” stammered the fat junior.
‘Awfully funny, waso't it? I thought you would be sur-
prised! Ha, ha, ha”

But no one laughed beside Bunter.

The fat junior rose unsteadily to his fect and put hia
spectacles straight. He was somewhat dusty, and very
rumgl-e& and red and breathless

“Of course, I knew you wouldn't like to go without me!”
]f-? sa].]ld. ' ']'"".:"nu want me to cook for you on the island.

&, ha, ha

“What are you making that row about? asked Bob

erry.

“ Oh, really, Cherry! What row{"

“That row like a hen with the croup i

“I=I was laughing !”

“ What were you laughing ati”

“ Well, it’s fun‘n;r, isn’t iti™

* What's funnyi

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“There’'s no room for stowaways on board this eraft!®
said Nugent. *‘ Chueck him overboard!™

“*Oh, really, Nu,gant—-———”

“(ver he goes!

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, as two or three pairs of hands
laid held of him. “Ow! Den't! You may make my
Elam fall into the water, and if thag' et broken you'll

avae to pay for them! Oh, really, vou fellowsg—""

“¥You young rascal,’”’ said Wharton, "1 never thought
of ti‘naéi Mind your p's and g's, that's all, or you will get
warmed !"

“OF course, I knew you fallows were only joking!” said
H“]'_:ﬁf; beaming round upon the Removites. “It's all
right!

“Ia it?"" murmured Bob Cherry. “ If there wern’t ladies
pressnt, I'd jolly soon show you whether it was all right (™

“I say, you fellows, where's the grub? I may as well
begin to get lunch ready, and, if you don’t mind, I'll take
just a snack to go on with, as—'

“You'll go overboard if you go near those bags, BilI’:.rI
Wea're going to have the grub on the island. ‘Nuft said !

And Bunter grumbled and was silent. Ha sat down in
the stern with ti-a two girls, and proceded to make himself
sgreeable. Strange to say, his agreeable manners only had
the effect of making Marjorie and Clara desirous of help-
ing with the ropes, and Bunter was left alone on the stern
sest. He sat there in astonishment for some little time, and
thﬁn, fgg&]mg that as the girle were 8¢ curicus to know how
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to manage the sails he ought to show them, he went forward
to help the juniors in the task of imstruction. Bob Cherry
whisked a loose rope along, and it caught in DBunter's
ankles, and the fat junior went staggering.

“Ow! . Help, help! Owi™

He stumbled over a thwart and rolled in the boat. Ha
a2t up and blinked in the sunshine in almost spechless in-
dignation, and groped blindly for his glasses.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared Bob Cherry. 2

“0h, really, you—you beast!” gasped Bunter. * Where
are my glasses? Mind you don’t tread on them, you
dummies! I'm jolly sorry I came on this rotien sail now!
I might have known you wouldn’t look after me properly!
¥ here's my spectacles?”

“Juat by vour elbow, ass!”

“Oh, so they are ! Bunter jammed the glasses on his fat
E:-se. I;If you do that again, Cherry, I shall naver speak

you

“Then I'll i}ﬂliy soon do it again!'’ enid Bob Cherry.

Whereat Billy Bunter blinked indignanily, and rctired to
the stern. Mark Linley was steering, and Bunter offered to
relieve him, an offer which was declined without thanks
The wind was growing stronger off shore mow, and Mark
uttéﬁd. a?‘mclmna.tiun as a drop of rain f¢ll upon his face.

* Hain !’

There were dismayed exclamations from the girls, and
dark frowns from the bows. A shower was exactly what
they might have expected on a bripht April day; only they
had not expected it Marjorie and Clare had parasols which
were very protty and wseful in the sunshine, but worse than
useless in rain.  Not one of the juniors had brought an
umhrc]la—{':xm;[::ting Wun Lung!

“It's rotlen!” said Bob Cherry. *'If it comes on worse,
we'll rig up the canvas to shelter you twe, and——"

“ Allee light!” said Wun Lung.
~ He picked up his famouz umbrella, and proceeded to open
it. That required care, and could not be effected by an
unskilled hand. Wun Lung's uwmbrelia woa 8 trivmph of
Chinese workmanship. It spread ouet to o huge size, as if
intended for the usze of a whole family, as, perhaps, it was!
The Chinee grinned from under the shelter of the hugo
umbrella.

“ Loom for two mole,” he said, in his guaint pronuncia-
tion in which the ** r's " were changed into ** I's.’”* “ You
comee undel.”

The rain was coming down more heavily, and Marjoric

and Clara, in deadly terror of having their pretty blouses
soaked, gladly accepted the shelter of the umbrella, Wun
Lung sat down, with a girl on either side of him, and the
ornumental fringe of the Chinese umbrelln dropped round
the three, and ecffectively koept off the rain. There waa
plenty of room for three, but for no more, and the juniors
turned their collars up and stood the rain like Britons.
_ The little Chinee, with hiﬁ.;}]u“int' yellow face glimmer-
ing between the two fair, girlish countonances, grinned con-
tentedly. Bunter sguirmed under the canvas again, and
was accidentally trodden upon by all the juniors in turn, till
he squirmed out again. There seemed to be no rest for
Bunter that afternoon. But liitle jokes at the fat junior's
expense s0on gave place to more serious considerations.

With the rain, as was frequently the case, the mist
thickened over the Black Pike and the towering Shoulder,
and swept down upon the sea. When the juniors, through
the blinding sheets of rain, thought of locking shoreward,
they were startled to find that the land had disappeared.

Instoad of the gleaming sands and the rugged rocks they
had seen in the distance five minutes before, a roll of wet
mist filled the view. Bhore and village, boats and cliffs had
vanished like a dream. But for the knowledge that they
were scarcely a mile from the land, the juniors might have
believed themsclvea alone in the heart of the great ocean,
s lonely and desolate was the aspect of the sea.

Bob Cherry whistled softly.

“ $1allo, hallo, hallo! That looks a bit thick, Harry."

“ It does! Linlay was right after all.”

Wharton’s face was serious. The rain might not last long,
and it scemed absurd to turn back for a shower. But the
vailing of the land in that wet mist might easily mean
danger. And the wind was changing, too. It had been
brisk on the water, and blowing off shore, but in a way
that made it quite easy for the boat to tack into the bay
sgonin if the juniora wished. Now it was changing, blowing
more and more directly off the shore, and bringing rain and
mist with its gusts. ‘

Linley had given the tiller to Hazeldene.
to Wharton and tapped him on the arm.

“1 don't want to chip in, Wharton, but——"

“ Go on,” said Harry quietly. ' ¥You knew bettor than

we did, a3 1t turns out.™
“ Buf it looks black now,

“I wasn't sure,” said Linley.
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It won't be easy to pet back into the bay, with the wind
chopping round like that.”

“No, I suppose not.”

ou can _run beioro it, and get & landing down the

poast,” sald Linley.  The boat's a pretty good sailer, and
will stand some knocking about. I had a job once orn a craft
bolenging to Birkenhead, and I used to go through rough
weather up and down the Mersey and in the Irish Sea. I
know when a thing's serions.”

“And it's serious now?’ said Wharton, forcing & smile.

* I think so,” said Mark quietly.

"Hallo! Look out!” eried Fronk Nugent. * Hold on!”
A sudden, sharp gust caught the boat, and it rocked
violently on the waves. There was a rending, snapping
sound, and the tnﬁ.suil went down the wind like a rag.  As
the boat oacillated, a eplash of salt water came over the
gunwale, and swamped over the feet of the juniors. There
was a slight ery from Misa Clara, but Marjorie Hazeldene
was silent, though the colour had wavered for a moment
in her face

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Caught in the Squall,

ARRY WHARTON aet his teath hard,
H The Greviriars junicors wersa **in for it,”" there was
no doubt upon that point now. The pleasure sail of
the April afternoon had turned into a serious matter—

and it might yet turn into a terrible tragedy!

Wharton realised it, and though his own courage did not
Fail him for a moment, he thought of the two girls with a
sinking hearts If only Marjorie and Clara had been safe
ashore, then he would have faced the wildest gale on the
Atlantic with a atout heart.” DBut the thonght that the
glll.rls were 1n danger—that he had all unknowingly brought
them to what might be their death, almost unnerved him.

But thers was no tims to think of that, The mainsail
was swelling and rearing, and threatening every moment
te follow the topsail into taktters, if it did not first plunge
the boat bows under.

From the wet mist of the shore the wind was blowing
hard. It was no April shower, this—no temporary storm
that would blow over and leave sunshine behind it. It was
ol bad weather, and Wharton remembered the night when
the schooner was wrecked, as the sudden squall swept round
ithe dancing boak.

Mark Linley put his mouth close to Harry Wharton’s
gar, to speak in the howling of the pusts.

“ We're blowing out to sea, Wharton!”

Wharton nodded.

“ We can't beat up the coast as I was thinking! It's too
rough. It's as sudden a squall as I've ever seen. I——"

Crack !

“The zail's pons!™

What waa left of it was blowing out in tatters before the
wind. With the canvas blown to shreds, the attempt to
beat to the southward had to be abandoned. With her
bare mast swaying and groaning, the boat sped before the
wind, and to save her from bheing swamped, the juniors
‘weore forced to allow her to run free. With the bows point-
ing elmost directly seaward, the hoat ran before the wind,
through curling waves that seemed like monsters seeking
to overpower and devour her,

Thero was little rain now, but the wind was growing
stronger overy moment. Wun Lung had folded up his um-
brella, and put it inte a pl{u:& of safety. With his thin,
loose clothes and his pigtmil blowing out before the wind,
the little Celestinl ln-nkr_'g a ocurious object

Tha two girls were wrapped in their coats now, and bend-
% their heads to the furious wind. Marjorie looked up as

arton came towsrds her, clinging to a rope to Lkeep his
footing in the rocking boat.

“Wa are 1n danger?’ she murmured.

Wharton hesitated for a moment. ] ]

But it was uscless—or, rather, impossible—to disguise
the truth. And Marjorie was zo quiet and calm that he
was encouraged to be frank.

“1 fear s0," he said.

“Wa are being blown out to sea?"

™ YGE.” ,
Marjorie was silent,

th:‘ ]_Z. am scrry,”’ said Harry quietly. *“ We did not foresee
ig.
“ It cannot be helped. It was so zudden, and——"" Her

worda were drowned in a roaring gust that swept down on
the boat, and sent it epinning.

Harry threw hiz arm about Marjorie, clinping te the
mast with the other. Bob Cherry was holding Clara, who
was far less able to look after herself than Marjorie was.
Clara's face was very white, and there were tears mingled
with the rain and the spray upon her seared face

Wharton turned a little pale himself as the boat rocked
on the waves
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All the erew were holding on fast now, or they would have
been hurled into the frothing waters. The mist of the rain,
thicker and thicker, shut off the lund like a curtain, The
boat drove out to sea, and as they left the bay behind, the
waves became larger round them, higher and wilder and
more threatening,

Under them now were the deep watera of the open ses,
round them the wids billows that rollod with a force great
enough to smash the eraft like an eggshell. ;

In the bottom of the boat Billy Bunter lay moaning, and
elutching at a rope, The [at junior was very [rlghtﬂpuei
and very sick. But no one had eyes for Bunter then, They
clung to rope and thwart and mast, and watched the wild
goa. How was it to end?

Under a bare pole the boat seudded on, Harry Wharton
glowly and carefully passed a rope round Marjorie and
fastened her to the mast The girl understoed, and lent him
aid. The water was gushing over the gunwale, and all
hands were wanted now to bail

Hazeldene, at the tillor, was keeping the boat before the
wind, but the force of the gusts alnost stunned him, and
once or twice he had let the tiller sap, with the result that
the boat was almost swamped.

Harry serambled aft and took it from his hand, and the
exhausted junior recled away amidsnips, and clung on,

Bol Cherry had caught up a bowl, and holding on with
one hand, was baling with the other, tossing the spraying
water back whence it came. The other juniors followed
his example, and only their activity prevented the boat from
being swamped.

Harry Wharton started suddenly and listened.

Amif:ly the wild wash of the waves a deeper sound had
boomed up from seaward. ‘

For the moment he thought that it was a signal gun
from some ship in distress.

But the continuous booming could not come from a gun.

It was the sound of water beating on hard rocks; and the
junior remembered the islet for which they had set sail that
afternoon. The boat had besn blown out to sea at such a
specd that they must be near the rocky isle now.

A3 near as they could judpe, they were making directly
for the Seagull Island, umi the booming of the breakers sent
a chitl to his heart,

The sound, tossed and echoed by the raving wind, was
_li[al;!ed of » guide, and the mist shut out sll view of the
1atand.

If they escaped the rocks, they would be blown out into
the heart of the North Bea, otherwise the boat must be
hurled upon the isle, with a result he could guess. Wreck--
and what chance of life in the wild waters?

And he groaned alond as he thought of Marjorie.

Better the open sea than that; and he steered, as far cs
he 'imxld rely upon his jJudgment, to pass the isle to the
BouLh,

But now it scemed only a choice of doom.

For, a3 they sped further and further to sea, the waves
rolled round them like foam-.capped mountaing, huge and
mountainons to the view from the boat, and the littla craft
glﬁughp-q into the trough of the sea as if it were shooting

own illimitable precipices, into gulfs from which it could
never emerge,

Bob Cherry serambled aft to Harry.

He put his mouth close to the steerman's head to bawl
m!tndhza words, to make them audible in the ravine of the
wind.

“The island’s ahead, Harry.”

“Yes, T know it."

¥ Better go ashore than be ewamped.*

‘¥ Tt's death !

“ Porhaps. But we can’t bail out for long. The boat's
baing swamped. That last wave almost hed us.”

“ Look out!" shrieked Hazeldene.

A huge wave was surging down upon the boat. If it had
struck her broadside, the boat would have gone undor like
a smashed straw. " Wharton jammed the tiller round, and
the wave came thundering down on the sters.

It swamped over him, and for some moments he was
blind with rolling water, blinded and choked.

It surged past, leaving the boat half swamped, and the
juniors struggling in the water, clinging to the boat and to
each other. "Tgﬁ,’f balled awav desperately, but it was
evidently useless.

The boat was going under,

In that terrible moment, the louder roar of the breakers
on the isle sounded like a promise of hope in their eara.
Through the mist a black shape lopmed up ahead.

““The island! Look out!”

It was too late to look out. The boat was rushing

5
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headlong to destryuction, and no power on earth could have
saved 1t now., The waves were swamping it on all sides,
and to the agonised minds of the juniors who were not too
dazed to see what was happening, it seemed oven chances
whether it sank belore it was hurled dpon the rocks.

Harry Wharton fought his way through wind and water
to Marjorie. e toro her loose from the rope, and held
her in his strong grip. DBob Cherry had his arm round
Clara, and from Clara came neither sound nor movement.
She had fainted, and Bob was glad of if. There was no
danger now of her struggling, and she was unconscious of
the awful dunger of the moment.

Lok out !

Crash! The boat, hurled like o stone from a giant's
hand, crashed inte soft, swamping sand, and the mast was
whipped over the side like a stick. The next second the
Juniors were struggling in the foamicg waters.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Shipwrecked,
HJ‘LRRY WHARTON'S grasp tightened upon Marjorie

g3 the wild waters swept round him, and the wet

sand Inshed up under his feet. He half swam, half

serzinbled to the shore, driven on by the force of the
water behind him, and with Marjorie in his arms ha
stagrered blindly on to firmer land.

He elinost fell as he recled from the reach of the waters.
Morjorie tore herself loose; she had not fainted, and hee
eves werg strungely bright through the tangle of her wet,
loose hair.,

“Clara ! she whispered., “ My brother I

Wharton ¢ould not hear the werds, but he understood
what slhe meant.

I will save them," he said.

He left her there, partly sheltered from the wind by a
great rock, and rushed back to the water.

The boat was firmiy fixed, itz bows jammed deep info the
55‘11'[-, viclding sand, and the billows raving over its uplifted
stern.

Some of the juniors were still elinging blindly to i, but
Bob Clerry was stagpering up the shore with Clara in his
BTN,

Wharion rushed to his aid.

In a few moments Clara was earried to Marjoric. Wun
Lung ond Ilureee Jamsek Ram Bingh had scrambled to
terra firma, and Hazeldene sluggﬂrmi‘ out of the reach of
the waters, and fell senseless upen the sands,

But where woas Nugent ¥ YWhere was DBilly Bunter, and
Mark Linlev?

Wugent came fighting through the billows, and Harry
and Bl grasped him as he was about to be torn away by
the rcceding waters, and dragged him lo safety. Nugent
sank on tho ground breathless.

“ Munter I he gasped. * Save him 1™

They ruthed into the water again, lesving Nugent
exhausted, too exbausted to even look after them. Through
the swirl of the waves and the thickening dusk, they could
see Mark Linley clinging to the half-submergod boat, and
he was gr::spm% and holding something—which could only
be Bunter. Az Wharton and Bob rushed to his aid o furicus
billow ecame sweeping in. It casght themn with terrible
force, and they were hurled back upen the shore, half
stunned by the shock. The wave receded, and Wharton
smgﬁqered up, and dashed the water from his oyves with his
hand, and Jooked towards the boat with horrar at his heart.

That wave had covered the boat, and covered the two who
were clinging io if. The wrecked craft was whelly under
waiter now, driven deeper by fhe sea. Dut a hiead was
vigible amid the feam—and then another. Linley was
fighting for his life, and he was still hoalding Bunter.

Wharton dashed through the swirling water, and prasped
Bunter. The fat junior was almost unconscious. Linley
Was almost af bis last gosp, 1Tow he got Bunter ashera
Wharton never knew, but he landed again at lact, and as

he sank down exhansted, he saw Lol Cherey helping Linley
ot

Bob gave a fecble shout.

“ All zaved !

Wharton called back, but the pounding of the wild waves
on the sand drowned his veice. He sauk upon the ground,
buelirbﬁaﬂd the reach of the waters, the form curling
over his feet as he lay there utterly spent. His senses wers
recling, and he was only dimly conscious that he was seized
and pulled further back up the shelving beach. He opened
his eves—the pale face of Marjorie was bending over him.

was Marjorie who wes dragging him from the waters.
Then for a time he knew no more.

Through a short, fitful unconsciousness Wharlon was

dimly aware of the beating of the wind, the roaring of the
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sen and the sand, Gradually he came back to himself. His
firet clear consciousness was of cold—cold and wet. He
started up into a sitting posture, and for the moment he
thought he was dreaming. All was derk round him, save
for the glimmer of the foam on the wild sea.

But recollection came in a flash.  He staggered to his
feet, and looked round for his friends. It was dark; night
had set in while he was unconscious. The squall had almost
passed away, but the sea was wild and boisterous. In the

loom he could see nothing, and a terrible fear was at his
ﬁc:n.rt. Had all been S&I’E&%

“ Marjorie !

“I am here, Harry." )

It was a soft, quivering voice. In the shelter of the big
rocle tha two girls were crouched, shivering,

“You are safe! And Clarai”

* Bhe is here”

“ All yon fellows safe?"’

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"™ came .Bob Cherry’s voice, still
cheery.  “T'm all right—and here’s Nugent and Vag—
Hazeldene. Where ara you, Inky? Can’t expect to see
vou after dark, you know. Here's Linley, safe and sound;
wut T can’t sec Inky.”

The soft voice of the nabob replied:

“ My worthy self is here, my ezteemed chum, and P&rfﬁ-r:ﬂr
secureful. The alive and kickingfulness is terrific.’

*Wun Luuf?” called out Wharton.

# Me alles Light.”

“Good ! Where's Bunter 77

“71 say, you [ellows——"

“ Hallp, Bunter! You're all right?™
“ No, I'm nof, Wharton,” groaned Bunter.
“ What's the matter " asked Harry, in alarm. * Hurt ™

“ Ye-ooea”

‘1 thought ke bumped hard on the tiller when I collared
him,” saic%Mar'[-: Lantev, in & low voice, His strength had
not refurned to him yet. *1I did my best for him."”

Billy Dunter groaned, as if his injuries had faken
encouragement from Mark Linley’s worde. Wharton made
his way towards him. Bunter was sitting on the zand with
his back against the rock, and he groaned ag2in in & heart-
rending way.

“What is if, old chap?" asked Harry. * Bones brokeni’

“0h, I'm hurt |

# Where iz it-—tha leg

# Nono, 1 don’t think it's the leg™

“Tn your arm, then "

“ N-no, it's not the arm.’

“The neclk, parhaps®" prunted DBob Cherry, who knew
Bunter of old. * Perhaps his neck is broken”

“(Oh, really, Cherry——"'

“ Where are you hurt, Dunter?”’ asked Harrey, rathor less
gently. " 1f you're not hurt, what are you groaning about?

“PBut I am hurt,” said Buntor indignantly. ' Tt—it isn’f
in any particular spot, but I—1 feel very bad all over,”

“You young ase! Do you think we don't all feel bad all
over? I thought vou had some bones broken.”

“You secin to wish I had zome bones broken, Wharton,”
sald Billy Bunter peevishly., ** I must say L think it’s heart-
Lesa- of you. I've lost my spectacles, and I'm fearfully

Ungry.

o f-r-r-:r-r i

“It's all very well for you to say ‘b-rroprr”?
Bunter. * But I'm perishing of hunger, You've

*

me into this—"

“Woell, T like that,” said Bob Cherry.

“You've let me in for this,"” said Bunter. “ I only cama
with you because I felt that you needed somebody to lock
alter the grub. I wish I hadn't comoe now.”

1 wished that long ago.”

0k, veally, Cherry! DBut as I was saving, I'm bungry,
and some of the bags must have come ashore with the gmg_
Can'l Ey’i.ﬂ.l fellows look for them, and get me & snack ¥

“Why on earth con’t you look for 'em yourself i

“I'm too exhousted. TUnless I have food pretty soom, I
feel that I shall not recover from this. A snack may be the
means of saving my life.”

“Then I'm jolly sure I'm not going to pet you omne,”
gaid Bob Cherry, who knew very 1-.-'15? that Bunter's life was
in no danger. * Give ug & rest, and if vou're going to
perish, for goodness’ sake perish quietly.”

Bunter's suggestion was not, indeed, of much use. The
night was intensely dark, with no ghimmer of a star in the
pley. The shipwrecked juniors, with as much patience as
they could muster, walted for dawn,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Crusoes.

HE night had never seemed so long. Slesp was im-

T possible, If the tired youngsters dozed off for a few

minutes, it was nnli: te walke again, cold and shiver-

ing. They waited for dawn; and glad enough wore

they wgan a glimmer in the sky announced that L was
coming.

The sea was shill mlliuﬁ in heavy waves, that broke on
the swishing sand with a dull murmur. The wind whistled
among the rocks of the little island, though the worst of ils
violence was gone. In the etrengthening light of the April
morning the Groyfriars jumiors stretehed their cramped
limbs, and looked about tfnem.

As the sun rose higher came greater warmth, and the
wind sank move and more. The %L&zn of the morning sun
secmoed to put new life into them. Far away to the west
rose o dim, dark masz against the horizon, and Harry
Wharton knew that it was the Shoulder. Dut the coast
and the bay were out of sight, and not a single sail could
be seen upon the waters.

When he looked seaward. he saw the CGerman Ocean
rolling, wide and ehining, under the morning sun. Afar the
emoke of a steamer dimmed the sunlight, as some great
Ehlp‘jnl::rug]]-?d on ita way to distant climes.

“ My hat!"' said Nugeni, in & low wvoice. “This is a
ghastly fix, Harry. What on carth will they bo thinking
at Greglriars?’

“ They will think we went down in the gale,”

And Nugent nodded gloomily.

Mo one had been told that it was their intontion to reach
the isle and camp upon it; and, indecd, it was only by a
miracls that they had succeeded in getting ashore. ‘The
natural assumption at Greviriars would be that they had
gono down, and they conld imagine the consternation it
would cause. They would be searched for, of course, buf it
was doubtful if anybody would thinlk of paying a visit to
that lonely islet, far out in the German Ocean. How should
they supposc that the juniors were there?

“It's a serious sttuation, and no oustake,' said Dob
I'{i;l':'h-:trr:r. “There's no blinking that, We may be here for

ays, or——"

“Or weeks!"? aaid Nugent,

“ (v we mayn't get off at all,"” said Hazeldene gloomily.
* Doats never come to this island, except sometimes camp-
ing partics in the summer."

* Looks lively, doesu't it?"” remarked Dob Cherry, with
an altermpi at humour.  ** We zhall have (o setile down hers
as Hobinson Crusoes."

“We may bave to, in zober earncst, for a good lomgz
time,"" said Harry sericusly, " We must make the bLost
of it, that's all.”

“1 say, you fellows——'

“ Anyway, it's a lark” said Bob Cherry, whose spirits
woera nover depressal for long, amd who was rrowmye guile
chearful now that the sun was shining again. 7 1°d rather
be here than grinding Lafin with Quelch in the Remove-
rOO:.

“The ratherfulness is  terrific,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur, with unueual emphasis

“ 1 say, you fellows——"

“MIt's the girls,” said Harry, his brows confracting 2
little in troubled thouwsht, *° Wo can roush it all right, but
the girls can't, We must manage to look after them
somehow.”” .

1 say, you [ellows, that's all vory well, but I'm jolly
hungry. Has anybody seon my glasges?"

“They're just by your elbow, azz!™

“Ob, really, so they are!” Bunter eluiched up his

wotactes, and wiped them, and adjvasted them upon hia fat
little nose. 2

“ L say, you fellows——

“ You nesdn't po on, Buniy," said Bob Cherry kindiv.
“We know all about it. ¥You're fearlully hungry, and if
you don't have somcthing to oat guick you will probably
aover recover.  Is all might; we don't mind ™

s it all right!” spluttered Billy Bunter indignantls.
% Look here, vou followse——'"

“Oh, ring off, Billy! We've got to think out what to

Mark Linley had gone down to the water's edge, and
was [m}hh]g at the wreek of fhe boat. It still ].l].}f with the
bows jommexd deep in the sand, and the walers washing
gver i, On tho EE[}H} woere strown various loose artweles-—
the mast, which had been snapped off [itke & stick, the boom
and jibboom, rags and coats and canvaz. The stern af
the boat wos badly smashed, but the bows were intact, and
the forward lockor seamed t0 be uninjured. And as 1t was
water-tight, it occurred to DMark that the provisions stacked
in 1t were probably uminmured too.

But as tho bows woere jammed in the sand, it was no
light task to get at the locker, The eand eould be seraped
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* We shall have to drag it out,” said Linley. * Every-
body lend a hand!™

* Right you are, Linley!" o

Marjorie and Clara were still shivering under the shelter
of the rock, too dazed by the shock, by their fatigue, and
by want of eleep io think clearly of whal was passing.
Wharton came towardz them, and the girls looked up, with
pale and worn faces. Harry’s look was very troubled.

“I needn't say how sorry I am for this,'' he said. It
was I who hmug]ut yvou out yesterday, and I supposs it's
my [oult, bot——"' . )

“ It isn't vour fault,” said Marjorie, trying o smile.
“ You couldn’t possibly foresee this. Nonscnsze!™

* Bosh "' said E?iﬁg, Clara. And that word showed that she
was beginning to recover. o

* But what are we poing to do?’ asked Marjorie. ™1
suppose the boat 8 teo injured to teke us back to Perg
Bay!” _

“ It is smashed nearly in half. The stern was broken in
like an eggsholl by the waves. We may be able to mend
it—or to build ancther. Meanwhile—" He pauscd.

“ We musat stay here?”

[!1

“Yes. It may be for a few days. It know it's rotlen—
for yon. We shouldr’t mind it for ourselves—we can rough

it. DBut rou——"

“Btaff 1 said Miss Clara.
boya, so Lhera!™

Wharton smiled. i -

“I'm plad to gee you getiing cheerful again,' he said.
“ After all, it mayn't be so bad. We're going to get tho
boat out of the sand, and get gome grub, but it louks like
being & tough job. While we're doing it, you ceald take
some exersise in the sun, and got warin again. Jt's gomg
to be a fine day, though the sea’s rough. I've heard ihe
fishermen in Pegp say that there are caves in these rocks,
and wo might fix up one to make a shelter for you—=—""

Miss Clare clapped her hands.

“That will ba ripping!™ she declared. * DBut
help you with the boatd'’

* Oh, ne: there's enough of us” ]

The girls took Wharton's advice, and a walk in the aum,
already growing warmer, restored the eirculation to their
aching limbs. As a matter of [act, it was nocezsary for the
boys to get into the water to move the imbedded boat, amid
ag their clothes were already half-deied, they did not wanh
to wet them arain,. When the pirls were gone ther re-
maved their things and plunged into the esca, and com.
menesd worl P ol the boat.

The task was 2 hard one. The Lows wers jammed deep
in sand, and it bad ta be seraped away with the hands, and
then the heavy timbor had Lo be dreagred and shoved ap
the shere. But the worl was invigorating, and the bopa
felt the bencfit of (he excrciso when it was ab last done.
And by that time, too, their ¢lothes hoad dried in the sum,
and thoy were able to don them apain with more comfort.

The locher was opened, and maost of the provisions brounght
from Greyfriars the previows day were found there, intaet.
(ilad enongh were the jumiors to see the good things,
Billy Bunter's eyes scemd almost to start from his bead
as he beheld bread avd cheoze and butter, and cold mutton
ams] =nusages in abundance. Ile rubbed his fat hands.

“This 13 all right!"" he exclaimed.  ** There's cnough
here to last us all day, if you fellows are coreful.”

“*The carclulness will be terrific.”

“I'll begin with the sauwsages——"' :

“You'lll begin on half & sausage,” said Harey Wharton
quictly, * and you'll fimish with it, and some bread.”

T sav, Wharton——""

“Weo've gob le be careful of the grub, you Foung aza
Do vou know we miay be here for weeks, and there’s nothing
te cat on the island?”

“{Jh, there will bo sea birds' epgs and shellish  and
things,"” said Bunter. * I'a no pood starving ourselves the
first duy. That's sheer rot!”

“ My worthy chum, if the hungerfulness should grow
terrific, and wo should be last resourcofully dreiven to cat
an csteemed member of the party, the faticsr person will be
the first to ro. and therefore——""

Billy Bunier turncd quite pale

“oh, really, Inky-——""

“Therefore it is wiseful {0 make the grob last loagfully,™
gaid the nabob solemnly. * Matter of factfully, the worthy
Bunter would make rippingful cutlets, if we Lhad some means
of encking his estecmed cacease.'

“Me cockee,” sail Wun Lung cagerly. * Me cookeo
Thuntel allee samee labbit, Me cookee [at labbit, and me
cookeo Duntell allee samecs™

“ Girls ean rough it s well as

can't we

away, but then the water would rush in, and the bowa as “ You—vyou Chinese cannibal!™ gasped Bunter ' [—-I-—I
well as the stern would be under. i
NEXT k " The Opening Chaptera of
TUESDAY: ﬂHE ﬂF T"E RAHKS- Ansther Grand Story of Army Lifa.
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“ Alles licht. Mea ne cookee unless Whalton give oldel.”

Harry \'i.'?mrmn laughed,

Y Of course, In case of necessity Bunter will have to go
first," he sand. " He'll last az long as any two others——"

“(h, really, Wharton——"

“ 8o you'd_ hetter be careful with the grub, Billy, that'
all. I say, Hazeldene, get on the rock and call to the girls,”

Hazcldene clambered on a rock and halloged to Marjorie
and Clara, who returned, guite dry now and with bright
colour in their eheeks. They sat {{ﬂwn on the beach and
joined in the meal, and it was a very cheerful one under the
circumstances.  In the brignt sunzhine the scene around
them was very cheery, amd there were enough of them to
banish any [eeling of loncliness, Billy Bunter finished hall
a sansage, and hall o loaf, and leoked longingly at the rest,
But he did not venture o tako more than his allowance.
The othars were moderate from eommon-sense The meal
was washed down with currant wine; the juniors had not
seent any fresh water so far, but as they knew thore were
springs on the island, they were not in any uneasiness on
that point, The breakfast finished amid merrv talk and
lavghter, and ther rose at lasc in & cheery mood.

But as Wun Lung rose, eomething on the rocks inlana
of the isle caught hiz eves, and he uttered an exclamation
uf amazement,

" Lookee 1™

“* What iz 117

Wun Lung pointed, and the juniors followad the directinn
of iz finger, Btanding on a rocky ridge not fifty yards
awnv, and staring towards the group on the beach, was a
fureign-looking sailov,

THE SEVENTH CHAI'TER,
Foreign Foes,

[TE Grevfriars juniors stared at the apparition in blank
amazement. Knowing that the isle was uninhabited,
they  had never drearmncd of meeting anvone theore
beside their own party. It ammediately rushed upon

thzir minde that theivs had not been the only wreck of the
provions nizht. Some other crait had come to grief on
the racks, and this sailor was a survivor of the wrecl.

“ My hat ! said Nugent. * 5o we're not alone here”

Wharten frowned a little. 1t was not a wholly pleasant
discovery. True, a sailorman would have been an inveluablo
gily to the juniors then. An expericnced man of the sea
n:ight have helped them in many ways o effcct their return
19 the mainland. But this man wpon whom their eyes now
rexted was not a British ssilor. His darl skin, his leeen,
black eves, the rings on his fingpers and 1o los earcs, wll told
of forsign blood. He was cvidently -an Italian, or at least
a member of some southern race, and IIH.{!:;}? Wharton
gucssed at ones that thers might be trouble as the man
l-l.l!i.'llﬂf‘1 1.')1'——”

The guestion was answered almost before he had formed it
in lis mind. The darkskinned man on the ridge turned
hack whence he had eome, and waved his bhand to someone
a: vet unscen, and gave a sharp whistle, A second and a
third burly form appeared on the ridge, and stared down
at the group of juniors,

“ Three of them!" muttercd Linley.

Thie appeared to ho the whole party. They came down
the ridge towards the heach, speaking togpether in a
langnage of which the juniors HL;%EH a few words, Its soft
tones tokd of the Italian, and Harry caupht a word he
know to be in lhat tongue—and it was a word terrible to
]':-E'ii:.rl t}mdﬂr the eircumstances. It was *'coltelle "—meaning
* knate,

The expression that eame over Harry's face warned his
comrades of what was in his mind, Nugent picked up a
haathonok, and Bob Cherry & fragment of the broken tiller.
‘e fhroe foreipners grinned a3 they came up. The man
who had first appeared—the man with the carringz—took
off lis ragged cap to the group with a bow of exaggerated
paltteness, i . .

" Grood Ig'r&ﬁ-fing, signorini !" he exclaimed, in very fair
Tnglish, "It is a surnrise that wo meet. Is it you are also
wreskod #7

Y Yes,” said Harry. ‘ ; . .

“ Our ship go down,” said the man with the earrings, with
a gesture fowards the seaward side of the isle. ™ We are
wrecked., We have no food.”

“ There 18 food here, Maree," grunted one of the others.

Mareo grinned: :

“True, Beppo, and the signori intend to invite us to
eat. Is it not so ¥’

Harry Wharton hesitated. There was a mockery in the
man’s manner, as if he knew he could take by force
what he chose. And the looks of the three Italians plainly
mﬁughﬂahu-wed that they would not stand upon ceremony.

o B

Nor would Harry have wished fo refuse fo share with a
shipwrecked searman. Every ad litional mouth was a zerious
matter, under the eireumstances, but that could not be con-
sidered. Dut the boy doubted much if the Italians would
bo willing to take their share only.

¢ Come, signor,” said the car-ringed seaman, who soemed
to have some authority over the others. * Is it not so?”

¥ You are welcome to share with us,"” said Harry, " Wae
have only the guantity of food that you sce, and it must
last us until we are talken off.”

= And when will that be, signor 1’

“I do not know It may be days, or weeks, or even
months.”

Marco langhed,

“ What vou have there will not last many days.”

“We are using smail allowances.™

“1 foar ihat will not content me.
signorl. Comrades, fall to !

arry Wharton stepped in their way, . ) ]

“Hold on,” he said quietly, but with a glitter in lis
cyes. *“This food belongs to us. We are willing to share
wit.h”:.ruu. but only on our own eondifions. An allowance

Marco grinnad again.

* Btand aside, boy! Do vou think we shall be allowanecod
by mfants? Bah! All that 13 here 15 ours!”

Wharton's eves fAlashed,

“You will ind that it isn't! Stand back I

Tho grin venished from Mareo®s doark face.
glittered in hiz black eyes.

“ ome,"” he said; I shall lose patience. Stand aside ™

1 won'tl”

And the Greyiriars juniors closed up round Wharton.
There was trouble, as they had half expected, buf thoy wero
not afraid. They were only boys, but the odds at lenst,
werae upon their side.

The two parties glared at one anofher for some moments.
The girls were trembling now with apprebension. Marco
muttered a word or two to his companions in Ltalian, and
they drew their knives. Af the glimmer of the clear steel
Marjorie and Clara cried out in ferror, and even the juniors
turned pale. There was po telling to what lengths the
t-l'!l'-f‘l.'_: ruffians might }l}rﬂmmﬂ; nivd they had no weapons lo
use in such a strugele. Yot Wharton did not move. His
¢ves blazed, and hiz hand clenched hard upon a boathook.
All the obstinsey of his nature was arvoused, and he would
have hci:en killed where he stood rather than bave retreatad
Qg ineh.

But Marjorie ran to him and caught him by the wrist,

“Harry! Come—you ghall not—"

And Dob Cherry dragged him away.

“It's no geod, Ilarry; we can’t buek against eold steel,*

he said, in a low tone.  *f Don't ][}Ia:r' the ;middy goat! Those
seoundrels are ready to jab you like a porker!”
. There was no help for it. There was no hope of success
in a stroggle with three armed ruffians, belonging to a race
to whom tho use of the knife 13 a3 natural as the use of the
fist to the Anglo-Baxen. ‘The juniors furiously and un-
‘I-'l-'lllll'tgly' drow ek, and the three Itahiane sat down whera
they had breakfasted, and commensed eating a hearty moal
—which left very little of the provisions that were to have
lusted the castaways for daye.

“My hat " murmured }{ob Cherry., " 'This 18 rather too
rich for Crusoe hife.  1'd rather be in the Hemove-room at
Groyfrines, thank you.”

“Tha ratherfulness of my worthy self is also great.”

We are hungry,

An evil Light

“The hounds!” inuttered Harry Wharton, “ The
cowardly thieves! If we only had a chaneo!™
“ But we haven’t,” said Hazeldene uncasily. ¥ Wo'd

bettar keep clear of them.™

“I sav, you fellows, you might as well have let me make
a good meal,” said Billy Bunter tearfully. © Oh, it's
enough to break a fellow’s heart Lo see the grub going down
those thieves' throats I

Bunter's lamentations were not answered.  The juniors
were In a gloomy and savaze mood. To have to knuckle
under to foreigners was naturally irritating to English lads,
af ary time; and fo see the precions provisions that wore
required so urgently, wasted so carelessly by the three ruffians,
was exasperafing in the extreme. But they wers helpless,

And Harry Wharton could not help thinking that thera
might be worse to como.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Soup!

HE castaways spent the remainder of the morning in
exploring the rocky islet, taking care to avoid the
Italians. The latter, having finished a greedy meal,
woare lying on the sands in the sun, smoking, apparently

untroubled by the fact that they weve shipwrecked on &
barren rock. With the grest Shoulder rising to view
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“Iedt-it was a jo-jo-loke!” stammered the fat junior.

“ Awfully funny, wasn'f it? 1 fthought you

would be surprised! Ha, ba, hal”

=

—— e — e ——

the western sea-ling, the maindand seemed near, and they
doubtless had expectations of an early rescue. The Groy-
friars juniors knew better; they well knew that, unless they
saved themselves, they might linger on that lonely rock in
the German Ocean for weeks, or even until they perished of
hunger and exposure,

To hind food and shelter in case of a return of bad
weather, were the first necessities. At the same time, Harr
Wharton was thinking of making some signal to the land.
Unfortunately the isle was only in sight of Pegp Bay in
clear weather, and from the summit of the cliffis. A fag
had no chance of being seen, and it was doubtful if even o
column of smoke from a fire womd attract attention. Dut
the latier idea was evidently the only useful one,

Bol; Cherry lecked round the barren rocks expressively
when Harey suggested it. No tree or bush grew on the isle,
only moss and seawced could be seen glimmering on the
weather-worn rocks. But in the hollows of the shore heapa
of driftwood were gathered, rotting in the shallow water.
Harry pointed to that.

S IEs wotb,” said Nugent,

“Tt will dey in the sun. Wa can spread it out on the
rocks, and make a fire with it presently.”

“ Right you are 1"

And the juniors sct to work. To drag the masses of wood
out of the water and zand, and spread them on the rocks,
was no lipht task, but nobody grumbled exeept Bunter.
Billy declared that the worlk was too hard for him, and
that without sufficient nourishment he eould not be expected
to labour like a navvy. And while the others were busy he
disappeared. The two girls gathered shell-fish while tho
bovs were at work, for it locked as if the castaways would
hnﬁﬂ tE?E depend wpon that for food., “Wun Lung, the

O

Chines, gathered some curious weeds, too, and explained
when he was questioned that they would make sdible soup.
As the Chinee could make delicious soups and stews of the
most unpromising materials, the juniors did not doubt him ;
though as they looked at the greenish weeds, they could
naot  help thiniing‘ that a great denl of skill would be
required to make themn palatuble.

The amount of rotting wood upon 1hoe shore was a
sufficiont ovidence of the number of eraft that had found
their doowm upon the islet in times gone by, There was
ample for the juniors’ purpose, and it was only a question
of the labour of salving it. AL a hint from Harry, tho
juniors took care to select fragments that could be fashionad
intc handy cudgels with their pocket-knives,  The threo
foreigners were pacific enongh al present, but there was no
telling how soon there might be more trouble.

The juniors were busily cngaged when o call from the
girls down by the water's edge atiracted their atfention, and
Harry locked round to see Marjorie waving her hand. In
u few moments he had joined her.

“ Look ! she said, pointing.

Wharton ultered an exclamation. On the half-sunken
roclks of a little cove lay the remains of a wrecked brig,
evidently a recent wreel, and he guessed at onco that it waa
what was left of the vessel the Tialinns had belonged to.
The brig had been simply smashed on the rocks, and the
sunlight glimmered through the hulk from side to side, and
the water was washing in and out of the cabin-windows. On
the fragment of the bows, visible in shallow water, Harry
reed the name of the vessel—Cavour, and then Palermo.

“[Tallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob Cherry. * That's
the craft those rotters came ashore in. Thera isn't much
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lef{:r_ﬂf it. Clumsy asses to goft it here at all, I should
pay [

Wharton looked attentively at the wreel.

“ We may be abls to get something uscful ont of hes’
be said. * It's worth while trying, anyway.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Tit for tat,”” he remarked. * They've had ocur grub,
and we're entitled to what we can HFE- here, But i% we
get anything cuf that’s worth having, those rotters will drop
on us again, Harry."

“ Wharton’s face sot grimly.

* They won't find it so easy next time,”’ he said.

“0Oh, come!"” exclaimed Hazeldene. * Weo can’t tackle
fellows who are ready to use knives, you know. We shall
have to draw a line at that.”

“There are eight of us, and we have cudgels,” said

arton. * My idea is to got the thing:s into a place where
we can hold our own. Look hers, it's no good blinking
the facts, If we'ro not taken off hers pretty soon we shall
have to fight those scoundrels. There isn’t any grub—and
after a few days, what will they be like?” He lowered his
voice so.that the girls should not hear him. ““If those
hru]!.ﬂs are famishing, we shall have to fight for our lives
perhaps.™

Iazeldene was as pale as death.

* Good—good heavena!” he stammered. ¥ Bu "

“It’s likely emwugh,” said Mark Linley quictly. * We
shall have to be ready for them, that’s nl:[y. The zeoundrels
have encugh for to-day; they will not molest us yet. By
to-morrow we ought to be fixed up somewhore where they
ean’t touch us—where we can hold our own.”

“That’s the idea.”

And the juniors nodded assant.

It was a terrible possibility that Wharton had oullined s
yet, as he said, it was no use blinking facts. Terrible as it
was, they had to be on their guard.

o . There are caves among the rocks here,” went on Harry.

I've heard about them from the fishermen of Pegg. That's
whaf we want.”

It was evidently useless to labour at rescuing supplics
from the wrecked brig until they had a place of safety to
stow them in. It; was already neon, and the sun was blazing
down upon the isle. The heat was pleasant and cheering,
and but for the thought of the enemy the juniors w-l:muﬁl
have been hp;ht-hearteﬁ enough, But all of them felt that
thera was danger in the air.

A little cloud of smoke rose up among the rocks. Tt came
from a fire, lighted by Wun Lung, of dried wood. He had
arranged three spars leaning together over it, in gips
fashion, and his materials were all ready for cooking. All
he wanted was o pot to sling over the fire, but that was
lacking. But it was not lacking for long. The little Chines
scrambled into the wreck of the brig and brought a big iron

ot out of the galley, which at once answer@g his purpose.

fith & grin of satisfaction, he washed 1t in a spring he had
discovered near at hand, and then proceeded to sling it over
the fire with his wonderful soun in it to cook. And curious
a3 his materials were, a vory savoury smell was soon TISING
from the pot.

Bob Cherry, who had begun a lunch on shell-fish, stopped,
aud looked towards the Chinee’a gipsy-like arrangement with
an appreciative sniff,

“By Jove!" he said. “ That doesn't smell so bad, kids.”
L“G?ﬁ& ' gaid Nugent. ‘' What's it made of, Wun

g 7
" The Chinee grinned.

“HKind of seaweed,” he said.
and—" He paused.

“ What else?”

“ No askee. Good soupes !’

Bob Cherry grinned.

“It's safer not to ask,” he zaid. “It would only take
our appetites away. It's only a matter of prejudice. Snail
gOUD 18 as ﬁn{:d as turtle soup if you could only get used
to the idea.

iL

Ugh I™
“Well, I'm going to try it, for one, without asking
guestions, "

* Neally donee !" said Wun Lung.

And, as a matter of fact, the odour of the soup attracted
ail the juniors to the spot, and they ull forbore asking
ﬂuesdtiﬂns as fo its compostion. Miszs Clara clapped her
ands.

“I'm sure it's very good; nicer than the soup at ClLf
ITouse,” she said. * It emells verv nice, indeed. What a
cievoer boy !

“Me goodee cock,’” said Wun Lung, beaming, * Me
cookea lipping.'

“T say, vou fellows!"”

‘ Hallo, halle, halla! Where have you been, porpoise?”

Bunter gruntod discontented]y.
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“T've heen resting,” he said. “T'm exhausted! Til?sa
Italian rotiers are {inishing our grub. I asked them for
just n snack, and that chap they call Marco kicked me in
a bonstly brutal way. Faney that! I sav, what have you
got thera? It smells nice.”

“Velly good ! said Wun Lung.
serves you !

Plates and spoons, of course, were conspicuous by their
absence. SBuch utensils as the juniors hed brought from
Grreviriars were still in the wreck of their boet. But large
shells from the shore served the purh;usa of plates, and they
drank their soup from the edge of them=-bad manners that
eould not possibly be helped under the circumstances. Aas
Bob Cherry romarked, Ruhinsun Crusoe must have had some
pretty rough-and-ready manners amnd customs, too.

Wun Lung served the soup with & big, hollow shell, care-
fully washed for the purpose. The soup was really delicious
to the taste, and decidedly invigorating, Everybody wanted
s second helping, and Bunter a third and fourth. On such
an occasion, as there was only one course, it was excusable
to ask for soup twice. And there was still a great deal
rematning in the big iron pot when the meal was finished.

“My word "’ said Nugent. ** The heathen is worth his
waight in oysters

If we have to hEﬁg cannibalising, T
vote that we leave Wun Lung to the last, When I think
of what he could make of Bunter——"

“0Oh, really, Nugent——=""
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! ILook there!™

Three bu':'lﬁ forms came into sight over the rocks. Either
the Italians had caught the scent of tho soup on the wind,
or else they were on the prowl in the hope of finding some-
thing more to steal. Their dark faces brightenod up ut the
sight -of the fire and the swinging pot, and they quickened
their pace towards the party. Harry Wharton set his teeth.

“It's the same game over again,” he said. “ They'd be
welcome to it if they ssked, but——"

“No mattel!” said Wuoen Lung, with & curious grin.
“ Lettee them lob us again; no mattel!™

* Yes, but—2"
“ Me tinkes they no likee soup.”
“Why shouldn’t they like it

Wun Lung grinned, and showed a little ivory box he took
from an inner pocket. Ie lifted the lid with his thumb,
and & pink powder was revealed. He had his back to the
approaching Italians, and they saw nothing.

“ What's that " asked Wharton, startled.

The Chinee was %o Oriental in his ways that Harry would
not have been wholly surprised to learn that it was poison.
But Wun Lung’s silent chuckle reassured him.

S Alee lightee I murmured the little Celestial. ** Allee
light! No killee, only makee feel pamn, velly muchee pain ™

[e dropped the powder in the soup, and concealed the
box in his garments. The juniors chuckled. If the ltalians
rebbed them a]gain, they were likely to puy dearly for it
this time. And there was no doubting the intentions of the
three swaggering foreigners as they came up.

Marco made his exaggerated bow, as if it amused him, as,
doubtless, it did, to mock the boys who were defenceless
against his rascality.

“We are much indebted to you, signor,” he said. “* We
have finished all that there was, and we are still hungered,
We will eat this soup with pleasure.”

“ You will touch it at your own risk I" gaid Wharton.

Marco grinned at his companions, and spole to them in
Ttalian. They all grinned, and Beppo touched the haft of
his sheath-lkmifo significantly.

“We shall risk it, zignori,” said Marco. * 1 think we
can manage the whole of it, so vou bambini can po.”

And the juniors not unwillingly left the spot. The thres
Tialians seated themselves on the rocks round the fire, and
slung down the pot to the ground between them. Then they
commenced to eat from the pot, using the shells for spoons.
The juniors watched them from a distance with great
interest. The foreigners seemed to enjoy the soup as much
as the juniors had enjoyed it. The powder m]dlﬂd by the
little Celestial had not made the. flavour any worsn, The
smacked their lips over it, and by the sound of the shells
scraping on the iron, it was clear that they were taking out
the last drop of it from the pot.

* Loolk here! Have you been pulling our leg, vou image "
demanded Bob Cherry, toking Wun Lung by the pigtail
“They don't seem to be suffering muoch, ™

“MNo pullee leg! Wait o little '

“h, 1 sea, it %’!Eﬂii’lﬁ to work later.”

“ Allee light! What you tinkee "

_ The three Italians rose from the feast, and looked mock-
ingly towards the juniors. Marco removed his ragged cap
i o profound bow. Beppo made a gesture towards the

# You findea shell, me
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group of youngsters, and Harry Wharton knew that he was
making some remark to his companions concerning Mar-
jorie. The giir] was ?uim unconscious of it, however, and
harton did mot enlighten her. He half-expected the
ruffians to come towards them, but they strolled away over
tha rocks, and dinagpe.amd.
“"Waitee a little !"" chuckled Wun Lung.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Painiul Penaliy.

e ERE'S the very place!” exclaimed Mark Linley,
The juniors were exploring the big rocks that shel-
tered the cove wherein the brig had been wrecked.

: In the bright, warm April afterncon the rambling
in the rocks was pleasant, end for the time they had almoest
forgotten the Italians.  Billv Bunter was asleep on the
beach, in the shade of a clilf, hut the others were all active
enough.,

Mark Linley's exclamation brought them all to him at
once.

The junior was standing looking into the opening of a
deep cave in the cliff, that extended back further inte the
shadows than the eve could penetrate. The chiff below the
cave sloped down abruptly to the beach, so that the ascent
was not easy. The cave was not more than three feet wide
gt the opeming, but further on both sides receded, and it
was evidently of considerable interior dimensions.

“Good " exelaimed Wharton, as he peered into the
gshadowy hollow of the rock. “ That will suit us dewn to the
ground ! Let's explore it}

“Look out for pitfalls, then. It's jolly dark in there.”

Tt looked dark lfjﬁ:.-m the cutside, but within, out of the
blaze of the sun, it was only twilight, When the juniors
becamo used to the dim light, they could see about them
very well, The davlight glinted in through clefts in the
rock above.  Wharton cranched fine sand under his feet
as he stepped towards the beck of the cave. Here 1t
narrowed again fo o width of less than two feet; but beyond
this it again broadened into a second cave larger than the
first. The ground was thick with a fine white sand, and
from fissures in the rock overhead the sunlight glimmered
in upon the sand with a eurious effect.

The juniors looked about them with glistening eyes. The
love of adventure, of * roughing it" in wild lands, 13 desply
implanted in the breast of the average British boy. After
all, it was ripping to be wrecked on a lonely izle, and to
find a dwelling 1n a shadowy, silent sea-cave. Less than
ever the juniors were inclined to regret the class-rooms at
(Zrevirviara.

“My word!"” said Nugent. *‘This is ripping! We can
eamp out hera splendidly, and stack anything here we want
Ao, We ecould nasﬂ%r kaep the Dagoes out of the cave if
they bried to get in.’

“That's the idea™

“We could roll some of the rocks across the entrance,”
remarked Linley, * and get some little jagged chunks to pelt
them with if they attack us.”

" Btunning

“The stunningfulness is ferrifie ™

There was a sudden call froin oulside the cave,

“1 say, you fellows! Come here, guick!™

Az a rule, Bunter's calling was not likely to be much
regarded ; but bis voice was so excited now that the juniors
ran out of the cave, grasping their cudpels. There was no
telling what to expect from the three ruffians who shared the
iale with them. But it was not an alarm of danger. Bunter
was standing on & hiﬁit rock, and dgrinning,

“HThey'ra at 1t!' he exclaimed. ““The row woke me
up! They're at it !™

“Who're at what " demanded Hazeldene.

: i H:e Foreigners—lool at them wriggling., Can't you hear
am ;

Fram bevond the rocks could be heard strange sounds.
There was a succossion of hair-raising groans, faint shridks,
and cries, and the sound of a woice speaking Italian, and
though the juniors, fortunately, did not know what the words
meant, the tone was sufficient to show them that the speaker
waz uttering * swear-words” in the musical tongue of Danta
and Tasso.

Wun Lung executed a sort of hornpipe in his delicht,
I:mgging himself with mirth.

“ What you tinkee ¥’ he gurgled., * They feeollee paines,
velly bad.”

“'Ha, ha, ha !

The juniors clambered on the high rock beside Bunter.
They could see the Italians from that coign of vantage.
Beppo was stretched upon his back on the pround, with
both his large hands pressed to his stomach, and groaning
away a8 if against time. Marco was staggering to and fro,
and his was the voice that used the emphatic words that
were audible all over the islet. The third man was in a
mtlgf posture, swaying to and fro in silent agony.”

o ¥ only hat!" ﬁaapad Wharton. * Are vou sure you
haven't overdone it, Lkid "
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“What you tinkee? No dangel. They all light to«

night.”"

“To-night! Do you mean to say they'll be like that all
the rest of the afternoon?” demanded Wharton,

“What you tinkee ¥

£ B:lr n?D‘F'E 177

Knowing that the Ttalians were not in danger, the juniord
eould afford to laugh at their absurd antics, as the inward
pein worried them. What the pain was like they did nos
know, but it waa pretty plain that it was a severs one,

o Abh-h-h-h 1Y gasped Marco, between his gritting teeth.
Ah-h-h! Maladetto! Grrrr! Cospetio! Bror-rrer-rr!”
And his eomrades answered him with groans,

“Berve 'em jolly well right!” said Nugent. * They'll
lea.rgj m,::kmp their hands frem picking and stealing,
perhaps !

“It will do them good,” assented Wharton., “ What a
row they're making! It's not so funny to them as it is to
us. But while they're doubling themselves up like that,
thay can't interfere with us, and we may as well go and
gather up what's left of our property.”

“ Good wheeze !

“Will you siay in the cave?’ said Wharton, locking at
Marjorie and Clara. ** And if those brutes should happen
to come this way, call out, and we'll be back in a jiffy.
Came on, kids; now's our chance !

It was a chance foo good to be lost. There were many
things from the wreck of their boat that might be useful to
the castaways. They hurried to the spot where they had
come ashore, where broken bottles and empty salmon tins
remained to show where the ruffians had demolished their
hittle store of provisions.

On the shore lay the canvas they had spread there to dry,
with several utensils and their bags, and the spars of the
boat. 'The tide was low, and the broken boat lay quiite
exposed to the sun now, and deep in the wet sand were
jammed many articles the junioras had been unable ta recover
before. Ona of them was a portmantean full of provisians,
and Bunter's eyes glistened behind his spectacles as ha
dr&gz;ﬂd it to safety and opened it.

Y Any good 7V asked Bob Cherry.

“*¥es, rather! The bread and cheese are no good, buk
there's some tins of salmon and corned beef, and & tin of
pineapple, and a jar of jam. I may as well start on the
pineapple now; 1t will do for a snack—"" :

“You may as well let it alone, you mean ! said Nugent,
snapping the soaked bag shut. “I'll carry this!”

“Oh, really. Nugent—="
tht{ E:::ine on 1™ said Wharton., * We've got about the lot, I

ink.

And they hurried back with their salvage to the cave. As
they went, the groans and cursing of the Italians alill
sounded in their ears. Marco & Co. were still paying the
penalty of their robbery.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Camp In the Cave.

ARJORIE'S eves danced as she looked round the caves

a little later. Few as were the articles saved by tho

juniors, they were encugh to give the plece a much

more comfortable look, arranped by & deft fominina
hand.

Big chunks of wood were all they had to serve as chairs,
hut, covered with the canvas and the boya' coats, they were
comfortable cnough as chairs. In the outer cave Wun Lung
had re-crected his gipsy ecooking arrangements, and the
smoke of the fire rose steadily to u wide fissure in the roof
of roclk, and poured out into the open air.

The little Celestial already had another soup “ on the go,"
and he had enriched it with the contents of some of tha
ting. Although he had made so excellent a lunch of weeda
and sheilfish and other edible articles supplicd by the island
itself, there was no doubt that corned beef tmproved tha
prosent soup. And as the sun went down, and the juniors
grow fatigued and hungry, the smell of that soup was
refreshing fo them.

Just outside the eave a epring bubbled among the rocks,
one of the many that cxisi‘ezl on the island, so that a supply
of fresh water was always at hand. And in the cave the
bovs had discovered o fragment of ap old coat, and by the
spring a tin mug, which showed that the place had been
oecupied before. Whether by shirwrecked mariners, or by
g picnic party from Pogg, they did not know—most likely
the latter,

As the dusk deepened the glow of the ruddy fire was very
cheerful in the eave. The juniors hacd been very hard at
work, and fhey had really accomplished wonders. There
were huge stacks of sun-dried wood now under the shelier

11
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of the cave. and several big rocks had been dragged to the
enivance (o block it up in case of necessity. :

Just inzide Hie narrow oponing was a pile of jagged stones
nbout the size of ducks' eggs, roady to be used as missiles
m case of an altack. They were likely to inflict ugly
wonmds if thrown with any force, but that was for the
assuilants to think of. L[n a couflict with lawless foes armed
with deadly weapons, the custuways could not afford to stand
UpOI Cerenony,

It had been arranged that the inner cave was to be kept
for the two girls, and at night the canvas was to be taken
there to wake up such beds as was possible, The juniors
were to sleep gound the fire in the outer cave. to keep ik

omng, and to be ready to repel an attack. 8o long as the

re was kept blazing, the heat of it was spread through the
whole place, and cold was not to be feared, in spite of the
senrcity of bedclothes.

The juniors gathered in the cave al dusk, very well
satisfied with themsclves, They had indeod done very woell,
If the Italians were |Gﬂ1{it‘lg‘ for moro frouble, fh:‘!:.r WS
ready bo stand a siege in the cave. And the smoke of the
fire, rising in & dense column through the fissure in the rock
overhead, was a signal—the best they eould devise—to the
land, Booner or later 1t must bo seen by somevne on the

Shounlder, or by a fisherman in his boat, and then rescus
would come,

Meanwhile, although naturally concerned aboul the alarm
that would be felt at Greyfriars, the juniors were not
disposed to grumble. Things might have been very much
WOorse,

“How long"s that soup going to be?” said Bunter, as he
sat down upon a lump of driftwond, with a sigh like the
g-f'«’?ﬁ of n pair of bellows, The fat junior might have been

omgr & navyy's work all day by the manner he had at
that moment.  As a matter of fact, he had been doing very
little beside sitting or slesping in the sun. “*I'm fearfully
hungry, nnd quite fagged out. If you don’t mind, I'll have
153:3’1!5 tin mug anstead of a shell, as 1 want a rather large

H '.I'lTl.I_r-:,

“Velly good !

‘: Put some of the chunks of meat info it, foo—""

: Me keepee chunkee meat fol next souper!”

" That's a good idea, in one way. but vou may as woell
give me some. The other fellows don't need & nonrishing
dict as much as I do. If you don't mind. veu ean bring it
to me here, and save me getting up; T'm tired !

* Mo blingee!"" said the obliging Wun Lung.

When Wun Lung was very obliging it often meant trouble
for somecbody, but Bunter was too lazy to move. Wun Lung
served the two girls, and Marjorie said the soup was
delictous, and Miss Clara declared that it was ripping.
Then the littlo Chines took the tin mug for Bunter, and
Bunter watched him with an anxious oyo.

Wun Lung came towards him with the tin mug half-full,

and handed it to him—and let go before the fat junior fair
had hold of it. = : &

There was a wild vell from Bunter.

The hot soup aj!:lashvd over his trousers, and he sprang up
and danced in the cave as if he had suddenly taken leave

of his senaca,
“Ow! Wow! Ow! Croog!™

“Go 1t!" exelaimed Bob Cherry, clappineg his hands.
“ Go it, Bunter ! 4 LEE

" Brave! Keep it up !

“You—you rotters!” howled Bunter. “T'm soalded!
I'm seriously injured!”

_ “Well, go on danecing. then; it will rcliove your fearful
injuries, And it's funny.”
ut Billy Bunter did not go on dancing.

He roceived absolutely no sympathy, and he rubbed his
trousers dry, and sat down again, looking vory sullky. By
that time all the other juniors had been zerved, and when
Bunter asked for his helping, Wun Lung shook his head.

“You servee!” he explained.

“{Jh, really, you rotten heathen!
me !

* Wastee good soupee !

It was your fault!™

“ No savvy "

“I want some more!"

 No savvy !” .

“Lrive me some more soup!” howled Bunter, growing
excited.

“ No savyy !

The juniors roared with laughter. Bunter blinked round
at t';ni::-mJ growing as red as a turkey-cock in his excite-
eI

“You—you rotters!  I'm famished!
spilt the soup over me on purpose !
moro !

I‘&P'Il’ﬁagpa me givee some if goodes boy!™ said Wun Lung.

th
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You spilt the stuff over

That heathen brate
I'm going to have some

“THE GREYFRIARS PICNIC.”

ralenting pracionsly. © Must keepes Buntel nicee fat, in
case cookes Buntel some day!”

Bunter shuddered. He never quite knew how seriously
to take Wun Lung, and ho was half afraid that the Chinee
was really looking forward to an opportunity of makin
soup of him. However, he accepted his new helping, whic
was a plentiful one, and his fat face grew more contented
as ho travelled through the soup.

1t was quite dark in the cave now, save for the ruddy
glow of the fire. The sky was no lenger seen through the
fissures in the rocks overhead. Night had fallen upon the
1sle—the second night of the Crusces’ stay there. But this
was & much more comfortable nightfall than the provious
one. All things considered, the I%ﬂﬂ'ﬂ::u'l.aii:f:s and the Cliff
House girls hgﬁ very little to complain of. They had almost
forgotten the Italians again, but as they finished their meal
4 sudden sound brought the ruffiang ha.-:{: to their minds.

From the silent shore came only the wash of the sea,
but through tho silenge rang the clink of a falling stons,

The juniors were on their feet in a moment.

They knew that the stone must have moved under human
tread—the enemy were at hand.

In thewsruddy gleam of the fire the boys exchanged startled
glances. Their hearts were bheating very fast.

“The Italions!” muttered Mark Linley.

Wharton's eves gleamed.

“*Wao are ready !

He ran lowards the entrance, and the others followed him.
There would be no more surrender to the three bullies.
Wharton leoked out of the opening upon the shora. The
sun had pone down, and it waz almost completely dark
outside. He could seo the glimmer of the sea, and the dim
shapes of the great rocks.

Among the rocks were three moving shadows, and as
Wharton caught sight of them, he also was sighted ab the
npentng of the cave, for there was a sharp exelamation in
Tialian. Then the f)umﬂtﬂps of the ruffians sounded on the
sloping rocks as they came quickly towards the cave.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Facing the Foe.
HARR? WHARTON stood in the opening of the cave,

A flush of ruddy firelight behind him threw his sturdy
fizura into relief. He raised his hand as the Italians
came clambering up the ascent.

H Jtop 1M

fo sharp and commanding was hia voice that tha three
ruffians involuntarily stopped. They looked towards him,
and the earrings of Marco glimmered in the dim light.
There was a glimmer, too, in the hand of Beppo. Wharton
knew that it came from the over-ready knife, and though his
hearl beat a little fastor, he was not afraid. .

“Elﬂlp where you are!” he went on, in a steady voiee.
“You have robbed us twice, and that 13 the end of 1t. You
cannot come here [

Mareo langhed.

“We are hungry, signor.”

“Thon find food, as we have done !

“1t is easier to take i1t than to find it, signor " enid the
Ttalian, with a scoffing laugh. “You will not be fool
enough to try to stop usl”

“Tf you teke another step this way, you will suffer for it!
I give you fair warming "

*Young fool I

“ Take the warning, that's all 1"

Maren spoke in a low tone to his companions, and the
three of them cams quickly on. Harry stepped back into
the cave., and the juniors, shoving all togother, shifted a
big boulder into the spot where he had beon standing. The
entrance was now blocked nearly breast high, and the juniors
stood behind their defences, ready for battle.

Marjorie and Clara were very pale, but quiet: it was
Billy Bunter who was more frightened than anybody else.
The fat junior had left off eating, a sure sign that ho was
very much disturbed. He was now leoking helplessly round
in search of a hiding-place, blinking excitedly to and fro
through his bhig spectacles, Nobody toock any notice of
Bunter. All the ofher juniors were Teady to back wup
Wharton, and even Hazeldone, who was not brave as a rule,
was grasping his cudgel with an air of firmness.

Mark Linley jammed a fresh heap of wood on the fire,
to dim the glow of it, 20 that the enemy should not have the
advantage of seeing the defenders, The interior of the
cave was now darker than outside, and the juniors were
able to seo the shadowy firures of the Italians more cleariy
a5 they came on.

Wharton's voice rang out again as the three dusky forms
cama close to the enfrance,

“Will you go back?"

An ocath, in Italian, was the only response, and they came
on.

A Grand School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.



Wharton gritted his teeth,

It was war now—war to the knife, only too literally—and
po time for half-measures. He caught up a jagged stone,
and simed 1t with sure aim at the nearest Italian, The
élone {lew with an accuracy natural to the best junior bowler
at Greyiriars,

here wes a yell from Marco.

Ie reeled back, elasping his hand to his breast where the
stone had struck him. arry could have crashed it into
his face as easily: but he still hoped that the ruffian would
tee worning.

Marco rejed for the mumﬂntE and then sprang forward
furiously, ¥is black eyes were blazing with rage. A knife
gleamed in hiz hand,

If he gained entrance—- )

But the juniors did not falter. Five or six jagged stones
whizzed together through the air, and three of them struck
the Italian full in his dusky face.

Hard and jagged, and hurled with all the foree of strong
arms, the stones were terrible missiles at close quarters.
Marco staggered back, his face streaming with blood, and
shricking with the pain of his wounds.

Wharton's face was pale now, but hard as iron,

“Heep it up,” he szid shorily.

The stones flow fast und hard. Beppo shrieked as one
caught him on the chin, and hurled him on the reels, and
the other rascal dodged out of the way. Mareo sprang
forward again with blazin~ eyes. Btone after stone ctruck
him, but he came on, grinding his teeth. The murderous
gleam in his eyes showed only too plainly what the boys
were to expect if he got to close guarters, But though the
stones did not etop him, the defence was still good. He
R ul!!) to the barricade of rocks, and, not expecting it
there, he crashed against it, and reeled back. And as he
recled, Nugent leaned over the rock, and dealt him a
torrible blow with his cudgel. The Italian groaned, and
dropped as if he had been shot,

The other two were rushing on, They stumbled over
Marco, and as they stumbled, a whizzing shower of sharp
stones cut into their skin, and they velled with rage, and
raced back to shelter,

Boi Marco still lay where he had fallen.

" Hurrah for us!” reared Bob Cherry, his pent-up feelings
finding vent 1n an uproarious chear. * Licked, by Jove!"

“ Hurrah '

The shouts rang and reverberated through the hollow
eliff. And aery ﬂ% relief from the girls jeined in the shout-
ing. Buat Nugent was pale and silent. A terrible fear was
tugginz at his heart. E}Iﬁ had struck hard, and the ruffian
had not moved since he had fallen,

But he was relieved in a few moments more. As the
cheering echoed away, there wes a groan from Mareo, and
he stagpgered to his feet. He had been stunned, and there
was already a lump as large as an egg under his dark hair.
He put his hand mechanically to it, and atared dazedly at
the bovs,

Wharton pointod to the shore.

“ (o1 he eaid crisply.

The Italian broke into a volley of caths. Wharton's hand
rc-.:-ia with a stone in it, and the ruffian broke off suddenly
and ruan.

He joined his eomrades among the rocks, and there was
gilence, save for a faint muttering of volces, in which the
juniors could not distinguish the words.

“ Licked ! said Bob Cherry. 1 rather think we've kept
our ond up pretty well this time."”

“The pretty-wellfulness iz terrific, my worthy chum."

“Lickee hollow,” murmured Wun Lung, " Velly good.
Keepee watchee nigntee or comee back, p'l'aps™

o ‘f%a? rather; we shall have to sleep with one eye open
to-nighe.”’

"I say, you fellows, are they gone?™?

"They'rﬁ E.'ﬂ“'ﬁ‘. Hu“t-?-”

“(ood! I'm sincercly sorry I couldn't help you. I was
looking round for a stick or something, and I was just
going to——"

“Ha, bz, hal” i

“ Blessed if I can sce anything to cackle at,” said Bunter

vishly. "*I was just poing to——"

“Ha, ba, ha!” )

“ Oh, really, you fellows! I'm jolly glad they're gone,
a3 T want to finish my supper. I suppose you fellows are

eing to keep waich to-night It won't be sale for me to
]gmr:p waich, as I never can stay awale. Gimme szome more
soup, Wun Lang."

And the fighting being over, the fat junior ate con-
tentedly, and then rolled up some canvas and several coats
to form a bed, near the fire, and stretched his plump limhbs
upon it. He put his spectacles carefully inte their cawe,
and stowed it away, and blinked round sleepily at the grin-
LIng juniors.

“Call me if there's any danger,” he murmured drowsily.
“But don’t make a row if you can help it. I'm fe::v.r.t'ulfr
exhausted, and what I'm in need of now is a ly gﬂuj,
;uilqnd E];&P. Mind you keep up the fire.”
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And he sank info slumber.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Curious how some chaps like to be comiy," he remarked,
as he stepped lowards Bunter’s cosy bed. * DBut how that
fat chap can imagine that we're fﬂmg to let him have our
coats Lo snuoze on, is more than I can understand.”

Bob calmly stooped, snd jerked at the folded canvas
that formmed the foundation of Dunter's bed, dragged it
away, and rolled the fat junior cut on the cold ground.
Bunter spluttered, and awoke,

“Ow! What's the matier? Ow! Woorcoh!™

“Jump up!” shouted Bob Cherry, in alanming tenes.
Quick ! Quicl M e

“Ow! Wow! Mercy!” howled Bunter, thinking at once
that the enemy were i the cave, and unable to sce for him.
self till he got his glasses on. * Mercy! Don't kill me!
You can have all Wun Lung's soup! I'll show you where
Wharton has puf the tins u?ﬂuimun!' o

“ Well, vou young rotter!™ murmured Hurry, in disguse.
But Billy was too posseszed with his terrors 4o hear him.

“Ow! Deon't! I give in?' he roared, * Merey! You'll
—vou'll be harged for this, T tell you! Lot me off, and you
can go for the others if you like! 1—1-T1! show you
where the grub is, and where Wun Lung keeps his money.

“ [a, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry, unable to restrain him.
self any longer. The jumiors were all lawghing, and
Maurjorie and Clara were almost weeping with merriment.

Dunter blinked round in amazement. The laughter told
him that his fears were groundless, and he groped I-::arr his
spectacles and jammed them upon his little fat nose. Then
he glered at the yelling juniors wrathfully.

“Ain't they herei" he gasped. "' 1--1 thenght—I mean,
it was all a joke, of course. I knew they weren't here! 1
was taking you fellows in! T'll bet you thought 1 was
really frightened.” e i

“T1 bet we did,” chuckled Bob Cherry. * You did it
marvellously well, Buuter. If it wasn't genwwe, you ought
to be on the stage. You conld be put on to play the part
of a mean-spirited, cowardly, dirty little relter, and you
wouldn’t have to make up for the part.”

“ (Oh, really, Cherry—-"" )

“Seat! I've ¢ jolly good mind to roll you out of the
cave! Dry upl” :

Bob Cherry collected the canvas and coats, and carried
them info the inner cave, and the two girls bade their
fricnds good-night. They were tired out, and early as the
hour was, quite ready for sleep. Billy Bunter watched hia
cosy bed disappear witn s grumpy glare, but he did not
venture upen a word ‘'of remonstrance. Bob Cherry was
loaking too dangerous. The juniors gathered round the fire
to sleep on tie sandy floor, und with their feet to the
embers, they were quite warm enough for comfort. Harry
Wharton and Hurreo Singh took the first watch, and they
sat at the opening of the cave with their -:u:]g-ﬂz. in their
hands, ready for the enemy if they should come,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

Rescue at Last.

HREOUGII the night the Greyfriars juniors slept and
T watched by turns, Billy Bunter could not be trusted
to keep watch, but he was dutifully awakened when-
ever 1 watch was changed. He grlumhladr MOTS
loudly every time, but Bob Cherry said that it wasn't play-
ing the game for him to sleep all the time, and so Bunter's
slumbers woro considerably broken that night. He could
always drop asleep at a minute's notice, however, so he was
never awake for long on these cccasions. . .

There was no attack from the foreigners during the night.
Onoe or twice the watchers heard them moving, and once &
dim form loomed up near the opening of the cave. Mark
Linley caught it with a sharp stone, end there was & mut-
tered oath, and the shadow ﬂllsupi(:eurﬂd_. Then there was
silence till morning. The Italians had evidently had enough
of attacking,

Morning fushed over a calm sea and blue hegvene. The
light stole into the cave through the fissures of the rocks,
and the juniors awakened., Bunter stirred, and locked
round to see if there were any 5;1%'113 of _br-e,akfa.stf, and went
to sleap dgain, The fire was stili burning cheerily, having
been fed whenever the watch was changed, and the smoke
poured out of the fissures abuve. Bob Cherry yawned and
rubbed his eyes. .

* I aliould like a jolly tg‘;&d dip in the sea,”” he remarked.
“We shall have to cut morning tub thia time. But, I
say, Harry, what about those rotters? We can't be cooped
up here all day.”

‘harton shook his head.
“ Not much! But let us have breakfast now."
Wharton stepped out of the cave to the spring for wai?n
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He could see the three Italians on the shore, and they
seefned to be still asleep on tho soft sands. They must have
2ed & cold night there, and, as Wharton gazed, he saw
arco sit up, and shiver and knuckle his eyes. The man's
face was not a pleasant sight. It had been laid open in
half & dozen places by the stones in the fight, and the dried
bloed had not been washed from the skin.

He looked round and ecaught Wharton's glance, and
scowled savagely. The others woke and rose, and they stood
staring towards the cave, but they did not offer to approach.
But it was pretty clear that trouble was to be expocted
when the jumiors ventured gut,

The trouble to come did not nffect their -appetites for
broakfast, Wun Luns was early busy with hia famous soup,
end that, with the addition of some of the tinned zalmon,
made & good meal. It was washed down with cold water,
end though the juniors missed their breakfast cups of tea,
that was not worth troubling about. Marjorie, in her con-
tented way, declared that it was better than tea, and Miss
Clara was of opinion that it was ripping.

 Wharton rose with a serious face when breakfast was over.
M:‘!-r orie looked at him uneasily.

*You are not going out? she said,

}-Iarrg amiled.

‘' We can't remain cooped up here,” he said. “ We've
got t? try to build a boat gut of that old hulk on the shore,
if wo'ro to get off the island.”

:‘ But—but they——"'

“We shall stick together, and I dare say they'll let us
alone. If not, we shall have to tackle them at closé guarters.
It's all right, Marjorie; there’s enough of uws to manage
the rotters.”

_The girl’s lips trembled, but she was silent. Wharton was
right; it was impossible to remain in the cave for an in-
definite time. DBut ihe Italians in their present mood—
hungry, savage, and smarting from their wounds and their
defeat—were capable of au;.rﬁa ifgr,

" You will remain here, and Bunter,” said Farey, with a
ﬂmt_ in his eyes as he picked up his cudgel. “It's no good

aking about the bush, you chaps. We've pob to master
those scoundrels or knuckle under to thein. Come on!”

There was no dissentient voloce. _After all, it was quite
R_liﬂb-t{hlﬂ_ that the rascals would hesitate to go to extremes.

te Juniors stepped out of the cave together, and moved
down the slope towards the beach.

Toe three Italians saw them coming, and drew closer
together. Theic glanecs were turned savagely towards the
boys. The Greyfriars juniors did not flinch.

* Come on!" apid Harry guietly.

They strode straight towards the Italiana. With their
cudgels iy their hands, they were a dangerous party to
tackle, and the ruffiuns seemed to realise it, for they hesi-
tated.  Wharton spoke as soon as he was near enouch,

“We don't want any trouble with wow,” he said, in his
erisp voice. “ We only wan! to be left alone. If wou like
to keep on the otner side of the island, we sha'n't quarrel.
MWe're not going to have you hanging about heve. What
go you say?’

Marco put his hand up to his gashed face.

* Look at that! Ah, T will punish you for that!™ He
edded a word to his compamons in Italian, and sprang
towards the juniors,

* Line wup,"" shouted Harry Wharton,
hardest "

*“ Right-hot"

And & crashing blow from ITarry's cudzel sent the knife
whirling fromn Marco's hand. The ruffian sprang upon him,
witheeding o fierce blow across the face, and grasping him in
his powerful arms, bore him to the earth.

The other two were rushing on, and in a few seconds o
torrible, and perhaps a <deadly, conBict would have been
reging, but at that moment came a shout from the sea.

* Ahoy there!”

There was a cry from Marjorie, as she waved her hand-
kerchicf at the opening of the cave,

“Help, help! Help is coming 1

A white snil glanced on the sea. There was a shoui from
8 dozen voices as a big sailing-boat swept shoreward in the
eove. In the boat could be seen Wingate, the captain of
Greyinars, and o dozen other fellows. The Italians looked
rounrd at the shont, and changed colour atethe sight of the
rescuers, and darcted away among the rocks like frightened
rabhiis. arco was still geasping Harry Wharton, tco
enragzed to see or lo hear. Bob Cherry and Nugent seized
him, and drapged him off, ruining fierce blows upon him.
The Italian, half-stunned, rolled on the earth.

“ We're coming!” roared Wingate.

The boat thudded into the sand, and the Greyfciars fellows
poured ashore. Marco stageercd dazedly to his feei, and
;tﬁed t_Etankijr at them, then turned. and fed just before

0.
MTHE MAGNET "M
Libraty. No. 62,

“and hit your

NEXT
TUESDAY ;

“THE GREYFRIARS PICNIC."

Wingate reached him. He disappesred among the rocks
after his fyving companions,

~ Wingate clapped his hand on Wharton's shoulder as the
junicr rose breathless,

“ Hurt?' he asked anxously.

“MNo,"” gasped Harry. " OUnly winded. Lucky you came,
though 1"

Marjorie and Clara were almost crying with relief,
Wingate glanced bis eye rapidly over the party, and was re-
heved to see that they were all there. There was a ra
volleying of guestions and answers.

‘“We thought you had gone down in the gale,” said
Wingate gruffly, “E&-Dm«ebﬂgj' thought of the island, but
1t didn't seem possible you had landed on it in such weather.
The wonder is you're not all drowned. But somebody from a
boat yesterday declared that he saw smoke on the island
at sunset, and then we guessed there was a chance some of
you had got here. We szhould have come to look, any-
way—nok that you're worth the trouble,” went on Wingate,
valieved enough by the safety of the juniors to slang them as
much as he liked, “ The bovs I mean, of courss.”
turned red as Marjorie emiled. *F We came off first thing
this morning, and we seem to have come at a lucky time,
Who were those scoundrels?’

i ‘;‘-fh:{:;:tﬂn explained breathlessly, Wingate frowned as he
ESTRIE.

“The brutes! Well, they can’t get off the island, and
we sha'n't take them off. They can watt here tifl the police
send 4 boat for them,"” he said ' You kids jumap in now,
and guiclk about it!"”

The rescue had come at an opportune moment, yet it waa
not without a pang of regret that the juniors stepped into
the boat, and lecked their last upon the island where they
had lived their short cxperience as Crusoes. Alter all, it
had not been such a bad time, though the element of danger
had not been wanging,

The beat glided swiftly under mainsail and jib towards
the villape of Pegp, and thero was a concourse on shore to
preet and stare at the returned castaways. Miss Primrose,
the head-mistress of Clif House, wept over Marjorie and
Clara as she greeted them. Dr. Locke did not weep over
the Removites—he came very near fto giving them reason
to do the weeping. Dut, after all, thev were not so very
much to blame, and beyond forbidding such expeditions in
the future, the Head let the matter pass. The heroes of the
adventure were not let off so lightly by their schoolfellows,
who made them relate at endless longth their exploits and
sufferings on the rocky isle when they were shipwrecked.

THE ENID.
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
gstonizhment that he has becn é)mcticull'_r.' disinherited 111

favour of his Unecle Dominic and Cousin Leonard. He con-
sequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Tom loward, ond soon becomes a ¢corporal. Dominie ash-
wood's death cceurs just as the 25th are sailing lor Endia,
On their arrival there, Leonard jolns the Ploonghshires,
A frontier way bieaks ont, and the 25th receive orders to
mobilise Tor the front. A trooper named Slige is bribed by
Dashwood to dring 'om Howard one night while the 3'-:-11115
corporalison picket duty. Tom falls asleep at his postan
i3 told that in due time he will be court-martialled. One
day Slige has a letter from his wife, deseribing how, whiie
cleaning out a certain set of offices 1n Lincoln's Inn i’-‘lcld&.
she discovered n dusty document nnder a safe, relating to
Tom Howard's atfairs, and that Sergeant Hogan, a former
servant of Colonel Dashwood's, with whomnm Mis. Slige was
acgnainted, had joyTully affirmed that it established Jagk
Dashwood’s elaim 1o the Colonel’s estates. This letter Sligo
maliciously shows to Leonard Dashwood, who manages
to destroy it, together with ome from Sergeant Hogan to
Tem Howard, who has been promoted 1o sergeant. An
I0U for £65, which Dashwood had given to Slige as
hush-money, f‘a[laium Coloncl Greville's hands,

A gencral advance is now ordered, and the column moves
to the camp at Mawagai. There much of Leonard Dash-
wood's villainy is exposed, and he is placed under arrcat
to await court-mnartial. A letter containing proof of
Dominie Dashwood's fraud, however, is brought 1o him
in mistake for Tom Howard, and he tears it up, Tom is
ust huvhﬁ;.; a sStormy inteérview with his cousin, when
sergeant Hogan, who has travelled post haste from Eng-
land, appears. That night the Mahmunds make a fierce
attack on the camp. During the fi-,;hting] Leonard Dash-
woodd, a prizoner in his tent, stands with Tolded arms,
looking bitterly out in the direction of the firing.

{Now go on with the story.)

What Colone! Martin Saw !

Private Johnson, who was still on guard, implored Leonard
to lis down, unheeded; but when the Ghazie stormed the
parapet, and, in the light of the star shells, Leonard Dash-
wood saw thres white figures vault over, sword in hand on
to our side, and scatter the handful of Ploughshires like
cheep, he suddenly drew hiz revolver, shot two of them, and
blew a rally note on his whistle.

“ Come on, you zcum of the earth!” he shouted savagely.
"We can't stand this, you know! Who'll [ollow me and
drive thosze fellows back"

He was not popular, by reason of his manner, and =till less
g0 by the rumours that had filtered among the ranks of his
regiment; but it was no time for nice distinetions, and a
score of volees answered to his call

Hiz sword was in the hands of the adjutant; but he had
gtill four shots remaming in his revelver, and, without
thinking, perhaps without caring, rha{;_ls even hoping that
he might meet his death, Lecnard Dashwood sprang over
the parapet, firing right and left, followed by his men.

As the whole camp was attacked almost simultancously,
no one paid any particular attention to what was poing on
in front of the Ploughshires. Each regiment had itz own
work cut out for it, and very hard work, too; but never-
theless, a whisper ran along the line that the camp had been
forced, and that some of the defenders were out on the
plain, charging with the bayonet in the good old British

Wway.

It reached Colonel Martin’s ears, and the fiery little man,
gpringing to his feei with an exclamation that is not to ba
h:uurn.igm the Army regulations, ran to the spot where the

lientenant and his men had leapt over the parapet.
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" What 1s the meaning of this? What ig this I hear?” hae
dentanded sternly.

‘' Enemy yushed the wall, sir,” said & wounded private,
who was pressing a thumb on a vein in his wrist. ** Mr.
Dashwaood ml!mij for volunteers, amd wenbk over like a
rocket1”

“Thank Heaven the scoundrel has got some pluck in Aim
at last!” he muttered to himself. “ If he wonts to go out
I don’t know a better way. And, upen my soul, it is all
that is left to & man in his predicament. And the regiment
will not be disgraced alter all.”

And the wish in Colonel Martin's heart, almost amounting
te a prayer, was that Lieutcnant Dashwood might never
come back alive.

The onset of the disgraced man and his handful of fol-
lowers had been so sudden and so strong, that the Mahmunds
had recoiled. But now the little band was fghting wildly
int the centre of a circle of fanatical swordsmen, and there
was little doubt az to the result.

Colonel Martin glared grimly over the top of the parapet,
2 little uncertain what to do. !

“Will wou let me take half & company, sir,’” said Dick
Vivian, “and bring our fellows off 7 They can't do any
good, and we can't fire as long as they are there."

The cclonel looked sharply at the boy beside him, with his
face flushed, and the vevolver which he gripped in his hand
making dangerous cireles,

* Forward, F Company ! he at last shouted, *I want you
to bring those fellows back! ¥You must not go a yard furthex
than the hill—just out and in again, that’s all1™

And the words were no soconer out of his mouth, than
Montgomery and Vivian leapt over the barrier, with tha
company at their heels, roaring like mad, and delighted to
have the opportunity of rushing

Privato Johnson, ]m‘.rirr_g' no prisoner now, elipped away
from the colomel's side, and vaulted over the wall in the
rerr of the company.

“(Coma back, you there!” roaved the colonel, who had an
eye like a hawk, and knew the face of every man in the
TeElInent,

But for onoe in his life Private Johnson disobeyed the
voice of authority, and did a miﬁht:; sprint, coming up with
the Ploughshires before they had gone twenty yards.

Montgomery and Dick emptied their revolvers in a
twinkling, and, drawing their swords, set a grand example
to their men, plunging into the thick of the foe, and knock-
ing over half a dozen Asiatics apiece. But for all that, it
was not destined to be a4 walk over.

Gun-butt and bayonet, foot and fist, flashing tulwar and
murderous Afghan knife, all showed in the light of the
star shells, plying and prodding, hewing and slashing, in a
medley that Wﬂlﬁd have brought joy to the heart of Bll

lopgett had he only witnessed it.

Iﬁnshwmd and his handful of men had reached the
hillock, when they heard the British cheering bhehind them,
and, leoking back, saw the Ploughshires, with Montgomery
and '\Tivian%cuding, and turned to join them,

A chance bullet rolled one man over as they started.
Threa others were more successful, and gained their com-
rades unscathed. 'The fifth man stayed where he was, A
irailing rocket showed him distinctly for a moment, staned-
ing at bay, with a clubbed rifle in his hands. Then the light
died away, and they =aw hiin no more. But the colonel had
& vision of a pair of arms thrown up, a rifle dropping from
fingers rendered suddenly nerveless, and the bugler beside

The Opsenl} Chapters of
Another Grand ﬁl’%.urr cﬁ .i.nnf:r Life,
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him heard the chief clear his throat with a noise something
between a encrt and A gasp.

Ly ogum, he's got it eaid Colonel Martin, half aloud.

And Leonard Dashwood had got it, and got it badiy!

The colonel blew a 2ignal on his whistle to retive, and
Montgomery, hearing it, rallied the men, whoe were just
getting out of hand, and came back leisurely behind thom,

The men ran up, leaped inte the trench, and laid down,
It hed beeca **nuats and gingerbread to them. But soven
or eight of them remained behind, and two they carried in,
badiy slashed,

Y Eurely that was Dashwood, sir?"” sald Montgomery in a
lew voies, approaching the colonel. ' Ie must have broken
his arrest '

“Hush! Not a word, Maontgomery "' =zaid the chief. "I
saw him just now when they fired that rocket, and I believe
he has gone to the bar of a higher Tribunal than that of &
district eourt-martial!”

As vet Bir John Dashwood was in ignorance of the
happening which bore 80 nearly upon hizs own fortunes
Altheugh the hillock to whieh Leonard Deshwood and his
men had sped was directly in front of the parapet held by
the 25ih Hussars, the rush of the Ploughshires hod come
between the hillock and his vision at the moment that
Colonel Martin had seen Leonard Dashweod fall, But
Jack’s altention was riveted on nn incident that quickened
hiz pulses, and filled him with an uncontrollable longing to
vault ever the barrier of sand and biscuit-boxes and rush
out on to the plain,

The Ploughshires were cominz back at the double,
Behind them the fall form of Captain Mentgomery, and,
& few pages in his rear, Dick Vivian, who had lost his
helmel, and was loading his revolver as he ran.

The ground was étrewn with white-robed tribesmen, and
hare and thore & khaki heap; and as Dick reached one of
the latter it almgilﬂd up into s sitting position, and pressed
two hands to its head.

Dick stopped short and bent over the wounded man, his
back to the plain. He did not sece three slinking figures
that stole after him, erouching low. Put Jack saw them,
and on the impulse of the moment put his hands to his
mounth and shouted :

“ Look out, Dick, you idioct! They'll be on top of you in
B minute '

" What the dickens are you talking about?’ said the
Hon. Algy, who, in common with the rest of the men about
him, heard the warning.

Y My friend Vivian, of the Plouzhshires, yonder, sir—
look! Great Scott ™

Jack broke off suddenly,
ejaculated an enthusiastic:

" Bai Jove!"

Dick Vician, when the foremost of the Mahmunds was
within a short distance, fired, and dropped the man in his

and even the Hon., Algy

trenches, and the captain was speaking to Colonel Martin,
when a burst of cheering drew the attention of them both to
the plain outside the parapet.

Then they knew why the Ploughshires cheered, and wh
the 25th Hussars awoy on their right cheered, for Dick
Vivian, with the burly form of Private Johnson on his back,
was staggering towards them, riffe in hand, turning round
evory few paces, lest any slinking Pathun might be stalking
therm in the rear.

Half a dozen men, without waiting for orders, jumped
out to his aid: but Johneon's arms were so tightly locked
round about the youngster's neck that Dick had the honour
and glory of bringing his prize up to the very nose of his
own oolonel.

Little by little the attack on the eamp slackened. Our
fire was too terrible [or even tho Ghamis to face, and by
degrees, as their courage cooled, they drew off, and con-
tented themselves with firing from a little distance, until
just bofore morning broke they went away into the hills,
taking a large number of wounded with them. How many
they lost we never knew, but it could not have been far
ghort of seven hundred.

“One of the Ranks”

Another Splendid Story of Army LiTe,
starts Next Tuesday.

Morning came suddenly, as things do come in the Eas,
and we had time to count cur losses, and to discover what
serious havoe the enemy’s fire had accomplished overnight.

We had thirty-two casualties of all ranks, including
Brigadier-General Wodehouse, severely wounded in the leg,
The cavalry-horses had suffered hadfr, also the transport
animals: and Colenel Greville, with contracted brow, was
listening to the sergeant-major's report, when orders were
gent from the gemeral for the eavalry to go oul, c:le_-nr away
any prowling bands, and dizcover the direction in which
the Mullah's army had retreated.

The Hussars were mmstantly on the alert, and as they
mounted a rear of laughter arose from “ B" Bquadron, for
they had received a most unexpected and curipus reintorce-
ment,

Sergoant Hogan, by the aid of a biscuit-box placed on the

the revolver, and Mahmund
No., 2 shared the fate of his
companion, But the third
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round, had managed to get
| Eis game leg into a stirrup
once more. And there he
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man remained, and out of
the darkness came saveral
more te join him. And,
with a groan of despair,
Jack kmew that his friend
was snapping his revolver
to no purposa, for the two

2, Nexi Week.

 ho had appropriated, with a
eword he had picked up

Ineza knows where, and
the old look of hattle was
in his time-ravaged countens

cartridges were all it had
contained,

They could net succour
him; he was too far away.

ance,

Sea His costume was extra.
The Edltor, **MAGNET” Library, ordinary. IIe came out from
23.99, Bouverle Street, Fleet Street, England in anything he
London,will be glad te heat from yous. could pick up, and the sight

Jack raised his carbine with
a sudden impulse, and
loweraed 1t again with a
grouan. The Hussars
cheerad, for Dick pounced
on a rifle which lay wupon
the sand, and standing
astride the wounded man—
who was none other than
Private Johnson—loosed the
shots in the magozine one
by one.

One, two, three savage
foemen fell. Again the rifle
spoke, and with a ery of
auddez panic, the two last
turned and Oed towards the ’
mountaina,

Montcomery and his com-
pany, oblivious of what had
been going on behind them,
had already roached the |

“THE GREYFRIAR'S
PICNIC.”

A whole, crisp fiver falls 1nto Billy's
greedy clutches, and you can well Imagine
that the result spells a very exciting time—
especially for Billyl
Picnic™ is what Bob Cherry would des-
cribe as a ripping yarn,

1 hope you will, too,

P.5—The * Gem's  jolly good

af the old man, sitling erect
with the cavalry seat of his
day, in an old frock-coat, a
check wailstcoat of mar-
vellous pattern, and a pair
of sandshoes—which he wore
| becawse his feet hurt him—

made oven Colonel Groeville
smile

“ Don't stop me, colonel—
for the love of mercy, don't
stop me! Let me go with
the hhoys, for it's the last
chance I will be having, and
I'm just mad to ride with
the old regiment agin!”

(This sfory wiil be econcluded,
Next Tuesday another prand tals
of Army Life will commence,
entifled "ONE OF THE RANESM
Please order your copy of * The
Magnet " Library in advance.)
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