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A 'Tale of thhe Chums of Greyfxriazxs.

By FRANK

RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Bonter is Left Qut!

" ETTER take same grub!™

Billy Bunter rave a start, ¢

It was & half-holiday at Greyfriars School, and Billy

. Bunter had been looking round the Close and tha

playing-fields for mors than ten minutes, in search of Harry
Wharton & Co. On a half-holiday they were wenerally to ba
found on the football field, but Billy Bunter had Iaai'ed for
them there in vain.

Then the zym. kad been drawn blank—the Cloisters showed
no sign of them—and they were not to be discovered under
the old elms in the Close, in the common-room, or in any
of the old stone passages.

As a final chance, Billy Bunter went up to the study—
No. B4,
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No. 1 in the Remove passape—without much hope of finding
the chumms of the Lower Fourth there. For Harry Wharton
& Co. were far from likely to be indoors on a fine, cold,
sunny half-holiday,

But it is the unexpected that slways happens!

As Bunter neared the cpen door of No. 1 8tudy, he heard
Trank Nugent's voice, which showed that the imniors were
in their quarters; and the mention of the word “grub " gave
Bunter the clue.

The fat junior smiffed,

“ Better {ake some eﬁ.‘l‘ub. eh ' he murmured, ** Yos,
rather! They've sneaked indoors to plan a pienic, and they
think they're poing to leave me out! I'll watch 'emn !

And Bunter pesped in at the door, blinking into the study
through his big spectacles. :

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jumset Rawm

Novembaer 27th, 1900.
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Bingh were there, and they seemed tc be discussing some
mattera quite earnestly,

“We may necd some grub,” said Nugent. *“ You don't
know how long we may boe gone,”

** Oh, a couple of hours!™

** Better take some grub, in case of accidents”

" Well, you can cut down to the tuck-shop and get some,”
riid Wharton. " Yon can join us at the pate. Mrs Mimble
will do it vp in a parcel for you. Don't meke & show of it, or
518 other fellows will catch on.”

** Are we going alone® asked Nugent.

**Well, the three of us will ba enough to handle the boat,
nd yoa know the place well, you say.”

“*I've been over it before—before you came to Greyfriars,
my son,”” sald Nugent. ‘'L was thinking of Bob Cherry and
Mark Linley; and there's Tom Brown, too.”

“They're playing footer this afternoon.”

" (h, ! What ebout Bunter?”

" He'd only be in the way. FHe's such an ass, you know.”

"The assfulness of the esteemed Runter is preat!™ re:
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the esteemed Nobob of
Bhanipur, as Bob Cherry called him..

The unsesn listener at the door snapped his teeth. It is
said that listeners never hear any rood of themselves; and
Bunter was firding it out.

* Yoz, better leave him behind,” agreed Nugent, "I can’
stend Bunter, either. We've agreed to overlock the mean
trick he played on Tom Brown, but I must say that he gota
on my nervos”

" Oh, does he 7" murmured Bunter,

" VWell, he can't help it,”” said Wharton, with a laugh.
*“ He's more fool than rascal, and I really helieva he's too
atupid to know vight from wrong.'

*"Oh, 158 ha 7' murmured Bunter, sotto voce.

“The stupidfulness of the honourable Bunter is terrific,””
remarked the dusky Nebob of Bhanipur. "1 do not wish to
gay anyvthing against an esteemed rotter behind his honour-
able back, but I must rvemarkivlly observe that for sheer
fatheadedfulness the worthy Bunter takes the august bun. ™

_ U Well, T'H eot down to Mrs, Mimble's,” said Nugent, tek-
ing up his cap, and he left the study so suddenly, that he

L]

ran right into Billy Bunter, who was not expecting so sudden .

an exit, and wasn't prepared for it

“Oh!" exclaimed Nugent, in surprise.

“Ow!"” gasped Billy Bunter,

" Bunter !’

Bunter sat down. He did not mean to sit down, but the
shock of the collision settled the matter for him. He sat on
ﬂ'lﬁ 'i:;nniaulm Iand l:;lm!:ed at the wrathful Nugent.
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"You worm " saud Nugent,

“*I—=I wasn't! I-—I—"

“You utter worm !

“I—I didn't! I wasn't! T wouldn't! You fellows were
inlking about a fellow behind his back, and——""

*“How do you koow we were talking about you, if you
w&‘lxreIn'E Iisltenir!g?“ demanded Nugent.

* Oh, shut wp! I've o good wind to tread on you!™

Bunter squirmed out of the way with wonderiul swiftness.
He was slow, as a rule, but on that occasion he was positively

ecl-like.
Don't! Yow! Wow! Help! QOw!™

“You were listening!™

VF GW 1

“You ass, shut up! I'm not touching you.”

Bunter scrambl to his feet. "He adjusted
epectacles and blinked at the chums of the Remove.

“1 =zay, you fellows——""

" Oh, go and et coke!'” said Nugent, and he passed down
the passage, hurrying off to Mrs. Mimble's, who kept the
school-shop at Grevfriars.

“I say, Wharton—"

“Well, what do you want?’' asked Harry, not very
cordiaily,

Bunter had been very tr:l.-inf; of late, and it seemed to the
chums of No. 1 Study that they really wouldn't be able to
stand him much longer,

"“"You're going on a [eed—"

“We're not!’

1= heard Nugent say—""

“The esteemed Buntor cannot have heard Nugent say
an}'t'hing‘]: as he was not listening eavesdropfully,” murmured
Hurree Jarmset Ram Singh.

“Oh, really, Inky, I—I I;::ippened to hear—"

" We're not going on a feed,” said Wharton. ** We're only
going to take some grub in case we should be delayed. We're
gomg out in & boat,™

“T'll come and steer for you."

“We're going on the —among the rocks of the
Bhoulder,” said Wharton. "fr wouldn't trust you to steer
there. You couldn't.”

“* Oh, really®
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“Come on, Inky.'
“T say, you !‘eilnwsi, T'H q?ma,” said Bunter, following them

down the passage. I
ga an ass! You wouldnt like it, and you'd

“Oh, don't
be in the way—"

“ Where are you going, then?"'

“On the bay.™

“DBut whore?"

o Ii'?z'ever nﬁn&.-": g well

"1 expect vou're jolly we
Bunter. “I'v:;-na cod mind to let on to a prefect.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Let on, by all means.”

And he strolled away with Hurree Singh. Bunter blinked
at them as they moved off, and saw them waiting near the

oing out of bounds," said

-school-shop for Nugent.

He scuttled out of the gates as fast as his little fat lege
would carry him. Billy Bunter didn’t like tq be laft out of
things; nnd—ujuﬂgil;ﬁ others by himself—he suspected that
the chums were ¥ going to have o big feod in o quiet
place, and wanted to %LEEP it to themselves,

He knew the beat that the chums would take out on the
bay; and he kept up a trot all the way to the fishing village
of Pegg—a collection of cabins and cottages sprawled along
the sand at the foot of the big cliffs.

Az he ﬂt:;ttpect.ﬂd, a wooden-legged seaman was sitting on the

unwale of a boat, smoking, and waiting for the chums of
the Remove,

Captein Stump, es the meahogany-feced, old sailorman was
called, touched his cap to Billy Bunter.

“¥Young gents coming, sir?”’

““0Oh, yes,” said Bunter. ‘' I've come on first, to—to mind
the boat till they come. Here's a tanner for you to get
something at the Anchor.”

*Thank you kindly, sir.”

And Captain Stump received the sixpence in his horny
palm, and contentedly trotted away to the Anchor, where he
proceeded to get through the sixpence in a liquid form,

Billy Bunter jumped into the boat, pushed off—with zomes
difficulty, for though it was not a hard task, Bunter was not
an athlete—and shipped the rudder. Then he took the cars,
not to row away, but to keep the boat from being drifted on
shore u%ain the curling waves

Thus he waited for the chums of the Remove.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes Terms—The Smugglers’ Cave,

ARRY WHARTON, Nugent, and Hurree Singh eamea
down the stony path from the upper road, and tramped
across the sands to the sea. It was a fine afternoon, a
cold but olear November day, and the juniors enjoved

the tramp in the brisk air. They were looking forward to the
ull round the bay, and the explorstion they had planned
or the afternoon.

At one end of the ha{d-:]mtwe& the hamlet of Pegg, at the
other the great Bhoulder rose grey and grim, weather-
heaten with the storms of a thousand years, with the seagulls
fying round its summit as they had flown when the Roman
triromes came creeping alomg the coast—as they had flown
when Danish rovers had in Pegg Bay and fought
with the Saxon fishermen there in the olden time And under
the huge rocks of the Bhoulder, so the fisherfolk eaid, were
ﬁa;g, rk caves that had been used by the amug‘flum in mora
modern times, till the freedom of trade had made smuppling
no Jonger a paying game. The caves undoubtedly were there,
and Frank Nugent had explored some of them; but whether
the stories of the smugglers were exactly verncious was
gnother matter,

Harry Wharton glanced round for Captain Stump, who had
been instructed to have the boat ready. The ancient sailors
man was not in sight: but the boat was a dozen vards from
the shore, with Eﬁl:,r Bunter in it, keeping it there.
]‘Hunmr blinked at the Greyfriars jupiors, who stared af
11,

“Bunter "’ exclaimed Nugent, in surprise.

* The esteemed Bunter himself I

Wharton beckoned to the fat junior.

“ Bring that boat in, Bunter,™

“T eay, vou fellows——-u>"

“We want that boat! Buck up!”

“¥ou can go on wanting, then,” seid Bunter, who felt
hims=elf to be master of the situation.

“ Why, you—you—"*

“T'm coming with you.”

" Bubbish 1™

“Then you jolly well won't have the boat.”

“1f you make us come and fetch it——"2

Bunter chuckled, e .

“¥You can come and fetch it, if you like. You'll ge}
“‘Bt-\.”
NEXT
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There was no doubt upon that point. o e

It was impossible to get at the boat without Str‘l:gplng‘ and
swimming out to it, and none of the Remove chums felt
inclined to do that. As for going out to it in another boat,
the fishera” boats were all at a distance, on the sands near
the hamlet, ]

The ‘ot junior grinned at them.

“Well, am I coming with you?" he azked

“You fat worm !"

““Ha, ha, hat”

“Why, wyou cackling little dummy!” exclzimed Wharton,
exasperated. ' I've a jolly good mind to swim out, and give
you a prize thick sar!”

“You'll zet wet!"" chuckled Bunter.

The three chums looked at one another.

Billy Bunter certainly had matters in his own hands; and
it wﬁ:fﬁiﬁr te come to terms than to strip and swim out to
“Well, am I to coma?®’ grinned the Owl of the Remove.

" Look here " said Wharton., *° You can come, if you like;

but you won't like it. We're going to explore the caves
under the Bhoulder.”

Y Wall, T'll come.”

“Very well. DBring the boat in."

“It's pax ?'? said Bunter suspiciously.

Y Of course, aas!”

Bunter allowed the beat to drift in. The tide was on the
turn, and the waters were curling in over the soft, wet
sands, though so slowly as to be almost imperceptible.

The three juniors {ump&d into the boat as soon as it was
near enough. They locked grimly at the fat Removite; but
"pax " prevented them from wreaking vengeance upon him.

unter, secure from’ reprisals, sat down in the stern with a
fat chuckle. Heo folt that he had scored.

“Take the lines, Frank."

“ Right-ho!"

Nugent took the rudder-lines. Wharton and Hurree Singh
grasped sn oar each, and sat down to pull

The chuma of the Remove had ¢fuised round the bay many
s time on half-holidays, but they had not yet explored the
caves of the Bhoulder. Nugént had been in them before
pither Wharton or Hurree Singh came to Greyiriars; but,
ag he explained, he had found nothing but hard rocks and
wat sand, not much fo pay & fellow for the trouble of
exploration.

But Wharton had heard many & tale of the smugglers from
the fishermen of Pegg, and he was eager to explore tha
haunts of the lawless old ruaners of contraband cargoes.

Home of the Pepg fishermen shook their heads wisely, and
opined that the smuggling of the bay was not quite such a
thing of the past as most folk belisved. An opinion which
the juniors had scmetime: heard expressed, and amiled
broadly thereat.

The boat, ci::mpalled- by a couple of oars in strong hands,

wats aoon gliding among the rocks of the Shoulder.

At the fool of the great cliff, extending for some distance
out {0 see, was & range of half sunken rocks, many of them
completely covered by water at high tids,

On the outermost one, far outside Pegg Bay, a great rock
rising grimly from tho sen, stood the lighthouse. .

Among the big rocks the water foamed and swirled, and in
anything like rough weather, no eraft could have lived for
five minutes there, ] o

But the aftornoon was guite calm, and the juniors, who
knew the channels well, ha?l no difficulty in steering the boat
to safety. .

The tq;da. coming in faster, was flooding the rough rocks,
and already washing at the foot of the cliff, and fowing with
a hollow sound into the great caves at the base.

For the base was honcycombed with caves; most of them,
however, mere hollows oxtending a short distance, and
narrowing as they extended. .

MNugent locked ¢ut keenly for the opening of the deep cave
known as that whore the smugglers had landed and stacked
their cargoes of old. ‘

“Thers you arc !” he exclaimed suddenly.

The rowers rested, and looked. _

Deep in the grey cliff appearad a black gap—growing
larger and larger to the view as the boat glided towards it.

t was a huge, deep cave, and the sea was flowing into it,
with & degth of water sufficient to float the boat.

The rock was arched over the entrance, and there werg
signs upen it that the water sometimes, at least, washed
right over the entrance. But the juniors did not think of
that at present. P~ .

The boat glided on, the juniors no longer rowing, but
punting along with a shove first on one side, and then on
the other.

Nugent stecred carefully.

High up over the boat loomed the rough, rocky arch of
the cavern.

Billy Buntor glaneod into the gloomy depths of the cavern,
in which the flowing waters washed and echoed eerily, and
gavo a shiver. Bunter did not particularly enjoy exploring
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unknown places, especially where there was an elomient of
danger.

I—T zay, vou followseet" ‘

“Wa're sliding in.”” said Nuzont, aa the boat glided undat
the rocky archway. **Good! There are o good many Pegg
fizshermen who don't eare to sail in thes part.”

“I—I say, you fellows——""

f 2hut up, Bunier !

“But 1 say, vou know, why not have the grub oul hoere,
now, instead of going into the cave at ail?” said Bunter
persistently.  “It's better to have a feed oub in the opow
air."”

“ We didn't come here to feed, porpoise™

“Oh, really, Nugeat--—"

# Shut up, do ! .

¥ But—but suppose we get caught in the tide?
Wharton's always getiing cangat by the tude”

* Why, you young ass——"" _ o

“ Well, you were onee,” said Bunter. * The time Marjorio
Hazeldene was nearly drowned following the path round the
cliffs; and, but for my presence of mind—-' S

I wasn't caught in the tide,” said Wharton. " Marjuris
was. And you hadn't anything to do with if.  Shut up’
The tide won't be at the full for a couple of hours yet, or
nunrﬁr three, and we shall be gone before then”

[T} ut__._"l

“Oh, rin{; off ! If you're afraid of the tide, you shouldn’t
have come !

“[ was going to say I'm hungry.”

" Well, never mind. Shut up ™

“ Qteady thera!” said Nugent, as the boat bumped on &
rocl: inside the cave. *“ We can land further up—there’s
higher ground inaide. You didn't forget to bring the lan-
tern, Harry?”

s Igut mli?hiih‘

stter light it." ]

Hurres EiEgh opened the lantern, and Wharton lighted the
wick., The sunlight fell very dimly ioto the deep cave.

As the boat glided on up the chaonel the opening behind
them become a glimmering patch, and round them waa
darkness.

The lantern gleamed out into the shadows of the cave.
From the hollows and crannies of the clif came strange
murmurs of the water. Bunter shivered a littls as he
listened to it. . o i

i Blossed if it doesn't sound like wild ‘enimala!”™ he mur
murad.

Harry Whartfon chuckled. . \

“If we find a hippopotamus or » rhinocercs, we'll taka
him home and keep him stuffed in the study,” he remarked.

“Oh. really, Wharton !’ :

“ T don’t supposs, though, that we shall find anything moro
dangerous than lizards and crabs.” ;

Bunter grunted discontentedly, The murmuring ol the
tide in the hollows of the cliff was very uncenny, and Bun-
ter's nerves were not strong. Only a few days before a
tiger had escaped from a circus closs to Greyfriars, and Billy
Bunter had been scared out of his wita. Bunter was nevar
fond of dark shadows and mysterious corncrs, and since his
experienge with the tiger he had been less fond of them than
DVEE.

He blinked uneasily round him into the gloom. He had
only joined the expluorers for the sake of the feed, and it
sonmed to him a sheer waste of time and trouble to explora
the depths of the cave,

Mis Eﬁund eyes gloamed suddenly behind his spectacles. A
t wheeza " had oecurred to him for inducing the Greyfriara
chums to give up the exploration, and return to_the sumnlit
bav, where the bag of provisions could be opened and par-
talen of in comfort. The chums of the Remove were not o
their guard against the Greyiriars ventriloquist ab that
moment, all their attention being devoted to avoiding the
perils of the channel, ‘

Euddeﬂlﬁ Wharton held up hiz hand.

“ Hark I

From the gloom, clear among the dull murmura of the
water, had come a strange, low sound. It was a docp,
ominous growl!

You lnow

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.

ILLY BUNTER blinked into tho gloom ahead, Whar.
B ton raised the lantern, and flashed its light upon the
glilmlnﬂring water, the wet rosiza. Nugent turned
ale.
IIurIrea Jamset Ram Singh could not turn pale, but ha
looked very startied. ) ; ;
“Oh,” gasped Bunter, “it's—it’s the t:g;;:r i
# Rubbish I aaid Whaoarton sharply. * ¥ou know, as 'H;}!l
By FEANK RICHARDB.
NEXT WEEK.
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az I deo, that fhe escaped tiger was caurht, and taken away
wilh the cireus.”

“He may have got away again.”

*Rot )"

1t may ba another escaped tiger.

" Nonsense ™

Y Herk I muttered Nugent.

Crowl!

My hat!™ mormurcd Nogent., "It does socund like the
tiger, Wheorton!  But—but how could a tiger get here—or
any animal, for that matfer?”

Cirgwl ! 3

Wharton, who was watching Billy Bunfer with gleaming
FH-’ uttered a sudden exclamation, and pounced upon the
at junior.

Bunter yelled ag hie was squashed info ithe bottom of the
beat, and Wharton, twisting him over, gave him two or
ihree hearty spanks.

Whaek, whack, whack!

gd "']“.' Dwr O :J!

“What on carth- =" began Nugent, in amazement.
While the Nabob of Bhanipur wanted to lknow whether his
worthy chum was off his estcemed rocker.

“No; I'm thrashing the tiger.

T FI'I!_“: t—i.H’ﬂl‘ E!‘I

:: {*‘;ﬁ 3 it was Bundy’s giddy ventriloguism !

“It wasn't!” yelled Ruonter, his voice booming away
through the hollow eaves like thunder. * It—it wasn't 1
—-T mean it was only a joke! Ow 1"

* Ho s this spanking.”

O, oh ™

" There ! said Wharton, rubbing his hand, which was
aching and tingling with the vigour of the spanks. * Now
we've had a joke each. Fuany, isn't it? Ha, ha, ha !

TOw, ov, ow 1"

““Ha, ha, ba!” roared the juniore, ag Bunter twisted and
runted. And the hollow rocks cchoed back weirdly, * Ha,
ia, ha I But there was no more mysterious growling from

il shadows of the cave,

The juniors, laughing heartily, pushed the boat on, punting
with the oars against the grey rocks, while Bunter zat in tha
stern, grunting and sulky.

Deeper and deeper into the cavern floated the boat.

“My hat!” said Wharton, flashing the lanterm upon the
great dark, rugged walls of the cuve. "1 never dreamed it
was as large as this’

* They say there is n lost cave connected with thiz, where
the smupglers used to store the contraband,” said Nugent.
"The fishermen call it the lost cave because no one has ever
been ahle to find it. The wav into it from this cave iz un-
known.

* | wonder whether it axists??*

“There’s no telling, Half the stories they relate about
those caverns are varne, I expect.”

Wharton looked round him curiously-—eagerly.

There was a strange sense of adventure in exploring the
depths of the smmgglers’ cave, and he would dearly have
liked to find the lost cave.

But if the hshermen of Pepg knew nothing of its where-
abouts it was not likely to fall 1o his lot to discover it

The beat glided on; the opening by this time had become
o mere speck in the distapce. The chums were in the very
heart of the great cliff.

The keel bumped havd.

“Hallo! We're aground 'L

“We land here.”

Wharton flashed the light ahead., The Roor of the cave,
thick with a fine, soft sand, sloped upwards, kissed by the
eurling waves.

He jumped out of the boat.

Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed him, and
the fat junior stepped gingerly out, looking uneasily intoe the
dark shadows.

* Blassed if T know what you want to come to such a rotten
place for V' he grumbled, “ It's as black as a hat, and as cold
ag—as znything.’”

33

" Keep in motion, old chap—that's the way to keep warm.'*”

Bunter sniffed. He was not fond of exercise.

“We'll explore the rest on foot,” said Wharton, ** Tie the
printer to thizs rock. One can't be too sure. We don’t want
to be stranded here.™ ’
an{ent shuddered, _

“Hang it, don't suggest such a thing!" he said. ** You
make my flesh ereep !’

Wharton laughed, and secured the painter. Then he picked
upt the lantern again,

“* I say, you fellows—

* This way, Bunter.”

“I'm hungry. I had bettor have a snack—""

“¥ou'll have a fat ear if you don't get off that subject,

Tie Magner—No. 94,
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Buntjﬁ.: :.’E"ﬂu can stay in the boat, though, if you're too lazy
to walk.’

“T'm jolly weall not going to stay here alone ™

* Then get a move on!"

* But, really, Wharton—""

**(h, don't jaw!”

" Bhall we take the grub with us?" asked Dunter sullenly,
“No! We're only Eﬂing fo lock round. Leave it in t
boat, you porpoisa! None of your httle spacks on way.”

And the four jupiors set out to explore the cave, Dunter
lagging behind and prumbling ell the way. The tramp over
the rough rocks and through the crunching sand was & plea.
sant exercise to Harry Wharton and his chums, but Bunter
was not in good condition, and he did not enjoy it. He never
enjoyed anything like exertion,

Deep and dark the cavern extended before the young
explorers. ; i

Thera were many fissures which branched off from the main
cavern, but the juniors did not follow any of them, for fear of
losing their way on their return,

The aspect of the cave made 1t guite probable that the
stories the old smugglers were true. In that cave, far
from human sight, might be stored endless cargoes. The
tide, when it was a little higher, would float large and deeply-
laden boats into the cave.

*Only the Revenue hboats could get in as easily as the
smugglers,”” said Harry Wharton. ** The smugglers wouldn't
find this much use unless they had a secret storing-place, as
the fizhermen say.”’

But of the lost cave the juniors saw no sign.

Sudden]{.ﬂ MNugent utterced o startled exelamation,

“Look”

“Eh? What 18 1t7'7

“ Bring the hght here!” =aid Frank, in a veice trembling
with excitement. ‘' Look st this! What does it mean?”

He was pointing to the soft sand at their feet.

Harry Wharton flashed the light down upon the sand,

There was a general exclamation of amarzement,

For there—clearly oullined in the sand—plain to their
astonished gaze—was the track of a boot—a human footprint!

THE FQURTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Atfack,

HERE was no mistake about it! i
The imprint was that of a human foot—and it had
not been made by one of the juniors. It was the print
of a man’s boot—of one of the big, heavy soles such as
o fisherman might have worn,

The chums stared at it blankly. ]

The surprize of Robinson Crusoe on finding a human fool-
print on the shore of his lonely isle was net greater than
that of the chums of Greyiriars.

Who had been there? .

Wharton raised the light from the footprint at Jast, and
flashed it round tho great cavern.

Nothing but bigh arches and grey walls of rock met his
are—rock and sand, and deep, dark shadows—no sign of &
wmmean being.

Yot the footprint was fresh in the =zand.

For the juniors know thot when the tide was at the full
the water would cover that spot—the ribbed sond told as
mnch.

That footprint had been left there since the last high tide,

ITigh tide was not more than six hours ago.

At the earliest, then, the boot that had imprinted the
track hoad trodden the sends of the sea-caves that mormng,
while the juniors were in their Form-room at Greyfriars.

Harry Wharton and his chums looked at one another.
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Y Blossed if I can make it dut!™ said Harry at last. * Some-

has been here before us to-day !

“ Looks like 1t." i

“My hat! Here's more footprints!
sway up the cave!”

he jumiors looked eagerly.

True enough, the track in the sand led up the cave for a
considerabla distance, the frail extending into the black
shadows of the distance.

“I—I say, you fellows!"” murmured Billy Bunter. * Hadn't
we—hadn't we better bunk? It—it may be some—some—
snything, you know,” .

“ One of the Pegg fishermen, parhaps,”’ said WNugent.

¥ The perhapsfulness 1& great !™ .

“ But why is he here?"’ zatd Wharton quietly. * The fishor-
men sometimes show visitors the caves, but don't waste time
fooling about hers by themselves, If there were a visitor
beiog shown over here there would be more than one set of
footprints.”

“ True, O Daniel I' _ _

“Tha mystoryfulness is terrific ! remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur.: * What is the opinion of the worthy Wharton?"

“I say, yvou fellow .

“8huot up, Bunter!. It locka to me," said Wharton, lower-
ing his voice, **as if there might be something in the Pegg
yarns that the caves are still nsed—"

MNugent Jumped.

T ﬂ:ﬁlugg 'E!T'SE"'

o8,

* Phew " _

* Ahyway, what's the chap doing hera?™

* I-—I—1 say, you fallows, hadn't we b-b-better get back ko
tha boat?"

"“You can go back if you hiks.”

“I-—~1 can’t go alone—""

“Then stay where vou ara! OF course, it's noe business
of ours, chaps,” said Wharton, thoughtfully. " We're going
to explors the caves, all the same.™ - ,

!1‘" But—if 1t should be a smuggler, and we came upon
lrn__'llb

“1t would ba terrifia !

“I don't think s0,"” said Wharton, laughing. * Smugglers
don't go sbout with cutlesses and pistols as they used to in
the davs of the story-books. If we found him we should most
likely find some waster who was too lazy to work for his
Living, and took to smugghng instead. Anyway, we're three,
snd we're not afraid.”

“ Not much 1™ :

*i‘ Eh, really, Wharton, wea'd better go back—""

[ “.t.ﬂ !‘1‘

And the juniors kept on their way. As Wharton said, there
was no reason why the finding of the mysterious footprints
should make them give wup their afterncon™s excursion. It
was quite possible, too, that the man who had made them
had been gone for hours. Thers were po return tracks to be
gean, but he might have gone back by a different way. The
cave was extonsive enough for a dozen trails to lie in tha sand
without the juniors seeing them.

Thay preszed on.

The mouth of the cave, with its glimmeor of daylight, had

pite disappeared behind them now. Deeper and deeper into
tu}m rocks they went, till the narrowing of the rocky walls
warned them that they wers approaching the end of the great
hollow.

Harr

Look! They lead

[ 1]

Wharton halted as his light flashed on grey, grim
walls of rock, closing up the way of further advance.

“By Jove!" he said. **Wa must be fairly under Chit
House, I think, by this time. The cave extends riai_i\; back
to the very base of the Shoulder. Plenty of room here for
cargoos. ™

““You, rather!"

*“]1 say, you fallows—"'

“ Oh, shut np, Bunter!

“1'm jolly hungry 1’

* Br-r-r-r-r " )

Harry flashed the lantern round, and the juniors—who
were, as & matter of fact, all hungry by this time, and a littla
tired, as woll as Billy Bunter—retraced their stops.

In advancing towards the end of the deesp hollow they had
lost sight of the footprints, which andecf on a stretch of
barren rock, where there was no sand to retain traces. Harry

lanced round for the track again as they returned, but he

id not find it. : derabl ed

He stopped at last, considerably puzzled.

“I don't quite understand this,” he said.
toa tha track in the sand by this time."”

“We haven't pona back far enough.”

“T don't make that out. I counted my steps forward from
the track to the end of the cave, and they cams to thres
hundred and five. We have come back three hundred and
twenty steps.”

“Then we ought to have passed the track!™
startlad.

(L] Exmlj. !1'!-

‘" Let's look for it."
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They locked round them, uneasily now, bul the track waa
not to be found, Round them lay the soft sand of the cave,
unirodden by any feet but their own, The daylirht of the
cavern's mouth was not in sight.

They stepped at last. )

“ Wo've missed the way coming back,” said Harry, ad-
mitting the unpleasant truth at once. * Somehow we've
swerved off. I meant to follow our own trail back, Lut—

“ But we didn't I"" saad Nugent, forcing a langh, _

“Wall, T was looking round, and then, how could T thinlk
wa should miss our way? That's what we've done, or the
davlight would be in sight now."

' But how " ‘ _

*“ Thers must ba another cavern oncning off the main ona,
and wo've wandered into it, like silly jays!” seid Harry
frankly. ) ) ;

There was a terrified whimper from Billy Bunter.

“ Oh—oh—oh! We shall be buried alive here!”

“8hut up, Bunter?” i

* Oh, oh, oh! Wa shall die of starvation I :

“ Oh, ring off, you worm ! said Nugont angrily. * Don't
Legin to blub now, or I'll give you a thick ear to blub sbout |
This looks blessed serious!™ ]

“It's all right! We shall see daylight as soon a3 wa get
near the cavern's mouth, and we're bound to find it in the
long run.”

“Yoa, but— Great Seott!"

Crash !

Somathing strnek the lantern in Harry Wharton's hand,
and it went to the ground with a erash, and smashed.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Shut In by the Tide.

HE juniors stood spellbound for a moment. Amazing as

T it sesmed, they knew that the lantern had been smashed

by a stone hurled deliberately from the darkness of tho
cave—hurled by an nnknown hand.

They stood quite still, half expscting that another stone
would be hurled, hut nothing of the kind happened.

Wharton thought he heard a soft, subdued sound, as of
retreating footsteps on zoft sand, but he was not aure.

The chums stood in pitchy darkness .

It was a full minute before any of tham spoke. .

“ My only hat!" spid Nugent—the first to break the silence.
¥ Who—who could that have been?"”

“The smugplers!” mumbled Billy Bunter. “0Ow! It's
sll Wharton's fault! He ought not to hava brought us here
to be murdered ™

“ Shut up, you voung ass!”

“1 won't shut up! 53

® Who threw that stone?’ Wharton
darkness. 1 :

Thera was no raply, save the echo of his own veice thunder-
ing among the rocky arches.

** He's not likely to answer,” said Nugent. * It's the chap
who made the hoofprints, that's a cert., and he wants lo dis-
gourage chaps from exploring the caves, I fancy.”

Wharton knittad Fis brows.

“ 1 gshould like to be within hitting distance of him," he
romarked, “I'd teach him something about amashing my
lantern.”

“ Perhaps vou can light it again,” said Nugent hopefully.
“ I've got zome matches"

Wharton knelt in the sand, and groped for the lantern.
The stone came first to his hand; it had dropped at his
feet, It was a Jagged lump of rock, and it had sfruck the
lantern fair and souars. The glass and the reflsctor wera
both smashed, 8s Wharton falt with his fingers, but the rest
of the lantern, though twisted, was serviceable. Wharton
steuck a match, and rolightad the wick

The lantern glisnmered out again, with a feeble and
Aickering light. The Hame, unprotected, flickered in every
draught of tha air—and there was plenty of draught in the
apacious eavern.

Such as it wes, the light was hetter than nothing, and the
juniors kept o keen look-out for the individual whe had

urled the stone. They had fragments of rock in their own
hands now, and it would have gone hard with the unseen
enemy if they had hurled them. And they fully intended
to do a0 if they had o chance,

With the Bickering light in danger of extinction avory
moment, it was difficult to find their way—more difficull
than ever. PBut at last Harry Wharton uttered an exclama-
tion of relief.

* Look there!"

The glimmering light showed on the sand, and showed
'deep footprints there. It was the old track, and there were
thoir own old feotprints round and over it.

b
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" Good ! sald Nugent, in great relief. “I was begin-
ming to think ihit we had to wander round here like a
lot of Flving Dutchmen or Wandering Jews for evar and
ever.  We shall get back to the cave now,”

" We've only got to follow these tracks back.™

" (rood [V

Bunter gave a gasp.

“I say, you fellows, I'm fagged out, and I'm fearfully
hungry. I sa¥v, suppose that chap—-""

VY lome on 1Y

“I'm coming ! But suppose that chap has seen our boat.
I1e may have collared the grub !*

Wharton gave a start.

“ My hat!”

“0Oh, blow the grub!” zaid Nugent.
bl we get to Pe g, if not to Greyfriars.”

“Oh, reaslly, Nugent! Wharton's got more sense than
yun, He—"0>7Fm

“1 wasn't thinking of the grub,” said Harry; “T was
thinking of the boat. I wonder if the follow, whoever he
1z, could be brute enough to take the boat 7"

" Phew [

“ Buck up, anyway !’

, The mere thought was encugh to make the juniors break
nito a run. The idea of being abandoned in that desolate
vavern made them shudder,

A breeze from the cavern blew out the lantern; but they
counld hear the swishing of the surze now, and needed no
other goide,  But Harry Wharton’s face was strangely
cluu:’!-nxfin the darkness,

* What can it mean?”’ he mutiered,

“ What's the matter, Harry 7

““};W-: ought to see the mouth of the cave from here, that's
all.

Nugent stared ahead in the darkness.
glimmer of lizht,

“ T ean’ see it," he said,

“The nightfuiness cannot have fallen =0 early,” said
Thurree Jamset Ram Singh.

It is not sunset yet,”” said Harry; “and il it were, the
nmouth of the cave ought to be lighter than the inside, and
we should be able to see it jf—-""

He broke off,

“Tf what

*Well, we shall see,™

Wharton said no more: but they knew that he was
alarmed. Why was not the opening of the cave in sight?

They hurried on. The water washing round their feet
warned them that they had reached the tide. There had
been no other light visible in the cave: so it was evident
that the unseen prowler there was moving about in the
darkness also.

Wharton relichted the lantern, and locked for the boat.

Round him, in the ploom, the water surged, the waves
playing over his fect. But the boat was not to be seen.

* Fle has tolien it ' said Mugent, in 2 low voice,

* Perhaps not,” said Harry quietly. * The tide has been
coniing in all the time we were lost and finding our way.
The slope i3 very gradual here—the water i3 in about fifty
yards more than when we left the boat. The boat was
encored—it st be fifty yards or =0 from us now, moored
eilt thore,™

“ Ah, I didn't think of that "

“And I didn't at the time.” =said Harry, with a faint
smile.  * One of us will have to wade out for it. Will you
old the Hight to guide me while T po 7”7

“*Ripht-ho !'"

Harry stripped off hizs nether parments, and waded.

Nugent held the fickering lantern high in the air—not
fo light Wharton's way, beenusze the pale rays did not extend
eo far, but to guide him on his way back.

Billy Bunter sat down on the sand, and whimpered.
Murree Jamset Bam Singh stood like o bronze stafue.
Nugent anxiously waited for Harry Wharton to reappear.

Wharton waded out through the curling waves that
boomed now with a hollow sound through the cavern.

The sound of timber scraping against rock caught his
quick ear, and, with & hreath of relief, he turned in the
direction of the sound, and his hands touched the gunwole
of the boat.

It was still floating; but the rope that had held it to the
rock was now straight downward, the rock being deep under
water. The head of the boat was pulled down as the tide
rese higher, and the stern cocked into the air; and in
another ten minutes or so0 the water would have bean in over
the bowe, and the boat would have filled and sunk,

Wharton clamhbered into the boat, and out the painter—
st was impessible fo unbie it 1le shouled back to Nugent:

' It's ::r.]ll right !

The cavern boomed back his voice.

“ Right-ho! Bring her in!" thundered back Nugent.

TnE MacNET—No. 94

“We can hold out

Thera was not a

Wharton rowed the boat on. The flicker over MNugent's
head guided him.

The boat ran on the sand, and Wharton jumped out. He
rubbed down his dripping limbs, and donned hie clothes,

Bunter crept into the boat, and there was a faint sound
of a basket of provisions being unfestened.

Nugent strained his eves towards the mouth of the cavern.

But not a glimmer nor o epeck of daylight was to be seen.
He turned his startled glance upon Wharton.

" What does it mean, Harry ¥

“It meang that we're shut in by the tide, Frank, old
man,” said Wharton quietly. “ We spent more time yonder
than we intended, owing to losing our way, and the tide
was coming in all the time. Tt's up to the roof of the
cavern at the entrance now, and the channel 13 solid water.”

* Good heavens !'?

Bunter's jaws, in the boa
stood the terrible peril, an
replaced by a scared whimper.

" But—but the roof of the cavern inside 13 higher than at
the entrance,” stammered Nugent. *The ground slopes

upward, and so does the roof.”
The whole of the Acor will

“¥Yes. Get into the boat.
be under water. If it does not reach the roof we are eafa:
and can escape when the tide goes down.”

They elambered into the boat. The water was washing
roatnd their feet again, The boat began to rock, The tide
was coming in swiftly, and the whole of the floor of the
cavern, 1n spite of the upward zlope, was now under water.

In the flicker of the lantern their faces were deadly white.

The incoming tide would float the boat upward—upward
evar, towards the roof of the cave!

If there were ctill space left between the overarching rock
and the fullest tide they might foat there till the tide
turned. But if not

And it seemed nlmost certain that the greatest height of
the ¢cavern was below high-water mark, from what they had
observed of the signs upon the rocks within.

Then the boat would be jammed up agsinst the rocky
roof, and the tide, ureepbing on, wonld seize them as its prey
at last, and they would rowned like rats in a trap!

Billy Bunter collapsed into the bottom of the boat. But
the other three juniors, though pale as death, showed no
gign of fear.

f, indeed, their falte was upon them they could meet it
like gallant British lads, after fighting for life to the very
last moment,

ceased to move. He under-
the sound of champing was

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In Danger,

HERE was a grim silence in the rocking boat.
Wharton plunged one of the cars into the water to
test ite depth, and could not feel the rock at the
bottom.

Already the water was deep beneath the keel,

He glanced vpwards and around him. The light was low
and flickering, but it showed the grim, 'Em:i':. walls, narrows
ing as the boat rose higher and higher on the bosom of the
tide.

Ile strained his eyes to see the arching rocks above, and
made them out, grim and ddrk and threatening.

The tide ran with a sullen murmur, higher and higher,
desrp:ar and deeper !

Wharton uttered a sudden exclamation.

He had pushed up one of the oars, and the end of it
clinked against the rocky roof of the cavern.

There was a faint whimper from Billy Tucter.

" (o-00h M .

The juniors did not speak. There was nothing to be eaid;
they could only wait for death—or deliverance,

Wharton kept the oar upright in the boat. FEre long one
end was touching the reof of the cavern whilst the other
tourhed the timbers of the hoat.

Harry drew a deep breath, and lat it fall,

The tide was still rising, the boat rocking up and wp
towards the roof of the cavern. Standing up, the junior
could touch the cold rock now with his hand. ?

* My heaven,” muitered Nugent at last, * this—this s
horrible I !

“ O-h-h-heh PP ocame whimpering from Bunter.

" It's horrible,” said Harry. * But what can we do? J—
I'm sorry I brought you into this, you chaps !

* Rot!" said Nugent, with a ghastly smile. "It wasn'
vour fault. I ought to have known better, as I knew the
slaece.  But—but 've never been here before after the tide

ad turned. And—and we couldn't help losing our way and
wasting time yonder.” ] '

Wharton uttered a zudden exclamation.

" That other fellow [

* What ¥
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“That chap whose footprints we saw—who chucked the
stone at our lantern. He muat be still in the cave. The
tide was up. He could mot get out any more than we
could.”

(13 MI hﬂt !I'I'

““ He was here for some purposa—he must know the place
like a book. Would he let himself be caught in the tide
aod drowned like & raf in a trap?"’ eried Wharton ex-
citedly. * Thers must be same part of this cave where one
i3 safe from the tide."”

 [—I—T think you'rs right, Harry! If we could find it!"

Wharton seized the oar. :

“Wea can try, at all events. The roof may be higher
Turther along.” ;s
~ “MNo. Don't you remember, after & cortain point it slopea
down?” said Nugent despondently.

“I know. Bubt we couldn't ses it very clearly. There
may be a gap in it, which might allow the boat to rise.
A coupls of feet might save us" ]

“By Jove, you're right!"” exclaimed Nugent, infected by
Harry's excitement. ' Let's try, at all events. We may as
well kick to the last.” 3

“ My worthy chum is right," murmured Hurree Singh.

The boet glided alongz. The juniors had to keep their
heads down now, to avoid bumping them against the
inequalities of the rocks above.

harton suddenly jammaed his oar against the rocks above
gnd stopped tho boat.

“" Hold on!"’ he exclaimed. i )

Nugent nodded, with a bitter smile. The reck was sloping
down over them now—there was no further advance up the
cavern, without forcing the boat under water.

“71 thought so,' he remarked.

#Try to the side, then.”

“ May as well” . )

The hope had gone from MNugent's voice, but he did not
placken. e water was still rising, and their heads touched
tha rocks over them.

Wharton turned the bows to the left, to try desperately
glong the roof for some hollow which might sllew them to
rise a little higher, ]

The rocky roof was very unequal, and it was more probable
than not that some hollow existed in it which might save
their lives. _

Besides, where was the unknown man of the cavern? He
ovould not have gone, and he could not have stayed there to
his death, surely! He was someont who used the cavern
for his own purposes, Wharten guessed, and desired to keep
away intruders—then he mmust have some corner of salety
after the tide had rizen. y ) i

But where? That was the terrible question to which the
juniors had to find an answer—or die! :

As thoy rocked on the murmuring water, ﬂ'lﬂj: thought
of their friends at Greyfriars as much as of their present
paril—of Bob Cherry and Mark Linley, Tom Brown and
{.‘E’un Lung, and the rest, coming off the football-field after
their game, and wondering where they were!

There would be an alarm at call-over; they would be
searched for, but would they ever bo found?

They had kept their destination a secret. The sea-caves
wara not out of bounds, bat the masters would probably have
considered the intended exploration dangerous, and Lhe
juniors had decided to aay nothing about it beforehand.

They might never be found, unless their bodies were
carried out to sea by the receding tide, and washed up after-
wards on the shore at Peg%. ) | g ;

Harry drove such thoughts from his mind. His business
was to find & way to live, not to give way to despair and
death. . .

Higher and higher rose the murmuring water. The tide
was almost at the full, but-not quite, for it was still rising.

* The juniors crouched low in the boat mow. As it rocked
on the murmuring water, the gunwala bumped against the
rocks abova. - 5 ;

In & few minutes more it would be jammed there, im-
movable, and the water would pour in over the sides, and

an—— .
l.lnﬂl.u'ntwa\r had almost fainted. He was too frozen with terror
to know how near the peril was. ‘The others were less
fortunate They walched death creeping upon them,
Hurree Bingh was silent—a bronze statue. Wharton and
Nugent were pale as death—pale-set, but plucky still.

It was becoming difficult now h:{ﬁ.at the boat along at all,
but it was tho last ehence, and arton was game to tho
laat.

Bumping on the rocks overhead, the boat rockad aleng.
There was a sudden ﬁhiwzrinﬁ whimper from Billy Bunter.
Cold water was dashing over him. It was the first—not the
last ! At every lash n'vtgtha tide now the water surged over
into the boat.

Was it the end? ) i

“ Good-bya, chaps!” said Wharton huskily,
belp us; it's the finish now ! Give us vour fist!"

]-i'ﬁ graspad Nugent's hand, and then Hurres Singh's. His
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grip was firm and brave. It was the finish, but he was no
coward,

“ Heaven help us !

The next moment the bumping of the gunwale on the rocks
ceased. Wharton started in amazement. Instead of the
rush of water—overwhelming death—came a rush of zold
air. The boat was Goating free!

The junior sprang to his feet.

“ Hurrah !" o _

That last involuntary prayer on his lips had been answered
—they had been helpedll) The hollow cavern rang back the
junior's shout,

“ Hurrah !

—_

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Lost Cave.

UGENT and Hurree Singh sprang up, too. The rock
was no longor above their heads—the boat floated froo
upon the murmuring water.
blessed space and air!

After that first wild shout of joy there waa silence.

The escape had come so suddenly, so unexpectedly—at the
eleventh hour—that it overwhelmed the lads,

“Thank Heaven !" said Harry Wharton at last softly.

And Nugant said * Amen ! .

It had come at the finish, when it was almost all over with
them; but it was just as Wharton had h-:-{-ad, In the
unequal rocky roof of the cavern a great hollow opened,
whick the darkness had concealed from their eyes when they
warg exploring below. s ;

The boat had drifted on under the hollow just before it
was overwhelmed, and, of course, had risen into it on tha
rising water,

They were safe! -

There was a considerabla quantity of water in the hoat,
slopping about their feet, and about the half-insensible
Bunter. They baled it out, and Wharton shook Bunter back
to his senses. . . .

“RBilly, pull %‘_ﬁuﬁﬂlf together! It's all nght!™

*0-h-h-h-h-h ["

“We're safe!"

“ Safol"

“Yea; safe ps houses ! )

Billy Bunter sat up, wiped his spectacles and adjusted
them on his fat little nose, and blinked at the chums.

“J—] say, you fellows, are we really safe?"

“ Quite safe, Billy! Feel hungry ! grinned Nugent,

* Well, now you spesk of it, I do,” said Bunter. “I fcel
wet, too. You fellows have brought me inte a nice fix, I
musat gay ! Where are wei”

“8till in the cave."

“Tt's jolly dark!™

“Yes; we forgot to press the button and turn on the
slectrie light when we came in!" said Nugent humorously.
b ‘-‘."'gilil &e&il!',ﬂ iigﬂwhen t‘.he tide goea down!”

“Oh, really, Nugent!"

“OWara hafd & jlf:-!h.' narrow escape,’’ said Wharton. ¥ It
makes me feel a bit queer yet. Is the tide still rising,
Frank?”

“1 think 1t's stopped.”

“The cave i3 quite under water. From top to bottom—
no room for a !.iugehnt 1" gajd Wharton. ° Lucky we drified
hers, I wonder how high this goes? Can't see anything of
tha top.”

“ It might be only six fect off, and wo couldn’t see it by
that blessed lantern,” said Nugent. ‘" Feel with an oar.”

Wharton stood up in the boat, and swept an oar above his
head. It touched nothing. It was evident that this hollow
in the oliff extended very high. At all events, there was
space for the tide to rise yards above high-water mark, if it
were so inelined, and the juniors had nothing more to feat
upon that score.

There was a sound of groping as Billy Bunter sought for
the provisions. Then a sharp cxclamation from the fab

juntor.

“0Oh! Oh dear!”

“ Hallo! What's the matter?'

* The grub!"” ;

©“ Oh, tuck in, and shut up ! said Wharton tmpatiently.

“How can I tyck in when the grub’s ruined by aalk
watar 7' demandad Billy Bunter aggressively. *Look at
these tarts—squashed ! Look at that cake—it's like putty!
Look at the rolla—--" ] .

“ Mever mind ! Tackls the saveloys, and give us a rest |

Bunter grunted, and tackled the saveloys, The others were
hungry, and the sight of Bunter eating reminded them of tho
fact.  They ate also, and washed down the ropast with
ginger-becr.

Over them was apace,

“BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS DREAM.” = "R&XF &igiin0e
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“We shall have to wait here till the tide turms,” said
Wharton thoughtiully,

Nugent grinned,

" We eame near having to wait longar than that.”

“¥es.” Wharten laughed; he could afford to laugh at it
now. 1 don't want to go through a time like that again.
But now that we're here, I don't zee why we shouldn't go on
with the exploration. It will bo a couple of hours at the
least before we can get into the lower cave again. We shall
he ’]u.tn for call-over at Greyfriars: it can't be helped.
Let’s have a look round when we've finished the grub,

* Good iden !

‘I ean’t Drelp thinking of that chap,” went on Wharton,
knitting his brows, * He must be up to =zcme little pama
here, whether it’s smuggling or not. He tried to make us
ecoat from the cave, or perhaps—-""

He paused.

"' Perhaps what #*

"I don’t like to think that he wanted us to be drowned,”
saidd Wharton slowly. *I hope that wasn't in his mind.
But he has interfered with us, and put us into fearful
danger, and I want to make his acquaintance. If he's
anything like my size, I'm going to give him the bigpost
licking he ever had in his life. Aan if he's zome raseal
breaking the law, I'n going to show him up. That's what
he deserves at our hands, after what he's done, and he's
going to gpet it

Y dolly good ! After all, if there iz any rotten game going
on here, we may as well show it ap "

1 say, you Eetlm'-'a———”

" Oh, have ancther saveloy, Billy, and ring off 1

" There isn't another saveloy; D've finished them! Look
here, vou fellows, I don’t think you cughi to go running
mle any mere denger. You ought to think of me! OF
course, P'm not afraid——""

“Of course not; you're as brave as a lion ! grinned
Nugent. “That's why you were lving in the boitom of the
boat, whimpering, terd minutes ago.”

“I—I was afraid of bumping my lhead if T sat up, vou
know [

“¥You were afraid, that’s a coert.—whether it was of
h”“?]'n vour head or not 177

1 Jolly well sha'n't come with you on a fool’s errand liko
this apgain !™

“Mo; we'll take care of that !

““Oh, really, Nugent——"'

“Hallo ' exclaimed Wharton suddenly.

“T say, Wharion—"

“ Look there!” said Wharton, pavin
He raised his hand, snd pointed. **
it B’

A light flickered in the dusky depths of the cavern.

It was apparently at a great distance, flickering dimly
through the shadowy cave; but there was no mistake about
it. Tt was o lantern’s light !

Wharton extinguishod the dim lantern in the boat with a
prompt hamd.

. That light means that the chap we were speaking of
15 gver there,” he said, **I was suré ho had some way of
saving his bacon 1"

*Yeo, rather 1M

“Pull for the light: but, mind, not & sound ™

“Right you are IV

" I1—1 sav, vou fellows——"

“ Shut up, Bunter !"

Hurrce Jamset Bam Bingh took the rudder lines, and
Wharton and Nugent dipped their oars. Blackness was
round them, broken anly by that flickering, distant light.

The juniors were very keen now.

They badly wanted to get even with the man who had
played thom that cowardly trick in the cave, and they wore
carer to get upon his track,

Whao he was, what he was, they did not know, but they
meant to diseover,

The boat glided swiftly through the black watere, in the
direction of the light. There was a grating sound as the
keel bumped on hard rock.
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“ Hold on 1" mutterad Wharton. 2 }

The oars were laid in; the boat's nose was bumping still,
The light fickered some distance ahead, but the boat could
go na further. ;

Wharton groped in the darkness. To strike a light wad
to give himself away to the unknown—perhaps to atiract
some dangerous miesile.

He had to depend upon the sense of fouch.

But he soon made out where they were. They had
reached the wall of the high cave, and in if, just above the
level of high tide, was a decp opening, o smaller cave
piercing the side of the larger one above high water.

And it was in this upper cave that the light burned.

Nagent grasped Wharton's arm  almost convulsively iny
the darknezs. Harry turned to him.

“We've found it!"” mutiered Nugent excitedly,

“ Found what "

“The lost cave.”

Wharton started.

“ The lost cave ™

“VYes, the old cave of the smugglers. Don't you ses,
that’s why the revenue eofficers never found it. because- it
could only be reached at high tide in the cavern,” whis
E‘mmd Nugent excitedly. *““The smugglers brought their
wats into heve at low tide, and waited for high tide to
float them up to this cave”

Wharton's eyes sparkled in the gloom,

“ By Jove, you're right!"

‘“It's the lost ecave—the found cave now,"” said Nugen
with a chuckle. " I'm not surprised that it wesn't foun
befere; nobody was likely to get shut in here by the
ticde if he could help it

“* No, by Jove!"

“ But that chap, whoever he is, knows all about it

“And we're going to,” said Wharton determinedly.

He groped his way upon the rocks. Nugent and Hurres
Singh followed. Billy Bunter was divided between the fear
of following and the fear of remaining alone. He finally
decided upon the latter, with many uitered and angry
expostulations. But the chums did not listen to Bally
Bunter.

They made the boat {ast io a point of rock, and crept
up the cavern towards the light, and in case they should Ea
necded they took weapons in their hands. They did not
know what man or men they might have to deal with.
Wharton carried a boat-hook, ang Nugent a stick, and
Hurreo Singh a tin-opener.

In silence, with a deep-drawn breath, the juniors crept
on towards the light, which burned clearer and clearer as
they approached.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
A Modern Smuggler.

HE lantern stood upon a shelf of rock. If was a largs
T and bright ooe, and shed a clear light upon tE-E
narrow cave. In the streaming light from the wall
a strange scene was being enacted, and the juniors had

a fall sight of 1t as they eame uap. -

Keeping buack in the shadows among the rugged rocks,
they watched the solitary occupant of the ** lost cave ™ with
keen eyes and bated breath,

Ha was & voung man of powerful frame, not much over
thirty, as far as they could judge, with a keen, hard faca
aml light-grey eyes that looked like flints. His actions
were so strange that they could hardly suppress exclama-
tione of surprise as they watched him at work.

There was a large chest on the rocks, and in the shadows
behind the juniors dimly made out several more, They
were not old chests, either, left by former occupants of the
cave. A glance showed that they had been brought thers
lately, and there waz only one poesible explanation of their

resence  there.  They  contained emuggled goods.
gmuggling, as the fishermen said over their ale at the
Anchor, was not guite dead in Pegg Bay.

The old days of contrabaml cargoes and gangs of
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There was a general exclamation of amazement as Harry Wharton flashed the light down gpon the sand,
For there—plain to their astonished gaze—was the track of a boot—a human footprint.

smugglers armed with cutlass and pistol, were gone, never
to return. But a more cunning smuggling goes on peace-
fully at every seasﬂ-rt, and at many a quiet spot on the
coast. And a modern smuggler had evidently borrowed
this old eave to carry on his trade in security, though he
had lLittle in common with the gentry who had used it of
ald.

The chests had evidently been brought there at low
tide some night from a foreign wveszel standing off the
Shoulder. It had been easy to run a boat ashore into the
mouth of the lonely eave. Then they had waitad for high
tida to raise them here, and had landed their cargo. With
the ebbing of the tide, doubtless, they had gone. Becure
in the undiscovered cave, the chests had waited, till the
Iand agent should arrive to take the contents away, to be
disposed of in inland towns,

And, as it chanced, he had come on the same day that the

Graviriars juntors had chosen t~ explore the sea-caves under
the Shoulder rock.

“My hat!” muttered Harry Wharton.

“ ¥es, rather!™

“The ratherfulness iz ferrifie” murmured the Nabob
of Bhanipur. " The astonishfulness is alse great. The

thinfulness of the esteemed wmuggler is being transformed
inta the honourable fatfulness ™

The juniors chuckled softly,
The MagNET—No. 94,
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They made no sound aundible to the smupgler, and he went
on with his work, totally unconscious of their presence.

His actions were curious enough to cauze tham astonich-
ment, and yel so cunning that they could hardly help
pdmiring his resource.

The man was elim in form, though powerfully built,
While the juniors watched him he donned a suit of clothes
over his owsn, only taking off his jacket, the sccond suit
baing much too i"urge for him, and hanging about his
limba loosely., Then he cpened one of the chesis amd pro-
ceeded to take from it & nwnber of carefully fastened hittle
packets, which the juniors did not need telling contained
tobacco and cigars.

* Contraband !" murmured MNugent, thrilling at the word,
which called up asrociations of old-time smuggling ganps
and desperate fights with revenue officers on the sea-sand.

“ Yes, rather."

““There must be thousands of pounds’ worth there, if the
chests are fulll" muttered Nugent, in awed tones.

Wharton nodded.

" ¥es, and hundreds of pounds lost to the Revenue if they
pass in without paying duty.”

“ Hundreds of pounds for him—the chap who busted oup
lantérn, and nearly got uws drowned in the cave—eh "

“* It must have been he.”

“Of course. I rather think ke won't net those hundredy
of pounds this journcy, if we can stop him, Harry.”
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“You're right., Careful; doo't let him hear.”

“0Oh, he's too busy!”

.The man was hard at work, certainly, and all his atten-
tion was given to what he was doing. He was slowly and
eargfully packing away the little packets inside his
clothes. From & slim man he was growing into a fat one,
and 8o well was the work done that the juniors could only
gaze in wonder. The ontward appearance of the man's
Eaddnd limbs was natural énough to deceive anyone. Ha

pgan with hia lower limbs, and astumed the curious
appearance of being & man with a thin on_ an
enormously fat pair of legs. Then he commenced paddin
round his body, and gradually grew fatter and fatter, ti
he was of almost Falstaffian proportions.

. Even then he was not finished. He packed more cigars
inside his hat, a silk topper. Then he put up a Iittle
mirror on the wall, cpened a emall case, and began to
bestow his attention upon his face. The juniors could not
at first s2e what he was doing, but presently he turned
towards them, and they saw that he was disguising himsell.
He had come into the cave in one character; he was going
to guit 1t 1n another.

Wharten chucklad softly,

“Of course, it wouldn't do for him to be seen with the
aams face on a different body,"” he murmured. * Even the
policeman at Friardale would suspect that something was
wrong if he noticed that.™

And Nugent grinned.

he man was darkening his complexion, and the whole
aspect of his face changed as he fastened on a long grey
maoustache. Then he affixed a beard of the same ecolour
t> his chin with great care, and finally a wig to his head,
‘and donned the ailk hat on top of it. Wharton grasped
Mugent’s arm hard as the man donned a pair of spectacles.

“My hat! Look—lcok!"

Nugent hardly suppreased a soft whistla.

For pow that the man was fully disguised, he seemed to
be double his former age, and his aspect was not unfamiliar
to the juniors. He was now a benevolent-looking gentle-
man of middle age, and the juniors knew him g:,r sight.
They had seen him more than ouce in the village of Pegg,
and had heard that he was a philpnthropist much in-
terested in the welfare of tho fishermen.

“My only summer hat!"” murmured Wharton. © You
remember him, Frank; you've seen him in Pepg. I've seen

him ?Fwice hﬁfnr.e.”
“ Yes, rather,” grinned Nugent, * The bl m

“And he's a sn%ugg]er!” B Hhespd Huplug

“ The smugglefulness 13 terrific!”

Wharton's face became grave.

. Quite by accidént, in that afterncon’s ezploration, the
juniors had stumbled upon s dengerous secret. Thera were
others beside this man involved. Thera must be an
organisation. behind it all; there must be a large capital,
robably thousands of pounds, locksd up in this nefarious
usiness, The smug}glars wore not lhicely to stop at trifles
to keep-the secret of their operations. -

Wharton signed to his companions, and they drew back
fur‘fh&q from the scene, where they could talk in safety.
l.}wTﬂsicimiE‘ﬂ q—l_}llkl.; alﬁmmﬁa m:;tter," ::laid Wharton, in &

: at cha ; i ?
P p hasn't any idea we're here at
id you see what waz Ivin im "
okt ol ey ¥ing on the rock near him?

L} ND-"

* A ravolvar."

£ Phﬂ'ﬂ" [H

“Hoe hasn't = pleasant faes, aither” sald Nugent
©* Look here, there's a lot of money, and a lot of rascals, in
this matter. If that chap sees us, and knows we know all
about it, he’ll know, too, that we shall inform the
authorities,”

" That's what I waa thinking; ond what will he do?"

:I:hcs uniors looked at one another with grave faces.

I don't care to guess,” said Nugent at last. * Lock
hare, we shall have to get out without his discovering us.”

“ And let him escape?"

“Hang it!" said Nugent. “The guestion seems to me
!zﬂrm:au.t? eacaping oursclves without bothering our heads about
v
" ¥es, I suppose 50, said Wharton slowly., “1 should
like to take the scoundrel to the police-sbation in Friardale
tf only for the trick he served us. Ie knows that we are
here, and that we couldn’t get out of the mouth of the
cave, What does he think has become of us?”

“ He must think us drowned.”

" Exactly; and he was quite willing for us to be drowned,

1t was a merey of Providence that the boat floated into the-

upper cave just when it did. He never axpected that.
s expected us to be drowned like rats in a trap, when he

might have saved us by calling out oné word to guide us.”
Tae Macxer—No. 94,
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Nugent shuddered.

5 1 suppese so, the villainl”

““¥f he had tried to save us and put ws on our honour
wa should have been bound to saay nothing about what we
discovered here,” said Wharton. - ** But now "—he kniited
his brows—'* now it is our duty to lay him by the heals if
possible. Ha is a hard-hearted and relentless scoundrsl [

T F'E.'!, fﬂ-thﬂra" ;

“ Could we tackle him?™

There was a grim silence.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

Face to Face.

ARRY "WHARTON'S brow was dark with thought
He would have liked dearly to lay the smuggler by
the heels, and the sight of tha man's revolver would
not have deterred hom.

But Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh looked very

doubtial.
: _" I'm no coward, I hope,” =aid Nugent, at last. “But
1t's not our business; and, hang it all, bare fists aren't much
good against & pistol. It's a rotten idea, Harry, and that's
the long and the short of it

* The rottenfulness 13 torrifie.”

Wharton smiled slightly.

“Well, I don’t like te let him po. We can inform the
Euhw and the Masf;ﬁ-ua.rdﬂu of course, but he will be gone
o cﬂlﬁn' and he will earry on the same game in enother

" ¥ea, that's likely enough.”

““Btill, after all, we shouldn't be justified in entering into
a conflict with deadly weapons, if it could be sveided, [
suppose,” gaid Wharton reluctantly. * Blessed: if 1 like to
let him Eﬁ' but our turn may come.”

(14 Pﬂﬂﬁl F.'l i

“If we're not gﬂiﬂ%tﬂ tackle the scoundrel, the sconer wo
clear out the better, before he spots us,™ said Harry.

“ Right-ho ™ -

"“"Hallo! Look there!”

The light was glimmoering nearer to them.

The smuggler was coming down the cave towards the
water, where the juniors” boat lay moored to the rocks,
with Billy Bunter in it. Tt was pretty clear that the

sAmuggler had climbed up fo the cave when the tide was
Jow; but it was equally clear that he must have a boat

there, too, or he could not get away now that the tide was
high. And it locked aa ig it was his intention now to
leave the upper cave.

“ Come. on!" muttered Wharton.

The Groyfriars chums scuttled down towards the water.

If the smuggler found their boat there, and Bunter in it
there would be no further chance of avoiding an encounter—
an encounter which might casily end fatn]lgjr for one or all
of the chums of the Romove.

There was & slight exclamation in the darkness behind
them, and the glimmering light was seen to waver. The
smuggler had heard & sound ag they retreated.

“ Hold on!"" breathed Wharton.

They stopped, in dead silence. The light behind was
waving to and fro.

U Btop! T seo you!"

The voice thundered after them with a thousand echoes

YWharton smiled contemptuously. He knew fhat the man
could not see them. It was a trick fo stertle them into
betraying themsolves if they were really there. :

“Rats 1" murmured Nugent; and Hurree Singh muttered
softly that the ratfulness was terrifie,

The boom of the echoing voice died away.

¥ Come baclk 1™

Again the hollow eavern rang with a thousand echoes.

The jumiers reamained quite ailent.

The light was stationary now, showing that the man had
stopped to listen; but the boys, looking back, could not sees
him=—only that point of hight in the darkness.

He did not shout again. The silence had perhaps con-
vinced him that his ears had deceived him, and that thera
was no one in the cavern beside himself.

Wharton leid his ear to the ground, and listened. Ha
caught the soft but steady sound of footsteps coming on.
But the light was out now; the smuggler had extinguished
it. Wharton rose quickly.

“Ho's coming on, you chaps!”

f Yeou; lot's hunlk.”

i We must get down to the water first. He must have a
boat of some sort here; but we can get afloat Grat”

“ Right-ho !’

They hurried on, as silently as they could.

Thoy reached the rocky edge of the upper cave, where
the water was lapping, already a few inches balow the level

NEXT
WEEK.



of the rocks, however, showing that the tide had turned

and was sinking asgain. :

There was a sound from the boal—the sound of a pair
of active jaws steadily champing. In spite of the anxiety
of the moment, the juniors could not restrain a chuckle.
It was the sound of Dunter finishing up the provisions.

" Bunter !I"" said Wharton softly,

“Hallo! You startled me.”

“ Quist 1™

“J=—1 say, you fellows—-"'

“"Hold your tongue, yvou duffer!”

But Bunter's incaytious voice had reached other ecars.

e smuggler's footsteps were heard clearly now, as he ran
down towards tho water. 5

Crack! Boom!

A thunder of echoing flled the cavern with deafening
noige. It was caused by the report of 8 pistol

Wharton clenched hiz hands mnvulaiu'n]g.

Whether to frighten them or not, the ruffian was ﬁring
in the darkness. Wharton thought he heard the *pang ™
of a bullet fAattening on the rocks.

- The light of the lantern streamed out again, close at
‘hand now. Tt streamod full upon the moored boat, at which
Nugent was dragging o unlgosa it, full upon the juniors
of Greyfriars.

Behind the light loomed the form of the smuggler; in
his hand gleamed a levelled tube of steel.

Bunter gave a guaver of tarror.

“0w! Meray! Ow!™

The juniors c¢lenched their hands and stood etill, silent.
Against that deadly weapon theﬁ had no chance.

he man’s eyes, gleaming with s refloction of the lantern,
soemed to burn at them, as they were fized upon them,

“0Oh! You again!™

He panted out the words sa'rn.gﬁ:i‘y.

“Yes," said Wherton boldly, “ We did not drown, as
vou intended, in the lower cave, you coward and villain.”

The man gritted his teeth. Birange enough looked the
fcrémiqus face, in its disguise of white beard and moustache
and wig.

b O yEvng hounds, you came spying! Get out of that
oat <

The juniors did not move.

" Gat out of that boat, or T will fire!”

There- was no doubting that the wvillain meant what he
said. They had cornered a desperate man, and a man who
would stick at little.

Bunter, with a shriek of tarror, squirmed out of ‘the boat
upon tho rocks, and the others slowly and angrily followed
his example. There was ne help for it.

The man watched them with burning eves.

“Zo up into the cave™

4 Eu.t________.ll

“ Obey me ™

Wharton gritted his feeth. He was inclined to rush
straight at the ruffian, in spite of the levelled revolvar.
Nugent grasped him by tha arm and hurried him on.

'}%nn’t play the goat, Harry !

Wharton nodded silently.

The four juniors went up the cave, the lantern and the
revolver gleaming behind them. ] ]

The smuggler watched them out of sight with levelled
WOADO. i i

As soon as a regged rock hid them from him, Wharton
turned. Keeping under cover,. he looked back.

The disguised villasin had dragged a light skiff from &
hollow of the rocks, and launched if o fastenad the

ainter o Wharton’s boat, then, stepping into the latfer,
Ep pushed off upon the dark waters, taking both boats with

jm.

Wharton drew & deep breath.

“{ood heavens! Do you see his gamei™

Mugont nodded gloowily.

“VYea; we're stranded hero.” ;

“We can never get away without a boat” W]
emapped his testh, * Hang it, let's make a rush for 1t, and
rick the revolver! He may not dare to shoot after all”

But it was too late. FEre they could reach the water's
adge, the boats had disappeared in the black gloom of the
cavern, and the smuggler was lost to sight.

Wharton

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Abandoned.

ILLY BUNTER gave a howl, and sat down upon a
Jag ed lump of rock.
‘FE say, you fellows, we're done for ! .
“We're not dead yet,”" said Wharton guietly.
4 Den't howl tll you're hurt, Bally."

“(Oh, we shall sterve to death here!"

"You won't starve for a bit, qnﬁ'wum" soid Nugent
mvagel;. “I snppose you bad finished up all the pro-
visiona."

“1 had to have a sonac *

“Oh, shut up !
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Bunter whimpered into silence.

The situation was serious encugh. Wharton had kept
hiz battered lantern about him, and so it had not becn lost
with the rest of the things in the stolen boat. Ilc had a
box of vestas still. He lighted the. lantern, and the dim
flicker showed them their rocky prison,

Nugent pointed to the water.

““Look at the tide !

It was nearly a foot below the rocks now., They were
being stranded in the upper cave, and when the tide had
: wite gone down, there would be a sheer wall of rock below

e,

True, thero was some pathway on it, up which the
gmpggi'ﬂr had doubtless climbed; but how were they to find
it in the dark, and with the rocks still wot and slippery ?

It would be certain death to attempt to leave the upper
cave by climbing down the rocky wall,

Yet, what wera they to do? The tide was receding every
minute, and ere long it would leave them high and dry in
that strange hollow high ufv the side of the great cave,

Harry Wharton was not long in meking up hiz mind.

“We can't be stranded up here,” he exclaimed. * Wa
must go down with the tide™

" We have nothing to Hoat on"

“Weo can awim."

Nugent whistled.

“ All the time the tide is going down !™

* 1t seems to be going down pretty quickly, Frank. Dut
wea can find something to hold en to, you know. [lave you
forgotten those cheasts ?” :

“By Jove, I had! We'll get a couple of them along

here., Thag're full of tobacco and cigars, I expect.”
“ It won't take long to empty them,™
“ True.”

Bunter waa in a state of collapse: but Harrr, Frank, and
the nebob returned along the cave to the spot where they
had watched the smuggler disguising himself.

There, in the dim light of the lantern, they wrenched
open & couple of the big wooden cheste, ‘streamicd the con-
tents out carelessly upon the ground, and dragged the
chesta away crashing and bumping towards lhe mouth of
the upper cave. '

There was no time to lose, for the tide was poing down
vory fast, and by the time they arrived at the water’'s cdge
the water wae nearly three foet below them.

They had & length of rope left, which had been on shore
when the smuggler cast off in the boat, and with this the
chests wera lashed together and shid into the water.

They floated well, and although not large enough to form
a raft, they were quite capable of keeping the bovs afloat
as long as they could hold on. g

The juniors kicked off their boots, which they tied in one
of the chests for safety, and then slipped into the watcer.

“Quiet!” said Wharton, in & low tone. * That scoundrel
iz out of sight, but he is still Boating here Eﬂn\'&‘l‘-'}i{:rl?n I1f he
guesses. what we are doing, he may return, and—-"

He did not finish the sentence. :

The lantern had been extinguished, and there was nothing
to betray the movements of the juniors since they had taken
to the water, except any slight noise they made. )

Funter gasped st the coldness of the water, but Wharton
whispered to him to be silent, and the fat junior’s complain-
ing died away.

The tide was sinking Fast. L

The juniors kept in motion to keep their limbs from becom-
ing nmambed, but they were ovareful to make no noise of
spﬁtshing that might draw their enemy upon them again.

Owing, perhapa, to the formation of the cave, the wetor sank
VOTY quinﬁ]:.r, and tho wider and freer sweep of it showed
Wharton soon that they were out of the chimney-like opening
in the cavern's roof, and sinking towards the floor of the lower
cavern.

Ho knew that it must be long past nightfall now-though
what the time was, he had not the faintcst idea.

“ Hark ["" he whispered suddenly.

The juniors held their breath. ] i

It was the plash of an oar that came echoing famntly ond
eerily through the darkness on the face of the waters,

" The smuggler !

He was near them, then! I

A light gleamed—it was burning in his boat. They caught
a faint glimpse of the man at a distance. Ile was rowing now,
with a pair of oars.

“BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS DREAM.”
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He had no eyes for them—undoubtedly he belisved them
stranded 1n the upper cave, their escape cut off for ever.

But even had he been thinking of them, he could not have
seen thewn in the darkness. They hardly caught a plimpse of
him in the light of the lantern.

* Thoare he ig=—the villain !’

“Hush!"

“The hushfulness is terrifie,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur. * But he iz pulling., e must be making for the
mouth of the cave.”

Y Laogks like it.”’

“Then the tide must be low enough to allow Lim to got
out,”” aaid Nugeng.

gl EEI’:

i A fow minutes Jater Wharton uttered a suppressed exclama-
101,

“ 1 ean feel the ground.”

“Good! sald Nuront, with a pasp of relief.
should have been numbed to death soon.
Bunter?"’

“Oh, don't ask me!"” said Bunter. * ¥ou fellows ought to
be shot for bringing me into this! I hepe you won't be the
couse of my expiring of consumption, pneumonia;, and chil-
blains, that's allt"

In o few minutes more they were standing in the water, end
ere long it left tiiem on bare rock. They squeczed the water
ﬁ:;{tj of their clothes as well as they could, and donned their

ta.

“ This way!"” said Wharton.

Still in the darkness, they followed the direction of the
r»:i-m:{lmg water.: There was a plash of an oar again from the
gloom,

“ The villain isn’t gone yet.”

“But he's going,”' said Wharton, * When you can’t hear
his oars any longer, he will be outside the cave.”

The juniors hstened intently.

There was s sound of rowing, gradually growing fainter and
more distant, till at last it died away altogether.

“(zone!" said Harry Wharton, with a deep breath, when
dead silence had reipned in the cavern for a full minute.

* Yes, thank goodness '’

“Oniy he's taken our boat with him.™

““ The beast?!™ :

“ The beastfulness is torvrifie,” gaid the Nabob of Bhanipar.

“How on carth are we poing to pet out of the esteemed
eavoern, my worthy chums ¥
* Blasged if I know !
Wharton thought hard.
“ 1 zay, you ?;ﬁiﬂws '
““ Oh, shut up, Bunter, and lat a fellow thinki™
"I was golng to say——"'
“ Dry llp!"
“ Oh, really, Nugent! I—"
“Tho ring-off-fulness would be the proper caper, my worthy
Bunterful chum. It is immaterial whether you have the

“ 1 think I
How do you {cel,

estermed hunger.'
1 wasn't goipg to speak about that,” said Bumnter in-
dignantly. * stion.'

Was gqing‘ to make a sug
* Dh, go ahead " said Wharton impatiently.

“ Well, that chap didn't come here in a boat, as his boat was
in the upper cave, and must have been taken up there by
an earlier tide,”

“ By Jove!”

“If he didn't come hera this fime by boat, there must Le
gome way in snd out of the cave on foot,”

Nugent gave the fat junior a slap. He intended it to alight
on Bunter's shoulder, to express his approval; but, in the
dark, his aiim was a hitle uncertain, and Billy caught it on the
CAT,

Ho gave o torrific yell, and rolled over on the ground.

“Ow, ow, ow! Yarooh!"

“ Hallo!"" said Nugent.

“Ow! Who was that?"'

“HMa, ha! I—I mean, I"m sorry! I meant to slap you on
the back!”’

“ YVou—von beast ! You've nearly cracked my head! Ow!™

“Ha, ha! Sarry!”

Bunter picked limself up, grumbling and rubbing his ear
YWharton loaked round him hopelessly in the darkness,
“ There's something in what Dunter says," he remarked.

= OF course there i !" growled Billy. ** If you chaps would
only have the sense to be guided by one who knows—-"*

*“(Oh, ring offi!"" said Nugent. * Go on, Harry."

“ Therc's somothing in it.  But even if there is another way
in and out of the cave, I don't see how we are to find it in tho
dark. If wo had torches or lanterns, we might scarch for daya
without finding it."

id irruE.Jl :

““ And as it i3, it would be like looking for & needle in &
haystack—only mora so.”
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¥ Then what the dickens are we to doi" said Nugent.
can’'t stay here."

“YWe've got to get a boat.”

1] Hﬂ-“" ?-H .

“One of us must awim out to ses, and get a boat from

Pagp."
‘F% It's vertain death !

i w.

haw ! , )
“ It must be tried,” said Harry quictly.
chance."
Nugent drew & deep breath.
“Who'll got™
1 shall.”

*““1t's the ouoly

(=" -

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
For Life or Death
H ARRY WHARTON spoke quietly, without & tremor in

his voice. But he knew when he spoke that he was
proposing-to take his life in his hand—to venture amony
the whirhng eddies, the black, sharp rocks, where ho
would probably be dashed to preces.
But, es he said, there was no other chance. Detter die
ﬁ%iltmg for life, than waiting for death like a rat skulking in
&

ole,

“ ¥ou sha'n't po.” aaid MNugent. * Why shouldn’t T go®™

Wharton laughed a little.

“1I don'’t want to brag, Frank—but whe got the beat of the
Eemovo swimming contests this scason?"

“You did."

““1 was a pretty good firak, eh®’?
ut 18

“ An oasy first.

“ Then I'm the chap to go.  But bestdes that, I'm the loader
here, and it's not the leader's place to skulk while the others
go into danger. I brought you into this, and U'm going to get

ou out of it, or——_But we'll hopo it will turn out a success.

t's not reason, but I may get through—I will get through !

“ But—ii you get out of the channel—there are breakers
rourd the Shoulder,” faltered Nugent. " You will be dashed
1o pictes”

““Notif I can help it.”

“Then the swim aeress the bay—ryou eould never hold out.”

‘T hava the best chance, you will admit."”

“ Wes " gzaid Nugent BIGW’}'. “ But—why shouldn't we all
go together, and chance ic?

"~ Wharton shook his head.

“ No. You knew what a rotten swimmer Buntor ia."”

 Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Don't interrupt me now, Billy. Ha could never get out
of the cavern, let alona acrosz the bay. Better for one to
get smashed up than four.” :

“ But—but if anything hoppens!’ WNugent's voice broke.
“*Harry, I can't lot you go! If anything hu;:rpena to you wo
sha'n't know 1t! We shall go on wa.itin%:—"

; ;;;Y?}l will be rescued by the Pegg fishermen to-morrow, at
atest.'"

“ But they will not know.” ’ ;

“Thoy will. If I am drowned,” said Harry (‘:Illletlj", omy—
well, my body will ba thrown up by the tide. Anybody
drowned in Pegg Bay is always thrown up and found along
tha cliffs, as you know. I am geing to write in my pocket-
boolt where you are, and how you are to be found, and they
will find it—read it—and come and save you.™

“ Harry " - .

" Retter to caloulate all the chances, old chap. I don't wang
to throw my life away for nothing. ~ o

Wharton relighted the lantern, and by its dim flicker wrote
in hiz notebool with a"hand that did not tremble. On the
outside of the book he scratched the words ** Open this,” and
then thrust it into an inner pocket, carcfully wrapping it up
to keop it as far as possible from the wet,

Then he was ready.

He pointed towards the mouth of the cave. Thers was a
plimmer of silver light. The moon was glimmering on the
sea, and the light was reflected into the now unbarred mouth
of the Smugegler’s Cave.

i I don't like your going alone,” muttered Nugent une

CREILY.

“[%-:-u can sce it's for the best, old chap "

“ I—I suppose so." L

“ Then say no more about it." _ 1

Wharton kicked off his boots. He shook hands with hia
chums, and then, with a simple good-bye, walked quietly and
calmly straizht out into the water of the channel, and vanished
from their mﬁht. )

They caught a momentary glimpse of a dark head upon the
shining water at the mouth of the cave, and that was all.
Then they waited. Tramping to and fro in the wet sand of
the cave to keep from growing numbed, they waited in mute
and tense anxicty.

Wharton swam with cool and steady strokes, :

The tide was washing out of the cave with a continual
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murmur and gurple, and the whirling currents came and weng

smong the rugged rocks, and, if he hed been off his guard for
a moment, would have whirled him to death upon some
jagged point.

But he was very carcful, ]

80 long as he was in the darkness of the overhanging
cavern's mouth, he felt his way inch by inch throygh th
water, and frequently hung on to some im god rock while the
water whirled and lashed past him, till he had & chance of
getting safely on again. : _

A stream of moonlight over his head showed him af last
that he was fairly out of the cavern. Ouf to sca—if he
could have seen it—the wide opeean was rolling, with long,
pwelling waves—ecloser at hand, the sea broke in long lines
of white foam over the sharp teeth of the reefs.

Behind him, black against the silver sky, soared the huge
masa of the Shoulder. Among the rocks at the Skeuldar’s
base the sea ran with a thousand wild currents, and the
strongest swimmer of Pegg would have hesilated to irust
himself thore. ; |

But Wharion had no choice, and he faced the ordeal with
grim calmness,

Amid the foam-grested seas that broke over the rocks
even in the calm might, he was whirled and buffeted to Al
fro.

He clung ot last to a high juttin
self from the water, to breathe an
struggle. : ;

For after this there was the wide bay to cross, erc he
ecould reach the shore, to tell his news; and the conviclion

roclk, and dragged him-
rest, ere he renewed the

was being forced upon his mind that it would be only his
dead v that would be washed upon the sandy shores of
the bay.

Yet his courage never faltered.
the stuff of which heroes are made.

Suddenly, as he sat gasping on the jut of rock he started
—4 new sound caught his enrs in the lashing of the eea,
and he looked down and clutched quickly, as an ocar was
whirled past the rock. 3

He dragged it from the zea, and he knew it at once ns
one of the ours belonging to his boat-~the boat taken by the
smuggler. o

He looked at 1t in amazement.

What had happened to the boat? Fad the scoundrel,
with the trouble of the second eraft to lock after, been
wrecked on the reafs of the Shoulder, or—and the thought
brought & fiash of hope to the boy—had he abandoned the
boat as useless as soon as he was fairly outside the cave?
Why, it was almost certain. He would have te land near
Pegg, and he would nof care to risk betng seen in pesses-
sion of the Greyfriara boat. Desides, if the boat: were cast
adrift, and knocked about on the rocks, and finally cast
ashore, it would account for the disappearance of the
juniors, and save any u.wliiwurngl guestions being asked.

With & new flush of hope in his face, Harry Wharten
climbed to the top of the jutting rock, and swept the sea
round him with his ayes.

In the glimmer of the moon he could see far from where
he stood.  But he did not need to look far,

Scarce o dozen yards from the rock there was bhe boat,
ﬂfating helplessly on the sea, buffeted hither and thither by
the waves,

Even as he looked, it crashed against a rock, and slid off
again, and went rocking towards the open sea.

Vharton drew a quick, deep breath.

“Thank Heaven!” : -

Grasping the oar, he plunged into the water again, and
fouphd his way to the drifting boat. Ere long it would have
capsized in the waves; and even now it was nearly half full
of water. Wharton reached it, and hong on te the gunwale.
The tilting of the boat under his weight brought a rush of
water towards him. ; :

Dut he tossed the oar in, and clambered in after it, and
sank almost exhausted in the water that washed about
inside.

It was for only & few moments that he lay thus.

Ther he unlashed a baler and set to work. The water
was hurled right and left over the punwale, and he did not
dezist till there was less than an inch 1n the bottom of the
boat.

He looked round anxiously for another car, but he could
not tee one: the others had disappeared 1n the foam.

But he was too thankiul for the mercy that had been
vouchezfed him to complain of that. With the single oar,
ke began to paddle his way back into the cavern’s mounth.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Back to Greylriars.

ILLY BUNTER pgave a sudden jump, and crept closer
B to Frank Mugent in the darkness of the smuggler's
Cave.
A strange sound hed echoed through the hollow sea-
cave, and it made all three of the juniors start,
4 Wh-wh-what's that!” muottered Bunter. ** It—it sounde
like soma wild animal."
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“1t’s an echo.™

"o he echofuluess js terrifie,” murmured Hurree Jameet
Ram Singh. * But what is it the honourable echo of, my
worthy chum 1

“ Blessed if T know !

19 ﬂh, ﬂ-h ]'n
. "Hark ! gried Nugent.
ing, Lasten I .

Again came the hooming sound, and this time unmistak
ahi‘_',r from the direction of the sea.

*“ Halloooooo I

“ Hallo ! shouted Nugent, in relurn.

 Bhow a glim "

“ My hat! It's Wharton!”

Billy Bunter gave a groan.

“"Then he's failed after all”?

Nugent did not reply. He lighted the lantern once more.
The oil in it was very low, and the juniors needed lo
husband the supply. The dim light Rickered through the
sea-cave, and danced on the waters as Nugent held it above
his head.

“1t's Wharton ! )

“ And he's got a boat I yelled Billy Bunter.

il BI’&."-"{! 1

“The hurravialness is terrific.”

They rushed down to the water. The hoat bumped on
the sand. Harry Wharton gave Billy Bunter a hand in,
and the fab junior sat down in the stern with a grunt of
sutisfuction, : 3

“Ii's our boat!” said Nugent, in.wonder.

“The samefulness 1s terrific.”” s g

“The scoundrel cast it adrift outside,” said Wharton,
“QGat in! It was a stroke of luck that T came upon it.

“(Zive me an oar."” "

“There's only ane, but we can manage.”

And Wharton turned the boat, and it glided out to sea

again, o
Ei[‘he juniors, exhausted as they were, felt inclined to gend
up a ﬁf:-m:t of jubilation as the boat glided past the great
Shoulder, and woas paddled across the bay towards Fegg
village,

The sea was fortunately calm, or the dungers of the
juniors might not even yet have been over, As il ‘ﬁ'ﬂﬂ:] L
gress was slow; but at last the lights of the fishing village
came 1n sight. )

“ Here we are again!” exclaimed ITarry Wharton, as he
a"ﬂ;fmd the l.:u:lr.t lllﬂ drift in among the fishing-craft.

ad 853 ! ,{,u ) ﬂ“.s__!'! ] . .

e Thefa ?se.em to be a lot of lights going on the shore,"
gnid Mugent. I shouldn't wonder if the Greyfriars chaps
are searching for us."

“ Very lLikely."

“I say, you fellows—o : ;

“ Hallo, Bunter, were you speaking? s

Bunter blinked indignantly. ) s

“You jolly well know I ‘was, Nugent. I was going 1o
suggest that we should have a bit of a snack at the Anchor
heﬁ}re starting for Greyfriars, 1'm hungry.

e

nt say, you rellows . )
“You'll F:-E::ri'- i feed at the school," zaid Wharton.

There it 13 again.”

“Listen! It's eomebody call

W Ahoy 1™

“ Hurray !

L) ]

L

i Thﬂ

"Head 13 certain to kill the fatted ealf for us, when he

knows how nearly he came to losing us.”

“ 1 don't think ' murmured Nugoent. o ]

The boat bumped on the strand. The juniors jumped
ashore, and there was a sudden yell, and a rush of feet.

" Halle, hallo, halle ! :

“Hallo! Ilere’s Bob Cherry ™

Bob Cherry, of the Greyfriars Remove, followed by a

ood many more Removites, rushed down 1o groet them.
?IH ave Wharton a thump on the back. o i

“ Where on sarth have you been? You're dripping wet =

“In the waters under the earth,” grmneEi_ Wharton.
“ It's n long story. Let’s get back to the school. -

“ We've been searching for you high and low ever since
call-over,” eaid Mark Linley. “ The Sixth are out in one
direction, but we guessed veu'd been on the bay, and we
hunted out Captain Stump, and he told us you had gone
boating. We'va been up and down the bay fhree times n
the boats, looking for you.” :

 Where on earth have vou been 7" demanded Bob Cherry.

““In the smugglers’ cave”’ :

“Phew! We looked at the mouth of the cave, but i1t was
stopped up by the tide!” exclaimed Tom lirown.

“ And we were stopped up with it,”" laughed Harry.

“ Find any smugglers?”" asked Bulstrode sarcastically.

Harry Wharton nodded.

2 %’;ﬁ ; only one, though,™

“ And we haven't captured him. Come on, you chaps I
want to get a change 'I::I]f clothes, and some tommy.” -

FRANK RICHARDS,
™. HEXT WEEK.
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And they set off towards the school, Harry Wharton's
friends thronging round him, most of them looking very
perplexad. DBob Cherry nudged him in the ribs.

't:'-”l say, old chap, that’s spoof about the smuggler, ian’t
it?

* Honest Injun.’”

iy M{ only hat! And I wasn't there!”: growled Bob.
“ Might have captured him if I had been there, too!"

“*The mightiulness is great, but the uniikelifulness is
terrific," murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Oh, rats!” said Bob Cherry. * You fellows can come
and have .tea iIn our study, and tell oa the whole story.
Even Billy Bunter won't feel like getting tea when he gets
in, after the time you've had, eh¥”

“Well, that depends upon the kind of tea yow've gof,”
said Bunter cautiously. " What is it like ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

““ You see, vou follows—"

“Yes, I see & prize pig and a champion gourmand,”
?r:nned Bob Cherry. * But you ghall have a real, ripping
ead, Bunty, I promise you that. Hallo, here's Greyiriars.
The Head wants o see you the moment you come in; but
—ahem I—are you ‘f’cmg to him in that state, kids?""

“ Better,” said Wharton. * Must obey crr-:ie.rs, and if we
leave any of the sea or the mud on his study carpet, that's
his look-out."

“Good egg !

They tramped in, and the four delinquents duly pre-
BET themselves in the study of Dr, Locke, the respected
Head of Greyieiars School.

To say that the Head was astonished, would ba to put it
very mildly indeed.

He stared at the four soaked and muddy juniors, and
then adjusted his pince-noz and stared again, and st last
found his votce.

“Boys! Wharton! What does this mean?”

*“If you pleasze, sip-—""

“You ars quite wet"
¥ Yes, sir. That's on account of having been in the water,
oir,” said Wharton meekly.

“Wharton! Kindly explain this—this
state 1 see you in.”

“ Certainly, sie,”

“And then,"” said the Head severely, 1 shall judge
whether to punish you for this breaking of all the rul‘aa of
the school. Your absence has caused me great enxiety.”

“We are very sorry, sir.”

" The sorrowlulness 1s terrifie, illustrious Head Sahib."

“Well, kindly explain yvourselves."

And Harry Wharton explained.

When he came to the description of the smueogler, the
Head started, and looked at him very keenly. A momentary
suspicion had shot inte his mind that the junior must be
romancing ; but one look at Wharton's face was sufficient to
convince the Head-if he had really doubted—that the cap-
tain of the Removs was relating the sober truth.

Wharton went on quietly to the finish, the Head listened
with the keenest and closest atiention.

“ Hxtroordinary I he exclaimed.  * Most extraordinary !

“You see, sir, we couldn’t help being late back, as we
woere shut in by the tide,” Harry concluded. |

extraordinary
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* Certainly not—certainly not. T do net blame you—
excopt for your reckleas behsviour in venturing into so
dangerous & place. Still, you could not foresse that thore
was & successor of the ancient smugglers at work there.”

““We had no idea of it, sir.”"

“No, no, of course not. As a matter of fact, there is
supposed to be some smuggling going on in this neighbour-
hood, but the officers have never been sble to fﬂt on the
track of the delinguents, This information will be very
useful indeed to the Revenue Officers.”

““I hope so, sir,™

“I will see that it is conveyed to the proper quarter,"
aaid Dr, Locke. “ Under the ﬂimum&taﬂﬂﬁﬂ,pEWh.&ﬂﬂn, I
pardon you and your companions, as you certaeinly could
Ip .yourselves.”

“*Thank you, sir!"

**You have had. s most providential escape. Now go and
change your clothes, and get some refr ent; you must
stend in need of it

“* Oh, wyes, rathar,“air!" said Bunter, with decp feeling.

“I'm famished, sir.

“Dear me! You may go at once.”

And the chums of No. 1 Study left the Head's presence.

“Two narrow escapes,’” chuckled Nugent. **One in the
cave, and the other in the Head's study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tha juniors hurried upstairs, and scon had their wet
limbs rubbed dry, and fresh clothes oa. ‘They found a
ripping feed all ready in Bob Cherry's study, and they en-
Joved it to the full—eapecially Bunter.

And while they ate thug related their adventures for the
second time; and Bob Cherry came wery near punching
somebody’s head—so he declared—because ho had not been
in the party.

“Never mind; you'll be in the party next time,"” aaid
Harry.

Bob stared.

“ Next tima I'"

" Yas, rather! I don’t believe either the police or the
eonsigusrds will eapture that cunning rascal; and I don't
believe he will give up the little game, either.”™

“ Most Jikely not.™

* He will simply wait for this to blow over, and then he'll
bo at if sgain. We'll wait, too. We've got a little scora to
sottle with him,"” said Harry Wharton, with a glint in his
eyes. "“One of these days wa’ll be in the sos caves again—
and on his track, and he won't be the chap who scores at
the finigh."

“What-ho " said Bob Cherry heartily.

Harry Wharton wae right, in one respeet at least. The
revenue officers took possession of the smuggled goods in
the “lost cave™; but they did not capture the disguised
smuggler. He had made good his escape, and seomed to
have vanished for ever. But Harry Wharton & Co. hoped
that the time would come when they would have another
meeting with bim; and perhaps they wero not to be disap-
pointed.

THE END.
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A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys 1s forced to leave Sandhurst through the
treachery of his stepbrother Ian, and enlists ia the Yvessex
Itegiment under the name of Chester. Unfortunately for
Lonald, Ian joins the Wessex as o subaltern, and, assisted

by S:r;}ﬂmt Bagot and Private Foxey Williams, does his

best to Turther disgrace Ronald. The unscrupulous Bagot,
however, gets caught in his own foila, and is Lpuhlmliu
dcgraded the ranks. Foxey Willioms meets his death

mysterionsly in a burning barn, The Roynl Wessex are
forming the garrison of kastguard Forts, near Plymport,
during manocuvres. - After some nights’ weary vigllance,
the cnemy make an attack, and the Fort's guns cannot be
suppiied guickly Ennugh with powder and blank-shot.
Ronald is told off with a party of men to help in the
magazine,

(Now go on with the story.)

In the Powder Magazine—Ronald Folis a Terrible Plot.

The magazines of these sea citadels are tunnels running the
circular of the foundations, On either side of the main
tunnel are numerous recesses, or chambers, each stucked
with charzes of cordite and live shell. :

Enough explosives were stored there to split the bed of the
soa to its foundations. ;

The felt boots and camrpeted gangways waere precautions
against sparks struck bﬁ nail or boot-tip from the stones,

o man working in the magazine was allowed to have
matches about him; and te ensure this, sach soldier on the
smmunition fatigue had been searched by Ronald.

To his secret alann and regret, one of the men told off
for the party was Bagot. FRonald had done his best to get
the man struck off from this dety, but Lisutenant Chenys,
coming up to Colour-Bergeant Jones at that instant, had
ordered Ium to mind his own husinesa.

8o, making the lLest of a bad job, Ronald determined to
keep a very sharp eye on the ex-sergeant, Some instinet
seemed to warn him that the man intended treachery, and
that in his blind hate he would not hesitate even to blow
eky high, the whole fort and its gerrison of six hundred
souls, so that he could wreak his mad revenge. That he
was really mentally deranged Ronald had decided in his own
mind long ago.

Meanwhile, the very foundations of the fort, embedded
though they were in rock, shook and trembled to the dis-
charge of the great guns,

Then orders came for the ammunition to be sent up the
hoist faster still, and the fatigue party strained and sweated
like trojans at their dangerous task.

In the rush and bustle of the moment Ronald allowed his
vigilance over Bagot to relax. Suddenly he wwoke to the
fact that the man had disappeaved. He had heen working
a 9.2 cartridge-magarine a few yards from the hoist, but, z0
far as Ronald could remember, he had not seen him emerge
for quite two or three mimuntes.

Of course, tha man might simply be snatching a spell of
stolen rest; but thiz was no time for knocking off, and
Ronald set off to investigate the csuse of his non-appear-
BRca.

There was no sign of Bagot in the magaiine he had been
told off to, and his two comrades were growling savagely at
hiz absence. Ronald hurried on, suddenly overwhelmed by
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a ghastly fear. He could scarcely draw breath, and lis heark
seomed to stand still. : :

The magazine was lit by electrie light, both in the cenire
tunnels and in the recesses. ) .

G}:ﬁck]y he ran, glancing into these vaults on either sida
as he fled by. His footsteps were silenced by the thick felt
beneath his feet. . -

Suddenly a shadow fell across the main tunnel before him.
It had bLeen cast by someons moving in one of the side
recesses, Ronald remembered that this was a section of the
magazine from - which there were strict orders that no
ammunition was to be drawn. Therefore, anyone within

was trenpminﬁ:ﬂ

Could 1t be Bagot? .

If ®o0, the chances wara that he was there with scna
motive of terrible treachery, The ex-sergeant was med!
Ronald was confident of this. And when a madman is let
loose amidst tons of nitrous-powder, then one may well be
BRXIOUS. . .

Running forward swiftly and noiselessly, he gained the open
arch leading to the recess. i

It was Bagot sure enough. His back was to Ronald. He
was on his knees before the piled-up stacks of giant cart-
ridges—long eylinders of explosives covered in with convas.

ne of these he had lif to the ground and ripped open,
E:n that the coarse cubes of powder were strewn upon the

4 ]

A box of matches was in the man's hand. His fingers
thgk-&s he clawed it open and picked out one, ready to
strike if.

A single spark into the seatfered lLieap, and Eaatqguard Fort
would be converted into a gigantic howitzer, The terrifio
charge of many hundreds of tons of cordite, expleded in ita
foundations, would blow buildings, stores, guns, and garrizon
a thousand feet into the air, and the impregnable foriress
would be shattered into dtoms. )

The match was now in Bagot’s fingers. Everything was
ready, vet he pauzed for a moment to gloat upon the ludeoua
revenge he was about to wreak.

“Ha, ha!"™ he velled hoarsely, raising his eyes to the
vaulted roof, and shaking his fist in exultant glee.

The dull echo of the guns came back like & mufiled roar of
defiance, i

** You smashed Bob Bagot,” he cried. " You sneered and
sniggered at his fall, but it's 'is turn now! He's going to
make you grin on the other sida of your mouths, you dogs!
You, Colonel Conger, you cur; and you, Chester, you slinking
spy; and Jones, and all the lot of you! You're going up
in air now, and Bob Bagot's going up with you, to see
how you like 1! Ready now!”

He struck the match as he velled the words, and it splut-
tered into Hame, :

Ronald, all this while had stood h‘ﬂf_‘l}.*‘-“ with liorror. But
the snap of the phosphorus roused him to action at last.
With one desperate leap he landed on the traitor's shoulders,
catching at his hand asz he thrust it down towards the powder.
His fingers closed upon the blazing match in the nick of
time.

Even then he seemed to sea a flash leap from under his
hand, as if some grains of powder had ignited. He closed his
eyes in horror, expecting {o be hurled into eternity on a
searing blast of flame,
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For o lew seconds the two men crouched thers broathloss,
locked as in a death:gn?, each rigid os steel. 'The momenta
passed and still nothing happened. Only from overhead came
the booming of guns.

Overcome for an instant by a sodden sense of relief and
thankfulness, Ronald allowed his muscles to ralax. The naxt
moment Bz:lg'ot- had toppled him over with a ecrash to the
ground, and twice his grest Ast thudded on the corporal’s
upturned fwce, hall stonning him.

Then the madman scrambled to his feet and ran. Honald
also rose, dazed and bewildered. He saw Bagot dart to tha
right along the tunncl, and he followed as best he could.
Even now six hundred lives were in jeopardy.

Erhu_l;tmg bali-coherent eries for assistance, he stumbled in
pursuit.

The men of the ammunition fatigue, taking hiz shonts for
a warning that something was amiss in the magazine,
promptly bolted, helter-skelter for salety, and Bagot dashed
out af their hecls.

Up the stairs he ran, Ronald after him, breathing afrash
now that the danger was averted. He was banding all his
anergies now to the captore of the maniac before he could
w-:ﬁ;: further mischiaf,

ot gained the zig-zag staircase leading up to the roof of
the fort and fled up it. Ronald was ﬂﬁm‘u} behind him.
Springing on to the parapet the fugitive gained an embra-
sure. Here, foran instant, it HEm&E a5 1f he meant to turn
at bay, The artillerymen working the smaller Hotchlkiss
guns slackensd fire at Ronald's shouts, but made no move
to assist him,

Beyond the parapet the bomb-proof 1oof of the fort
sloped downwarda in a deep, stesp curve. Out on to this
armour-plated glacis Bagot scrambled, and Ronald sprang
through the embrasure after him.

" Surrender, you fool!” he shouted, closing in on the
INAaTAL.

For answer, Bagot sprang at hiz throat like a woll. Th
two stumbled on the smooth, treacherous steel. For :
moment they wrestled at desth-gripa; then, foot by foot,
they began to slip down the curved glacis,

Realising now the fate that threatened them, cach grappled
for a finger hold, but the surface showed no crevice,

Fastor and faster, as the descent grew more precipitous,
they slid and rolled until at last, with a breathless rush,
still locked in each other’s arms, they went headlong down
into the sea.

boats were manned at once the chance of rescue from that
Quarter was very remoke.

: Thmjr cnly real hope lay in their being picked up by an
enemy’s craft, If one of the destroyers, now fying
from the inferno in which they found themselves surrounded,
chanced te come within hail, they must stop te hold out a
friendly hand. Yet what a slender hope on which to stake
ong’s life!

With straining eyes, Roneald scanned the sea left and right,
as they were borne up on each wave crest. Behind were the
sea forts still jetting out tongues of fAame. If rescue was
afoot, the game of war went merrily on.

Now something came looming swiftly up oubt of the mist—
something skulking back from the harbour, stealthy as a
thief in the night. Not a pgleam of light showed from her
sheer, black sides. But by the narrow front she presented,
Eonald knew that she must be heading directly towards him,

Bagot had ceased to aﬁruﬁglu. Half drowned and weak as
a kitten, he lay helpless in his rescuer’s arms.

“8Shout mow!” said Ronald, “Yell for all you are
worth I"  And, suiting the action to the word, he sent forth
a shrill ery for help. Baint, however, was too spent to maka
even this effort to seve himself.

Now the sharp bow seemed to shesr away a little, and
Ronald sfruck out frenziedly, to throw hims&!!ind his burden
meross its path. Agsin an ain he shouted in his sgony.

Bwift and noiseless the black craft bore down upon them!

At last an answering hail came back. The sea beneath the
destroyer's counter was lashed to foam as the propellers
reversed. Instant heor heoadlong career was checked.
Ronald could hear short, sharp commands, and the clatter of
sea boots on her thin, steel decks. They were launching her
dinghy at last.

But already the craft was almost on top of the drowning
meén.

Again Ronald shouted, and a rope few out from her
fo'd’s’le. The line fell within reach, and he clutched it with
the stremgth of despair, The next instant he was whipped
in and ﬁ_ung against the steel sides, az the craft sheorad past.
Then friendly hands reached down and clutched them, and
the pair were dragged up on deck. :

Then sufidenly, before she had steamed her own full

length, & Aood of dazsling light streamed d
Ruyaié_,x exhausted as he was, looked up ,m?::djjpm them.

A full hundred feet they
fell, apnd then struck the
waler with stunning force.

With the instinct of sell-
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It was the searchlight from
Eastguard Fort, which had
detected the escaping fos,
and the air rocked afresh
with the cannopade.

%)raservatinn, each released
s hold of the other, and
foupht to resch the surface,

Bapot, who was no swim-
mer, had scarcely drawn
breath when he sank apain.
Ronald turned on his back,
dazed, and with nearly all
the breath beaten out of
him by the concussion of the
fall :

He was dimly conscious :
that the tide was swooping :
thein swiftly away from the
fort. Bagot he had forgotien
antirely. Then, a white,
despairing face rising within
# fow yurds of him, recalled
him to the desperate need of
tha position.

Turning on his breast, he
flung himself t{owards his
drowning comrade, and grip-
: Fgrﬂ him by the sloeve just as

s upraised hands were dis-
appearing below the surface.

wisting Bagot round szo
that he could mot cling to
him and hamper him by hia
frenzied atrug'gl!aﬂ, Ronald
contented himself with keep-
ing their heads above watar.
To attempt to swim against
that burdensd as he waas
would only mean swift ex-
haustion and the death of
both.

The fort seemed slready a
mile away. A thick drizale
was again descending, and he
realised, with a sinking
heart, that even if the fort's
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FPast the fort flew the
destroyer, revealed bright
and white as burnished
silver, in the merciless boam
which it could not elude.

Then as they sped past a
%:mat cheer went up from the

astguard Garrison—a cheer
audible aven above the crash

& guna,
. For, among the blue-
jacket crew the Wessex men
caught sight of their com-

adng rades.
Ronald erouched on the
wave-swept deck of the

torpedo-boat destroyer, which
but a few moments befare
ad paused in its own race
for safety to rescue them.
For.the moment forgetting
Bagot, who lay beside him,
sansible but too exhausted to
move, Ronald watched
breathlessly the enemy's ra-
treat, in which they wero so
unexpectedly sharing,
it been a real hattle
fought to the tune of shriek-
g projectile and bursting
ghell, neither side could have
been more intemt on the
destruction of the other,

e i

{Anothoplong instalmeant
ofF this splendid serial
In the double number next
Yuesday, Order your copy
of THE NMAGNET LIBRARY
in advanoe.
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