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A Splendid, Long, Complete Sehool Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER. “T'm tired, and I'm awinlly hungry, and I want to get in
A Startlng Greeting. L tell you— Ow—cow I’

" OLD en!™ Biily Bunter broke off. IIe had no choico in the matter,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ bocsuse Harry Wharton's hand was placed over his mouth,
“Quiet, Bob., Hold on a minute ! whispered and as Harry's other hand was grasping the back of his

Ilnrry Whartoa. collar, the fat junior could not escape the pressure.
“T sav, vou fellows % “Quiet I whispered Wharton., “ It you make ancther
© Shut up, Buntep ! sound, Billy, U'll—L'll sguash yveou ™
“ But—-" . “Groo!” murmured Bunter faintly.
“Dry op, will you ! madtered Harey Wharlon O Quret M
#No, I jolly well won't,” said Billy Bunter indignantly. Wharton released tha fat junior, and Bunter wrizgled and
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cruuted goftly ; buf he did not venture fo spealk. He ecould
siill feel the grind of Wharton's knuckles in the back of
bis fel neck.

Wharton had stopped dead in the shadowed garden, and
the other juniors had stopped, too. 'The moon was sailing
high over tha Atlantie, which washed with a dull murmur
into the little cove at tho foot of the cliff, The path up the
chiff from the cove ran among dark trees and bushes, which
vustied in the breeze from the sea.

Ahead of the Greviriars juniors the dim form of a house
loomed up among the treez, backing on the cliff. It was
Black Rock House, the home of Hazeldene's uncle, where
the Greyfriars chums were to spend their Kaster vacation.

They had arrived a day later than had been their original
intentron ; and the hour was late now, as they picked their
way up the path from the sea towards the lonely house in
that neok on the coast of Western Devon.

A light was shining through the frees, from one of the
lower windows of the house, and Harry was pointing to it,
his chums following his glance.

“ That's the window of the dining-roow,” saiwd Hazeldene,
m a low voice. * My uncle generally spends the evening
there. What's the matier”

- Look !

Az Wharston whispered the word, o shadow crossed the
window.

The dark ligure of 2 man showed un for a moment against
the lighted blind, and then vanizhed.

he juniors started.

The shadow on the blind did not come from-the inside
of the room—it was ot a shadow, bot o man's actual form
that had erossed the light only a dozen yards from where
the Greyiriare juniors stood.

Who was. it that was lurking in that lonely garden, out-
side the window of Captain Cunliffe’s room ¥,

At any other time, perhaps, the juniors would not have
attached much importance to the sight; but now their
nerves were highly strung.

For all the way from London t{o Devenshire they had
heen followed by Pedro Ijurra, the South American adven-
turer who had recogni
uncle, and had doggod their steps to track them to the home
of Capisrip Cunliffe-—why, the juniors did no:; know, ex-
cepding that they were sure it was with no friendly mtent.

hey had:shaken off the pursuit of the South American,
as they believed, by finishing their journey in a boat along
the coast—for the sea left no trail. But the sight of the
shadowy form outside the lighted window brought back the
sinister face of the South American to their minds at once.

They stood halted under the-trees, zileat and dubicus.
Billy Bunter was not ineclined io talk now. He had seen
the shadowy form, and his teeth were chattering, Harry
Wharton knitted his brows.

“You saw that, you chaps?’ he whispered.

“ Yes," é'nuﬁtE:Ed Ma.rl:h inley. “Who ean i be?'’

A gl burglar, perhaps,' =aid Bob Cherry.

Wharmnyﬁhpqlf his he;d.lp . o

“A burglar—in a lonely place like this—miles from any-
where. [It's not an ordimary burglar, at all evemis™

** But—but it can't be that chap who followed us from
London,” said Hazeldene, with an anxious look. “We
dmppeé him when we tock to the sea.”

801 thought.”

* And he couldn’'t have got here alo
we came in a boat, I should think,” Bo

Wharton shook his head agaim.

“ It doesn't seom likely ;

“ Bot 1 shouldn't be surprised at anything that fellow did,
after the way he stuck to our track,” said Nugent.

o Exa.ct]ly.*'

- I—I—1 say, vou fellows,”™ gquavered Billy Bunter, * I--I,
think we ought to go back, you know, We don't want to
tun mmto that chap.!

“ Shut up, Bunter ™

“ Yes, but—"’

* Be guiet!"” said Wharton erisply. “ Now, kids, I think
we'd better make that chap, whoever he is, explain him-
eelf. If it's the Scouth American chap, who was s0 anxious
to learn where Captain Cunliffe lived, he's here for no
good ; and in any case he can’t be up to any good, hang-
ing about outside the house like thiz, whoever hie is."

** That's s0."

“ We'll collar him,"” zaid Mark Linley., ‘ Let’s get on.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob Cherry. - There
ke 15 again.'

The shadowy form ecrossed the lighted window apain.
Thers was a faint gasp from Billy Bunter in the gloom of
the trees.

“Hark !" whispered Wharton.

Footsfeps ]

Tas sound sent a strange thrill through the Gregfriars
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churas.  There werve foofsteps on the path, and the foof.
steps were coming directly fowards them,

In the gloom of the trees it was impossible to see an inch
before their faces, the approaching figure was quite hidden;
but the footsieps on the shingly path sounded elearly in the
stillness of the night.

“ Ready !" saig Harry Wharten, in the fantest o
whispers. “{ollar him as soon as he comes near! [—-7

an 1 'ig.ht E!l

The footsteps abruptly halied. Derhaps some faint sound
from the juniors had reached the cars of the approaching
mar.

A sharp voice rang through the darkness, and there was
a faint glimmer oz of stecl, catching the light from the
window.

* Btand back 1V

The shout rang so suddenly in the silence that the juniors
started, and exclaimed. The echo hoomed away among
the tree: towards the sea.

“ Btand back, vou scoundrel !

“ Unele I eried Iazeldene.

“ What ! gasped Wharton.

# It's my uncle,” exclaimed the junior, pressing forward.
“Uncle! Don't you know me? Uncle Hugh!” '

‘.f wh&t ?]i
¥ I'm Hazeldene—my friends are heve!” exclaimed the
junior. ** You know me, uncle.”

“ Hazel !

The voicz changed now, and the juniors could detect the
deep relief in it. A powerful forin loomed up before them,
dim in the gloom. A dark lantern suddenly turned on its
Lght, and th: rays shof wpon the juniors and revenled
them. A dark, sunburnt, not unkindly face peered at them
in the lantern-light—a face rough from long exposure to
sun and wind, with keen and esarching eyes.

“Bo you've come,” exclaimed Captain Cunliffe. “ I=I
must have startled you, my lads. I was looking through
the garden—there have been thieves in this ncig]'ﬁ}riurhﬂud,
und I was looking—hbut néver mind now. Come into the
house, was E}:pﬂﬂtil‘tg ou yesterday, as you know:; and
since I had your wire id fiot know when to expect you.
Come in 1™ '

The captain’s manner was joviality itself. The juniors
wonderingly followed him into thée house, and gladly
enough they laid down their bags in the hall. They had
reached the end of their journey at last; but what kind of
an INaster holiday were they likely to pass in this lonely
house by the ses—with that strange old sea-captain who
szarched for intruders in the garden, revolver in hand, and
the mysterious man from South America seeking their
trail? Vet the chums of Greyiriars were not displeased at
the prospect. There was a spice of adventure in the affair
that appealed strangly to their imagination. Harry
Wharton felt that that holiday on the lonely Devon coast
was to prove an adventorous one—though how adventurous
it was to prove, he did not giss at that moment.

Mind, I am armed.™

THE SECOND CHAPTER
A Good Time far Bunter.

L H. %I‘EEQUS 17t ] . . ,
'he exclamation broke iovolurtarily from Billy
Bunter as ke entered the dining-reom of the Black
Rock House. The room was very cosy, and a huge
fire blazed and roared in the wide sld-fashioned chimney.

The table was laid for supper—and such a supper!

Captain Cunliffe had shown the boys to thewr guarters,
where they had removed their coats, and changed their
boots, and washed away some of the stains of their long
and rough journey.

(n descending fo supper, they found everything ready.

The captain evidently had great ideas of hospitulity.
And uncertain as he had been of the time of the arrival of
his guesis, he had certainly not lacked im preparation for
them.

A hot supper smoked on the board that seemed more
suitable for the whole crew of o ship than for half o dozen
lads, however sharp set.

The juniors were hungry enough, and their faces lighted
up at the sight of the vosy room, and blazing fire, and the
hospitable table,

Captain Cunliffe was silting by the fire smoking a pipe,
as they came in, and he rose with a smile to greet them.

Mow that they could see him fairiy in the light, the Grey.
friars juniors could not help liking the look of the sea-
captain. )

He was a man of medium size, of very powerful build,
and his thick limbs and deep, broad chest denoted great
strength, Hiz face was burnt by the sun almost to the
hue of a Spaniard’s, and seamed by innumerable lines,
There was a deep wrinkle between his eyes, but the syes

GET IT NOW.
Price One Halfpenns.
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| “Jook!”

As Harry Whﬂ.l’tﬂ-ﬂ “hlspered the word, a shadow crossed fhe window the junlors were watching. I

The dark figure of a man showed up for a moment against the lighted blind, and then vanished.

themselves were as keen os steel.
dark, and his short beard untouched by grey.
kindly, good-tempered sailor he looked; and

America.
wrong had not been done by Captain © unhﬂ'e

Thers was a sailor-like jov lallt
that went straight to the hearts of the juniors.

oung people can never be far wrong at honrt.
Onours 'F.I
won the juniors at once,

Not & word eseoped his lipa in reference to the strange

Tur MacKNET LIDRAR r.——ﬂ 0. 115.
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Hiz hair was thick and

the juniors
could not help wondering what could be the cause of quarrel
between him and the mystorious adventurer from South
Whatever it was, it was easy to believe that the

in the skipper's manner
[t was clear
that he liked youthful society, and a man whe ia fond of

He did the
the table with o frank and kind wwanner that

“BILLY BUNTER'S VOTE.”

seene in the garden. And, indeed, the juniora wﬂr{: Lhuinsle-
ing mors of their ﬁ.tt?'[‘:er now than of anything elze.

A grizzled old fellow, whe had evidentl iean o satlor
waited at the table. He had a face as da {.I}f sunburnt as
the c:ai}t:un 8, and it was easy for the juniors to guess that
he had sailed tropic sens with Captain Cunliffe. The cap-
tain addressed him as Ben, and Ben mpimd to every order
hy touching his forelock and saying, * Ay, ay, sir!’ as if
he were still on the deck of the old ship.

As the juniorz learnedd later, Ben’s wife was the cook and
housekeeper of the establishment, and these two formed all
the household of Captain Cunlifie.

The house was one of considerable size, and very old,
and not many af

A strong,

the raoms were occupied by the Eousehold,

A Splendid Tale of Harr
& Co. By FRANK RIL H&HDH



*  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY P& THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY, g2

But several more had been made ready for the reception of
itha visitors.

"1 say, vou fellows, this is gorgeous!"”’ ssid Billy Bunter,

in & wha:;’pur, “The ook hers must be pretty gbc-&?d.”

:: Eeﬁ rather |
1]

: the captain knows that a chap is hu after a
ong m’rﬂ?‘ seid Bunter. o bl atinting
* What-bo

“1 -say, Haseldene, I like your uncle,” said Bunter, in
that tooe of ferable patronage he geuerally adopted
when he felt safe in doing so.

Hazeldepe looked at the fat junior.

*“ What's that?"” he asked.

1 like your uncle,” said Bunter, with his mouth full,

Thanks I said Hareldene contemptuously,

Conterupt, the esstern proverb says, will pierce even the
& thicker rind

shell of the tortoise ; but perliaps Bunter ha
ﬂmn,n tortoise, for he dm notice the contempt in Hazel-

ne's voice and look. '

‘Not at all!” be said “I like him, and I dod't mind
saying 30. A little rough-and-ready, perhaps, bot—r Ow "
' Captain Cunhiffe fooked down the fable from his end. He
had not, of course, heard the talk, but he oould not help
bearing Bunter’s ised ** Ow " pa Bab Cherry. jammed
an iron heel npon his foot. '

I:ﬂiri" moaned Banter. “Ow! AR

D

! Bome has ja i

I o ey et bk sk s beastly boot on my

Bab rry goloured.
:: %I;ru;‘:“up, Banter,”” said Harry.

“Don’t mind Bunfer, sir,” said Frank Nugent, * Hc’

;gﬁ! ;ﬁ?ﬁ:u tl;k_& IEhut—gem'nlly when he's rsuhg:::: and h;:

. ing,” .

“ The catingtulness is terrific,” murmured Hurres Jamsot
Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bbanipitr, |

:‘ %h,“rgnli a E’iu;anl-—-ﬂ Pbﬁmpur

* You wop’t time fo finish i
Billy > e Hu?;:? Lie your supper if you talk,

And ot that réminder the fat junior wired in-with renewed
g e
blinked at i 0 iigatatliv. it

“I—I'm not quite finished yet,” be remarked. ““I'll join
¥ou presently.’” _

“ Ay, ay U7 said Captain Canliffe.

And Bunter tackled the ing & third and a fourth
time, and kept it up, while the wondering glances of old Ben
I’I;pman_ followed :1] his néavmﬂt'hu a. ‘%‘h@ ﬂifﬁuilﬂ&h&d

n- ¥ men at ses, an SAVRZES & &3
the oomres of H.:t'l; years' a:pnli-ﬂgda heg mﬂhmnﬁ
upon sn appetite Jike Billy Dunter’s. That was unique,
pipe.

?!'? captain lighted his

‘Your sister arriyes to-morrow, Hazel,” he observed,

through elouds of smoke. * Murjorie and her friend—"
ra,’” said Nugent.

" Yes, Clara. They will be here to-morrow: And now,
tell me why yon were delayed. You should have been here
mﬁty ‘said the captsin. * Your wire explained no-

"The janiors glamesd at one another.

They had spent twios the time arranged upon the journey,

osd of thmwmig off the track the South American
who- shadowed them from London, and Harry felt that
it was their duty $0" scquaimnt the captain with the circum-
stances.

. Yet he shrank from doing so, . He had o feeling that it
would be a terrible chock to the capta:}n to hear of the
pursuit by Pedro Ijurra.. The strange spene on their arrival
in the dusky garden, had shown that Captain Cunliffe lived
mf;-]ﬁm?tmq of he;mg sought by an onemy,

‘The fact 1#——"! said Harry. ‘““But perhape Hazel ha
bettet teil you——" Y 3 o d

““Goon, Hazel.”

Hazeldene coloured & littla. Dut the explanation had to
ba gone through.

" We met a chap in London,” he said. “ He saw me, and
gueassed that T was a relation of yours, by the likeness. You
know I'm very hike you, uncle.”

“ B0 you are, lad.’

. “ Well, the chap wanted to find you ou
it was none of his business, so we cl}m!ged
dﬂ%ﬂhﬁawkwardly. bs

The captain sat bolt upright in his chair.

“ He wanted to Gnd me out,” -

[ £ 3 ?’Bﬂ.”

“ Why 1

“ He eaid he was an old friend of yours,™

Tae Maener Liemanzr.—No, ‘115,
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The captain set his lips. The juniors did not look at him.
Bu!: they félt that he had grown pale under his brown skin.

;dik- you know his Eugnf:?" took £ pim ? said H

naree was on a knife we took from him,” ssid Harry.

“ And the name?™ m, ¥

“ Pedro Ijurra.”

““ My Heaven !'"

There was a crash on the nearth as the captain’s pipe fall -
{;Eml hmhhnriid: ﬂ:mﬁdﬁmhuprngg mht;ia I?ﬂt. p:i:‘aptnin Can-
iffe lay back 1 chatr, breathin avl o as death,

“Uncle! You are ill1" . %

The coptaip waved him-back.

:: It's all right,” he muttered thickly. -*Let me alona™

Bui—"

T am all right.”
. The captain recoveréd himself in a few moments. The
i:;niurg sat in awkward silence. The terrible shock the name
rad glﬂ%ﬁﬂ mpi&m wgs anly to0 aant.li

man?"” sl aptain Conliffe, after 3 pause.

* What was ke like?" P 3

“ A dark fellow—a fouth American,”™ |

“Did ti;mu za0 whether he—whother be had & scar upon his
forebosd 1" said tha :}l%ﬂiﬂ, in & low voice. “ Perhaps—"

" He had one,"” said Harry Wharton, “J saw it when Ho
Temo ;"ﬁd.h:s hat.”

-i_ :li

‘Tham was a lo 3il-en-:?i. " -

[ha captain p up his pipe with a shaking hand, -and
rel hﬁﬁp it. Ha smo on for gome minutes without
L kL .

Tha juniors did not know how to broak the silence.

“Tell e exactly what happeoned with that ‘man and your-
salves,” gdid the cuptain, at last. “ Spin me the whole yarn
from the beginning.” . _

Wharton gquistly and concisely related how they had bean
tracked by the SBouth American, snd hgw they iad aluded
him Bnally by taking the boat at a point some miles further

r

-up the coast.

The captain nodded approvol.

“ That was very I{Mﬂ% ou!™ he exclaimed.
chances are that he has not followed you bere,”

“ I should thinl: not, sic.”

Captain Conliffe nodded. _

“Yon—you startled me a little at first,” Le said slowly,.
“¥ think I owe you spme explanation. I knew this man=—
long ago—in Shuth America, and I have good reasons for not
WaR to moeet ham again. That is all. I don't suppose
you lads will sce anything more of him. 1f you should do se,
give him a wide berth, He is & dangerous character.”

Hea rose to his foet. x

“It will be time for you lads to be getting to bed now,™
ke remarked. .

Banter rose from the table Even the fat junior of Grey-
iriacs was Gnished at last. He moved with a slow and hoavy
motion, as if any movement was rather an uncomfortable
nroceds for .

1 sny, you fellows, I'm ready for bed,” he said drowsily,

“* (zood-night, my lade™

* Good-night, sir ' ] L. _

The captain shoock hands with the juniors, and they left
him. Wharton glanded back involuntarily as they quitted
the room; the captain was standing by the fire, staring
gloomily 1nto the plowing embers. Bunter grunted as the
T e, you Fellows, T feel preity Tagged " be exolaimed

+ T say, you fellows, I leel pretty fagged! imad,
*Would you mind carrying me upa‘l:lign for enea? 1 don't
fzel eqltaf to the exertion of walking.” ]
friars Remove,
ut thia modest

The juniors stared at the Owl of the G
Billy Dunter hed never wanted for cheek,
request, as Bob Cherry put it, really did take the buyn.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter is Carried Up to Bed,
r ET on, Billy," said Wharton brosquely.
The fat junmior leaned against the :'i')&lusira&a.
He certainly was tired ; they weore all tired, Buntor
mors than thée rest. The fat junior was never in
good condition, and he waa easily faligued., And ho had
eaten so enormous & supper that it really required an effort
on his part to move at all. ;

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I think you chaps might carcy
&2 up,’' he said, ' I'm jolly tired.”

* Wall, we're bired, too,” said Mark Linley.

Bunter aniffed.

“If you're going to be beastly selfish about it, I suppose I
needn't say any more,” he exclaimed. **I think you might
be decent.” )

Bob Cherry winked at his comrades.

“ Perhaps we'd better carry him,” he remarked. “If he
moves, after that supper, he may have an attack of
apoplexy; and what would Greyfriars do if anything hap-
penad to its Bunter ™

“Ha, ha, ha !’

““ Oh, really, Cherry——"*

“Lend me o hand, Nugent.”

“ Carbainly”’

“Thanks,” zaid Dunter. **Clasp your hands, and make a
gxat for e, and I'll =it down. Taﬁ:-‘: care how you carry me,
you know—any shock to the avstem might do me lots of
harmt. You know I've got a jolly delieste constitution,”

“You take hia ankles, F‘:'MIJI(,".

“What-ho !

“1'll taka his sars—"

“Ia, ha. hka I

“ Heors, hold on'!

“ On second thoughts, I'lI
Cherry, grasping the fat junior.
ready ¥’

“ Right-ho 1

¢ Hera goes, then,"

“Oh! Ow! I say, you fellowsg—"

But Bunter's protests wera in vain, He had asked to be
earrted, and Bob Cherry and Nugent meant to carry him.

Ha was whisked off his fest—no light task, considering his
weight—nand Bob dragged him up by the shoulders, and
Nugent followed, grasping his ankles,

“Ow, ow! Oh!” )

* MNow, then, up with him "

“I'm doing my beat!” gasped Bob Cherry. * But he’s
such n bleamﬁ wei;xhtl Does 1t matter if we bump you on
each step, Dunty ¥

Y 0w

Bump!

I say, you fellows—— Oh!” .
take his shoulders,” eaid Bob
“ Now, then, are you

Bump!

“ Yorooh '

“ Don't make that row; you'll wake the whole school—TI
mean the whole house,' said Bob Cherry. * We're doing
our best.'

“ Oh, leggo !

“ But you want to be carried up to bed.™

“¥ah! Lemme alone!"

¢ Pyp B

“Loggo!” shrieked Bunter. *I'll walk!”

“ wonsense! You're too tived. Uring him along !

“ Yarooh!"

Bump, bump, bump !

Tha fat junior was bumped on evary atair, and every fzosh
bump brought a fresh shriek from him. The rest of ¥ he
juniers followaed laughing. Billy Bunter struggled hard to
escape from the grasp of the humorcus juniors but in
vain. )

g {&)'ml‘ nsked for it, you know,” grinned Hazeldene.

i P .!!-

“My hat! He's heavy! It’s not so bad, though, if you
rast himy on avery stair,”” said Frank Nugont.

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Ow, ow, ow!"”

Thay réachad the landing at last. Hazeldene took thae
candle in the bed-room—a long, large room, in which seven
beds had been placed in a row, curiously resembling o bit of
tha old dormitory at Greyiriars.

“hw ! roared Bunter., *‘ Lepgo !

“g:u*:'ﬁr him to the bed,” saxd Bob.

s w .'l

Dunter was carried to the bed. Dob Cherry and Nugent
Enw: i a final swing through the air, and let hnn go, and

o awung upon the bed and bumped thare. There was an
ominous creak from the bed as the fat Junior’'s heavy weight
erashed upon it.

“Oht"

“Ha. ha, ha!"

Bitly Bunter sat up on the bed, and pazped. He put his
spectacles steaight on his little, fat nose, and blinked ot tha
laughing juniorms.
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HO0w! You rotters!™
“Ha, ha, ha "

# Toagts I
“Ha, ha, hal"
L

“Ha, ha, ha 1

Billy Dunter gave it up.  All his remarks were answered
by wells of loughter from the juniors, and the more his
indignation waxed, the more funny thr:'].’ soemed to consider
it. ?t wirs impossible to ba wrathful with dignity under the
cilreumntam:-es., and Billy Bunter snorted, and relapsed into
silence.

“yell, T'm jolly tired,” Mark Linlev observed, as he took
off his boota, * I shail be glad to geb to bed.”

“The gladiulness will be terrific ! remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur. ““‘I thinkfully consider that we may sleep in the
eafo soundfulness, az the esteomed scoundrel Tjurra hos quite
lost our honourable track I ) i

Wharton went to the window, and pulled aside the blind
and looked out.

The window opaned on to the front of the old house, and
gave a view to the garden with its shadowy trees, of fha
rocky path beyond, and the eove where the boat lay moored.
Over nll satled the greal, round moon.

he scene was almost as light 25 by day.

Wharton's eyes swept the moonlit scene, At any moment
ho would not have been surprised to sce the form of the
mysterious South American start inta sight.

E‘iut nothing stirred in the moonlight.

He gazed from the window for several minuies.
there was a sound below, and he started.

A form loomed in the moonlight, bat in a moment he
recognised it as that of Ga?tnin Cunliffe,

There was a ¢link of a slackening chain, and a deep growl
that resched the ear of the junjor at the window.

The captain was releasing a dog, and Wharton caught =
klimpse of a powerful mastiff as 1t bounded away into tha
shadows. It was & proof of the watchfulness that the
dwaller {;f Eilack Roclk House incessantly kept,

ut why -

What wj;!s it that Claptain Cunliffe feared at the hands of
the S8outh American? ri?'h}‘ was it that Pedro Ijurra wes eo
grimly beni on trm:iciﬂitha captain to his home?

They were questiona that Harry Wharton could not anawer,
but he went to bed in a very thoughtful mood, and in his
dreams that night he saw again and again the dark and
threatening face of the SBouth American.

Suddouly

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Chucking It.
BRIGHT sun blazing in at the window woke the Grey-
friars juniors on the following morning. .
Bob Cherry was the first to awake. He sat up mn
bod, and looked at the window, where the sun blazed
through the curtaing, and rubbed his eyes.

'“ My hat! It's jolly late!” he exclaimed.

The juniors had not been called. Captain Cunlific knew that
they were fatigued by their journey, and he had let them
have their sleop ouf, i

Bob 'I.‘,‘herri,- pulled his big silver watch out from under his
pillow, and looked st it. It was a quarter past nine. Tho
Jjunior gave o whistlo. 3 .

“My hat! This wouldn't do for Grelyfnara " he ex-
claimed. ** Hello, hallo, hallo, you chapa I’

Wharton apened his eyves.

“ Hallo 1™ :

*1t's n quarter past mine !

“ By Jove !

“Up with vou, lazybones '

i 3}1‘:", I like that! ¥ou're nob up yeb "

“'mogetting up ! said Bob Cherry, putting one legz out
of bed. “(et up, vou slackers! Get up, you lazy
bounders " . : :

*Yaw-aw-aw "' said Frank Nuegent, rubbing his eyes.

“Time to get up !

“ Bhake Bunter!™ ) .

“Ow! I say, you fellows, "tain’t rising-bell!” mumbled
Bunter deowaily.

*“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Pour the juy over him!"” ]

“1lare, hold on ! I—I say, you know ™ exclaimed Bunter,
sitting bolt uprizht in bed suddenly,  *Just sfop thar, you
duffers ! T zay, it's not time to get up yet! We don't wani
to get u];: at ceven here the same as at Greyfriars I

“Ha, ha! It's turned a gquarter past nine '™

“Rot! Your waten is fast!”

“%ou'rs slow., Bunter!” said Bob, with a4 shalke of his
head.,  “Tond me vour boot, will you, Marks ¥

o Cerbaints ! sand Mark Linley. &
A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton
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“ Look here, Cherry——"
H; Ll'-"jﬁfi me yvour other boot, Marky! And one of yours,

ze] !’

‘“ Here you are I

“I'm going to 3ee if I can hit Bunter's noee, at three
yards, in three tries!” explained Bob Cherry, swinging one
of the boots into the air, “If I can’t do 1f, you can try
next. Inky. with three more boots !

“IWith pieasure, iy worthy chum "

Bunter bolted out of bed.

 Btop it!" he roared. ' You sill

BE5—t?

“*1ia, ha, ha! ‘The target's shifted!” cxelaimed Bob
Cherry.  “ That's not the proper thing for a target to do!
Kecp still 1"

“I won't! Look here, chuck it "

“Certainly I" said Dob.
And he ¥ chucked " the boot, and Bunter gave a roar as it
taﬁpﬁud IIEm on the head.
W

“Well, you nsked for it ! said Bob Cherry,

“Ow?! Yow! I'm hurt!”

“Well, vou told me to chuck it1"

G | ﬂian't mean that!" howled Bunter. *“ When T said
chuck it, I meant chuck it, not chuck it, and you know that
jolly well "'

HWell, I must say vou're lucid ! snid Bob Cherry. *It's
another caso of English as she is spoke. Sorry if there's
any ‘damage done—to the hoot !”

“Ha, ha, ha I :

Bunter rubbed his head. He was very little hurt, as a
matter of fnet; but he always made the most of the smallest
injuries. Bunter was always on the demand for sympathy,
as Hob Chorry put it; and, perhaps for that very reason, he
pever received any.

“It's & ripping morning ! said Harry Wharton, looking
out of the window. “Leool: at the cove—smooth as pglass!
We can got a dir before brekker 1™

“I'm jolly well not going to have a di? before brekker !
said Ril%’ Bunter sulkily. " I'm hungry!”

And the fat junior dabbed his face with a Jdab of soap,
which constituted his morning’s wash, The juniors looked
at him curiously.

Billy Bunter had joined the vacation party for Black Rock
without anybody bhaving asked him. That was a little way of
Bunter’s. Towards the end of the term he had bonsted of an
mmvitation from a titled friend. apparently expecting that
thero would be a great deal of keon competition among the

reyirizcra fellows to secure him a9 s guest during the
vacation.

1f he expected that, he was disappointed. No one was
anxious *o secure Bunter. And the invitation from the titled
friend—wlhich probably only existed in PBunter's fertile
imagination—having fallan through st the last moment, it
became neccossary for Bunter to sceurs an invitation by hook
or by crook; for, though Bunter frequently enlarged upon
the greainess snd grandeur of his home, it had beon
generally observed that he was not at all anxious to spend his
holidays there. '

With his usual coclness, he had attached himasolf to Harey
Wharton & Co. for the vacation, und Hazeldene had some-
what ungracionsly consented to tale him to Black Rock.
He had permission from his uncle to bring as wany fellows
as he liked. He didn't like Bunter, but somchow the fat
junior generally bad his woy in matters of this kind.

MNow that Bunter had come, he was Hazeldene's puest, and
s0 Hazel did not foel quite at liberty fo deal with him as
he would have dealt wi?.h him at Greyiriare. 1Lut the chums
of the Lower Fourth were already what Bob Cherry called
E-,:]-Tp with the peculiar lLittle ways of William Georpe

unter,

They had made up their minds that they had stood enough
of him, and latterly they had taken to educating Bunter mn
a somewhat drastic fashion. .

They all stood round watching the fat junior while he
dabhbed a fragment of soop on his nose, dabbed it off again,
and {hen dabbed it with the towel

That dore, Bunter grunted as if he had greatly exeried
himself, and sat on the bed for a few minutes to sest.

I say, Nugent,” he remarked, * would vou mind lacing
up my boots for me ¥’

Nugent breathed hard through his nose.

“You might put 'em on, too!” said Buuter thoughiiully.
%1 get rather shart in the breaih when I stoop down.'

“ Anything elze ' azked Nugoent swecily. ;

“Woll, ves; yon con fasten my collar, too, if you like!
Jt's such a rotten exertion festening a stud, I think!”

“ Anvthing further ¥

' Neot just ot present.” : ;

“Good! Before you finish dressing, aren’t voun going fo
waeh *"’

1 have washed ! )

A Aren’t you gping to have a dip in the bay "'

Tur MaiewET LIbRarRy.—No. 115,
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“71 say, vou fellows—="

* Look here, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton bluntly, *yod
werem’t wanted to join in this little excursion——"

“ Oh, really, Wharton—-"" . 2 :

“But now you're with uz, we're willing to make the best
of it, if you behave yourself | I warm you when we lef§
Groviriars that you would have to behave yourself I

“T don't want any of your rot!” said Bunter, blinking
at him. ™ As a matter fact, I expoct I shall be the life
of the party. I can sing and I can dance better than any
of you chaps, and yvow'll jelly well find your noses put out of
joint when the girls come! 1 cen 11 up an evening giving
a ventriloguial entertainment, too !

“In the first place,”” went on Wharlton, as if Bunter had
not spoken, * you're going to have a proper allowance of
washing, and if you don't wash yourself, we'll wash youl"

“*Oh, really—"

“#ind, that's a warning "

“ Collar him and wash him now !" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Bunter made a wild dive for the door. He was oult ea the
landing before the juniors could seize him.

““ Ha, ha, ha}"’

Bunter blinked in at the doorway.

“1 say, you fellows, pive me m

“Clome end fetch “em ! said

“I—1 won't—"

*f Then and ¢at coke !V .
_ The juniors went on dressing. Bunter blinked doubtiully
in at the door. He wanted his boots, but he had a feelin
that if ha ventured into the room he would be collared, an
washed -againat his will.

*1—1I zay, Inky, just chuck me my boots!" he =aid, in &
wheedling tone.

“Clateh 17

* Certainly 1" said the obliging nabob.
“0Oh!” roared Bunter. : :
Ha caught the boot on his chin, and disappeared outside.

The boot was heard clumping down on the landing. The

juniors yelled.

“Ow, ow "

“Ha, ha, ka ™

“ Will you bave the otherful boot, my worthy chum’

But Bunter did not reply. Ile sat groaning on the landing
till the juniors came out. They found ham with one boot on.
They crowded down the stairs, and Bunter alunk into the
bed-room for his other boot.

boots 1"
Cherry,

THE FIFTH CHAPYER.
A Morning Dipl

ARRY WHARTON & Co. tmm%ad downstairs, and found
Captain Cunlife talking with Ben Topman in the little
square hail. The big door wes wide open, ond a fresh
broeze hlew in from the seca. From the doorwa

glimpees .wf the deep blue water of the cove could be h
through the green trees and straggling bushes of the garden.

The captain was looking cheerful and bright, and thers was
no trace in his weatherbeaten face of the emotion hg had
shown the previous evening at the mention of the name of the
Bonth American. It seeinead hardly possible to the juniers
that this bleff, kindly, old sea dop, woas tho man they had
met under the trees, who hed challenged them in a ringing
voice and with a levelled rovolver.

Indeed, in the bright sunlight the whole affair of the Scuth
Amceriean seemed less serious than it had seened in the
shadowy night. The juniors wera light-heavted enongh now,
and they hardly thought of the dark face of Pedro Ijurra.

I thought I'd let you have your slesp out,” tho captain
remarked, with a smile. " Yo must have been tired. Hew
do you fzel now™™

“Fit as a fiddle, air,” said Wharton cheerily.

“Riwht 25 rain, unele,” zaid Hazeldona, - We wers thinks
ing of having o dip in the cove before broakfast.™

“Good! [t shall be peady whem you come in.
Duke 1

A huze mastiff came uwp at the call. It was tho preat
aniieal Wharton had seen released Into the garden in the
moonlight. . o

The dog looked dubiously at the juniors, but a few words
from the captain soothed hnm. :

“¥You can pat his head,” said Captain Cunliffe,
e frlends with you: bat he woul
wlo camo fnte the place at night.”

Wharton patted the mestifi's buge head. He was fond of
dogs, and dogs generally liked him. Hilly Bunter camo
sulkily downstairs, and he blinked in a very doubtful way st
Duke through his big spectacles. T

¥ [—1 say, vou fellows, does that beast bite!” he asked.

The captain looked at the fat junior sharply.

* Duke will not hurt you,” he said.

GET IT NOW.
Prlce One Halfponny,
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“ Heo will
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Crack]
an éxclamation as a

From the distant cliffs came a report and a sudden pufl of white smoke. The South American uttered
ullet crashed into the woodwork of the boat,

“Ia locks jolly dangerous.”

“You need not be atraid of him."”

“Oh, I'm not afraid,” said Bunter.
you know; but at the samo time—"'

** Hore, Duke!” ;

The captain walked away, with the dog following him.
Bunter breathed more freely. Aa a matter of fact, Bunter
would have been afraid of a poodle if it had shown its testh.

*“ Come on, Bunty,” said Bob Cherry, passing his arm
nﬁ;?cﬁﬁ??taly through that of the fat junior.

“Tako his other arm, Inky.”

* Cortainfully—""

“T say, you fellows—""

“Come on, or wp sha'n't have time for a dip befora
brelkker," smid Bob Cherry chearfully.

Bunter began to struggle.

“T don't went a dip before brekker!™ he roared. “I'm
hungry! T've washed, too, and if 1 had & dip the same morn-
ing, it would be & wash wasted.”

“0Dh, come on!"

“1 won't! I—"

“* Your mistake," grinned Cherey. * You will””

Tha fat junior was run down the rocky path towards the
pove at a that made him gasp.

The juniora surroundsd him, and he could not escapa.
Hazeldene followed, grinning, with towels over his arm,

They reachad tho pebble ridgs, "and there they stripped off
their clothes. A more solitary spot it would have been hard
to imagine. The trees hid the house, and their surroundings
seomed as solitary a3 Bobinson Crusos’s island. The waves
broka with a gentle murmur opon the edge of the silver
gand. On either side of the cove rose huge time-worn cliffs,
hollowed hore and there into caves by the action of the sea,
Betwean the cliffs, seaward, lay the illimitable blua of the
Atlantic,
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“BILLY BUNTER'S VOTE.

“What a jolly ripping place!" exclaimed Harry Wharion,
a3 he kici;a‘:i a?f hrijs boots. * We shall have & jolly tune
hera, Hazal "

"The jollyfulness will be terrific !

“ I hope you will,"” said Hazeldene. * We ocught to be abla
to gob some fum, if that South American blackguard doesn's
COIma ering agsin.'' ]

“Oh, he's gone for good, I think."

-II'I hm W‘.I‘!‘

#1 say, youn follows——""

* Why, you're not undressing, Buntar—""

“I'm jolly well not going to undress, .

“Now, look here, Bunter, it’s dangerous to bathe in sea.
water with ope's clothes on,’”” said Bob Cherry, with a shake
of the head. * You might catch cold afterwards.”

** Ha, ha, hal” i

" Basides, it would apoil the clothes.”

*You—you utter ass! I'm not going to bathe ab alll”
roared Bunter. *“ T don’t like sea-bathing, especially o early
in the season. I won't bathe.” ]

“Your mistake, Billy, You can bathe in your clothes, or
out of them, but you're going to bathe!” aaid Nugent.

“I won't!"

¥In with him [

Bunter made a wild run for the path to the house, but he
was caught and ryanked back in a twinkling. He yelled
wildly.

“Ow, aw "

“ In with the porporse '*

* Ow! Lemme undress first!"” )

“Ha, ha, ha! You've decided to bathe without wour
clothes, theni™

“Ow! Yeoa! Beast!™

* Ha, ha, ha!" )
Billy Bunter stripped off his clothes in hot haste, the juniora
standing round in a ring to cut off his escape. The circle

A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton
&Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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of them were roaring with laughter, but Buater did not see
spything humorous n tha gituation.

is jacket and vest came off in & twinkling, and his collar
and tie followed, Then his efforts slackened down.

“I—I say, you fellows, you're only joking, of course?” he
ventured,

“Of course wo are,” said Bob Cherry heartily. "It will
be & rather wet joke for your clothes, though, if you don’t
undress pretty quickly.”

" The wetfulness will he terrific”

“I'm not going to—-"

“ Collar him '

“Hold on!" gasped Bunter,

He tore off his and socks. Then his shirt followed
more slowly, and his wide trousers slowest of all

Ho shivered as the keen breeze from the Atlantic czaught
his bare, fat legs.

“Ow! Groo—it's ec-cold I

“Jump into the water, then!"

*Is it—is it warm?i'’

“Dear me, I fﬂrfnt to order Neptune to have the warm
water lard on ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, amiting his chest.

“* Ha, ha, ha !’

“Oh, really. Cherry—""

" Jump it

Bunter tested the water with his toe, and drew back. He
wrapped his bathing-clothes round him, as if they could heep
him warm. Bob had thoughtfully brought then along for

him.

“Ow! It's cold!™ )

“You will catch eold if you shiver like that, you young
:'aﬁ.a!:* Elxclauﬁed Harry Wharton, in disgust. *° Make a plunge
or 1t !

“[ e-ccan't!” . .

“ You c-c-can ! said Bob Cherry, taking the fat junior by
the shoulders .and giving him a swidden vielent push.

“ There !
“Ha, ha, ha ™
Splash !
" Groot”?
' Ha, ha, ha '™
Bunter Sopped face downward into the sea. He rolled over

and stenck out wildly, He couwld swim—painiul lessons at
Greyfriars had taught him the art of natation, thongh his
movements in the water were abont as graceful as those of &

rge.

; ﬁlﬂ- Owl of the Remove began to swim, puffing and blowm
Like 2 grampus, and turning a crimson, indignant {ace towar
the umpﬁ':ﬂ :

“ixo it, Bunty!

“Ha, ha, ha !’T"r

“Groo )" spluttered Bunter, ejecting a large doce of sea-
water from his mouth. " Phew! Greo! Boch!™

** Ha, ha, hat"

“You beaste! I'm c-c-coming ashore !’

" Yeu'l get chucked in egain i you do, Bunty.”

* Here, sea who can cateh lum oftenest with these pebbles,”
said MNugent, stooping and collecting a handful of round
pebhled. ' The chap who gets most out of twelva, wing.”

“Ha, ha! Good!”’

In & moment 'Eebbles were raining upon the water round
the s?luttﬂring junior. ' They did mot hit Bunter, but he
thought overy moment that they would, and be puifed and
blew and swoam as fast as he could out into the bay.

Then the Greyfriars juniors plunged in. Bunter was hav-
ing his morning dip, w r be liked 1t or not, and it was
probably doing him good. Good or not, ke was having it.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Enemy Again !

HE Greviriars juniors plunged into the sea with great
re it quieter or safer spot for a bathe could not
have been desired. The morning was fresh, but not
eold : the sea-water, however, felt warm after the cnsp

air. The juniors swam ont cheerily into the deeper water
and splashed' and sported to their hearb’s content.
splashed one another, and splashed Bunter, to an accompani-
ment of zhouts of merry laughter.

“What a ripping place for a2 swim ! exclainwed Harry
Wharton., " Who's for a race?”’

* Good I ;s

“ FPirst man out to the Point ! exclaimed Harry.

The Point, closed in the bay to the north—a jutting tongue
of rngged rock, rising abruptly from the sea. It was a good
half mule from the beach opposite the house.

“ Right vou are," exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“"The rizhtfulness is ternifie.™

“1 say, you fellows—" . . i

“ Come on, Bunty—you're going to swim out to the Point.”

AGNET LiprAmrt.—-No. 1I5.
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“T'm jolly well not. I'm going in to breakiast.”

“Come on ['* roared Bﬂb%h&ﬁ'ﬁ. splashing noisily towards
the fat junior.

Heo ﬂi{! not really intend to bother himself with Bunter dur
ing the raca; but Bunter thought he was in earnest, be
splashed hurriedly ashore.

i: é&hf”hmk : lﬁmrﬁd d&ﬁa'ﬂtzﬁrm-

L UGIOLET n .

He scram !ﬂut of tho water asd dashed up, the beach at
jull speed, dripping with water, without waiting for his
clﬂt!has. ——

** Ha, he, ha! . .

Bob gasped with mirth as he rejoined his comrades. Tarey
formed them into s line. .

* Ready to start?" e exclaimed,

L "E'EHITT

i {;ﬂ 1ril

Aud the juptors strock out. .
. -T]T:-I::r' 1'1‘95'5}@;5'1“1' 23 swimmers, thanks to their fraimng 1n
the jonioy Navat' Corps at Greyfriars, They all started
well, ailiﬂ Ef'.mchhm} manfully. For the first hundred yards
or so the val.

Then tli’l:'!:: Jamset Bam Singh dropped behind. He swam
on bravely, but the others wers drawing steadily ahead of

hira.

Hazeldene d:ro];’?ed to the rear a few minntes later. The
nabob avertook him, and tslgg swain oo neck and neck, but
the other four wers wall ahead.

For half the distance Wharton and Mugent, Cherry and
Linley kept slmost level, and then Nugent slackened down.

The threg strong swimmers went ahead, and now the
struggle was keon. . ]

Not o word was spoken; ther breasted the water in grnim
silence, all their energies thrown inte the contest. Had it
heen a struggle for & great prize the juniors could not have
thrown more keenness mto it

“ My hat!"? gazpad Bob Cherry at last.

Ho dropred Eehmd. i

1t was between Harvy Wharton and the Lancashire lad
LOW.

Harry had always been considered tho finest junior swimmer
at Greyfrjars, but he knew that he had a dangerons rival in
Msrk Liniey, The sturdy Lanpeashire lad, always in the best
condition and as hard as nails, was a tough customer to tackle
in any way—whether ot boxing, wrestling, running, or
sw Hrnmming. :

And he seemed to be at the top of his form now,

Wharton fooght on steadily, but it was all he could do to
keap level with the Lanceshire lad.

Mark was deoing hus best now.

The spit of rock was only a hundred yards awny. Tt was
tha last lap, and all depended upon the next few minutes,

The extreme end of the point rap oot to sea in a tongue
of land rising hardly & few feet from the water for a dozen
vards or more beyond the abrupt rock. DBeyond that low
tonguo there came a glanciug of white,

Both the juniors saw it )

It was the sail of a boat coming down the shore from the
north. As yet the tongue of rock hid the beat and the man
in it, but the white sail glanced into view over it

The juniors saw it, but paid it little attention.

Bails, of course, were common encugh on the coast, and
they only imagined it to be a fisherman's craff from the
northern shore. i

The hoat was evidently hugging the coast when they had
obscrved it, and was, indeed, dangerously near to the rocks
if anvthing lke a swell had come on.

ifty yards more!

Mark Linley was putting on a spurt now, and he drew
f!.!.IE:'."EI.'ﬂ-

Wharton set his tecth hard.

Ho was determined not to be beaten.

e put everything he had into that last tussle. Slowly,
inch by inch, he drew level again with the Lancashire lad,
and then he passed him.

The spit of reck was a dozen yards ahead. )

The wator shallowed down, and Wharton dragged himself
ot of it and turned breathlesasly to wave his hand at Mark
Linley. )

Thg IL.ancashire Tad had just touched imund, a vard behind,

He rosc from tho water with a breathless lnugh.

“*VYou've dona it, Wharton.”

Y It was a cloze thing, I,lmugh.*” _

The zail glanced under their eyss. Standing on the rock,
they could tee across into the water on the other side—tihey
could see the boat and the boatman.

Only hiz legs wera visible for the moment, for he wam
handling the sheets, and the canvas hid the rest of him,

* Hallo 1" called out Harry, *' Look out for the rocks, my
mran ¥

Thera was a sharp exclamation in the boat.

[T [I-il- !'I'Jl

GET IT NOW.
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Wharton stuﬂ:&a. 3 x

It was o hyrried exclamation, but he fancied that the tone
»f it was familiar—that he had heard the voice before.

Hpo changed colour a trifle,

* Linley 1

The Lancashire lad nodded guickls.

*“1 heard it, Harry."

It wag—""

‘“The man who shadowed us from Leondon,” said Mark
guletli_'l?. * He has found us again. No—it’s no good plunging
in. e has recognised your voice”

[ 2] Tl'“ﬂ-." .

The man in the boat emerged from behind the sail.

He was o lithe, powerful man, with black hair and eyes,
and a face as brown as a berry. His eyes gleamed at the

uniors.

“Ha! I have found you!™ he exclaimed.

It was the South American!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Three Shots.

ARRY WHARTON compressed s lips. His face was dark
and ahgry. The Bouth American had run them down
again—close to the home of the man he was seeking.
There was something terrible in the relentless pursuit

of this mysterious adventurer. Nothing sesmed to baffle
hirn—he had found them again. ;

He laughed, showing his gleaming teeth under his black
moustache, as he stood up in the boat locking at the juniors,

“I have found vou again, sonoritos."

Wharton geve him a savage look.

“Yea, vou have found us,”” he said; “but T warned you
vesterday that it would not be safe to run us down.”

.[‘J'Ill.'l‘-&- laughed ogain.

“Bah! I kave found

“ And now what do you want with us?’ sald Mark Linlew,

The Bouth American shrugged his shoulders.

“ With vou, nothing. I want Captain Cunliffe—E! Capitano,
a3 wo celled him in the South Amernican waters, when we
wero shipmates.”™

Wharton started

# Shipmates i

“Why not?’ said Ijurra.

“I do not believe it! ¥You—a scoundrel like you—were
never the shipmate of Captain Cunliffe ! exclaimed Wharton
seornfully.

“¥You do not know what you are saying, hittle senor. But
where is Captain Cunliffe, for vour attempts to elude me
eonvince me that he is near at hand? You are living near,
or you would nwot be bathing in the sca.

‘harton’s brows contracted.

Again, unconsciously, the jumiors had been the means of
gutding the South American towards the home of the man he
sought. If he had not seen them now—— But Wharton
roflected that the Bouth American was coasting along and
examining the shore with the keenpess of a hawk., He would
not have failed to explora the cove at Black Rock, and then
he would havo made the discovery. i ) R

Ijuwrra looked at the juniors with a mocking light in his

i

yas,

“Well,” he said. “where iz my old friend, Captain
Cunliffe?"

“ He is no fiiend of yours.” :

“But he will be glad to see me,” caid Ijurra, langhing.

“That s not true,” seid Harry, eyeing lim steadily : * and
you will get no answer from ps™

“Bah! I shall not lose sight of yon again.''

The juniors exchanged a hopeless look. The matter waos
now in the hands of the Bouth Amencan; thers was no
baftling him further.

“Let us return,” said Harry quietly,

Mark nodded. They plunged into tho sea again, and awam
slowly back to the beach. They met the other juniors on the
wey, but no explanation was necded, (or the South American’s
boat had glided round the point now, and was entering tha

¥e i

Ijurra handled the boat well. Tt was clear that he was a
spaman. He kept the craft well behind the juniors, but kept
them in easy view.

But the swinimers wers no longer necessary for his guidance.
As he came into the bay he could see the smoke of Black
Rock House rising above the trees,

His eves gleamed at the sight.

Ho stood up in the boat, his hand upon s sheet, and loaked
itﬂugily towards tho shore, shading Ins eves with his fies

and.

¥rom the cliff the column of smoke rose against the blue
morning ski. _ Bevond were cliffs on cliffs, here and there
wooded at their suiunits where thiere was soil, in other places
baro and prev. ;

From the cliffs on the southern side of the bay thers cams
a sudden-puff of white smoke, followad a moment later by &
report that reverberated strangelv among the rocks.

The South American attered a cory.
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A tiny round hols appeared in the sail of his craft.

* Carambo 1"

The juniors were scrambling ashors now. They, too, had
hoard the gunshot, and they imagined that it was someone
shooting gulls.

Thoey could see the puff of amoke curling away against the
dark rock.

But as they looked towards the South American they saw
th?;- hﬂl‘_did not imagine the marksman to be shooting ot
gulls.

 Instead of standing ;Iﬁ:- in the boat he was crouching down
mn 1t, concealed as much as possible by the gunwale, and
colour had wavered in his dark cheek.

Harry Wharton uttered an exclamation.

N e e ohapon the clif is firing at the boatt”

Iy hat! o chap on the chiff is firing st the boat!
pxclaimed Bob ﬂharry,*a&hut, g
** At Tjurra, you menn!’
** Greaf Scott]”

Crack!
Another puff of samoke, ancther crack, from the distant
eliff. The distance was great, but the aim was good. Thore

was & crack from the boat, audible across the sient bay, as
the bullet crashed into the woodwork,

The juniors stood looking on with white faces. All of &
sudden they were brought face to face with tragedy—with
a matter of life and death. Who was fring from tha chiff?
His deadly intention could hardly be doubted.

The South American did not doubt it. In the boat, if ho
rosa above the gunwale, he was helplessly exposed to the aiin
fﬁ thqlmarkmnun, but as he crouched Ea could not control

N 8411,

Tle wind caught 1, and the bost heeled over and whirled
It drove towards the rocks of the Point, and the South
American could make no effort to step it.

* He's going ashore,” mutterad Linley.

“ The safest place for him."

B s i from the face of tho cliff

t was a third ringing report from ace of tho cliff,
Of the marksman nutﬁing could be seen. He was luddzn by
the rugged rocks.

Crash !

The boat was on the rocky shore now. The Bouth American
made a desperatespring o land, and disappeared among t
rocks. Ho had landed two hundred yards or mors from the
junml":éd and they saw him for omly a moment as he dis-
appeared.

‘e boat pounded on the rocks, washed there by the waves,
and tho mast crashed over the side. The South American
did not reappesr.

The juniors turned slowly towards the house. The strange
and terrible occurrence had given them a shock. Hazeldeno
was white as a sheet.

“It—it can't be—""' he muttered, and broke off.

Wharton looked at him.

“ What do you mean, Hazel ™

“I—I was thinking my uncle—"'

Harry started. It had not cccurred to him before. But
who wuas firing from fhe chiff at the boat containing
the South American? Who at Black Rock had reason to
fear his coming ?

Was it possible that the captain

The dark thought was driven from the juniors' minds the
next moment by a ‘lhmu't;r vopice breaking the silence.

“Tumble up, my lads! Breakfast is ready !’

It was Captain Cunliffe. He had come down to the beach
to meet them. The junicrs cxchanged glances of reliof.
Captain Cunliffie was there, and he could not have boeen a
guarter of o mile away on the southern cliff a few minutes
before. Whoever had fired thoso shots across the sunlit
bay, it was not their host.

T

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Little YenirHoguism.
BILLY BUNTER was already at breakfast when tha

(xreviriars juntors came in. Ho wae looking nll the
better for his enforced bathe, though he was not in-
clined o admit it. 1t may have had the coffect of
improving his appetite; at all events, he was performing
wonders at the breakfast-table, to the evident admiration
of old Ben. Eggs and bacon and kidneys disappeared at a
wonderful rate, and Bunter had already done very well when
the juniors came in. But he showed no sign of Teavineg off.

Hea blinked up af them asz they come fo the table.  His fat
face was assuming an extremely shiny appearanec.

4“1 say, you fellows, the prog. ia jolly good here” he re-
marked., Y1 think I shall enjoy my heliday after all,
Hazeldene," ’

Hazeldene did not reply. He was wearing a worrled look;

Wha

“BILLY BUNTER’S VOTE.” A4Sy sk uinhson
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the mystery of the shots fired from the cliff was weighing
up?nanhls_ mind.

“Bomeone was out shooting early this morning,” Captain
Cunliffe remarked. ** You nheard the shols on the c]l:ﬂ'. i 8
uppose I

“* Yes," said Harry.

: ‘I‘iﬂhg‘:itmg Er]:is, ﬁ.&mﬁmm.;il aaid Buntﬁ:r. with hiz mouth

ull, “*Fm r r & dab al shootin ulls, you know. I’ll
show you after breakiast.” &8 :

“You jolly well won't,” said Bob Cherry. * You're not

ing to fool about with loaded frearms. I”
fi?itgh&fme.” I've geen you do

“ {h, rﬂh_]]f; Cherry——-"
ﬁﬁ”ﬂ;ﬂ:::ruiﬂ:&t t matter Ler;{}imach i u:; Hﬂ]w ;eué ma.r:i h-i-:iad

f 1 QU MIE oW gome €lse’s ofi, and that
mnkea‘nljl' the d’i'ﬁﬂrenﬂc." f '
"¥*I'm a Qab at shodting——""

“Rate! You're a dab at drawing the long bow!" said
Hgmt. “You're no good with a gun.”

_Billy Bunter blinked 'indignantly, and consoled himself
with & fresh supply of kidneys and bacon.
-The coming of the SBouth American was weighing upon
the minds of the juniors, and they felt that it ought to be
mentioned to Captain Cunlife, After breakfast, Harry
followed the captain into the garden, and told him.
_The skipper's bronzed face turned a shade paler as he
listened.

“*You're sure it was Tjurra?®" he ashked.

““Oh, yes, sir! I spoke to him."

The skipper weinkled his brows.

“*And the shots from ihe cliff were fired at his boat 1"
he asked,

(18 Y“FFI-

“ But—but why, and by whom ™ zaid Captain Cunliffe,
very much puzzled. ** Who should do =0? ¥ think it must
have been some gull shooter, whose shots went near the
boat by sheer chance. Don't you think thst is possible 1"

*“The bullets struck the boat or the sail.”

“That may have been acoident.”

*The Houth American did not think it an accident; he
crouched under the gunwale, and let the boat run ashore,”
paid Harry, “Of eourse, though; it may be as you think,
T thought I ought to mention the matter to you.”

“Quite right—quite right,"” said the captain.

And Harry left him. Captain Cunliffe called after him.

*“Then Tjurra is ashore here, Wharton "

““¥es,” snid Harry, turning his hegd. ¥ He went into the
rocks on the north side of the cove™

““*Thank yeu!™ [

Wharton rejoined his chums. They had come out of the
house in cheerful spirits, and Bob Cherry was seon fingering
hig necktie, and trying to get it straight—almost a hopeless
task with ’Boh- arry samiled as he saw it, and gucesed
at once what 1t meant. .

“What time is Marjorie coming, Hazel 7' he asked.

Hazeldene laughed.

“The girls get to Wynne Station at half-past ten,” he
said. **That's about a mile from here. It's the nearest
railway point.” _

“We're going to meet them, of course

“Well, I am,” said Hazeldene. * You fellows can come
if you like.”

“1f we like!” =aid Nugent.

“"The likefulness will be terrific, my worthy chum.'”

“1 don’t see that it's necessary for all you fellows to
come,” Billy Bunter remarked. "I suppose Hazeldeno
ought to come, as he's Marjorie’s brother, and if T go with
him it seems to me that that will be enough.”™

It will be too much,” said Bob Cherry. ' You can stay

“{Oh, really, Cherry——"

“It's not fair on Marjoric and Clara to make them begin

iheir holiday by seeing a chivvy like yours,” said Bob.
‘%Kea}p out of sight for & bit, and we'll break it gently to
them.''

“ Look here——" i

“We'd better start now,"” said Harry Wharton, langhing,

And Bob Cherry having given hia offending neccktie »
fina] tuf, which made it look more awry than ever, the
juniors left Black Rock House, and followed the rocky path
down the combe towards the railway-station, a mile away
on the inland side of the great, prey cliffs. '

The morning was fresh and ‘bright, just
a brisk walk. Billy Bunter ] d behind, and grumbled
at having to keep up with the others.

“1 say, you fellows, you might walk a little more slowly,”
he anyd. “*¥ou know I've got a delicate constitation, and
hurr{:n&gke this may do me some damage.”

Bob rry quickened his stride.

* Bit down and take a rest till we come back, Bunty,” he
advised,

% {Jh, really—--"

“You mustn't overtire yourself, you know,” said Bob
: t'rTF”’ with great consideration. **Think of your consti-

T BT,

“If you think I'm not coming to meet the girls——21
h&'g&n unter wrathfully.

‘My dear ass—""

" You know how disappointed Marjorie would be if che
didn’t see me. Go a bit slower, you rotters.’

But the Greyfriers juniors were not disposed to accommo-
date their pace to that of the laziest {iip the party, They
strode on, and Billy Bunter dropped behind.

Ho made some efforts to overtake them, but it was too
much, -and he gave it up, with an angry gleam in his eye.

“But I'll jolly well stop "em ! he murmured,

From the bushes beside the trock the Greyfriara chumie

WEEEHE}E'ETME' a sudden voice rang.

And they halted. For in that ringing shout the thought

the weather for

th&g recognised the well-known tones of the SBouth American.
Wharton set his lips.

* He's here sgain, you chaps!"

*Let him show himself," said Mark Linley. ' We'll
bump him ™

*{Good egg !

But no one npéae.arle-d from the bushes. Billy Bunter came
Fts"nt-lagg up, ond joined the juniors, but the bushes never
stirred.

Harry looked puzzled.

“Theat's curious!"” he said.

“It was his voice!" said Nugent. “'I'd hnow it any-
where.”

“Come out of there, you skulking coward ! ecalled out
Hazcldene. ' Btand out here, and show your fape!™

“1 say, you fellows—"

* Bhut up, Bunter!- If vou're there, Ijurra, stand out !"*

But there was no stir in the bushes.

“He's gone !" said Bob Cherry.

118 Let‘lﬂ g'.'etl'?n'-ll'

The Greyiriars chums, gresatly puzzled, strode on their
way. Billy Bunter, grinning, lagged on in thoif rear. As
sgon a8 the juniors drew ah
thickets again.

“ Halt !

“My only hat I exclaimed Bob Cherry. # This is & giddy
Jo L PP AN b

“Yes" exclai ent, rushing lowards Billy Bunter
“ and this is the giddy joker!™ 4 :

4 Dw I!‘}

“You young rascal—"

“Y¥ow! Don’t shake me like that, Nugent! You may
make my glasses fall off, and if they get broken, you'll have
to pay for tham, so I tell you.”

, the voice called from the

:#*i#*#####ﬁi##ifﬁ*#fﬁ#iﬁf‘##f#*##f###i##i###*#######*##t
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\ Billy Bunter sat op on the bed and gasped. * Ow, you rofters!™ h2 exclaimed, bilaking at the grinning Junlors ‘

furiously.

**Yon beasts. Yah!"

“T'll tench you o work off your
ua!"” paid Nugent, shaking the
# There—and thera "

“Yoaw! Ow!”

#*(Oh, 1t was that giddy ventriloguist, was it !’ exelaimed
Bob Cherry. “I might have guessed it, too. Hold him
while I jump on him.”

“Ow! Yow!"

Billy Bunter wrenched himself free, and ran.

“ Come back and ba jumped on I roared Bob Charry.

Bunter did not accapt that kind invitation. He ran on
breathlessly, and the juniers, laughing, resumed thoir way
to the station, and they did not hear any more mysterious

iddy ventriloguism on
at juniar vigorously.

voices. Billy Bunter's ventriloquism was stopped, for the
fomae.

THE KINTH CHAPTER.

Bunier Makes a Bargain.
¥ W! Beastal™

That was the remark Billy Bunter made when,
stopping to take breath, he found that he was not
pursued, and that the Greyfriara juniors were out of

gight. The fat junior stood gasping on the rocky path for
g8 few minutes, blinking ndignantly., Then he slowly fol-
l.::mkdﬂﬂhﬂ path the juniors had taken towards the village,
“Hale !
It was & sudden voice from the thicket along the path.

Billy Bunter snorted. :

“h, go and eabcoke ' he exelaimed. * What's the peod
of working off & ztals wheeze lile that #**

And the fat junior tramped on, fully convineed that the
challenge had come from one of the Greyfriars juniors who
was playing a trick on him,

“ B top 1

“ Rats "'

A figure came hastily through the bushes, and a man with
& gun in the hollow of his arm stepped into view.

Y 2iop " he repeated.

Bunter stoppods

Tror Maocrrer Limmrarvy.—No. 115
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He did not like the leok of the stranger at all.

He was a little man—not much taller than Bunter himself—
and one of his legs was curionsly twisted; and he walked with
8 decided lameness, . ,

_His face was burnt dark by a tropical sun, and his eyes,
deep-set and glittoring, seemed to burn under his rugged
black brows. o

The lams man hobbled in his path. | .

His olothes, which wers of a scafaring cut, showed plain
signs of rouzh usape, and the stains on them seemed to in-
dioate that the lame man was sceustomed to sleeping in the
open air—at least, of late. Bunter guessed that he was a
poscher of some sort—though in the neighbourhood there
was' little to poach, unless it was an occasionsl rabbit in the

The gun, however, showed that the man had been
out shooting; and Bunter remembered theshots he had heard
on the oliff ihat morniog.

““Well, what do you want?’ hc said feebly. “1I haven't
g.nﬂ' money to give away. I'm stony broke. I'm treated too
jolly meanly by my friends to bave any money io spare.

1 daon’t want your money, you young fool. What is your
nama "’ _

“ William George Bunter, of Greyfriars School, Tlemove
Form——""

“Thet's enough. Where
bourhkood "'
~“With Captain Cunliffe)’

“Ah! At Black.Rock "

&4 -EI'EE.”

The lame man nodded.

“* You know Captain Cunliffe!™ esked Billy Bunter.

The lawo man laughed with a2 curious ring.

“¥es, 1 know him. But thet is no business of yours.
Haow is it that you boys are staying with Captain Cunlife—
he is gpencrally zlone, T believe?

"We'vre spending the Easter vacation hers,”

20, it s curions|  Never mind. Has there been another
visitor to Black Rock while you have been there®”

“ Mot that I know of.”

are you stavinz in this neigh-

A Splendid Tals of Hapry W
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“ A foreipn man,'” said the stranger—"" a Bouth American—
& man with a scar on his forehead., He landed in the cove
thmﬁmrmng, some hours ago. Have you seen him 7

i l.'.L”
" Then ke is not at Black Rock "

“ He can't be without my secing him,” said Bunter. I3
he & friend of yours?™

The lame man chuckled.

“Yes, & friend—and a very old friend,” he said. “"I'm

‘most anxjous to see him. Listen to me, Bunker—"

* Bunter,"

* Ah, Bunter! Listen to me. T want to know as soon as
that man comes to Black Rock—vyou understand
]" 'iif'beri," zaid Bunter, thoagh hic did not understand very
clearly.

“You must let me know. "

“IT-I'll tcll you anything with pleasure,” said PBunter,
beginning to think that he was dealing with a lunstic,
“Would vou like me to send you s posteard?

" Neo, fool.”

“Oh, really—"

“I am never very far from Black Rock,” =aid the lame
man, with another of his curious chuckles. * Do vou know
the sundial in the gavden 7

** 1 have scen it there.™ s

* Well, as soon as vou get any news of the South American,
%e;{rqtn_ not¢ for me om the sundial in the gavden, and 1 shall

g Al

Bunter blinked at him.

* But—but—-"

The man came clogsor to him. His dark face and deap-set
eyes assumed & terribly threatening look, which caused
Burte:'s heart to throb wildly.

“ Hearken to ma,” said the lame man, in & low, hard voice.
“I'd as soon blow your brains out as squash a fly. I've come
from a country where it's not much thought of. Mind, I
don't want to hurt you, but if you don’t carry out m orders
I'll make you sorey for it. 1Jo you understand? I}’ I find
that you have {ailed to obey me I will put a bullet through
your heoad. ™

Wi ﬂ“‘ -!!!

“Mind, you are to do as I tell vou, and not to say & word
to o soul,’” said the lame man threateningly—" not a word!”

“I—I—— All right.”*

“1 don't want you to do it for nothing,"” went on the Jame
man, s voice softening a little ns he saw that he had
1ﬂr:-¢{-ib¢d the fat junior sufliciently. * I'll pay you for what
you do,.”

Billy Bunter brightened un.

“ Now you're talking ! he exclaimed.

The lame man laughed. -

“Look you, I will leave money for vou on the sundial
rvery evening—five shillings every time,” he said. * Does
that satlisfy yout"

DBunter jumped.

5 %:iva”b::-h a day!”

Y

“1'l do anything you like!' exclaimed Bunter eagerly.
"Youn ean rely on me. Il leave you as many notes on the
sundial as vou like,”

“QGood! Leave one overy morning, then, telling ma
whetlior anything haz been seen of Pedro Ijurea, and I will
leave the money in exchange.” ]

“ Jaollv goed! Perhaps you wouldn't mind paying the first
lot in sdvance’” spppested Dunter, “ I'm awfully short of
money. I've been disappointed asbout a postal-order, you
gee, and—""

* Take this.™

The maen thrust a handful of small silver info the fat
jnior’s palm, without even counting if. Bunter's eyes
elistened.

* Remember what T have told you., Lot me know any-
thing that happens at Black Rock. If Ijurra actually comes
thers, you must come and tell me at once, without delay.”

* But wherge——"

I =hiall be on the eliffs on the south side of the cove. I
thall sce vou coming, if it is in davlight, with my feld-
gloszes,””

: “(iand! I'll do it,"" said Bunter. " I-—=I like youm very
nuch. you know, and 1I—I"m going to do it out of frlendﬁhzlm,
Of ecurze, T regard this money simply as a loaw.™

Tl lame man did not seem to hear. -

 Mind, not a word to o soul—even to your companions,’” he
said. :

* That's all right. They won't let me into all their secrets,
and T jolly well won't tetl them a word.” ]

“ That i right. Don't forgel” And the lame man dis-
appeared among the thickets. .

15illy Bunter blinked after h:ml in & stale of considerable
gstonishment. Many strange things were happening 1n
connection with that visit to Blaek Roel, but this scemed to
ke about the strangest of all,  But Billy Bunter was perfectly
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gatizficd. A new source of income had been opened fo him,
and that was quite sufficient to elate the fat junior.  Billy
Bunter counted the money in his hand. There wdre cight
shillings and sixpence.

* By George!” murmured Bunter. g

He hurried on towards the village. He was in funds now,
and when Billy Bunter wos in funds the money always burng
in his pocleet till he had spent it.

i ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie Arrives.

" ARJORIE M :
M The Greviriavs ehums were in good time at the

station. They were on the platform waiting when
the train came rattling in. i

Two pretty faces in cherming hats looked from a carriage
window.

They belonged to Marjorie Hazcldene and Clara Treviyn,
the givl chums of Cliff House. The juniors waved their caps
et onee.

Bob Cherry rushed to get the carringe door open, and
ecollided with Frank Nugent, who was bounding forward for
the same purpose. Nugent staggered away, and Bub sat on
the platform with considerzble violence.

*“You ass!"” he gasped. £ 2 5

“VYou duoffer!” panted Nugent, bringing up against an
l;lutnn;:ttin: niachine with a crash. * You frabjous dufier

P+ pke

SOR! :

Bob Cherry stagpered io his feet, Harry Wharton mean.
ﬁihi};‘r liad opened the carriage door, and assisted the girls to
alight. ) )

Marjorie and Clara wero all smiles, DPerhaps the sight of
Bob Cherry's mishap was partly the ceusc of the smiles.

“ 89 jolly glad to sce you!” exclaimed Harry. .

“ The gi)ursifulnuas is terrifie,” murmured the Nabob of
“ The cloudiulness of the esteemed sky is chased

Dhanipuy.
3 honourable

farfully by the sunshineful sevenmity of your
resenec.’’

v Good old Inky!" said Hazeldene.

concisely 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” . -

“Weo're glad to see vou all, too,” ssid Marjorie.
hope you were not hurt, Boh?"'

»Not at all " gasped Bob.

“ MNor you, Frank®’ _ : _

“ Not the least bit in the world!"” said Nugent, rubbing his
shioulder where it had bumped on the automatic inachine.
“ Not at all!” . y

“ Any luggage!’? exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Shall T lock
after it? You know what these chaps ere—they'd like to let
it go on to Land's End." : e i

“WThis iz the last station,” grinned Hazeldene. * 8till, you
may as well look for it. It will have to be sent after us to
Black Roek., Our own Juggage will be along some fime to-
day, too.” : y

e 1 supposo we walk to Dlack Rock?” said Miss Clura
brightly.

i nrr:;r,r laughed, ’

* Yeoi that's the only way—except by seroplane.”

“ Ceme on,” zaid Nu_:;nnti.l “IE’ Bob's going to look after
Le lugpage, we may us well start.™
¢ }!-:}E.rg ‘hgrry looked & little taken aback as the Fnrt:.r walked
aunt of the station. He wanted to make himself usefvl, but
not to be left behind. Heo didn't spend very much tune in
looking after Marjorie and Clara’s trunks. Then he hurried
after his friends. He overtook them in the little old-fashioned
High Street of Wyone. . ]

They had St-DI'I-I'JE{]: outside the station. Billy Bunter had
come up breathless, but in the highest spirits. Ie took off
his cap to Marjorie and Clara with o bow which, considering
liow tightly lte was packed into his clothes, really ought to
have burst samad buttons. But no such catastrophe, for-
tunately, happened. _ o

o | 3:'5:,3?, ;'Ef fellows, I am sure Muarjoric nm’l Clara are
Jwngry after their journey.” he exclaimed. ** U've found a
]im%ﬂ:;ﬂpth{ﬁ e _'] Marjorie

R, at all, " salr 2 , .

L5 Hgt a bit,”* said Miss Clara. * We had br{rﬂ]ifl'fi['. in COke-
hampton, where we staved the night at my asunt’s.”

s E ", huti—"h?

“ Dry up, Bunter)’ . )

v H,;:;g, \[;r'hartml! I think vou fellows ought fo wait whila
Murjorie and Clara have a bit of a feed!” exclaimed Bunter.
“ (I course, I'm going to stand it!”

*IIn, ha, ha!” .

“Oh, really, you fellows—- ]

“ HMas vour postal.order cotne?’ grinned Nugent,

“Well, I'm in_funds.”

= Found a goldwinet”

“ Doesn't he put ik

Bl 1""""1

ki

GET IT NOW.
Price ©One Halipenny,.



“ Took here,” saa Billy. Bunter, showing & handful of
silvers * What do you-think of that?”

The juniors stared at it. :

* Where on earth did-you get it1"* demanded Hazeldene,
“ You were stony this morning!™ i

““ Never mind where I got it,”” said Billy Bunter loftily,
“T'va got it, and that’s the chief thing. There's nothing
mean about me, either. You fellows don't treat ma very
well, but I'm willing to stand you a feed. All of you coma
into the shop here, and you’ll see.”

£ Wlmraﬂ{ﬁd yvou get that tin 7" i

“] may have {riends, and may vot,’ said Bunter
mysteriously. “It may be a loan, and it may nol. That
doesn't matter. Are you coming in to feed? P S ;

Wharton glanced at the girls, and read “No™ in their
faces. They did pot like Bunter, and they would not accept
his hospitality. He shook his head,

“ No, Blill:,r.” .

“ But, 1 say— , ;

"Guhin mfd feed on your lonesome,” said Bob Clhierry.
“ You'll toon get to the end of your tin. You know what

on are when you once start. And rvon've only eaten enough
%ﬁr about five or six this morning.

L4

““ Oh, really, Cherry— : .
The aunimf and tha girls walked on. Billy Bunter blinked
after them, nonplussed for a moment. INow that he was in
funds, he wanted to have the pleasure of standing & feed in
inoaly wWaBY. 4 g
2 H%']t&ﬂzd i[.FI know what's the matter with Har;mmi’_' he
murmured. “If I didn't know for certain that she liked
me very much, blessed if I shouldn’t thirk ?he disliked me.
But, of course, that's impossible, I know “em! Marjorie,
l:hey' have awfully nice jam-tarts in this shkop ; I've tried "em
alr&udﬁ" ! :
jorie did not hear. The girls walked on, and the
juE;:‘:rtrs 1-?;31! with them, and Billy Bunter was loft standing
T e AR
ad discon A e
!:I-Eles:;d it T know what to make of it,”" he murmured.

the silver 'in his palm, and his fat face
hr%;;tgimﬂf:{; HIt}.ﬂn!i;rer all, there was I:feed there; and if he
were alous there would be more for him.
 He went into the shop. .

The tarts were not as fresh as those he wes accustomed
to at Greyiriars, but the gmfr-pnp was just as good; and
Bunter was not particular 1{; _nt_}if& ate, 30 long sz he dud

a n enjoyin IINESIT.
e..;_.hrl;l; ?ﬂ‘?ﬁmw‘n&m &] Ewall:ﬁ! out of the wvillage, and
entored upon the recky path-leading to Black Rock.

Marjorie and Clara were delighted with the scenery, and
with the description they recaived of the lonely house of

M in Cunliffe. 3
L?:PE.:.?-; jii-’l:.r it will be!" Miss Clara remerked, in her
boyish way. L suppose there are caves in tho cliffs, of
corrse.’”

“ Heaps of them,” said Hazeldene, with a grin, “Jolly
dark and damp places they are, too.

““ Then I shall explore them. ; -

“ That's a jolly good ides,” remarked Nugent. We
might as well explore the caves thiz afterncon. It would be

fun.”

grﬁ:%ﬂ hoard that the caves used to be used by smugglers,
in the good old times,” Hazeldene remarked. *0Old Pea
showad me one, when I was here last, that used to have
contraband ocargoes sto in 1%, nr:_mr&mg to his account.
Vou get to it by 8 path ovey the cliffs on the north side of
the cove.” 1 _ _

# (Oh, lot’s explore it!" exclaimed Miss Clara.

#We'll go thIIu a[tﬂrnr:rgn,” said Wharton., * Careful of
ke poath there. It's steep.’ :
: T!na:ir followed the rmll’c path, till suddenly at one end of

it the -wooded combe lay before them, with the sea
rolling in the distance. Marjorie utterced an exclamation of
delight.

“ How haiutif;ﬂl g

" Yas, rather! ; :

t“ But, look! Wheo is that?"” exelaimed Marjorie suddenly.

The juniors followed the direction of her glance.

TTpon a roek at some distance a figure stood, observing
Black Rock House through a pair of field-glaseas. It was the
form of o small man, and he steod in an awkward attitude,
with one leg strangely. twisted. He moved a3 tho juniors
looked at him, and lowercd the glasses. Though they were
behind him, he seemcd to have become awaré of their
PTEsenco. . : "

#“ What & strange-looking man [" said 3iza Clara.

“* A zailorman, 1 should say."” )

The man looked down at them, and then limped away
among the rocks.

" He 1z lame," said Nugent.

“ Ahoy 1" called out Bob Cherry.

The lame man did not reply.

Fla limped on without twrning hiz head, and vanished
kinong the rochs, and was gone in a few seconds.

The juniors looked at one another.

Tee MaicNer Lipravy.—No. 115,
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¢ Another queer customer,’’ said Mark Linley.

Wharton nodded, and théy walked on. Who was the lame
II}-IEEI, anﬁl why was he wetching Black Rock House from the
chiff path?

It Eras another mystery ; and it seemed to Harry Whartor
that & strange shadow of mystery was growing and thicken-
ing round that lorely house on the Deven coast. What wae
to be the outcome of it ell?

THE ELEVENTH CHAVTER.

The, Explorers, e
APTAIN CUNLIFFE was not at home when the juniors
reached the house. Neither did he return at lunch,
a meal which was taken without him. Billy Bunter
came in, and as he was not rattling any money in hiz
pockats, the probability was that he had none left. He did
not eat quite so much lunch as usual, either. - He only
doubled the largest amount consumed by anybody else.

“TUncle's out,’”’ said Hazeldene, aa he sat down at the
head of tha table. “He told Ben he would be back soom,
but he hasn’t come, so I'll take his place. Anything’s better
than waiting lunech."”

““ What-ho!'' said Billy Banter. .

. And the meal proceeded cheerfully enough. Billy Bunter
blinked over hiz glasses at Harry Wharton, as a thought
came into iz mnd. ]

“I say, Wharton, have you seen that Houth American
chap againl” : ;

harton made him an argry dign to be silent.

The juniors had decided to tell the Egjrh nothing of the
strange pursuit of the ruffian from Bouth Ameriea. It
mii}:t- alarm them, and it could do no good. But they had
reckoned without Billy Bunter.

The fat junior was not the kind of person to kaﬁp s secrokb.

“What are you scowhing at me for, Wharton "' he asked.

Wharton colourad.

“ (Oh, shut up, Billy I"

“But I want to know—

“Oh, dry up !’

*Yea3, but have you seen—"'

“ Pasa the salt.” :

0 Anfthing' of the—-" G

“ Will you have some more pie !’

“Yeas. The Soath American, Wharton "

“Nol” growled Harey et last.

“Sura he hasn't been hera?” asked Bunter. "1 want fo
kpow particularly. You see, he may be lurking round the
house. I lknow he landed in the cove thia merning, after
you had yoor swim.”

“ Do ring off 1

* After tracking us here all the wag from Londen, T
suppose ha won't off without coming here," said Bunter.
7 don't know what his game is—but he's bound to show
up here, I should think—— Ow "' e

i Whatever is the matter "' oxclaimed Marjorie.

“Ow! Some beast has stamped on my foot.”

“Shut up ! growled Bob Cherry.

¥

“Ow! It was you! Look here, you fellows, T'm nol
going to stand this. If you didn’t want me to say anythin
to Marjorie about the South American, you should have tol

me so!" howled Billy Bunter. :

Wharton turned a crimson face towards the girls.

“Tt's nothing,” he said. *We thought it might alarm
you, that's &ll; but Bunter must put his foot in it as usual,
‘A chap followed us here; we don’t know what he wants, and
he looks like & rasesl. 'J':';tmt*u all.”

#“ g had a knife—" said Bunter.

“ Bosh 1"’ said Wharton, ' Shut up ["

And Billy Bunter shut up at last.

Marjoria and Clars were looking very serious.  Affes
lunch, whes they went cut, Marjorie referred to the matter
again.

g“!.m. gorry Banter told me, as you didn't want me to
know, H.nrr!:,r,” she said. *“ But who 15 the man—the South
American ¥’ i

Wharton shook his head.

“Y know his name, and that's all I know about him™
he said. **T'Hl iell you the whole yarn, as you know abouf
the man now."” = ] :

And he did, Marjorie and Clars listened attentively.

“ My word " said Mies Clara- *It's quite an adventure.”

“1 am sfraid the man must mean my uncle some harm,’
said Marjorie. ; :

“ At all events, he is on his
# And while we are here the Bou
much chance against all of ua™

* Mo, that iz frue.” . y

“Are vou ready to start for the clifa?" exclaimed IBEﬁh
A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton

ﬂ%m Hy FRANK -RI?EAEH'H-

ard now,” maid Harg
American wouldn't hir
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Cherry, coming up.
the coves."

“We're ready."

And in ten minutes the girls ware ready, too. The whole
party started out from Black Rock, and followed the curve
of the little cove towards the northern eliffs. The sea rofled
blue and bright under the bright sun, and the waves broke
in little ripples on the pebbles.

“¥You'ra guide, Hazel!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, as
they naarudg the sbrupt rise of the cliffs,  * Which way
now ¥'7

“ Follow me, kids!" L

Hazeldene clambered up the rocks, and the iumm‘# tol-
lowed, Harry helping Marjorie, and Nugent Clara. Billy
Bunter clambered over the first rock after them, and then
”{’?fe"i and gasped for breath.

“1 say, Hazel, isn’t there any other way to the caves?”
he exclaimed.

“No,"” said Hazeldena.

“Then I'm jolly well not - .coming,” said Bunter,
git down here and-wait for you to come back." :

And he sank down with = sigh of relief, and leaned his
back against a rock, and was soon fast ssleep in the sun,
with his cap over his fat face.

The juniors grinnaﬂ and left him.

The fot junior of Greyfriars was nol 1n exactly a fit
condition to elimb a steep cliff-path, and they were not sorry
to leave him behind.

Hazeldone led the way, .clambering over rock after rock,
and the juniors kept on ﬁia track, the girls keeping well up.

“ Here's the path ' exclaimed Hazeldene '_auédenl}r.

It was & narrow ledge winding up the face of the cliff.

It was not more than two feet wide in the widest place,
and on one side was the steep cliff rising abruptly; on the
other, as they advanced, the rock fell sheer away.

The path was terribly dangerous to any save those who
had clear and steady heads. Harry Wharton paused.

*This isn't safe for you girls,” he said.

Miss Clara tossed her. golden head.

© Btuff !I'' she remarked.

Harry Wharton laug;hmi

“"But it really 1sn't,” he said.
Marjoria "

* Ara you going on, Harry "

“ Well, it is safe for us.” .
_ “PIf it s safe for you, it is safe for us,” said Miss Clara,
in_her moet decided tone, " “ [an"t it, Marjorie ?™

" Certainly,” esid Marjorie, smiling.

. ©.Oh, come on!” said Hazeldene, from shead.
jorie’s over rougher paths than this, Wharton.
LR .
" Right-ho, then "

And they pressed on.

Cool and calm-nerved as the Greylriers juniors were, they
ame very quiet and sericous as they advanced up the

¥
A glip of the foot meant a fall, and a fal! meant certain
death upon the hard rocks a hundred feet below the ledge.

““Where's the cave, Hazel 7" asked Mark Linley, at last,
“ Just shead. R

Hazeldene halted a fow minutes later,
In thé great looming oliff on tho right hand appeared a

huge fissure, extending into deep darkness in the depths
of the cliff.

The juniors gathered at the cpening and looked into it.

“ And this 13 where the smugglers used to stora their
contraband stulf - Bob Cherry remarked.

LR e

i ~if I know how they it up the cliff, then,
said Bob.' . * It must have been a pretty gl:md bit of trouble
carrying kegs up the way we came.”

* They used to sling them up on ropes from the beach,”
said Hazeldene, ““0Old Ben says there aro still the iron
:;n’r:apa stuek in the ¢liff that they used to fasten the ropes

“Qh, I see!”
Mark Linloy was lighting a bievele lantern. The sun-

“It's a ripping ofterncon for exploring

.::I:ii

“What do you say,

“ Mar-
Buclk

J U S T

light extended for some distance into the cave; but after
that all was dark. ) .

“What a jolly place!” exclaimed Miss Clara, clapping
her hands, and the clap cam~ back cchoing from the cave
with a sound like thunder. ** How it echoes.”

“The pchofulness is terrifie,”’ said Hurrce Famset Ham
Singh. “ But hark! I think{ully believe I hear the sound
of voices."’

Hazeldene shook his head.

“ Not likely to be anybody else here,” he remarked. * No-

ody over comes here. &

He was suddenly interrupted. .

From the interior of the cave came suddenly o deafening
Ee;mrt, followed by a fierce cry and the sound of running
eot,

———rr=

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Exploring the Cave

ARJORIE turned atite white, and clung to Harry
Wharton’s arm.
“ Whot—what was that?™" she exclaimed.
“1t sounded like a shot.™

“1t was a shot!" said Bob Cherry.

They stered into the cave.

It was still full of echoing sound, and amid the echoes
came that sound of running feei—fect spproaching the en-
trernce where the group of juniors stood.

Who was it that was running from the gleom of the
cavern towards them?

They did not have to wait long to see,

The lithe form of the Sonth American loomed up in the
shadows. He'hoad a broken and extingnished lantern in his
hand, and his face was paleé and startled.

He did not see the juniors for the momant.

He came running out of the cave, upon the ledge, and
then he suddenly halted as he saw them.

A gleam/of fury darted into his eves,

“ Btand aside V" ha exclaimed fiercely.

The junicrs drew aside to let him pess; they had ne
desire to stop him. Ijurra did not give them a second lopk.

He ran past them down the rocky ledge, in his haste
sending stones clattering over the edge of the ateep path,
to fall with fnint clinking upon the rocks far below.

His speed was so great, in spite of the peril of the path,
that he disappcared from the view of the juniors in o few
momants,

Ha laft them utterly astonished.

At the bottom of the steep path a [abt junior sat upon o
rock, aslecp, and his eyes oponed behind his big spectacies
at the zight of the South American. .

w eorge " murmured Ei]]}l.' Bunter. “!Jt's the chap ",

Ijurra gave him & savege look, and the fat junior
promptly squirmed off the rock, and dodged behind it
- The Bouth American ran on and -:iisap ared, e

At the mouth of the cave, high up on the cliff, the Grey-
friars juniors were looking at one another in blank surpriso.

- ** Blegsed if I can make it out,” said Bob Cherry, st last.
“What was he afraid oft He geemed to be scared out of -
his wita.™ ;

““He looked like it.™ ]

“The pistol-shot explains it, I think,” asid Harry
Wharton quictly. *There iz someono elss in the cave.™

“ Can't see snything of him,” said Nugent, straining his
eves into the darkness. )

“But he's there.” Wharton hesitated. * Marjorie, do
you fecl inclined to go into the cave, after—after that?”

Marjoric waa still a little pale,

“Why not?"” exclaimed Miss Clara.
has no reason to hu_rm ug, I supposa.”

“That's so, cortainly.”

“ Let's go on,” said Hazeldere. “ Thore are enough of us
to be safe, I should think.”™

“ Quite safe,” said Mark Linley.

“Yep, let us go in,"” Marjorio said.

" Whoever ia thore,

O U X!
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J “I'm not going to bathe ' yoared Bunoter. * I won't bathel™ * Your mistake, Billy,"” said Nugent pleasantly.
“You can bathe in vour clothes er out of them, but you're going to bathel™ -

And.they went in. Marlk Linley carried the lantern, asd
flashed the light ahead as they advanced into the gloomy
depths of the cavern. :

- ¥ Look out!” exclaimed Hazeldene, " This is & jolly un-
safo ‘place o tamble about.in. There's a g gap in the

ground here somewhere, and if a chap fell into it, he would
never pet out alive, I think."
“By Jove, vou're right,” said Harry, halting. ‘' Hera

it 18.”

The lantern light gleamed upon & yawning gap in the
rocky floor of the cavern—a black pit, extending to unknown
depths. Bob Cherry picked up a stono.and dropped it
inte the opening.. The juniors-hesrd faint echocs as it
bounded from side to side, striking firet one rocky wall and
then the other—then silence. They did not henr it touch
the bottom, -

Marjorie shuddered a little,

“ What a dreadful plece,” she said. * Let us got away.”

And they went on their way, taking care to give the pit
& wide berth.

The cavern was a hinge one, ﬂﬁtﬂhdin%_&&ap into the heart
of the great ¢liff, and smaller bollows branched off from i¢
in varicus directions.

The juniors were pecring into one of them, when there

Tee MacNeT LiBRaky.—No. 116,

was & sound of {m}t?tepn in the cave behind them, and they
turned round quickly. )

A dim form appea fer & moment as Linley flashed the
lanterr round—that of a lame man, limping towards the
mouth of the cavern.

He was gona in a second.

The juniors stared after’ him hIanI-:lg. . Py

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !"* shouted Bob Cherry, his voice ning:
ing curiously through the deep hallows of the cavern. * Who
sre you '

There was no reply.

The stranger h f&nished ns quickly as he had appeared,
snd the juntors saw no more of him. o

“ Who—who could that be?"” murroured Marjorie.

“ The man who fired. the shot we heard,” said Nugent. |

“T—71 think I have zecn encugh of the cavern,” Marjorie
said uneasily.

Wharton nodded.

“We'll get back.”

And the oxplorers left the cave.

They deseended the rocky peath in stlence.

The strange happenings in the smuggler's cave had left
a curipus impression upon them. ‘To all of them. it scomwed,
gt that moment, ss though some strange iragedy were
brooding in the air.
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YHE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Reports.

APTAIN CUNLIFFE was at home when the explorers
returned to Black Mock. The captain was looking
tirod, a8 if he had beon exarting himself during his
absence, and ho said wery litile. During the after-

noon;, the Greyiriars juniors and thetr girl chums went on
the bay in the boat, and spent a very pleasant couple of
houra there. In the sunshine and cheery surrcundings they
forgot the incident of the smuggler's cave, and guite re-
covered their spirits.

The sun was setting when they brought the boat te share,
and landed, & little fwred, but very cheerfcl.

“We shall bave a good time here,” Harry Wharton re-
marked ; and Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh said that the good-
fulness would be terrific.

“1 hope so,” said Haeeldene., * 1 wish there wasn™ so
much blessed mystery about the place, though., That South
American i3 getting on my Derves e

H::I AY, YOu f L3

Billy Bunter met them on the beach. Bob Cherry ‘ggra
the fat junior o besrty smack oo the shoulder, tch
;‘Ilﬁléff B E}iwl Erun;; him. "

¥ ] el ] Ehﬂ!l,!""—

“Bo you've wolke up?” said Bob genially. o

“T've been woke up a long time!” exelaiored Billy in-
dignantiy. “It was rvotten of you to go off like that while
I was aslesp.”

“Hg, ha, bha "

“I should have liked t& come on the bey,” said Bunter,
“1 could have managed the boat betier, too. 88Y,
Wharton——" _

But Wharton was walking on with Marjorie, and he did
not Eﬁ&ﬁr, Euntﬂr turﬁad hiz spectacles mpon Nmgent.

*1 say, Nugeon

Nugent marched on with Clars, withont turning his head.

“1 say, E'I:rerrr—-—”

“Borry: I'm in a hurey.”

“ Look here—""

“ Good-bye I

** Hazeldene, old man—"

* Halle I" said Hazeldene.

“ They were getting some fresh taris in, they told me, at
the village,” said Billy Bunter confidentially. <1 shall
hm;;a five bob to-night. Will yorz lend me hall-a-crown off
it?

Hazeldene grinned.

‘“ Where are you going to get five bob. from, Billyi"

“Well, I'm going to get it; it's a dead cert."”

" Expecting a postal-order? Ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked at him.

1 suppose & chap can have otner resources, Harzeldone.
As a matter of fact, I shall have five bob to-night for a
dead cert."

“0Oh, draw 1t mild ™

“ Honour bright—"'

“ Hata '

“Will yon lend me half-a-erown?”

" Bome other evening,” grinned Hazeldenc.

Bunter grunted,

“ Look here, I shall have five bo 1

 Bosh 1
And Hazoldene walked on. The other juniors hurried on
before Billy Bunter could tackle them, and left the Owl of

the Greyfriars Remove blinking discontentedly,
“* Rotters !" murmured Billy Bunter. *I'H jolly well show
them whether L can raise five bob or net.”
. He went into the house for his coat. Evening was draw-
ing on, and it was nhﬂm;- the sea. The juniora locked at
him as he took his cap o from the peg in the hall.
“(oing out, Bunter 1"’ acked Linlay,
“Yeos," said Bunter importantly. “I've got an appoint-

meni__u
" “I;.fj.t the grub shop?” grinned Bob Cherry. “Ha, ha,

g

“Don’t ask questions, and T won't tell you any lies,"” aaid
Bunter loftily. “'I've got an appointment with a friend of
ming, and I dare say I shall e able to raise s loan, and I
sha'n't want any of your rotten money.”

And Dunter stalked out. .

“ What's on, I wonder?' asaid Bob Cherry. “T suppose
Bunter isn't turning burglar, is he? Dlessed if T know any
cther way he can raise the wind here.”

“Oh, 1t's all gammon ! said Hazeldene,

“The gammonfulness 1z terrific,” eaid the Nabob of
Bhanipur. * The esteemed Bunter 13 endeavouring to pull
our honourable legs.” :

And the juniors agreed that 1t must ba zo.

But they soon forgot Bunter. Marjorie had produced a
Gilkert and Suliivati score from her trunk, and had placed
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it on the rack of the piane., Thé sounds of merry music soon
filled Black Rook House: Marjorie played very well, and
the juniors gathered round the piane, all of them singing,
sometines in parts, and pomefimes In unison, 43 Tancy
dictated, and a very pleasant time they spant.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was taking his way towards the
southern sids of the cove. He remembered the instructions
of the lamte man, to go there immediately he saw the Bouth
American, and he did not doubt in the least that he had
earned the promised reward. :

The fat junior made his way over rovks and seawesd with
rmany a grunt, wondering how long it would be beiorve he
met the lame man. . .

The latter had told him to comes, and told him that he
wonld see him ecmi and Bumter, who was soon fired,
stopped at last, standing in full view in the sunset. Ha
thought that thg other fellow might a9 well do the wallang.

Thers was a #ound of footsteps on the roecks, and & man
scrambled into view, spd Buoter gove & grunt of relief at
the sight of the lame man.

He blinked at the dark, sunkurnt face and deep-set eyes,

“ Ba vou've come | e grunted.

The lame man noddad.

“%am you any news for me?” he asked,

id H-.l*

“The South Amerbean—he has come?” exelaimed theo
other eaperly.

“ I've spen him,”*

“ Where " . _

* On the cliffs on the other eide of the oova,” said Bunter,
“ He came down the path from the cave this afternoon.”

A look of dizappointment came ovee the other's face.

“ Bah!" he exclaimmed. * Iz that all?"

Bunter blinked at him. : .

* Jan't that encugh? I've earrsed out your instructions.”

* Yes, ¥es, that is true. But it is nething. 1 saw him
there.” A grim smile fitted over the dark fade. “*You
have nothing alse to tell me?’

£1] Nﬂ.”

“Come again if you have nows™

And the lame man turped away. o

“Here, 1 say!" exclaimed iﬁ:{ Bunter itndignantly. “1

gay, you know, you haven't sett up yet.”
“ What
“ The five bob, you Lknow."

“ Ah, I forgot!™ said the other contemptuodsly.

He took out five shillings, and placed them 1n the fat
jumior’s palm. Bunter's eyes ghstened.

“Thank you."” ) .

The lame man nodded, and hurried away into the rocks
Billy Bunter counted the money, and found 1t right, and
turped to go back to Bleck Rock. It was five shillings easily
esrred, and Bunter wos beginning to feel very pleased with
his role of reporter What it was sll about, what kind of
affair he was getting mixed up in, the fat junior neither
knaw nor ﬂ*'&redg.‘a It waz enough for him that the money was
forthooming. .

As he went back towards the honse, several times ha heard
a faint sound behind him, znd he turned his head, with the
idea that the lame man might be following him. But ha
AW N0 One. )

The dusk was deepewing over the shore and the bay now,
the rocks were growing dim to the view, and the short-
sighted junior did not see very clearly. He was within a
hundred vards of the houss when a footstep sounded elose
kehind, and s hand fell with a grip of iron on his shoulder.

Ha swung round with & startled exclamation.

“Oh, really—" = |

The words died on his lips. L

Through the dusk a swarthy face was looking into his.

It was the face of Pedro Ijurra.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Changes Sldes.

JURRA locked at the fat junior in silence for a f2w
I moments, as if enjoying his terror, as a cat might enjor
that of a mouss. Bunter made a feeble effort to get
 away, but the grip on his shoulder was ‘like that of a
Yipe.

“ Stop ! said the Bouth American.

“ Certainly,”” said Bunter faintly. “I—I shall be very
pleazed to stop. You zee, I—I'm really awlully glad to see
you, you know.” . i

The South American smiled grimly.,

“ GGive me the money," he said.

Bunter jumped,

“The—the what ¥

“The money."

“[—I haven't any, you know. I—T'm stony broke. My
friends treat me very meanly, and I can never raise a amail
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loan from them. I'm stony. Otherwise, I'd be sincere!
plessed to lend you some tir{” 2

“ Give me the money—the money Halkett gave you.™

I—1 don’t know anybody of that name.”

:‘ Elﬁe;&u.m-a man,” said the South Américan sharply.

“Give me the money., I saw him give it you. I heard all
that you said. T was not half a dozen paces away from you.”

Bunter shivered,

Without another word he handed over the five precious
shillings, and his dream of jam-tarts at the village shop
faded away.

The South American took the money, but did not put it in
his pocket. With & sweep of the hand he sent it whirling
through the air, and the coins splashed lightly into the bay,
and sank under the water.

Dunter watched this preceeding in blank astonishment,

“ Wow.what——"" he began,

“That is gone,” zaid the South American quietly. ** Yom
young hound, ¥ou have taken meoney to spy upon me! Is it
not so "

“Oh, no! I wouldn't do anything of that sort!" said
Bunter. **I hope you don't think me capable of anything
like that."

“1 tell you that I Leard all you said!” exclaimed the
South American fiercely. ‘' Don't attempt to deceive me.
Listen to me. That man, Halkett, wishes to meet me. He
wizhes you to tell him where I may be found.”

“Yeoas

M Now,” said the Boulh American, in o gentler tone, " he

ves you silver for betrayving me. I will give you gold to

tray him."”

“*h, really— .

‘““Listen to me. That man is a murderer. He wishes to
teo me, to take my life,” said Ijurra. * He has fired at me
twioe to-day.”

“0h, dear!™

“ You would be arrestad as an accomplice if he succoeded,”
gaid Ijurra. ‘' ¥You would pay very dear for the money he
has given rﬁu.’;

w

“ You can get more money, and serve the law, by helping
me instead of him,’” said the South American, watching the
fat junior's frightened face navrowly. "I want to get him
whera ha can ba arrested. ¥You understand "

“Ye ooz

“ How are you to sommunicate with him again®’

“T have to leave a nofe on the sundial in the garden.”

“ And he will come and take 13"

T ?133..”

* At what hour "

“1 don't know."”

“ Listen. Will vou wrile a note at my dictation, and leave
it for him, so that he may {all into the hands of the police ?"”
“ Cle-certainly I gasped Bunfer. * I—I didn't know—"

“ Exactly. You shall write the note here, and I will give
you a sovercign for placing it where ho will find it."

Bunter's eyes glistened mnd hiz spectacles. )

“Of course, I'm jolly willin% to assist the law,” he said.
“1f the man 15 a murderer, he ought to be zrrested, of
course.”

Ijurra snitled sardonically.

“Then you shall write the note now.,™

“ It s—it’s dark.”

“I will soon alter that. Come inlg the shadow of the
rocks, and I will light my lantern ™

“J haven't o pencil.’

“ I have one."”

“Or any paper.’?

“ A leaf from my pocket-book will do.”

Bunter followed the Bouth American in silence. It did
not oceur {o him fo doubt the South, American’s statement
in regard to Walkett, The proffered sovereign was a potent
srmment to convinee the needy junior.

In the shadow of a great rock the South American {urned
on the hght of a darlk lantern.

He set it on the ground, and tore s lesf from n poolot-
book, and handed it to Billy Bunbor, with o stump of
pancil.

" Write, nino'’

“ All=—zll right.

1 will dictate.””

“Jush asz you hka., Buape—1"

“Wrilo this: 'T have seen him again, and he 15 hidine in
the cave 1n tho ¢liffs en the northern side again.”

“That's done,”” said Dunter, spreading the sheet on the
cover of the pocket-book, and scribbling down the words in
hiz sprawling hand.

“ Now sipn it

OALL rieht.” ]

Punter added his sipnaiure—"" W, G Benter "—f0 1hao
nessngre,

“Good "7 said the Bouth American.
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He groped in his pocket, and drew out a sovereign, The
gold ?iﬁt-gne& in the light of the lantern. %

* That 13 yours”

Bunter's fingers closed on it greedily.

" ¥ou shall have five times 23 much as soon as the man is
~—1s arrested,” said the South American, with a curious grin,

“Jally good.” ]

“¥ou will place this note on the sundial 7°*

“ ¥es, rather!”

A terrible loock came over Ijnrra's face.

“* Mind, if you deceive me——""

“Tt's all right; I want that five pounds,”™

Tiurra laughed.

“I believe you. Besides, you will be assisting the law to
take its course—helping justice, you'know. And—and there
is a reward out for the arrest of thizs man Halkett, and von
will be ontitled to it

“ Jolly good! Tho villain ought to be arrested !'*

“* Exaetly.™

5 l‘llgn snd put the noto thers at once.®

And Billy Bunter hurried off. He reached the garden gate
of ithe heouse. From the h windows came the merry
sonnds of a piano and singimg. Bunter did not enter the
house, however; he skirted it, and made his way to the suns
dial, in a zecluded part of the gardens,

i T}iara he placed the note, with a stome upon it to keep it
in place,

¢ blinked round into the dusk; there was no one in sight.
The moon was showing a silver rim over the cliffis now.

Bunter went back to the house.

It was more than a hour later that a dark form appeared
among the bushes in the garden and approached tiu:- sun-
alimlm—n dark figure, that limped awkwardly—the figure of the
ame mon.

He glanced carelessly at the sundial, and then started
eagerly as he saw that there was a noto theve,

Ho picked it up eagerly and read.

Then his oyes gleamed.

Ak last 1"

He left a small heap of silver on the sundial in the ploce
of the note, and quitted the garden s quickly os he had
come.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Tenor Solo,
- ALLO, hallo, hallo! Hera's Bunter !

Billy Bunter came into the brightly-hghted room,

blinking,

He was fealing and looking very satisfied with him.
self, and he was longing to astonish his friends with the sight
of the golden sovereign—a coin Bunter very seldom possessed,
and never for longz.

The ptanc had just ceased ; the juniors had sung the score
of “.The Yeomen of the Guard™ almost through, and lLed
spent & very pleasant time over it

“Teoo bad of you to be wandering away, Bunty,” said
Hazeldene. ** Your splendid temor woice would liave come in
rippingly,* ’

"Ril:npinsl:.r 15 the word,” said Dob Cherry. It would
lmv;! rippe anything within a hundred vards, especially the
roof—

“*Ha, ha, ha "

Ol really, Cherry——"

“The 1ippingfulness would have been terrific!” grinned
Hurres EII]EI]::I. “ But 1t i3 not yet too late for the esteemed
Bunter to let lus honourable voice rip if the worlhy Cherry
desivefully wishes it.”’

“Oh, yes, it ia!" exclabmed Bob hastily.
ance iz over now,

Staff 1" said Bunter,
solo—""

ik Ra t-EI- !H

“I'll do the doet with Marjorie,” said Bunter. * There's
a wpping duet in thot score Letween Jack Point and Elsie—-
I'm rathev strong on that.”

“Ha, ha, Ia !

Bunter blinked round indignantly.

“I'm accustomed to a rotten lot of jeslousy in the study
at Greyfriars,’” he exclaimed warmly, * but I really think vou
might stop it here. T dow’t see why my splendid voice should
be kept in the shace. I'm rather a dab at tenor songs,”

“*Ha, ha, ha

Lok here, I'm jolly well going to sing if T Lilie—"?

“Oh, do let Bunter sing,™ .'_:nidglﬁﬁu Clira deniurely; I
shall. enjoy it 50 much—1 am sure we all =hall ™ )

“{h, Claza ™

“Ves, T em sure of i, Marjorie—especially if he sings a
ienoe sone with fomao very ligh notes.”

Gob Clerry chuckled.

" The performe-

“I don't miod singing a tenor
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" Well, I don't mind,” he remarked. “I like a joke as well
a5 an T

“Oh, really, Cherry—""

“8o go shead, Bunty.”

Look hers——" L
allowed between the acts,”™ said Nugent.

* Laughter onl _
~Bilence for “Willlam George Bunter, the great temor of
Groyiriars.”

“ Heoar, heap!™ .

** What rong will you have, Bunty?"” asked Hazeldens.

**1I think I'll sing that duet with Marjorie—"" e

“Oh, no!" said Marjorie hastily. ‘I have been singing
too much already.”

“ Well, 1 will sing it with Miss Clara—"

" It's not in my voieo,” ssid Miss Clara. z
““Oh, wall, perhaps a solo would be all right,'” said Bunter.
“Lemme ses. Have you got ‘ Come into the garden, Maud,’
here, FHazal?"

“ Sorry, no." ;

** Or the Amithy Bong from *Siegfried?” I rather a dab
at Wapner.”

- 1 Nﬂ.'l'l‘

" Well, what bave you got, then?”

" Lemmo see,”” saids Hazeldene, turning
“There's * Let me Like & Soldier Fall—""

Bunter snorted. ]

" That's hardly up to my mark,” he said.
anythiog & bit more classical

* My dear chap, if you manage the ‘ Soldier Fall’ you won'e
do so {adl}',“ said Harry Wharton, “ especially as you're not
a_tenor.”

“¥ou know a fat lot sbout voices,” seid Billy Bunter.
- When my voice has finished I expect it will be something
like Caruso’s.”

iI.HE! hﬁ-, h&i"

""You can cackle 83 much as you like,” said Bunter, blink-
ing round at the grinoing juniors. * You'll cackle in another
way when you see me getting my hundred pounds a night on
the stago at Covent Garden.”

My only hat!"

" You just wait a few years till T come out,” said Bunter,
warming to the subject. “I've thought a lot about being
an operatic tenor, saud I think it's a jolly essy and certain
way of getting money. All you've got to do is to train your
voice, and then get an%;gamanm. and then rake in the
shekels. With a voice like” mine & chap would be a fool if
he didn’t go in for the thing seriously. Besides, an operatic

inger has to have oal advantages, such as a ure

a good st of features. That bars a lot of chaps. And
that's whero I should seore."

The juniors looked at Bunter's tubby figure, and at his
dumpling-like face, and aimply yelled. His voice was n comio
one, but the thought of Bunter making his fortune on the
stage through the advantages of his face and figure was oo

unny,

*Oh, you can cackle!"™ szaid Buater. * I've no doubt you'll

ba jolly ready to borrow some of the guineas when the time
comes.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!" ]
. "Is that the solo you'rs doing, Bunter,”* asked Boh Cherry
innocently. ' or is it & recitation "

““Eh? 1 haven't atarted yot.”

“Oh! You ses, it’s rather difficult to tell the difference
between your singping and your talking! My mistake ™

**Oh, really, ﬂﬁ'gmﬂ-m—'

“ Well, is it going to be “Soldier Fall?” " asked Hazeldens,

“*1 suppose zo."

" Hers you are, then,”

Bunter took the music and looked it over.

*I hops jou've -got two copiss of this,” ha said. *I have
to have ona to smlg from—I can’t-ses 1t on the pianc.”
** Yes, that’s all right. - Who's going to play for Bunter?’

“I will,”” said Harry, who savw that Marjorie did not wish
to. *'Shall I accompany, you, Bunter:"
* Yes. Kdep time if you can,"”
. Wharton glared. He was an excellent

=

over the music,
b ]

# Haven't you

pianist, and mugl
i request ot Cireyiriars as an accompanist. Biliv Bunter,
on the other lmnj: not only had no vowe, but hadn't the
remotest conception of tims. He would hold one note on to
twice its value, and hurry over two or three minims as if thev
were semi-quavers, .and then dwell long and loudly upon a
dami-ssmi-quaver. The way he tackled the easiest song was
enough to make a musician weep, and Bunter mevér tackled
very easy songs. He thovght they were belew his dignity,
He preferred to * go for™ something really elassieal.

Wharton's hands came upon the keys.

Bunter fumbled over the music, and Wharton played bar
after bar cxtra until the fat junior thought fit to start.

Billy Bunter started at last—in the wrong place, of course,
and Wharton had to buck up to get into time with him.
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% Yes,"" roared Bunter, " 'lot me like a soldier fall,
Upon some open plain,
This broast expanding for the—the—-""'
The word “ball™ come out in a husky whisper. Bunte:
couldn’t quite manage it. There was a Hl,lpgl‘ﬁﬂﬂﬂd chucklo

from the listeners. They had expected Billy Bunter to burst
there, and ho did.

““0h, really, Wharton—""

“Eh? said tho accompanist. . )

Billy Bunter was a great believer in the ancient maxim;
“When anything goes wrong, go for the accompanist,™

:: g}ﬁ?* rea ly, you might have given me a chance, Whartan "

“How the dickens iz a fellow to sing to that sort of a

o 1”t-:lntu-inlnn'“:mir.'||5r’3"‘ demanded Bunter. ‘““(ive us a
BIEosE ]

“Well, my hat " i

It isn't & chance you want, it's & voice, Bunty 1" roared
Bob Cherry.

* Look here, Cherry, Y don't ses how I can bLe' su.pﬂ}‘:nﬁad to
sing if you're going to keep on interrupting me like this.”

*“Ha, ha, ha !

** Aro you ready, Wharton!"

“Yes,” said Harry resignedly,

“I"m starting again, then.*

“If thers’s much more like the first sample we shall all
start,” said Bob Cherry, sotto voce, edging towards the door.

“* The starifulness will be terrific.”

““1 wish you chaﬁs would shut up and let a chap sing.”

“Oh, go alicad, Bunty " :

““*To blot cut every atain,’” said Bunter, going on from
the part he had burst upon.. *** Brave, manly hearts conler
my ﬁnm—' ”

“Oh,” groaned Bob Cherry, “he’s conferrihg mine, any-
wayl Did you ever hear such a ghastly voice?’

" Never !'

“Well, hardly ever!”

*And the time!” groaned Mark Linley, * Minims and
erotchets and quavers are synonymous terms with Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ “That everyone may tall,

Howc'er fﬂl‘gﬂt, unknewn my tomb,

I like a soldier fell !

Howe'er forgot—7"

Bob Cherry opened the door guietly, and slipped out.

“f——unknown my tomb——'

. Frank Nugent followed Bob. He simply could not stand
it. Hazeldene made a wry face. Marjorie and Clars wero
at ﬂi:h furthest end of the room, exchanging looks of
anguish.

‘1 like a soldier foll!

Mark Linley burriedly bolted, and Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh followed. It was getting past a joke, and there was
Ano verse to follow,

1 like 3 soldier fell i**

Hazeldene rose. :

* Are you going to stick it out, Marjorie " he whispered,
Marjorie nodded.

“ All right; I've had enough!”

#4471 li-ike a soldier fell I* "

Bunter stopped, gasping.
He glanced round the room, expecting applause. Bub
was no one to applaud. Only Marjoris and Clara wera

to be seen. Politeness was etronger with them than with the
juniors, and they had hrn.vﬁ]!}' stood it to the engd.

"1 say, where are the fellows?” exclaimed Buntor.

“They are—are gone out!™ said Miss Clara.

“Huh ™

* Thank you, so much, Bunter !" said Marjorie.

“I'm not Goished yet, you know.”

£t Dh pre

“ Therd's another verse”

* Aren’t you tired ¥ asked Miss Clara demurely.

“Tired! MNo! I could sing a dozon songs like that
without getiing tired !I'" said Bunter.

Marjoric looked alarmed. .

“Oh, we wouldn’t think of troubling you !’ she exelsimed.

“ No trouble at all! I like to sing to people wha really
have an ear for music,” said Bunter,. “J have an oar
myself, you know 1"

1] Y-EJE*G‘S-“

H1'm ready for the second lap, Wharton I

“Oh, go sheod !” ‘

“Do try te lizep a litile bettor time this verse!” urged
Bunter. **You drag in some places, and burry in othaors,
you know [

“ Oh, get on 1"

he piano struck up, and Duntzr started on the zoeand
verse,  Whet' Bunter didn’t know about singine would have
filles] Iarge volumes. He had ne idea of breathing. His
habit was te yell till he was oyt of breath, and then take
in a fresh supply with a noise like water gurgling from a
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boltle, guife irrespective of the time of the musie. For the
purpose of renewing his breath, he would allow himisclf a
five-bar rest in the gquickest pam?a.

The fat junior had less breath than ever now, and the
second verse was more husky and gaspy than the first,

“ My only hat!"”" murmured Miss Clara.

Hazeldene opened the door.

* Is he finished? Oh!"”

e shut it again quickly. .

“‘Enough they murmured o'er my grave, He like n
soldiar f&]F!’ " bawled Bunter. ]

“ My hat!" murmured Bob Cherry, cutside the door. "It
would be worth a fiver to be able tp murmur anything o'er
his grave !

‘" He like a soldier fell 1’

*"How can Wharton stand it7"

“‘He like a soldier fellI'™ ;

" The girls must have fainted. They re very quiet”

*"*Hg li-ike a goldier fell 1" **

* That's the end !”

“Hurrah !

Bob Cherry threw the door open.
the -:Im:rrwa;y, clapping their hands.
* Bravo " shouted Bob Cherry.

“ Hurrah I'

" Thanks !"*

“That's jolly good of vou, Bunter!" ;

Billy Bunter blinked at tho juniors with condiderable
satisfaction, He had hoped for applause rather than ex-
ﬁgﬂt{!d it, but an ovation like this could not fail to gratify

IT.

“I'm glad vou like it,” he said. ** Wharton put me oué

ia?d enl, but I think I managed to geot through pretty
wall.”

“ The pretty-well-fulness was terrifie!”

“ What part did you like best, Cherry 1"

“ Gh, the finale!” .

“Yos; the finish was splendid, and awfully welcome!™
mid_[?fiugent.

. EIN

The juniors &l atood in

you ancother tenor solo, if you hike?”

“You j well won't ! said Bob Cherry warmly,

“Oh, really—" ; \

: :gl-'ﬂu see, we don't want to be greedy. DBesides, you're
fir * :

“1'm not a bit tired 1" ]

“ Well, we are, anyway,” said Bob; “and that's more
to the point! Shut the planc I

“ Look hcre, Cherry——" ,

Wharton shut the piano, and ross from the music-stool.
He was looking quite exhausted. Bunter was not an easy
singer to play for, and, besides, Wharton had had his
terrible voice bawling in his car all the time,

“ Ain't you going to play for me, Wharton ¥

“ Not much 1"

“ Look here—"" . . .

“iNuff's as good as a feast! Besides, it's nearly dinner-
1:_',!‘ ‘ll!l

Bunter blinked at the girls. '

“T'm sorry, Marjorie, I zha'n't be able to give you that
othier song.  You sco the jealousy 1 have to contend with!™

**Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Bob Cherry.

And Marjorie laughed, too.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
On the CIHI Path.
"‘SINGIHG gives o chap a good appetite,’” remarked Billi

Bunter, as he sat. down to the dinner-table.
think I shall be able te do justice to the feed this
evening.”

“ A thing you seldom do, of eourse!’ Bob Cherry
remnrked. ]

“Well, I'm not ;il‘{!cﬂf]}', vou know, but T like a lot.
BRosides, o chap ought to do his host justice!” said Billy
Bunier.

“Quite sa ™ said Captain Cunliffe, with his jovial laugh.
“ Ay, ay, my lad; I like to see & lad cat !™
. “Then I'm sure Bunter will please you, sir,” said Nugent.
“He can keep it up for twenty-four hours a day without
inrning a hair. ke could keep it up longer than that, if
there wore more than twenty-four hours in a2 day !

“0h, really Nugent—"'

Tut Bunter did not linish his remonstrance. He wired into
hig dinner instead. The meal over, the party went out inlo
tho garden, which was brilliant in the moonlight. The
full, round moon was sailing over the bay, streaming with
silver light upon the cliffs.

“What a glorious night " exclaimed IMarry Wharton.

“ Yes, rather ! sand Bunter. 7T like a maoanlight might;
i's so romantic. It always reminds me somehow of plum-
cake and lemonade !

" The romanticfulness 1s terrifie '

“ Bpeaking of lemonade,” said Bunter, * il you chaps like
to walk down to the villagpe with e, T'll stand a treat all
rouwned !
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“ Who have you beon robbing 1 asked Bob Cherry, in hig
candid way.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—" :

* (0h, Bunter went out to %‘et s loan thia afternoon!
you remember 7" szid Hazeldene, laughing.

:: ﬁﬂul jolly well got it, too |" said Bunter,

“I got at !

e ‘E’EE got what 1"

“The loan!"

“ Aham I

“ Look there, then 1™ .

The moonlight glistened on the golden coin Bunter held
out” in his fat palm. The joniors stared at it 1o amaze-
ment.

“It's & soversign!” said Mark . . P

“I suppose you don’t soe many of them, Linley ? fﬂnﬂﬂl
Billy Bunter. “It's a sovereign, right enough, and I can
Joilifr well‘gct some moro, if T hke !

Harry Wharton lovked very werigus,

* Where did you get that, Bunter 1"

* That's my business, you know !*

“Don't bé an wee ! said Wharton sharply.
you pot that sovercign?™

“1 borrowed it !”

“¥From whom " :

“ From a—a fricnd—well, an acquaintance !

“ Wheat sequaintance”

“ A chap I—I met " o -

* Loolk ﬁnm, Bunter, you'd better spesk out plainly, and
fell the truth! Von sre always getting into some stupid
ecrape, ardd nobody who knows you would lend .you a
sovereign—and, of course, a wouldn't. Where did
you get it " ’ P '

Bunter drew himseli up with as much dignity as his fad

ra would allow of.

“ Really, Wharton—""

“ Are you going to cxplain?” demanded Harry.

;‘F}Ifn; I'm jadi.l:,- well not. ! ?.i;tm business !

arton made an impatien T, )

“X can get some more, if I like, too!" said Bunter
defiantly. * You fcllows have n!waf'a freated me meanly!
I told you I had other resources! 1 expect to have plenty
of money now for the present! Coming down to
vii':%n Gi::‘ S H .

o !" said Harry curtly.

“ Where could you get any more money from?" asked
Nugont,

“That's telling !"

“You young i

“I'va influenece ! said Bunter, with an importaok
look, * I've got friends, too! You chaps aren't the only
pebbles on tho beach, you know ! ;

“¥ou've been getfing into some mischief !" eaid Wharton
angrily. * You couldn’t possibly have got a sovercign for
nothing—honestly 1™ . i

“1 hope you .don’t mean to imply that T might have got
it dishonostly, Wharton?” said the fat junior, with a greal
deal of dignity. s .

“ Well, vonsidering the ways you've cometimes raisad
money at Greyfriars, I don’t sée why I shouldn't suzpeck
it ' smid Harry tartly.

“Oh, roeally——" .

“Vou had boetter make a clean breast of it.”

“Rubbish! ¥ou chaps would anly interfere, and then the
game would bé up !" said Bunter mysteriously, *‘I'm goiog
to make a lot more yet!"

“ How, and where #*'

* That's telling 1" )

Bunter was evidently dotormined to keep the secret. I&
was pretty certain to lesk out later, Wharton knew that;
but for the present it was useless to ask questions. And the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove was worried. Bunter
was too stupid to realise clearly the distinction between
right and wrong, and many of hiz methods of reising mon
at school had been extremely shady. Wharton could
help fecling that the fat junior was in some serious kind of
mischief this time.

The others wera equally sure of it. For Bunter's own
salte they wanited to linow about 1t; but Bunter could be
cbatinate when he liked. ] _

“Who says a walk slong the beach in the moonlight '
suggested Bob Cherry.

Y Good egg !

Don'y

“ Where did

ANSWERS

A Splendid Tale of H Wharton
&Co. By FEANK RICHARDS.
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* Would you like it, Marjorie

“ Very much.”

. They strolled out of the gardem and upon the pebblo
ridge. he moon was sailing over the bav. which was
slmost as light na day, They followed the sands round to
the northern side of the cove, under the.ledge path that,
?i;ghchib:[ava their heads, ran to the smuggler’s cave high up

8 CUIE,

Harry Wharton paused and glanced up at the cava.

The great dark El ning mulﬁlbﬂ aacnpin the face of the
cliff, high overhead. As Harry looked, he saw a form
moving on the cliff ledge towards the cave.

A dark figure, black agsinst the moonlit face of the cliff,
limn up the stesp a.bg towards the cave.

¢ was too far for Harry to make him out clearly,
but the limp betrayed him.

It wos the lame man—the man they had seen watching

again in the cavern

Black Rock House through a glass, an

when the shot was fired.
“What ara you looking at uwp there?" asked Hazeldene

H i =

X ia:;:ﬁ: ?}:hartﬂn poin

“ The lame man, Jove !
. “He's going to the cave,” said Billy Bunter. * He'll
jolly well be arrested there, and serve him right.”

@ junmiors stared at him.

“What are you babbling about, Bunty?® asked BEob
ﬂhatrgr li;laauﬂﬂj, ““ Off your silly rocker ?"
“0h, I forgot!"-

“ You forgot what?"

“ Never mind—you fellows don't know,” said Bunter.
#1 dare say you'll know later.”

“What are you talking abouf:®”

“ Never mind."”
. “But [ do mind,” exclaimed Bob Cherry, shaking the fat
junior violently by the shoulder. * If you're not only gas-
&in b::iﬁlam yaurself, you young ass!

“ What are vou jabbering abouti”

“Ow! If you shake me like.that, you ass, you'll m-m-
make my glasses fall off, and if they get brokenm, you'll
have to pay for them."

“* What are you—"

“Good heavena!™

(11 Eh !!!

! Look—oh, loak I**

Harry Wharton's voice was sharp with horror. His hand
trembled as he pointed. The juniors stared -up at the face
of the cliffs, and their faces grew white.

“{ heavens !"" gstammered Bob Cherry.

High on the rugged face of the cliff, twenty vards abova
the ledge that ran along to the cave, was another ledge. On
that .iac{ﬁq, clearly visible in the moonlight, was a figure the
juniors knew well—that of the South American.

He had a heavy rock poised in his hands, and was about
to roll it down the cliff upon the lower ledge, upon the lame
man who was unconsciously making his way baneath.

If that stone rolled down upon the lame man, his doom
was sealed, and & crushed body would crash down upoh the
beach beside the Greyiriars juniors. '

For 2 moment horror held them spellbound, then Wharton
found his voica.

“ Look out!”

————

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Black Yillainy.

“' 00K out 1"
The shout rang out in the sudden silence of the
cliffs, echoing over the bay. The lame man gave
a sudden start and looked down
In _doing so he changed his position, and that change
saved his life.
For the stone was ralling down the cliff now-—a huge maes
of rock, as heavy as the Sou

ith American could move. It
crashed upon the lower ledge where the lame man had been
standing, and bounded o

and crashed down upon the
beach at the foot of the cliffs.

!gl?rjnrie gave a low cry, and covered her face with her
3.

“ Good heavens!” stammered MNugent.

juniors gazed up at the chiffl in horror.

It was murder that had been mtended, and it might yet
come to pass. The lame mon, startled by the crash of the
rock upon the ledge within o foot of him, staggered back
against the- ¢liff, and seemed dazed.

The South American, twenty verda above, gritted his
teeth, and az his lips parted in a savage snarl, Harry
caught the gloam of his teeth in the moonlight, like those of
& wild animal.

“ Carambe 1
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The rascal hissed out the word in his savage disappoint-
ment. But another repged rock wasz in his hends, and he
was rolling it to the edge.

Wharton waved his hand wildly to the lame man.

“ Look out! Look up!™ .

Halkett started out from the cliff where he was leaning,
and looked upward.

He caught sight of the swarthy faze of the South
American peering over the upper ledge, and of the rock
that was ahout to roll.

i Ij'u rra " he cried.
“ Carambo I™

The rock rolled down.

Halkett ran a few paces along the ledge, and the rock
crashed where he had been standing, bounced off, snd
rolled down the cliff. Tt splintered inte a hundred pieces
within a dozen vards of the group of juniors.

“ The—the villain!"" muttered Hazeldene.
ta kill him."

“ e will not succeed now.'

The lame man shook his clonched fist at the swarthy face
on the upper ledge, and darted into the cavern. There he
was aafe from the rocks hurled from above, though he could
not venjure out s long as the meonlight lasted.

The South American ground his teeth.

He had failed.

it was through Harry Wharton's warning to the lame
man that he had failed, and he cast a plance of poisonous
hatred towards the group of juniors down on the beach.

His hand sought out another rock; but he did not hurl it
Instaad, ‘he turned and tramped away up the ledge, and
d:anﬁpured over the cliff.

The juniors were looking very white, 5

“You saved that chap's life, Harry,"” said Mark Linley.

Wharton nodded.

I suppose s0. YWhat a precicus villain fhat South
American is! He meant to kill tho chap.”

* That was plain enough.”’

“Looks to me like six of one and half a dozen of the
other,"” said Nugent thoughtfully. “ That lame chap must
be the man who was firing at him in the boat.”

““ Phew ! Of course.”

“ They must be old enemies, I suppose,” anid Hazeldene.
“ Bat why are they here? What have tﬁey got to do with
Unele Huch ™ i

¢ That's a blessed mystery.”

“ Let us go back,"” said Marjorie.

“Yes, do, said Miss Clara, with & shiver. * It—it is
horrible.” Tven Miss Clara’s insousiance was quite gone
for the time. i

They walked slowly back towards Black Rock. Billy
Bunter’s face was a study. Even the obtuze mind of the, fat
junior could mot fail to see the truth now, and he knew
why the South American had made him write that note to
the lame man; it was to lure him upon the ledge path into
a death-trap. '

“The awful villain!” murmuced Billy Bunter. “'The
swful wretch! That's what he gave me the soversign for?
I've o jolly good mind to chuck it away !

But he did not.

Hazeldene end Mark Linley walked on with the girls, the
other fellows lingarinfg behind st & =ign from Harry
Whaerton. Wharton's face was hard and set. Bunter, as
usual, was bri ingb uEI)-I the rear, and he suddenly [ound
himeself surrounded by Harry Wharton & Co., and the girls
cut of sight.

“Hea moans

"

“*Btop I said Harry. o
Bunter stopped, blinking mé;u!rmglg at the juniors.
“ What's the row?"” he asked.

“You've pot to explain yourself, that's all,” said
Harry Wharton., “ There's enough  mystery going on
in thiz show, without your adding to it. That Houth

American villain came very near committing 2 murder to-
night.”

“I-~I didn’t know.” . .

i You knew that lame chap was gpoing up the chiff path,”
said Harry. ** ¥You krow something about the matter. You
got a sovereign from somebody to-day. It locks to e as if
vou have been wsed in zome way in the matter, You're
gui‘n tIu e:r;:::_iain, anyway.”

“Will you explain?"

“You zee, [—J—="" .

“Collar him and duck him in the sea,” said Harry.

Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh seized the fat junicr. Billy
Bunter struggled in their muscular grip.

“ Hold on—-—""

“* Duck him [ ) .

“f-] say, vou fellows, hold on! I—I don't mind explain.
ing. In-—in fact, I was just going Lo explain, you know.
réally meant fo confide in you chaps all along.” j

“Then vou'd befter begin,” said Harry, grimly. ** Mind,

GET IT MOW.
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Taddy struggled with all his might, but could not hope to do much agalnst the odds he bad fo {ace,
{An amusing incident tn the splendid, long complete tale of Gordon Gay & Co., it this week's veane of The ** Empire ™
Library. Now on Sale. FPrice One Halfpenny.)

the truth, and nothing but the truth. You'll get a ducking
at the first lie."”

“ (Oh, really Wharton, if you doubt my word—-""

“MNo, rot! Get on ™

Bunter bBlinked at the juniors uneasily,  Their faces
were very grim. He leoked at the sea, rolling cold and-
ghining in the mdonlight. The idea of & ducking in the
chiily wat2r made him shudder,

“ Get on—do you hear "

“ All right!" gasped Bunter, in & hurry.

And he explained. ‘The jumiors listened with amaza-
ment o the story. The scorn in their faces did not trouble
Bitly Bunter.

“&o that's how you got the money,” said Harry con-
teniptuousty. ** You spied for one man, and then betrayed
Lim to the other.”

“ Oh, really, Wharton, that’s a rotlen way to put it. I—I
thought-—"

“ Where's the sovereigh?

“In my ket
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“TPake it out™
“ What for?"”

“Take it out!"™ roarcd Wharton.

Billy Bunter jumped, and obeyed.
sovereign, looking decidedly uneasy.

“Wow throw it inte the sea,” commanded Wharton.

“¥What ! wvelled Bunter, unable to believe his ears
“ W-w-what 1™

“¥You heard what I said.”

Y You—you must be dotty,” pasped Bunter. * It's—it's a
reanl sovereign—a good onc.  I'm not such an ass as 1o
wasta 16"

“You're not going to keep that villain's money.”

“ Look ‘' here, Wharton——""

“You yuuﬁfg rascal ! Do vou understand that it's blood-
money ' exclaimed Harry Wharton fiercely. * Throw it
away ol oneo !

“ Well, suppose you give me ancther for it,” said Bunter,
“then vou can chuck it away as fast as you like.”

“T'1l xive you a thick ear, if you don't do as I tell you ™

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wharton
By FREANK RICHARDA

Ha took out the
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YO Nuff a.u.igl-. _ Throw that coin into the sea, or we'll throw
you in!" exclaimed Harry. ; :

Bunter reluctantly spun the coin towards the sea. Tt fell
an the sand, and lay there glistening in the moonlight.

Bob Cherry stepped over to i, and kicked it into the sea.
It spun round, g‘ﬁﬂeriﬂg, over the shining water, and then
sank out of sight.

Buntor gave 4 groan.

* Liook here, you jolly well owe me a soveraign, Wharton 1"’

“I owe you & licking,” said Harry, frowning, * and you'll
jbﬂiswa«l] zat it if you play any more of thesa mean dirty
tricks "

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Get on, you—you toad! And mind, we're going to keep
an eye on you in the fvture!” said Harry anpgrily., * ¥You
gha'n't go out alone again. I knew you'd jolly well disgrace
ns somehow if we let you come on this vao. with ws, but I
didn't expect anything guite so blackguardly as this, Shut
% don't talk any more! You've talked too much! Gé&t on,

ore I kick you!”

And Billy Buater, almost bursting with indignation, rolled
an ahead, followed by the frowning juniors of Greyfriars.

LS

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter fiets His Due!l

ILLY BUNTER made several abtempts during {iie re-

B mgindar of the evening to got out of the houss unob

served. The fact that the lame man had followed the

th to the cave showed that he must have taken the

note from the sundial, and in that cass he had doubtless left
the promised reward behind him.

And hur'mf besn deprived of the Bouth American’s
sovareign, Billy Bunter was extremely anxions to pet hold of
the five shillings.

But whenever Bunter wade & movement to go out, one or
enother of the juniors quietly but determinedly followed him,
and the fat Removite found it impossible to elude them.

“I—I feel sleepy,” he remarked presently.
go up and e down till supper's ready.”

And ha went upstairs.

Bol Cherry saw him safely upstaivs, and thes reburned to
the piano, where Marjorie was playing sccompaniments

in,
. "He's gone up,” =aid Bob, in unswer to Ifayry Wharton's
m%urmg look., *He's all right this time."

. But-Bob did not guess the scheme that was in the fat

unior's inind. He went inte the bad-voom, and closed the

oor, and scowled at it, and then crossed to the window.

He opened the lower zash, and looked out ints the garden,
1t was too far for a drop, and there was nothing to climb
down by; but Billy Bunter was not to be beaten.

_He twisted some of the sheets from the beds into a rope,
tied it to the leg of the mearvest bedstead, and let it fall ous
of window. He tried it carefully by tugging on it—the bed-
stead did not move.

Then he clambered out upon the sill, and in a very gin-
gerly way allowed his weight to awing on the rope.

There was a creak from within, as the bedstead moved.
Bunter gave a gasp of horvor, and clung to the rope.

uﬁ‘h!n hﬂ_ g}ll‘ggd.

The fot junior sank lower as the bed slid towards the
window. There it stopped, and the junior, hanging on to the
rope, found himself only about six feet above the ground.
H‘fia sfiid down, snd landed upon terra-firnia with a gosp of
o !

“ That's done!” ha muttered.

Leaving the rope of sheets swinging there, Billy Bunter
seuttled off through the garden, taking cave to avoeid the
hghted window of the reom from which the music proceeded.

The moon was streaming down light wpon the garden, and
Bunter was not long in reaching the sundial.

He blinked wa nrﬁ: at tho old stona.

Thers was a little heap of silver on it, glistening in the
moon-rays, and Bunter uttered an exclamation of satisfaction
as he saw it.

“Jolly pood!®

Ha acoo in the silver, and as he did so, there was & step
in the bushes, and ths lame man stood before him. Buuter
shrank back = little.

Halkett eyed him grimly.

“1 t.hn:-ufht- vou would come,” he remarked.

HI—I—1'm 1o sea you ! stammersd Bunter.

* Yes—vou look glad.”

¥1—I'm glad that rock dide't fall on you,” went on
Bunter, wvery much flurried. *'It—it would hava been
rotten, I—I—" .

“ How did Pedro Xjorra know that I should be on that
path?’ zaid Halkett grimly.

HYle=I suppose he puessed,” stuttered Bunter.

Tae Macwer Liepany.—No, 115,
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“ He was told.”

L3 I.___.I___l""

“¥You betraved me!”’ =aid the lamap maon. “*You young
scoundral—you took my pay, and betrayed me—nearly to
death! I guess you're going to pay for it!”

Bunter mado a spring to esca

But Halkett’s grip was upon him, and he was swung back.
The lame man had & stick in his right hand. It fell acress
Bunter's shoulders with a terrific thwack

E%{f I?Eunf.ar gave a wild yell

v !

* Take that, you young hound—and thatl”

Thwack! Thwack!

1] {}w ! Dw !!!

Thwack !

1] -Eﬂ'“" Ir'l-

Billy Bunter struggled wildly. The five shillings shot from
hiz hand, and went scattering over the ground, The lame
man held the fat junior in a grip of iron, and thrashed him
with all the forca of a vory powerful arm. )

M Help ! yelled Bunter, hopping and jumping in wild en-

deavours fo escape the stick. “ Help! Murder! Firef
Police! Yow!"

** Take that—and that "

*“ Help! Murder 1"

A door was flung open at the end of the garden and a
light streamed out.

“ It's Buntor's votea "

* Whera are you, Billy!"

“RBilly! DBunter !

“ Help! Morder!™

Bunter's eries had alarmed the honse. Harvy Wharton &
Co. came dashing down the garden. Tha lame man bestowed
a last ent upon the portly form of the Owl of the Renove,

and hurled him away Then he diﬂgpaamd into the shadows,
ni:ld was gone long bafore Harry and his chums arrived upon
the spot.

Bunter lay where ho had been threwn, groaning heavils.

* Hlave he is!" exolaimed Mark Linley.

The Lancashira lnd was the first to reach Bunter. Ila
stooped and raised the fat junior’s head. Bunter grogned.

o E-i!]iyi Where are you hurt¥"”

&F u .FF

** Ave you wounded "'

ik g“ !F!

“ Bunter " exclaimed Harvy Wharton sharply, He knew
Billy of old; burt or not, he was certain to maka the most of
it, ‘* Bunter} What has happened?”

* O-o-oh 1"

"Have you been attacked?™

" Ow—yeszl Ow, that lame beast!"

“Where-are you huart?’

“Ow! All over! TI've got an ache in every bong I groanod

Bunter. “ 11 think my backbone's broken, and my neck
sprained '

Ec 'B.';. h.a“. ilﬂ- 1!!

“ You—you heartless beasts " gasped Bunter. ®I—T think
Fm dying "'

“1 can’t see & wound of any sort,” said Mark Linley.

“Oh, he's not hurt!” zaid Bob Cherry, contemptuously.
“ He always howls out before he’s hurt. It's Bunter's little
TR,

0w I

““ What ara vou doing out hene, anvyway?" asked Wharton.
 Oh, I remember! You expected to find some money here,
on the sundial, eh?"’

ik Dw !Hl

“Ha, ha, ha! And you got a licking instead, and sorve
you }.iullv well right!” roared Bob Cheriy.

ou'd better carry me in!” moaned Bunter. “I—I can’t

get up !

o ’]i'i get scme cold water and bathe his face,” said Hazel-
dene. “ A good pailful swamped over his chivvy will reviva
him 1™ 2

Bunter sat up au-:ldanl;
“Ow! It's all right—
“Ha, ha, ha!™
“I think I can get up. You might lend 2 chap a hand,

Bob Cherry.” .

“I'll lend you two,” said Bob af once: and he took hold
of the fat junior’s ears, and assisted him to rize.

“Ow! Oh! Ow! Leggo!™

“Well, you asked for it."

“VYarooh! I—I can get up alone _

Bunter staggeved to his feet. Ho blinked round at the
juniors. ‘They were all laughing, and the Owl of the Eemova,
as uswal, did not receive any sympathy. He grunted with
indignation ; it did not occur to him that he did not deserve
any. And at supper that evening the fat junior did not
speak a word, only blinking indignantly over his plate at the
grinning Removites.

: feel battor now.'

[
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
An Alarm lo the Night!
FTER supper the juniors bade Marjorie and Clara good-
night, and they went to bed. Billy Bunter went up
vory showly; but he did not ask io carried up this
time., Bob Cherry waa ready to carry him, the
samne way as before; and, indeed, he made the coffer, which
Bunter declined with an ungrateful suiff. Tho fat junior
was still aching from the eastigation he had received in the
, and he went to bed almost without a word. In spite
of his sches, however, he was very scon ing quite
soundly, and his unmusical snore was audible before the
others wers fairly in bed.

Bob Cherry gave a portentous yawn as he drew the bed-
clothes about him,

“Well, I'm tired!"” he remarked. ; .

“S8ame here,’” said Mark Linley, “ 'We've had = good
day. 1 wonder—"' He paused, without finishing the sen-
hﬁ%m wonder what? Whether Bunter will ever leave off

r“ ?1‘:‘1 [ " L]
m?‘rlif'ig " said Mark, lnugihing. “I was thinking of ljurre.
I wonder whether we shall sea anything more of him.

" Most likely.” .

"1 wasn thi&ng of him, too,” said Harry Wharton guietly.
" And T was wondering if we should see anything of him
during the nighti™” :

“i]'feﬂ, thﬁlgmmﬁﬁ'a loose in the garden,” said Nugent
drowsily. * It would be bad for Ijurra if Duke were to get
hd&?ﬂf himf;

** Yes, rather.”

“ 411 the eame, I think he might come.” ,

“If one only knew what the villain wanted,” said Hazel-
dense restlessly. ** My uncle has not said a word on that
subject.”

The juniors went to bed. Wharton blew out the candla,
and darkness reigned in the room. It was broken only by
the gleams of moonlight through the curtained window.

From the cove, the juniors could lear faintly the wash
of the sea through the stillness, and nearer at hand they
could distinguish the sounds made by the great mastiff as he

the garden.

That Captain Cunliffe was uneasy was proved by the fact
that he let the great mastiff loose st night. It was quite

gssible that the South American would come; though what
aia object was the juniors did not yet know—except thet
it was an evil one, and meant harm to their host.

Wharton found it difficult to sleep. _

The swarthy, evil face of the South American, as he hurled
the rock from the upper ledge, was always before his eyes.

The hours passed slowly, end still sleep did not visit his
evelids, Fle stirred at last, and sat up in bed.

“ You fellows asleep?” he asked. .

“ 'y awake,”’ ceme Mark Liniey’s quiet tonea

“ And 1," said Hazeldene.

There waos no other vorce, . -

# Blessed if I can go to sleep,” said Hazeldene, sitting up.
“[ suppose it was seeing that villain this afternoon that's
got on my nerves I can’t help feeling that there's denger
in the air,”

“ That's how I feel.”

“1t is very curicus,” said Mark Linley slowly.
you noticed—""

“ Noticed what " ] ,

“ ke was making a noise up to five minutes ago.
Since then he hasn't made & sound.” )

Wharton started, and listened. The sounds of the mastiff
moving in the garden, brushing in the bushes and trotting
on the ]|mtli5, had been quite plain in the dead stillness of
the night.

He Yistened intently, but there was no further sound;
gaversl minutes passed thus, but the silence was unbroken.

“1i's very curious,” sald Hazeldene, at lasi.

“ Tigke may have gone out of the garden.”

“ 1 don't think he would. He's been trained to watch the
kouse. 1—I wonder if anything's happened to Duke.™

Wharton jumped out of bed.

Y1 jolly well going to see!™ he exclaimed,
woll take & turn in the garden az lic here awake,™

© Just as well,” said Mark, getting up.

Hazeldene turned out, too, and began to dress quickly.

“Don’t wake any of the others,” said Harry, as he pulled
on @ pair of rubber shocs. ““We can call them if they're
wan{#&d‘d ch can drop ont of the window.”

i ;nc‘ r'llh

Wharton quietly opencd the window. Tt ereaked o little,
and the night was so =iill that even a faint creak sounded
]hqudl:,r. Whearton looked out and measured the distance with

is oye.

It was a drop that had scared Billy Bunter, but it was not
much to the young athletes of the Grevfriars Removo.
Thers was-a bed of soft mpuld to fall upon, too.

Wharton clambered out on the sill.

“TIt go first,” he muttered.
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“1 say, vou fellows!” Ii was a squeaky voice from the

loom—Billy Bunter was sitting up in bed, blinking towards
them, I Eﬂ&"-——ﬂ

= %hut up, Bunter 1"

“ Where are you going "’

Only to haga ag?cuﬁ up and dewn the garden, o see
that all’s safe.”

Bunter grunted.

i Look here, you fellows, you can leave me my thare here.
I don't want to get up.”

“Eh? Your share of what?”

“The feed.”

“Feed! What f g ! y

““Oh, no gammon " said Bunter, “I know you're goin
to have a feed, of course. A chap wouldn't be idiot enoug
to gat up in the middle of the night except for an importani
purpose. What have you got "

“* Ass

' Porpoisa 1"

* Rotter !

“Oh, really, you fellows——""

“ Bhut up, and go to sleep !

“I'm jolly well going to get up and come with you,'" raid
Bﬂ&'ltﬂr." “¥ou can lower me out of the window on a rops,
ang—

“If yeu come after us I'll pulverise you ™

“ Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Ring off I"* x

Harry swung himself ont of the window, and dropped.
He staggered a little, but kept hia feat, and ﬂt&p%d out o
the way. Mark followed, and then Hareldene, Hazeldene
rolled over on the ground, and Herry belped him up.

* All right?” he asked.

“Right as rain.” ) i

“ What sbout Bunter ¥ said Mark an::mualj;;

“(Oh, that’s all right! He couldn't make that drop, any-
wqi; Come on " :

The juniors moved away from the wall. They listened
for the movements of the mastiff, but not & spund was to

heard, save the wind in the trees and the distant wash
of the sea. :

From the dining-room a bar of light fell out inte the
darkness of the garden. It came through the French
windows. The juniors knew that it was the captain’s habit
to sit up there and smoke after supper. He was not gone
to bad wet, late as the hour was. ‘The jumiors did not
B the lighted window; they did not want to alarm
the captain, or to let*him know that they were alarmed.

They moved guietly down the garden. Harry Wherton
whistled softly to the dog, but there was no responsec.

“* Duke ! uke !

He czlled the name softly, but only the echo answered
him.

Wharton's face was pale now. He was certain that the
d could not have wandered away; yet where was he?
What had happened to him?

Suddenly the junior staggered over a dark masa that ley
in the path under the shadow of the shrubbery.

Ho barely saved himself from falling. He stooped, and
looked at the object he had stumbled over.

“{Zood heavens " _

“What is it?"* whispered Hazeldene tensely,

“ Duke 1

[ £ ':,-}h [J!‘
The dog lay quite Efill: a2 black mass in the shadow:
Harry Wharton touched him; he did not move. The body

was still warm, but there was no palpitation in it

Wharton withdrew his hand; it was wet. He held it up
in the moonlight. There was & red stain on his fingers.

“ Blood !

“lood heavens!"" murmured Linley.

“The dog has been killed,” said Wharton huskily. ** Duke
18 Jeaa !

ic ThEﬂ-"‘“‘—”

“The villain has been here, then™

Whaorlon sct his teeth.

“ 1i he haz been here, he must be here now.

Ile ran up the path towards the house.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Takes Cover,

ILLY BUNTER did not go to sleep again aflter the
B three. juniors disappeared from the window. The fat
Removite was gnte convinead that Harry Wharton

and his comrades were going to enjoy o surreptitious
feast; he could imagine no other pdequate reason for getting
aut of bed in the middle of the night. And if there was a

Ceine on™

ieed on, Billy Bunter did not mean to be left out of it. He
was hungry again by this time, and thought of a mid-
nmght feed was very atlrective to him.
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But ke did not think of following the juniors into the
garden. In the firet place, he could not drop from the
wiadow ; and making a rope of sheets again would tako
tao much time. And then, he [olt that if he followed
Wharton, he might meet with a painful reception on reach-
ing the ground. At the same time, he was determined not
to lose sight of tha chums,

Ho whipped out of bed, bundled on his clothes as quickly
as he could, adjusted his big spectacles, and -went to the
door. FHe passed out on the landing, and closed the bed-
room door softly behind him.

Then ho descended the stairs on tiptoe.

Elis idea was to get out of the housze by the French
windows of the dining-room, which should have been quite
easy ; and which would allow him to follow the three juniors
without them being aware of the fact.

Bunter was too short-sighted, and too oxcited, to notice
that thers was a light under the door of the dining-room.
He took ii for granted that at that hour, nearly one o'clork
an the morning, the captain was gona to bed.

He opened the door, and a blaze of light struck his eyes.

The fire was glowing in the grate, and the lamps were satill
alight. Billy Bunter stopped in the doorway, blinking, guite
taken by surprise.

He was trying to think of some excuse to mumble out, for
he realized now that the captain could not be gone to bed,
when he bacam&_&w&re that the room was empty.

The French window stocd open on one side, letting in the
cool breeze from the sea, which made the lamps flicker.

There was no one in the room,

Bunter's heart had been thumping hard, but he calmed
down a little as he saw that he was as yet undiscoverad.

“Jolly lucky,” he murmured, closing the door behind him.
“ I shall be able to nip out into the garden now."

Ho crossed the room towards the open window.

But before reaching it he paused. Although his mind
/a8 occupied with thoughts of the supposed feed, it struck

im as peculiar that-the lights should be burning, the room
Enwt , and the window open.

here was the captain?

Had there boen an alarm, and had he gone out to seek
for an intruder in the grounds?

The thought of the South American flashed inte Billy
Bunter's mind. He trembled, and drew back from the
window., Ijurra’s murderouws nature had been only too
clearly revenled that afternoon, and Bunter would as scon
havo raet Halkett again as the man from South Amecrica.

There was o soft footstep outside.

Bunter started.

Was it the captain coming in, or—""

The fat junior did not wait to ses. He gave s helpless
glance towards the door on the hall, but there was no time
to reach it undiscovered. - Acting rather upon instinet than
upon thought, he datted behind a screen that stood in the
corner near the window,

He was baraly out of sight when the soft footstep stopped
at the window. Bunter stood shaking behind the screen,
his heart thumping violently.

Who was if at tia window ? Why did he not enter. The
sereen was made partly of open work, and Bunter could see
through the little openings; and he kept his glance glued
upon the window,

A face appeared there, and a pair of glitlering, black eyes
swapt the room.

Bunter popped down immediately; he did not want to =ea

any more. Lt was the awarthy face of the South American.

he man, quiet and watchful as a cat, remained for several
seconds in the open window, scanning the interior of the
TOOT.

Then he entered with s stealthy footstep.
 His eyes were gleaming with satisfaction, and there was a
curious grin upon_ his face. Ho stepped noiselessly into the
room, and crossed it to the other side. There he sank on
oné knes, so that the great back of the captain’s armchair
hid him from view from the window. Neo one entering from
the garden could have sten him.

There he waited, silent,

Bunter was hardly breathing.

What the South American’s purpose was he did not know :
and he wos too scared to think.

His only thought was to kesp his own prescnce a secret
and to aveid attracting the attention of the swarthy ruffian.

His knees knocked together az lis waited, with thumping

heart, Whero was tho captain? Tjurra was evidently waiting
for him.

A heavy tread sounded ab last at the French windows.

The powerful form of Captain Cunliffe appeared there, and
he camo in.  Bunter saw him through ths ﬁllits in the screen,
Tho captain logked weary, and thers was a revolver in his
Land. Had he been seeking for the enemy—the man who
was now hiddan within six paces of him?
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Captain Cunliffa closad the French windowa and drew down
tha blind. He threw himself into the chair, and laid the
revolver upon the table.

The South American drew a doep breaath. IIo roso silentl
to his fest behind the chair in which the captein sat an
reachad his hand towards the revelver on the table,

The capinin canght sight of the hand, and sat petrified for
a second. Then he made o wild grasp towards the revelver.

But it waa too late.

The dusky fingers were grasping it, and it was snatched
away, and as the captain |EElp€rl£ to hiz feet his own weapon
was levelled at his heart.

Over the  levelled barrel the swarthy face of the South
American locked at him with a mocking sneer.

' Btand back, capitano, or you are a2 dead man ™

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Face to Face.

APTAIN CUNLIFFE atared blankly at the South
American. The revolver in Pedro Ijurra’s grip nover
wavered. It needed but tho pressure of the dusky fore-

finger to send a bullet crashing through the English-
man's heart, and the expression on the swarthy face showed
that LIjurrs was ready to do it

The captain's ]'Hlﬂiiﬂ- were at his sides, his fingers clenching
and unclonching convulsively. He was taken at a hopeless
disadvantarge, and he wes now unarmed.

“Tjurva ™ he said at last, and his voice was husky and
broken,

Tho South American laughed.

T EI,- senor,”

“You hero?"

" As vou sea."”

The captain clenched his handas hard.

“I—1 knew yon had coma when I found the mastiff dead,™
e muttered, in a choked voice. **I have been seoking you,
I—I thought you had gone again as I could not find you.”

*I was not gome, amigo—I am hers, as you seo, ready to
sottle the old account.™ And the South American touched
with his left hand the lvid scar upon his forchead. * Thet
was & narrow oscape for me, senor, and this—this will ba
the payment for it."

““1 wish the bullet had gono through your brain.”

“ Ag you intonded.”’

“* No,"” zaid tho captain, I did not intend it. I wanted
ﬁ l‘.!’l.'ﬂ]_'.l you, that was all, I did not intend to take your
ife.

Tjurre gave a sneering laugh.

“ A lio will not save vou now, zonor."

The captain flushed red through his bronzed skin.

“A lie! ¥You cowardly Dago hound, do you think T would
lia to you to save a thousand lives? DBash!

The South American grinned over the levelled pistol.

I have followed you far,”” ho said. “ How long is it
s:r!r:s:s vou sailed from the Argentine? Five years, is it not
S0

The captain nodded.

“ And all the time you knew that T was secking you "

“1 knew it."”

“* And you fled—you fled nlways! You eall me o coward—
and it was you that fled!” said [jurra :'-neeringljr.

“And you are a coward ! said Cnaptain Cunlifie quietly.
“A brave mwan may fly from an assussin—no courago can

ward agminst a shot in the back—but T am sorry I fled now.

should liavo met you on your own ground, and finished with
you in tho troo South American way, and left your bones on
the pampas for the covoles to pick.’

YTt is too late now, sonor."

“You are noi in the Argentine now,” said the captain;
* you are in a eivilised country, whore murderers are hanged,
Toako coare.”

“Your English Jawas will not touch me. I am here to-

night, mono toanorrow. Yhen my work iz dons I shall
vantsh,'

“* Tho law has 2 long arm.”

“It will not rench to the Argentine.
may spare your life, mt capitano,”

The captain looked at him steadily. There was o desp
silence in tho room, broken only by the ticking of the clock.

Behind the scresn Billy Bontar was trombling like o leaf.

To the horrified mind of the fat junior it was clsar that
the Bouth Awerican was meditating o terriblo erime, bug
Bunter was too frozen by terror to think or dream of intor-
fering in any way. His voica was dead in his throat—ha
could not aven cry for help. The revolver in the hand of the
South American waz ready to twrn vpon o second vietim, and
Bunter felt that he was in as great dancer as the skipper if
he betrayed his Jn-esenrm.

And that he did not inean to do, but it was quite possibla
that in his terror he would make somo sound or movement
that would betray him inadvertently.

But on conditions I

GET IT NOW.
Prlce One Halfpenny.



“Whet raecal business have ydu to .pi o now!’ ex-
cluimed the captain at last. I will enter inte no compact
with you. I have always regretted my folly in once doing
co-~in-leaguing -myselfl with two Eﬂl]un(f'rﬂ]ﬂ, neithor of whom
keps faith with me

“And with whom you did not keep faith," =neered tha
South American,

It 1a-false! I kept faith, or would have done so, but——"

" Bo you told me on the pam and I did not believe youn

Listen! . Yeou and Halkett and I discovered the nuggets in
the Argentine sierras, and as soon as we had found we
detérmined each to keep the whole of the treasure.”

"1 did not—-"" : ;

“Bah! Why lbe about it now?' spesred Ijurra. * The

same night Halkett fell into am arroye, where we bolieved
he had gone to his death—-""

The captain clenched his hands.

“Wreteh! It was you who hurled “im there—that T sus-
rested from the first, and I was sure of it when you atiacked
e

The South American shrugged his shoulders.

" Put }‘l.'ﬂ.l_giﬂ:r’t':d a hetter ge.ne than I did when I attacked
yvou,” he said coelly., ** You shot mé—I lay unconscious for
En:;*.;:' iiouqra thete in the pampas grass, zand dead a& you

ehioved.”

“AVhen T came to myeelf you were gone, and the nugpgets,
I have hunted you down, to return the favour you paid me ™
—tho man touched the scar again—'‘ and to recover the gold.
Listen! Give it to me and I will leave you as you are, un-
harmed. It s the gold that T want.”

T tell you I have none of it. I told you on the pamipas
that Haikett had taken it, that he was flesing with 1t when
vou hurled him into the ravine, and that in doing so you
had thrown nway a fortune.”

*1-did not beheve you”

“ 1t was true.’

It is not true!" cried the Bouth American flevcoly
* Besides, 1f it were, Halkett is not dead——"

** Not dead ™

*No. 1 have seen hum.”

“He hves ! satd the caplam. dazed. "I beleved—""

* You pretend you did net know, when he 15 here—when
Liz hes twice tn
exclaimed the South American fercely.

The captain looked dazed.

1 did not know.” )

“I do not believe you. Ha iz alive—lame now, from the
minry ha-received in falling into the ravine—it was his 1
Iie broke instead of his neck, and how he escaped aliua&%
lnow not. But he is alive, and here, and you must know it."

“I did not know it.""”

“{ome,” said Ijurra, ** what is the use of wasting worda.
You knoew why I have sought you so long, and all the time
ITalkett was trailing me Ii%m a bloodhound. My hie is in
dangor o8 great as vours. 1 do not deeire to linger here.
Give me the goid—give me even my share of it, and I will
go.”

T cannot pive you what T do not possess.”’ :

“*Bah! How are yvou living here? You have left the sea,
i vou have money—you are rich.”.

“1 have what I have earned and saved in forly vears at
ren,” said the caplain sternly, * and not a shilhing of it will
ever toach your hands, Pedro Tjurra.™

Tho South American gritted his teeth,

“1 =hall begin to believe vou at last,”” he exclaimed. *“ Tt
ey be that Halkett has the gold, and that js why he 1z s0
determiined to tako my life. t it be so: but if I can get
noihing else here T cun get my revenge. For the last tume,
Li = wou the nuggets, capitano”

* No.”

Y T e —

The South American’s eves blazed along the levelled barral
I ily Banfer's nerves could stand it no longer.

With a wild shriek he rolled against the screen and sent it
crazhing to the floor.

The South American staricd back convalsively, tho revolver
Lovering to his side, amd with lightning swiftness the English
vestain serzed his opportuniiy. _

1o leaped forward like a bloodhound, and hurled himeelf
vise Eho South Amorican,

s left hand grasped the rvight wrist of tho swarthy suffien,
forcing the istol still Jower, till the muzele was pointed at
tha Hoor,

Pirem, with & fwist of the wrist that brought a shriek of
pnin fvom the Sooth American, he forced Tjurra to drop tho
Wk jImae. :

The vevolver fell upon the fLoor,

* Loarambo !

“Man to man npow!” eried Captain Cunliffe,
seoundrel, Jook out for yourself I _

And the two men closed in desperate combat.

Eilly Bunter blinked at them, and sent forth yell after vell,
almost oat of his wits with terror.

There came u loud hammering on the French windows.
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to kil me within sight of your house ™

. “BILLY BUNTER'S VOTE.

EVERY &k " ONE
TUEEBDAY, T mllzgﬂrfm PEMNY,
“ Open—open hera ™
“ Help 1"

“ Billy ! ¢n the window !"
Bunter un

orstood at last. Captain Cunliffe and Pedrp
Tiurra were rolling on the foor now in fierce stroggle. Chaims
were crashing, and & lamp had gone with 2 crash to the feor.

Billy Bunter tore aside the blind and unfastened the French
window. It was flung open, and Harry Wharton dashed ing
with Mark Linley and Hazeldene at his heels.

T

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.

The Tragedy of the Cliff.

HE South American was struggling with desperetion now
—not for vietory, but for freedom. The entrance of
the Greyfriars junjors had made all the differcoce. But
the captain was not disposed to let him go.

His grasp was like iron.on-the swarthy ruffian. ;

Tjurra was making daﬁﬁemt-& efforts to get at thd knifg
hidden in his breast, but he could not reach. it.

Strong as the captain waos, however, he was only elowly
getting the advantage. The South American fought like &
wild eat:

* Wire in!" exclaimed Harry Wharton,

And he rushed to the captain's aid. i

% What-ho " said Mark. *Coliar him!" 13

“ (3ot him ot last!” said Hazeldene, with great satis
faction.

The grasp of the three juniors fastened upen the ruffian,

Whaston kicked the pistol out of the way. The South
American had no chsnee now. He was forced to the foor,
and Mark Linley knelt on his chest, )

“ YVou had better give in,” said the Lancashire lad.

“Carambo 1™

i %huﬂk it !?.'T said Harry.

*Han L = -

il | aa:,gr‘; :Eu follows, F'l1 jolly well stun him !" exclaimed
Billy Bunter, brave enough now that the anemy waa pi
down under the weight of fout foes. The fat junior grasped
the heavy iron poker from the geate. ftand clear of hia
head, and I'll stun him.”

T!:EE Enu}th American guve & yell.

‘““ Keep him off.” : -

“ No lf}unr!” snid Bunter., “‘I'm jolly well going to stun
you. I-—"

“ Keep off, Bally I”

i t 3]

“ ¥ou've no chance now."

“ Take that poker pway—

Y But I— : .

“ ot away, you dangorous ass, You may ‘k:ll ﬂm1 man.

“ Well, serva him_right,”’ said Bunter. “But I'm only
going to stun him. It will be lots safer, you know.

“ Put that poker back, you young aes,” said Harry,
laughing. “ We've got him safe enough.”

::ﬂﬁhzqk yu%‘m an asg——-""

ring oft ! . .

Bunter sulkily threw the gukar‘mtﬂ the grats, with &
clang. Tho South American had frightened him almocat out
of his wits, and he would have becn glad to give him a
crack upon the head with tho poler.

The South .&meilricnn gus[};d with relief,

“Let me up ! he muttered. .

“Hardly,” said - Wharton, " You won't be let go till
vou're in the Pnlicefst-atiﬂn. He will have to be arrested,
nfcmurap. Eir.’l.&_ -

aptain Cunliffe nodded. :

ol ‘E‘}ea. I will get a length of rope to bind ]1iEI with. He's
too dangerous a customer to be allowed loose.

“*Carambo ! I—" _

“ You came here of vour own accord, Pedro I jurra, boast-
ing that the English Taws ecould not touch you,"” said the
captain sternly. ‘' ¥ou shall see."” : .

“1—I will yet hunt you down, it T am put in priron.
They connot ieep me there long,'” sald [jurra savogesy.
“VYou will not escape me that way."

“We shall see.™ :

There was a sound at the open French window.

“ Look out!"™ yelled Billy Bunter suddenly, and he madas
a wild dive to get behind the big armechair.

The juniors lookad quickly towards the window.

From the darkness of the garden the formeof the lame
man had suddenly sppeared, and hizs decp-set cyes seemed
to burn into the room.

It was only for a moment that he stood there, and then
he disappearsd again, Captain Cunliffe sprang towerds the
window,

" Halkett !

But there was no reply.

“ Look out!' shouted Mark Linlay.

o5
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The South American was taking advantage of the sudden
eonsternation. The hold upon him had insensibly relaxed.

With o wrench he tore himself loose, and sprang fo his
feet. The juniors leaped towards him; but the South
American’s hand wias in hizs breast now, and the clear stecl
flashed out,

“Carambo! Stand back !”

And the juniors leaped back from the knife,
made a rush for the poker.
volver,

Tjurra made a savage spring for the window, and in a
nimnent was gona. The lithe form vanished into the zarden.
The captain rushed after him. He was gone!

Wharton snapped his teeth.

T Ho hes egeaped 1™

“Gonn !

Cracl !

Cragl: !

_Two sharp shots rang out from the darkness, two fMashes
lit up for an instant the gloom. Who was firing there?
They did not need telling. It was the lame man. Ijurre
had escaped capturs, only to encounter a deadlier danger
in the darkness of the garden.

There was n vell, a crash of footsteps, and another ringing
shot. Then silence.

The captnin’s bronzed face was pale,

“zood heavegs ™ he muttered.

He gazed from the window.

The moon was hidden behind a cloud; in the gloom
nothing was to be seen. The juniors crowded out into the
garden, with beating hearts. Villain aa the South American
certainly was, there was something tferrible in this relent-
dess pursuit by the lame adventurer, and they sinceraly
hoped that Jjurra would escape.

But would he?

Ancther crack from the distance, in the direction of the
cliffs. The whole honse was alarmed now. Bob Cherry and
tho rest had como downstairs, half-dressed, eagerly in-
quirtng whot was the matter. Marjorie and Clars, wrapped
in cloaks and shawls, were with them, pale and tarriﬁag.

Marjoric caught Hart;,r’s arm.

“Harry ! What ia it7"

“It is all right now," said Harry, pressing her hand re-
asguringly. “ The SBouth Amcrican has been here, but he
hes done no harm. He has fled.”

“ Bat who is firing '

“The other man—his enemy,” said Wharton grimily.
“Tjurra will be lucky if he gets away alive to-night. Tt
will be better for your uncle if he doe: not escape. But

1%

“Haork ™

Cracle !

*“ He is firing again”

“Oh, listen !

From the darkness in the direction of the cliffa came a
terrible cry. It rang and echoed through the night., and
died away sobbing among tho erapnies of the oliffs. It
waa fallowed by silonce—a silence still mora terrible.

Marjorie and Clara shuddered.

The moon emerged from behind the mass of clouwds—
bright, silver, gailing high and round and fair. The light
astreamead upon the chintmg eliffs. On the rocky lodge was
seen the figare of the lame man, gazing downward towards
tha beach.

He ratzed his head, and the juniors saw him makas a
gesture, and then he limped on over the c¢liff and disap-
pearcd. It was the last time they ever saw him. -

What had he been lookinz at on tho beach, from the
height of the rocky path?  The juniora asked themselves
that quoestion with shuddering. Tho moon sankle oue of view
agrin in the bosom of the clouds.

“Go in, my lads,’ enid Captain Cunliffe, in o hoarse,
gtrained voioo—' go in!"

The Greyfriars juniors went in quictly.

Thero was & grim silence among them. That cry from
the cliffs could only mean one thing—but what it meant
they shuddered to think.

Marjorie and Clara weni back to their room. They were
pale as death. The juniers did net speak till they were in
their own guarters again,

“It's awini!” muttered Bob Cherry, at last.

“I'm afraid there's not much doubt what has happened,”
said Wharton, in.a shaken voice. ''The South American
muat have fled by tho path up the cliffi—the path where he
hurled the rock upon the lame man yesterday——"'

“ Tt looks like 1. And he fell—"

“ Ha fel, or was thrown, down to the beach,” said Harry.
“Tt ia terrible, but don’t let us think about it.™

;‘Bgi: it wos nob 50 essy to dismiss the malter from their
minda.

Littlo more sleep visited their cyelids that night.
Masxrr LiBrary.—No. 115.
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The morning broke over the bay and wide Atlantic, and
found them still awake.

The juniors wero up with the firat glimmer of e sung
with the exception of Billy Bunter, who had fallen asleep
at last, and was slecping a3 if he never meant lo wake again,
to make up for lost time.

Leaving him undisturbed, the cthera dressad Lhomselves
quickly, and went down., They knew that Captain Cunliffe
would look for the South American as soon as it was light,
and they wished to help in the scarch, and know the truth
at once,
~ The eaptain was ebout to leave e house when {he
juniors came down.

He glanced at them guestioningly. Ilis bronzed face was
haggard in its expression. Ik was plain that bhe had not
glept, either. A -

* Good-morning, lads ! he sald, in a2 husky voice. “ T am
gorry that all this should have happened while you wore on
a holiday here--not much of a holiday for yow, I am
afrand.”

“I am glad we were here,” said Harry.
anded worse, otherwise, air.”

luite fruz”

“You are going to—to look for him?™

ik ?&Ea”

““May we coma

* As you like,”

They left the house togethor, _

Captain Cunliffe led the way in silence to the beach,
under the shadow of the great towering cliffs, If the South
American had fallen there, his death must have heen in-
stantaneous when ho touched the rocky earih. He would
l'mvilha.d titno only for that one wild cry as ha fall.

ik B ]:?‘

Captain Cunliffe atterad the exclamation as he halted.
The juniorz caught a glimpse of the huddled foem on the
rochks,

The cantain waved his hand.

“(s0 back—go back!™

“It 15 Tyurra?"

i Ay, ay P

“ And he is—is—"

ik D‘Eﬂ.d !?F

The juniors went baclk. They had no desire fo see more.
Tho captain followed them after a fow moments. Ilis face
was vory pala

“1 must go to the village and give information of what
has happened,”” he said. **It 13 termble. I shull see you
again.”

And the captain strode awsy down the rocky path to-
wards Wynne. Marjorie was down when the juniors came
in: she grested Harry with a questioning glance.

He nodded quieﬂ{; .

“ Tt is all over,” he said. It waz Tjurra, and we shall
not sea him ngniu- Don’t thinlk aliont ir, Marjorie"

Marjorie shivered a little. Buot the subject was dropped,
and was nol montioned again,

™ n & - F ] [ ] - F &

CLE pnight Lave

The tragie occurrence at Black Roek had corlainly brolen
up the holiday. Affer what had happened, the youngsters
could hardly make & pretence of enjoying themselve: on
the seene of the tragedy, and Hazeldene's proposition that
they should finish the vacation 2t his father's house was
received with rolief. With them to Hazeldene's home woent
Captain Cunliffe, so that for the rest of tae Lioliday the
juniors had the company of the old sailorman. And, ter-
rible as had been the end of the Bouth American, there was
no doubt that it had lifted a weinghl from the mimnd of
Captain Cunliffe. The shadow of ljurra’s relentless pursuit
was gone froem his life now, and bo was able to breathe
wnare casily.

And the rolief was apparent in his looks and manner. In
a change of scene, the dark happeniigs of rhe beginnin
of the vacation faded from the minds of the juniors, an
they spent a2 very enjovable heliday after all, and were
sorry enough when the time camc for fthem fo parf with
thoir kind friends and return to Greyiriars.

Marjorio and Clara travelled with them as far az Friar-
dale, and the juniors saw them safe to Clff House c¢re
they went on to Gre;;friars.

W1l the holiday's over,”” Bob Cherry remarked. * Dut
we'll have a jolly time this term—eh 3

“We will,” said Marjorie brightly.

“ Yoy, rather!”  said  Miss  Clara  emphatically.
**What-ho !"
THE E¥XD.
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. N search out Warner,
but the lawysr overpowers
Profe:sor MacAndrew becomes suspicious when Stanley Dare fails to return, and he

In the Nick of Time.

Slipping a flask of brandy into his pocket, in case a
restorative of that description was wanted, the inspector
accompanied MacAndrew back to the house where Hilas
Warner rented o couple of rogms,

0f course the door of the outer room was locked, hut as
the inspector had expected it would be, he was provided
against the contingency. The lock was picked in quite an
expert manuer by the inspector, who was not an officer too
much bound with the red taps of “usual procedure™ when
left to himszelf, and they stepped into the room.

The lamp was lit, and a careful secrutiny made of the
apartment. The desk was locked, and there was no sign
of it having been touched ; but on the dusty and uncarpeted
floor there were unmistakable proofs of a buman body
having lain there recontly,

““The place hasn't been cleanad, or even swopt, 1 should
think, for months " exclaimed the inspector, with a shrug
of disgust.

“A iuﬂkﬁ' thing it hasna'’" replied MacAndrew. “We
can road the signs ali the more easily. See here, noo. A
body has fallen at this spet, an’ it has been hall dragged,
half carried up tae that wardrobe that stands in the corner
iund:::r. Ye can sce whaur the feet hae trailed through the
ust.”’

“You are right,” admitted the inspector.

He tried the wardrobe door, but, as we know, it was closed
by a spring lock. Again the inapector hrought his pickleck
into use, but this time without avail. He could do nothing.

MacAndrew set to work in another way, In scarching
through the room he had found a strong chisel. Inserting
the edge in befween the door and the fixed frame of the
wardrobe, he prised and prised until the door began to give.
The inspector aided him with a strong-bladed claap-linife
which he possessed. The space widened, and they then
inserted the thin end of one leg of a pair of iron tongs.

“ Now, then, both together !

Crack—orack—crash !

The door was open, but the wardrobe was empty ! They
locked at each other in surprise and dismay.

“The body of a man,” reasserted MacAndrew, “has been
dragged across the flocr and thrust in here. T wilna’ say it
was the body of Stanley Dare, but 'm fearing that it was.
The signe are plain fae read. What has become of the
body ¥

““That is a question which it iz not easy to answer,” said
the inspector, * We had better try and move the wardrobe
away frogm the wall.”

But it waa s heavy picoe of furniture, and they could not
budge it. MacAndrew wiped the perspiration frem his
bLirow.

“Weo're baith strong men,” he said; “and although we
couldna’ expect to lift the wardrobe far, wo cught tae hae
been able to move it an inch or so. It maun be a fixtere.”

“"That’s very curious,’” replied the inspector. “It's a
separate piece of furniture, and not part of the room Httings,
Anybody ¢an see—— Listen! What was that?”

?[uc;mdrew had not heard anything, but at the inspector’s
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INTRODUCTION.

Dare, the Boy Detective, havi
1 the Thames, into which he

rescusd a lad named Tom
ad bpeen flung by wonld-be
He jouineys irom London
vee, and there mestx
to agelet him to trace
The three are travelling in the

88, and leaving

their Black tracker, Wa 8. to follow the trail of the kidnappers, the
detective and his friend, the professor, return to La m ta
&n,

Etanlaa Dl.ragl :ﬁnﬁk{;pﬁmihﬂ .miﬁdra;t .
¥ i i A i’ af wardro
interviews a police inspector,

words he strained his cars to catch the slightest sound. The
mapector was leaning forward, with his hoad and shoulders
well inside the wordrobe. I'resently they both heard a faint
groan. It seemed fo come from behind the wardrobe,

. “There meun be a secret panel or 2 secret door,”™ cried
MacAndrew excitedly, “wi' a recess or somethinz of the
kind hehind it. IF we nad a hatchet—"

“Wait & minute ! cxclaimed the inspector.

He ran from the room, and in a few minutes returned
with an erdinary wood-chopper. Ii was not very sharp; but
i was heavy.

He attacked the back of the wardrobe with vigorous strokes,
and the splinters flew in all directions, Then MacAndrew
relieved him, and they very scon had an opening large
enough for a man to crawl through. The inspector thrust
the lamp into the aperture, and a recess was made visible,
about the size of an ordinary bed-room cupboard. Huddled
up on the Aoor was Stanley Dare!

“Thig'll be Bilas Warner's work, the murderiog hound |
cericd MacAndrew.

“A bad day’s work for him, then,' said the inspector
grimly,

Between them they lifted Dare out as tenderly as possible,
and, after foreing open the grimy window, ao as to let in
some much-needed fresh air, set to work o restore him to
consciousness,

“Thank Heaven, he is not dead!" said MacAndrew.
“{zie him a little weak brandy-and-water. The wounds on
hig head are not deep, and not dangerous. It was the want
of air that was killing him, Guid sakes! What's wrang
wi' his eves?"

He lifted the eyelids. The pupils were shrunk almost to
invisibility, while the irises were very much inflamed.

“It looks a3 if some acid had been thrown into them,”
said the inepector.

“Ay, ay! 1 ken weel what it is,”” cried MacAndrew,
*The dastardly brute! He might hae blinded the puir
laddie. That's how he got the bettor of him, then. I can
save his sight, but wo are only just in time. Can ve get
mie some warm milk " )

“T1'll pet anything you require.”

*“ There'll be o heavy reckoning for Silas Warner fae pa.iy
over this,” muttered the professor; “and I'm thinking he'll
pay it m full”

Thanks o Professor MacAndrew's skill, the young detec-
tive was recovered sufficiently in three days’ time to be able
tp continue his investigations.

The blows which he nad received on his head from the
heavy ruler wielded by the lﬁwiﬂr were in & fair way to
heal up; and his eyves, althoagh they werc still inflamed
fromn the effects of the terrible liguid which Warner had
sprayed into them, wera otherwise unharmed. Fortunately,
no permanent injury to the sight had resulted.

Watoonga had returned to Launceston and brought some
sutisfactory news. Tom Winfield was still alive, and still a
prisoner in the hands ~f Luke Bastaple and his associates,
who were all camped in a lonely hit of country near the
head waters of the Macquarie River,

Tale of Harry Whanrton
A e AN HIGH ARDS.
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¥ T canna’ understand why the laddie was left behind, or
hidden awa’ somewhere,”” said the prefessor, * during their
first day™s trek from ihe hut: and then afterwards fetched,
as he must ha' been, for he would never ha' rejoitied them
of his own [reo will™

“1 can sce Jim the Tracker's hand in that business,™
replied Dara.

Now that the young deiective wag well enouph to resumo
work, he insisted on starting ot once to the roscue of his
friend and chent, and at the same time to bring Bastaple
and the lawyer to justice. They went by train as far as
Macquaric Harbour. and then, hiring horses, struck south
towards Mount Humbeoeldt.

They had to push tkeir way through some dense bush, in
o part of the country but Irttle traversed. There was o
“blazed ™ trail leading through it, which had been marked
by Watoonga on his 1eturn journcy, se that there might be
no loss of time, and he would know the oxact spot to
cmerge from the bush so as to strike the swamps where
there waa a path across them.

‘A ““blazed ™ trail, it may be as well to exﬁlain, is simply
a' track metlied through bush or forest by the expedient of
“ blazjng,' or cutting with a knife or axe, pieces from the
burk of trees at certain intervals. Tho white scars left thus
form a scries of signposts, until the bark grows again.

At the edge of the swamps they had to turn their horscs
adrift into s small expanee of grass land hemmed in by
thick underscrub and a belt of timber. Ther rould not
stray very far, and unless thcre were any horse thioveas
about, they would be sure to find the animals all right when
they returned.

It was a dismal stretch of eountry in which they found
themselves. There were dangerous mordsses and swamps,
extending for miles in front of them, and to their right
and left.

Here and there a path led from one patch of irm ground
to another, but without a guide no man who was u stranger
in that pari of the country could bope to find & way across.
Fortunately, Watoongs, w en in the police service, had been
employed a great deal between Macquarie Harbour and the
Little Pine River, and knew the place thoroughly.

Towards the northern erd of the most treacherous of all
the swamps arose & queer broken hill, and in the heart of
it was a curious and almost circular little flat. Tt was in
thia flat, according te Watoonga, that Luke Bastaple and
his associates had their headquarters.

Years before it had been the stronghold of a noted gang
of bushrangers, and the whole neighbourhood around Broken
Hill had had an evil reputation since the time when the
Erst white man found a ﬁuve in those treacherous morasscs.

At the foot of Broken Hill they camped for the night in s
big cave, for it would have been dangerous to camp in the
open, as the smoke of their Rre would possibly be seen by
Luke Bastaple or Flinders, both of whom were usuallv as
alert as natives, for they had bushrangers’ blood in their
vains.

At about ten o'clock that night Stanley Dare crept quietly
out.of the cave, and, accompanied by Watoonga, mads his
way towards the crest of Broken Hill. They were absent
for about three hours. On returning, the young detective
hastily seribbled & note on the inside of a used envelope, and
gave the missive o the native.

Watoonga at once hurried off across the swamp path in
the direction of Camp-
bell Tawn, and was soon
lost to E;gll'i:t in the grey
mists of the early morn-
ing.

A Conference — Two

Precious Scoundrels,

“Bee here,” prowled
Luke Bastaple, fasten-
ing his sinister ayes on
the lawyer, “ I'm about
tired of this dodging
abotit, and T don't
reckon to have the job
of loocking after a pri-
soner. And I want to
clear out of the country.
A thousand pounds I
was to have for tha joh,
and I've only touched
& hundred of it yet—
except the amount vou
gave for expenses when
1 went to England.”

“The remszinder of
the thousund is to be

Paiﬂ on young Winfield's death,” replied Silas Warner,
‘If you had not failed in those frst two attempts, all this
trouble would have been saved.”

“But there'd be no failure now,” observed Bastaple.
“ Any time this past four or five days the job could have
been finishod. Whose fault is it that he's alive now¥"

* Not mine,” said Warncer,

“It’s according lo your instructions that I'm holding my
hand,"” pursued Bastaple. “On the road here I left him in
Varley’s Hollow, and you know what that means. Six hours
there would have settled him, and he couldn’t have got oul
without help. Well, what doecs Jim the Tracker do but
ride back and rescue him, bringing him along to camp
again.  He snid that it was your wish that no further
atternpt should be made upon Winfield's life—-r""

“He lied " hisscd the lawyer. “DBut, all the same, I
dare not have him put out of the way while that fool Jim
the Tracker remains obstinate."

4 wh}r ﬂl:}l.?"

* Because ho i3 in possossion of a certain secret of mine,
and, so long as Winficld is alive, 1 have to pay Jim tho
Tracker to hold his tongue,” snarled Warner.” “ Thercfore
it’s to his interest to keop young Winfield alive. Do you
understand ¥ If Winfield is killed, he swears he will make
the secret known to the polies, and that will mean—""

* What "

It will mean a great deal to me,"” said Warner bringing
his remarks to s somowhat lame conclusion.

" What i3 this precious secret?”’ demanded Bastaple.

Silas Warner gave his associate a cunning look.

“You want to know too much, Luke Bastaple,” he replied.
“There is one porson too many in posscssion of the sccret
a3 it is. He found it out by chance, because I had not beon
sufficiently careful to hide cortain important dovuments——"

“{h, thero are documents, ah?"

“ Never mind about that,” exclaimed Warner hurricdly,
a3 his face blanched with a sudden fear. “* No one olse is
geing to learn the secref, you may take my word for it.
And the man who has the knowledge of it now must be
silenced. Do you hear me, Basiaple? Silenced! When he
i out of the way, the other one can follow as soon as you
like. But he is o menace to ms, I tell you—a standing
menace to me—while he lives.”

Silasa Warner and Luke Bastaple were seated on the trunk
of a fallen pine in their camp in the lonely hollow, with the
fantastic crags of Broken Hill all round them.

+l“r‘l1nu:ilva.1-:a: was engaged in cufting up wood for the fire, and
Jim the Tracker was cleaning his rifle.  The latter was
cheerfully “whistling the tune of a song that waz all the
rage in the Melbourne music-halls, but he paused and looked
up as he became aware, by s sort of instinct, that the
lawyer’s sinister gaze was fixed upon him.

Thera waz a veiled menace in Warner's eyes, but this did
not seem to affect Jim the Tracker in the slightest degree.
He luughed loudly, as though at somoe amusing thought of
his own, and then, with great deliberation, begen to fix the
cartridges in the magazine of his riflo.

Silas Warner cursed under his breath.

“You shall have an additional five hundred pounds,
Eastaple,” he whispered, ““if you will put Jim the Tracker
oul of the way."

“ Why don’t you do the job yvourself?"

“1 can't!”’ snarled thoe lawyer. “If once T had him in
my power, I wouldn't hesitate; but he is always on the
o 2lort.  He sleeps as

|[ghﬂ:¥ as a cab, and T

daren't malie tha
altampt.”

“Jim the Tracker is

a useful man,” said
]hataglc; “and ol
though we don't hit it
off on many points, [
wouldn't mind haviog
him as a partner when
1 start my big venturs
over 1n_ New Houlh
Walea. Btill, T won't
interfere if you like fo
tackle him."
It is useless talking
lilke that!” exclaimed
& Warner desperately.
“I'll make it up to six
Lhundred if you will do
what o
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