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GRIEVANCE

my Form af Greyfriare.

Wharton for.a plac
the foothall feam. -To-
deed, I do not want a
place in  the
team, and should zefuze

THIS WEEK BY

DAVID MORGAN,
the Welsh junior of the Remove

it if it were offered. And
the roason for this waa

t Roccer 13 hot my
an};e, and ¥ donob care
':'r 1,

Rughy I3 the Welsh-
man's game, ' goodd
Welsh  village Thag fjtg
Rugger fifteen, Wh

HAVE just seen Skinner’s drawing of me,
and I have punched hia nose.  Look yon,
though, It wasn't' becawse of my face
for 1t an't & bit Hke me, though some ¢

I

the silly aszes here say it's niy Image. And it

wazn't becanse of my costume, whatever ; for
the good land oml we whaf, that ¢ostume
was mneant for.  Was it an Elsteddfod costume,
thent Or was it & cricket umpire®s coat §
_ And §t waso'é becauze of my hat, for,
mdeed, Skinner I3 so lgnorant that he thinks a
Welstman wears a woman's hat, if it was »
hat at all. And- It wasn't Because of my
Welsh pun tromsers, for look yow, Welsh
eloth I8 the best in the world., And it wasn't
hecausa of my Welsh harp, for indeed, I
canmot play it, though I wish'1 eould.
For why, tﬁcﬂ, d?{l E punch his nose, what-
rver ¥ If Was becauss of the words that are
tloating up from my cavernous month. Skinner
wi ve taken thosa worda from o song-book,
for tildiey are the title of the greatest somg in the
TWoria 2

L Wa]eiim Wales ! TLand of the mist and the
wild,
&r I roRva,
FThough far from mi huomme
The mother is calling her chilL*

A good Welshman will not permit an Englizh
rlawn to make fun of his national song, and to
add ** whateffor * to words Hke thoze, is to add
innlt to ipjury, look you, I think I .shall
punch Skinnex's nose again,

T gebdom say * whatever.” My studymate,
Wib, who is a sllly ass, will sometimes pull my
leg by aai-im: : * Indeet to gootnezz, it Was o
ferry oot thing, whateffer ! ™™ But 1 do not
fall like this., I have a Welsh aceent. Lindey
haa a Lancaszhire accent, but you will not hear
hinz aa7 1 " Ee, ba goom, lad; tha Enows nowt
utout it

¥ speak the Cymric language, but not very
well, It wns the most musical language in
the worid, look you, It hos no very uice
appearance when written, for thers ace 50
many consonants and conunas 3 bub v mnst
iake no notice of this. In Welsh somie of the
conEonants havo a vowel soaned.

JESUS COLLEGE!

When I leave Greyfriars 1 shall go to Oxfond,
and like most Welshmen, I shall o to Jeaus
vollege.
very old and fing place, whatever, I have
Leett there with my father to zee Lis old romns.
It waz very interesting, .

There iz o big =ilver puneh Tow], which holda
ton gallons nnd'ia gver five feeh in cirenmferenoe,
it was worth a great deal of money,  Sir
Watkin Wynne presented it o the tollege
ages age, and ib will be given o anvone who
ean (&) apan iE with his armes, (b} drink the
fult eontenta of punch, and {¢) walk away with
it afterwards,

Look vou, I zhall do this mrsetf when T am
older, At Eteﬁent.l cannoh got 1y arma roun:d
it. Aly father com get his arms round i, but be

will not attempt to drink the tin gallona of

punch, becounse, Jook you, he savs he woided
have to bo carriel away afterwands, and that
would disqualify hin.

On &t. David'a Day, which i3 March 1st,
there is a service i Wekh at Jesus Chapel, and
the singing there ia very fine, for Wales i3 the
Innid of gong, look o, Tadeed, Welsh voloes
are the finest In the workd, whatever,

Here's 2 joke. It'll probatdy make you
laugh. Thdid me!

Foreman : * Wheee's your nmiake thiat nzed
to he an artist B .

Bricklayer: " Ho lald soma lricks, and
stepped back to admire bis work 1

It iz the Welshnnan's eollege, and &

-:Ban wat nﬂﬁﬂa{'ﬁ“i
ugger o Tinme
It was. a hetter gamae thanr Soccer. I have
tricd to recrult o team, but there wos no
support. I think this very unfair, Took 3ou.

At homge, T ?lu:u' at three-quarter for Pondy-
DIl P o brraasagvy . (el i
plage eTThryninaw elp

gr:.}l got the only try of the game. This
was tlie lash thing I remembered, whatever :
for all the Pootyveiliad and
Llaneddrydeeybryumawidd oy
men were on top of me at the
time. E woke up ina doctor’s
parlour, where they were
treing  artiftelnl respiration
as A [nzt hope, A grand
game, indeed. . .

I have dravm n picture of
me sodring this tey.

I shall play for Oxzfond
when L leave here, My
father Inaists on 18, After
thot I shall play for Wales,
My father insists on that, too.
He played for Wales,

LAND OF
MY FATHERS!

I do mot with to write
mueh about Walea, for
mast reders will have bern thera themaelveos.
Gng::} 'm‘c'a!r.-ni'l.m.-ii nl_lmtt!n m:m;llh: ;‘Fu}'n-.r“‘jt, 1..,-;1;!
ik POk, il ; 7 EbroomdendTIEL,
Aberystayih, Colbwrn Bay, cfe., are #illed with
Tnghish visitors every year. They make tours
of the memntains and easkles. The wild,
romantic coantry of North Wales has becoue
finuons,

But, lonk vou. Xorth Wales is only half the
eountry, They do not g0 to Sooth Wales, 1
myself have been only anee to Neath ol
swansez. L do nob wish to go agalp, T am n
Wolshanan, and I wish to say that if I had wy
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T have a distinetion in

ay | HF I amy almozt the only
o T St K L fellow who never worries
I;.:..I ! e
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witl, T would pub ten thousand million tons of
f&ﬁ‘éﬁﬂf’ﬁ g;li:r wouth Wales and blow it to

And after that, T wonld s‘:';'a*‘;f up the emapine,
whatever; and then ¥ would Duild lhouses
warthy of the people who would Mvé in then,
At limaﬂnt. the houses are nob worthy of the
goait Weksh people who Jive in them, Many
of theam are not worthy of nse as plg-stiea,

1 eome from the monntains of Montgonmery,

ball where even the poorest cottages are clean il

fresh, look you; and have gardens for their
atatoes, and wella of clear water, There ore
ey, dark lakes in the valleys, T there had
heen coal in the valleys, thed would all pow Lo
like the Rhondda valley in Glamorgan, 'That
wis & sad thowght to me,

THE EISTEDDFOD!

I regard the Welsh Bisteddfod a3 one of the
most civiized thi Im the warld. . I think
every conntry should adopt the custom, look
rou. hat does England or Ireland or Scot-
tand dofor her artlsts and musiciansand poets *
k) fl?‘ have they cach not storted groat national
festivals to encourage the country'a falent 3

Sur Elf:tadﬂ!;af goes back i‘?? AP, _11Eﬂ~lqr
OVOR  ARTLIeT. WAR 0 Fearly Competition
among the bards and minstrels, and the winners
were given of laurel
by the Archdroid. Tt was
worth something to feel that
you are the fnit poet or st
harpist or et oratot’in a,‘mn.‘
country. Everyonz will look
up to you. woukl lika
to be 2 winner st the Eiste-
ddfod, look you ; but I think
that iz not very Iikely.

The word Elsteddfod moana
“a sitting,” agd was uwzed
tn describa the ecremony
when bacds and  minstrels
collected In one place fram all
parts of the country, amE thon
sat round and played and
sang recited. IL was
very interesting. The Hterary
side of the compefition is
s1ill kept chiefly in the Welsh
tongue, so L am afrakd it iz of
ne great attraction to English
T omle.

PROFIT AND LOSS!

Here's o fgore problem, Don't let it Leat
v
2 ﬂ: i'ﬂthﬂl‘ gave each of his fonr sons an mpual
amount of money to Invest and, when they
alt met some time later, he asked them how
they had fared. This is what had happomil=-
ane had gained £400, another had Inst £500,
the third showed a proflt of two and a hall

times his oplginal eapital, whil: the foncth

192t three-quarters of his gif®,  If the wmoney
that nli the four song now had amonnted to

vi.350, how much did cach start off witio !
-spunod paspamy X8 1 XOLLATOR

There i3 a lot more that I woald wish Lo
write, whatever 3 bt I am warned that 1 haove
anly one page, el that §s noew dilied. IV )
shoukd he allowed to write agaln 2ome otler
tinwr, 36 wonld please me to give yon b
Interesting legends of the disteieh where T live
{ hope I will not have hored gon by what |
hyvie weribbens. : i

I will now go and punch Skinnoy's nose, and
will zay zood-hye.

t Lhoaght.

bt

E Waleg can proud

DAVID MORGAN,
Study No. 6 (Remove)

Wargan shares Stady Xoo § with Dospuon:]
amd Wihley, and Tn apite of what he 2avs on
Iiis page t?ﬂs weele, Be ecan qb times be very
Welsh. When an argument hreaks ond in the
study, AorEgan rows moro Welale 2l Dreamiauned
stems nere Lrish, 30 that It Ja quite eotertaining
to Wikley. The three are very good ehuam-,
amd are vsoally together,  Tavid Morgan s
thickset youngster, with a mgged and rathir
freekled faer.  He iz not brilliant at any forag
of sport, Lnk plavs homestly and dogreliy,
abways doing bis hest,  That sams hiny np
evervthing,  There iz something rather adiagii-
shle about his honest and dogead atforts to de
eleverer  fellowa  accowmplish  withoot
He will take maore fronbie fo ronel
the middle of the Farme than Liuwley, L
inatanes, will take to get top place. AT
Rughy ioothall, which ia not played at Gry-
friara, Mosgan Is veey goed, ‘Tokon all Tound,
her =g 86 Lreyliabs.

f Cartoon by HAROLD SKINNER.)
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THE SCHOOLBOY CRUSOES ! Stranded on a desclate island off the Cornish coast, due {o Vernon-
smith’s trickery, Harry Wharton & Co. find themselves landed in the midst of a strange mystery—a
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Bob

Cherry clambe

mystery they determine to solve !
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red up on to his chums’ shoulders. He found hand-hold en the rough surface,

to get two or three feet up the rock wall ; but thére was no foot-hold, and he slipped back again !

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Crusoes !

ROAN |
“2Bhut up, Bualer!”
(iroan !

Bhutting up was not really in
Billy Bunter's hine. Ile zeldom, shut
up, though often requested to do so.
the present awiul cccasion the fut
Owl of Greyiriars was less nelined than
ever to shut wp, And he did not shut
up! Ie groaned, and groaned, and
went on groaning.

Even groaning did not fully expross
Bunter's feelings. 1lis feelings, in fact;
were inexpressible.

There wers six of them in tho soupf
Ouly one of the six uttered scunds of
woo and lamentation.  But that one,
William George Bunter, uttered enough
for the whole party and a little over.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood in a
wrathy end worried mug. Thma?_ Were
landed and ﬁt.rﬂ.mhwf diddled, dished,
and donc! What they were goi ke
do waz a problem that seemed to have
no answer. Theire seemed to be nothing
they could do—vyet, obviously, some-
thing had to be done!

“That roticr 1 said Johnny Bull, for
the umpteenth time. 3

“That terrific toad!™ said Elurree
Jamset HRam Singh; also for the
urnpteenth time, .

If o fellow’could only punch his
head—" sighed Frank Nugent.

“We'll punch it all right next term !
gaid Harry Wharton.

“That won’t help us now ¥ said Bob
Cherry, with a faint grin.

{Copyright in the United States of America. All rights reserved,

“Um! Nol®

Groan !—from  Billy Bunter. That
was Bunter’'s contribution to the dis-
cussion. Bunter was tired, HEvon more
serious, Buuter was bhungryl Five
other follows wore rather tired, and
gelting hungry; but, fortunately, they
ilid not matter. DBunter was not worry-
ing about them. His own woeful state
was cnough for Bunter to worry about,

“The rotter " ropeated Johnny Bull
1lc brandished a clenched fist in the air.
Jehnny would have given quite a lot to
land 1t on ihe features of Herbert
Vernon-Smith, thoe Bounder of Grey-

Thrill-Packed Easter Holiday
Adventures of HARRY

WHARTON & CO., of GREY-
FRIARS.
friars. “Pulling our leg, and landing

us like this! Oh, the rotter [P

“Blanging Swmithy won't help us
much 1 remarked Nugent. “What the
thumrnp are we goiug to do?”

“After all, it’s a Lopping place ¥
Bob Clierey.

That wazs Boly, all over! Lven in ihe
midst of dismay and dizaster be could
not help looking on ihe brighter side
of things.

"0, fearfully m}}ph}g ™ said Joehnny
sareunstically. “We're landed on o
dashed island, miles from eoverywhere,

sadd

without a hite of supper, or & roof over
our heads! Nowhere to go, and we
can't go back ! That villain Bmithy hes
properly dished us”

Groan !

“(Oh, shot up that row, Bunler ¥

“Beast ' moancd Billy Bunter. “1
say, you fellows, I'm hungryl I told
vou in the bost that I was lungry !
You know I did! Tat lot you ecaro!
Ch dear ™ ;

“atill, it is a lopping placel” said
Bob ztoutly, “Fellows have been ship-
wrecked on desert islands beforo nmow—
and it’s not so bad as that! Batlers
might be a jolly lot worse.”

“Alight they?” grunted Jeohnny,

“Well, it might be rainipg—and it
isn't 1" said Bob cheerfully. "It might
be cold—hut it isu'tl nithy m:g!ht'-
have siranded us in ihe Orkneys or thy
Heobrides—we're jolly lucky to be on
the coast of Deven. Anyhow, we've gol
to make the best of 1w.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No doubt about that!” he agreed.
“Looks like a Robinson Crosoc lifo for
ug, for svme days—if nol weeks | Bif of
sn ndventure, anyhow ™

deep groan from DBunter! Dunfer
segmed 1o have no use fur adventures
in which a food shortage was included.

SLill, it was, as Bob eaid, o topping
place for a schoolboy’s holiday !

Blackrock was o small island, and
soemed to consist chiefly of huge rocks
on which the Atlantic surf Lroke with
an unending murmur. Far away east-
ward the cﬁlfs of Devon could be secn
in the daytime. Now it was night—a
fire, clear, pleasant evening of a fine

Tue DMAGNET LisRarY.—No. 1,627.
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April day. Bob .k quite right in
pointing out thel g might have been
worse—rain, for # sunee, would really
have put the lid on.

Stavs glittered in a deep blue vauls
of sky. A crescent moon was coming
up, ghimmering on the rolling sea.

But for the fact that thay l.im-:.'i heen,
diddled and dished, and that they had
to face o sort of Crusee life withaut any
}E}rﬂpar{ntiﬂn for the same, the chums of

reyiriars would have had little 1o
grouse about.

“1 zay, you fellows, ain’t it awfal?”
moaned Billy Bunter. He moaned
instead of groaning, perhaps by way of
a change. ‘““That beast Smithy said it
was going to boe gorgeous | h dear!
He gpave me o letter for his butler at
the castle on the island—and there nin’t
any castle, except an old ruin, and there
ain't any butler—and there ain’t any-
thing—unot even grub! Oh lor’ | And
I'm hungry 1*

“Nobody elee is hungry, of course !
said Johnny BLull.

“That’s like you!" said Bunter
bitterly. “Thinking about yourself first
and last and all the time! I say, vou
fellows, Smithy said I was to have the
touring-car and the motor-boat and a
special valet to myzelf wheén I got to the
castle] And there ain’t any castle—
there ain’t anything or anybody, except
a Eutr_ld little cottage with a une-laﬁged
old blighter in it Oh crikey |

“I dare say you asked for it, you fat
ass I said Bob, “I eouldn't make out
why Smithy let you hook on to him for
the hols—might have guessed that there
was & catch in if, somewhero.”

*Beast " moaned Bunter.

“1 shouldn’t wonder if it serves
Bunter right!” said Ilarry Wharton.
“But that's no excuse for Smithy land-

ing us in it, too.”
We thought he'd got over that
efore hae left

ragging we gave him
"Looks as if

Creviviars 1™ said DBub,
he hadn’t!”

“Won't I punch him next ferm!®
Igt'iai'rthed Johnny Dull, hrandizhing a
bhist vt the erescent moon that was peop-
ing over tho chiffs on the mainland.

I say, you fellows, what's the good
of jawing about next term?” moaned
Bunter., * Punching Smithy next term
won't get us any supper! What am I
glu_u to eat—that's what we've got to
think about.”

“Let's all sit down and think sbout
what Bunter's going to eat!™ hissed
Johnny Bull with almost ferocious
SArCasi.

Sarcasm was a sheer waste on Billy
Bunter !

“Well, that’s s good idea, if wou
think vou ¢an think of auything [ said
the fat Owl. “I wonder if that man
Uke has got anything in_his coltage?
He must have something, I suppose ™

Billy Bunter had been sitting down,
Now he heaved himself to his feet, The
thought of food scemed to give him now
strevgth.

Leaving the Famous Five on the little
beach at tho head of the cove of Black-
rock  Island, Bunter rolled dismally
away to the tiny cottage under the cliff
—the only building on the island, in-
habited Ly the only inhabitant—a
dreadful conirazi {0 tho mapgnificent
cstablishment DBunfer had expected to
find there!

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Rough Quarters !

ILLY BUNTER groancd again as
Iy looked in at the low doorway
of Dave Oke’s Liny cottage.
Roeally he cuulnFlmt help 1t.
That awful Dbeast, Bmithy, had
deseribed magntheont things as exist-
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ing on the island his father had lately

nrchased,  Billy Bunter had liad a
wppy  vistan of a palatial establish-
ment, a  portly botler, & horde wof
liveried  zervants, motlor-cars, motor-
boata—the whole hag of fricks of a
mriblionaire’s lavizh rosidence,

That was the viston] This woas the
roality !

A tiny eoltage, built of old s'llii.:r’s
timbers jarmed under a bulging chift—
one rooint, which was kitehen, lhving-
room and bed-room combined; as well
a3 o storehouse for nets, fish, and frag-
ments of wreckage that old Dave had
gathored on the heach.

On a Liench at a roupgh trestla table
zat the sole inhabitant of Blackrock
Island—with & wooden log stretched out
before lnm.

In was ro old that it was havd to
giiss his age, but still active, though
hiz hair and board were guite white. I‘:.i-r:
was eating & sopper of bread and
chense, with o hugo clasp-knife for aid,
His face was -:Eld and brown and
wrinkled, with sharp little eyes like pin-
pPoEs,

He glaneced round at Bunter as ihe
utthappy fat Owl blinked 1n, and
touiched his forclock.

That anciont mariner, though sur-
prised by’ the sudden incursion by a
numerous party of visitors on the
solitary island, was civil, and secemed
not unkindly. ¢ was prepared to do
what he could for those visitors, But
plainly there was little that he could do.

That tiny cottage, obvicusly; counld not
sccornmodate the parfy. Indeed, there
was s0 much in thé single room that
there seemed none too much space for
old Dave and his wooden leg.

“Come in, s=irl” said old Dave.
“You're Master Bunter, sir, that
Master Vernon-Smith wrote me iho
letter about.*

“The

“Yeos ' proaned
beast 1

I ain’t seen that young citloman,
sir, yif,"”" said old Dave. * l—f

Buntoer.

is father's
been here—1 2ee mun the day Lhe came
to ool over ihe island afore o bought
it. I dunno what’'s going to be done
with your friends, sir; but 1 got my
orders from Master Vernon-Smith {o

ut you up here, and mun can only do

15 best.™

“Tha beast 1™ moaned Bunter. “Ile
told me there was a castle and a butler
and—and—— Oh, the rotier! Pulling
a fellow’s leg! 1 suppose vou can let
me have your bed and zleep somewhero
else )
% %Eud'ﬁ‘m]d willing, sir, if there was

“*Eh1”

Billy Dunter was preparcd (o annex
the only bed! Now he realized that
there wasn't one to annex |

U1 slings a hammeck in the eorner,
sir,” rakd 1ho ancient mariner, poising
a large lump of cheese on the puint of
the clasp-knrfe while he talked.,  *“T1f
you'd carn for the hanpnock I'd make
shift clsowheore.™

“0Oh crikey!”

“*TVut Inm to sleep on the floox
Masier Vernon-Bmith savs in Lis leticr,

F¥

a

sir," saidl old Dave. * Anyihing's good
mwughh for him, he says.™
“0Oh, the heast [

“1I can fix you up a bed with sailcloth
on the floor—

Y Bailclaily — on H
scissors "

“Den't give him too much to cat, he
says, becansze it ain't good for him1?
continued old Dave. * And clout him if
he's chicky, he says! That's what
Master Vernon-Smith says in the letler,
sir, that was brought off from Potkelly
to me 1(}'; old Tom T:raﬁnll:f in his boat

thiree davs agoue, sir.

the {loor!

“The awlul retter I groaned Bunter,
_ Billy Bunter had suceceded in hook.
mg on te Smithy for tho Easter
holidays! This was the Easter holiday
he had hooked on to

“1 got to carry out Master Vernan-
Smnith's orders, him being the son of ¢
rich gentleman  that's  bought the
island, There's supper. sir, if you wanf
it, and for your E*ilamla, too, 1if you'll
call thein.  But thera ain’t rvoom in
here for a crowd, and that's a fact i
added old Dave, rubbing hiz weatheyr-
beaten nese. " They'll have to sit round
outside.”

Bunter was not bothering about them,
however. He looked round for a chaiy,
There was no chair to be scen.  Ho
d::_tlggml an old box to the tresile-tabls
und sat down, with a weary prunt.

Fortunately, there was f:fnut-':,r of
bread and plenty of cheese—littlo ag it
resembled the magnificent provender
Bunter had expected at the non-
existent castle! 'There was also fish—
plenty of it, Dave being a fisherman.

. The fat Owl’'s most dreadful anticipas
{1ons were relieved. He was not going
to storve on that desert island,

Only one implement for eating was
available, It was an old fork with «
¥srm missing. This, it scemed, sufficad
or Dave Oke. " Now, hospitably, he let
Bunter huvo it.

A emoky cil-lamp, bung on a hook,
illumined the scene. Bunter ato and
ate and ate! But he groaned between
the bites. He had pictured a vast
dining-roori, with butler and men-
servants in aitondance. Instead of
which he sat on a creaking old lox, at
a trestle-table without even a cloth on
it, catm% cold fish with a damaged
fork--with chunks of bread on which
there was not even butter! Old Dave's
supplies did not run to butter.

a had water to drink: there was a
epring on the island, and the water was
frosh and pure. Tea and coffee and
cocoa and milk were lacking. Clearly
{he zole inhabitant of Blackrock Island
did not live luxuriously.

. He locked as if he thrived on it, for
in spite of his great age he was stron
and wvigorous, and hia eyes, thoug
almost hidden in wrinkles, were clear
and keen. Bunter did not feel us if he
waonld thrive on it.  He groaned in
anguizh of gpirit.

still, he parked a substantial supper,
He was greasy and shiny when ho had
linished, but he was fesling better.

“Now, where amn I going Lo sleep 7%
Le asked.

“Here you are, sir,” answered old
Dave cheerfully.

He rose from the bench, stuinping on
his wooden leg, dragged some lumber
oub of a corner, leaving a ¢lear space,
and ihirew down some rolls of weather-
warn old saileloth,

Bunter blinked at those preparations.
HNis feelings, as he blinked, were almost
too deep for words.

e was fired. He was no lenger
bhungry and he was sleepy. Ile could,
as # rale, eleep almost anywhere. But
this was the limit, There was plenty
of old sailcloth, Perhaps Dave Oke
salvaped @t from  wrecks, Anyhosw,
there was any amount of it, Dut there
was nothing else.

Y Haven't you got any sheets?” asked
Bunter fointly.

“Bheots ! repeated old  Dave,
zlaring, “My eyel No, sirl”

“ Or blankets 1"

“Blankets! My eye! No, s

“{r o pillow 2" ‘ _

“You take & roll of sailcloll, sir—
vou'll be all right [

“Oh crikey! ©Oh, that beast
Sinithy 1¥ hissed Bunter, “ Oh, wouldu'g
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Billy Bunter dragged an old !J'I.';'I to the irestle-table and sat down, with & weary grunt, to parfake of bread and cheese. The
fat Removite ate, and ate, and ate, But he groaned between the bites. Old Dave looked on, puffing away at hls pipe !

I like to punch his head! Wouldn't I
like to boot him! Wouldo't I juat!
Pulling a fellow's leg and landing him
in this filthy hole 1

0ld Dave eyed him. 8o far, he had
been quite consideraic to Bunier,
though he could herdly have been
pleased at the fat Owl butting into such
closo quarters. But at that discourbeous
description of his residence he showed
signs of annoyance,

“ Master Vernon-BSmith says in that
letter, sir—"

“ Blow him 1" roared Bunter. “Don’t
talk to me sbout the ead !

“"He says, says he,” continued old
Dave, unmoved—* he says, says he, any-
thing's good enough for Bunter, he
says, seelng he cooms where he isn't
wanted ! That's what Master Vernon-
Bmith says in his letter, sir.”

“Don’'t tell ma what the cheeky cad
gays " hooted Bunter. *I don't want
to hear his rotten cheek IV ,

“A chap who cooms where he isn't
wantcd must take things as he foinds
them, sir, he says In that letter!” said
old Dave stolidly. *“ And he says—"

“Bhut up 1" roared Buntex,

“ I a says—>"

“1 said shut up, blow youl”

“He says, clout his head if
cheoky 1" zaid old Dave calinly.

“You cheeky beast !”

“1 jest mentioned that, sir, thinking
that perhaps you'd like to remember
it!”? said old Dave.

“You-——" began Bunter.

A hand that was rather like & ham
half rose. Old Dave, it seemed, was

repared to carry out Master Vernon-

mrth’s instructions to the very letter!

Billy Bunter decided not to finish his
remarks | .

He turned in.

In such an awinl sort of bed Bunter
was longer than usual getting to sleep.

he's

£k
YA

Tt was a full minute before his snore

began to wake the echoes of Blackrock
T=land.

- —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man In The Boat.d
BOAT ™
“Oh, good !
“MThanl goodness |?
¥ This iﬁ%uck g
“The luckfulness is tevrific 1™ )
Five faces brightened wonderfully in
the gleam of the moonlight on Blaclk-
rock Island,

At that moment nething could have
Leen more happily welcome to the eves
of the Famous IFive than a boat.

Old Dave had no boat on the island.
Onee a fortnight, he had told them, a
hoat came ﬂl'f%mm Potkelly. That was
his only communication with the main-
Innd. And it was only three days since
a boat had come off—so unless some
craft came ont by chanes, the prospect
of getting off the islend in a hurry was
renote. .

Getting  off, 1if
naturally the first thought of the
siranded  schoolboys. hile Billy
Bunler was arkmg his supper In
Dave's hut tgey dizcussed the pos-
sibilitics—or rather, the impossibiiibies—
standing in & group on the little stone
Jetty.

There was perhaps a remote chanee
that Mr. Samuel Vernon-Bmith might
visit the island. He had bought it
along with & number of other propertics
along the Devon coast, with the
intention of developing it—putiing up
buildings, and 2o on. i

The millionaire, at the present tuoe,
was  touring Devon. acquiring pro-
perties, spending thonsands that were
to turn into tens of {hnusands—sprais
ihat were to eateh whales as it were.

they could, was

With his usual keen foresight Mr
Vernon-Smith foresaw the rise m values
in that part of the country, owing to
erises and scares, snd he was gething in
on the ground floor, as he would prob-
ably have cxpressed it.

Smithy was joining him in that tour
for the Faster holidavs. The Famous
Five had not doubted that that was
what ha had intended them to do also.
He had not oxactly said so, but left it
to bae inferred.

Even BSmithy, who was not wvery
scrupulons when his back was up, would
hardly have asked fellows for the holi-
days, and then let them down, cepect
ally in such a way.

ut az ho had left the school s few
days before the term ended, he had
been able to puk it in & telegram which,
naturally, was brief.

In that telegram, he had only said
that he would be more than glad if
they would come with Bunter!

They knew now what that meantl
It meant that Smithy would be more
than glad if they would be diddled
and dished, rs hé had planned to
diddle and dish the obnoxious fat Owl.

They knew it now—now that it was
too late 1o be of any use! Smithy had
not nsked them for the hols at all!
IIz had asked them to be spoofed and
stranded with Billy Bunter! And they
had unzuzpicionsly fallem for 1t!

But, as Mr. Vernon-Smith had
bovght that romote island, with the n-
tention of building accommedation on
it for foolish people who scuttled off
into the West Country when there was
an alarm of war, it scemed possible
that he might ¢ome along some time
to take another look at it

That scemed the only chance of

ptting off cxermt by waiting for the
artnightly oemc fram Potkelly.

Tue Maoner Lisrany.—No. 1.627.
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They realised that b was s faint
hope.  And there seemed no  other,
wnless a boat came out by chance. And
then, all of a sudden, the boet appeared
—gliding past the mouth of the cove,
on the open sea, plainly visible in the
clear moonlight. 4

Five pairs of eyes fixed on it at once.
The boat was pulling scaward, past the
cove, and not turning into it—pulling
out to the open sea, unless it was going
round the island.

Two men sat at the oars, and & third
was steering, 'The two rowers looked
like fishormen or boatmen, in jerscys
and caps; the man in the stern wore an
overcoat and a bowler hat. It was not
easy to make them out at the distance,
and in the moonlight, but the juniors
could sée that much.

“Must be & boat out from Potkelly 1™
said Bob Cherry. “Some (ripper
taking & run on the water by moon-
light, perhaps.™

“Anyhow, it’s a boat,” said IHarry,
“and if they can’t give us a lift off the
island, they con take word back to Pot-
Iu:llé for a boat to be sent out.”

“Grive them a yell 1™ said Bob.

He waved hiz cap to the boat. It
was & MIIEIEIEI‘Eh]G distance out, and
the men in it were not lookiog shore-
ward, DBut they were within hail.

“Hallo, halla, halla ¥ roared Bob,
with all the force of his powerful lungs.

* Ahoy 1" shouted Jolinny DBull,

“Bont ahoy !

The Famous Five ran to the end of
the jetty, shouted at the tops of their
vorees, and waved fheir hands,

That their hail reached the boat they
could soon see, for the tvwe rowers
rested on their oars, staring into the
little cove, and the man in the stern
rose  to lus feet, and stood gazing
diveetly towards themn.

THE MAGNET

They could make out his face noir,
as the moeonlight fell on it, under the
brim of the bowler hat.

It was a sharp, keen face, with a
sharp nose, and sharp eyes, and sharp
mauth, The expression on it wWas ono
of anger, as if the man was surprised
to see a crowd of fellows on the 1sland,
and displeased thereby. All the juniors
could read that cxpression uito
plainly, though what had ecauvsed it,
they could not guess.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Bob.
“Pull in, will you! We waunt to speak
to you.™

There was no answering hail from
the boat. _

The man with the sharp face, after
staring at them long and hard, sat
down again, and made a sign to his
Creww,

The ocarsmen immediately pulled
again, and the boat shot onward, faster
than before.

“YWhat the dickens——*" pxclaimed
Boh.
“Can't they answer!” pgrowled

Johnny Bull,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ™ bawled Bolb.
_But the boat was shooting out of
sight beyond the cliff that jutted on the
western side of the ecove., It dis-
eppeared seoward, beyond the eliff.

"Well, my hat!” said Bob, panting
for breath nfter his efforts. “They
jolly well heard us, and saw us, too.
Why couldn't they answer 7

“Bother them, whoever they aret”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Rotten ! said Nugent.

Harry Wharten compressed his lips.

It had looked like a chance of getting
a message to the mainland for & boat
to take the juniors off Blackroek, It

would have cost the sharp-faced mon
only a few minutes’ delay

to pull
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nearer and hear what they had to sey,
such disobliging ineivility was exasper-
ating in the circumstances.

“J'd like to punch him, as well as
wmith!” said the captain of the Grey-
}‘rmri Remove. “ Nothing deing, any-
10,

“But I say, 1 wonder what those
chaps are up to?” said Bob, starving at
the jutting corner of the cliff, beyond
which the boat had vanished. * Run-
ning out fo sea at night in a row-bopt—
it's queer! Nothing necarver than
Iveland if they keep on.™
 Can't be going to land on this
island, anyhow,” answered Harry,
“This is the only landing-place on
Elackrock. Look here, it's no good
jawing it over any mo mithy has
done us brown, and we're booked for
this place until seomething turns up|
Let'a go and see if old Oke can
scrounge us & spot of supper, and then
look for a place for camping.”

And the Famous Five left the jetty
and tramped up the beach to old Dave's
hut, where the aneient mariner groeted
them with a hospitable grin, and Billy
Bunter, from his saileloth bed in the
corner, with a deep and rumbling
sHOTE.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Want Hls Cake !

“When the rising-bell clangs in the
dewy morn,

We roll out of bed by the light of
dawn.”

OB CHERRY was singing. At all
cvents, if his comrades had asked
him, that was what he would
have told them. Any upinformed

person might have supposed that "he
wag trying to hail the maimland. Boly's
voree was more powerful ithan tuneful,

The rising-bell was o thing of the
past. But the Famous Five turned out
varly, all the same.

It was bright morning on Bluckrock,

Beb had turned out in cheery spiriis.
Ile significd the same by waking the
celines of the lone island,

Nd Dave was already up, selting o
net at the end of the iiﬁt!._v. The l‘.}wf uf
fhﬁ'_. Remove was still snoring in ihae
ik,

lirm? Wharton & Co. went down tho
Beach for a morning dip in tho cove.

It was a
The sea voll
away, the Dovon
horizon—Potlkelly
iwnder  {hew, out of
distance.

The night had been fine; they had
camped on thie soft sand, wilh old sail-
cloth for blankets, And they slept as
souedly  as in the old deemitory ap

(ﬁlﬂriplm April morning.
 Dbright awd blue. Far
¢liffs  barred the
nestlhing  =qnewlhera
sight at the

Gireyfriars.
Coming up the bench, after their dip,
ihey looked cheery  and bright

H“mithy's malicious trick was fading a
littles from their minds. Booked for
Blackrock, they were the fellows ta
make the best of 1t, so lonp as it lasted,
Bob declared that it was o {remendogs
lark to play Crusoo.

“Here we are, like jolly old Ralinzen
Crusoes,” said Bob. * Nao end of a laclk,
my beloved ‘ecareral It's a jolly ol
island, and we're going to have a jolly
old time on if”

“The jollifulness is
fic[” agreed Hurre
Bingh, with a dusky grin.

going to be terei-
e .ﬁxmsnt Ram

~“"We've got a Man Friday, just 1"~
_'I(J_Hﬂ' old Robinson ” continued Daob,
with & nod towards old Dave, who was

stumping in and out of the hut with



spplies for hreakfast, % After all, ithat
ewab Smithy might have stranded ua
romewliere withont a Man Triday and
2 stock of grub.” .

“Well, even that rotter has a limit,
I =uppose | grunted Johuny Dull.

I =ay, yvou fellows!”

IE was a dismal fat squeak, as Billy
Etmlh:r rolled out of the hut.

Billy Bunter's fat face was quite a
contrast to the other five. It was lugu-
brigus, and as long as so plump a face
could be.

“Hlallo, hallo, hallo!™ roared Bob.
= Iojoring life, Bunty ¥

“1 say, vou fellows, ain't it awful ¥
rroaned Dunter, blinking dismally at
tle chums of the Remove through his
Lig spectacles. * Ain't it fearful 3
. CWhat's the odds, so long as you're
“appy ¥ asked Dob, “The fact i3, you
fellows, we're really rather in luck,
After all, our arrangements for Baster
did break down at the last minute—and
Smithy's really done ws & pood turn,
without meaning to—if you look at it
the right way.”

“I'll punch his Lead, all the same,
next term ™ growled Johnny Bull

“Wo've got that to look forward to 1
grinned Bol, “I'm going to alter

=mithy’s features next tern to such an
cxtent that his pal Redwing won's
know himi! Buobt Smithy will keopl

Fut on a smile, Buuter I Look at the
grul i

Billy Bunter blinked at the grub.
But it did not have the usual cheer-
ing effcet on him.

‘Fish again? he moaned.

“Lots of variety ! said Dob, en-
eonragingly.,  “There’s cheese, when
vou get tired of fish—and fish again
when you get tired of cheese!”

*“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“And lots of bread!” said Beb.
" &taft of life, you know—>*"

“I like new bread!”

“Bad for the dipestion,” said Bob,
snaking his head. * Think of your in-
gide.”

“Does Bunter ever think of anything
cl:o §” inquired Johnny Bull

“0Oh, really, Bull! I say, isn’t there
any tea?” moaned Bunter.

£ TEH-;S bad for the
ton—

“You silly ass! Any coffea?”

*Coffee’s bad for the nerves—*

“Yoh! Any cocoa’®”

“Cocoa makes you sleepy——-"

“Isn’t  there anything®  yapped
Bunter,

“Twowla of fresh water,” said DBobh.
“0Old Oke says thera’s a spring on the

digestion,

izland-—no end of fresh water—"
“Urreph1®
“And plenty E-jf, salt wafer, when you

want variefy—

“‘Ha, ha, hat?

“Beast! You fellows maoy like this
sors of thing 1" hooted Bunter, *I
o't And to think ihat that beast
srmithy said there was o castle—and
a butler—and a special valet for me
rerzonally, and a carl Oh ecrikey!
sulling a fellow’s leg, you know, after
a1l T've done for himt Well, if that’s
ull there i3, I'd better have some—I
can't slarvel Ji's not much I cat, as
o follows Lnow—"

“ Ioh B

“But a fellow must eat something.”

Outside the hut the juniors sat on
chunks of rock and atc breakfast, with
n good appetite. Over breakfast, the
bFamohs IMive discussed exploring the
izland, and especially the smugglers'
~ave which existed on the wostern side,

witing the Atlantio. Smugglers be-
Iznged to tho dim and distant past,
put the cave was gtill there, and had
plenty of intercst for them.

EVERY SATURDAY

It did not intercst Billy Bunfer.
Bunter acecompanied the cheery
conversation with an unending melody

of grousing. ]
evertheless, he packed awavw iried
fish and stale bead ot & rate that madoe
old Dave Oke glance at him several
times, at frst in surprise and then in
something like alarm. Old Dave
seemed puzzled at first to guess where
Bunter was putting it all, and then un-
easy whether he might not burst. And
ave guite a jump when DBunter,
having finished at last, lecaned back
against a rock, grunied, and remarked :
“It's no pood! A fellow can't make
s real meal of this prog! I can see

that I'm going to starve here.”

“* Are there plenty of fish in the cove,
Mr. Oka?” called out Bob.

“JIss, 1ss, more'n plenty,” answered
Dave, ) . ]

“That's lucky, if Bunter is going teo
starve at that rate |” said Bob. “.5till,
there’s the whole Atlantic fo draw
on If the fish in the cove run short.®

“0On, really, Cherry! I suppose that
old goat hasn't any jam or marma-
lade?” asked Bunter. e

“Mo: and if you're not ecivil, old fat
man, he may carry out Smithy's in-
structions. Smithy told him to elout
FOUT J}wad if you were cheeky, Fou

now.

“Beast! No porridge, not a tomato,
not & spob of baeon, not even a bis-
cuit, or a spot of eake! Oh lor’ {1
gay, you fellows, didn't you think of

tting any grub in your bags{” asked

unter, with a gleam of hope.

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“We don’t generally phck grub in
our bags when we're going on & visit,
old fat bean,” he answered.

“No choes, or anything 1"

“Nothing but what's left of o cake
in my bag,” said Bob Cherry. “I had
& trifle off it this morning—you can
have what's left if you like.”

“J think you might have left it for
me,” said Bunter. “You know I like
calie. Helfishness all round, as per
usual,”

“My dear chap, I had only a spot
off it. You can have the rest if you
like to sort it out of my suitcase.”

“I'm sitting down,” said Bunter,
with dignity. “IX think you might sork
it ont for mec.*

“Go on thinking as long as you
like 1" said DBob, affably.

“Yah!”

Starving as he was, the fat Owl had

arked rather too mouch breakfast to

willing to stir if he could help it
But the prospect of cake was alluring,
and he heaved himself to his feet and
ralled over to the suiteases that were
stacked under a bulge of the cliff,

Bob Chorry's chums locked at him
rather euriously. They had not seen
Bob sml'ﬁn% ealie  ithat morning,
neither was Bab the fellow to keep a
private supply of tuck for himself.

Bob gave them a cheery wink as
Bunter opened a sniteaze and bBlinked
and groped therein.

“Ts there really a eake in vour bag ™
asked Ilarry.

“My dear chap, didn't vou hear me
tell Bunter so? fcatynﬂt}ﬂll a lie, any
more than George Washington could—
lesa, in fackl”

“What sork of a cale® grinped
Nugent.

“Just the kind DBuanter swanis!
Tound it, Bunter?” bawled Bob. Al
I had was a little bit off the top. You

CAan hin'e the rest, and it will do you -

good.”

“Thers isn't any cake here!” hooled
Bunfer wrathfully.

“There jolly well is!”

“Well, f can't find it ¥

7

_ "You wanb some new epecs, old man,
lf ou oan't see that cakel It's in &
little bag along with a sponge and m
nail-br i

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co.

“You silly chump !” shrieked Bunter.
"“There's nothing but s cake of soap
in that—="

“That's it! I had a little of it this
mornin o can have the rest. Do
you s lot of good™

" You—you—you—-" gazped Buniér,
“Think Iywamt a8 cake of soap, you—
vou—you blithering idiot 1

“Yes, judging by appearances, you
know."

“Ha, ha, ha ™

* Beast | roared Bunter, _

Ha rolled back to his seat, minus
that cake! He seemed {o have no use
for that partioular kind of cake,
though, really, }lldgiﬂﬁ' by appear-
ances, as Bob de¢lared, he might have
found a4 uge for it '

“Coming exploring, old fat mant”
asked Bob, jumping up. tide's
out, and we can walk right round the
jolly old island—only a few miles—"

“ Beast I'" was Bunter's apswer, appar-
ently in the negative.

But the Famous Five were full of
beans. 0ld Dave lent them a lantern,
for exploration purposes in the smug-
glers’ cave, and they started—tho
sncient mariner ctlling after them to
moind the toide. And, remembering
that they hed to mind the tide, the
tramped away round Blackroek Esland.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Footprints In The Sand [
6 CY MUGGLERS' CAVEP

nounced Bob Cherry.

Onea round the o¢liffs that
. shut in the little cove, the
juniors were out of sight of the cove
and the jetty, and of the mainland.
They might have fancied that they
were on some solitary island in & far
sed, instead of harcﬁy more than o
mile off the coast of Devonshire, so
utterly lonely and untrodden did the

island of Blackrock look.

When the tide was full it washed
ngainst the giant cliffs that fronted the
ocean. Bub at low tide there was a
narrow beach, between the cliffs and
the water. It was not easy going, for
long spura of roek ran down from the
cliffs to the sea and had fo be clam-
bered over. DMasses of seaweed and
fragments of old wreckage lay about,
east up by the tides.

Like a wall the sclid ¢liffs shat in
Blackrock Island from the sea till the
juniors reached the western side front-
ing the boundlesa Atlantic.

There, facing due west, o great
cavern opened in the cliff, the arch of
vugged rock a good thiriy feet over
their heads.

Peebles and scaweod and drifiwond
cumbered the flogr within, and the
juniors could see that at high tide the
gea  flowed distance up the
cAverh.

~ No doubt it was at high tide that,
in the old days, the Bmugﬁlern had
pulled in te land contraband cargoes
of kegs of rum, and casks of wine, and
bales of French silks, from some eraft
lving out to sea and stacked them in
those remote rocky recesses safe from
the eyes of revenue officers. :
But at low tide the cavern was high
and dry, with a stretch of sand and
shingle between it and the ocean.
Clambering over rocks, elattering
over ¢8, the schoolbove reached

an-

EOITG

bbl
Tﬁg Magser Lismany.—No. 1,627,



B

the great cavern, and stood looking into
ity iI:i:rlr_:my de t!;ts. = s ;
am, twillght reigned, doeepening
ko dense darkpess in the farther dis-
tanie. ] )

““¥Not a nice place to be caughy in the
tide,” remarked Nugent.

““Hours yet,” answered Bob. " Lots
of time to explore the place and pick
np soything the jolly old amugglers
may have. lelt bl‘.'.il.i. s

Perhaps hoping to_find ﬂﬂﬂ]?-;ﬁig'll or
relic of tho tough eld smugglers, who
had frequented the lonely cavern in
days long gena, the juniors tramped in
under the high arch of rock,

For some distanco seawced and sea-
shells and frogments of driftwood
showed that they were gtill below high-
water mark, The floor of the cavern
sloped gently upwards; and a¢ length
they reached a spot whero ridges of
sebbles and massed scaweed marked tho
imit of the tide, .

At that spot, some distance from the
shore, the twilight was deepening to
darkness, and Baob lighted the lantern.

Dark and gloomy, the cavern ex-
tended for beyomd thoa radius of the
lantern-light, It widened as they
advanced, and the rocky sides were lost
to wiew in tho gloom snd t could
nntnad now sce tha rocky roef over their
heada,

Looking back, the opening of tha cave
wag like a doorway on the sea—rolling
bright and blue in the April sunshine.

“Come on, old beans!™ ezaid DBob,
Aashing round the light of the lanterm.
“We're going right on to the endl
Topping place ¥ ) .

’Fhu topfulness is  ferrific,”  mur-
mured Iurrea Jamset Ram  Siogh,
shivering a little.

It was chilly in the deep chve, alter
the bright sunshine of the shore.

“Might find a cask of rum they for
got to take away a hundred years ago,”
u

ested Bob.
i t :.'mlld ba rum if we did,” said

Harry Wharton, laughing.
“'Hm runfulness u-ﬂuidgba preposter-
DL

hallo 1* roared Bob,

“Hallo, halle,
sudden halt, as he

coming to &

tramped on shesd of his comrades with
o light.
111 What_q___j.’

“Founid that cask of rum?” prinned
Johnny Bull,

“Great Christopher Columbus!”
roared Boly, “Look at this!”

“What the thump——"

“ Bomebody's here hefore usl”™

“Wha-at ¥

Beyond the ﬂchhﬁﬁ-ridga that marked
the {imit of the tide, soft whiie sand
carpeted the floor of the eavern. The
juniors’ footsteps left clearly dehined
marks in it. y

Bob was staring at tho sand in front
of him, .where he had not yeb tradden,
Holding the light in hiz right hand, he
pointed with his left—and Eis comrades
stared in equal amazement.

Clear and distinct in the soft sand
was & humen footprint!

The CGreyfriars fcllows stared at it
blankly. They wero as astonishoad as
Robinson Crusoe by tha dizscovery of a
footprint in the sand on the shora of
his lonely island.

It was ntterly amazing to sen the foot-
print there.

Old Dava Oka was the only resident
on Blackrock. He had told them that,
apart from the millicnaire’s visit a few
weeks ago to swivey the place and the
forinightly hoat from Potkelly, no one
had set foot there since the previous
BUIIMer.

This was a fresh footprint—almost as
frésh as their own! Time would have
rendered it indlstmgnlsha.bla-galam!y,

Tue Magrer Liprary.—No, 1,627,
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it had been left there recently by some-
ona who had tramped up from the sea
into the gloomy depths of the smugglers’
cave! RBut elﬁ? whom ?

They staved ot it—and stared round
at the dark shadows that encompassed
them. Then they stared at the footprint
again.

* Well,” Bob. “This
Banaghor !

“The boatfulness of cstecmed Ban-
agher is terrifie1” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

“Who tho dickens !™ exelaimed Harry
Wharton, . “Nobody could be on thae
island withont old Oke knowing it

“Nobody 1 agreed Bob., * But some-
body’s beert hera! Pulled in from the
sea ot high tide, lika the jelly old
gmugglers, what?

“Must have—they certainly never
landed-at Dave's cove or he would havu
known ¥ said Nugent. “But who——"*

Harry Wharton uttered & sudden
exclamation, L

“That boat wo saw last night! That
man with the batchet. face in ib—they
wera pullmg round to the cave——"

Ok P exelaimed Bob.

He bent down and: put, the light elose
to the footprint and scanpncd it.

Obviously, it was too fresh to have
beon made at the time when Mr.
Vernon-Smith had visited Blackrock—
even if the portly millionaire could
hava been zu ed to share the school-
boys’ tasto for exploring smugglers'
caves,

* Somebody's been hers, and he must
have come in a boat!™ said Bobh. “Ten
to one it was that boat wo saw last
night. That chap with o face like a
knife was rowed in, and Lo landed hera

oodness knows why”
o cast tha light round him,

Further footprints, all clearly

marked, showed that the OOWH an
had gone farther up the cave. But the
fraces wora of only one pair of shoes;
only eno man Ilg_djianded? :
_ If, as the jiniors could hnr:]lly doubt,
it waa the sharp-faced man they had
seen in the moonlight the night before
he had landed alone, leavwing tha two
carsmen in the boat to wait-for him.

*Bome tripper, with a faney for ex-
jorin% caves by night,” ‘said Frank
=1 N,

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Why couldn't he stop when we
hatled him?” he said slowly., *““Ahd
why did ha glare at us as if he could
have bitten us when he saw us on the
jetty ¥ Thera's something else 1n this,
goodnesa knows whatk [ '

"Madern smmugglers?” grinned Bob.
“Contraband carga! Yo-heave-ho, and
a bottle of rum, whati”

“Not likely! But—"

“Well, let’s gek on I said Boeb., “The
jolly old trail is leading us the wu{' we
were going. I suppose there's a back
traill somewhere about—he can't have
staved here. Kim onl”

eeping the light on the trail of
footprintg in the sand, Bob tramped on,
and his comrades followed him; deeper
and deeper inte the wast cave: till,
when they looked back, the spot of day-
light at the cavern's mouth seemoed
hardly larger than a man's hand. And
still the footprints led them on inta
desper and deeper gloom,

eaid beats

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery Of The Cave !

i OURNEY'S end ! said Bob.
He came to a halt at lask,
fleshing the lantera-light over o
rugged wall of rock that shut

in_the extremity of the deep cavern,
Far away, behind tha juniors, the
mouth of the ecave was now a small
speck, LExcept where the light of the

lantern gleamed, impencérable blacle
ness s_ai:'mundcd them,

At. the back of the cave the mround
was a good deel higher; the i
wscending all the tume. 8till the roof
was out of sight, when Bob Hashed the
light upward. It was lika an immensze
vault, hellowed in the heart of the
soaring, sca-beaten cliff, R

A rock wall confronted the Juniors at
their journey’s end, as Bab called it.

The sand on the rock floor was less
thick the farther they advanced; aiid
here it was thin, apd haro rock shoved
through in many places. But there was
still enough for them to pick up the
track of the feet that had trodden up
from the sea.

The trail had led them to the remato
end of thé cavern and stopped at that
rocky wall that eclosed it in. Plenty of
Hl‘ﬁn remained to show thet tho man,
wheoever he was, had moved about tlhere,
and there wos sign to show avhers le
hed turned and gone back, slanting off
towards one side of tho cavern away
from _his original trail.

~ “"Well, he came as far as this and

theén hikéd back,” said Bob., “Couldu’t

E?‘m one farther unless he climbed up
era.”

Ha flashed the light np. The juniops
could discorn an opening in the rock
twelve or fiftcen feet up—a black gap
fiva or gix foot wide. It looked like the
opening of a tunnel.

The trampled sand showed that the
unknewn man had halted there and
moved about directly under that gap in
tho rock. An oblong indentation mn the
sand looked as if ho had laid down o

ortmanteau or suitease which he muse

ave been carrring.

The juniots examined
creasing surprise.

The sign 1eft little doubt on the sub-
ject. But why 8 man should have
carried o portmanteau up the cave was
hard to guess—as, indeed, it was hard
to guess why hoe had comie there at all

“gl.-[iding something 7 sugpested
Nugent. : ;

“Well, that's possible,” said Harry
Wharton slowly. “Some sort of o
erook hiding plunder? But—"

“ Plenty ol nooks and crannies in the
cliffs on the mammland without coming
out hers for that!” said Johnny Bull,

“Wea! Blessed if I make it out!™

Bob starced up at the ecavity above,
dimly outlined by the rays of the
lantern. . The rock wall was_sheer,
though a rugged surface; it did nos
seem possible that snyone could have
climbed there.

Yet it was extracrdinary that the
unknown man had carried a burden up
tha cave, only to carry it Dack egain Lo

the boat.
B Franky, while I

it with in-

“Hold the lamp,
have a shot at climbing 1” said Bob, "It
may be easier than it loocksl There's
=cmething jolly fishy about all this, you
fellows,”

“The fishiness
Hurrea Singh.

Frank MNugent fook the lantern and
held it up while Bob e¢ssayed io
clamber up the rock wall.

But it was in_vain.

He found handhold on the rough sur-
face to get two or threo feet u% bus
there was no foothold, and he slipped
back again.

But %ob waa not beaten yct.

“(Jive us a bunk,” he said. "It
jolly well looks te me as if that
sportsman came hera to hide some-
thing, and if he did, it wes jolly well
something that didn’t belong to him,
Two of you stand heve and I'll get on
vour shounlders.”

“Go abhead, old man1”

Harry Wharton and Johnny
stood close to the rock.

is torrificl” agreed

Bull
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““Not a word !*" rapped Mr, Vernon-Smith. ** Go back to the disgraceful friends you have chosen—my wishes and my
commands are nothing to you—go back to them If you choose—In any case leave this house | ™ *‘ Father ! muttered

Vernen-Smith.

Tob Cherry clambered up again and
enceeeded in getting a foot on =
slionlder belongping to ecach,

“Ow 1Y howled Johany DBull

Bob, clinging to the rock, stared
dewn.

“What's the row?” he asked.

“Only a Sl]-ig ass shoving & silly hoof
inte my jaw!” growled Johnny.

“Oh1"* gasped Harry Wharton,

“My hat! What's tha matter with
yout” hooted Bob.

“Only  silly ass shoving a silly hoot e

into my ear |’ 3

“ Look here, don't jaw, and stand
gteady 1" grunted Bob; and he grabbed
at the rock and clambered again.

There was handhold above, and he
drew himaself slowly but surely from his
perch on the shoulders of the two
juniors below.

A foot, and then another foot, he
gained, but the ledpe of the cavity was
stiil several feet out of hiz reach, and
thers was no further hold. He clung
on, in @ state of some exasperation,
holding with one hand, groping with
the other. .

The holding hand suddenly slipped
from & ?mariﬂm grip.

“0Oh1” gasped Bob.

He shot down,

“Oh1* roared Wharten and Johnny
Bull together, as ha landed on them,

“Look out!” gasped Nugent—rather
too late.

Wharton and Johnny went over,
sprawling, and over them sprawled Bob
Cherry. ]

Three juniors sat up, splottering.
B"IFDu silly owl!” gurgled Johnny

ull.

[ 1] ﬂ“, I
banged my funny-
wasped Bob, elasping his night elbow
with his left hand, *Ow! I banged
it on something——"

“Jt wa: my nose, you mad ass!”
asped Ilarry Wharton. He rubbed
ﬁis neze in anguish. “Owl My nose,
you dangerous maniae !

“Ow! LIy funny-bong=—"

“ Blow funny-bone !

3

I slipped! Wow!l I've

My

“Well, blow your nosc! I've nearly
put my elbow out of jomnt.”

“I believe you've gquite put my
nose out of joint 1" gmm:eﬂ the captain
of the Remove, “Oh crikey ! It feels
as if it had been driven in like a neil 1

Bob Cherry scrambled up.

“Well, let’s try sgainl” ho said
“One swallow doesn't make & summer [
If at first vou don't succeed, try, try,

your

try again, you know! You lfellows
stand here——"
“What pzped  Wharton  and

Johnny together, as they scrumbled
u

i Stand here, and don't tumble over
again if I slip downl Catch hold of
inp—zco—and stop mel” explained
Bob.

“We'll do that beflore Fou start!”
roared Johnny Bull. “Grab the silly

ass |
“We'll catch hold of you and stop
you all vight 1¥ gasped Wharton,

And they did, grabbing Bob Cherry
and seating him on the eavern fHoor
with a heavy bump.

Bol's ruar as he sat woke all the
cchoes of the smugglers' cave.

ne on something 1 Wha

“ I'vo done wrong—hut—but won't you let me speak & word ? ™

ass M

“There,
rion.
B"I?fhere, you chump !* gasped Johnny

Tl

“ You—you—you—=" spluttered Bob
Cherry, scrambling up in great wrath.
“I'll jolly well—-"

Hurree Jamset Fam 8ingh hastily
interposed. He pushed Bob back with
# dusky hand. )

“The rowfulness is not the proper
ecaper, my esteemed Bob,” he mur-
mured. “Let dogs delight in the bark-
fulness and the bitefulness, but tho
soft answer is the cracked pitcher that
g'!tl:ma longest to a bird in the bush, as
thoe English proverb remarks.”

Perhapa that English proverlk helped
to restore Bob's good humour; anyhow,
he ginned.

“Wou pilly asses1” he said. "“I'll bet
there’s something up there to see—that
sportsman never carried a big bag all
this way for nothing. I might be able
to reach if I stood on your heads in.
stend of your shoulders—"

“Oh erumbs! You won't put your
hoof on my head—I know thatl” said
Johnny Bull, with emphasia.

“Nothing in it to damage, is there?"
acked Bob. “Well, if we're going to
give it & miss, let’s get back, No good
standing here.”

It was clear that there was no head
at Bob's servica for standing ow, 0o
the ides of exploring that gap high
up in the rock wall had to be given

Ti .

PA.r; Bob had failled to elimb into if,
it did not seem that the unknown man
could have done so, though possibly

Tae Maioxer LisRARY.—No. 1,627.
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he miiht have tossed stmething up into
it if he had anything to hide.

The jumers turned back and again
Eollowed the trail of the footprints, now
leading them back towards the seas,
though at a distapce from the original
trail, which ran up the middle tha
Ereat cavern.

Why the man had changed his route
ﬁning back was rather a pumle. He

ad walked directly up the cave till
he reached the end, and must have hed
some reason for slanting off to the
side 23 he returned towards the sea.

That reason the juniors discovered
when the track led them to the rocky
side of the cave, where a narrvow lssura
opened 1n the veck.

It was only a fow inches wide, and
phviously no man could have untered
it. But Bob, as he fashed the light
in, spotted zomething that lay there,
and uttered an exclamation.

“Look 1"

in  ronoewed
looked.

Hidden in thab narrow fissure lay o
hoathoolk, with a handle six feet long,
Beside it lay oanother handle, with a
=ocket instead of a hook at the end,
That, clearly, was to it on and doubla
the length of the hoathook., DBui why
and wherefora Beat them hellow.

Evidently, the unkuewn man had left
tha boathook and the extra handls
there—his feotprints led dircet to the
spot.  But what any man conld wank
with a bhoathoeck, so far from the water
and_a boat, was a puzele. i

“It's getting curiouser and curiouszer,
a3 Alice =aid in Wonderland,” romarked
Beh, “I'll tell you what—ihat chap
with & face like a bread-knife is up to
something  here, and it's zomething
jolly secvet ] But whatl®

“Teche angwera what” snid Nuogent.

“ Esteemed echo  answers that the
whatfulness i= terrifie,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, with & shake of lus
dusky hexd. :

“Well, come on!” .

Deeply puzeled, the juniors went on
their way apain, following the foot-
printa in the sand, back towards the
caversi’s moutl, X

T'ho vetuwrn trail ended ab high-water
mark, where they could guess that the
boat had awaited the man.

From that peiat there was no sign
of any kind=only they knew that tho
mysterious visitor to the eave st have
vowod away in the boat Lefore the tide
wend  dowit.

And, romembering old Dave’s warn-
ing to “meind the towde,” Xlarry
Wharton & Clo, Ieft the smugglers' cave
to tramp round tho :hore back to the
cove, wandering & good desl about that
strange mystery of the cave, and won-
dering, too, whether they wounld sce
auythm% wore of the man with the
hatchet face during their enforced stay
on Blackvock I:and,

sutrprise, fhe juniors

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Return Of The Prodigal !

EREERT VERNON-BMITH,
the Bounder of Gresfriars, sat
in the train as it boomed
through the gloxious Devon

landzcape towards the town of Okeham,
smoking - his  last cigarette—his  last,
because he was going to join his father
gt Okeham, ofter which Smithy had
to chuek up being a8 sportaman and
beeome a schoolboy again !

There was a thoughtful shade on the
Bounder's face.

His conseience was not quite casy.

He had had his gon way, n spife
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of opposition which, to the headsirong
and azrrogant Bounder, came befora
most other considerations,

He had had three days' extra leave
before Greyfriars breke up for the
Easter holidays., He had gone off with

his sportive friends, Ponsonby & Cao.,
of Higheliffe. Aund he lad had a high
old time.

That high old time had included a
run across the Channel on a day treip,
and a flutter at the casino over the
water—whers very nearl all tho
Bounder's ample supply of cash had
Auttered away.

Smithy cared little enough about that.
Money was made to be gpent—and he
always had llelun!,y‘ In holiday-time,
ecpecially, is millionaire father
never dreamed of stinting i, Ila
was not in the least worried by the
fact that he had now only a few shil-
lings and half-crowns in his pocketls,
and nothing at all in his notecase.

WNeirther was he in tha least worried
about the trick he had played on the
fellows stranded on Blackrock Island.

They had, in the Bounder's opinion,
asked for it and gob it!

Bunter had helped him play the trick
on the headmaster, by which he had
obteined his extra fuavu. On the
strength of his sharve in that trickery,
Bunter had hooked on to him for the
Easter holidays. One word from the
fat Owl would have caused the can-
cellation of his leave. Ho he had let
the fat and fatuous Owl have his way
—aa PBunter fondly belisved—till ho
arrived at Blackroclk Island and found
out exactly what kind of a holiday he
had screwed out of Bmithy!

Harry Wharton & Co. had bumped
ithe Bounder in his study to show him
what they thought of lis trickery, So—
il Bmithy's opinion—they had asked for
it, too, and got it!

Whenever he thought of the stranded
schoolbays Smithy grinned.

But he was not thinking of them now,
and he was not grinning. Ie was
i,'l;inking of his father, and it did worry
1.

Mr. Vernon-Smith supposed that his
son was coming direck to him, in Devon-
shire, from the school, only putting up
one night at the mansion in Courtman
Square, London.

There was no reason why he shauld
ever leavn that Smithy had done ather-
wise. BSmithy's little run with Pon &
o, was his own secrek.

RBut=—now that it was over—Smithy
wished {hat he had listened to the
counsel of his chum, Tom Redwing, and
not done it.

there was a soflt spob in the
Bounder's rather hard heart it was his
affection for his father. Jf there was
anyone whom his disrespectful naturoe
rezpected, it was Mr. Samuel Vernon-
Smith, And though in his headstrong
ohstinacy he had not vealised 1it, he
knew, on refleetion, that he was dle-
coiving bis fother—and every time he
thought of it it gave him a jolt.

ITe had- deceived his headmaster and
his Farm-master by his tvickerv—and
for that he caved not a job.  They
believed that s father had telephoned
to ask extra leave for hLim, never
dreaming of %ﬂessmg that a fat
ventriloguist had imitated Mr. Vernon-
Bimnith's rich, rolling voico over the
wires, at the Bounder's siigation,

Bealks, fram Smithy's peculiar peint
of view, were fair game. But deluding
hiz father troubled him—all the more
since his disreputable jaunt with Pon &
Jo. was over and he had to face his
unsuspicions parent with that wretched
trick & secret on his mind,

That was why his hrows were Lknitbed

in a thoughiful frown, and hLe threw

away his final cigareite helf smoked
as the tram ran into the ancient town
of Okeham

Mn Vernon-Smith's headquarters, at
present, were in that old town., He
was never long in ona place during that
busy tour of the West Country. Smithy
was going to roam all over Devon and
Cornwall with him, and ot the bottom
of his heart he knew that he liked that
;:Irms ect much better thun he really
iked his blackguardly trip with the
Highcliffe crowd.

He stepped from the train, and the
station, and sheme:I into a taxi.

“Rance & Co.,”’ ho said to the driver.

The taxi rolled away down the
ancient High Street of Okeham.

1t stopped at a building which was
partly private house and partly business
premises.  Gilt letters on an  office
window announced that it was the head-
gquarters of Rance & Co., estate agents,
valuers, aoctioneers, ete.

Rance & Co., as the Bounder know,
were doing most of Mr, Vernon-Smith's
business for him in the real estate line,
and ‘the head of the firm, Mre. Elias
Rance, nccompanied the millienaive on
many of his trips to view innumeralle
desirable propertios.

Mr. Vernon-Smith was meking his
headquarters in Mr. Rance's privato
house, handy to the Rance oflice, where
so much busincss was transacted, Tt
was there that his son was to join him.

Smithy stepped from the taxi, paid
off hia driver, and stocd glancing at the
windows, wondering whether s father
was at homo.

Then he smiled as he canght sight of
a well-known portly countenance at an
open window.

Samuel Vernon-Smith was  silting
thers, in the afternoon sunshine, wilh o
wad of iciﬂl papers on his linces, look-
ma over fhenn

Smithy waved his hand.

The millionaire Jooked down from the
window. He fixed his eyes on his son,
but not with a welcoming smila in
resqpn_nsﬂ to Bmithy’s.

Smithy's own smile died away.

Tho milliongive looked down for a
long minute with a grim face, and then
shut the window, disappeaving from tha
Bounder’s sight. :

Horbert Vernon-Smith stond
still.. .
. He hed been looking forward to see-
ing his father, resolving that he was
going to be the most dutiful son ever,
o make up for certain shovtconungs.
e was almost stunned by the lock his
father gave him and by Mr. Vernon-
Bmith’s setion in shutling the window
in his face.

Something, evidently, was wrong !

Tt flashed into the Bounder’'s mind at
onea  what 38 was, sud for somne
matments he felt guite sick. Ilis faiher
know,

How he know Bmithy canld not gues:,
Nut fhat he did lknow he havdly
doubled. Nothing clse could have
aecounted for thia

“0h 1" breathed the Donnder,

Hea did not stir for & long minule.
How had hiz father found himn oui?
But he did not worry long with that
thought. Hia fathor i;nr:w, and it i
not maetier much how.,  Lhat M
Veornon-Smith had been deeply and in-
tensely angered was very plain.

Slewly, at last, the Dounder crossed
the pavement to the door, and knecked.

Jlie door was opened by a man-
servant whoe looked very euriously, and
it-‘,mithy thought compassionately, ot
1im.

“Master Vernon-8mith 1" he ashed.

“¥es" multered the Dowmwler, an.
lie made a wovement Lo enter.

stack-



The man held the deor half-shut.

Senithy gave it an angry push, but a
foot was against it insice. .

“I have orders not to admit you,
sir.” said Lhe man apologetically.

The Bounder gasped.

“Oorders?™

Yoz siv: from Mr. Vernon-Smith,”

The Bounder's face reddencd, and
then paled.

“I am Mr. Vernon-Smith's son,” he
gaid. *What do yon mean?"

“Yos, sir; but Mr. Vernon-Smith's
ovders are very strict, sir, I ain not to
admit you to the housc.”

Smithy olmost stagpered.

“I must see my father,” ho said
Liusktly.

“1 am BOTLF, Sir. AMr. Raoanco has
given instructions that Mr. Vernon-
smith's orders are to be obeyed like
Lis own, sir.™
] “He can't have given =uch orders—
10

“1 am sorry, sir—he has!?

And the door was shut, and Herbort
Vernon-Bmith, with a duzed face, stood
staring at it.

r———

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise For Young Mr. Ranee !

1 H1" muttered the Bounder.
“Oh gad I
Ha felt almost stunned.
His father wos angry, if he
Lknew; Smithy expected that. But he
had mnot expected this. The prodigal
son had returned, but not to mect the
welcome of the prodigal of old! He
had no defence to make if his father
ave him a lhearing, but ho was con-
ﬁcmned, discarded, without a hearing.
What was he going to do?

Ho was going to see his father. His
mind was made up on that. It was
futile to knock at the door again, but
he was going to sce his father. Afjt.er a
few minutes he moved along the build-
ing to tho office that adjoined the house,

It was easy enough to enter the ofhce,
at rll events; it was open for business.

Bmithy pushed the door and walked
in. As 1t was the same building,
obviously there was a way 1n from the
office to the house. That was Bmithy's
way to his father if he could find it

A ruddy-faced young man with a pen
hehind his ear sat on & high stool at a
desk in the outer office. Ile gave
Vernon-Smith an inguiring look. He
did not seem to think that a junior
schoolboy had called on business con-
nected with commodions residences or
desitable proportics,

*“I am Herbert Vernon-8mith,” said
the Bounder quietly. *Can I come in
this way 1"

“Oh1” seid the ruddy-checked young
man, with & start. Evidently he had
heard of Heorbert Vernon-Smnith. “Nol
If vou don’t pnind, no 1™

Unheeding him, the Bounder walked
quickly necross to a door marked
“ Private.” That was plainly the way
i, and ho was going in,

Tho ruddy - cheeked young man
jumped off s stool n alavrm,
“Here, you, stopl” he exclaimed.

“That’s Mr. Rance’s ofhece—" Before
he had time to finish the Bounder had
knocked on the door, opened it and
passed into tho inner office, leaving the
inddy-cheeked young man staring.

Smithy shut the door after him.

A startled and somewhat angry
exclamation came from a man who was
seated ab a desk in the immer office,
bending over a large plan of buildin

“What,” snapped the man, as he E:lf
rose, sfaring at the Bounder—" what 18
it? What do you wantt”

especially,
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“ Are vou Mr, Rance 1" asked Smithy.
‘Mr. Elias Rance "

“That iz my name. What—"

. “I:=| ]alrﬁ Herbert Vernon-Smith.”

1

Mr. Rance stood staring at him.
Vernon-8Smith looked at Mr. Rance, He
was g man of rather slight frame, with
a thin, keen, sharp face—every featuro
on it giving an odd impression of
having been sharpened! [is eyes,
were sharp and  seemed
to penetrate than fix upon

-

rathar
amithy.

He was quite a voung man—not over
thirty, but he had an old look. Bance
& Co., the Bounder knew, were a very
old-established firm in Okeham, old
Mr. Ranee having been head of the
firm for uncounted years. This was
voung DMr. Rance, who had succeeded
to the business,

Ho had been bending over a large
plan, showing designs of buildings—but,
as the Bounder entered, he had slipped
something else under that large sheet
—eomething else upon which his atten.
tion had been hxed.

His aetion had been so hurried that
it was not wholly concealed, and the
Bounder saw the edge of a pink news-
paper protruding from under the build-
mg plan.

It was no business of lis if young

Mr. Rance consulted a racing paper In
his private office and slipped it out of
sight when anvone entered. Smithy

took no heed of it.

“30 vou are Master Herbert Vernon-
Smith?” asked Elias Rance, sfter a
brief pause,

“Yes! I am here to see v father”

“This i1z mnot the way into the
honsp0—"

Afr. Rance left his desk, and stopped
in front of an inner door, on which
=mithy's eyves were already turning.

“I've got to sce my [ather, Mr.
Ranco !” said ihe DBounder doggedly.
“T've been turned away from the door.
I've got to see him™

“I am sorry!” said Mr. Rance,
though his face did not express his
feelings, if he was sorrv. *I under-
stand that your conduet—"

“My concliuct i5 no business of vours,
Mr. Rance!” the Bounder flared out
angrily. “I will answer for thst to my
father, not to you.”

1 did not say that it was any buosi-
ness of mine, Master Yernon-Smith,”
said My, Rance calmly. “It does not
concern me in the very least. But as

cur father is an honourcd guest in my
wouse, I have no choice but to regard
hiz wishes, indeed orders; and I under-
stand that vour conduct has mada him
EﬂI‘ED‘IEL'i' angry=—to such an extent
that he does not deszire to sec you”

“Hazs he said so?”

“He hasz, in so many words, and has
given orders that you are not to be
admitted,”

The Bomnder breathed hard. There
was a glimmer in 3Alr, Rance's sharp
eyes that seemed to hint that he was
by ne means sorry to have this dis-
agresable message to nmpart.  No
doubt he had, as a business man, a use
for ‘a millionaire; but none for the
millionaire's son.

“Well, I've got Lo sce him ! zaid
Yernon-Smith.

“You have heard what I have sawd '™
said Mr. Rance coldly.

“T’'m going to see my father.”

“That, I think, is for your father fo
decide ! gaid DMr. Bdnce., He moved
a little necarer to the door, and leaned
litz back on it

“He's bound to give me a hearing !
mtttered the Bounder. * Dors lic
know=—I euppose he knows——"

1

“Really, I am unacguainted with the
details of Mr. Vernon-8mith's personsl
affairs 1" said voung Mr Rance. "It
is not & matter for mo to discuss, I
can only point out to yon that you had
better go™

“I'm going to scc my father.”

Mr. Rance shrugged a pair of narrow
shoulders.

Vernon-Smith looked at him. Ho
disliked the man—perhaps rather un-
roasonably—already. Ho was going to
see his father, and this rat-faced man,
who hid racing poapers under building
plans in his office, wos not going io
stop him.

Smithy’'s mind was made up on that.
He advanced a few steps towards young
Mr. Rance, who eyed him with sur-
rise, as he realised that the mil-
ionaire’s son was thinking of forcing a
way through.

“MNo wviolence, please!” sald Rance,
holding up a beny hand. * Please, no
viclence, Master Vernon-Smith! Your.
fathor—>="

* Will you let me pass?” breathed the
Bounder.

“Certainly not™

“I'm going to sec my father”

“Stand back,” rapped Elias Rance.
¢ Another step, and I shall <sll my
clerk tuD put you out of this building.
I hi"

Yernon-Smith did not wait for hm
to call the ruddy-checked young man
from the nuiedr oflice. MHeRmuﬂ_n bn
spring, grasped young Alr. Eance by
his tflin shoulders, and whirled him
away from the door. «Oh 1

“Oh!” gasped Rance.
young rufthan—oht*”

He staggered five or zix steps befora
ha came up againzt the desk and
caught at it.

Vernon-Smith dragged open the door
and ran through.

Yon

“8top 1* shouted Rance, ) )
Panting for breath, and with his
sharp face red with rage, ho ran

through the doorway after Bmithy.

Smithy found himself in a passage,
and cut along it,

Whether he could handle Mr. Rance
or not, he did net know; but he knew
that he was going to try, if the estate
ngent tried to stop him. But even the
ﬂﬁstiﬂatﬁ and reckless Bounder pre-
ferred to get through without such a
shindy, if he counld.

Rance was close behind him, bus
luckily the first door he came to was
half-open, and he could see his father
in the room.

Home sound, clearly, had reached Mr.
Vernon-Smith, for he waos E_tnndm%,
with & bundle of papers in his hand,
staring towards the door as Smithy
reached it.

The schoolboy pushed the door open,
and ran in—Rance panting akter him.

Thunder gatheredp in the millionaire’s
brow, as he saw them.

“Father [” exclaimed the DBounder,
appealingly. :

“ Silence I roared Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“How dare you force a way in herc!
tance 5

“J regret, sit——" panted the estate
agent. “I did my best to stop this
headstrong boy—he will admnit it i

“Wa doubt! Take him away with
Fu“IH‘

113 Fﬂthﬂ'r 3

“Not & word from you, sir!1” rapped
Mr. Vernon-Smith. “I desire to hear
nothing from you! Go back to the dis-
graceful friends you have chosen—my
wishes and my command: are nothing
to you—go back to them. if you choose,
In any case, leave this house.”
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The Dounder gave him almost a
hagrard look.

His foather had been angey with him
before this, more than once; Smithy
had given him plenty of cause. Indeed,
6.oo ithere had been a threat of dis-
inheritance, But he had never seen the
millionaire in so grim a moad as this
before.

“Father I he muttered. " I—TI know
've done wrong—but—but—won't you
let me speak o word

Bfr. Vernon-Smith paused. His face
did not relax in its grimness, but he
answerad more calmly,

“Bpeak if you like! Yoo have forced
Euur way in heove, against my desire—

did hot wish to see you! If you have
anything to say in your defence, I will
hear it—but he brief.”

_ Ho made a gesture to Rance, dismiss-
g him. t

Even at that tense ymoment, Sauthy,
who was clase to the man, noliced the
rat-like glitter that shot into his cyes,
as he was dismissed with a gesture, like
a manservant by a nobt over-courtcous
master.  Probably it did not occur to
tha millionaire that an estate agent,
whom he was empleying, might have
any feelings of his own—Elizs Rance,
to him, waz hitlo more than oflice
furniture.

But if young Mr. Rance felt any re-
rentinent, e pave no other sign of it
Ifa faded quiclly ont of the piciure,
leaving  the - Bounder of Greyiriors
facing Ins [ather.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
His Own Master !

I SAMUEL VERNOXN-SAMITH
sfood prim, silent, and im-
plicablo,
His eyes were fixed on his
son with o cold stare.

It was only a matter of davs since
fhoe millionaire had called at Grevlriars
to see his son and had discuzssed with
him his business schemes i real estate
in the West Country, and his plans for
taking Smithy over all those new aec-
guisitions in the helidays. Then the
portly gentleman had been kind, affec-
tionate—the father Bmithy kpew., Now
it seemed to BSmithy ihat he hardly
knew him at all,

Only on one paint, at that time, had
Alv, Vernoan-Smith been adamant; he
lLad refused to ask for leave for s son
to go off on Lis exenrzion with Pon &
Ca., of Highelife. In any other matior,
Smithy huﬁ only to make a vequest, for
it to bo granted almost before 1t waa
azkodd,

A, on that one point, he had de-
ceived his father, aund mow, he could
seo, AMr, Vernon-Bmiith knew it. What
he was to say, the IBounder hardly
kvwew, Thera was, m fact, no excuso
for what he had done.

“T—I :uppose  you Lknow—
began at last, in haliing fones.

“Quite!” catd Mr. Veornon-Smith, “1

LR ]

he

am fully -acquainted with your dis-
respoct,  yeur deception, and your
rascality,”

L

“I never meant—" muttered the
Bounder miscrably.

Alr. Vervon-Smith waved a plump
hand.

“If vou have no morc to zay than
Lthat—" liz grunied,

“1 never thonght you'd hnow
sltammered Swmithy,

“Y am quite aware of that ! satd his
father contemptuounsly; and Smithy
realised that he was making matters
rather worse than better,

“If Bunter's told vou—"
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"Bunter! Who iz Bunter? What
Itas Bunter to do with %" snappod My,
Vernow-Smith, staring at him.

The Bounder was quile at a less
How his father had learned the facis
was a puzzle to him, but the suspicion
crossed his mind that Dunter might
have had a hand in it.

“Then how did you Lknow?” he
nmttered.
Mr. Vernon-Bmith shregged plomp

shoulders.

“1 will tell you! Tt may help fo
nrake wyou ashamed of yourself!” he
grunted. *You asked me, the day I
gaw you at your school, to get you
early leave for the holidays, =o that you
could join those yvoung IHaighchifo black-

guards. I refused. Later, thmking
that I would do as much as I counld for
vou, I telephoned to »your headd-
imaster—>"

“Oh 1" gasped the Bounder.

“To ask him to lot you leave before
break-up and join me here. I was
foolish enough to think that vou would
liko a holiday with vour father!” said
Ar. Vernon-Bmith, with grin savensi.

The Bounder’s hearvt smﬁ;.

I1e had believed that his frickery was
undiscovered. His only danger was
from Bunter; and he had siuffed
Bunter with a pretended invitation for
the hols, and kept him quiet !

Tha discovery Ead coma all the samoe;
and it had come through his father's
affection for him, hiz desive to make up
for the Bounder's diseppointment.

“Your headmaster,” went on A,
YVernon-Smith, in tha saune grimly
enveastic lone, was surlﬂriscﬂ:’e by my
call. T think he fancied that I must bo
losing my memory! I learned from
him that I—or someons using my namae
—had rung him up alrcady, asking
ile?;'g;! for vou, and that you had already
eft,

“Thern—Dr. Locke Lnowg=—" stam-
mered the Bounder.

“Dr. Twochke does not  kpow!™
answored his father. " As soon as I
realised how ithe matter stood, I let 1%
drop at once. e concluded, probably,
that you had been delayed in _1!mnmg
me, and that I had forgotten having
made the request aircady.”

“0Dh!” muttered Smithy,

“But I learned,” s=aid Mr. Vernon-
Bmith, *that your headmaszier was in
the belief that I had telephoned and
asked early leave for you to join me
here. How you played such a trick
I do not know,- as yvour headmaster 13
acqguainted with my voice, and some
extracrdinary trickery must have bheen
used to make him believe that I lad
spoken to him on ihe Engjeﬂ.. Ay
nome, of all events, was vsed—and you
feft. your school threo days before
break-up 1

Smuthy stood silent.

“You did nokt join me bere!™ went
on Mr. Vernon-Smith, *“Yeu ecarried
out your own scheme of joining a crew
of disgracelul young blackguards, Is
not that the case?”

The Boundor did nob answer.

“And vou came hore with ihe inien-
tion of leaving me in the dark and in
tha Belief that yen had remained at
schooal until vesterday ! Iz not that the
case {7

Smithy could not speak.

“Very well,” said Me. Vernon-Simith,
“vour father's commands and your
father's wishes are nothing to you.
Nothing shall be said at your school:
I do not desire to cause you trouble
with your headmaster. But you have
cliosen  your own way—and having
chosen it, yon must follow it. Have yon
anything more to say before you got”

“Where om I to gof™ multered
Vernon-Smith,

*That is a matter of your own choice.
It iz _useless for me o give you com-
mands—you will not obey them. Tt is
nseless for me to state my wishes—you
will disregard them. You have clainied
eomplete dependence, Well, I prant

it | Ts not that what you want1”

It was very far indeed from what
IHerbert Vernon-Smith wanied ! But ha
could ounly look at the grim face in
miserable silenca.

“¥ou have, no douhbt, had a wery
meryy heliday with your good friend
Pensonby,"  said Mr. Vernou-Smith,
“Rejemn him! I desived to kerp yon
away from sach blackguardly company
—I farled! Continue as you have
begun,™
_Bmithy did not speak. 1Ie was not
likely to hook on to Clecil Pounsouby fop
the holidays, in Billy Bunter's style.
He could picture the lifting of Pon's
eyebrows had he butted in, unasked, at
Ponsonby Place !

“The house in Londen is open to
vou,” said Mr. Vernon-Bmith, “T shall
nob refuse my son shelter—indecd, tha
law would not permit me to do so, I
simply desire to see nothivg of yon.
Tlhat is my right, which I shall exereise.
I elaim no further right to control vour
actions!  You desire to be your own

master—let 1t be so! Now, I am
lnisy—-"
“0Oh, [ather!” multered SBmithy

wretchedly.

“1 shall. at least, save vou from any
neceasity for further deceptions,” saidl
AMr. Vernon-Smith grimly. “You will
not ho accountable to me—there will he
no need to put throngh any more falea
telephone-calls in my name! Go vour
ovwn way—ila way you have chosen t™

* Father 1"

“I have said that I am busy 1"

Mr. Vernon-Bmith sat down again,
with hiz pile of papers on his knee, and
turned his back on his son.

Smithy stood looking at him,

For o long, long minute he stood, bnt
his {ather did not glance at him azain,
and slowly he turned and quitted the
oo, :

In the passage he lingerod, hoping far
a4 voieo to call him back. But there
came o volee; and with a dark faen
nnd a heavy heart, the Bounder of
Greyfrinrs went down the passage to
Mr. Rance’s office

A pair of sharp eyvea glinted at him
o5 he passed through thar allice.

But the Bounder did not look at
Rance.

He passed through ihe culer ofice,
into the sunny street.

The roddy-cheeked younp man stared
ot him unnoticed as he went,

In the sircet Bmithy paused, and
siood locking at the window ol lis

father's veom, I8 waszs shut, and
remained shut,

Slowly he walked away—his own
master |

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Clifi Climbers !
HI SAY, you fellows.”

“Buck up, Bunter !

“ Deast I’ _ .
Bucking up was not in Thily
Buater's  line, Grousin was [ So

Bunter groused instead of bucking up.

It was a glorious April day, DBright
sunshine streamed down on Blackrock
and on the cireling blue =zea.

Several days had passed since the
stranded schoolboys had landed on the
lone island. And—unexpectedly per-
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“ Leggo 1" yelled Bunter, as a grasp on either fat ear helped him onward. *‘ You beasts, leggo my ears I “ Don't

you want to be helped ?*° asked Bob Cherry.

haps—the TFamous Five had enjoyed
every ore of them.

Boats had been sighted in the distance
—too far off for hailing or signalling.
The juniors had scttled down to waltk
till the fortnighily boat from Potkelly
was due. "

But, in point of fact, they were in no
hurry for that boat.

Life on Blackrock was rough and
teady; but there was great interest in
fending for themselves, making some-
thing out of mothing, as it weve, and
going through a Crusoe experience.

With old Dave's assistance they had
gathered wrecked timbers and put up
a lean-to under a bulging chiff for
shelter. :

They had knocked old nails out of old
wood, and with the nails and the wood
made stools, and & table, and other
things for use.

There was a hitherte unsuspected
pleasure In a primitive kind of exist-
ence, without auy of the gadgets of
civilisation. ;

Bob Cherry declared, many times,
that Sinithy, guite unintentionally, had
done ihem & good turn, and the other
fellows agreed that Bmithy had—and
even their desire to punch the Bounder's
head for his trickery rather faded nway,

Only Bunter groused—though it had
to be admitted Bunter did enough
grousing for the whole lmv-ty if it was
needed | Bunter, like the Izraelites of
old, sighed for the fleshpots of Egypt.

Twice in the last few davs the Famous
Tive had explored the smugglers’ cave
again. Dut they had made ne further
discoveries there—and the footprints in
the sand were disappearing, obliteraied
by the sea-winds that often roared
through the great cavern, stirring and
zeattering the sand.

‘[hey had gone over the whole extent

“ Yarooooh !
leggo ! ™

of the island—nearly all rock, though
here and there were patches where ol
Dave succeeded in growing vegetables—
which occasionally made a welcome
variation to the diet. .

Now they were clambering wp the
high western eliff, over the smugglers’
gave, on the summit of which lay the
ruing of the ancient castle of Blackrock.
Billy Bunter was clambering with them,
partly because he hoped io sight some
craft from the top to take him off
the island; but chiefly becavse Harry
Wharton & Co. had advised him not to
undertale the climb. :

That kind advico being interpreted
by Bunter as signifying that his fascinas
ting company was not desived, Bunter
naturally ecame.

But half-way up the cliff Bunter's
weight told heavily upon him, added to
shortness of breath and natural laziness.

IFrom the cove to the top of the
western eliff was nearly 2 mile; and in
a mile there were 1759 more yards than
Bunter really liked.

S0 the fat Owl grunted and groused
and puffed and blew ! o

He halted at length, and fixed Lis big
spectacles ov {hie other fellows with deep
and indignant reproach.

“T say, you fellows, who's going to
help me along ¥ Jie azlked.

“Can't fni? a barrel uphill 1*' said
Bob, shaking hiz head. *“Roell you
dewn, if yveu like™

1] H'E-CI.E.t 11'.:

“Buck up, DBunier!” uwrged Havry
Wharton, *Wea're nearly at the top.”

“Are you going o halp me, OF &re

ou not going lo help moe?” inquired

unter categocvically.

“(0Oh, lend a hand, somehedy " sighed
Tioh Cherry., * You take hiz other ear,
Johnny.”

“Yarooh 1 roared Dunier.

Leggo ! ** roared Bunter. **I can manage all right—

Bunter wanted, it scemed, fo be
pulled up the hill, but he did not want
{o bo pulled by his fat ears. On the
other hand, they were large, and gave
a good hold, and came handy for the

I,

"E.e go!'* yelled Bunter, as a gras
on either fat ear helped him onwerd,

*¥ou beasts, legpge my earsl®

“Don’t you want to be helped "

“Yarooh! Leggol You're puIIinﬁ
my eara affl ot-hooap |7 roare
Bunter. “I can manage all righi!
L'EI O J.” .

“Hot!” sard Johnny Bull decidedly.
“May as_ well keep on, now we've
started | Go 1t, Bob 1"

“I'm going it! Buck up, Bunter!"

* Yow-ow-ow-ow |"" roared Bunter,

“You're getting on fdster slready(”
H ¥Yarcop |7

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Will you leggo my carsi” shricked
Bunter. “You beasts, will you leggo
my enrs, or won't youl” :

‘Oh, all right I said Bob resignedly.
“There's no eatisfying some people.
First you want to be helped, then you
don’t 1"

“1 want to ba helped, wou beast,
but I don't want my ears lugged off I
yelled Bunter,

“Oh, if that's all, T'H hold on to your
noso ! What are you dodging for, you
fat mss? Don’t you want any help?”

It seemed that Bunter didn’t, after
all. He dodged his liltle fat nose very
quickly out of reach.

Now the IFamous Iirve, chucklivg,
tramped on up the steep, rocky way.

Billy Bunicer rolled after them, pant-
indr, perspiring, gruyhng, groaning, and
g'l'ﬁtmin%', but making no further de-
miands for assistance,

(Continued en prge 16.)
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The surmmit was reached at last, A
glorious wview spread oubt before the
vyes of the juniors.

Seaward, the vast Atlanlic rolled,

boundless to the eye; and, looking
landward, across the island, the coast
of Devonshire rose in & rugged line of
clifis.  Distant specks on the sea
showed where BGshing-boats rocked on
the blue waters, Far away, in the
direction of ITreland, the smoke of a
far-off steamer trailed against the blue.
f the castle that had once stood on
the eliff little remained, but rubble
and a few fragments of old walls.

"Take a squint at the view, Bunter,”
saidl Bob Cherry.

“Yah!"” snorted Bunter,

Billy Bunter had no use for views.
He sat down on the cliff, leaned his
back &Famst o rock, aund rested Ins
weary limbs, dabbing streams of per-
spiration from his fat brow., Trom
whers he sat, the fat Owl could see
another rock in front of him. That
seemed to be a: much view as Bunter
wanted.

“I ray, you fellows, you've got the
grub?” he asked. "“I'm hungry.”

“{zoessed that one!™

" Beast 1™

Harry Wharton was carrving a
parcel of provender, such as it was,
as Bunter had bitterly remarked. But,
such as it was, Bunter seemed ready
for 1t, and he opened the bundle and
started.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclatmed
Bob ﬁudcienhr. He pointed landward,
acrosa_the island. ™A boat coming
from Potkelly.”

“0ld Tregelly's boat isn't due wet,”
gaid Ha.rr;.r. “But, by Jove, it looks
as if they're coming hore!™

Fromm the distant shore the hoat
pulled, heading directly for the island.
Two men in Jerseys were pulling: a
man in & bowler hat sat in the stern.

The distance was much too preat for
re ition; but it eame inlo  tho
minds of all tho Famous Tive at ence
that 1t was the same boat that they had
seen in the moonlight their first night
on the lone island, and which, as they
suspected, bad paid & mysterious visit
to the cave now under their feet,

“No use to us if they're going to the
cave,” said Nupgent. “That chap with
the knife-blade chivey wen't stop for
a hail.”

“I faney it's the same lobt,” said
Harry. “If so, they're poing {o the
cave by daylight this time, instead of
after dark. Still, we can't Lo sure
That boat may be coming into the
cove, "’

* Better get back,” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“I'm not at all sure that I want to
ret off this jolly old island,” he saud
*“Ain't we anjoring life here 5

“Well, yes,” said Ilarry thought-
fullr. “The faet iz, T'm not holf-sover
we came to Blackrock, We were at a
lnoze end for the hols, and this is a
jelly place—in its way  But we can

Tue Macyer Lisnart.—No. 1,627,

THE MAGNET

please ourselves about staving or going,
We'd Lbeiler get in touch with the
mainland, if we've a chance.”

“Beasts1” came a yap from Bunter,
“I'm jolly well not going to stay here,
if 1 can get off. I you fellows think
rou're gomng to keep me here—"
r_"Ha. ha, hal” roared the Famous
five,

“Blessed if 1 see anvthing to cackle
at!" roared Bunter indignantly, “I'm
jolly well going to get away as quick
as 1 can, and you ain't jolly well going
to keep me on this putrid island, see?””

“Wounldn't for worlds!” chuckled
Bob Cherye, " If that chap with the

ickaxe features will take you off, old

ot man, well give him anything he
likea. to ask.™

“%Yez, rathert!™

“The ratherfulness is terrific !

“Deasts!” snorted Bunter.
jolly well going, anvhow "

::%tickﬂm that, old fat man!"”

“Halle, hallo, hallo] They're going

into the cove!” exclaimed b.
_ Irom the cove to the clifi-top the
juniors had covered a mile by wind-
g ways. 1The diredt distance was less
than half of that. And, tiny as the
boat looked in the distance, they could
see that ik was swerving to pull inte
the cove.

If it was the szame lot, the sharp-
faced man was not going to the cave

H1'm

thiz time. He was coming to the land-
mig-place. )
*Thnt  scitles i, said Harry.

“We'd betler get back at onee 1

“I say, you fellows, vou haven't had
any Innch yet! 1 any, don’t you cut
ofl and leave me here ' hooted Bunter,

“Let o move on, fatty ™

“ I ghan't tale another step till I've
Liadd a rest. You can't expect it
grunted the fat Owl. * Look hera, one
of you cut back, to malke sure that
Boat deesn’'t go without us, and the
rest stay with me till I'm ready to go.
I may be able to pet back after an
hour's rest—well, say iwo hours.™

“Bay anvthing vou like, old bean,”

said Bob. *Good-bve!”
“1 say, you fellows—"" roared
Bunter.

But answer thers came none, The
Famous Iive werm already trotting,
running, and leaping down the win%!a
mg, steep way—much quicker and
casier than the ascent had been.

Billy Punter heaved himself to his
feet, and glaved afier them through
hiz speetacles.

“1 sav, you fellows——"" he yelled.

They disappeared among the rocks.

“Beasts!” roared Bunter.

Feho answered beasts,  And Banter
sat down again, to go on with his
luneh, that being at the moment the
mostk nrgent matter within the wide
limita of e uriverse.

Not till the provender was safely
F'ﬂﬂmd did Bunter heave himself to
iis feet, 10 roll on his homeward way.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ordered Of !

b ITAT'S the eportsmap,™
Bob Cherry.

It was the sharp-faced man.

All the juniors knew him

azain, {iwugh they had scen him only

once before in the moonlight on the

sei. There was no mistaking that

sharp-featured face, with ite odd,
sharpened look.

Harry Wharton & Co. had trotied all

the way down the cliff, but they

dropped  into & walk' as they

gaid

approached the cove. They arrived
rather breathless,

The sharpfaced man had elready
landed. 8 was standing near old
Dave's hut, in talk with the ancient
mariner, and with an expression of
angry impatience on his sharp face.
"The boat was tied up at the jetty, and
the two men in jerseys sat there, smok-
ing, while thev waited.

They stared at the juniors EllrimlEIF.
And the juniors, looking at them, could
gee that they were not, as they had
supposed from a distant view, fsher-
men: from Potkelly, Thoy looked like
a couple of rather disreputable long-
shoremen picked up from some seaside
town,

“Here they coom, sirl” old Dave's
deep voice boomed out, as the school-
boys came in sight. “They be coom-
111{5{1 sip |”

'he sharp-faced man turned round
and stared at the schoolboys as they
came. Old Dave's words rather ewm-
prised the jumiors. It secmed that the
sharp-faced man wanted them, and
had besn inquiring of Dave Oke abous
them.

If that meant that he had remem-
bered them, and had made a trip on
their account to the island, he was
more good-natured than he looked.

His. sharp eyes remained fixed on
thema in & rather distoncerting stare
a3 they approached. His wvoice, as
sharp asz his features, rapped out as.
the?' drew near.

There was a subdued, but only half-
concealed hostility in the sharp face.
The jumiors remembered how he bad
scowled when he had sighted them on
the jetty that moonlight night; and it
was clear that he was a3 displeased
now, as he had been then, to ses than
on Blackrock, Why, they could poes
begin to guess. : :

“What are yvou boys doing on this
island ” he rapped unpleasantly.

Harry Vrharton Ilcoked at him
steadily.

He did not like the man’s manner,
or his tone. And ho saw no reason
whatever for a siranger calling him to
acconnt in this sharp way.

“We are guite rendy to explain our
presence here to anyone who i3 en-

titled to  ask!” answered Wharlon
coolly. * What right have you to ques-
tion ns?”

“%You had bhetler answer me."”

“We shall ease ourselves aboub
that!” retorted Huarry., *'Ii yon like to
ask a civil question, 1 will answer it.”

The gharp eyea glinted at him. Onl
too elearly the presence of the school-
boys on the island annoyed and irritated
the man.

“I eaw vou here a few days apol™
said the sharp-faced man after a paunse.
“*You called to me, I think—but I was
gﬂing out to some deep-sea fishing, and

ad no time te stop.™

None of the juniors answered that.

They were 23 good as certain that
the man had been going round the
icland to the cave on that ocecasion, and
that the footprints they had picked up
in the sand were hiz,. Thers was no
actual proof of it, but they could hardly
doubt that the man was lying., His viaik
fo the cave had beon a secret one; and
for some mysterious reason, he d’asi
to keep it secret. )

“I suppozed at the time,” went on
the sharp-faced man, “that you were
some parly of trippers who had rowed
out to the island for the dav, and sup-
posed that wom wounld be gone next day,
naturally.”™

“I don't ece why you should supposa
anything about it,” answered Harry. “1
don't see lhrat it concerns yow.™



anh

“T am Flias Ranen ! emopped the
shavp-faved man. ** You may never have
heard the name, it veu ave a sivanger
1 Lhese parts "

“Quide. I nover agreed
Ilarry.

“Apvihing speeizl shant being Elias
Bance?™ pked Pob Choerry alfably, and
bhis romrpdes smiledd.

Eliaz Ranee soowimt at the cheery
Lol

Old Dave Oke broke in.

“It's young Mr. Junee, siv,” he said.
“Everybody to 1his voast knowed old

Lhave!™

M. ance!  Now it's  voung Mr.
Rance.™

“Wea'ra about as wize as  belore,
Dave!™ said Harey, with a smile.

“We'va never heard of any Rauces, old
or young,”

“I will tell you then!” smapped the
sharp-faced man. “ Rance & Co. ore
pretly wall known, I think. We are a
firm of estate-agenis at Okeliam, and
this island was one of the properties on
onar list, before it was s=old recently.
WNow do vou understand i

Havry Wharton & o, could under-
stamd, so far, that the shavp-faced man
was young Mr. Raunce, that he had in-
herifed the business of old Mr. Ranee,
and  that when Mr. Vernon-Smith
wequired Blackrock Island, young Mr.
Hanes had put the matter through, But
they could nobt understand in the lesst
why young 3Ir. Rance was there, and
slifl less why he was hostile.

“Sppposing, as I said, that you were
day-trippers and woull be e, I zava
noe attention to the maiier,” said youn
Alr. Ranece, in the zmine shavp, snap sg
tore, 1 have learned to-day, at Pot-
keliv, that you ware &iill hers, and have
!}feu]mld that -mur W m‘a}! F.Ei*gﬁi!!g on the
island, apparently fer a holiday——"

“That EI; correct .’ zand IMavry.

#How dare yon do anyihing of the
kind!” enapped Ay, Rance. **This
island i3 privale property. Visitors
have sometimes Dbeen allowed to land
here, to sketch the rutns of the castle
an Lthe cliff, aud so forth, by communi-
eating with the proprietor tirst. 'Frip-
pers ave not allowed fa camp here, es-
g;miuil:.r withont leave asked or given,

fonn pre lrespassing  here, end must
leave tho istand mmmediately.”

“Is that

“Qh!"” gaid Harry slowly.
I have never heard of

it?"

“That 13 !
such impudence i excluimed dlr. Rance.
* A party of trippers camping on private
propecty, without a word to the owner
—¥you could be given wto custody for

it.

Flarvy  Wharlen's  eyes  gleamed.
Johnny Ball gave a osrunt, and his jaw
squarved. Threa other faces looked
Eri.

But the captain of the Greyfriars
Remove answered gquielly cnough;

“If you had been a littla more
abliging the other night, Mr. Rance,
we should be gone now., We were
stramded on thizs island without a boat
fo take uz off, and we wanted yvou to
teke & meszage to Poikelly for a boat.”

“Oh!" said the sharp-faced man.

Evidently that had uot ocourred to
him, and ho was rather taken aback.

“Jnstk a spob of civility, and the trick
would have been donel™ prinmed Bob
Chevvy.  “Aller  all, civility costs
nothing. ™

Ehas Rance gave him anolher scowl.

“Well, if that was your desire, it is
easily arranged,” he said. “I have
coma here now Lo remove you from the
island. You may get into me boat, and
I will tell my men {o row you ab once
to Polkelly.™

N0t auile =0 fasi!"M sad Harry
YWharlon coully, “1f you'd done the
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civil thing that night, Mr. Ranes, we
should be gone. We were tricked into
getting stranded here, and when we
found ourselves stranded, we wanted to
get away. Ba r; ;

“"But what?” s=napped young Mr.
Rance.

“But we're nobt at all sure that we
want te go, now,” said Harry, in the
same cool tone, “mnd In any case, we
shall not dream of taking orders from
any Mr. Rauce, or young. You've
said that wvow're here to remove us!
That's cheek!”

“What 1™

“Cheek! Wea shall please ourselves
whether wo stay or go, and you ecan
mind yonr own business, Mr. Rance."”

“Heoar, hoar!” said Bob.

“The mindfulness of your own busi-
rness 13 the proper caper, esteemed
aniial"" romarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Mr. Rance stared at the Nabob of
Bhanipur pm‘hsﬁs a little startled by
his fine How of zﬁliah. Then ‘he fixed
his eyes on Iarry Wharton again.

“1 order you off this island !" he saud.

“Yon can order till you're black in
the face, and it won't make the slightest
differencal” answered Wharton,

The sharp-faced man breathed hard
and deep. His irritation, caused in some
mysterions way by the presence of the
juniors on Blackrock, was evidently in-
creasing.  But he kept it in check.

“T have told yon,” ho said, " that this
island 13 private property. It 13 in the
hands and under the care of my fiem, I
am empowered to call on the police to
eject trespassers.”

“I've no doubt that this island was
in the hands and under the care of your
firm ["* agreed Wharton. *““But since it
!.m.?.! been s-nlail., it 15 Fnthing of the Eind;
and you and your firm can po and eab
coke, Mr. Rance!”

“I am the representative of the
present proprictor, as I was the repre-
gentative of the late proprietor,” =said
the estate-agent, breathing hard. “I
order you this island as trespassers."’

“ But 1t -haﬁpm:ea that we are not tres-
passing I’ said Wharton coolly. *'1 will
take your word for it, Mr. nee, that
you represent ithe present owner; but I
am quite certain that the present owner
would make no objection {o our
presence here, and we're quite willing
lo leave it at that.”

“Do you dare to say that you have
the present owner’s leave to camp
here?™ almast shouted Mr. Rance. “He
kuows nothing of you—a cvew of trip-
pc..! ¥

“That's whero you get it wrongl”

rivned Bob Cherry. *“Mr. Vernon-
gmith kinowa us guite well, and if you'ra
curious to know all about it, Me. Rance,
we came here on hiz son’s invilation,
We're going to punch his head for
stranding us here—but that's the fact,
all the sama”

“You-—~yon know Alr. Vernon-Smith!”
sltammered Ranco. He seemed utterly
taken aback by the information.

“We know him guite well,” answered
Harry. “Hiz =on is at onr school.
‘Lhat’s how we got stranded here.”

“OR pasped Rance,

ITe scemed quite at a loss for some
moments.

The juniors watchal him with smiling
faces.

So far, he hal taken them for a trip-
ping parly whe had eamped on the
island withoub asking “leave.  Fyen so,
thera seemed ne real reason for his
angry intervention. MNow hoe learmed
that they were MHorbort Vernon-Smith'a
schoolfellows; that they were acguainbed
with the proprielor of Blackrock: and
that it was on the invitalion of tha
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millionaire’'s son thak HT were [hers.

All the wik-l scemed taken ont of the
snils of youny Mr, Bance, as it were!l

‘8o, you see, we're not trespassing
here!" said Harry Whartan cheerfully.
“ Are you satisfed now, Mi. Raocsl?”

“Neo! 1 have only your word that
the matter is as you say—" snarled
Mr. Rance, recovering himself.

“We've only your word that you're
anything but a8 cheeky, meddling busg-
body ! said Harry.

Ranca set his t‘.giﬂ lips.

“You will leave this island, and at
ance,” he said. *Go down to the boat,
and my men will give you a passage
ashore. ™

“Weo shall stay on thiz island exacily
as long as we like,” answered Harry
Wharton, “and you ean mind your own
business, as I've said already.”™

Rance's eyes glinted at him.

*Will you go or not?” he snarled.

“Not!"”  =pid  the Famous Five
together.

Whether they wanted to prelong thetr
Crusoe life on Blackrock or not they had
not decided. But they were fully and
firmly decided on one point—they were
not gointg to be ordered about by the
hatchet-faced man, On that point,
there was not the slightest hesitation on
the part of any member of the fameous

“Then force will be used!” said Mr,
Rance; and he turnéd away and walked
down to the jetty, to speak to the long-
shoremen sprawling and smoking there.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bafile Of Blackrock !

HYGTT be going " ashed old Deve

Oke,

Harry Whartonn & Co. stoad
:ooking after Mr. Rance as he
went to Lhe jetty.

Old Dave, leaning in his doorway,
glanced after the estate-sgent wilth a
worried brow, and then looked at the
Greyfriars fellows,

The sncient mariner had taken =
liking to the eschoolboy party, ho
roughed it on Blackroek with such
cheery good-humour. But evidently he
stood very much in awe of young Mr.
Rance,

“Going?” ropeated Harry, and -he
emiled.  “Neo, Mr. Oke, we're not
going.”

“Ne fear | said Bob, with emphasis.

“Who the dickens iz thet chap to
order na off ¥ growled Johony Bull.
“If wo wanted to go ever so much, we
shouldn’t go at his order.” Johnwy,
who enmne from Yorkshire, had all the
praverbial ohstinacy of the Yorkshire
tyke, worranted to bite slive or dead!
A whole battalion of Rances would not
liave shifted Johnny off Blackrock,

“(heeky cad ¥ remarked Nugent.

“The rimekfulnesa ia terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and the
stickfulnesa of our esteemed selves 13
also great.™

“Why docsn't that man want any-
hody on this island, Dave?" asked
I f:u'ri? Wharton quittﬂ%.

Old Dave shook his head, .

“Voung Mr. Rance has got a quick
iemper!™ he answered. “Old MMy
Hance was a3 kind & man as you'd ment.
Letwoon Okeham and Tenro.  Fifiy
vear 1 knowed mun. They do say the
hosiness ain't what it was in the old
ronlloman’s time—young Alv. Rauce
with his noo ideas| Too much away
in the big towns, they do say, and
Ietting it go! P'r'aps that's why!
1ie's got a quick temper”

Tue Maigxer Lasnary.—No. 1,687,
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Mr. Oke head
again.

“1 don't hear much on Blackrock,”
went on Mr. Oke, “but they do say
things up and down the shore, and
along to Ekeham and Penruddy. What
the old ones gather, the young ones
scatter, and mebbo that’'s why young
Mr. Rance has such & quick temper.
But you be going, surely ¥

The juniors emiled. Plainly old
Dave had had & respect for old Mr.
Rance, but his awe of young Mr.
Rance was mingled with dislike. But
that awe was very real, and he did not
seem &ble to realize that the Greyfriars
fellows had the nerve to pass young Mr.
Rance by, like the idle .wind which they
1‘e$ard not.

“We're staying | said Harry.

“But you heard surely what young
Mr. Rance said!” expostulated old

YE.

“Oh, quite! But, you sce, we don't
care a boiled bean . for young Mr.
Rance,” explained Bob Cherry. “ Not
a single, solitary boiled bean!”
~ Old Dave scratched his ancient nose
in Puzzlement. ;

dehey’l] put you in the boat!” he
eaid.

“We'll be thersa while thes're doing
it I gaid Johnny Bull, with a warlike
look.

On the jetty, the two rough-looking
longshoremen had risen to their feet.

shook his ancient

Fance was speaking to them, and
making gestures towards the group of
schoolboys.

The lengshoremen nodded and

grinned. )
“Think that cheeky swab means it
asked Nugent, as the juniors watched.

“I've no dounht he doez 1" answered
Harry., “Buot if he thinks that those
two scrubby loafers can handle five
Groyiriars men, he's gob another guess
coming 1
He set us Iiﬂs, as the two men came
off the jetty, Ronce [ollowing at their
Leels. ;

Plainly, there was going to  be
trouble. But if the Famous Five had
heen determined before, they were
doubly determined now. The bare ides

being chucked inte the boat and

taken off the island willy-nilly was

more than enough to rouse their
deepest ire. ] ]
Moreover, they did mnot atiribute

Rance's setion to what old Dave ealled
his quick temper, thercby no doubt
meaning irritable and disgruntled.

Since they had told him that they
knew Br. Vernon-8mith, and that it
was by his son's invitation that they
had come there, it was up to Elias
Rance to let the matter drop, or at all
events refer 1t to the millionaire for
decision.

His present high-handed proceedings
impressed one thing on their minds—
that he had some reason, known oniy
to himszelf, for not desiring the presence
of strangers on Blackroclk.

They would not, perhaps, have sus-
pected as mueh, but tor the discovery in
the sea-cave. Dut Rance's angry de-
termination to clear them off, con-
vineed them, if they had neoded
convincing, that it was his footprints
ihey had traced in the sand,

Thers was something going on on
Dlackrock, in which voung Mr. Rance
was mized up—something of & dubious
nature, or he would net have been so
soeret about it, would not have told
that falsehood about the deep-sea fich-
gz, and would not want to clear off &
Tﬂlm‘bﬂr party who were doing no
10T .
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. The idea of being chucked off the
island because Bﬁmmg Mr.
some sort of o ad;..- secret to keep did
not appeal to the Famous Five at all.

1wy were not poing, and that wasg
that [ :

They gathered a little closer, and
stood 1n o group, ready for trouble, as
Fance & Co. advanced towards them,

“Young gentlemen—" murmured
the distressed Mr. Oke.

* You keep clear of this, Dave I said
Harry Wharton., “Wa've a sort of 1dea
that we can look after ourselves all

right,"

“Young Mr. Rance looks mortal
angry, sir!” mumbled the ancient
mariner. “Iss, he do look mortal

sngry, surely ™

There was na doubt about that.
Young Mr. Rance’s sharp face looked
shg&*per than ever, and as bitter as
AcIa.

“Now then, go!” he snapped, as he
came up.

“Think again ! said Harry.

“ Are vou going 7

[ 13 ND [j!

“"Harker!™ Rance
taller of the two longshoremen, a
rather powerful man with a slanti
nose, which locked as if it had hit
trouble rather hard in some shindy.
“Toke that young cub and fing him
mto the boat.”

“Ay, ay 1" grinned Harker,

“Peter Coot, knock the other young
razcals down, if they interfere.”

Ay, arv, Mr. Rance!” said Poter
LCoot,

“1 warn you,” gald Harry Wharton,
SEaHng‘ quietly end steadily, “that we
shall not Ieave this island at your
orders, Mr. Bance, and that we shall
resist forea if 1t 13 uged.”

Rance did not trouble to answer him.
He made an angry gesture, and big
Harker jumped at the captain of the
Greyiriar:s Remove and grasped him,

“Back up, Greyiriars!” rosred Bob
Cherry.

Harrvy Wharton struggled in Harker's
grasp. He was no match for the man,
thongh he was asble to give him plenty
of trouble, but his comrades were not
likely to leave him to it

Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh grasped Harker ab onee,
and Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
moved between the struggling bunch
and Poeter Coot, recady for his inter-
venfion.

He came right at them, hitting out,
Rance urging him on  with angry
gostures.

Plainly Pater Coot oxpected to knock
the two schoolboys right and lefi.

But Johony Bull steoed like a rock,
and Bob Cherry, the heftiest fighting-
man in the Groyiviars Remove, was,
in point of fact, a match for Peter on
his own, though Peter did net. yet
know it. ;

Johnny caught a drive with his chest,
and returned it with a jolt to the jaw;
and the next moment Bob's fizst crashed
under Peter's ear, and Peter went full
length along the sand.

There was a howl of rage from
Rance. ] .

He made a jump forward, as if to
take part in tllm combab himself—and
Bob turned on him like a Oash.

“Come on, Rancey!” he invited.

Young Mr. BHance jumped backward
more guickly than he had jumped for-
ward. He howled to Peter Coot,

“Get upl Get up, you sprawling
fool! Turn those young sconndrels off |
D you hear mai tGet up!”

Peoter Coot dragged himself breath-
lessly to his feet. He groped at his

addressed the

ance had

ear, where Bob's knuckles had landed
like a mallet. With obvious reluctance,
lhe came on again. ‘The two juniors
engaged him at close quarters, They
put in more punches than Coot wus
able to put in, and he retreated befora
them down the beach.

Meanwhile, Harker had gone down in
a strugeling heap in the grasp of threo
foellows, He was & good deal more
.fpwerfui than Coot, and he kicked, and
i, and struggled rather like a bull.
But though he conld have handled one,
and perhaps two of the schoolboys, he
had no chance with three; and after «
strenuous struggle, he went over on his
back, and they pinned him down. And
in epite of his savage resistance, they
kest Lhim pinned down.

Id Dave. from his doorwar, stared
on rather like an ancient meriner in a
dream. Young Mr. Rance, almoss
dencing with rage, turned to him,
yelling.

“Give help! Help them turn those
trespassing  young scoundrels off tho
island! Do vou lhear me "

“I hear you, &ir!” answered old
Dave withant stirring, " And I will not
raise & hand agion mun,”

"I will have wyou turned off the
izland ¥ shouted Rance.

“Mebbe, and mebbe not!™ said Mr.
Oke. “Howsumdever, I will not raise
a hand agin mun*

Rance turncd from him with a mut-
tered cath and ran towarvds the strug-
gling _group, evidently intending to
take o hand personally in the scrap.

By that time, Peter Coot had been
driven & dozen yards down the beach,
and Bob Cherry, with the corner of his
eye, epotted Rance's action.

“Leave this rascal to me, Johnny—
cut back and help them!” he panted.
“I can managoe this blighter !

Jobnny ent back.

Left with only one adversary, Poter
Coot rallicd and held his ground. But
he had his hands full with Bob, who
kept him very busy.

ance was grasping at Harry Whar-
ton, to drag him away from Harker,
when Johnny panted up.
_Johnny announced hiz arrival by a
ﬁ:-lt in fT.Inan ribs Hm‘l;*-1 se?tt voung Mr.

ance sto TIng and splutforning.

“Good E‘IEEE'I, Jﬂhﬂﬂg 1’P gﬁ'i’harf
tonr. ““Go for him

And Wharton throw himself again
at the struggling, heaving Havker.

Johnny Bull followed Rance up, with
& grim, bulldog face that the estatc-
agent from Okcham did not reem to lika
the look of, and young Mr. Rance quite
changed his mind about intervening in
the combat.

He jumped back and jumped back
again and yet ogain in hasty retreat.
his szharp face almost comvulsed with
furr. And he jumped back still more
swiftly as Johnny's knuckles landed on
the point of his sharp nose and a spurt
of erimson answered the punch.

ands off, you young ruflian!™
shricked Rance.

“Keep vour distance, you ratl”
grunted Johnny, and Ranee, hawnﬁ
been fairly driven off, he hurried to Bo
Cherry’s aigd again.

But Bob did not need aid, for as
Johnny  came running, Feter Coot
evidently decided that 1t was not good
anough.” He turned and ran for the
jetty and jumped into the boat.

Teter, olcarly, had bad all he wanted,

“Girevfriars wins!”  grinned Bob
breathlessiy.

He dabbed a crimson stream from
hiz nouse, and ran up the beach with
Johnny to the spot where Harker still
heu.veg and strugeled in the grasp of
three fellowa.

gasped



i Back up, Greyfriars ! ** roared Bob Cherry. The Greyiriars juniors rushed forward, hitting out right and left.
turn these trespassing young scoundrels off the island ! *' yelled Mr. Ranee, dancing with rage and yelling to old Dave,

“* Do you hear me? ™’

The grazp of two more being added
fo the grazp of ihe thres, Harker's
struggles camie to an end, aml he I'Ez
purgling nnd gaspiug in the sand, wit
Hurvree Jupset Ram =Singh silung on
his chest.

11;1{;1-5 Wharien, breathless, glanced
M.

Big Llarker lay pinocd and helplezs;
Rance, at a safo diztanee, was spitting
with fury hke a ecat; Peter Coot was
cavessing a darkenod eve in the boat,
rocking by the jetty. The battle of
Bluckrock was over, and the Famous
Five of Grenlriars were the viclors

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rance Heireais !

11 I win ' said Boby Chevry. He
dabbed hiz poce. Y Ooolh 1Y

b aedeled, o
Al ihe  Juniora were
hard safiee that sirenuous

breathing |
All of them Bad damapes to

combat,
show.

In the excitement of the serap they
had hardly roticed 1he punches—but
there had been many panches, and some
of thomn hard punches. DBut the casual-
ties wore more severe on the other side.

Peter, in the boat, rubbed and rubbed
at a fast-darkening cye with one hand,
while he dabbhed a siveaming nose with
the other. Young Mr. Rance held a
handkervchief to his sharp nose, steining
it red, hos eyes glinting and glittering
over it with yope, Harker, who had put
up the hardest fight, had more bumps
pil bruises than he ¢ould have counted
it a larry.,

Rance came towards the group of
juniors at last. The rage and malice
i Liz sharp face were not pleazant fo
B,
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Harry Wharten & Co. eyed him
warily, but Mr. Rance was not_think-
ing of renewing tho combat. Ile had
not had a large share of it, but he had
had enough.

“You roung ruflians—" he began,
his voice trembling with rage.

“Chuck that ¥ nterrupted ITarry
Wharton. " If you ask for some more,
Mr. Ranee, you'll gét it fast enough.”

“More than you want, som rat!”
grunted Johnny Bull,

Jolmny was caressing & swollen eye,
gnd rather inclined to give Mr. Ranca
ong to match.

“Do you think you ecan reman on
thia island against my wish*" sod
Rauce, between his teecth.

“Put us off it, old bean " sugoesicd
Bob Charry. *

“You shall be put off 1f you dare
to remain kere 1 panted Rance. *For
the moment 3

“We shall stay here,” said Harry
Wharton, “and we shall stay as long
a3 wo choose! Wa have a rmizht horg,
a3 you know perfectly well, DMr
Banee.

“And wa shall stay if only because
vorl have ardered ws off,” zaid Johnny
Bult  “We'll let you see exactly how
much Fou can order (Greyiviars men
aboui, you checky rat!”

“And thal’s that!”
Cherry.

Ranee gritted his teeth.

“Tor that man got™” he snavied., “I
shall return to the mainland  aow,
Later, T will deat with you, as you will
see ! Tet that man gol”

Big Harker, pinned in the sand amd
half! buried in it, was powerless, Dut
hiz look showed that more treuble was
io come if he was relonsed.

The Famous Five, however, were
ready to give him all the trouble he
had an appetite for,

agreed  Bob

Old Dave did not stir.

“* Help

“Jolly glad to see the last of you,
Mr. Rance,” said Bob Cherry. “Get
going as soon as vou like. What about
booting him into his boat, you men?"

Mr Raoneo gave him s black look
and walked hu&tili away to the jotty.
o did not pive the Greyfrviars feilows
time to act on Bob's suggestion. He
was very guickly in the boat.

“"Now let that brute go,” said Harry.

Big Harker was released and nllowed
to scramble up out of tho sand. e
stood for some moments panting for
breath, his stubbly face red wiih rage.

Bob Cherry pointed to the beoat

“Hook it'1” he said,

IMarker's answer was a savare rush.
After his experience st the hands of
the Famous ¥ive be could hnwl]i,' have
cxpedted to get the upper hand; but his
rage was too much for him. e ruzhed
on tham rather like a bull i

Tlha next moment he was down again
in the grasp of ready hands.

“Chuck him into (he boat!" panted
Bob.

Hu graspad one of the longshoreman's
long legs, ‘and Johomy Bull gms}md the
other. Using them hke tho shafts of &
cart, they started down the sand for the
Jotty, .

: Harker, on his bael, trailed behind
them, }'af'!ing fantically and clutching
at the sang with thrashmg handz. Sand
New up in elouds round him as ho went,

()ld Dave, in the doovrway of his hut
ehnokled 2s he watehed. Rance an
Poter Coot® stared from the boat

Harker roored angd yelled and raved
as he went, his shouldars and the back
of I:]is head leaving a deep trail 1n tho
sand.

But he could rot gt:t. loose, and i{he
juniors did not heed his rogving, his
velling, asnd his raving, Jobugr Ball
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and Bob Cherry marched on, with his
legs, and the rest of Big Harker had
to tollow, mnd Wharton, Nugent, and
Hurrea Siogh walked on  behind,
oy enthed the etby; end Elusker
rea e joity, and Har

Lrai*alfed acf’m it‘lgnsbl‘;i: back, his head
wmping ou Q 3.

"ﬁéﬂf chuck him in{* gasped Bob.
“Catch, Mr. Ranee [”

“Ha, ha, ha " ;

Wharion and Nugent took Harker's
shoulders and lifted the same, while Bob
and Johnny swung up his legs. Thao
long-limbed longshoreman swung clear
of the jetty.

“One I eaid Bob, as Ha swung.

“You mad young m?‘ugdmls ” panted
Bance, in the boat. top——"

“Two!" enid Bob; and the splutter-
ing longshoreman swung again.

g‘cte:gﬂmt scrambled out of the way
of what was coming  Ranee followed
hiz example, but not in time.

“Three " rapped Bob. :

At three Harker went—tossed bodily
into the boat. He crashed on Rance,
Etmdiii% him headlong, and sprawling
across him.

“Ho, ho, ko!™” came a roar from old
Dave Oke, watching from the hut.

The boat rocked wildly by the jeity
as Harker ond Ranee sprawled in it.

Bob put his foot to the gunwale and
sent it spinning out by tho stern fo
the end of the painter.

Peter Coot harriedly cast loose the
painter, and the boat rocked out into
the cove, shipping water as it rocked.

Rance scrambled up, Harker sull
sprawling and spluttering, Young Mr.

ance, spitting with rage, shook both
fists, clenched, at the grinning juniors
on the jetty.

Then, as the boat rocked, he stumbled
over & thwart and went down again,
crashing on the sprawling Harker.

“Hg, ha, ha |” carne a roar from ilic
jetiy.

2 ho, hol"” came mnother roar
from the hut.

The boat rocked away.

Peter Coot seixed an oar, and Mr,
Rance serambled up again and gmspnd
another. Harker still sprawled, with
all the wind knocked out of him.

Two oars Jammed into the rowlocks.
and the boat pulled unsteadily out to
Egd.

Klias Ranee's face was almost
demoniae in expression as he glared
back at the Greyiviars fellows on the
jetty.

Bob Cherry waved his hand in
cheery farewell

The boat went rocking out of the
cove, and the bow was turned towards
the mainland. Then Harker, at last,
heaved up, and Ranee handed him his
car, 'The estate-agent of Okeham sat
in the stern, glaring back over a bony
shoulder as the two longshoremen pulled
for Potkelly.

“Enemy 1n retreat!” said Bob Cherry

cheerily.  “Blow my nose! T believe
it's doubled in size I
The juniors walked back up the

beach, The pressing metter now was
to repair damages—and they all had
damages to repair,

JOld Dave greeted them with a grin-
ning face,

“Ye've heaten muon '™ he said. " Iss,
iss, yo've beaten mun, surcly. Be e
going to stay along to 1zland, again 2.
Rance’s orders?”

“We bel!” esnswercd Bob cheerily.
“We've beaten mun, old bean, and
we're ¥ to beat mun again, as often
a8 mun wenis a beating: and we be

ing to stay along to island just as
r:m{ ag we jolly well like.”

Old Dave, grinning, fetched a largo
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bueket of water, in which the juniors

roceeded to bathe their damaged
satures—which needed it. And they
wera thus engaged when a fat figure
rolled, panting and perspiring, down
the rugged path from the cliff over the
ERd-CRVE.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Tight Fii !
GY SAY, vou fellows———?
Billy Bunter arrived.
He arrived warm, perspiring,
and very cross. e was slso
amazed, R

He blinked through his big spectacles
at five juniora gathered round a large
bucket standing on the sand, bathing
heated and damaged faces.

He blinked at a distant boat, between
the island asnd the mainland, pulling
away for the shore of Devonshire,

“1 say, you fellows, what's up?”
sq:.makeclY the amazed fat Owl, “I say,
have you fellows been scrappingi”

““Dﬂn’t we look it7" grunted Johnny
Bull.

“The serapfulness has been terrific,
my esteomed fa¥ Bunter I tgaaped
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh rough
stroaming water.

“But the boat's ne !” gasped
Bunter, “I say, you fallows, the boat's
gong; look I

The fat Owl cast another” dismaved
blink after the boat. It was already
distant, two damaged oaremen pulling
wearily at the cars. The man in the
howler hat in the stern had a liand-
kerchief to his nose. Every now and
then he cast & glance back st the
island, still with the handkerchief to
his nose. The fat Owl could not discern
all those detatls at the distance; but
he could discern thet the boat was
going. and that it was already out of
the veach of a2 hail.

Ha glared at the crowd round the
bucket 1in amazement and wrath.

“¥ou fellows been scrapping with one

another ¥ he asked.
“Idiot 1" enid Frank WNugent terselv,

“Have you been scrapping with
thiose chaps in the beoat?’ gasped
Bunter.

“Bort of 1" agreed Bob.

“Well, vou silly c¢humps!” howled
Bunter. “What did you let that boat
go for, vou blithering dummies? You
jolly well knew that I wanted to get
off this putrid island. What did you
row with them fori"

“They ordered us off the island, old
fat man.”

Billy Bunter's little round eves almost
popped through his big round spectacles
b that answier,

“What 1* he yelled.

“They were going to turn us off, old
fat chwmnp I explained Bob.

“Turn us off the island ! gurgled
Bunter, “But we want to get off the
beastly 1sland, don't we?™

“Wot at all.”

“Why not?” shrieked Bunter.

“Chiefly because those checky rotters
want to fturn us off 1" answered Bob
cheerily., ' Giving them a tip that they
ran'}” order Greviriars men abont.

“ Did they offer to take ns off 1 yelled
Bunter.

“"They did=—guite emphaticalls

“Isn’t that what we want?” howled
Bunter.

“Not a bit of "

“Why, you—yon—you =illy cuckoo!™
stuttercd Bunter. Do you want to
=fick on this beastly island till that
beastly fisherman Tmﬁlly comaa out in
a week's time in his beastly boat from
that beastly place on the beastly coast 7
_ “Longer 1" said Bob., *“We'ra stick-
ing here for the hols, old fat fathead—

just because that chap with a face like
& meat-axe says wa shan't!”

* You—you—you——" gurgled Bunter.

“I dare say tiey’d have taken you off,
Bunter, if vou'd been here,” said Harry.
“Borry vou weren't! They're welcome
to you | .

“TThe welcomefulness iz terrifie.”

“Jf von'd come back with us, old fat
man, you might have got a lift off the
island | IHs;-w nice that would have been

‘JE 13
“How could I come back with you,
ot fathead, when I hadr’t eaten my
anch 1 hooted Bunter.

“Oh, my hat 1¥

“Now we're stranded sgain '™ howled
Bunter, ;

"We are—we 13! assenfed Bob. “ But
it's worse for us than for yon”

“How is it worze for you, you beast #*
“Well, you've got our company!
We've got yours!” explained Bob.

“The worsefulness is  terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You silly chomp—you—you——"
Words seemed to fail Bunter.

Hiz chance of getting off Blackrock
had come—and gonel 1t was gone with
the boat that was pulling slowly and
wearily back to Potkelly,

And the Famous Five didn't care!
He could see that they didn't! They
did not care & boiled bean! They were,
in fact, rather ocoupied with the
damages sustained in the combat; and,
actually, they were not bothering sbout
William George Bunter at all!

Ther sfepj)ed away from the bucket
and towelled streaming faces.

0ld Dave hisaded them rough towels
from the hnt.

Billy Bunter followed them, glaring
with a glare that almost endangerad his
spectacles.

"Why couldn’t you ask them te wait
for me, vou beasis?” he bawled.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We weren't on tha t of terms
with them when they left!” he
answered. “ Besides, we'd forgotten all
about you."

“What*" velled Bunter.

“Forgotten there swas such o grease.
sfmt i existence !” said the captain of
tiie Remove cheerily.

" Yan—you—you——>
“(H—of nll the beasta! You gclli well
want to keep me on this island ] That's
vour gamecl You jolly well want to

cep me sticking on this beastly island
along with you—="

i 3]:, my hat1"

“Not guilty, my lord!" gasped Dob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Tive choriled. Really
and truly that aseousation was unjust.
They did not want to keep William
George Bunter on Blackrock Island!
Veory much indeed they dida't!

“* Rotters ! roared Bunter. “Swabs!”

“Co 1617

“HBeests! Rotters! Cads! I've a jolly

E&EPE{] Bunter.

good mind to punch your heads all
round [ roared Bunter.
"1]@‘”"' !u

“Ha, ha, ha 1

Billy Bunter breathed deep wrath.
He shook a fat fist at five grinning
faces. He gurgled with ire.

“If yon ¥e11mm think m going to
stond this, vou're jﬂli;." well mistaken,
see? he roared. “I'm not going to
stand-—" ,

“You're not going to stand?™ asked
Bob Cherry. _ ]

“No—I'm jolly well not going to
stand—"

“8it down then, old fat bean "

“Beast!” hooted Bunter a: DBob
reached out. And he jumped back just
mn_fima.

Unfortunatelr, he had forgotten that
the bucket was behind him, Two fat
calves bangod on the bucket. and



Bunter, involuntarily, sat down—in the
bucket |

Splash |

“Yargooh I

“Ha, ha, hal? shrieked the Famous
Five, almost in hysterics,

“Coooogh!” ~ ,

Bunter sat in the tin bucket fair and
gaquare, Water splazhed all round him
as he sat. It was a largpe bucket, and
there was room for Bunter—just_room !
But there was only barely room; and
Bunter had sat suddenly and harc]’. Ho
folded up in & sitting aititude in the
bucket, with his fat knecs nearly touch-
ing his fat ehin.

“Woaoooogh ! spluttered Bunter,

“HMa, ha, ha ¥ ;

“Croogh! I'm wet! Ooccoogh! 1
gay, vou frllews, help me out !* shrieck
Bunter. “I say, 'm soaking! I say,
1 ean’t get outl”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Five could not help
Bunter—they were laughing too much.

The fat jumior strugpgled and
squirmed.  But his  struggling and
squirming only wedged him  more
tightly in the bucket. Tt ftted him,
reallv, as if it had been mada for him.

i3 feet wers in the air! Between
his feot a fat face glared at the yelling
juniors. Bunter's atiitude, and aspect,
were really remavkable. Tolded like a
pﬂﬂket-kﬂigﬂ- Bunter sat—and sguirmed
—and reared | The Famous Five roaréd,
too, and old Dave roared.

“Ha, he, ha!t”

“Ow! I say, you fellowsg—"

“Ia, ha, ha ™

“Will vou help me out, you beasts 7™
ghricked Bunter. * I'm stuck tight 1"

“Oh, dear|” gt?sped Bob Cherr
“Bunter will be the death of me yet!
¥a, ha, hal”

4 Yamu;_millﬂ" ghricked Bu%tﬁht i ©
EL on fellows—yoi rottcn beasts—
"r‘i’yﬂ’w?::wl Pull me outt Will you
pumme out, you beasts| I tell Fou 1
can’t pet out! I'm all wetl I'm
wedged inl Oh crikey! Help!”

But there was no help for Bunter!
The Famous Five scemed to be m con-
vulsions; old Dave clung te hiy door-
post and velled. Bunter's feet kicked
m the air—his fat hande were brand-
ished. But the rest of him was wedged
hard and fast.

“Holp 1" velled Buonter. * Beasts!
Cads | I?Da help me, old chaps—will you
lend me 2 hand, vou rotters—desar old
fellows=-cads——  Yavooph 1"

“Ha, Ita, ha'l"

There was a erash as the bucket under
the frantic squirmings wont over. But
the jolt did not relcaso Bunter—he was
wedged too tightly for that. e rolled
over, bucket and all,

“Urrgh! Help! I zay, vou fellows,
I——  VYarooh! Gurrgh! Will you
come and gemme outl Oh erikeyl

Yurrggh 17

“Ha, ha, nat” ) )

Harry Wharton & Co., still yelling,
ran to the rescue at last, HBome of them
grabbed Bunter, and the others grabbed
the bucket. They pulled, and they
dragged, and they wrenched,

“1Pull devil, pull haker ! gasped Bob
Cherry.

“Go it !1”

“Put your beel indo 1t 1"

“Yerooh! Stoppit! You're pulling
my neck off ] Yow-ow-ow! Leggo my
earl Yarooh! You're chook-chook-
choking me! Gurreggh!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

With a long pull, & streng pall, and
s pull all together, the Famous Fivae
diri] it ot last, DBilly Bunter came out
of the hucket. like a fat winkle out of a
ghell. He rolled on the sand, gurglin
and gasping—wilhout cven  eoough
breath Jeft ta tell the Famous Efre-what
he thought of them |

EVERY SATURDAY

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTEH.
Suspicion I
R. SAMUEL VERNON-SMITH

jammed down tha receiver
with o jam that made the tele-
}ghﬂnﬂ rock in the private oflice
of Elias tance, at Okeham,
He grunted expressively
That golden April aftemp-nu, the
milliongire did not seem to be in a good
tcmper, .

e had seen and heard nothing of
Herbert Vernon-Smith since the d:li.- the
Bounder of Greyfriars had walked out
of Mr, Rance’s office, his own master |

But if the milllonaire thought of lus
son, he wes not. the man to turn back
fromr what he had decided. The bey
rad, he supposed, taken the train for
London, fo pass his school holidays 'in
the almost deserted mansion u Court-
man Square; or he had, perhaps, joined
goma friends of Greyiriars School.
When the thought of him camo involun-
tartly into the millionsiroe’s rather havd
mind, ho disnissed 1t

It was not only Smithy's deception;
but the want of respect aud affcetion
that it seemed to imply that had stirred
his father’s ire so deeply. In that he
hardly did Bmithy jJustice, for the
Bounder did not really lack either. It
was his obstinate, arrogant, headstrong
self-will that bad hureied him into what
he had done—and bad as his conduct
had been, he had move then half.
repented of it Ly the time he left Pon
& Co., and woent to join his father,

Byt the passape of days had nob
dinrinished gdr‘ Eﬂ’ernumsmith's grim
anger and resentment.

t the present moment he was not
thinking of Smithy. Anocther matter had
driven %ha.t thought. from his mind. Hae

was thinking, a&s he paccd the office
after jamming back the receiver on the
telephone, of young Mr. Rance.
oung Mr, Rance was abzent from

his office, whieh the nulliowaire used as
his own, and where young Mr, Ilance
was usually in obsequious attendance.

His absence anwoyed Mr., Vernon-
Smith—especially aftor what he had
just talked on the telephone. Ile had
in his mind a discomfborting doubt of
young Mr. Rance.

He touched, or, rather, banged, a bell,
and the outer .door opened, -and the
ruddy-cheeked young man looked in.

“Has not your master returned yet '™
rapped Mr, Vernon-Smith.

1] o, Eir ‘ll:l

“Where has he

“He did not te

Grunt |

The ruddy-cheeked young man closed
the door, and went back to Lis slool in
tho outer offica,

Mr. Veorpon-8mith
grunted, and paced.

The millionaira’s operations in real
estate were putling a very unaccus-
tomed mrmount of business in the way
of Rance & Co. Young Mr. Rance waa
making guite a good thing out of those
operatlons; :_1114.'1 I'u? was only too 5!&.{] {0
place his office, his house, and himself,
ot the =ervice of the great man frow

London.

That was ell wght. AMr. Vernon-
Smith did net care how much ho made
in the way of just comnmissions snd
expenses,  He knew that he was a
wealthy bivd for on ostate-agent 1n a
small country lown to catch; ond he
was quite willing that young M. Ranco
should wako a good thing out of it, and
foather his npest in every legitimate
way.

_ Bat if young Mr. Ttance tried feather.
ing his wnest in eny othor way—by
“ways that sre dark, and tricks that are

one 1"
nra, six.'’

paced, and
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vain N—Samuel Vernon-Smith was the
man to bresk him like g reed. i
And now he did not exactly suspect it
=put he doubted | )
Deep in business as he was, touring,
viewing, surveying, acquiring commodi-
aus ::Edénm aﬁﬁ mrnhla ropertics
right and left, accompanie :
and hﬁfmd evarywhere by the lndefalig-
able Mr. Rance, thoe mllionaire lefl
himself little leisure, czpecially for idle

gerved,

talk or gossip. Neverthel certain
whispers had reached him, from obae
guarier or another, that the estate busi-

ness of Rance & Co. was no longer
under young Mr. Rance what it had
been in the tirne of old Mr Rance.
Young Mr. Bance, it was said, spent
& great deal of time in thoe bavr or the
billiards-room ar the Okebam Arwms,
which might have been better spent in
his office. Young Mr, Rance, it was
rumourcd, was mseking ducks and
drakes of what had been left by old
Mr. Rance. Clionts did not got the
same careful attention from voung Mr.
Rance that they had been accustomed
to-racerve- from old Mr, Rance,

All that mattered I:m:n-t.la_iug{nll to M
Vernon-8mith. sp long as he found
young Mr. Rance useful. DBut——

He paced and gﬂruntﬁd.

He swung round and stopped as the
door from the house ﬂpen&d? gnd young
Mr. Rance entered, at last.

He stared at him.

“Accident ' he gprunted.

Young Mr. Hance's nose presented s
red and.bulbous aspect. It looked as if
it I:luld had a hard knock—as, indecd, ik
m i

“ & slight acoident|” aﬁid ihe cstate-
agent, " Nothing to speak of=I slipped
st.epﬁligg cut of the car at Penruddy.
Nﬂt H E"”

My, Vornon-8mith dismissed that
trile with a grunt. Ho was uot really
interested in uynung Mr. Rance's shoyp
nose. and the redness aund 1awness
thereof. :

“You've been to Penrudde?' Iis
cyes narrowed as ho watched the sharp
faco with & penetrating look,

“Yes, sar | I thought I had better geo
the soligitors with regard to the title
deeds of Penruddy Manor—your pur-
chase, sir.” ;

“Quite |" said Mre, Vernon-Swith,
“You have scen My, Wardle, the solici-
tor, at Penruddy ¥

“T bave but just returned.”

“Me did not mention that yon had
goen mm [* said Me Vornon-Swmith
grimly. .

Young Mr. Rance gave s start. liia
sharp eyes, like a hawk’s at that
Enuumuh fixed on the millionatre's grim
4co,

“T do not quite nnderstaud you, Mr.
Vernon-8mith,” There was o slight
tremor on the veice of young Mr,

I{.r@nf.'e-., “You have wuot scen Mr,
Wardlé?” ;

“I have tclophoned to lim,”

L1 'I:Ih 'I?_i

Young Mr. Rance stood vory etill.
“1 thoughs it singular,” said Mr
Vernon-Smith, *“that the title deeds of

Penruddy Mawor were not forih
ConILh M ]
“I have explaned to you, sir, ihe

delay, caused by the iaislaying of an
cssentinl document—"

“Quite! MNevortieless, I thought it
best to explain to My Wardle that my
tuno 18 of valoe ! said dr. Yernon-
Smnith.

Young Mr. Rance's eyes glitlered
rather hike & vat's

“ Ag the matier was 1n my hauds, siv,
T should havdly bove expecicd you lo
intervene persomally I ho said. "1
veally consider—-" ) 2
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“"Neither should 1 have done so, had
vou been here ! ralppﬁd Mr. Vernon-
#mith, *I should have asked vou to
ring up Wardle’'s. As it happens. 1
rang up Wardle's myself, and learned,
rreatly to my astonishment, Mr. Rance,
that Mr. Wardle is unaware of the mis-
laving of any document, and that ho is
gomewhat surprized that the matter has
not come to a conclusien.™

| 'Tt'?lmg Mr. Rance breathed rather
1aril.

“Evidently thero is some misunder-
standing,” ho said.

“ Evidently,” agreed Mr, Vernon-
Smith, with tensifying primness, “a
misunderstanding thalt had better bo
cleared up without & moment’s delay, as
I have placed the sum of four thousand
pounds: in the hands of Rance & Co. to
make the due payment,”

Young Mr. Rance breathed harder,

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave sn expressive
giunt. _

“If this is carclessness, or forgotiul-
ness, or whatever it is,” he saud, I
must say, Mr. Rance, that it will not
do for mo. I must say that I shall
expeet to see the title deeds of the
praperty lo-morrow morning, and
strongly recommend you to have them
ready for me.”

Yonng Br. Rance scemed to recover
himself, ]

“They shall be in your hands, sir, at
ten  o'clock o the morning,” ho
answered—*1 guarantee that ("

" Leave it at that 1" soid Mr, Vornon-
Emith. ]

With o nod, Lo passed the door inte
ilic house, and shut 1t after him,

Young Me. Rance stood staring at tho
door, Then ho went to his desk and sat
{dimtn, breathing wvery hard and very

cep.

Young Mr. Rence was in an un-
cuviablo position.  Of four thousand
{u;umis placed m the hands of Rance &

‘0., hardly four hundred still remained
available 1in the Okeham and County
Bank. Youmg Mr. Rance had not ox-
pected tho millionaire to learn how
matters stood—not until he had had
limo to carry out certain plans for deal-
ing with that very delicate situation.

And young Mr. Rance, as he sat
staring at tho door that had shut after
Mr., Samuel Vernon-Bmith, realised
that he had no time to lose—ready or
unready, his plans had to be carried out
—before ten o'clock in the moring |
That night, in fact, young Mr. Ranco
had to get hu&;, cary im{; oubt thoso
plans of his, or it was likely te be the
woize for him,

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Schemer !

i HERE'S that bucket 1™
“Which " ]
“That bucket 1" eaid Billy

Bunter irritably.

Harry Wharton & Co.
Williamm George Bunter. _

It was bed-time for the Greyfriars
(irusoes. Old Dave had already gono to
hiz hammock in hiz hut. Billy Bunter,
generally ready to sleep as soon as he
liad finished cating, had not yet
tarned in.

The Famous Five, sitting on the sand
after supper, were locking out over the
starlit eca, rolling and glimmering
houndless before their eyea.  Likewisc
they were rubbing, every now and then,
spots where knuckles had landed in the
battle of the afternoon. And they were
discussing their stay on Blackrock—in
full agreement that they were going to
stay on, if only bccause that sharp-
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faced rascal, young Mr. Rance, had
wanled to bully them off.

Though, less a chance boat camo
along, they had no choice about the
matter till old Tom Tregelly came the
following week. But it seemed likely to
them that the obnoxious Rance might
make another atempt to dislodge them
—in which case, they agreed that they
were going fo put pald to him as before.

Bunter's question interrupted that dis-
eussion. Bunter had been rooting about
for some minutes, and now he ashked
them irritubl{- where the bucket was.
Which naturally surprised them.

What Bunter could want with that
bucket was rather mysterious. And they
would naturally bave supposcd that the
fat Owl had had enough of that bucket !

“"Want to sit m 1t again, old fat
manl?" asked Bob Cherry.

“I juse want it!” soid Banter, *I
can’t see it anywhere about.”

At which the Famous Five grinned.
That tin bucket was glimmering in tho
stars at the side of the but, where old
Dave had left it. But the fat Owl was
both short-sighted and lazy, and he had
not found it. ;

“What on earth,” said Frank
Nugent, “de yvou want that bucket fort
Not going 1o wash, suvely 7

"Iic!p!" gasped Bob Cherry, quite
overcome by the suggestion,

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
ab!" grunted Bunter, “The fact is, I
want to fill it ready for washing in the
morning—szsave time when I pet up—
geo T

“Oh crumbs ™ .

The Famous Five bestowed all their
attention on Bunter now. What ho was
up to they did not know; but it was
clear that he was up to aumcth:r;ﬁ.

Bunter really wus not the fellow to
make over-night proparations for a
wash in the morning. A wash in the
morning, or at any other fime of day,
was a thing to which Billy Bunter never
looked forward with pleasure.

At Greyiriars, Dunter reduced wash-
ing to the barest minimum. Indeed, it
was said in the Remove that Bunter
had once been foreibly bathed, and that
he had then found a long-lost shirt and
waistcoat | .

That was probably an exaggeration.
DBut it was quite certain that if Bunter
wanted & bucket of water ho did not
want it for washivg, He might have
nl'lnntr:d it for anything else, but not for
that.

“It's mll right, yon fellows,” added
Bunter reassuringly, as the chums of
thoe Remova stared at him. *I'm not
thinking of paying you oub for that
rotten trick this aflernoon, or anything
of that sort.”

“Oh  crombs!? gasped Ilarry
Wharton.

“No decoption, gentlemen ! grinned
Lob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, hal” ‘

Evidently the fat QOwl was on the irail
of vengeance, and a bucket of waler had
something to do with 1t! 3

“In fact, I'd forgotten all about it,”
assured Bunier, “It was a rotten trick,
jamming & fellow in a bucket. 1 pot
all wet, too! Perbaps somebody else is
going to get webk. e, he, hel I don't
mean ihat I'm going to do anything
with that bucket. I'm going straight
to bed=—after you fellows have turned
in. I sav, do you know where that
Lucket is¥™ . .

Bob Cherry peinicd to it, and Dunter
rolled off to securo it

The chums of the Remove looked at
ene another with grinning faces,

Bunter rolled bacl, bucket in hand.

“1 say, vou fellows, will one of yon
fill this for ma?"” he asked. *Y¥Yom

necdat o as far as the spring—seca-
water will do.”

“You're going to wash n =alt
water 1"

“Eh? Oh! Yesz! He, hie, he! 1--T
wrefer 16! That’s all right,” grinned

unter. * Yon fll it for me, will yvon?

It's rather heavy to carry up the beach
full of water.”

“ Anything to oblige,” agrecd” Loh.
And he rose and took ithe buackei.

Billy Bunfer watched him, with a far,
grinning faco, as ho went down to the
jetty, filled it with water, and rvebrvied,

“ Leave it hieve,” said Bunler. * Now,
aren’'t you fellows going to Led 7"

*Any hurry " asked Nugent,

“Oh, no! T'm not waiting for you o
Eﬂ to bed for any epecial reason, yon

now ! 1t doesn't matter to me what

time you go to bed, of couwr=e.  Still,
arcn’t you .Ec-_mg i 5
Bunter blinked anxiowsly at  live

smiling faces.

He was ready for Led himseli, 1o
was going to bed, as usual, in 1lw
corner of Dave Oke's bt

The Famous IFive bedded down in 1he
lean-to they had built wnder the cliff
close by. They had been thinkiug of
turning in when Bunter began his -
quirtes ehout tho bucket.  Now {hey
sat on | _

“LEarly to bed, esrly to rise, you
know,” urged Bunter, * makes a wman
imnltl:l:s', wealthy, and wisel Why not
turn in 1"

“We'te enjoying your company too
much, old man,” said Bob gravely.

*“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Tho enjoyfulness of ilie estecined
Bunter's company is terrific,” declarcd
Hurrce Jamsct Ram Singh.

“Dh, really, Inky—'

“We'll stey up as long s you do,"
sa1d Nugent.

“Look here, yomn beasts—"
claimed the exasperated Owl

1] Whﬂ-t!”

“1 mean, look here, olil ehaps,” said
Bunter hastily, “yeu'd beiter turn i
I"mduﬂy well going to bed now—see ¥

“0.EKE.1 Goodmght, Bunter |

*“Well, the fact 18, I'd rather see you
fellows settled first,” declaved the fat
Owl, “ Why don’t you turn in? I'in net
going to do anytlung with that Ducket
of water.”

“Not 1" gasped Bob. _

“Dn:tam%r not! I'm not the chap in
chuck a bucket of water over fcllows
when they've gone to bed, I hope! 'Lho
ides never erossed my mind.”

“*Oh crikey " .

*All I'm worrying about i3 that you'll
bao in_‘iuringi‘ your health by =ilting up
late !” explamed Bunter. “Yon |DHL
awfully sleepy, Cherry.”

i | gnn‘[’. ecl awfully slecpy.”

“Well, you look itf I krow I awm!
I say, you fcllows, are you going to Led
or not 1" yapped Bunter.

* Presently I’ grinned Dob,

“Beast! 1 mean, suit yourself, old
chap! OF course, I dow't mind what
tima vou go to bed! Nothing to do
with me. But you'll ba fearfully sleepy
in the morning if you don't turn in.”

Bob Cherry winked at hig chums.

“Well, after all, perhaps Buonler's
right,” he remarked. " As it’s so jollv
kind of Lim to wunt {o see us seithl
beiore he gines to bed, what about 6™

n

X

“Farlifulness to bed iz lLealthfil
wealthiul, and wiseful,” agiced Hurrco
Jamset DRam Bingh, “Let’s, my

esteemed chums.™ :

And the Yamous Five at last gag
poing—to Bunler's obvious relick.

Bunter was eleepy, but he was not
going to bed till thoy did. Now they
went.

It was rather close guarters for five
feliows in tho lean-to. 'L'he end was luft
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‘Wharton and Nugent tock Harker’s shoulders, while Cherry and Bull swung up his legs. The long-limhbed Ianfahureman
w

was swung olear of the jetty and tossed hodily into the boat. He crashed on Ranee, sending him spra

wide open for air. Saileloth was spread
on soft sand all over the {loar.

Billy Bunter, sitting by the buacket,
grinnced almost from one fat car to the
other.

A bucket of water, splashed in at the
open end after the E{:f!mrs had turned
in, would be abhout equally distributed
over the whole lot. Bunter wanted to
be impartial |

Thiz, Bunter considered, was what
the beasta deserved, what they had
asked for, aund what they were going
to get. _

Bunter had got wet in that bucket;
they weore ﬁning to get wetter., Ilaving
dronchedd them, he was gommg to executo
n repid retrest inlo Dave Oke’s hut
end peg the door in ease they suspected
that Bunter had done it He was
happily unaware that they were fully
acquainted with his intentions. Billy
Bunter’s podgy intelleet moved in its
own mysteripus way its wonders to
perform,

_ Bob Cherry’s head was suddenly pro.
jected from the open end of the lean-to.

“MNot gone to bed vot, Bunter '

“Oh, just going I gasped Bunter. “1
say, do settle down and go to sleep,
T'm just going—in fact, I'in going
now. )

And, to reassare his intended victima
on that point, Billy Bunter rolled in at
the doorway of Dave’s hut and disap-
peared. .

But the fat and [atuous Owl did not

to bed.  TFrom thoe inside of the
ﬁgurw&y he watched with wary eyes
and spectacles,

Five long minuica passed, and then
from the direction of the lean-to came
the sound of a snove, & _

Buntrr's eyes gleamed behind  his
epectacles, .

Whether any of the Co. habitually

snored or not Bunter did not know, a3
ho was never awake when they wern
azleep.  That sznor was reassuring to
Buanter,

Grinning, the fat Owl rolled out to
{ho bucket. Just as bo was grasping it
a head with a mop flaxen hair was
put out of the lean-to.

“"Tallo, hallo, hallo!® roared Bob
Cherry.

Bunter jumped, almost knocling over
the bucket. ]

“Oh!” he gasped. ITo was taken
auite hy surprise.

“Not gona to bed yet, old fat man ¥

“Oly yes! Nol I—1 came lo—io
sea—to—to have a equint at—at the
nmoon; it—it's so  lovely to-night 1"
gasped Bunter,

“That's jolly queer, when there isn't
o moon to-night—"

“1—I fmean the stars—" stuttered
Bunter, “I—I mean the—the stars, of
course ] DBut I'm going to bed now.”

And ho rolled back into Dave's hut
and squatied down inside the doorway,
leaning on an old sea-chest to wait and
watch, This time he was going to give
ilic beasts plenty of time to setile down
in balmy slumber.

It was fearfully annoying, fov
Bunter was very sleepy and wauted to

£ to bed. DBut he was not leiting
those beasts off |

He had made up his mind to drench
the beasts, and he wans going to do it
nothing would stop him.

He =zat and waited and watched—and
hias fat chin drooped on his podgy chest
and his eves closed behind iz zpee-
tacles.  Lle was waiting for another
snore from the lean-to But there came
no snore from the ‘ean-to; there cama
& deep, rombling snore from tho hut |

Bunter waa fast asleep’]

ling |

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not As Per Programme !

ILLY BUNTER clept and snored.
B e did not hear o voree ihat
I'l'!ll'l‘”lllil".:d -
*Oh, listen to the band 1"’

Neither did he hear the chuckle thab
followed from ihe lean-to & dozon fock
away; neither was he aware that Loh
Charry stepped out and sovted out a
length of cord and o couple of pegs.
Tioh was going to make o liitle pre-
paration for the vengeful fat Owl when
ho woke and got busy with the bucket.

Dunter snored on rogavdless,

Whether the fat Owl, once asleep,
would wake before mormng the juniors
did not know. Bunter was not casy te
wake, On the other hand, az he was
sitting up, it was probable that he
would not sleep so soundly as was his
wont. In any case, the Famous Five
wore not likely to furn in ab the risk
of heing awalkened snddenly by o
drenching shower of water.

Had DBillv Bunter's eyes been open,
instead of tightly shuat, e noght have
observrd that Bob Chevry drove iwo
wooden pegs into the sand at a distancs
from one another and about six fect
fram the opening of the lean-to.

1lea might have observed, further,
that Dol ticd the covd from one to fhe
other of the pepa o few inches above
thin ;'{_:.':m:nd.

Being deep in the land of dreams,
Billy gﬂnnter did rot, of cours.,
gheerve any of Bob's procecedings.

e snored on

Had he awakened a cquarter of an
hour later e would have been satisfied
that the beasts had, at long last, gonn
to hed and gono to sleep. Dot be did
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not awake; he slept on and snored on.

In the lean-to the Famous Five were
fast msleep as tho starlit spring pight
wore on, lulled by the wash of the sea—
and perhaps by the unending melod
of Billy Bunter’s snore. hey ha
settled down in the cheerful certaint
that Bunter, if he got on the war-pat
ithat night, would mot get within six
feet of the lean-to with that bucket of
water, If he got as near as that they
were sure to hear him when he tripped
over the stretched cord. So they went
peacefully to sleep.

The midnight stars were pgleaming
down on the sca and the rocks when
Eilly Bunter's snore changed into a
grunt, and he stirred, and his eyes
opened behind his spectacles.

Ha blinked and shivercd. It had
been a fairly warm day, but the night
was cold; the wind came chilly from
ihe shadowy sea. Perhaps that had
helped to walke Bunter.

nyhow, he had awakened. For a
few moments ho sat blinking, wonder-
ing why he was not in bed. Then Le
remembered. He had gone to eleep on
Liz watch—for how long he did nob
know—and he wondered whether those
beasts had gono to sleep yet.

uietly the fat Owl rose to his feel.

Boltly he stepped out into the dusky
sl'.arli';ht, Hg listened with both fat
€ara,

All was quict and still.

e crept cauntiously as far as where
the bucket stood and stopped to listen
ngain. | I'vomn the open cnd of the
Ican-to ho could catch o sound of
regular breathing.

The beasts were asleep! They had,
if Bunter lhad only Enown 1t, boen
asleep for hours; it was now getting
towards one in the morning. Anyhow,
they were aslcep now. nnfer was
sure of that.

He picked up the bucket, puiling
both fat hands to it.

He grinned.

A fow steps and he would reach the
lean-to; then—swish, swooosh l—aned
the beasts would be drenched to the
skin! Then a rni}id retreat Lo hed,
leaving them drenched—and wondering
what had happened.

<< T s M AN (1= ) SN S "1 - ' A (14 | Ay 1 (S - S L]

THE MAGNET

Bunter repressed a chueckle. The
hour of vengeance had struck. Now
they were going to get it in the neck;
not only in the neck, but all over them,
in faeti

Bucket in hand, the fat Owl rolled
towards the I[can-to. In the dusky
shadows of night even o sharp-eyed
fellow wounld harvdly have noticed that
cord stretched across the way. Bunter
did not dream of it.

He did not knew what suddenly
caught his fect,

But he knew that zomething did; for
as he rolled onwavd his feet secrned to
be suddenly plucked backward under
him, and the rest of him, naturally,
shot forward,

Crash! went the tin bucket on the
sand., Splash | went the water out of it.
Bump ! went Billy Bunter, with a roar
that startled the sca-birds in the
crannmies of the clifis, plunging head
first anto wet sand.

"W hoooo-hovoop 1V

Dunter did not know what had hap-
pened. He was taken utterly by sur-
prise. His fat faco and his fat little
nose were grinding in sand—wet sand
—web from the water in tho -upset
buckét.  He dug up sand with his
featurea and spluttered and roared,

“(Owl Ocogh | Yarooh! What the——
Ooooogh | Oh crikey | Wow ! My nose !
Ow | Woooooogh [?

There was & sound of stirving in the
lean-to, The Famouws Five had been
sleoping guite soundly. Bub Bunter's
frantic roar would have ewskened Rip
van ¥rinkle, or the Scven Sleepers of
Lphesys.

“ Hallo, hallo, halls I

“Is that Bunter?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Owl Wow ! Oh! Ooogh 1" zplutiered
Bunter, sﬁrnmhlinfg franticully in the
sand, “Owl I fell over something—
Yow-ow-ow 1

“He fell over something!" gasped
Iiob Cherry. "“Now, I wonder what it
was ¥’

“Ha, ha, ha ! ) ,

Five faces looked out in the Etﬂ-l']]%ht.

Billy Bunter, scrambling blindly,
with eves and nose and mowth fairly
well Glled with sand, knocked his fug
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head against the bucket and yelled
again; then he sat up, blinking,

“Ow! I zay, you fellows— Ow]
Groogh | Occooch ! Wharrer you cack-
ling at, you beasts ! Qooogli 1™

“Hg, ha, ha 1"

“Owl I've had a bump! I've banged
my nose] Cooh! I've got my mun-
mum-month  full of sus-sus-sand—
Curygh 1

“What did wyou twrn out for,
Bunter!” gasped Bob. "What were
you going to do with that bucket

“Oh, nothing I gasped Bunter. *I—
I wasn't—I mean, I didn’'t—that is, 1
never touched itl It—it fell overl I

wasn't going to chuck it over you
fellows—"
“You weren't 1 agreed Bob., *Yau

fancied you were, old fat man, but you
weren's |

“Ha, ha, ha

“I—I—I th:i”iftk I caught my foob in

somethin
“I think wou did1” chuockled Dob,
“And I think I'm going to catch my

foot in something—and that that some-
thing is a fat porpoise—"

“1 say—yarooooir I roared Bunter.

Bunter bounded up. Ile bounded
4way to the hut,

Twice a foot landed, as Le bounded.
A third time it landed, as he shot into
the hut.

“Bave us, what's cop?” came old
Dave's startled voice from the hammock
in the corner,

* ¥arooooh 1"

“YWhat be ve doing "

* Yow-ow-wooop |

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Ow!l Oh crikey! Oh
{}'I‘I:I !H

Billy Bunter crawlod to his bed in the
corner. Mo scemed tired of the trail of
VONEOANCE.

Old Dave scttled down to sleep again.
But it was quite a long time before Billy
Bunter could settle down to sleep,

I'or a long, long time there was
gasping and spluttering, gurgling and
mumbling from Bunter's corner—till, st
last, the sounds of woe died sway, and
B rumhlinﬁ snore once more woke the
echoes of Blackrock Island.

BClss0Ts |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Watchers Of The Night !

i ALLD), hallo, hallo !”
ejaculated Bolb Cherry,
He stood staring out over
the starlit sea.

Having seen Bunter home, as it were,
Bob had been about to return to the
lean-to, and bed. But the moving
object on the starry waters caught his
eves, and he stood staring. A boat from
the mainland was pulling out to sea;
distant, but easy to pick up in the
bright shine of tho stars.

“What's up?” called
Wharton.

“I'he Rance-bird, 1 fancy ! answerced
Bob. “Come and look!”

The four juniors joined him at once,
and all eyves were fizxed on the craft far
out on the shining waters. It was
passing the island at a distance—pulling
to the west. Three men sat in it, one
in the stern, and two at the ocara. In
the distance and the uncertain light,
recognition was impossible:; but it was
casy to make a guess. .

“MNot coming here this time,” saild
Johuny Bull, *But I'll bet it's the
sae crew—"

“And going whera they were going
the first time we spotted them | ssid
Frank Nugent with a nod,

“And that's the smugglers’ cavel”
gaid Bob,

out Harry



Harry Wharten nodded, with n
uzzled brow, He could wob be suore,
wit he did not doubt that the three men
in the boat were Rance, Poetcey Coot,
and Big Harker.

They wore passing Blackrock at n
greator distance than on the previous
oceasion: and, at that hour of the
night, could hardly have suspected that
wakeful eyes waiched from ilwe island.

Indecd, but for Bunter's aniics, the
Famous Five would have been fast
asleep -in the lean-to under the cliff;

and the boat would have pulled away to
its -destination unseen and unsuspected.

“That rascal was lying when he
talked about deep-sea fishinz!™ saud
Harry. “Ii’s as good aa certain that
they went to the cave that night—or
whose tracks were they that we found?
There's something jolly gquecr going on
here—but what—"

“The whatfulness is terrific!™ mur-
mured Hurreo Jamset Run  Bingl.
“But those estcemoed rascals are up to
no goodiulness,™

“That's a cort ! said Bob. * Rance
nas some jolly particular rcason for
wanting nobody on this island. Bet you
ha doesn’t want anyboedy to wander inte
that jolly old cave—whore he goed
tvickling sbout and hiding boathooks
and things. Can’t be smuggling—-™"

“No! But what the dickens—some-
thing fishy at any rate, there can’t bo
gny deubt about that, if they're pulling
out to the cave!” said Harry. * Looks
as if they've got samething in the boat,
though I can't mako it out.”

“Well, we'll jolly well spot this time
whether they’re going to the smugglers’
cave or not!” sald Bob, (et somae
clobber on, and we'll get up the cliff—
we can seo them from therve, and sco
whether ‘they mto the cave or not.
And if they qﬁ wo'll jolly well zpot
what their geme is later on—yeu can
%:_eti it's something that won't bear theo
ight.”

“ Mo doubt aboul that 1

It was mysterious enough to thoe
juniors. That Myr. Rance, of the finn of
Rance & Cn,, estate-agents, of Okcham,
was mixed up in secrot smugpling, waa
possible—but it was not probable. But
if that was not tho EET‘ anation, they
could not puess what the explanation
might be.

On one point, at least, they had no
doubt—it was something that Raneco
wanted to keep extvemely dark and
hidden from the law., Only law-
breaking of eome kind could have
accounted for that mystericus secrecy,

The juniors hurried on their clobber,
and cut across the bench to the cliff
on the western side of the cove,

From that summit, they could walch
the farther course of tho distant boat
when 1t passed tho cliff—and ascertain
whether it was bound for deep-sca
fishing—or for the sea-cave.

They clambered up the ruggod rocks,
in the starlight, losing sight of the boat
pulling ocut steadily into the western
E2A.

It was & hard and regged elimb, bub
they lost no time, and they were soon
ott the high sumnit of the cliff. Trom
that coign of vantage they picked up the
boat again. It was no longer leadin
due west, but swerving round the island.

Lying on the high edge of the cliff,
locking down fromm a beight of over
saventy feet, they waiched. Following
ihe shore with their oyes, they could see
the point where thoe sea washed the
great rocks at the entrance of the
enugglers’ cave.

‘The tide was nt full flood, and throuich
1he. silence of the night came the
booming of waters washing into the deep
hollows of tho sea-cave. Whether the
boat was heading for the smugglers’
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cave or not, if came al & tims when
{ha full tide gave access to the eave {rom
the sea.

" Look ' breathed Boh.

The boat was turning in 1o the shore.
There was no doubt now that it was
heading for the opening of the cave,

This brought it closer to the juniors
on the cliff-top; closer and closer, and
they could see the oocupants of the boat
morge distinetly. !

It was still not easy to recognise
them; but they saw that one of the
rowers was a big, burly man; the other
smaller; a description that fitted Big
Harker and Peter Coot. The man in
tho stern wore an overcoat and a bowler
hat. Under the hat bhrim they glimpsed
sharp features—and once or twica they
saw the man pass his hand over his
nose, as if be had a lingering pamn
Lhere.

“Rance V" murmured Harry.

It was young Mr. Rance. 'There was
not & doubt of it, From the boat's
course, when they had first scen it, it
did not seom to have come direct from
Potkelly, but from some point farther
along the coast. That was a suspiclous
ctrenmstance 1n itself: for why should
Ftance have pubt to sea from a lonely,
fide-beatonr shora, instead of from the
quay et the fishing hamlet? Tt wos, at
all ovents, heading for the smugglers'
cave—that was clear enough now.

“*What the thump has he got in tha

boat 1 murmured Bob. “This is
tting fearfully mysterions, you
cllows, ™

Lying in the boat was what looked
like & large roll of eanvas. That it con-
inined something, tha Luninrs did not
doubt: but what it might possibly eon-
{ain was quite a mystery to theém,

Whatever it was, it hardly scemed
possible that 1t meant smuggling.
Smugglers might have hidden goods in
tho cava to convey ashore in the dark-
ness of the night. But they could hardly
have been bringing goods out from the
=shore to garry to the sea-cave.

“MNot smugglhng—" said HHarry,
shaking his head.
“Nol But what—"

" Goodness knows !’

“I'll bet you Rance would jump, if
ho knew there were eyesz on homn, what-
ever it is1"” grinned Bob.

“The ];nmpfulnesa would prabably ba
terrific ' chuckled the Nebob of
Bhanipur. *It iz something unknown
to the esteemed and idiotic law.”

“There they go [ murmured Nugent.

The hoat, pulling in on a full tide,
glided behind a jutting cliff, and disap-

ared from sight. That it had floated
into the sea-cave on the tide, the juniors
knew, There was no longer any doubt—
if there had been doubt beforo—that it
was young Mr. Rance who had left
those foolprints in the sand of the cave.
But why and what his gamo was—except
that it was something secret and
uttlawful—had the Famous I'ive com-
pletely beaten and puzzled.

“Well, that's that1” said Bob, as he
roso froin the cliff. *'We know exactly
how much deep-sea fishing Mr. Rance
comes out at night for. He hides things
1 that cave—it was a suitcase the other
day, and now it's something rolled in
canvas. No wonder he wanted to clear
u: off Blackrock, with this geing on”

“We're making another trip to that
cave to-morrow 1 sald Llarry.

*What-lio I

That was settled, in the minds of the
Tamous Five, as they tramped down
from the ¢liff to tho eove and went back
io bed.

The Dounder’s malicious trick had
landed them, ubnexpeectedly, in  the
midst of & strange mystery—and {fhey
were going to zolve that mystery belore
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island, They little
dreamed how closely that mystery was
connected with the Bounder—as littlo as
Bmithy dreamed anything of the kind,
when he had stranded doem on Black-
rock,

they left the

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !
M R. SAMUREL VERNON-SMITII

awoke,
Awake, he wonderad whether
he was cire.aminguiu tha grip
of some terrible nighimare.

Like a man i a nightmare he strove
to move, and could not, ;

Vet he was awake! He had o realise
that he was awake, and not dreaming.
But what did it mean?

He could not stir a limb. Slowly he
realized that his limbs were tied—a ecovd
round his snkles, and another round lis
wrists, knotied fast

He felt himself in motion. DBut it was
not the motion of a ecar, to wlich he
was accustomed. .

It was the motion of a boat. Thab
was 50 amaziug that again he wondered
whether he was dreaming.  Okcham
was ten miles from the sea. How could
he be it 2 boat?

He could ses nothing. -

Something was over his face; he did
not know what. Where it touched his
skin 1t had a rough surface.

What had happened!

His head was dizzy—it was havd to
think clearly. He tried to remember.

His last recollection was of sitting In
Mr, Rance's office at Okeham. Ha had
sat uwp rather late, going over papers
with E]iaa Rance. He remembered that
clearly enough.

Ranece's clerk had long gone; the
office had long been locked up; the ad-
joining household had gone to bed. M.
J‘Jenmn—smith had been keenly inker-
ested in these papers—relating to a
large property in Cormwall, to be
socured at a ﬁ;iva-awa]r_ price. It was
one of those huge family mansions on
which the owners could not afford to
pay the taxes, and which, like so many
of the “stately homes of thlg‘]f‘.l]ld,” wns
offered for sale for a tenth of its real
value, buyers being few.

Tt had "been easy for Mr. Rance to
I-:ee-]:i the millionaire up on such a sub-
jeck

For Mr. Vernon-Smith, with his keen
foresipht and his almost uncanny knowe
ledge of what was to come in the busi-
ness world, was looking for exactly such
bargains as this. SBamuel Vernon-Smith
knew that those vast mansions, which
nobody conld afford to buy and the
owners almost despaired of ever selling,
Wwers %mng to have a new value in the
near future—what with "‘erisia sent
tlers ”* and A.R.P. evacuation schemea!

So Mr. Vernon-8mith had sat up late
with the attentive Mr. Rance, goain
through papers; and Mr. Rance ha
bronght in coffee, which ho had made
}ﬁintximetf, the houschold having pone {o

e,

Up ta that peint, Mr. Vernon-Smilh
remembered it all elearly emough. Bus
from that point all was dim.

Coffee, of course, wasz stimulaling in
tho late hours, and should have mads
him more wakeful. Bot he realised that
le must have gous to sleep alicr that
coffee—nclually gone to sleep in his
chair in young Mr. Rauee's office! That
WiE ginazing.

But, if that were so, as it zeemod it
must have been, what had happened
afterwards—how had he come here,
wherever he was, tied bhand and foot
and rolled up in something that covered
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him from top to toe—and rocking lo the
motion of & boat on the seal

He lay silent, trying Lo ithink it ounk.
A wrench or two showed that he could
nobt get his hands loosze.

What had happened?

Clearly he had nodded off to sleep
after drinking that coffee. Instead of
clearing his head, the coffce had sent
him to sleep. But Rance had been with
him—how could anything bave hap-
pened when Rance was with him?

His hend spemed to spin in the effort
of thinking it out. He opened his lips
at last and celled. Someone was near
him now—he could hear movements—
and the sound of cars grinding in row-
locks. He called—and immedlatﬂ_lﬁ
there was a pressure on the roug
canvas that covered his fuce, choking
back his voice.

He was left gasping.

Br. Vernon-Bmith did not call again.
He was in tho hands ment who did
noet intend to let him call out.

He realised that now! He was a
priscner! Who were they—how had
they got him away from Rance’s housey
What had Rance n doingf

Then in a flash he koew.

He could not have been pgob away
from nce's house without Rance's
knowledge—and connivance! ¥e knew
what Bance had been doing! Rance had
been doing—thist .

Samuel Vernon-Smith set his {eelh
hard as he realised that. “'he coffes had
been drugged. He had been drugged
mto ingensbility; at the mercy of n
plotting raseal and his confedcrates—all
others fast asleep in bed,

He had been conscious of nothing—
but he knew that he must have been
cavried out, doubtless through the long
dark garden at the back—probably to
Bance's car, already waiting! Itance!

Those title deeds were not going to
be produced at ten in the morning! His
doubt was & certainty now! The cash
placed in the hands of Rance & Co.
wounld never he seen again. Young Mr.
Rance, with his own peculiar methods
of carrying on the business laft by old
Mr. Rance, had landed himself deep 1in
difficalties~and this was his way out!

The rage that swelled up in the
millionaire’s heart was decp and fiereo,
But he did not open his lips again. He
did not want to be choked by ihe rough
canvas thrust into his mouth.

Samuel Vernon-8mith, the kcenest
business man in London, the man who
foresaw every boom months before it
came, who added thousands to thou-
sands, and millions to milliens, had been
trapped like a bird—trapped like a
rabbit! Trapped, by a hard-up liltle
cstate-agent 1n & remote country town,
whom he had regarded as littlo more
than a useful piece of mechanizm!

And what was intended ?

Hauce, clearly, had eombezsled the
funds pfm:e.d in the hands of Ranco &
Co. for the purchase of }pi.‘f.r[mrl,v. O
the following morning the millionaire
wonld have knowsn it—his vague doulbt
wonld have become a cerlainty. Rance
had acted just in time! Dut whal did
he intend?

The wash of the sea scut a cold chill
to the millionaire’s heart as he thought
of that! Bub shook away that
thought! That rat of a man was
capable of swindling, of embezzlemenl,
even of kidnapping, as & lust desperate
resource to escape discovery and prison,
But he was not the mau to risk his
neck!

But what ?

Mr. Vernon-Bmith could only wait (o
learn “what |

He had been taken down to the shore
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anel {aken out to sea in o boat at a lale,
dark hour. Where were lhey gaitﬁ%‘ll’
Somnewhere out to sea—ihel was «ll he
could know, g ; :

Ile heard splashing and & mulier of
voices, There was o sound as of an oar
fending off bard rock. Ho knew that
they were approaching a shore—ib was
journey's end. Somewhers along that
wild coast—thal was all he koew.

Bump!

He felt the boat quiver. There was
a splashing of sen-boots in shallow
water, and Lhe bout was dragged wp
.'Sltng sand. A multer of voices again.

Through the canvas, over his lace,
came a faint glimmer. A lantern had
Lieen lighted.

Then he felt w touch.
drawn away from his face.
his head and stared dizzily.

‘The boat was aground, the bows rest-
ing on sand, tho stern still awash, Two
men in jersoys. stood by it, holding 1t
the water washing round their sea-boots.

On either szide rose walls of rugpged
rock—rising to dense darkness, He was
m & cavern. The openr sea was left
behind him; the boat had -penetrated a
deep sea-cave as far as the tide flooded.

One glance the millionaire gave round
him at his strange sqrrﬁmuﬁn?s; then
hie fixed his eyes, with a deadly gleam
in them, on the sharp face that bent
aver him,

“Rance!™ he breathed.

“Your servaut, siv!” said young My
Ranee, with a sardonic griu.

“Your scoundrel!™

“ Quite 1

Eance rolled away the remainder of
the canvas, and cutb locse the cord at
ftho millionaire’s feet.

One of the rough-lockine men grasped
hir atd helpod Inm out of the boat.

The millionaive stood unsteadily in
wet sand, his bhands stifl tied down to
his sides.

“You sconudrel!™  he repeated.
“Where have you brought me?”

Theo canvas was
He lified

“¥ou do not knoew wour own
roperty, Mr. Vernon-Smith?"”  said
ance, “No! You did not visit this

sequesiered nool when I showed you
over Blackrock.™

“ Blackrock Dokand 27

" Precisely.”

Y And this eave?”

“It is called the smugglers’ cave! I
mentioned it 1o you when I had the
honouy, and the plessnre, of showin
you over the properly before you muti%;
the purchase, sie!™ said young Mr
Rance, wilh o sardome imilation of his
custonry  obsequious manner  of
pddveszing the millionaire. * You did
not care to visb ib on that occasion—
your {ime was of oo much value for
such Irivolous excursions.”

Mr. Hapee siniled a catlike smile.

“¥on will now have ample time to
become  thoroughly well  sequainted
with this part of vour property,” he
said, “You will be more at leisure
now, valuable as your time i1s, sir.
With so muny irons in the fire, it may
cansn You souww  inconvenlenca. 1 re-
giret that that cannot be helped.”™

“Do you think you can keepr me
here*" breathed My, Vernon-Smth.

“(Hicrwise, sir, I should hardly
Liave brought you here,” smiled young
Mr. Rance. “DBut I hope that vour
stay will not Le prolonged—your time
being, my dear sir, so exceedingly
valuable, I hope that we may be able
to come to terms—amicable terms.™

“If wou thinli——"

TAE tho mowment, sir, we will not
ciscuss 1" suled woung Br. LRance.
“Later, sir, later—not at this hour.
At the moment T will show wvou to
your quariers—rough quaclers, I fear,

sir—Lhourls I have wisiled this place
enee or 1wice already, and made a fow
Hl#r}*rarnimns. Please come with me,
ﬁll‘.”

Big Ilarker walled on ahead—up
tho cave with the lantern. Young Mr.
Rance %':I:Mpﬂd the inillionaire’s arm,
and led him after the longshoreman.
]E’{:icr Coot, grinning, remained by the
oit.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Barred Off 1

i CAIING, Bunier?®
* Beast 1"
Bunter, it scemed, was not

COmIng.

Lunter sppeared to be shirly that
morning—possibly ou account of the
events  overnight. Ilo  gave tha
Famous IFive morose blinks through
Lits big speclacles.  Morcover, scram-
bling over rugged wvock and rough
shingle and tangled seaweed had no
special appeal for Bunter.

But fhe IFamous Five were very
keen, and full of brans that bright
April morning, After breakfast they
waited for the tide to be well out bo-
fore starting for the cave—their calls
1 that spot hwinf to be made at times
exactly opposite from thosc picked Ly
Mr. Roance.

Then, leaving old Dave sctiing neis
off the jetty, and Billy Buder sprawl-
g in the sand, and blinking after
themn moroesely as they went, they
started along the sandy beach of tho
cove, and tramped round the bip
western cliff, end -disapprared from
Bunter's eyes and sp e85,

It was a glorious morning, and they
wire 1n cheery spiritzs as thoy trampesd
niler the bright sunshine, on the nar-
row sirip between the outgoing tide
afid the wall of rock that circled iho
island. And they were looking forward
10 exploring the sea eave with the
kecnest interest.

The more they thought about it, the
more the mystery of Blockrock por-
plexed them. Frevious visits to the
smugglers’ cave had revealed nothing,
beyond the boathook in the fissure, tho
use of which, in such a spot, they still
had to guess at.

But they rather hoped for somcthing
more this time. Rance & Co. could
havdly have failed to leave traces of
their visit during the night—and thoso
traces, followed up, might lead to soma
discovery, though what they could
hardly conjectura. Only on one point
they were agresd—that it was some-
thing fishy that would bear looking
i,

“Hallg, halle, hallo?"  exclaimed
Boly suddenly, a3 they were drawing
near the sea cave, tramping in the
sl round the hgh, buliping cliffs,

“0Oh!" pxclaimed IHarry Wharton, as
Bob pointed to a figure scated an a
boulder between them and the cave
entrance.

The junicrs came to a halt, staring.
They were taken guite by surprize by
the sight of Big IHarker—for it was het

They had not doubicd that, after
visiting the cave, Rance & Co. had

one to the mainland as before, Nok
ar & moment had it ccenrred to them
that oue of the boat’s crew had ro-
mained on the island.

But there was 1he long-limbed,
rough-bearded, stubbly-featured long-
shoreinan, sitbing on the boulder smol-
ing & pipe, end watching them as they
came, with a jeering grin on his unpres
possessing face.

Bob Clherry whistled,

“Ho ihe Ranee bied has Iefl a mao



here this time,” he said, ** What Lhe
atckenz has he done that for?"

“T think wo can guess that oue,”
said IMarry Wharton quietly, “As he
couldn’® shift us off the island, he
menits to take care that we don't
wander inte the smugglers® cave.
That man's fthere 1o sea that weo
don't,™ )

“1le won't stop us!" said Bob, with
& warlike loolk. i

“IHe won't,” agreed Harry, " We
don't weneg any more frouble with tho
bruate, but we're going anywhero we
lilen on this 1sland. We'va handled that
riffian before, and if he meddles, we'll
handle him again,”

And  the juniors,
walked on. &

Big Harker, with the same jeering
ciin on his  face, watched thom
approach,  There was no  sign of
Ranea or Peter Coot, and the juniors
i no doubt that they had gone in ithe
twat. Dig Harker, plainly enough, was
lefe on guard.

Rance, certaiily, had no idea of the
dizcovery tho schoolboys had alveady
made in the sea cave, and no koow-
ledge that their intercst was centired
in 1k, no suspicion, probably, that they
suspected him of anything, He was
merely  taliing  preenutions against o
chanee visit to the eave=—likely cnough
1o happen with holiday-making school-
boys on an island whore ihere was 2
sotgglors’ cave.

Keoping az clear of the ruffian as
1 Py mlqﬁi_ the junioes apoved along
1hee alvip of ssind Berwecn she wall of
eliT and the baulder where Havker

affer a pause,

zart.
_ Vhe hurly Jongshoreman rose to his
Tt amd waved his haxl, and called :

Y Stop iV

EVERY SATURDAY

; :; -; i _-;III:

HE other day I received a long

I and most interesting letter

from Mr. Cress, a Birmine-

ham reader. I caunnot possibly pub-

lish it all, but I must give the
following extrach:

“Dear Editor,—I am sure you will
exeuse Iy  eneroachinp on your
valnable fime, but now I have the
opportunity I would like te air my
views of your splendid paper, the
Magxer, which I have been wanting
to do for some time past ; also becanso
I know you invite readers® opinions,
First of all, I must tell you that 1 am
over forty years of age, and, with the
excoption of the Gureat War period
—while on active service—IL lave
read every nwmber of the Magxer
sinee the very first issue. 1 con
assure you that I think there is
nothing to come up to the Old Paper
i style or exeellence, and I enjoy read-
i it every bit as much now as I did

years ago, and always look forward fo
i maturday., May Mr. Frank Richarvds

They looked round at Limg then, as; boe able to keep on the gond work for

they walked on, Le cut across awd
slanted himself divectly in their paib.
And they observed now what they had
wot noticed as he sat on the boulder—
thit he was avmied wuh a thick =stick,
witich e gripped in bis right hand as
i stood facing them.

“1 told you to stop ! he snapped.

* You can lell us 1o stop till von lase
vour veles if you like,” rvoforied Bob
Cherry.  "“We're going on, all (he
s

“Better not,”  snid Big ITarker.
“You 'andled me pretty rongh vestep-
day. T give you someibing hack
for it, fast enough, 1f vou huir
wheore vou're not wanicd—and vou can
jay to that!"

IIe made a swinging swipe with the
heavy stick, and tho schoolboys halied
azam, and backed a littlo. Their heols
had had rather 2 narvow escape, and
that thick cudgel looked dangervoas.

The day before they had handled
Tlarlor, and ha had not heen eazy to
lratnlle then, With that weapon in Jis
band, it was a still less casy proposi-
eion, if he was preparad to uso it

Harry Wharton et his lips, his eves
sicaming  at  the jeering, lecving
riulfian,

'I';i‘l.'a’m going into i1he ecave,” hoe
HEIT ™

“Yaou surely sin't " vetorted ITavker,

Al why not?™  asked Ifawry
anieily, watehing the man's faeo,

. Ranee's ovders,”  answored
Harker, “"You're (respassing on this
gere island, like tho guv'nor iald you.
Yo ain't going 1o be allowed to sfon
are 1t when the gnv'nor's got time to
Jeal with you, and get you took of.
S he tells mo to come out 1his marrn-
s 1o keep an oye on youn ™

“Thia mormng ?” repoated ITarey,

Harker elearly hind na suspicion ihat
(Cantinued on page 28.)

many wore years to come 1

I oet heaps of letters like this,
chums., Here's another, for example
—this time from a Jady rveader,
Mrz, Balmon, who writes me (rom

Salishury :

“I can say of gour splendid yarns
nf Harry Wharton & Co., of %}r:«:,r.
friars,” she says, “that they never
1‘ Fail to reach a high standard. With-
ouf doubt they ave the finest stories

cof their fype on the market to-day,
i which s saying a good deal. The

1. e .
Cisrem to bring you face to face with

| Xature. I have taken the Masxer
L from Uhe stact, and have followed the
atventures of Harry Wharton & Co.
with rapt interest. I have no =ons,
but  two danghters, and there’s
always u rush to he first to read the
crawd old paper. My hushand, oo,
L was a staunch reader of the Micxer
funtil he was suddenly takem away
from us.”

Thanks, Mrs. Salmon, for yony very
wice Jetter. It shows ihat  1he
Magxrr can he relicd npon to keep up
ita high reputation. May von and
wour sdanghters continue to rnjoy
reading it in the future as yvou have
tone in the past,

Jusl faney ! Bolh Mres. Salmen amd
Me. Cross were reading the Maexer
Defore some of vou were born ! That
=0rm3 3 long time, deesn't it? I
wonder ow many more readers have
heen taking in the Maaner since its
firat number and have not yet written
maed I should very mueh like £a hear

From them iF and when they have time
ta pare, :

Your Editor is always
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

pleased to hear from

E.C4.

Now we come to a few ecomplipints—
if they can be termed as such, Some
readers inform me that thes have to
gn to quite a number of newsagents

efore they can obtain a copy of their
favourite paper, and they azk me why
I do not arvanee for every newsascnt
to have plenty of sparc copics of the
Maaxer.

Thiz, I must point ount, iz not
possilile; and the only way I can help
my boy and girl chums is by onee
again telling them that it is abso-
lately imperative for them to order
their eopies in advance. It is the
only way to make coviain that vou
will not Dbe disappointed.

“PERIL IN PARIS !*

Are you fiying with the chumsz of
St. Jim's on their Continental aiv
tour? If not, you're missing the fun
and thrilla of a lifetime!  Join up
with them now, and follow thair ex-
citing adventures in “Gay Paree,”
where Lhiey land on the first “hop " of
theiv flight. It will only cost you
twoprnee.,  Treat yourself fo-day to
the “Gem,” our Fﬂ]‘ﬂﬂﬂl‘ companion
waper, and enjoy the great vew extra-
ang yarn of the flving schaglhevs of
St Jim's,

There's just room to write about
our next grand, long story of Haviy
Wharton & Co., which will appear in
next Saturday’s issue of the Maoner.
It is entitlod :

“THE KIDNAPPED MILLIONAIRE I ™

Crusocs on Blackroek Taland, Harry
Wharton & Co. secin to he -I':jjjr}:ﬂ;in:;_';!'
life, regarvdless of hardships and the
ronghest of vough quartevs, Rut
theve are others on the island, among
whom iz Mre. ®amuel Vernon-=mith, a
millionaive financier and father of
Vernon-Smith of the Remove, 1m-
prisoned in a vault, he is zhut off
from the workl., Will the vascaliv
Rance main Lis ends, o will Jie—>=
The question is answersd v next
Saturday’s theilling story, written as
only Mr. Frank Richawls can write a
story, and cvery hoy aml girl whae
reads it will say that even the oreat
Mr, Frank Hichards has surpasscid
Iimself, There is not reom to mention
our other features, Mest gszured,
chums, they are well up to atandazd.

There is gaing to be a preat rush
for mext Saturday’s MacxEr—maoke
sure of your copy by ondering it
WELL IN ADVANCE, '

Here's wishing yon all the very

hest,
YOUR EDITOR.
Toe MaicxeEr Lispart.— N0, 1.627






A Secreamingly Funny School Story of

Jack Jolly & Co., of St

By our Laughter-Maker . .. DICKY

NUGENT,

“ Grate pip ! " exelaimed Stedfast of
the St. Sam’s Fourth,

Stedfast was one of a group of
fellows that stood grousing and
grumbling about Dr. Birchemall's
spring-cleaning stunt.

Dy, Birchemall had ordered that
the boys of 3t. Sam’s wero to give the
school a thorowgh spring-clean. He
had said that nobody was to be
allowed out of gatea till the school
Lol been cloaned from cellar to attick !

The general opinion was that it was
a Lit thick, even for an old tirant like
Trr. Birchemall |

The Fourth were properly up in
arms ; and they were standing ot the
foot of the staira, handing out some
pretty feerce criticisms.

Stedfast’s ery of serprize, however,
put & stop to their
vgpsited buzz., The
fellows looked up-
wards, where Stedfast
was pointing.

Coming down the
stairta wera Jolly and
Merry and Bright and
Yearless ; and all four
were dressed up in
rivls’  print  dresses !
They wore aprona and
fnce  caps, and they
carvigd Teather dus-
fera in their hands.
They were grinmng
ull over their fneea.

There was nm roar
from the crowd.

“What's the game,
v ou fellows T

*“What's the idea
of dicssing up a3
giddy maid servants?’

Jack Jolly held up his hand for
silence.

“ Jentlernen, chaps and sports-
men,’” he grinned, ‘' there's no need
to get epgsited. Tt's just a jape—or,
if vou prefer it, a hokes, 1t's a hokes
on tha Head!™

“ My hatt

* The Head,” went on Jack Jolly,
* has orvdered vs to do the spring-
cleaning, MRegardless of the faokt that
thiz is a school for the sona of jentle-
men, he has tarned va into maida-of-all-
work. Well, we've decided to go the
whole hog and dress for the part—
that's all? We've borrowed these
toga from the school Stage Sociot

nmd here we are. Don't you thin
wa look }2
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Yes, rather!"

* But the Bealk won't half be wild
if he sees vou,” said Loyle, with a
dewbions shake of his head. * He'll
think you're taking tho mike out of
him over this spring-cleaning stunt.”

Jack Jolly chuckled cheertully.

* That's eggsactly why wa're doing
it,"" ha said. *' Our object 13 to pora
vidicule on it. When the Head sccs
ug in thia get-up, he'll sce how silly
the whoele thing is. IHe'll realize that
he'll be making a larfing-stock of
himaelf by carrying on with it ony
langer !

* Few ! " wwigsled the Fourth.

“ Bomething in what you Bsay,
Jolly ! remarked Stedfast, sagely.
“* Probably it hasn't struck him yet
how ghsurd it ia for uz to be doing
waaids’ wark. This should bring
home to him !l

Sam’s.

¥ Egesact-
Iy! " nodded
the kaptin of
the -Fourth.
“When he
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gatd that,
taka all

ara

spots us to- T g
day, he’'ll reckernise the mfust-lss of it.
I can just pieture the culler flooding
into his face and the tears of yew-
miliation coursing down bis wrinkled
cheeka,”

“Tt's quite likely, old chap.”

“ Pretty well a certainty 1 should
say,” said Jack Jolly. “We all
know he's asveral sorts of a tirant, but
I take it he has a conshance. “This
littla hokea of ours will make just
the right appeol to it.”

“ Hear, hear1™

“ Good old Jolly ! ™ _

“Halfl-a-minnit,
though!'' wined
; Craven, the cowherd
of the Fourth. * You
forget the HMead says
that this spring-clean-
ing stunt is not his
fault—that it's forced
on him becawse tho
spring-cleaning munny

left by the schonl
guvvernors has dis-
appeared !

“ Ratts | retorted
Jolly, shorntully.
“It's wup to the
Head, anyway, to find
another way out of
the dilemmer—and
when he se¢s us in
this uniform he'll re.
alise it ! Tall in and
follow ua t ™

“ What-ho ! "

“ Bhut up, Craven !

With loud and wringing cheers the
crowd exxepted Jolly's invitation and
fell in and followed the herces of the
Fourth.

Thig latest fatheaded stunt of Dr.
Birchemall’s had put them all on their
metal ; and they marched up to the
old fogev's study as bold as brasa,

Binding, the page, was standing
outalde the study door when the crowd
srrived. Ie seemed to have been
put there to !:eep out intruders. DBut
the Fourth didn't care two straws for
Binding, and when they all came Hﬂ.ilinﬁ
along, ho waa as cheff before the win
to them !

Binding gave o yell, as ho was
swept aside,

* Which the 'ead’s hin there with
Mr. DLickham a-searching for the
missin' spring-cleantn’ mumy ! Which
's paid e wasn't to be disturbed.
Look ‘ere, yung jents, you can't go
hin t "

“Go hon!" yelled the Tourth,
yewmoroualy.

“Ha, ha, hat"

Jolly led the way. There was nothing
of the cowherd about Jack Jolly,
and he seazed the bull by the horns
and baoldly entered Dr. Birchemall's
isfnktum. The rest streermed in hehined

1.

Grato was their serprize when they
found there waa no sign in the study
of either the Head or the Fourth
Form master. TFapers and books and
odds and ends were seattered about
all ever thoe place as though they hadd
recently  been  searching, amd  the

2q9rpet was turned up at the corners.

But Dr. Birchemall and Mr. Lickbam
wera nowhers to be seen !

“Where are they ' asked Jack
Jolly, blinking round the room in
amazement,

* Jcho AnEwers
grinned Frank Fearlesa.

* Perhaps they’re hiding under the
table,” said Bright.

A duzzen fellows dived under the
table to zeo : butb without result.

Then Merry sujjested that they mite
be hidden by the Iead’s desk ; and
there was a rush to investigate.

Still the missing masters failed to
come £o light. They must have been
searching there becawse the carpetb
was so fearfully bumpy that it was
like climbing over the Alps to get
round the desk. The o fogoya,
however, were still not to be seen.

But if they wcre not to bhe seen,
they wore very soon heard! The
moment the fellows started tramping
over those bumps in the carpet, the
muffled voices of Dr. Birchemall and
AMr. Lickham rang outin deffening coruas.

* Oow-ow-ow ! Help!?

i 1;;'rh5m ? I 1

“Yaroooo! Stop squashing me !
Yoooop ! ™

“ What the merry dickens! ™

*Oh, grate pip! They must be
underneeth the carpet ! gasped Jack
Jolly. * We're king over them ! "

“ My hat! Sowears!"

There was a rush for the other side
of tha desls, na the Fourth Formora
realised that they were trampling on
tho sacred persons of the Head and
their Form-master ! The follows didn's
need telling now thoe meaning of those
grate bumps in the carpet |

As they scrambled away, the bumps
moved swiftly to the e of the carpet
and the beaka enmo to light at last.
They wera holding flash-lamps iu their
handa and they looked rather the worso
for wear. They seemed frightfully
waxy, a8 they stagpered to their foot.

“Wow ! Yow! You yvung raskals,
I'll slawter you!" gasped the Hend.
“1'Il birch you all black and bine!
I'—"

The Head's fearsome threata died
on his lipa, He had suddonly spottod
the boguz maidservanta in the frond
of the crowd ! He farely blinked ot that
uneggapected aite.

**Ahemn!  Beg parden, T'm sure,
yung ladies ! ha coffed, not recker-
niging them for a moment. *1—T'm
afraid T didn't know wyoun wers hero
and——" Then the Head snddenly
gaw who they were.  He gave o violent,
spasmaoddick start.

“ Jolly  ** ho thondered. * Merry ¢
Bricht! Toarless! What is the
meaning of this hers 7

Juck Jolly egmaplained. The time
had come to put Dr. Birchemall to
shama over his preshus spring-cleaning
skeem, and the kaptin of the Fourth
was nob going to spars him.

“The falt ia, sir,' he said, in a
wringing veice, '* we've decided tn do
this apring-cloaning stunt of yours
properly, You want to turn us into
domestick servanta, So wa don’t sce
why wa shonldn't pat on proper clobber
for the job.'

Thers wna & Y
from the Farg
turnedd on the dAeed.

shagrin to glissen in his eyes.

ut neither of thess thinzs hap
" Topping wheeze | ¥ cried the

enthewsiastically,
“Wha-a-at 2"

“The ono thing that haz worried
me over thig biznness is the thought
that one of ths school guvvernors
bvand see you boys
the .-s;.:-riﬁ!aamng 1" said Dr.

t if you're all dressed

may come al
doin,
Birchemall.

id

“ Hear, hear ! ™ | u
All eyea were

The
eagerly looked for the blush of shame
to mount his cheiks and the tears of

fellows
“ Lickham 1 "'
joyfuily.

ned,
pad,

aters as
T Dh I.

notisg 1 *?

visitors will never giens the truth
“Oh, my hat! ™

“I will leava the arrange-
ments to you. Get together as many
maids’ dresses as you can find.
them from the housekeeper—irom the
Stape Society's props—anywhere ! But
whatever you <o, got 03 many yung-
O T
‘e, aipl
“A thowsand ithanks, Jolly, for
bringing your hl.‘ﬂﬂﬂ% skeem to my
finished I.

* And now, please, oll of you, return to

33
&

eried the Hoead

Borrow

into uniform ! "
Certainly, sir! "

Birchemall.

as femalo servants, such stray | your brooms and scrubbing-brushes,
{and get on with the epring-eleaning
at cnee ! ¥

Words failed the
went ! Not in their wildest dreems hadd
they drecmed that the Head wonld
leok on Jolly's spectackular protest as
# skecin to help on his epring-cleaning.
But ho had 1

There was nothing left for them fo
do but to get on wiﬁl the washing !

{Look owt for the side-splitting sequel
fo this yorn in next weel's snumber.
You'll jflnd Dichy
brightest and best in © The Secret of the
Study 1)

Fourth. They

Nugent af his

ey L

ON A BICYCLE BUILT

FOR TWO!
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Cokers Holiday Romance
By WILLIAM GREENE

Don’t think tist Coker's
audden conversioa to riding
& tandem durr*jeie Easter
vac, means tha.sshes aban-
doned his famous motor -
bike, It doesni |

The plain fagashout it is
that Coker has , st passed
through ono of his periodical
romantic moodsa !

Potter and I goessed that
he was suffering’ tom one of
thesa fita when 1e bought a
rthyming dictiondry and shut
himself up in bhis room in
Aunt Judy’s howe for hours
on end, We slrewdly hit
on the bright.eved young
fady in the car [.esk of the
local cinema ae ! probable
abject of Colier'd atlectiona.

WWe wers right Bhe was,
But when Col# hired a
tandem, we didn't at first
aonnect it up wih her, We
just  thought lis restless
spivit was in seerch of now
experience. Tandem-riding
geemed good fur anyway,
and we cheevfull took it in
turns to go out on 1t with
Coker—Coker, by the way,
always in front.

1t was not fill Coker
brovelt the ung lady
round to the I Lre that we
heard she was o tandem
fan. 'Then, of jgursc, wo
saw daylight!

Y Hbhan'e be  meing  yvou
chopa this mommng,” Cokev
gaid, ' il upr ter bime o3
best you ean, on know.
By the waw, Syh., these are
my pals. T'he o e with the
nose 19 ottee, ol the one
with the caes is Ureene.”’

A miee way Lo inteoduco us
to his  eirl-fricmd, you'll
think. Fut just like Coler.
It's one up og-nst us, by
the way, thau ithe voung
larly seemed Lo ideniily us

from Coker's escriplion
without the shightest eifii-

cu]tiy !

She threw ua each a smile
ghe had probably acquired
from the screen in her yest
hours at the cinema, end
then turned to Coker,

" Well, now, Horare,
where's that tandem § ™ she
asked, briskly, * I have to
start work ot one, remember,
Horace, so we ghall have to
make it snappy if we're to
get in & good run."

“ Bure you wouldn't pre-
fer the motor-bike 1 ™ asked
Coker. * Pedalling away on
a tandem for & long journey
13 no joke, vou
Lknow, Allright
for & man lke
moe, of course,
Givia  are difi.
e r ¢ n t—softer,
weakor, lesa able
fo stand up to
rxertion and so
on. You quite
see that, Sybilr”

ik Jl["‘}rﬁﬂ-! 1%
murmur ed
SBvbil, not very
entausiastically.
“* Perhaps
vou're vight,
Horace., But,
anyway, 1'm
tandem-riding."

* Al serene, then,” said
Colier, permitting an indul-
g smile to spread over his
rugged Inatures, *° J helievo
i 4wl exereising freedom
of choiee-—though I must
say Lhere aren't many .;{irls
cnpablo of exercising it.”

* Aren't thero rrally #7
asloedl the fuir Sybil, staring
a liitle,

“ Not o it af i ! anid
Coleer, cheerfully.  * Girls
fuck o sense of judgment,

Lkeen  on

I suppose it's beeanse they
havent any brains.”

“I—I suppose sol”

Syhbil.

“ Look at the way they
drive cars,” chuckled Colker.
Y Bimply no idea, you know.
Ought never to be allowed on
the roada! But let's got
gn;‘x}gmand the tandem it
is

Caoker and the young lady
from the cinema then
mounted the tandem and
rode oawny, leaving Potter
and me doubled up with
mirth. Coler ns o lady's
man, acting the gallant and
gimultaneously  explaining
how weak, soft, brainless,
and ineflicient girla were,
struck ua as funny. When
the tandem had gone, wo
roared !

But the hest laugh came
Iater, when Potter went out
for o spin on Coker's motor-

bike with me asz pillion
passenger.

We caught up willh the
tandem on o country road—
heading for home ozain.

Alter what Coker hoad

enid we might have inagined

ho was unaffected by the
ride.  Wa shonld havo been
very far wide of the mark.
he painful truth is that
Coker had found the paco
too awilt ! TTe was winded
completely — whilo  tho
young lady from the cincna
scerned pa fresh os paint,

As for his boasted mas-
culine sense of judgmont —
well, as poon s he saw us,
he started wobbling all over
the road; and beforo we
had reached him ho had gone
into n skid and pitched off
the tandem into o ditch !

Potter pulled up. Sybil
had crashed, but wos un-

hurt. Shes sesmed tickled
to death when Coker
cmerged from the ditch,

etreaming mud.
“ Well, thet's that ! "' sho

iggled. * I'm awfully sorry.

or you, Horace 3 but you
really did ask for it, steering
like that. After what vou
said ebout girls’ steering,
too ! Mow how am I to get
back Lo the cinema for the
opening '

Coker made no reply to
that. If he had not been
too muddy, he would have
beon too broathless, anyway.

Potter step-
ped into ihe
breach,

* If you'd like
to rido pillion,"
e samiled, ** it
will, of course,
be o pleasure.”

o nk you
so much!''
gigoled the gidl
from theeinema.
“You won't
mnindd, of course,
will you,
Horace? "

“Croggoogh!™
was Horee's
reply — which

¥

gnly
must lllm'ﬁ meﬂlnt. " 31115'1
sinee ghe prompt Tepare
to ride pﬂﬁﬂnF:l.\'I;:]F th.mr.

Potter drove off trinm-
phantly, I helped Coker
home with the tandem.
And that's about all thero is
to tell, I think.

Coker never went ont
aggain with the young lady
from the cinema. Awmdl it
can be taken for pranted
that there iz no likelhibwond
of hiz abandoning motor-

oveling oy dondeme-riding !

that was
v that people learned to appreciate the

HARRY WHARTON
CALLING ALL CHUMS!

How mmch should a Romove man have in the
way of pocket-rmoney 2

This question, mooted hy Bob Cherry recently, led
fo quite a warm argument.

It wos a surprisa to me to find out how widely
different wore tho idens of the wvarious mewnbers of
our little Co. on the subject,

Frank Nugont was the most modest of the Job
with his ﬁu,ig-&go:-m-inn of half-g.crown & week. Franky

t

hough he

was  naturnlly willing to
iven him, ho considered
valus of monoy better if they were not
overburdened with it when they were
YOUng.

The most grandiose iden of porket-
money came {from Hworeo Singh, whe
will be simply rolling in luere when he
obtaims {ull control of his own affairs.
Inky thought in all scriousness that a
Removite should have at least ten
pounds & week. He expressed the
opinion that lack of eashifulinss eramp-
fully reatricted the style of the pressnt
generation of ocateemed oand idiotie
Remove fallows !

Detween these two extromes all anrts
of idens were put forth—quite s
prigzingly to me, at first. Yet when I
came to think over it, ideas on the
subject are more varied than tho sums
actually dished out as peckel-mmoney !

Billy Bunter, for instance, probably
reccives, on the aversge, less than
Nugent’s modest half-crown o week. An
tho other end of tho scale, we have Lord
Mouleverer and Vernon-Smith, coch
handling & fiver v more every week of
their Jives |

I mysell am allowed {en shillings o
woek. This goes chiefly on study loss,
oocamonnl bua and train farea, minuse-
ments and subs to school clubs, 1 could
do with more. Who eouldn't ¥ Some-
times I am hard up. But on the whale,
I manage pretty well, and at times even
find m}'&&ﬁ with a surplus out of which
I can buy odd bits of sports kit.

And that, chums, ia all the spaco I
can spare to discusa the vexed queation
of how much a REemove maon should have
in the way of pocket-money.

Mect you all again next weck !
HARRY WHARTON.

HOBBIES UP TO DATE!
By H. SKINNER

Quite a nnmber of chapa T know saeer
ot tho mere sight of o fretsaw and openly
scofl andd scorn when they meet o Frets
worle fan.

Bnt it takes more then this to make a
real enthusiast ** feet ' !

The great and glorious thing abont
fretwork is that it tesclies a chap Lo
e patient.

You can alwavs tell 4 neweomer {0
tho game by the irvitalle woy he wickla
his aaw,

I hoppened to bo present on the
occasion when Dolsover fivat toole wp
fretworle.  His impatience was quita
shocking, Ho flung himeelf on the wool
with a terociouns suerl, used his fretsosw
likke & backwoodsman using his axe, and
finighed up by ifcaring wood and saw Lo
rilhons !

Now thot he's & soasoned veleran nk
fretwork, you'd hardly recopgnise him aa
the same mon. Ho coresses tho waood
coyly, fondles the saw foolishly, smilna
sheopishly, and ecrowa contented!y as ho
daintily nnd delicately shoapes the pices
he's making !

Ho oficred fo make me n pipe-rack
tha other day. But 1 don't smoke n
pipe=mnot el



