


2 THE MAGNETr—EVERY SATURDAY

“1 locked the Jduke
in the 1:1:-3&1 cellar,” he
whimperéd.

The cpowd (11 back,
aphast.. Horror amd
dismey overwhelmed
them. They stared at
cach other with fear-
fully pale fsbes. A
duke in the <ooal
cellap!  Could such
things be? His family

e i

THIS WEEK BY
CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE,

Captain of the Upper Fourth

went back to the Con-
guest—and he was in
* They zell upon u
¥ Iell upon ihe
rotten Cad and guve
him = fearful horse-
whigping for his a-
haman act, whike ihe
chief hurried to the

T'8 rather a fag to write Lhis page,
Dashed bard work, is what 1 ecall if.
A fellow deesn’t want to do mwire than
_be has to. A man gets quite enough
writing to do at school. However, here's a
detective story to begin with, It's rather

THE (LUE OF THE CAD'S CLOBBER!

The Cad was the pickname of a beastiy
criminz! who bad tefrorised London (Ior
vears.  He had etolen tomg of jewels and
thiogs, and money and things, and the
potice were pretty-well fed up with him, I
mean, Scotland Yard hod done its best to
catch the blighter, bat he bafed them with
& pew disguize overy time, I mcon, he was
1) clever at disguising himself that be
rever looked twice the same, aod every time
the police trled to arrest him be turned out
io be somebody else.

Though, mind you, he gave the <opa a
sporting chaoce, for he always wrote and
told them What be Was going Yo pinch oext:
but though they dratted sguads of men ail
rouid the*show, lie just walked off with the
sWaAg a3 cool 03 a euenmber, So they wepe
rather anpoyed with the fellow.

"1 mean, dazh it all" zeid the chief
fu , or whatever ihey call the fellow
who rmas the Yand, ~it's & bit thicks Jash
it} We tan’t mrrest ihe bounder till we
koow what ooks like, and we've got Do
chance of knowing what he looks like till
wa arrest him, so—well, 1 mean, where ane
we?! Our mq hands are tied—what?”

® Absolotely '™  agreed his  studymate.
“By the way, here's a letter frowe the
cheety rotter. Frightiul nerve—what ™

The chief inserted his monocle and glared
at the letter, which ran:

“DPear Chief,—Hope you're feeling pretiy
well, I'm still keeping pretty well, though
I had & touch of gout yesterday. Still,
mostn't gromble—what ? 1 thought I'a
drop you m line to let you know 1 shall be
st the Duke of Drizzle's dance to-night. I'H
look im about mildnight to pinch the Drizzle
Diswmonds. Hope to have the pleasure of
minﬁ]}'ﬂm
M Eind regarda to all at the Yard, Isn't
the weather foulf

" Sincerely.
“TeE CAD."

The chief ground his bally teeth when he
réad this.

“Dash it!" he said. "This is going too
fa¥., I mean, pinching the Drizzle Diamonds.
Doesa’t fthe rotter know that the Drizsle
Tamily goes back to the Conguezl? What's
the copatry coming to, L'd lke to know, if
Hiese ters start taking liberties with
blge-by dukes? T'Il give bhim z gond
talking to when we catch him."”

It waz a bit of a forlorn hope, but the
ehief dressed himself in faunitless sivie anid
went to the dapce, accompamied by hLis pal,
who was also faultiessly ddressed.
butler showed them in (o where the Doke of
Drizzle was rectiving guests.

The duke with pure-Llooded TG
courtesy. : i
“Beuced glad to see va'" he sahd. cxtend-
ing a marblewhite band., “Glad ya could 3
come,  Make vaseif at home, deali boy, ¥

won't ya?

The chie! starfed batk as though bitien |

by a hally adder.

“The ('ad, dash i{t!'" he eried. " ATrest
that man! He is ot the duke—-De iz the
Cad in disguise. Arrest him! What have
you dofie with the duke, scoundrel ™

The Cad surrendered after a hebstly fight
with Jdozens of slenths and guests and 50 on,

ten years for

ooal cellar.

“Thank ¥ya, thank
val!” wheered the doke, wipiDgl chal off his
whiskers, *Most good :{:!-, I'm sure!
How did yva detect the rottahi”

The chiet smiled.

“He went too far, by gad! He tried to
disguise himsel! as a gestieman, and
C a't.” He lowersd his voice. “It's a
rotten thing to have to say, but the villain
was sctually wearing o white walstecoat with

a dinger ﬂa:tet!"
The Ll back it horror.

“No wondshi™ be moaned. “No gentle-
man could have dowe a thing like that, by
Jave! I bope the fellah will be shot.”

But he wasn't., A6 the trial he tormed
King's evidenoe against himeel!, and was
sentenced 1o six montis for b ¥ aed

wearing & white waistvoat
with a dinner jacket. The cad!

GOOD SPORTS!

I'm fond of sport, but I don’t believe in
maki Itard work of it. Kicking a mwldy
foothail and hitting & cricket ball may be
all right, but 1 preter sports with more life
in them. Huntiop, Gshing, and shoating,
you koow. ;

Bomg silly assep are against blood sporks,
That's 4l rot. Look at hupting, I mean—--
why, the bally fox enjove it. g8 gels o
ﬁd run of ten or twelve miles, which is

shred exerciee for a Tox. And if he's
pulled down by the Lisunds—well, he kpows
he's only vermin &nd is better oub of the
way. He's rather glad, on the whole, if the
hounds collar him,

School is a fearful fa
position, 1 mean, I fl
the Christias vac. ¥ pater is master of
a Somerset humb. But just as I'm begin-
ning to enjoy it school starts again., Same
with the summer hols. 1 ¢au get ‘in the
vachiing at Cowes, but We come back to
selool just as the grounse seaszom  starts,
My pater rentz a grouse moor in Scotland,
bat it's no good pointing this ont to Capper.
He won'f give me even & fortnight’s leave.

The bLally Government ocught to do some-

for a man In my
in & few hnnts In

&

thilig. School’s all vight for soie fellows,
wita've gothing ¢l2e t¢o do. But I'm full np

withh cogagements. What with the London
season, the Bwiss sports, s month on the
Riviera, the fshing season, and the awtmnn
choots—well, I mean, I've simply no time
But I can’t seem io make them

for schoal,
npderstand.

ODE TO A SUIT!

Xg, this isa’t funny. Toets wrile versea
ou things like nightingalea and daffodils and
=0 forth, which aren’t half as useful or
beautiful 28 a realiy wellcut lounge &wit.
fo I'm poing fo0 write a poem on 4 &ait, and
I think it a bally good subject, too.

Q glorioms cost of Harris tweed,

Thou &arb, thou art a coat indeed !
Thy cut is clean and clever;

Thy pattern is a striking check;

And with rolled lapels at the mweck
Thon art a joy Tor ever.

Let no meoth lay his fangs on thee,

Or he shall etraightway slaughtercd be!

O waisteoat! © thou beautepus thing!
Thy strle and ecot would fit @ king,

}mt 4 tailor’s dummy; ,
For thoa art strong and free from stain
And guarantecd fo stand Lhe strain

Of any decent, tummy !

Ah, fix thy lairy form on me
Amd 131 be off 1y dot with glee!

O trousers! O theun perfect pair?
What marvels can with thee compare?

TWhas beauties and what graces?
Thon shidest on my legs encased,
Thou claspest me about the waist,

Thou bapgest on my braces!
Pins-fours would not be half so fing
Cpon sweh slender limbs as mine.

L] L] L [ L] L
O gloviows suit, I'll love thee till

My taitor seuds me in the Lill!

I haven't told you much mhout myzcli and
my homee, I moean, there isn't roont. il
need the whole book, I mean. Buot the
Editor asked me to mention what I want o
be when K leave school. A dashed im-
pertinent question, I think. Well, if yon
really want to koow, Mr. Editor, I want 1o
be what I now am—

An English Gentleman.

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE.
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Cecld Repingld is captain of Lhe Upper
Fourtli. Im some ways he is mot 2 Tand
fellow. He is sbraight ehough, has a
contempt of anything low, and 15 polite
amd  conziderate to those he thinks
worthy of the hopour. Against this he
i quite a soob, and has a tendeney Lo
look dovwn on fellows who do not belong
ta the *aristecrney.” He himeelf iz Lhe
sont of Bir Reginald Temple, and iz con-
nected with half the peerage. Thongh
he has a medivm inbtelleet, ha conziders
himeeld elever and a born leader. The
Upper Fourlh sometimes call him a born
dummy. He has a taste for clothes, amd
spemds vast sums on Lis wardrobe. Tn
hiz chvms and studymates, Dahney and
Fry, he is rather patronizsing. At & i
he is meosderate, chiefly because he is a
slacker, and he is mo better in class,
still, he is Cecil Teginald Temple—we "
Tl Letter feave it at Lhat.

{Carigon by HAROLD SKINNER.)
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THE PRISONER OF THE CAVE! Samuel Vernon-Smith, millionaire father of Herbert Vernons

Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, irapped like a rabbit !

Trapped by a hard-up estate-agent

whom he regarded as little more than a useful piece of mechanism. What are the rascal’s
intentions ? Read—
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Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, the millionaire finaneier, sat in the deckehair, a prisoner in the heart of
a cliffl—a steel ehain locked on his ankle and the other end secured to a padlock staple in the wall

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Must Have Bunter !

b4 OU'RE wanted, Bunter!”
S0h1” said Billy Bunter
sarcastically. “Am Ii"
“You arel”  answered
1lacry Wharten & Co., with one voice.

William Georgs Bunter, the [attost
member of the Greyfriars Remove, eyed
five amiling faces suspiciously.

It was quite right and proper, of
conrse, for Bunter to be wanted. No

arty really was complete without
Bunten No excursion could be con-
gidered a real success unless Bunter
joined thevein. Thiz was all clear
engugh to Billy Bunter,

On the other hand, it never secmed
go clear to other fellows as it did to
Bunter. TFellows had been known to
prefer Bunter's room to his company—
not, of conrse, realising how much they
woere missing.

2o, right and proper as it was for
the Famous Five to want Billy Buufer's
company that bright April mormng,
Bunter was suspicionz. He thonght that
there was o cateh in ik somewhere.

Tt was merry and bright on Blackrock
Island that sunny morning. Houund the
little rocky island the Atlantie rolldd
hriéht and blue, Far away the rugged
cliffz of Devonshire loomed against tho
azura sky.

Harry Wharton & Co, had not quite
expected to spend their Faster hn’l?da;rn
in Crusos life, on a little uniohabited
jsland, which was hardly more then a
heap of steep rocks beaten by the tides
of the Atlantic Ocean, But there they

were; and they scemed to be enjoying
life, regardless of hardships and the
roughest of rough quarters.

They bhad turned out, as usual, carly.
But they had to wait for the tide to
serve for the trip planned for the day;
0 they were still sunning themselves on
the beach of the little cove, when
Bunier rvolled out of old Dave Oke's

hut—turning oub late,

Bunter was at breakfast now. He had
Leen at breakfast for some considerable
time. He 1\-aslg*oiﬂ2; to be at it for some
considerable tima longer. It was not
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Holiday Adventures with a
real live kick in ’em. Un=-
limited thrills for Hamy
Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars
—and for YOU !
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o matter to be lightly dismissed. Bun-
tor always loaded up to the I’lumsoll
line—often & little over,

Seated in the soft sand, with his
podgy back against a rock, Bunter ato
—and ate | Bunter grumbled loud, and
he grumbled long, at the grub on
the Jone island, DBut he packed it away
at quite a good rale.

arry Wharton & Co. were still wait-
ing for the tide to recede farther. Ab
low tide it was possible to walk round
tho island on a narrow strip of beach

between the sea and the giant cliffs,
Only when the tide was low conld they
rench the sea-cave on the western side
fronting the Atlantic—for there was no
boat or craft of any kind on Blackrock.

“Hurry up, old fat mani” ur ed Bob
Cherry, **We're waiting, you know !”

“You can wait!” sasid Billy Bunter
calmly., *If vou fellows think I'mn
going to hurry over my brekler, you're
mistaken ! I'm not!™

“Oh, we'll wait!” said Trank
Nugent. " We must have Bunter !
“Yes, lot's wait!” agreed Johnny

Bull. Must have Bunter !”

“The waitfulness is the proper caper
in the esteemed circumstances!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with a dusky grin, _

“Take vour time, old fat man 1™ said
Harry “Wharton, “Must have your
company.” .

“0Oh, ves! Toke your time!" said
Bob, *“After all, why hurry 7"

Billy Bunter blinked still more sue-
F]ﬂimwly &t the smiling five through
s big spectacles,

It was unusual for the chums of the
Remove to be fearfully keem on his
fascinating company when they wero
rambling over DBlackrock Island, It
was still more unusual for them to
hang about idly, waiting for him.
Bunter, happily unaware that it was the
tide that they were wailting for, was
surprised.

“Wall, I mat be ready in half an
hour I he sauwd.

Bob Cherry gave a glance at lhe
beach—widening as the tide receded.

Tiue Ddlacxer Lisrany.—No. 1,628
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Then he gave the Owl of the Remove a
nod and a claqurj ETIM.

“We'll wait half an
agreed. .

“Pleagure 1" said Nugont.

“0h!1” ejaculated Bunter.

Thia was more and more ununsual;
nmore and more surprising. Ividendly
Billy Bunter's company was really
wanted if fivo fellows were prepared to
hang sbout another half-hour waiting
for. iim te finish guzzling.

o ‘ﬂ'thmg' special on?" asked the
puzeied Owl.

“Welre going vround to the smugglers’
cave !’ explainad Bob., * You havent
scen it yet—""

“1I don’t specially want 10"

“But we want you, old fat por-
poisa l” urged Bob. “You ksow what
jolly good company you are!”

“‘g.['hai'a all very well " said Bunter
merosely. “I'm not at all sure 1 shall
come! You fellows keep on cleaving
off and leaving me without any com-
pany but that one-legged old blighter
Uke,. Now yvou want me—"" ;

“We do!” azsured Bol. " Simply
st have vou with us this morning

“Well, I'll see ! said Bunter loftily.
“I'm not &t all sure I shall come. But
T'll gea ™ o

That was William George Bunter all
over, William George did not require
much encouragement to spread himself !

When Bunter was not wanted, which
was often, it was hard to make hin
come unstuck. Buot if he was wanted,

inter was the man to be very lofty
about it,

“You fellows haven't treated mo
well these hols,” went on Bunter, with
his mouth full. “That Least Bmithy
diddled us into getting stranded on this
rotten island. You know I want to get
away. BEut when that man Rance cameo
out 1n a boat, you let him go without
me—just because I wasn't on the spot.
You bad to row with him, instead of
asking him politely to wait, and iake
me back to E?ﬂ‘f-ki:“j? in his boat, Is that
what you call pallyi™ Billy Bunter
almost forgot to eat in his indignation.
“Now I'm still hore, all through you
fetlows | .

“Sorry svouw're still here, old fat
man " gasped Bob.

“The sorrowfulness is terrifie "

Singh.
agreed

hour1”? ho

grinned Hurree Jamset Ram

“Couldn’t  be  sorrier!”
Johnny Bull.

“Well, that's all very well!™ zaid
Bunter morosely, *“ Here /I,
stranded, till that old image Tregelly
comes off in his boat next week. ¥You
fellows may enjoy this kind of thing.
I don’t1 And to think that that Least
Smithy told me there was a castle, and
a butler, and & touring-car—and thero
ain't anything at all | Pulling a fellow’s
leg after all FPre done for lum !

“Never mind Smithy now!" said
Bob cheerily. "“We're going to punch
his head next term for stranding us
hero, Get on with the {g‘nrgmgi We
can’'t wait more than half an houy |

Bunter blinked at lum.

“You'll wait exactly as long az I
choose, or I jolly well shan’t come [ he
answered calmly. :

“0h, all vight! We'll wait—rather
than lose vour company iV

“Wait, then!” said Bunier. “And
shut up! Deon’t keep on jawing while
a fellow’s eating.”

The Famous Five q}z\nmd at Bunter for
a moment or two. Then they strolled
away on the sand—tlo wait!

_ They walked down to the little stone
jctty i the eove, and exchanged a few
cheery words with old Dave Qke, the
ong-legged ancient marincr who had
heen the sole inhabitant of Blackrock
Tug Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,628,
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hefors their arrival. They looked away
across the shining waters towards the
eoast of Devonshire, where the {iny fish-
ing hamlet of Potkellyr nestled zome-
where under the eliffz. Finally—the
tide being well out—they walked back
to the hut where Billy Bunter sat by
the doorway, having at last finished
cating,

Bunter was leaning back against the
doorpost taking a little rest after lus
CHELTIONS,

" Ready, old fat bean " ashed Bob.

“Well, perhaps I'll come now ! saul
Bunter graciopsly, *“Mind, T'm net
kecn mlltxpli}rmlp; a rotren old cave—
T'm cﬂuuu% simply becaunse vou fellows
want me. I'm always doing these good-
patared things.”

“h, my hatl I mean, come on,

Dunty 17 i .
Billy Bunter heaved his weight up at
Jast. Obviously, plainly, and unmis-

takably, the Famous Five of Greyiriars
did want his company that morming.
They were keen on it It secmed as if
they had reahised, all at once, what &
very nice fellow Bunter was, and felt
that they couldn’t do without him.

In these happy circumstances, Bunter
condescended to comel And he came—
rolling along the gand at the rate of a
venerable snail,

“1 eay, vou fellows, den't walk ro
fast " equeaked Bunter.

“Oh, buck up 1" eaid Bob.

“Bhan't!" gaid Bunter, “If vou want
to race, you can go on without me.
Plonse yourselves”

" here, fathead-——" began
Johany Bull,

“That’'s enough 1” said Bunter, “If
you want me to come, you'd better not
vace ! But pleass yourselves™

Bunter was wanted! Sa Bunter was
nraster of the situation!

Bunter crawled=so the Famous Five
slackened pace, and crawled also. It
night have been a party of six soaile,
that slowly—very slowly—crawled aleng
tho sandy beach of the cove and dis
appeared, at long last, round the
wesztern cliffs,

——————

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Nof Taking Any !

1 HO'S  that?™ ejaculated
W Bunter suddenly.
He came to o halb.

It was not a leng walk
round the Httle izland to the westein
side.  But it was rough gomg, over
sand and rocks and seaweed.

Billy Bunter was mot hurrying—iar
from it—but he was soon panting.

Every now- and then he stopped {o
mop a perspiring fat brow and to tell
the Famous Five that he had & jolly
good mind not to take another step!
Every time, they waited jor hhm, with
smiling paticnce, and he condescended
at length to roll on in.

Now they were in sight of the great
cavern in the cliffis that faced the
Atlantic, Huge and dark and gloomy,
it yawned in the massive chiff, with &
high, rugged, 1irregular arch.

tween the cave-mouth and the sea
siretched o dozen yards of sand and
shingle, with sharp rocks cropping up
here and there. Only at high tule
could & boat float into the cave—it was
when the tide was at the flood, in the
old days, that the smugglers had pulled
in to hide contraband cargoes in those
gloomy depths, )

The smugplers of olden time were
dead and gone; only the legend of them
lingered. Put the smugglers’ cave was
not untenanted, At the entrance of the
great eavern in the oliff, leaning on the

rock, ztood a burly man in jersey and
eea-hools, will: a cap on the back of his
tousled head, and a thick eudgel under
his arm.

He was smoking a short black pipe,
which e removed from his mouth amd
pud into his pocket as he saw the pariy
of zchoolboys approaching,

Then he slipped the eundgel from
under his arm into his hand, and the
expression on his stubbly featured face
grew threatening.

" Billy Bunter did not. like lLis looks!
He did not seem disposed fo start
ugain, after halting,

Harry Wharton & Ca. exchanged
8 zrin, Each of them had a stout stick
under his arm! And each of theur,
following the example of the man at
tha cave, slipped it down into his hamd,
ready for use. \

“I saw, vou fellows, who is i¥”
snuecaked Billy Bunter. “I never knew
there was anybedy on this beastly
ixland, cxeept that old goat Dave, I
say, that man looks a rough brute.”

“"Rough as they make ‘em!™ sand
Bob cheenrily, “*When we came alonpg
here vesterdav, he pitehed dnto us with
that cudgel, and we had to cut! But
we're ready for him this time. We've
got o stick each—and we've got you.”

“What ¥ ¢jaculated Bunicr.

“ You sece, that man Rance, who came
out in the boat, deesn’t want anybody
on ihis jolly old island!™ explaincd
Bob. “Hf ordered us off, so—of course
—we're staying! And he's left that
hulking brute, Harker, on the izland,
to keep us out of the smugglers’ cave.”

“Qh 1" said Billy Bunter.

“He got the best of it yesterday with
that big stick !” said Bob, “\We hadn't
an earthly, But mow——" .

“MNow we're ready to give him somo
of the =same, 1f he tries it on agunl”
zaid Johnoy DBuall.

“The readiness is terrifie”

0L repeated Bunter.

“But, of course,” went on Bol
gravely, “that isn't what we're velying
on. Weo're ml:;in%nn wou, DBunder.™

““Ma ! pasped the fat Owl.

“You're going to lead the rush—"

“Whi

“In the forciront of the battle, you
kpow ' said Baob, with & wink at his

friends. ' Remember what the Bunters
did in ihe War, and go and de
likewige.”

“OR1

“We'll back you up, of conrse—that
ig, so far az you mecd any backing!™
taid Beb. “Come on!”

Dhlly Bunter did not come onl IHe
blinked through his big spectacles at
big Bill Harker, lounging ab ihe
cavern's mouil with that thick cudgel
mm his hand, He blinked at lmin un-
eqsily. The more he blinked at lim,
the less lie liked his looks—and still
losa the look of the eudgel.

The thought of thak thick culdgel
cracking on his fat head was quite un-
pleasant to Bunter.

“Come on ! vrged Bob.

“Lead on, Bunter 1 said Nugent.

“We're following you, old fat bean !
aidd Johnny Bull :

“J say, yvou fellows, is that why you
wore £o jolly anxious for me to como
with vout® E‘iﬂmmd&d Bunter.

Bunicr saw it all now | ;

It was not for the pleasure of his
company—rzreat as that pleasure was—
that the Famous Five wanted him on
that vicit to the cavel This was what
they wanted | ]

“That's it ! satd Bob, with a cheery
nod. “You see, that man Harker is
jolly dangerous! He gave us a high
old time, yesterday, with that big stiek |
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urged Bob Cherry.

Weo had to give him best! But with
sou to handle him——-=>"

“Oh, really, Chorry——"

“¥ou know what a fighling-man rou
are, Buanter !

“h, yes! Dut——"

“Yowve told us how you whopped o

whuppi::,g: great borgeo onee, in the

o g—
“Oh, yes! 8o I—I did! But—*
“Well, now you're poing to whop
ihnt longshoreman, like you whopped
tho bargee—just about ss much 4
“And we'll stand round and cheer!”
said Johnny Bull
“The cheerfulness will be terrifie.”
“But we'll lend you a hand, if you
want it,” said Harry Wharton, “We'll

back you up all right, Bunter |*

Billy Bunter blinked round at five
facos—all very seriouws. He blinked at
the lounging longshoreman again, Then
he onee more blinked at tha Co,

Still he did not come on.

Bunter had often told the other
fellows that he was the man to take the
lead. Now, however, modesty super-
vened, and he seemed not only un-
willing te lead, but even to follow!

e had often told how he had
whopped a great bargee in the hols!
Mow he scemed to have no desive to

repeat that performanco. Often had he”

related what the Dunters had done in
the War., Now it was clear that he did
not want to cmulate those Lercic
Bunters,

“Waiting, old man!” gsaid Harry
Yy harton,

Billy Bunter brealhed hared. Ilc
breathed deep.

From the bottom of his fak heart, he
wished he had never joined in that
trip. Nob for 8 moment had he sus-
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The more Billy Bunter blinked at Bill Harker, the less he liked his look—and still less, the Jook of the cudgel.
** We're following you, old fat bean ! ** sald Johnny
that why you Iellows were so jolly anxious for me to come w

Bull.

rectod that he was expected to dis-
{ingunish himself in battle, The beasis
liad said nothing about that! Reallw,
they had got him there under falso pre-
tetices,

Billy Bunter, ceortainly, would not
have made one step in the direction of
the smugglers’ cave of Blackrock Island
had he been aware that a dangerons
rulfian with a thick cudgel was on the
watch there !

“Not funky, old man?® asked Bob
Cherry,

. “Not Bunter!” said Johnny, shaking
Liis head.

“ Impossible 1" said Nugent.

“Oh] Certainly not!” said Bunter.
“Mothing funky about me, I hope!
I'd knock the brute down, &s soon as
;?c::-: ab him, if you come to that.

L=

“But you'd rather not come to that?*
asked Bob.

I'he Co, repressed & chuckle! It was
only too clear that William George
Bunter would rather that it did not
coma to that |

“Well, I mean to say,” cxplained
Bunter, “that man Rance, who came
here the other day, is the estate-agent
nt Okeham who sold this island to
Smithy's father, He's really in charge
of tho place, more or less! If he's left
thiat man to seo that nobedy goes intoe
the cave, I think, upon the whole, that
we'd better not go.’

“0Oh, that's sll right!” said Bob re.
assuringly, “This island belongs to
AMr. Vernon-Smith now, and he wouldn't
mind where we went, if hoe knaw we

were here. Mr., Eliaz Rance has
nothing to do with it now.™
“Not a thing!” assured Harry

Wharton. "“Just a meddlesome, cheeky

)

“Comeonl®

*¢ 1 say, ﬂuu fellows,'* demanded Bunter, ** is

It you? »

nss, butting in! He has no more right
to order us off Blackrock than we have
to order him off! And that hulking
brute yonder has no right to keep us
out of the ceve—and he's jolly well not

oing to, so long s we've got you to
andle him———-~"

“Come on, Bunter ™

“Lead on, Macduff

Billy Bunter made & movement at
Inst. But it was not o movemnent to
ndvance. It was o movement to retreat,
Evidently the fighting blood of the
Bunters was in s chilly state.

The long-limbed longshoreman, after
watching the bunch of schoolboys for a
few minutes, came lounging ‘towards
them swinging his stick in hiz Land.
That settled it, for Bunter!

It looked as if big Harker was not
going to wait for hostilities—ho was
going to begin them,

Billy Bynter made a step in rotreat—
then another—and then Bob Cherry
grasped a fat arm and stopped him.

“"Iiold on, Bunter ! he exclaimed.
“Leggo ! roared Bunter, struggling.
*“That beast’s coming across here ™

“That's all right! Knock him down
as soon af look at him 1"

“Leggn my arm!”

“Don't desert us, Bunter [

:'S?m 'us,h Bunter 1*

“Ob, my hat! Here he comesl Gei
behind Bunter 1

“Yarooh! Le %f-!“ bowled Bunter
frantically, as Johnny Bull pgrasped
his other arm and he was faneag round
towards the advancing longshoreman,
*1 say, you fellows, leggo! Leggo,
vou beasts! I say— l'.}ﬁ: crikey1”

Billy Bunter struggled wildly. But
he struggled in vain. Big Harker was
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gtill at a distance—huk he was eoming
onl And there was Bunley clutched
hy the TFameus Five, whe parked
themsolves behind his fat form  and
hield him between them aud the enemy.

Ho strupgled. 1o wriggled. o
volled. Ho roared. ITe quaked with
dire alarm. lle squirmed and kicked.

“Will yonr Jeggo?” raved Dunter.
“Beasts!] Cads! Rotters!, Yaroah!
Lemmne gol That brute will bo hers
in & minute! I ain't going to profect
voul Xum for it, you silly idiots!
(Cutl T say, come on—poet ont of it
hefora he comes! Will vou leggo my
arms, vou beasis?"

“Will you tackle him if we let go?¥
;:'1_11‘31:36 ob Cherry. " Rush right at
bip——"

“Oh, wes, coertainly | Just lob go!®
rasped Bunter, “Just Iek po, and—and

'l tut-tut-tacklea him lLikoe anything |-

ar

Liive me a chanee to—ta rush

“Right-hol Btand clear, you fellows,”
eaid Boh.

Billy Bunter's fat arms were releazed.
The moment he was rcleased, Bunfer
made a8 rush. :

But he did not vnsh towards DBig
Ilarker. Ile rushed in the :::wmsitu
direction. Evidently Buntev preferrved
lo do his rushing with lis hack to the
CORIY.

It was o vapid rash,
{lowe |

Puanter almost

“Hold on!” roared Bobh. “You'ro
going the wrong way, Bunter! That
wn'd the way the Buonders went m the
War |"

“Come back, Bunter

“Hn, ha, ha ! i

Billy Bunter heard. But he did net
heed. Tho sand scattered like spray
under his pounding feet as he flew,

Sprinting was not really in Bunter's
line—but he looked pood now for the

THE MAGNET

school ene hundred vards! Ile gaszped.
he pulled, and he blew—he panied, and
he perspired—but he flew like a run-
away locomotive. -

A roar of laughter followed him.

“Well,"” giﬂ-ﬁ d  Bob  Cherry, *if
that's what the Bunters did in the War,
1 don’t know how they got that bushel
of Victoria Crosses that Bunicr’s teld
us abwout t?

“Ha, ha, hal™

Billy Bunter, going strong. vanished
venmd  the bulging cliff=. homeward
Lound,  And the Famous Iive, chuck-
Tingr, turned to face the longshoreman
—not, it seemed, much dismaved by
the: desertion of William George Duntey,
whose fat leg they had been playfully
pulling.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Upper Hand !
Ilarker's

iy QI it 1™ :
That was Dig
terse romark az he came

tramping across the send to-
wards the Famous Five of Greviviars.

They waited, in a cheerinl hunch,
for the longshoreman to aprive.

The previous day, Eilg Havler had
had the best of it—eagily ! With that
thick cudgel he lrad, in fact, knocked
the schoolboys right and left—and they
had had to retreat 1n a rather damaged
state. Some of those damages were
still rather painiul

But, as Bob Cherry had romarked,
nut-cracking was a game that two
could play at. They were ready for
AMre. Harker this time, Thev wero now
as well cauipped for the fray as Big
Bill Harker, and preparcd to give
AMre, Ranee's man all he wanled, @l
perhaps some over.

An Enthralling

the chums of Greyfriars ?
for fun and adventure !
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“Dok 1Y repeated Harker. He
sowung  lus vodgel with a threatoming
leer, " ¥You got to keep by old Dave's
shanty, whero you ean be found when
wanted., My, Ramnge will Le sendinge
for you afore long, and wou can lay
in that. Now, you sin't wanled 'ere!
"Ook 1, sharp ¥

Ihe chums of the Remove looked at
hin with cheerful coolness. Big Huorker
apparently supposed that he was goin
ta drive them off again, as he ha
driven them tha day hefore. Dip
Harker had another guess coming.

“You going 1" demanded Harker,

#No,” anewered Har Wharion,
“we're not going | .ﬁndr}' WA Yo
nnt to hadle that stick again, my maor.
You'll get damaged if you do!™®

“And the damagefulness will be
terrilie, ezteemed  and  dizgunsling

arkey !
Ram &Bingh,

Big Marker eved them a gond deal
like a cavage bulldeg. I'robably he
hiad not expected to ser 1hein again
after the rvopgh handling of the
proviens day.

Thae businesslike way in which the
sehoolhoys gripped their endpels scemed
to make Big Harker rather less keen
an & shindy,

But e did not intend to nllow them
to enter the eave, or even to approach
it, if he could help ity that was clear.

Alr. Rance, the estate-apent of Oke-
ham, had left him on guard for that
purpose. And Mr. Ranee, of Okehan,
had very particular reasons for not
desiving that cave to be explored.

Harry Wharten & Co. were aware of
that, though they eould not bLegin to

declaved Hurree  Jani=ot

guess witat Mr, Ranee's particular
PERSONE WELE,
They knew that there waz somo

mystevious secret hidden in the old
sinugglors’ cave, and they kuew thak
ithey wore going to root it out: and
that was that.

“Uome on ¥ said Bob Cherry Lriskly.
‘" Better =lecr elear, Harker 1™

“Y¥ou've been worned!™
dolvmy Ball,

And ihe TFamous Five, in a body,
adlvanced,

Big llarker backed away o few paces,
keeping boetween them and the cave.
Yhen, as they came steadily on, he

orinned

threw up his right hand, with {loe
cudgel 1n it, rushed at thwn, and
slashed.

But 1he longshoreman did not liave
to deal this fime with a party of school-
boyas with empty hands, He had to deal
with a parly who earried ondgaols lika
his own, and were ready lo use them
if Havker iusisted on it

Crash came his heavy endgel, a blow
that would have stunned one of ilio
juniors luul it landed.  Ilarker was
wbterly reckless of the damege he did.
But Havey Wharton eanght the deseemd-
ing =wipe ot his stick, and neatly
paveed b,

At e same moment, Bob Cherry
swiped, and hizs stick fairly ﬂl.n? on
Big Harvker's bullet head. Johnny
Bull, swiping aft the samc moment,
migend his hoad and got his shouldey.

BGig Ilarker staggered and roaved.

Bwipe, swipe, swipe !

Nugent and Hurree Singh and Harry
Wharton put in the swipes rapidly.

Havker roaved ltke a bull and
Bownded away,

“Follow on!” grinned Boh,

“Hava a few more, old bean??
chinekled Johnny Bull

The juniors pushed on, Harker
retreating  before them.,  Once, tha

cvaged mflian made 8 movement asg if
ta yush on them, But he thought
Letler of it. He was, in fact, hopelessly



oul-matelied, now that it was endgol
acaimnzt endpel, and he had capiuroed
all the damages in the confiick, so far.

Sucddenly he turned and ran for the
CAVE.

“After ham !” roared Bob,

*Lollar lim1”

The joniors rushed in hot pursuit.
They were going to oxplore the cavo
to 1ts utmost extent ceep 1n the davk
wierior of the cliff, and they had ne
tiea of having that dangerous ruflian
Invking iuw the shadows while they
expdored . Big Havker had azked for
teanthle, and now he was going Lo ot
a litile more than he wanted,

At the cave-month, they overtook ihe
longzshoreman,  Big  Harker turned
desperately, slashing right and left with
his endgel.  Johnny Bull roared as he
canght o heavy  knock  with  his
shotlder: but that was the only knock
that Harker wos able to put in.  Even
a5 it honded. he wont over under two
ot threo swipes that landed ab onee,
sprawling in the wot sand and seawoeed
lefe by the tide.
" Man down ! grinned Bob.

Ife jumped at the sprawling ruflian,
planted & knee on his jersey, and
tlonrisheed his stick over tho savago
stulsbly face.

“Haove another, old beani”™ be
asked,

Havker pantod.

“'Old on!* he gasped. *“'0Old on!

Blow yer, ’old on ™

“Any old thing!” said Bob cheer-
fullv, “Have you got it into your
thick =knll by this time that vou've
bitten off morve than you ean chow i

“Blow vor!” r;asned Harker., “Blow
vor, I eavs! THow the lot of yerl”

“Ow ! zaid Johmny Ball, rubbing
Il}i-'i [Ehm:lﬂer. “Wowl Oh crikey!
COw [

“Hurt, old chap?” asked Bob.

“0Oh, no! T'm making these noises
because I'm  enjoying myself I said
Johnnv, with ferocious garcasm. ™ Ow |
Wow I™

“All in the day's work, old bean!®

“Wow! Fathead! Owli”

“You've got & cord in wvour pockoet,
Franky. T'rot it out. Now, Mnr.
Harker, we're going to take caro that
voit keep out of mischiefl ‘You'ro
woing for a little walk. I dare say
vo're an awifelly nice chap in your
own way, but we don't want you hero [V

* Blow yer "

“I'va heord that onol You're repeat-
ing younraclf, old bean! Btand by ready
to crack his nut if he gives trouble,
vou fellows I said Bob,

Zi}" Ill'{mdy and willing 1" growled Johnny

13l

Hi{z' T3ill Harker glared, scowled, and
suarled.  DBut he gove no trouble, He
=cemed anxious to sveid the nut-crack-
ing operation !

Iiob Cherry dragged his hairy wrists
fogether behind him and bound them to
the back of his belt. He knotted the
mu!, and knotted it again, and yet
aEain,

“Bettor keep his paws safe!™ e

vemarked,

Therve was no doubt that Big Harker's
paws  were safe  when b had
linished.

“Now you can get up!” said Dob.
“Tike to take & walk along the shoro
to the cove, and see old Dave 7"

“No!” snarled Harker,

“RBorry—because that's Jjust what
vou're %‘nnlf todo! Walk him out, you
follows ou seo, Mr., Harker, your
rooin’s preferred to your company !
Now start! Perhaps old Dave will
untie your paws for you when you get
to the cove, if you ask him nicely.
Srartig v )

“No!" roared Harkor. “1 ain't!

EVERY SATURDAY

Blow ver! Blow the lot of yer! T ain't
gotng jest one step, and you can lay
to that I

Harker planted his feet in the sand
otizide Lthe cave, evidently determined
not to budge., He had failed to keep
tho Greyfriars juniors out of the sea-
cave; but no doubt he preferred to
keep an eye on their proceadings there
—i1f Lo could | As it happened. ho
couldn’t!  The Famous Five had neo
usc for Mr. Harker's eye on their pro-
ceedings !

“You won't go?” asked Dob,

“Blow ver, no ! roared Havker.

“Hoot him, all together ! said Bob,

“I dare say he'll start if we hool him
long cenough., Anyhow, it's  good
exorgiae.”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Gio at

The Bull of Bashan, fomed of alden
ihne for his ronring, had noihine on
g Harker duving the next few
ncriedld &,

Harker had stated that he would not
go.  But b went! Ho went quiin
rapidly Thudding boots were too
persnasive fo be resisted. Nob only
ik he go, buk he went at a run, almost
az fast as Billy Bunter had gone. With
his hands tied behind him, lurehing and
snmbling, but keeping up quite a good
specd, only anxious to get out of reach
of lunging boots, the longshoreman
carecrcd away slong the shore and dis-
appearcd round the eliffs in the diree-
tion of old Dave's cove.

“And now,” said DBob Cherry
cheerily, "“now for the cave, my
beloved ‘earers—and spotting Rance's

game, whatever it ia” _

And, Harker having disappeared

from sight, ithe Famous Five tramped
into the smugglers’ cave.
_ Threo tinmes already, since their land-
ing on Blackvock Tsland, they had
cxplored it, and discovered naothing
but footprints in tho sand and a boat-
hook hidden in o fissure. Dut Lhis timo
they hoped for botter luek 1

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Too Late !

ERDERT VERNON-SMITH,

H the Bounder Greyfriars,

stood in the ancient High

Street of the old Doevonshira

town of Okeham and looked at the

office windows of Rance & Co., Listato
Agents, Valuers, and Auctioncers,

The Bounder's face was clouded, his
Iook hesitating.

Ho looked like g follow who counldn’t
make up his mind—which was very
unnsuel in 3mithy. Smithy, generally,
was very decided, and seldom hesi-
tated. Now ho seemed guite st a loss.

Adjoining the office was Mr. Rance's
private house, and 8mithy seanned its
windows, hoping to see a familiar face.
But -if his {athor, Samuel Vernon-
Smith, was within, nothing was o Le
seon of him at the windows,

Smiithy had no doubt that he was
there ! Rance's house and office wero
the millionaire’s headquarters {]urmﬁ
his stay in Devonshire. It was a wnrek
since dmithy had arrived there to join
his father for the Easter holidays, and
had been turned away. It had been
a dismal week for Bmithy!

¥or one thing, he bad rmn out of
cash--quite a new ecxperience for the
wealthy Bounder of Greyfriers. Most
of his cash had gone on that _forbidden
jaunt with Pon & Co., of Highcliffe,
against his father's command=. He
had turned vp in Devonehire after fhat
excursipn with wery little left; and
now that litile was nearly pone.

7

Diut Smifhiy waz thinking less of
that, treublesome as it was, than of
ithin estrangement from his father,

My, Yernon-Smith had told him, with
grim sarcasm, that since he wanted
ta bo his ewn master. he shonld be
hiz own master, and belr ib st that.

That was not really what Smithy
wanted at all! ITe had disregarded his
father’s commonds aml his father's
wishes; in his unthinking ohstinacy and
determination te have lus awn way ho
had done wrong. And lie was sorey for
it, not ro mueh Lecause his Eather was
angry, as because his father was huct.

Now that so many days had passed.
Bmithy hoped to find the millionaire
i & more softencd mood.  Ile had
coma back to Okeliam in that hope.

From tho office doorwary & roddy-
cheeked young man looked out. o
glanced at Herbort Vernon-Smith and
prinned.

Smmthy  gave
Llack =zrowla,

All the Rance honschold knew how
e bad been turned out. ance's elerk
rememberad 16, and seemed amused
10 =oc him toening up again.

The DBounder mado up his mind at
last. Far a whole hour he had leiterad
undecidod.

If Mr. Vornon-Smith was  still
adamant, he had to pget through that
dlismal wacation thoe bezt he could.
Thore was a chance of joining his
chum, Tom Redwing, who was on a
consting trip in his father's lugger.
Roughing it in old John Redwing's
lugger «ud not appeal to Smithy very
much, but he would have been glad
to see his chum again.

Buol he was going to see his father
first, and make one more attcmpt to
set  matters rnight.,  Obstinate and
arrogant as ho was, Smithy was sorry
that he had done wrong, and was
willing to eat humble pie io any
extent.

Ho knocked at last at the door of
Mr. Rance's private house.

It was opoened to him by the samn
man who had opened it fo him 8 weok

Lim the blockest of

ago, and who evidently knew Lim
again. But it did not open wide.

“Master Vornon-Smith=——"  ho
hc‘gnn.

Tell my father T'm here, and ask
if I may see him!” said the Bounder
quict]y.

M.
sir
“Do von mean he has gone onk?
*No, sir, he has loft.”
“Leftt répeated Bmithy, hiz heart
sinking.
Ho had nobk expeeted thot, for a
moment.  Ifo stared at fhe man.
“Yes, eir; ho left the night before
Iasr™
“Wherer has he gone®"”
“That I ecannot soy, sir! Ferlmlm
AMe. Ranee could tell you. Young Mr.
Ranee 15 in lus office now,”

The DBounder, in  deep chagrin,
twrned away from the door, and it
closel.  He moved slowly along to the
adjoiming office,

Te had been propared to wait, if Lis
father was out., Dut he had nover
dreamed that BIr. Vernon-Bmith might
v gone. Ho could not understand it
1Y,

It was not like Mr, Vernon-8mith to
change his plans, All his arrange-
ments had been mado to remain in
Devonshire till the first week in May.
Smithy was to have been with him,
but for the unhappy trouble that had
LTISCTL ;

Urgent businczsz might have called
liim away to London for a dav or tweo.
But _the man said he had left! Tt was

Tue Macxer Taemany.—XNo, 1,628,

Vernon-Smith is not here,



8

somethiig like a knock-down blow to
the Bounder,

The ruddy-checked young man had
stepped back into the office.

Bmitly gmshﬂl open the door und
entared. The young wan grinned again.
st the sight of hm.

“Toll Mr, Rance I wish to speak
to him,* said Vernon-Smith quietly.
He was not fecling any urgoe to he
civil, either to Alr. Rance or to his
clerk, but he controlled his irritation.
It wadronly from Rance that he could
learn where to find his father.

“I'll tell him,” said the ruddy-
thecked young man, his manner imply-
i;i? that in his opinion the want was

_on the schoolboy's side. .

However, ho tapped at the inner
doo?, opencd it, wnd spoke {o someons
within. Then he turned back to the
Greyiriars junior, grioning more
widely than before.

“Mr, Rande is too busy to see any-
pno, sir.”

“I must seo him .

*That's. what Mr. Rance says; sir.”

The iuddy-cheeked young man stood

gainst the jnner office deor. On the

nder's provious vigit he had
pushed in u:é)ermlttﬂ&.. He was
strongly inchin to repeat that per-
formenca,  bui he ehsc himself,
Barging forcibly into Mr. Rance's
office was not the way to draw in-
formation from him.

“TIL wait! he said.

And he sat dewn to wait,

The clerk gava & shrug. and went
back to his stool and his desk.

_The Bounder, with growing irrita-
tion and biiterness, waited,

He did pnot believe for a moment
that Mr. Rance was too busy to seo
him. Young Mr., Rance, who
carricd on the business left him by
old Mr. Rance, was not devoted to
business matters. The Bounder, when
ho had barged inle his private office,
on hia last visit, had soen him hastil
eoncesl a racipg paper under a huiicil':
ing plan on his desk. As likely as not
it was in that mamner that young Mr,
Ranca was busy.

Smithy, during the week that he had
knocked about, idle, at a loose ond,
had heard some of the loeal gossip on
the subject of Rance & Co. Young
Mr. Rance, it was said, was making

and drakes of the excellent,
estate bnsiness left him by old Mr,
Ranco.

That racing paper which the Bounder
had eeen in the inner office rather
goermed to_bear out the locel gossin,

It was irvitating enough to kick his
heels in the ouler offico if young Mr.
Rance was only busy on spotting
winners—or losers—instead of atiending
to business, ]

But he waifted as patienily as he

could.
An hour erawled by, During that
hour nobody came into the office. The

ruddy-checked young man ot his desk
secmed to bo chiefly occupied in looking
out of the window or chowing the
handle of his pen. It did not lock as if
Ranee & Co. were doing much business.
Indecd, Smithy had & suspicion that
Ranee & Co. had been on thetr lost legs,
or*near it, before the millionaire had
come along and put a food of new
business in their way.
anr  arrogant and headstrong
fellow like the Bounder it was wvery
nearly intelerable to be kept waiting
an huums{qmmlly by & hard-up estate-
agont in a little country town. Rance,
no doubt, remembered his last visit with
resentment, and, if he were through
with Mr. Vernon-Smith, had perhaps
no motive or degiva to be civil to Mr
Troe Maicwer Lisnany.—No. 1,628,
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Vernon-2thith's son. Smithy bad taken
a dislike to the man at Arst sight—and
that feeling intensified as he sat weanly
and impatiently waiting,

But the door of the iimer oflice opened
at last, and a sharp-faced. narrow-cyed
inan looked out, It was young Alr.
Rance.

He gave the Bounder an unpleasant
glance,

Whethor it  was_ yesentment of
Smithy's high-handed proceedings at
his previouns visit, or whether ho recipro-
cated the Bounder's dislike, it was plain
that Elias Rance hed no desire to make
himself agreeable.

“Arp éyuu still heref" Lo snapped.
“What do you want?”

Smithy roso to his feet. Only with
dlﬂ'inu!t;' he controlled lys temper aud
constrained himself ta answer civilly.

“I've boeen told at veur house that
mgﬂ father has left, My, Rance” he
soid.

“ That is correet.™

“I want to know where to find him.
1z hao still in Devanshirve 17

"Mr. Verngn-S8mith left suddenly
without scquainting  me  with  his
destination,” answered the estate-agent,
"I understood from his remarks that he
mtended to return to Leondon, after
viewing seme propertics in Somoersct-
shive and Gloucestershire, Buol ho gave
me no details,”

“Then yon can fell me nothing 1™
asked Vornon-Bmith, deeply dis-
appointed.

“ Nothing 1"

“You might have said that an hour
ago 1" spapped Vernon-Smith,

Mr. Ranco shrugged narrow shoulders,

“But for your own disgraceful con-
duct you would be well acquainted with
your father’s movements,' ho retorted.
“You would, in fact, have joined him
here.”

Smithy's cheeks burned. It was true
enongh, but it did not concern Ilias
Rance; necither did such o faunt come
woll from a man who hid raciug papers
under building plans in his office! But

E‘:rmithz still kept his temper.
“When did my father leave?!” he
asked.

“The evening before last,”

““Is he coming hack "

"That is undecided. Ile may or may
not return herve for further Lusmess. ™

“He left no addresa or telephone
number 1

 Neither.”

“Then you could mot communicate
with him if you wanted to 3

“I have iustructions to send all com-
munications to his London oddress,”
answered Mr. Rance. “Possibly you
had better apply there. I have no
further time to waste, Master Vernon-
Hmith. Please leave my office.™

* Look herg—"

Mr. Ranco turned back into the innev
oflice and slemmed the door, the slam
cutting Smithy off short.

The Bounder’s oyes blazed, and he
mede a step towards that deor, with his
fists clenched. Bubt once more ho con-
trolled his temper, and turning, walked
out of the office, the ruddy-checked
young man grinning after him,

With a black brow and a heavy heart,
the Bsunder of Greyfriars trampod
away, his clouded faco a contrast to the
bright April sunshine in the old Hich
Streot of Okeham,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery Of The Cave !

i OW for the jolly old mystery,”
said Bob Cherry.
Vast and gloomy, the cave

, opened in the soaring cliff
fronting the Atlantic

Wet sand and strapgling seaweed
mavked where the tide swept up the
cave, and in the sand were the tracks
of Harker's heavy sea boots,

At ligh-woter mark, where ridges of
heapad sar<l and pobbles and seaweed
harred the cave, Bob Cherry lighted olil
Dave’a lantern, Beyond that point the
dim twilight of the smugglers' cave
deepened to darkness,

“That’s where ho camped!”™ re-
marked Bob, poiuting to a tarpaulin,
two or three untidy blankets, and other
things lying by the rocky wall a little
ahove high-water mark on the sloping

Qor,

Evidently Big ITarker had passed tho
night in the eave. That ho had heen
left on the watch the juniors conld not
doubt, but what he had been left 10
watch was a puzale to them,

Twice, they knew, young My, Ranece,
of Okeham, {Iﬂ'-d visited that cave in o
hoat with Big Harker and Peter Coat,
Possibly, probably, he had paid other
visits of which they knew nothing. DBut

W E_lfjhi‘

ey had traced his footprints up iho
cave, and ﬂrﬁ:f that he had carvied a
large bag. t was nearly a week ago.
The night beforo last they had watehed,
from the cliff-top, the bout pull in with
something lying in it velled in canvas,
'They knew no more,

It looked as if young My, Rance was
hiding somothing in that remote recoss
off the Devonshire coast. But whai—
and why? They found no answer lo
those. puzzling rquestions. Whether an
answer might be found by another ex-
ploration of the great cave they could
not tell, but they were going to sce.

On the soft sand beyond the tide-mark
they hoped to pick up sign—and all ihs
Famous Five wers pretty good Sconts,
Hore and there they found tracks of
Harker's gea boots, E{E seomed to have
moved about 8 good deal.

With the lanfern-light gleaming on
the sandy floor they moved farther up
the cave. Those heavy tracks ran hofore
them, the footprints both going and
coming, here and there overlupping one
another,

If the other visitors to tha cave had
left footprints, Harker's heavy tread
had spparently obliterated them, It
was plain that the longshoreman had
tramped up the cavern, and returned,
more than once. It was hard to unider-
stand why, unless thers was somcthing
farther up the cave upon which he had
to keep a watchiul eye! But whatl?

“ Something's here,” said Bob Cherry.
¥ They wouldn’t pull ont to this cavo
with & carge to carry it back again!
That's not sense.”

“ Whatever 1t was, they loft it hiere,”
agreed Harry Wharton. Y Bute—

hat the thumg:—”

“We know that Rance iz an estaie-
agent at Qkeham—about ton miles from
here,” snid Bob., * From what old Dave
saya, he's ‘been making ducks and
drakes of the business hi‘s fatler left
him, and the Jocal ips say that
Rance & Co. are in a bad way. Dut X
suppose the dear man hasn't lurmed
burglar and taken to hiding hLis loot
hpm‘ﬂ

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Hardly 1" he answerced. *“Ib ean't
he anything of that kind, and it can'c
o smugeling, But i¢'s something lizshy
—that's perfectly plain. It's somethig
he's afraid of having known.”

“And I suppose ha hasn't pinchod
any of BSmithy’s father's milii’imm 1
went on Bob, with & cheery grin, " lle's
doing busincss for Smithy's father, yon
know—he bought this izland for him
amobng other things. Bmithy's pater has
got more millions than o remenmbers—
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“ Think I'm atraid of a brute like you,” said Bunter, safe out of harm’s way.
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““ I'd thrash you as soon as look at you I **

i

* Shiver me! ** breathed Harker, strugeling in his bonds., *‘Jest to ge! a ’and on you—Jest that I Wouldn't I make you *opl ™

but ho can't have loft one abouk for
R ance to snoop !

“Fathead.!” i .

“Well, what the dickens is the
game ! paid Johnny Bull ““He's
hiding something, and it loocks as if he
can’t have anything to hide. But he
docsn’t come rooting about this cave
and leaving & man on guard for fun.”

“Let's sce if that jolly old boathook
15 still there,* zaid Bob.

Ho led the way to the rocky wall of
the cove, and stopped &t last at the
fissure where the Iiuniora had spoited
the hidden boathook a week ago.

The fissure was e:_mptﬁ pow, The bont-
hook and the exira handle thet had
been with it were both gone.

“They've found a new hiding-place,”
snid Bob, as he flashed the light into
tho fissura m the rock. * Picked up
~ome of our fairy footprints hercabount,
perhaps, and guessed that wo'd spotied
it—what ¥ :

“Or taken it away ! said Nugent,

“Why should they bring it here to
{nke it away again ¥”

“Well, I suppose it's somewhcre
abouk! But whaet the thump did they
want a boatheol: for, so far up from the
E-'E'a?”

“ Ask meo another.”

That the boathook, now missing, had
sothe connection with the mystery of the
cave the Famous Five were sure. It
could not have been conveved there
without a purpese. But what the con-
nection was was hard to guess.

They tramped on up the cave, the
lnutern light gleaming through dense
darkness as they went, They stopped
at last at the wall of rock that barred
the oxireme end of the smugglors’ cave.

There Bob flashed the light up at a
cavity in the rock wall above—more
than a dozen feet over their heads,

That is could not be climbed into, they
knew, having salready made the attempt
in vain. They sta up at it curiously,
wondering whether tg:ﬂ.t tunnel-liko
opening in the rock wall held any clueo
to the mystery-of the cavern.

“We can't get up there,” said Bob
slowly., “DBut a fcl{:}w could get up on
the shoulders of a big brute like

Harker. Not casy, but it could be
tlone'  FHMo wrinkled his brows in
iimug‘ht “Look herel”™ he added,

flashing the light round on the cavern
floor.

Inmumerable traces of heavy sea boots
showed that Harker had been there.
The sand was thin at this spot, but it
had plainly been trampled right and
left. Agnin the juniors stared up &t
the gap in the rock above,

B“L‘.IE we had a ladder——" murmured
ﬂ +*

“If 1 prinned Nugent.

“Aight as well ask for a lift on this
jolly old island,*” eaid Johnny Buil.

" INot quite,” answered Bob. “We
couldn’t make a lift, but we could make
a ladder. Lots of timber lying about
Dave’s cove, and the old bean’s got
some tools., We made ourselves n hut,
and we can maeke a laddar, I'm a
pretty good carpenter, you know.”

[T y

em !’
*Jolly I’ said Bob, with em-
phasis. “Don't vou remember how ]
mended a cheir-leg for you in your

study, Wharton ?” o
“¥es, vather! I remember sitting
on the floor when it gave way.”
1 .H.l'., hﬂ., ha 1¥
"“Look here, I'm gninf
ladder, and I'm jolly we
the fivst to go up i, too
“Passed nem con,”

Bull.

! to make i::
mg to
o ﬁgmfﬂ 3ol
rinned Johnny
“If you make the ladder, old

man, nobody else will bo keen on goin
up first. We'll stand round to cat
the fragments.”’

“Ya, ha, ha "

“0Oh, rata! Look here, you fatheads,
we'vo rooted all over the shop, and wa
come back to that gap up there,” ex-
claimed Bob.,  “Those sweeps don't
keep on walking up the cave just to
stave at it. I'll bet you there’s some-
thing to be spotted there if wa could
get up to it.  And we're jolly well
{;mng to make a ladder, brmrf it along
1ere as soon as it's made, and see what
they’ve parked up there—and that'a

that !"
Harrv Wharton nodded.
“Good egg!” he said., *“Thero's

nothing to be found in the cave, so far
as we can sce—and all the sign kecps
on leading us to this spot. Next titna
we coma wo're going farther—and
that's the way we're going.”

And, that being scttled, the Famous
Iiva vetraced their steps down the
smugglers’ cave to the shore, as puzzled
and perplexed as ever, but still more
keen on  rooting out {the strange
mystery of the sea cave of Blackvock,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Rough Siuff !

QUNG Mr. Rance locked up
irritably as his office door
opened,

It was late in the afternoonm,
close on time for the office of Rance &
Co. to closo. Tha ruddy-chesked clerk,
in fact, was gone; but Mr. Rance wan
etill busy in the inoer office, though it
1\;;5 not estate business that he was busy
about.

THe Magxer Iteriny.—No. 1.628.
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Young Mr. Rance had a pink paper
spread open on. the desk before hims,
and was regardiog it with a gloomy
aye, Judging by his look :.'rmglg Mer.

ance's quest of winners hed only
to the discovery of losers.

It was Herbert Vernon-Smith who
opened the door and stepped in, and
young Mr. Rance gave him a staro of
concentrated annoyance snd dishke.

He had not scen Bmithy since the
junior had called that morning. Frob-
ably he had not capected to see him
agein &t sll. And ik was clear that sce-
ing him arouscd Elias Rance’s deepest
irvitalion.

He rose to his foot, erumpling the
pink paper in his hand.

“You impudent young rascal, how
dare you i}:}umﬂ back here? he ex-
claimed.

“Your clerk seemis to ba gone, Mri

Rance;,” said the Bounder, “so
showed miyself ™
*Get out !

EVernmvarmiﬂa closed the door behind
im.

“T haven't coma here for & row, Mr.
Rance,” he said, " .And I sec no redson
why vou can’t be civil”

“The last tinre you came here you
forced your way in, and laid hends on
me. I desire to see no move of you!
I would rather loso Mr. Vernon-Smith’s
business than put up with insolence
from his son 1 Now go "

“T was very anxious to see my father,
Mr. Rance,” said Vernon-Smith quietly.
“J thihk you might overlook a spot of
excitcrnﬁnt when you barred my way,

an

“1 have told you te gol”

The Dounder compressed his lips,

“Very well, if yvou don’t choose to be
civil, bhave it your own way,” he
gpnswered. “But Fm not going il I
know where to find wy father ™
- Young AMr. Hanca started a litile.
I%Ea eyes gleamed green as ho fixed
them on the DBounder's determined,
dogged face.

“Find your father I™ he repeated.
“You speak as if he were lost. What
nonsense are you telkingi™

“1'Il explain, i you'll listen n
minute,”” said IHerbert Vernon-Smith.
“ My father was going to stay hexe for
two or three more weeks. Ho was up
It:-u the neck 1::: huﬂnﬂa u:h "iii}nﬂhlri:}

roperty all ever the place.

h&l!!ﬁg !;udflen ,. he must have lcft a
good deal of business in an upfinished
state. I simply couldn't understand
how he could have left without giving
you either an address, or a telephone
number, when you've been doing all his
business for him in this county. It's not
his way, and it's not sense.”

“J have told you—-"

“Yes, and I've guessed why you told
me [ snapped the Bounder.

Rance gave another start, Thero was

t muach colour in his sharp foce, but
what littlo there was, wavered.

“What do vou meani” he breathed.
.'What LF : x

Vernon-Smith storcd at him. He
counld sce ﬂg.:;g his words had given
Rance a startling shoek, but he could
not see why, :

“I mean this,” he answered. " Since
I’ve thonght it over, it looks to me as
if you're stil! feeling sore about the
row we had the day 1 first came here,
and you don't choose to toll me where
my father's gone.'”

“Oh1"™ eaid Ranca! *“Oh, iz that

Now I admit T was a

i
“That's it

bit high-handed, amd I'm willing to say

that I'm sorip™ maid Vernon-Smith.
Tue Alsoxe¥ Lisnary.—No. 1,628,
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“Naw will you tell me my father's
dress 1" ‘
.. -1 have satd that I know noihing of
¥ i
“ My father and T parted-on ill terms,
Mr. Ranee,” said the Bounder guietly,
“He was ratty with me, and he hed
cause. I dare say vou've heard whab
happened. caused & trick to be
Fla:.rnd on the telephone, and got leave
rotn my headmaster to leave school
before break-up, using my  father's
name. I never reali what & rotten
trick it was st the time. I know X
ocught to have, but I didn't. But I'm
not making cxeuses to you. I want to
nsk my father to forget 1t. TEven if
you've got your back up with me, even
1f you've taken a dishke to me, you
don't want to stand between father and
son, I'm asking you, as a favour, Mr.
nee, to tell me wi'ugre my father 1s
so that I ean go te him, and tell him
I'm sorry for what I did.”

Rance did not reply.

The Bounder's manner swas deeply
carnest, There was no trace of arve-
gance about himn now.

Ha waited for Foance's answer. Dut
he waited in vain.

“Will you tell mo " ho asked, at last.

“Youn are wasting my time. I have
told you all T know of your Iather's
movements 1" snapped Rance,

Vernon-8mith set his lips. ,
“That is a lie!” he said, very dis
tinetly. ! ; ;

Rance looked at him with greenish
ayes,

“If you want a shindy, you shall have
one, by gad!” said the Bounder of
Greyiriars, betwecn his tesih. '‘Pack
up your lies, Mr. Elias Rance ! Youw're
not through with your business with my
father. You expect him back here, and
that means that you're in touch with
him.”

“ Nothing of the kind "

“1 tell gmt I know!? zhouted the
Bounder, his temper breaking out.
“ After I'd thought it over a bit, I've
made a few inguirics round about. 1
spon found out that you were pulling
my leg. You say that my father has
gong viewing properties in Somerset
and Gloucester, If he had, ho would
havoe gone in his car.”

“"Ho went in his car.™

% Another lia " mnarled the Bounder.
“My father's car is still in the garago
hore, as I've found out.™

“0Ohk 1" ejaculated Mr. Rance.

“That meons that he's coming back,
end I know it1" snarled Smathy.
“ And he's not far away, either.”

“Probably he has returned to Lon-
don. Indeed, I remember he mentioned
that thera was some matter in the City
that required his attention.”

(o *r'::al}lj he did nothing of the
kind,” sneered WVernon-Bmith, “I've
been on the phona to Conrtman Square,
and Larkin Eua scen and heard nothing
of _him. He has not been back to
London.”

Young Ar. Rance breathed hard.

“I ecan only repeat what I have told
ou—that I know nothing at present of

is movements,” he said. “If I knew
anything ¥ ehould, of course, tell you.
Why should I noti™

“I don't know why vou should not,
except ‘that you want to make yourself
an unpleazant rotter !” snapped Ver-
non-8mith. “But I know that you
could tell me, if you liked, where to
find him, and yow're going to. Hae
never left in his car—it’s still here. Ha
never left by train—I"ve inguired at the
station, where he's Dparfegtl‘}* well
known. He's still in Devonshire—and
you must knew where. All it amounts
to i3 that he's changed his quarters, and

is no longer slaying in your house
Give me s addross.’

Rance breathed harder.
Vernon-Smith's present address was
one that young Mr. Rance was very un-
likely to give.

]_T.fernun-ﬂmith made a step towards
1LY,

That Rance had a guiliy secrot lo
keep, naturally did not cccur to the
Bounder. It was strange enough that
thoe man's dislike snd resentment for
an outhreak of temper should make
him take thiz line; but that was the
only reason Smithy could think of in
account for HRance's obstinacy.  But
that he knew where the millionaire was
to be found Herbert Vernon-Bmith was
certain, .

He had made an appeal—humbling
himsel to a man he disliked. 1t had
failed! Now he was thinking of other
niensures,

“Will you answer me?"* he asked,
between his teeth,

“T have told you all T know.”

“ That's false. Whera is my father ?*

* Leave my office.” )

The Bounder came nearcr, hiz cyes
burning, his fists elenched.

Rance backed s little farther behind
his desk.

He was &8 man, and Smithy waz o
schoolboy. But he was a weedy man,
unfit from late hours, excessive =mnk-
ing, and too many whiskics-and-sodas,
Smithy waa strong and sturdy, and hapt
as naile. There was glarm, as well as
rage, in young Mr. n's foce, as tho
Bounder followed him vound the Jdesk—
his intentions only too evident,

“Stand boack 1" muttered Rance. ¥ Xo
vielancet If vou dare—="

“Where's my fathor ™

“1 know nothin 2

“ Another lie, and I'll knock rom
spinning "  roared the Bounder.
“Where's my father, you rat?”

“Stand back I" panted Rance.

He made & jump towards the Joor of
the outer office. )

The Bounder was after him with the
spring of a tiger hitting out as he came,

His temper was beyond sll control
now. This man, for no reasenr ihat
Smithy could guess, but petty dislike
and an evil temper, was standing bo-
tween him and his father—between a
son’s repentance, and a father’s for-
giveness. A better-tempered and move

sticnt fellow than the Bounder of

reyfriars might have failed to control
himself at that.

Hiz hard knuckles crashed on Rance's
jaw, sending him spinning sideways.

Rance reeled and stumbled, and then
went down on .the office Hoor with a
crash, and a gasping howl.

“Neow, you cur 1" roared the Bounder.
“MNow, you rat! Tell me where my
father is, or I'll thrash you till you
can’'t orawl,™

" Help 1 velled Rance,

Ha raised himself on his elbow—hut
no farther. Only too clearly (Lhe
Bounder of Greyiviars was going to
knock him down ngain, as socon as le
was on his feeb.

“Will vou tell me, or shall I use my
boots on you, you cur?” voared Iler-
bert Vernon-Bmith,

“Help ¥

“Where's my faiher?”

“Help "

Thera were voices and footsteps, and
the door from the hduse opencd. Tho
manservant who had spoken to Smithy
in the morning, stared in. He stared at
a startling sight, =

Rance, yelling, was squirmming on the
floor, the Bounder booting him as ho
squirmed He was gﬂinpi to answer, if
the Enraﬁed Bounder could make him—
and as he would not got on his fuet,

Mr. Samuel



Smithy booted him as he sprawled—and
lie haoted ﬂaﬂ and hard.

“Oh | r. Range—" pasped the
gtaring man_ at the door.

“Help | Help me, Tomlin | gshrieked
Alr, Rance.

The man rushed at Vernon-Smith,
and dragged him back.

Rance struggled to his feet, dusty,

anting, cerimeon.

“Throw him out!™ he gasped.
“Throw that voung scoundrel out! I
will help you. Throw him into the
eiroot [

It was not easy for even the two of
iliemn {o throw the Bounder out. He
siruggled and kicked, as he was whirled
across the outer office, blind with rage.

But he had to go—and he went,

Panting and dishevelled, the Bounder
aof GGreyfriars shot out of the office door-
way, and sprawled heedlong on the
pavement.

Mr. Ranco shut the office door, and
locked it, without delay. Cutside,
EHerbert Vernon-Smith sprawled, and
imnted. and gasped—a dozen passers-
W paunsing to stare at him, as he
sprawled.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter The Bold !

ke H erikey1”
Billy Bunter uttered that
ejaculation, in startled tonca

o jumped to his feet. Bunter
seldom jumped—but the sight of Big
Bill Harker tramping fowards him, in
the sandy beach of tho cove, was more
than encugh to make the fat Owl of
Greyiriars jump. :

Bunter was alone in camp, by _the
cove of Blacksock, The Famous Five
wore exploring the sea-cave, and old
IDave Oke had stumped away on his
wooden leg inland, to a potato-patch he
cultivated on one of the few spots of
fertile earth on the rocky island.

Whether he was out of hearing or not,
Bunter did not know; but he was out of
sight, and the fat {]w’[ was on_his gwn—
and he fairly bounded as, hearing a
sonnd of tramping feet on the sand, he
looked round and spotted the longshore-
man.

The fat Owl had been taking a rest
after his repid retreat round the cliffs,
He was still taking & rest, lﬁln on his
podgy back in the sand, in the shade of
a cliff, when Harker happened. Bunter
could do with quite & lot of rest. In
fact, it was his happy intention to go
ot resting 41]l 18 waa time to eat again,
But he forgot all about resting when he
epotted the savage, scowling face close
in the offing. 2

‘Harker's hands wers .bound bchind
him; but Bunter, t'hw%.h" he could see
that they were behind him, could not,
of course, ece that they wera tied.

His impression was that Harker had
walloped the juniors, and was coming
thera looking for further trouble. It
was hard to guess any other reason;
in fact, why he should hoave come. And
his look was not Teassuring.

Whether he had wa!l?[ped the juniors
ar not, he had sustained some damages
that leaped to the eye. And the rags in
his face was quite alarming to the view,
No_wonder Bunter jumped !

Harker camp tramping savagely on,
VWhat he wanted was to get his hands
untied, and he stared round for old
Dave Oke as he came. . He did pot sco
the wooden-legged mariner; but he saw
Billy Bunter, and bore down on him.

Bunter gave him a terrified blink,
and shot nto Dave's hut. The lean-to
ungler the ¢liff, in which the Famous
Five camped, had no door, and was no
refuge—Dbul there was a deor to Dave's
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hut, and Bunter promptly slammed it
after him. ]

“Hi " roared Harker. “Hi, you fat
voung swab! Hit"

“Oh soissors|” gasped Bunter.

On the door of Dave's hut, there was
neither dock nor bolt.  The zole in-
habitant of Blackrock never needed to
gecure his door.

Bunter blinked round anxiously for
somathing to usa as a wedge. He
grabbed up & stick and jammed the
¢nd under the door.

He was only just in time. A powerful
kick an the outzide of the door made
the hut shake.

“Qoogooh 1” gasped Bunter. “0h
crumbs 1 He grabbed Dave's trestle-
table, built out of old wreckage, to drag
it to tha door. DBut it was too heavy
for the fat Owl to shift,

Crash, on the door again., ;

Bunter's fat heart leaped inte his
roouth, :

“Hi! You stoopid swab!" roared
Harker, outside, “Open this 'ere door,
will you? I ain’t going fo 'urt you, you
young fool you, I jost want you to untie
my 'ands I”

“Wha-a-t I"” gasped Bunter,

“1 got my 'ands tied " howled the
longshoreman. * You stop out and untis
ithem, blow yer! 'Ear me?”

Bunter could not fail to hear him!
He was bellowing almest like a bull
But Bunter did not open that deer. He
felt eafer with a door shut between him
and Big DBill Harker. Neither did he
beliove the longshoreman's statement.

“ You—you—sou go away!’ gasped
BEill Bm{ter, rfthmggh his chattering
teeth, *'I—I don’t want any trouble
with you. You leave me slone I

“Come out of it, blow yer!” roared
Harker. "If you don't come out of it,
you sea-slug, I'll knock the door ini*

”Dh l:ﬂ‘lkﬂjf IH

Crash, crash, crashl

Harker's heavy sea-boot crashed and
banged on the door. -

Dave's hut was not built to resist that
sort of treatment. In Jess than a minute,
the door flew open, in three or four
sections,

Billy Bunter gave a squeak of torror
gs the enraged longshoreman tramped
in, ducking his head to enter.

il

Harker could unse his feet—he had
ueed one of them on DBunter—bus
he could mnot wuse his hands. That
knowledge rather calmed the fat Owi's
anic. Even Billy Buntor was not fear-
qulf afraid of a man whose hands were
tied.

All he wanted was to get out of reach
of Harker's boots; then he conld dodge.

Bunter was not active, but he could
dodge & man whose hands wers bound
1f he had a start. There were plenty
of rocks to clamber up, where no man
with tied handa could follow.

“Oh, yez| All right I gasped Bunter.
“]—I—1 eay, did they—did they tie
your hands like that?”

It dawned on the fat Owl that the
Famous Five must have fixed Harker
up in that manper, and that the wallop-
ing must have gone Harker's way, after
all. Bunter certainly had not the
slightest intention of setting the ruffian
free. He was much safer tied.

“Ay, and T'll erack their 'cads all
round for it, and you ¢an lay to that!”
snarled Harker. “ (et them 'ands loose
for me, you swal, afore I kick you
across to Potkelly 1" i

“Oh! Ah! Yes, cortainly! Al
right * stuttered Bonter. “Tut-tut-
turn round, Mr, Harkeri I=I=T1'll do
it like n shot 1 .

Harker had to turn his back for
Bunter to get at his tied hands, That
was what the astuta fat Owl wanted.

Standing behind tho long-limbed long-
ghoreman, the fat Owl fumbled with the
cord knotted round his hairy wrists.
Then, all of & sudden, ha clenched both
fat hands and delivered a terrific thump
in the middle of the ruffian’s baek.
‘Harker l:np)i';‘ljed over headlong, vrash-
ing down on his face in tho sand.

illy Bunter flew.

He i;a.d his stagt now. Mo forgot the
weight he had to carry. His Faot hardly
touched the ground as he flew Lo & huge
rock that stood near the cliff. It had
steep sides and an irregular, flat top.

Billy Bunter clambered up that rock
like a monkey. .

He was on the top, -%‘urghqg for
breath, while Harker still lay, with his
mggez{ features and rough beard dig-
ging up the sand.

(Continued on neéxt page.)

“Owl K e ep
off 1" yelled Bun- ‘r F“
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The longshereman rolled cver, pant-
ing with rage. lle struggled and
scrambled o get on his feet again, Tt
was not casy i the loose sand, with his
hands tied behind his hack,

But he got on his feet at length snd
glared round for Bunter with a glare
that made the fat Owl exceedingly glad
that e was out of reach of a hoot.

Bighting Bunter on the boulder, the
longshoreman {ramped peross to lom
and glared vp at the fat face that
blinked down, —_

Iliz look waa tovrifying. But he was
owerlezs. Buntey was well above his
wead, and he esuld not essay to climb

the steep rock without the use of his
hands,

“Blow ver " he gasped. " Conme down
out of that \?

“Xah!”

“VYou fat swah—" roared Harker,
“You ugly, unwashed, pug-nosed, pie-

faced gonilla ! yetorted Bunter, QOut of
reach,. Bunter was as beld sa a lion,
“Take your ugly face away before I
come down and smack it 1?

“Wot 1" gasped Haorker, ]

“T'va a jolly Eﬂrﬂd mind,” said
Bunter, "to conte down and boot you
all round the izland! ['d give you a
jolly good hiding, enly youw're not fit for
a fellow to =al his hands onl Get out
of it before I vhange my mind and conre
down and wallop vyou ! _

Harker stood %"i:u'[ug up  at Lim,

breathing fury. He wrenched savagely
at the cords o his wrists. But he had
wrenehed p good many limes already;
Bob  Cherry had  done his  work
thoroughly.
1 fcm,:lﬂ gik at you—" ha gaﬁrcﬂ,
“I'd knoek yon down if you could I
answered Bunter cheerfully.  “Think
T'm afraid of a long-legged brute like
you? JI'd thrash you as soon as look ab
you I

“8hiver mie!” Dbreathed  Harker.
“Jest to get a Tand on you—jest that;
only jest that! Wouldn't I make vou
op! Wouldn't I make you "owl!l You
can lay to that!®

“Oh, shut up ™ =aul Bunter.

“You fat lubber out of a cook’s
galley 1

“1 said shui up ¥ interrupted Bunter,
“Shut np, and get out of this! Perhaps
that will start you !

There were soveral small pebbles on
the summit of the Ing boulder.

Bunter grabbed one and hurled ik

At such short range even the fat Owl
coould not miss. That pebble landed in
the vuddle of Big Ilarker’s features,
Tho yoar he gave ns he got it woke all
the echoes of the cove.

Billy Bunter grimmed down at hi.

Bunter was fﬂnlingi quite bucked now.
He was master of the situation.  That
ruffian had kicked him—havd, Banteyr
was 1 & position to get his own back.
In such a position, Bunter was not tha
man to les his chances like the =un-
Leams pass him by,

He grablbed wp another pebbla and
hurled it, Tt missed Harker's head, but
caught his car in passing, and the long-
shoreman roared again.

Another chunk, following it
Iuded on his bearded chin.

Bunter, grinning, grabhed up another.

Big Harker was not quick on tho
uptaie, but he realised by that time
that it waz not good enough. 1le
turned and tramped off.

Whizt came the pebble. It ecanght
Big Harker in the back of his bull neels
as he went, . i

Whiz! came another, landing bhehind
Lis ear. )

The lengzhoreman, panting with fury,
broke into a run. Probably for tha first
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time in history, Billy Bunter zaw the
back of an enenyy—runming away [rom
the trivnphant fat COwl

“He, he, he ™ chortled Buntcr, -

Arid he hurled pebble after pelible till
the stumbling longshoreman was out of
range.

At a safe distance, Harker leaned on
Dave's hut, regarding the grinning fas
Owl with a deadly cye. If looks could
have slain, probably Groyfriars School
would have lost its brightest and fattest
ornament |

Quite undamaged by Harkpr"s deadly
looks, the fat Owl sat grinning on to
of the high rock, to remain there till
Harry Wharten & Co. veturned to the
camp. And Big Harker, leaning on
the hut, muttering oaths it his shaggy
beard, could only do the =nue.

———

THE EiGHTH CHAPTER.

Bunter wants To Work |

£l SAY, vou fellows 1

“ Hallo, halle, halle 1” roared

Bob {}‘Imrwh

_ Harry arton & Co. came
tramping round the strip of beach at
the foot of the clifls. )

They grinmed at the sicht of Billy
Bunter perched on the high vock and
Harker leaning on the hut, scowling
blackly, in the worst temper ever.

“What are jou doing up there,
Bunter ¥ ealled out Harvy Wharton,

“0Oh, nothing! Just conjoying the
sunshine, you know !” answered Bunter.
“I'm not keeping out of the way of
that long-legged Deast! IU'm not afraid
of him, of conrse! BStill, vou fellows
might kick hun out before I como
down 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha!?

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
ot ™ hooted DBunter. “ FPve been stick-
ing up here hours and bours and howrs
waiting for you fellows to come back!
Hours and hours and hours—="

“We haven't been gone two hours.”

“ Well, it scamed like hours and hours
and homrs! I s=ay, you fellows, kick
that heast out and let a chap comoe
own I squeaked Bunter. “1'm getting
lm.]t}?r:; {r

1 juniors, grinning, walked on to
the hut.

Big Havker eyed them as they ecamo
up with an anxiocs intenfness that they
readily understood. Whatever was the
strange seeret over which he had been
keepin wakely and ward 2t tha
51t1uggﬁ‘m’ cave, he dreaded that they
might hove dizcovered 1t

“IHere we ave again, old bean ! said
Boly Chervy cheerily.

*¥ou been in the cave?”
Harker.

“Bort of,” agvecd Dob.

Harker looked from face to face
soavehingly, and they could see relief
dawn in his own,

Iic walm not aware that they had any
special reazon for searching the sea-
cave bevond o natural schoolboy deszive
ta explore such a place. His dread had
heen that a chance dizcovery might
have been wade during that explora-
t1o.

The relief 1 his face showed that he
knew that they had diseovered nothing.

That was a little puzzling, as they
had said nothink,  Apparently, he
vipected to be able to read in their
looks if they had discovered the seerct
—whatever that strange and mysterious
seereh was,

Anyhow, it was unmistakable that he
was relieved, The black scowl on his
rugeed brow rolaxed a bittle.

“Well, no ‘arn done I he muttered.
“T1 had Mr, Rance's onders!  That's

muttered

alll  “Keep them trespassing veing
rascals where they can bo fownnd when
sent for 7 That was what Mr. Rance
saild., I got to do what the guv'nor
says! That's alll Now you let looswe o
man’s "ands, lHow ver !

The Eu"iﬂﬁ made no commeni on
that. They had no intention of warn-
g Rance & Co. that they were on the
track of the secrct, The less the cnemy
knew of their plans, the betier.

It was irue that they had made no
discovery, so far—and they knew than
Harker could somehow seo as much®
But they were, at least, on the track of
& discovery; for they were assured that
the gap in the i wall at the back
of tho rave was the way to it.

Bob Cherry opened Eis pocket-kniln
and eut through the cords that secnred
tho hairy wrists.

Harker rubbed lis wrists, oyeing
them evilly. It was elear that, now
he was free, he would bhave liked
nothing better than to rush, hitting out
right and left. Buot he did not give
way to that amiablo desire. The resnlt
wonld have been much too painful for
Mr. Harker

“¥ou can eut!" szaid Haryy Whar-
ton. "And you'd better not butt in
again if we want to go into the cave

another timoe !
Bir Iarker's

[ Blﬂ"‘.’&" }'ﬂl.' !‘H‘
veply,

Ie slouched away—with an evil eva
on the fat junior perched on the sume-
mit of the high rock.

Hilly Bunter watched him uncasily
as he framped over the snnd.

He glanced back at Bunter.

“You look out, you fat swab!™ ho
=aid.  “"Frlaps I'll see you agin some
day ¥

And, with {hat threat, Big Harker
#lomched on and disappeaved round the
cliffs, evidently intending to retwn tn
his quarfers in the smugglers’ cave,

Then, at long last, Billy DBuntey
clambered down from his perch. Ii
vwaa past midday, and Dunier was, as
bo had said, hungry.

“1 say, you fellows, that old goat
ke has gone off somewhere,” he =ailk
" Who's going to fry the fish¥"

“You are ! answered Bob.

“{i, really, Cherry—"

“We're going to be fearfully lLnsr,
ald fat man! You can cock! Uouk
—and shut up i

“If you thiuk I'm going fo cook
for the lot of you——" rosrcd Bunler
undignantly.

Wwad

“That's it ! Getfning!“

“Bhan't ! roared Buiter.
“Where's the frying-pan?” asked
Bob.

“Look lwere, don't bhe on ass}”

hooted Johnny Bull, “We've got to
sort out timber and draw pails—and
we've got plenty to do.  Why shouldn™
that fat ass de a spot of work [fov
goree T

“¥You shut up, Bull” hooted hacl:
Bunter, “If you ihink I'm guoing (o
be o slave, yow're jolly well mistaken.
I've done enough for you fellows
already, I think I*
B“h‘m‘u’here’a that frying-pan?"” hooted

ob,
“Can't one of you find the frying-
pan, if Bob’s going to do the coalk-
mg??  demanded Bunter wanmly.
» Blessed if I ever saw such o lazy lot!
Look here, you find the frying-pan,
instead of jawing, Bulll You others
gt some wood for the stove! Don’t ba

such a set of rotlen slackers!” ;
“You fat, frabjous, foozling
frump——"
{E nh ‘lJJ

“ Where's that dashed frying-pani™
roared Bob.,



*Let that lazy, fat chump find it and
do  the cookingl” roared Johuny.
" ‘ﬁ%u,:;’m got enough to do, haven't
we

“Oh, lets! I'm only going to find it
for Runter, as he's poing to do the
cooling 1

“1 joliy well ain’¢1” hooted Buanter.
“Cateh me hanging over a smoky old
stove and a frying-pan on a het day!
You fellows want to put evervthing on
me ! Beastly selfishness all round ™

“Oh, here it is!” Bob stepped into
the hut, and he came out wilh an
ancient and rather greasy-looking fry-
ing-pan in his hand. “Here vou are,
Bunter, if you want to do the cook-
ine 1™

“I  jolly don’t 1"
Tunier.

“ Bure #Y

“¥Yes, you fathead, quite suve !

“(ih, all right! You shar't do it
unlezs you want to!  Bubt I thought
vou'd want to when I got the fryiug-
pan for you.”

“Well, I don't, blow you ™

“L mean, considering what I'm
going to do with the frving-pan!”
vxplained Bol.

HEh? What are you going to do
wiih 1£?? yapped Buntes,

“I'm going to wallep vou with it
till ¥ou do the cooking!”

“What 7" yellod Bunter,

“I{a, ha, hal”

“Lilke that!” zaid Bob cheerily.

The flpt of the frying-pan established
coniact with the tightest trouscrs in
the county of Devonshire.

Whop 1

“* Yarooh roared Bunter.

“IMave another?” asked Bob.

“Beast! Owl] Beasi! Wow ™

Whop !

“Etoppdt 1 roared DRounter. Do
vou hear me, vou beast? Stop il ]
—-I'll o the cooking if wveu like! I
—I was onlv waiting for rou foellows
to come back to do the cooking Jjor

vop——'*

“0Oh, my hat?”
“Ila, ha, ha

well snoried

| 1%

“Hore you want to do a spob of
work for onee?” grinned Boln  CIf

vou haven't made up your mind, 1l
vive you a few more——"

“Boast !  Yes!  Weep that frying-
pan awav ! roared Bunter. I don’t
mind doing the kik-Kik-cooling! I-=
I want {o!”

“Well, if yvon want to, all right!”
sanl Bab choovily, “1leve’s the fryviog.
pan, old fat man! If you change your
wrind, old porpoise, give mo a call and
I'll hand oul a few more! No trouble
at all ®

“ Beast 1"

Billy Bunter did mnot change his
mind! If he had to have the frying.-
pan, he seemed to prefer it as o cool-
ing utensil.

For the first time sinece the school-
hiovs had been stranded on Blackrock.
Billy Bunter did a spot of work—and
hiz indignant glare as he did it almost
endangered his big spectacles.

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Lad And A Ladder!

& AT about that?” asked
E}uh Cherry, with satisfac-
101,

“ Looks all rizht, What "

i Um I??

Bolb Cherry surveved thoe work of
his hand with a satisfied eve. Iis
friends seemed a little doubtful.

lob rather prided himself on Tis
powers as a carpenler. At Greyiriars

EVERY SATURDAY

& .

Eob ﬂhan?r
friends. ** Look at that I " he said,
hat ! Yarooop ! What—whooooooop

stamped on the rungs of the [adder as a fina! proof for his doubting

“ Prefty safe, what? Look—oh! My
1" The ladder gave way, and Eob

want with it.

ha 1{&1}1‘- n tool-box in his study, end
never losk an opportunity of using the
tools thevefrom. If a chair leg in a
Hemove study was a trifle gancertain,
Bob was always ready to oblige with
repair work, though it was true that
the chaiv Jog was liable to display siill
more uncertsinty after his repaivs

cAs for making a ladder, that, nas
Tob declared, was child's play. Al
you had to de was fo geb two luu%
eces, 8 dosen or so short picees, nail
ihem together, and there was your
ladder! A few oxira nails made all
safe, and Bolb scemed to enjoy wield-
ing a lhammer,

The Famouz Five had heen hard st
work, after snatching o hasty lunch,
ever sinece coming  back from  the
sinugelers' cave. There was plenty of
old wreckage seattered abiout the cove,
and lois of it had old nails in i, DId

Dave had soma tools in his hut, which
they borrowed.

They gathered more or less suitable
wood, and they hammered and drew out
rusty nails; they sowed the required
lengths; they worked, in foct, like
beavers.  And ihe ladder grew and
grew, like the litlle peach in the
ovrchard.

Bob, as carpenter, took the lead and
gave instructions. He weorked indefna-
tigably, and the other fellows waorked.
Billy Bunter watehed them with @
moroso eye, fill he was called on tc
lend & hand,  Then DRilly Bunter
oxerted himself to the extent of disap.
pearing from sight,

If those beasta fancied that Bonter
was going to haudle o hammer or a
saw, or draw nails wilh a pae of rusty

(Continved on page 14}
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olil pmcers, those beasts were  mis-
taken!  Billy Bunier promptly disap-
peared-—and, stayed disappoared !

But, at long last, the work was done,
and Boby Chervy surveyed ib, os afore-
saud, with satizsfaclion.

Two {imbers, about fifteen fect long.
had bLeen sawn, and chopped, and
hewed inte something like shapo for
the side-picees. A dozen rungs had
Leen sawn, and chopped, and hewed
into something  like  shapely  shape.
~ow they were nailed in place.

Bob  believed in using plenty  of
naile! He was really guite extrava-
gankt with those nails which hnd been
drawn from touph old timber,

There was not a single nail lefi when
Pob had finished, Fo had a blister
on his right hand from inecssank ham-
mering.  Bot he was eleory amd satis-
livel. The work was done.

“ A mood job well done, what "™ said
Iab, plancing round at fonr rather
dubions faces,  “All we've got to do
now s to eavey that ladder round to
it cave whon ile fide serves and
<l it up there 1

“Pofter test it firsk!”
Tavry Wharion.

ot necesaary,”  answered  Bob,
S hnk we'll do it, of course! I've put
etiongh nails tn that ladder to stand an
eartlguake”

“You don't think you may have put
ton many £ asked Nugent.

“Can’t_put in too many nails! Ne
waod spoiling a ship for a ha'i'.rnrth of
par ! swid Filinh. “That lacdder’s all
vight! Ti's been a siff job, but we've
dune it=—and witlh such materials, and
ihesn foww tools, I really think a chap
van ba rather proud of that ladder!
11lclp mo to slick it up apninst that rock,
amd we'll test it.”

The juniors grasped that long ladder
and heaved 16 up!  They planted it
acainst the high rock on which Billy
Bunler had taken refope from larker.

It slanted up to the rock, resting
arainst the sumnit.

Bob glaneed vound,

“Von go up, Johuny! You're ithe
honviest—""

“hi” said Jolimny Bull

1 it bears your weight all riglt, old
e, it will bear ours, of course,” said
Bob., " You're the heaviest man here”

“T may be the heaviest,” said Johnny
Bull, “mt I'm not tho fatheadedesi!?
'II'IIT 11.'::&]1 somebody  else  test  that
atlder,?

“If you think that ladder isu't jolly
strong——"  exclaimed Dol  warmly.
“Look at the nails I put in it!™

“The nailfulness was terrifie,” mur-
mured Hovreo Jamset Ram Singh, * but
rhe strongfulness may be & boot on the
oilwer leg "™

Bioh Cherry grunted. He had put a
Tot of work mto that ladder! He was
fully satisfied with the result! It wns
;_'mhef irritating to read dubtely in four
aes ]

The fact was that Dob’s friends
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hadn't g0 much faith in Bob's abilities
as a carpenter as Bob himself had! DBab
knew what he could do' in that line—
they duin’t! Opr—perhaps—ihey did!
Anyhow, 1t was clear that not one of the
four wanted to be the first man to tesc
the strengih of that ladder.

“Well, Tl jolly soon show wpou!™
grimfed Rob, I you think that ladder
will let a fellew down, just wateh—aned
perhaps you'll own up that I can make
a lﬂd:}iﬁl':”

Awd DBob Cherry tramped unp the
Inctidor,

Ehis  friends  watched him  rather
anxionsly, They did not really fec) very
sure gbout that ladder. If nails coul
o it, it was all right—it fmirly bastled
with patlz! Dut there had been a con-
siderable amount of splitting in the dry
old wood under so many nails and under
such helty bammermmg. Bob's iriends
coulil not help focling a litile anxious

for him!
Bob tramped wp that ladder—and
traniped heavily, just to show the doubt-

ing T'homases how strong it was!
Ureak, creak, creal!
“Liook ont, Dob!™
“Don't be an ass, i‘-q'uganti”-
“Bo a bit ecareful—'
“Jlon't be o fathead, Wharton 1™
“It looks to ma—""

“¥You don’t know anythmg about car-
pentry, Ball! Just shnt wp, and wateh !
Livoted Bob.

2O, all rvight !

Tramp, tramp, tramp, went Bob, up
rung after rung,

Hiz anxious friends were relioved to
see hivn approach the svmmit withous
dhizsaster. DBut the sounds of complaint
from the Iadder increased their doubts,

Buly looked round from the summit of
il ladder against the roek. e grinned
down {rinmphantly at bLis chuma,

“What about that?" le called ont.
“Sale as honses, what! Tunter could
get up this ladder without damaging it!
Iight az rain!™

“ Mind how wou tread coming down !
called ont Jolommy Bull

“1lon’t be an azs!™

“My estoemed DBob—"

“Tron't be o goak!™

Baols Cherry bLegan to descend.

Hali-way down, he stopped and
slamped on the vungs—a final proof for
liis donbiing friemnds.

“Look at that!™ ho seid.
safe, what? Look—— Oh!

“Trelle
Ay hiatt

Yaroop!  What—whooooop 1"
Crash !
Bump! Crash!

* Yoneooh-heoop!™ came & roar from
Bol Uherry, wakmg most of the echoes
of DBlackrock Island as he sat on the
f:mluii in 1'i1|:flnmhit ﬂtjf] the ruins of the
wedder. *What the thump—yaroooop!”™

“Ila, ha, ha!” yelled the Uo.

Renlly they could not help it—Boh's
last convineing proof having had such

a  very  unexpected and  remarkabla
result.  They velled.

“OW!”? pasped Dob., “Wow! Oh
erikey! Ow!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“What oarve you snig?nrin at?"
roared Dob, glwing at his hilarious

cliums,  “ Anything funny in a fellow
bumping down on & lot of nails—"

“1la, ha, ha!"

“You sniggering idiots!™

“1a, ha, ha!™

“¥ou cackling chumps

“Ila. ha, ha!™

“Will yon shut up?” roared Bob
Cherry.

“Hu, ha, ha!” velled the Co.

Bob Cherry serombled up from the
wreek of the ladder. ¥e gras a frag-
ment of the wreck—-bristhng with nails

(B

—and rushed at his comrades: and thes
Co, promptly scattered up the beach,
still yelling ike hyenas!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck For Bunter !

NORE!
Big Harker pauzed and zlanced
round ns he heard that unespected

sonrhn.

Bnore b

The burly longzhoreman was tramp-
ing on the beach belween the smug-
rlers’ cave and the oliff that shuot in
Dave Oke's cove. Lls smoked his pipe,
and grunted, and every now and then
cast a glance fowards the distant coasc
of Devonshire, glowing in fhie sunset,
The oxpression on his stubbly, beavrded
faco was disconiented.

Yor whatever reazon Flarker was
guarding the smmgglers’ cave, he found
it wearisomoe enoungh. His thoughis
were on his favourite pub at Penruddy,
e had lis sleopingy quarters in the
cave, but thoze gloomy recesses wero
far from attraclive, and he spenk 2 good
tdeal of time teminping about the beach
when {he fide was out.

The tide was lapping up the zand now,
and the lengshoreman moved nearer the
stecp olilf to keep cloar of the ereeping
water, And fhen, from an embayment
of the cohff, that unexpected somnd
reached his ears, and he stared round.

&Snore ! L

“My eve!” ejaculated Harker, and
he grinned.

He grinned down at o fat figure re.
posing in sofi sand ab the foot of the
chiff !

Sprawling at more or less graceful
easo in the sand, hiz baek  leanivge
againsk a vock, lay Willam George
Bunter—fast asloep!

Dunier had wandered abont a quarter
of a mile from the camp at the cove.
That, naturally, had made Bunter tired,

He id not want to return to camp
till supper-time; especialiy as work was
gomwe o theve, ad a fellow might be
called on to lend o hand | So the fae
Owl had seleeted o comfortable spot el
sab down to rezt, amd—nalurally—gone
to eleop !

Dig Harker grinned down at him—a
rather tigevish grin! He had been guite
anxions to see Bunter agnin—not in the
presence of the Famouns Five! Now he
saw him!

Snore!

Bally Bunter, wilh a fat chin sunk on
a podgy chest, and his big spectacles
slipping down his fal Iitite nose, slepe
and snoved—peaoeiully.

Ha was dreaming of o spread in Lond
Maulevorer's sty nt  Greylriars—a
spread at wlueh thera had been two
kinds of cake, and thres kinds of jam—
siich o spread as delighted the fat soul
ef Williem George DBunrer—amd  he
smiled in his slepp!

Dut he ceascd suddenly to  sleep,
snore, angd smile ns a heavy sea boot
jammaed inde his plump ribs!?

Billy Bunter, once asleep, was not
ensy to wake—but that lunge from i
Harker's heavy boot awakened him wilh
o jump!

‘Ooooagh!™ ﬁ%ﬂfﬂtﬂ Bunter. * Beast!
Lemine alone, b Cherry, you rotterl
Wharrer you—— ©Oh! Oh crnikey!®

Billy Bunter blinked up at tho burly
form that towered over him, and [airly
Lounded. Bunter had a lot of weight
to lift; but he might have been a
fentherweight by the way he bounded to
his h'r{.-: ak the _sigil? of Big Bill Harker's
BAVALOLY Frinsmir face.

”i_%ﬂli‘hi‘r!” prinned TTarker.

“0h o' " gasped DBunter



Bizg Harker was glad to see Bunter!
But tho pladness was all on his side!
Billy Bunter did not zharve it in the very
least!

e biinked wildly 1o and fra for a
way of esvcape, like a scaved fat rabhit.
T3ut there was no esvapo. The burly
longzhoroman siool betweaen him and
the way back 1o the cove—and the
bulging cliff Lud lim from the sight of
The fellows ab the camp. There was ne
escape for Billy Buuter—and there was
no help! His fut knees kimcked topether
as he blinked at the voflian, his eyes
almost popping through ks spectacles.

“'Ero we are agin, you f[at oyster,
vou ! grinned Ilarker. I told you 1
might sce you agin, Jdidn't 157

0! Yes™ gaspod Bonter, -1
T'm nwiully gerolnd to see youl I=1
Y Ol evikey

“Irlaps vou'd lilke to heave a fow
more pebbles at o covey 1 sugpested
Lv. Ilarker, :

“Oh! Yes! No! Oh o’ M

Br, Harker came a stop noarver.

Billy Bunter hacked away, watching
litm n terror.

Horker wmwade anotlher sieop—anrd
Bunter made another hackward hop !

“Goleier I repeated Harker.,  “1i
them other youug swabs know you agin,
arter I doue with vou——="

HI=I=1 say, you—you keep off !¥
gasped Donter, " [—I-[ say Oh
crumbs! Ol loy', I—1 say—"

Hig Harker, prinning, came at him,
“You got 36 connpg,™ e grimoed,
Fawd you can lay 1o that! M

It was sheer desperation that made
Dunter da i !

IIc did not think first ! Theroe was no
escape—and he was as helpless as an
infant, once that leualal grip closed on
him. Hardly knowing what ho did in
his desperate panie, the fat Owl lowered
his head and butied !

Big Harker had not expected that! It
was quile unlooked-for! e no moro
vxpected resistance fram the fat school-
Loy than Erom a shell-fish on tha heach |
Ele was taken quile by zurprise.

*Oogooeb ! he spludtevod. .

Buuter’s hallet head evashed on his
if-r:-.:ny, just. over the epot wlhora Birq

Larker had parked his fast meall It
crazhed like o battering-ram ! Bunter's
weight was behind ir, and Bunter's
welght was weigliy !

The lanky lﬂﬂg‘iilﬂ-l’ﬂ}]ﬂ]'}, wiily avery
auttee of wind Jdriven out of him, folded
up like &  peoeket-hnife,  gurgliog
Lheveibly, and sat down,

“Ooooooph I he rorgled.

Billy Bunter rolled over from the
slicck,  Ile serambled feintically wp
apain.  Ile gave Marker one toreified
blink—the longshoreman was doubled
np with heth hands pressed te his
jersey, cmitting gurgling pasps,

Bunter staved only for that one
blink !

Then ha flew !

“Urrrgh 1" came from belumd him.
“Groocogh!  Oooooph!  Gorrrpgh '™
Horrible sounds came from Harker as
he strugegled pamfully to his feet

Junter tfore en! e charged round
2.0 bolging chiffs, panting and puiling
and blowing.

it it was n case of more haste, and
lusg speed ! e caupht a foot in trail-
g seaweed and went headlong, diving
iuto a clamnny, erackling mass,

“Oooh 1" gasped Dunter, ITe landod
in the seaweed, with a bump that left
lim alimost as breathless as Big Harker.

The hapless fat Owl lay spluttering,
There was a heavy tramwmping of sen
boots on rocks and sand. Ilarker was
coming ! Gasping and sphatteving and
gurgling, the longshoreman was in
pursnit, coming rowud the cliffs,
baﬂli":f Bunter cast a fevritied Blink

Ll
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The jutting clifis hid Iarker from
Lis -sight for tho momoent: but he conld
hear the tramp of tha heavy zea boots
from beyond.

The ruffian was mmin,?;—n.nd the
camp was still distant! ‘Then Billy
Hunter, in his desperation, had another
brain-wave! Instead of serambling up
and resuming a futile Sight, he grabbed
at the thick mass of seaweed into which
iug had stumbled and dragged it over
Hm.

It was wet, 1t was covil=melling, it
was clammy—it was fearfully nasty in
cvery way ! DBut the fat Owl noticed
none of these things—he palpitated
nacer the mass, not Jdaring to move,
hardly daring to breathe, as the heavy
tramping  footsteps came round ihe
circling chifs,

He was screened from sight nnless ihe
longshoreman stopped at that sprawling
mass of scaweed to look for hum. But
there  wern  dozena of such clamny
masses piled up aloog the ¢liffs. It was
o good chanece for Bunteri

It was, at any rate, the enly chanee
he had—and he sprawled uvnder the
seawend and listened with both his fat
cars as the heavy tramping eame closer,

Closer and closer—and Billy Bunfer's
fat heart almost died in his breast,
that awful ruffian spotted him—m

Harker was not ranning. Ile had not
wind cnough to run.  But ho was
wemping very fast.  Closer and clozer
come the heavy tread—amd it passed--
and to Billy Bunter’s infinite relicf,
dicd away round the eliffs in the diree-
tion of the cove.

Harker, evidently, believed that the
fat schoolboy was siill ahood of him;
und he was still in pursuit,

“Oh eritkey I gasped Bunter,

Mot il the last sound of that heavy
tread had died away did the fat Owl
ventiare to put his head ont of tho sca-
weed, like that of o tortoise from a

glrnll,
Harker was out of sight.  ¥e had
:}:i_ﬂ an towards the cove round tho
iy,
Billy Bunter thankfully erawled out

of lis clammy cover, gasping for breath.

He siood gasping and gasping. But
ha realised tﬁat lmﬁmd no timo to lose |
i discovor-

Havker would not be lmF
img that he was not alead of him; and
whon Harker discoversd that, he would
ecomo hack searching the heach, and the
haplesa Owl's game would be wp.
Havker was hetween him and the camp,
and Bunter had to head the other way
—anil he lost ne Ltime about it.

Siill gpasping for breath, Billy Bunier
rolled away—amd, like the river Iser in
the poemy, he rolled rapadly |

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In The Smugglers' Cave !

. [1 erikey 1" groancd Billy Bunter.
Hea camo to a horrifiad halt!
A wash of rippling water over
hiz froet reminded him of the
stnte of tha tide!

“Oh lor' ! moaned the fat Owl in
herror and dismay. :

He had bhad no choice about taking
that direciion. There were only two
directions ha eonld have faken; and ho
had taken the one that led away from
Big Harknr.

That meant the awinl prospect of
tramping  right vound the island of
Backrock, and arrivinf; at old Dave's
cova from the other side.

It was two or three miles round the
island—an awful prospect for LBuntew,
though better  than falling inta thoe
Lands of the brutal longshoreman,

Harry Wharten & Co. had made the
civcuib of Lhe sland more than once at
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low tide, Billy Bunter hadnt—aml he
never meant to, if he could belp it !

Now 1t suddenly dawned on his fat
brain that thal resouree, awiul us i¢
was, was cut off ! The tide was coming
ini

The narrow strip of beach beiween
tha cliffs and the =on was narrewing
mmore and more. Water rippled almost
up to the base of the cliffs and raceded.

Bunter bhinked round luim in ulter

There was still timo to retrace his
steps before the tide reached the cliffs
andd scuttle back to the cove! uk
that meant runping into Bigp Harker!
There was not time to {ct round the
island—nothing like it ! The tide would
he vight in before he had covercd lalf
that cdistance.

Billy Bunter blinked at the washing
tide! Ile blinked back BIDH%' tho beach.
The civehng cliffs shut off his view ng
a short distance. Nothing was to be
sorip of Harker vet! DBut the long-
shoremon was somewhere betweenn him
atul the camp at the cove. He could
not return ! And he could not ga on.

He blinked at the gloomy, shadowy
opening of the smugglers’ cave! It was
not an inviting refuge |

Put 1t was the only one that alfered.

Dunter had not been in the eave, so
farl The other fellows had ﬁFlnrcd it
several times; but the fat Owl had no
farey for clambering over rocks, and
serambling in dark and gloomy recesses.
Hut he had no choice left now ! It was
that, or falling into the hands eof the
]q;mgs‘imrmnnn—pmbahlivra]mml:.' on his
way back, leoking for him |

The fat Owl clambered over the rough
raeks at the eavern's mouth. He
serambled, grunting and gasping, over
the masses of scaweed and fragments
of driftwoed loft by tho tides undey the
lngh rocky arch.

fter him came & wash of water,
horeying his footsteps!  IHe grunted
and gasped on, till he reached the ric’ri:a
qfllmhl: cs that marked the limit of the
tiele,

Ho tramped wearily over it, and sat
down on the soft sand beyond to rest
Iiiz weary limbs,

From where he sat, ho had o view of
iho rolling Atlantic—rolling to intinity
wostward under the sinlang sun.,  Fay
away was the smoke of a  steamer,
}{mhthy bound for an Irish port.
Nothing clse was to be secen on ihe
hontndless sea.

Near him, as his dismal blinks
revealed, was a collection of tarpaulin
and hlankets; evidently the spob where
Big Marker bedded down for the night.
At the sight of it the fat junior
serambled to  his feet again,  1le
realised that the longshoreman would be
coming back to his cave.

* Beast 1" moaned Bunter.

1Ia hlinked into the deep shadow of
{he depths of the cave, It was far from
mviiing to the view; but he dared not
remain where ho wes, for the long-
shoveman to spot him when he came.

Chrunting dismally, Bunter rolled up
the cave.

The twilight within was dim, and at
a short distanes it was ouits Jdark,

Billy Bunter stumbled and groped on
im ihe lowest of spirits. :

Hn sl r.-m]m'i at last and Llinked back
fowards the cavern’s mouth, Round
himi was blackness; but tho cavern's
wonih, at a distance, opened like a
docrway on the sunset, glowing red.
The shining waters rolled 1o, splashing
and spraying.

Black apainst the sunsct o figure stood
thore; a long-limbed figwoe in jersey
and =ea boplsl DBig Iarker had
yetirned | ]

The longshoreman was not locking
into the cavern. Ile was standing out-
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s, the
bpach. ]

P’¢vhaps he was lookin
and wondering whether ¢t !
Loy had been swept away by the tide;
as he certainly would have boen by
that time had he remained on the
beach.

IMe turned at last and stared up the
CAYETTl.

That was enough for Buntez! IHe
was quite invisible in the darkness, but
he was teking no chances. He turned
angd hnrried up the cavern. ]

In the blackness he could sce nothing.
With his fat hands outstretched beforo
him, the hapless Owl stumbled on,

Something hard and cold met his fat
fingers. He had reached the rock wall
that elosed in the end of the smugglors’
Cavo,

Ie loolked back.

From that distance the cavern’s
month was & mere pateh, Hetween
bunter, and that patch of red sunset, a
dark shadow moved, appearing and dis-
appearing ! Big Harker was coming
up the cave. .

DBunter gave a gurgle of terror. Ile
groped over the rocky wall with frantic
hingers in the hope of discovering somo
further outlet. } :

But hizs frantic grﬂ_pmﬁ only  dis-
covorod narrow fisaures mn the rock herve
and there! He had reached the end of
the eave, and there was no further way.

“Oh erikey I'" breathed Bunter.

Tramp, tramp, tramp, echoed tho
Tieavy [ootsteps, booming in the hollows
of the great sea-cave,

A twinkle of light cama to his cyes.
Lz Harker had & lighted lantern.

'ﬁim fat Owl geve & groan of terror as
Ite saw .

Fvidently the longshoreman suspected
that ho might have taken refuge in the
cave. At all evonts, ho was going to
ascertain.

Tha fat junior groped farther along
the rocky wall. But thoero was no open-
ing into which anything larger then a
rabbit could have sgueczed. Ho
bumped several times on loose, rochy
boulders, thet lay abﬂut—ﬁupf\msmng
painful squealss lest they should reach
the ears of the longshoreman,

The lontern-light twinkled <¢loser.
Harker was fashing 1t to and fro as he
camo, to scan the cave fromn side to
side, But the cavern was so extensive
that the light hardly reached the walls
on either side. In a fow more minutes
it would have revealed Bunter—Dbuat the
fat junior backed behind & rugged
boulder that lay about a dozen foet from
the end of the cave.

There he suppressed his breathing
and waited.

Tramp, tramp, came Harker's heavy
footsteps,

Ile halted, at longth, a fow feet from
tho rock wall.

Billy Buntar baclad farther round the
Loulder, keeping it between him andd
the longshoreman., His fat heart was
beating almost to suffocatipn,

Iarker stood where ho was for a full

mnute, turning the lhight round him.

‘I'en Bunter heard him grunt.
“Drownded, I reckonI”

slaripg  along tide-swept

for Bunter,
fat school-

Bunter was glad to hear 6] If
Havker fancicd that ho WS
“drownded,” so much the better for
Duntor |

“*Mebbe he t to the eova!” he
heard  the ongshoreman  mutter.

" Mabba 1 But I reckoned he was hiding
somewhere along the cliffs when I lost
him! I reckon he was, the fat silly
swab ! Mebbe he got hack to the cove—
but I don't reckon he did! Iliding in
the eliffs, thoe fat swab, and the tide
vot him ! Drownded, I rockon ™
Tre Macxer Laenary.—No. 1,628,
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Bunter crouched silent.

Big EHlarker stirred at last. He
moved away along the rock wall, flash-
ing the light to and fra. Although his
impression was that the fat swab had

been *drownded,” he was going to
nako sure that Bunter had not dodged
into the cove,

The lautern twinkled away into the
darkness.

But a few minutes later, Bunter,
blinking from behind the boulder, saw
it returping. Having scarched along
the reck wall in one direction, Big
Harker was coming back fo search in
the other.

That brought him directly towards
Bunter’s cover. fat junior, with
imimmting heart, backed round it ns
Tarker approached—keeping it between
him and the longshereman all the time.

Harker passed 1t, and went along the
rock wall till he reached the other side
of the cave. Then Bunter, peering out
of cover, saw the light taking the diree-
tion of the sea.

He hosrd the grunting velce again:

“ Drownded, and you can lay to that !
Mebbe he'll wash up along te Penruddy
—mebbe 23 far as Bideford or Apple-
dove! It ain't no doing of mine—if that
fat swab has gone and got drownded [

The muttered words indicdted some
fwingo of remorse 1n the bruta! heart
of the longshoereman.

It was clerr that he was satisficd now
that the fat schoolboy had been caught
it the tide on the narrow beach. he
light twinkled away towards the
cavern's mouth., It disappeared from
Bunter's eyes; and the heavy tramp of
the longshoreman died away.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business !

OUNG  Mr, Ranee gave a
sudden start, &nd breathed
hard through his sharp nose.

Ho halted, staring at the
figurg that leaned on the garage dooy,
in the dusk, behind the establishment
of Rance & Co. in Okebam High Street,

Young Mpr, Rance was coming, evi-
dently for his car, He had a key in his
hand toe unlock the door of the garage.

If young Mr, Rance had expected to
SO0 ]inrh:::rl:. Vernon-Smith again, he
cevtainly had not expected to sece him
there, or then! His narrow eyes
;Elnnmhd lika & cat's at the Bounder of
Ureyviriars,

“You! What are you dﬂi:;%vl hore,
vou yonng rascal ¥’ he muttered. " If
vou give mo further trouble, I shall

apply to the police for protection.”

The Bounder's lips curled contempiu-
ously,

“1 may save yvoun that trouble, Alr
Rance ! ho answered,

“What deo you mean, you young
fonlI"

“I've beon walbing for vou here 1
said Vernon-Bmith quietlv. “I had to
soe  von agein, Mr. Hanco—and I
waited here to soo you"

“1 have nothing to say to youn—
nothing! Tf I ever see your father
again, I shell complain to him of your
insolence and ruffianism.”

“Please yourself about that!™ The
Nounder steppod away from the gparago
door, approaching Bance, who stepped
back quickly.

Smithy burst inte a scornful laugh.

“Don't be alormed!” he sneered.
“I'm not going to hit you, Mr. Rance—
not at present, at any rate. I'm going
fo speak to you.™

“1 refuso to hear a word from you,
vou insolent culy ! said Rance, between
his teeth. “1 could give you into
custodly for trespassing heéra.”

“Cut that ont! Will ron fell me

where to  find my father?” azked
Vernon-Smith.

“I'va told vou all I know! I have
nothing to add—uot one word! Now

]!

“That's vour last word?” asked
Vernon-Smith quietly.

*“Yes—po !

“Very well; 1 go straight from here
{0 the goi:m station I said Herbert
Vernon-Bmith. “If you won't answer
me, Mr. Ranee, you may answer a

olice-inspector—you may like 1hat

tmr+ll

He half-turned as he spoke, as if to
go. Had Rapce remained silent, he
would have pone. DBut Rance did nos
remain silent,

Y Btop I ha panted.

Tho Bounder turned back.

“Well 1 he rapped.

“ Tell me what yon mean, if yvou mean
anvthing, wvou ecub! ntiered the
citate-agent of Okeham, *What have
the police to do with this?"

“X will tell you I said Vernon-Smith
quictly.  “You are an evil-dempered
rotter, Mr. Rance, and yvou've taken a
dislike to me—but that doesn’t_account
for the line you've taken. Tt can’s
account for it! You've got somo other
reason for keeping mo awav from my
father | WWhat thet reason iz, 1 don’t
know—but it looks to meo like foul
play,”

“Foul play ! breathed Rance. *“Are
you mad ¥’

“What's happened hero, sinee mv
father turncd mo out, I don't know,™
wenk on the Bounder of Grevinars, in
the seme quiet tone, * But something’s
up—and I';m geing to know what it 151
My father made his headquarters here—
he was going to stay till Alay ! Ilo'a
gone—suddenly ! ¥ou told me he hadl
gone i _tho car, touring in Somersect-
shirel I foumnd out that his car is still
in this garagel I've learned that he
never left by trainl I ean get no news
of him—I've not been idle, BMr. Rance,
since I saw vou last! I want to know
what has become of my father.™

The Bounder’s hands elenchied and his
eves gpleamed.

Ranco stood looking at him in the
dimness. o

There was suspicion in the Bounder’s
mind—vague as veb; but it was there,
Indeed, it could hardly fail to Le, in a
keen mind like the Dounder’s, after the
strange line the Okebam estale-agent
had taken, A vicious temper and a per-
sonal dislike did not account for it
There was someihing bolind it—the
man had some motive for standing
bhoetween the father and the san,

“You must be mad, T thinlk!” eaid
Rance at last, hoarsely. * Do vou faney,
for one moment, that amvrhing m:mhl
have happened to Mr. Vernon-SBimith i”

“If not, whore s he P”

“I have said that he wont—7"

“In hiz car!” sncered the Nounder.
“And his car is still here! Why did
you iell me that lie, you cur "

¢ moment's  forgetfnlness

fact is—"
“Oh, ent it out!” snapped

Boundor, “Where is Tomlinson ™
“Tomlinson "

*My father's chanffeur, Are vou

oing to tell me that he went with my

athar—without the car®

“Coertainly not! 1 have no doubt
that he 18 still in his lﬂd]gil:lgs in
Okeham. I hed no accommodation for
him in my house, and—"

“I know all that You'd have told
mao that ho woas gone if I did not know
that the car was here. Now vou tell
me he is still in his lodgings in Okichans.

W R

YWell, what's bis addvess®

I
LR

tha
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* Keep old of him, Peter 1 ** panted Harker, ** Keep a *old on the young wild-cat ! ** Dizzy from the blow he h;d received,
Vernon-Smith staggered on. He was powerless In the %ﬂ! his captors, and he could only stagger onward as they dragged
& arms,

Rance did not answer.

“He may know somcthing of my
father's movements or intentions, if you
do net ! sncercd the Bounder, “1
want to seo hun. Where 18 he 77

“The fact 15, My, Vernon-Smith nover
mentioned the address to me. The man
is lodging in Okeham—I cannot say
where,

“Very well ! They will find him soon
cnough at Okcham polico station,” said
Veorpon-Smith, " If you know nothing,
vou can't tell me; 1t will have to bo

ound out.”

“¥ou must be mad ¥ hreathed Rance.
“Think of the gossip, the scandal; of
vour fathor's anger if vou call tho
police into hig affairs—"

“I'm chapcing thiat. Thisis your last
chance, My, Bunee,” said the Bounder.
" Lither you put me in touch with my
father, or clse 1 go to the police. You
can take your chotee,”

Rance stgod quite still. Tis facc was
bitterly vicious snd angry in expression,
but otherwise it was hard to read.

It was natural enough thet s business-
man should dislike the idea of the police
Leing called into his affaira. In a small
country town like Okcham it wonld
coausoe endless gossip and surmize—and
there had been gossip enough already
about tho affairs of Hance & Co. sinco
voung My, Rance had been carrying on
tho business of old My, Rance.

But whether young Mr. Rance had
anything to fear beyond unpalatable
gossip the Bounder could not guess.

Whether ha was. o guilty man, or
merely an_ill-naturcd and malicious
man, he did not want the Okcham
police mixed up in his affaivs. If it waos

merely malice that actuated lLiam, tho
Bounder's threat was enough to bring
him to heel,

“Well 1 vapped Smithy, as the man
did not spoak.

Rance spoke at last.

“¥ou are plocing me in & very awk-
ward position, Master Vernon-Siith,”
he said. “Your father would be -
tensely angry if you did anything of
the kind; and I have no doubt thak
I ghould shave his resentment. I
cannat afford to guarrel with MM
Vernon-Smith, who is placing & great
deal of business in my way, as you are

aware, Eu 2
“Well 7 snapped Smiithy, “Cut it
ghort }*

*“I will ba frank,” sand voung Alr
Rance. “I admit that I am in touch
with Mr. Vernen-Smith; but 1 have his
strict ordera not to put you into com-
munication with hin.. Wou are aware
of the causc—your disobedience and
disrcapect 1" .

The Bounder winged.

“Drop that!™ he snapped. *That's
no bizney of youra! I'm going to seo
my father—and you'ro not going to
stop me! Either you tell me at once
where to find him, or I go to the police
and tell them that I suspect foul play |
You ean take your choico about 1hat1”

Eanco licked his dry lips

“I have said that I have his strict
orders to tell ﬁmi nathing, Master
Vernon-Bmith. ow you placd me in
such a position I have no resource but
to see him and tell him exactly what
vou say. 1 shall tell him that, in these
circumstances, I cannot undertake to
keep his address & seeret from you, and

that he must deal with you himself,
I wash wy hands of it.*

“Oh 1" said the Bobnder.
Mv. Ranece glanced at his waleh,

“I shall be secing him,” lie =aid,
“within the hour. I may go so far ns
fo admit that 1 am going to sce him
now, I shall mnsist npon his communi-
cating hiz own ardors to yvou by word
of mouth. Will that satisfy you?”

“Of course it will!” grunted fhe
Bounder. He watched the gharp-
featured, cunning face suspicionsly, but

he had a feeling that the wind had been
lalen out of his saila

“Very well t T shall return to Okohiam
ahout eleven o'clock,” said Mr. Ranee.
“ If you choose to step into my office at
ihat hour you maoy use the telephono
aml speak to your father. T shall tell
hitn quite plamly that he must speak
ta you; that I ean tolerato thig persecu-
lion no lenger.”

The Bounder
momenk,

Then he nodded.

“Leave it at that, then,” ho said.
“Tf that’s carried out fair and square
I've no quarrel with sou, Me, Hauee,
Leave it ab that™

stood gilent for &

The DBounder turned and walked
LWAY.
AMr. Rance unlocked the garage.

There was o spot of perepivation on his
sharp face, and he was bresthing hard
and deep. Mis sharp mouth wns shuk
like a wvico as he drove awany in 1he
falling derkness for the Devonshire
shiore,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Missing |

i HERE'S Bunter ™
W * Blow Bunter!” grunted
: Bob Chorry, .

Bob was rubbing variouns
ploces whera he had established contact
with that ladder, :

That lndder was in many picees, and
all the pieces had many nails, and Pols
had found quite a ot of them, and the
result soemed to be displeasing.

Theve was a cheery scent of frying
fish. 0Old Dave Oke was frying it for
supper as the sun went down over
Hlackrock. A scent of cooking ought fo
hava drawn Billy Bunter to the spot
like a magnet, and undoubtedly would
{u;vqi done o had he been anywhere ot
vand.

DBab was busy with dama
fellows  Jooked round for Bunicer,
Nobody, 1 was true, pined for lus
fuscinating company., But now that it
was getting dark it was timo the fat
thw] rolled home; and as he did not voll
home it looked as 1f he had tumbled
info frouble of somme sart. Bunter iwas
tho fellow to tumble into trouble if
thero happened to be ahy lying about.

The Famous Five had been too busily
at work on the ladder that aflernoon
10 notice where he went. They remem-
beeed that Bob had called to him to
lend & hand with something, and that
shortly afterwards he was not to bo
00T,

“The fat ass wouldn't let himself ho
canght in the tide, 1 suppose,” snid
Irank Nugent slowly, glaticing towarda
the eliff at the western end of the cove,

The tide was washing up at the bazo
nf the great cliffs, and the narvow strip
of beach had entirely disappearved
uiler the water.

“Did he go that way 7" nsked Harry,
with a start.

“*Not that I know of. Dut if ho
did—" S

“Well, even Dunter wouldn't be idiot
cnough to be eaught in tho tide”
;.rrt;ntml Johnny Bull, “Why should

E‘ 7 L]

“Well, whero the dickens is e ¥

“Let's have another look round,”
snid 1arry,

It secmed  unlikely enough that
Bonter had been ecaught in tho tide.
Yven had he gone to sleap in the sand,
ns wna probable enough, the inward
wash of the water would cortainly havo
awakened him when it peached him,
leaving him plenty of time to seramblo
raund tho cliffs to pafoty before it
Hoaded deep. )

But the suggestion was rather alarm-
ing, and the four juniors scaitered in
vavions divections, eavinﬁ Bob sittin
by 1he hut, doctoring his damages, an
old Dave frying the supper.

They shouted and called and whiztled
wy and dewn snd round about the lead
of the cove, But there came no answer
buit tho cchoes of their voices, and a2
the darkness thickened they returned
io camp at last,

“Hooper be ready.” said old Dave.

“Dunter's not turned up Y asked
Havrv, |

“No!" said Bob. “Haven't yon scen
the fat chump®”

“WNot n sign of him.”

“T.ost humself somewhere I zaid Dol

“Not a lot of roomm on this islomd
for a fellow to lose himself™ said
Nugent. "I should think he could find
hix way back from &ni- part.”

“Well, he's such a burbling ass——"

“Ho can't have walked too far along
ihe beach and-—-and left himself wo
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{imme to got baek,’” snid Frank uneasily.
“Ile's fool enough.”

“Too jolly lazy, though!"'

“Well, yos,” usnxittﬂ Nugent.

It was coxtromely improbable that
Buunter had walked too far., It was
very improbable indeed. Walking dis-
tances did not appeal to Bunter. What-
evor had happoned to the fat Owl, it
was not due to Buntor having unduly
exerted himself, All the juniors could
feel sure of that much,

Byt they were fecling uncnry as they
gat down to supper in the glimmer of a
croacent of moon peeping over the far-
olf clifts of Devonshire,

They hoped every minute to hear a
ealling voiee from the shadows, or tho
footsleps of the fat Owl. .

But they heard nothing ot him, and
when suppor was over, there was still
no sign, : i :

By iha¢ time it was quite dark, save
for tho glimmer of moonlight. The
Yamons Five were not only uncasy now,
Lint beginmmng to be really worricd,

Bunier had wandored off sainewhoers
—where, they did not know, and ecould
not guess, But what was keoping lim
away was o puzzling mystery.

Liv that time he should have
wondered back, even if he liad been
azz cnough to lose himself on so small
an istand. Obviously, he would have
ot back if he could have dono so—it
was -not willingly that he was missing
a menl. Unless he had, after ail, gone
nlong the beach and been cut off by the
ticle, there seemed no accounting for his
absenee,

“What the thump—>" said Harry
Whartan, for the tenth time,

YIE it was any other fellow, wo
might think he's gone chiff-climbing
and had a fall1” said Johony Ball
“But Buonter wouldn't,”

"No fear M
“That brute Harker—"  said
Mugent. “If he fell in with him——"

“ e wouldn™t if he could help 61"

“Ie mightn’t have been able to help
it! But—Harker would have pitehed
inlo him, very likely; but he conldn't
have prevented that fat chump from
coming back, I suppose.”

“Why should he?”

There was o silence, and the Fomous
Five stood looking uneasily towards the
tida swirling round the base of the
cliffs,

The fact that Billy Bunter was a
worry and an irritating ass was quito
forgotten now, at the bare wdea that
some disastor might have overtaken tho
hapless fat Owll And enly disaster of
eomo lLind could account for his con-
finued absence,

“Me ecan't have been ass enough to
go to the cave, I supposei” said Bob
Choerry, after o long silence.

“He never wonld ! Besides, Harker's
there, and he would shoo him off fast
chough.”

Silenes again. .

Thoe chums of the Remove did not
know what (o think. DBut the deep
wazh of the tide on the clifl= gave them
a chill as they listeued to it.

Old Dave had gone to his hammock
in tho hnt. But the Famoua Five did
not think of turning in. They were
Enlilmg too anxious ohout the missing

wl.

“If we had a boat—" muttered
Harry.

But it was useless to think of that.
The picture was in the minds of ihe
]i.':lnim.'s of the Int+ Owl, for some un-
mown reason, having got cavght in the
tile, and perﬂa.ps clinging to some rock
above the rolling waters, and waiting
in vain for help and rescue,

With a boat they could have pulled
round the shore. scarching, and colling
to him. DBut there was no boat on
Blackroele Island.

As thoe night grow older and the
bright stars camo out in the eky, their
anxiety intensified. There was nothing
they could do—nething but wait and
watch, and the im]f‘; minutes draggod
by slowly and heavily.

Billy  Bunter conld never have
climbed the cireling cliffs, if the tide
had caught him; that would have been
beyomd the powers of any of tho
stranded schoolboys. But it was guite
possible that he might have clambered
up far enough to be out of reach of the
tide, Dut if that was the case, thoy
had no chiance of geing to his rescue.

“ Hallg, halle, hallo " ¢xclaimed Bob
snddenly,  *“Oh, what luck! Look!™
He pomnted ont fo the moonlit sea
beyoud the opening of the cove,

o bont ™ exelaimed Harry., Bt
tho relief 1 his face faded ovt the next
moment, “It's Rancel No help from
him 1"

Thero were {wo men in the boat, one
pulling a pair of onrs. Tho bowler-
hatted man in the stern was dim in tho
distance, but Wharton knew that it was
Rance,

“Ranee!” reopeated Bob, “Ohl
Another frip to the cove, 1 swppose—
the blighter always goes after dark |

They saw the bowler-hatted head
turn and caught a gleam of tho moon-
light on a sharp face. It was young
Mr. Rance. Distant as he was, they
could read the black lock he cast
fowards fhe cove, and knew that ho
had not forgotien them, and was as
savagoely ﬂngLr:,' as ever at their presenco
on Blackrock.

A suddenn movement, and a blacker
scowl, indicated that he had seen them,
standing there in the moonlight,

“Look here,” s=aid Bob, “that man's
a shady rascal of some sorf, and we've
had trouble with him—he's still got the
marks of Johnny's knuckles on his
boko., But if he knew how wo wore
fixed now, he might help.”

“Not likely ™ gronted Johnny Bull.

“The hikeliness 158 not terrifie ! muar-
mired Hurvce Jamzet Ram  Singh,
shaking his duzky head.

“Give him a hail, anyhow 1" eaid
Bob, “If ho'd give us o lift in that
boat, some of us could get along iho
shore and look for Bunter—"

Bob broke off amd ran down fthe sand
to the little stone fﬂi!;‘ that jutted out
from the beach. "Uhat was as near as
he could get to the passing boat, with
tho tide swepping into the cove.

At the end of the jetty he waved his
Lot and shonied.

His comradez followed him, though
with litile hope in Mr. Rance. 'To their
relief, however, the beat, insiead of
passing on o the westward round the
sland, swerved in, and floaled inlo the
cove on the fide.

Young Mr. Ronce siood up and stared
at them.

“Yon hailed me he snapped, “If
that meawns that von are roeady (o bo
taken off the island, I will put in for
von gz I return, I shall not give up my
fishing on your account—but in an hour
or twa's time—"

Evidently Mr. Rance misunderstood
tho juniors’ motive in signalling the
Lonat.

A dl many davs had passed sineo
tho ttle of DBlnekrock, when iho
Greyiriars fellows had defeated his nt-
ternpt to remove them from the izland
by force. Now, if they were ready io
go. there was no doubt that Are. Ranco
wounld be glad enough 1o give them a



gﬂmage to the mainland—on his way
ck from his trip to the sea-cave,

But Myr. Rance was in crvor. The
Famous Five had no wdea of leaving
Blackrock Island—less than ever, now
that Bunter was missing.

“It's not that, Mr, Hance i’ said Bob
Cherry, * One of our parly 13 missing,
and we're afraid he's been caught in
the tide—-"

What 57 snapped Rance, staving ab
Lim. ] _

“He may be sticking on the chiffs,
somewhere along the shove,” explained
Bob, " His life’s in danger of that’s tho
case, Mr. Rance, If vou'd give a couple
of us a lift in your hoat 2

“You impudent voung rascal I®

Bob's eves flashed. Bt he controlled
the retort that rese to his lips.

“You arc on that izsland without per-
mission I snapped the cstate-agent of
Okcham, ™ You resisted when 1 would
have taken wvou off 1 1f anyihing has
kappened, 1t is your own business, You
have yourselves to thenk, After dis-
regarding my ordevs and treating me
with persenal violenee, you have the
impudence to ask me to concern myself
aboub vour safety—pah!™

“ MNobody wanis vou to concern Your-
golf about any fellow here!” snapped
Bob. “Its another fellow—he wasn't
present when we had our scrap with

ou and your gang—ainl I tell you his

ife's in danger—-"

“Are you ready to leave that
esland 1

“How could we leave it, even if weo
wanted to, when there’'s a chap
inissing

“That is cnough 1™

Rance sat doewn again, and the boat
pulled out of the cove.

“You rotter ! roared Bob Cherry.
“You measly worm! I tell you that a
chap’s lifec may be In danger—>""

Rauee did not even look round. The
boat pulled out and disappeared west-
ward beyand the eliffs.

Thero was evidently no help from Mr.
Rance—and Harry Wharion & Co. were
loft wilh heavy hearts to wait and
watch.

—_——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

What Bunter Saw In The Sea-Cave !

ILLY BUNTER moaned.
B He groaued,

He was feavinlly hungry,

He was cold!

It zeemed to Buwnler that all the
gorrows of thoe wniverse had settled
down on his fat shoulders,

¥ow long he had been in that dread-
ful dark cave he did net knew. It
peemed hike vears, if not eenturies.

At first, the fat Owl had been glad
ernough that big Harker had missed
him i1n his scarch and gone back fo the
cavern's mauth in the belief that he had
been drowned. e was safe, at  all
events, from the knuckly fists of the
longshoreman,

Dot cold, darkness, discomfort, and
worst of all, a drveadful sinking in his
plump inside, reduced Bunter to a state
of dizmal woe.

He had heaed and seen nothing move
of Harker., LThe man's rough comp was
just above lhigh-water mark, far down
the great cavern, and ng doubt he was
there now. DBunter did not cara whero
he was, so long as hie was not in the
offing.

Bunter realised, with horreor, that he
had to make a night of it in the
smugglers’ cave., He dared not go near
Havker—but even had the longshora-

man not been there, thero

was noend of the cavern.

EVERY SATURDAY

eseape from.the sea-cave, now that the
ticde was in  Bunter could hear it
beooming in at the cavern's mouth,
cutting off all egress for long hours to
COmMEe,

Bunter moaned and groaned—not too
londly, hewaver, lest some somnd should
reach the ears of the ruffian who, for-
tunately, believed that he had been
“drownded ¥ in the fide

Af the camp in the cove, Billy Bunter
had turped up his little fat nose many
a time and oft et the fare provide
by old Dave Oke. It was true that
that fare was, so to speak, of the figh,
fishy. Stale bread, hard ghip’s biscuits,
cheese, and fish — fish — fish — with
occasional potatoes; that was the best
that old Dave had to offer. .

But the fat junior thought of it now
with longing and yearning.

Although he had turned up his little
fat nose at it, he had parked it in
very considerable guantitien. Now he
would gladly have parked it in still

‘eater gquantities—and without even
thinking of turning up that fat little
noan b

“Beast ¥ moancd Bunter. " Beastl
Wouldnt I Lke to give that beast
Smithy just ons in the eye—right in
the eyve! Oh dearl”

It was awful to think of what he
had expected on the island purchased
by Mr. Vernon-Bmith—and what he
had found there!

That beast—that unspeakable beast—
Smithy had pulled his leg with a tale
of & castle, and a butler, and a troop
of servants, cars, and motor-hoats!
When Bunter found that. there was
nobody and nothing but old Dave Oke
and hiz hut, ha thought that the ver
waorst that could happen had happened.
But it hadn’t. This was worse! This
was awfully, fearfully, {frightfully
wg;e t{,t.i & . : s

i I'.lg 'l.'..'I‘]'l A ST l]ﬂl'l 'l'.:':EhI]Il]E
against the big boulder round which he
had dedged Big Harker, DBunter
moancd and groaned,

It was getting late, but the night
seemed endless. Prospeets were awiul,
If moaning and groaning could have
mended matters, Bunter would have
been all right But they couldu’t
He moaned, and he groancd, but he
derived no comfort therefrom.

Sounds other than the dull boom of
the tide echoed up the cavern, Ha Jid
not heed them. But he hecded when
s moving light spotted the davkness of
the cave.

Then, as he realised thet szomeone
was approaching, Bunter ceased to
moan and pgroan, and indesd almost
forgot how fearfully hungry he was,
at the thought of the lohgshoreman
laoking for him again.

Ha serambled to his feet and dodged
ronnd the big roclk, ready to play
mulberry-bush again, if it was another
séarch,

Faotsteps reached him, but not the
heavy tramp of the longshoreman’s
sca boots. It was not Harker coming.

Even in the depths of woe, Billy
Bunter wondered who 1t could possibly
be. Since the tide was in, no ono
could have come to the cave, except
Iyy hoat. That meant that a boat must
have put in.

But therc was no hope in that for
fhe dolorous fat Owl.  Obvicusly it
could only soina  associate  of
Harker's, ‘

The light twinkled on, and the hght
and the footsteps passed within a few
vards of the boulder behind which the
shivering fat Owl crouched.

They stopped at the rock-wall at the
Bunter could not
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see who it was; only he knew, from
the light tread, thet it was not Harker.

He heard o sound of the lantern
being set down, The man was nos
looking for him, that was clear. Ha
had gone dim-:l:i:,r to the rock-wall at
the back of the cave, stopped there,
and placed the lantern on the ground,

What he was up to was rather a
mystery. Bunter eould hear s sort of
scraping, scratching sound.

He ventured, at length, to
round the corner of the rugged bcruider
that hid him,.

What he saw mada his eyes widen
behind his spectacles,

A man was standing not s dozen fect
from Lim, in the nﬁnhrnalight, with
Rﬂmeth:rﬁ in his hand that looked like
a long slender pole. It wes a boats
hook, of very unusual length, formed,
in fact, by an extra handle bein
fitted on in a socket, making it a lungtﬁ
of about twelve feet. With that imple-
ment the man was reaching up the
rock-wall into the darkness.

His back was to Bunter—but as he
Empﬂﬂ with the boat-hook his profile

ecamme visible in the light, revealing
a faco that Bunter had seen before.
He had seen it in the boat pulling off
Blackrock on the day of the battle
—ihe sharp-featured face of the man
named Rance—the estate-agent of Olke-
ham, who had ordered the Greyfriars
party off the island.

It wos Rance—young Mr. Rance—
the man who had left Harker on ths
island to watch the cave. -

Bunter popped his head back. Hea
had nothing to expect from young Blr.
Rance, oxcept bei h&ndeﬁ over to
i{nﬂl;er, if young Mr. Rance spotted

11t}

But what on carth was voung Mr
Rance doing—groping up the rock-wall
with an clongated boat-hook?

Curicsity impelled the fat junior to
take another pecp,

Now ho observed that the lantern
had been plaéed aslant on the flooxr to
cast its light npward st the rock-wall
to a point sbout fourteen or fifteen
feot u a

At that point a deep gap opened in
the rock, And it wm?tn that gep that
voung Mr. Rance was groping with
that lengthy boat-hook.

Something suddenly slithered down,
It looked, to Bunter, like a bunch of
1opes that unrolled suddendy down the
rock-wall.

_ Then, as it hung there, he saw what
it was. It was a rope ladder with

woodehl rungs,

The fat Owl understood at last.
Rance was going up into that gap, far
abova his head, and climbing the sheer
rock was im ible. That rope ladder
was fastened at the top end inside the

When Mre. Hance wanted it, he

g
B ad it down with that boathook.

Bunter's head popped back again.
But he eould hear Rance’s movements.
He heard him drop the boat-hook to
the floor, and then o clambering sound,
accompanied by panting breath, told
that he was elimbing the rope ladder,

Far a long minute those sounds
continued., Then a seraping, slitheriog
sound told that Rance was pulling up
tha rope ladder after him. No doubt,
oin his return he would hold with his
hand and deop—the rope ladder remain-
ing coiled above out of sight, leaving
ne clue to meet the eye of any chance
visitor to the smugglers’ cave,

Then there was silence. <

Bunter wventured to peer again at
last, ‘The lantern s where Ranco
had loft it, glimmering on the rock—the
boat-liook lay near it. There was ne
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s1ign of tho estate-agent of Okebam, and
no sign of the rope ladder by svhich he
had ascended, Young Mr. nee had
diseppeared into that gap high up the
vock-well—for what mysterious reason,
Billy Buanter could not begin to puess.
Obviously, that gap gave access to
some extension of the cave on & higher
level—and fnm:-fmted decp into the
recesses of the cliff, No sound from it
reached the ears of the fat Owl
Wherever young Mr. Ranee was, and
whatever he was up to, he was far
bevond the hearing of Billy Bunter.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Kidnapped Millionaire !
R. BAMUEL VERNON.
SMITH, millionaire financier,
scb his plomp lips and glared
with o glare rather like that

of a figer in a cage.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith's quarters, at the
moment, rather resembled s cage: and
there was no doubt, from his look, that
his mood resembled that of a tiger,

The millionaire was seated in a deck-
chair. On a folding table beside him
stood a lamp. No other light but
lamplight ever penetrated the present
quarters of the kidnepped millionaire.

Round him_ were walls of solid rock,
Over his head was a low arch of rock.
It was like a roown, or rather a vault,
not more than ten feet either way, not
more than seven feet high, of solid,
unbroken rock, save in one spot—where
a gap opened, like a tunnel leading
away 1nto darkness.

It was the zound of footsteps from
that tunnel that caused Mr. Bamuel
Vernon-Bmith to glare towards it
His captor was coming. And enraged
#s he was, the millionaire was glad to
hear those foststeps breaking the dead
silence of that remote recess in the
cliffs of Blackrock Island.

Days and nights had passed since he
had been hr@lliht' there—day and night
the same to the prisoner of the rock
vault. During that endless, endless
time, the millionaire had secn no face,
heard no voice. The hours seemed to

him unending — indeed, he almost
fancied sometimes in those hours of
tervible weariness that Rance meant to
leave him there—or that something
had happened to the rascal, and
prevented his return.

_ Whether anyone was left on guard
in the lower cave he did not know, If
0, he saw and heard nothing of him.

That deep, dark tunnel from the sea-
cave to the vault where the millionairg
was imprisoned was long—too long for
him to have heard even a shout from
the sea-eave, and it was winding. In
that prison in the heart of the cliff the
mnllionaire was shut off from the world,

Mr. Vernon-8mith stirred as the
footsteps echoed nearcr, and there was
& ¢clink of metal, A slender steel chain
—slender, but stmng—wns locked on his
anlkle—the other end being secured to a
padleck stapled in the wall,

The kidnapper had made sure of
that. Many a desperate wrench had the
millionaire given at that chain, but he
had long ceased to make nny attempt
to break or loosen it; he knew that it
was in vain.

He had to wait—wait till Elias Rance
chose to come—wait on the whim of the
man  who d eri to him, and
jumped at his orders, Now Ranco
was coming—it could only be Rance !

figure emerged from the rock-
tunnel into the hght of the lamp—a
man of shght frame, with sghar
features. oung Mr. Rance, :5
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Okcham. He glanced, at the million-
aire, and smiled faintly at the
expression on his plump face, If looks
could have slain, young Mr. Ranee
would probably have fallen lifeless at
the opening of the tunuel.

“You scoundrel ' wazs Mr. Vernon-
Bmith's greeting.

He knew, now that the rascal had
comne, that Rance had left him so long
to subdue him to a mood for agreeing
to his terms—likely to be hard enough |
But if the rascal calculated upon that
he did not know Samuel Vernon-Smith |

With every hour of his imnprizomment
the millionaire’s rage and resentment
had intensified. But the long weary
hours had not brought him to a yiclding
ll‘lEID:{L

“Bo you have come, you scoundrel !
said Mr. Vernon-Smith. He rose from
the chair, his plump hands clenched.

My, Rance did not approach him.
He leaned on the corner of the rock
tunnel—out of reach of those plum
hands! The length of the chain di
;mt permit the millionaire to move so
ar.

" As you see!” he said, with a nod.

The millionaire stood looking at him.
Except for the chain on his ankle, he
was free. Had young Mr. Ranece been
within reach the plump hands would
have glra'ﬁpeﬂ him, But Mr. Bance was
careful to keop out of reach,

There was a sardonic amusement in
hig face ns he watched the. millionaire,
And there was an inflexibla purpose,
also,

M1 have come,” he said. “I have
given you time to reflect—ample time !
Now 1 am here to state my terms! I
warfi you to consider themn—favourably,

I leave you, unsatisfied, I shall not
return in a hurry 1"

"I will moke no terms with an
embezgling rascal, a thief, and a kid-
napper " said Mr., Vernon-Smith,

“Think again " suggested Mr. Raneo
ealmly. “KEvery day von spend here,
Mr. Vernon-Smuth, 15 & loss to vou—a
heavy loss! What may be happening
to the stocks and shares in the City,
with your eye no longer on Throg-

morton  Btreet?  What may be
happening fo your business in every
quarter of the globe—your rubber

estates in Malaya, your gold mines in
West Africa, your ranches in Taxas—
your sheep-rung in Australin—yon have
s0 many irons in the fire, my dear sie.”

The estate-agent spoke with sneering
mockory,

In the weeks that Mr. Vernon-8mith
had used his house, and his offiee, at
Okeham, young Mr, Rance had been his
humble servitor! In Mr, Vernon-
Smiil's eyes f;c-ung* Mr. Rance had been
little mors than an animated pieco of
office furniture !

But all the time—as Mr. Vernon-

SIrI[_I;]"E could see  now—the bitter,
malicious man had nourished reaent-
ment. Apart from the profit he hoped

to sceure from the millioneire, ho was
glad to humble him in his turn.

“You will lose more by obstinacy
than you will save,” continued Mr.

Rance, ‘At myr office in Okeham, you
kept in touch! While you ‘were
acguiring real estate in Devonshire,

you were able to control your multi-
farious mterests, my dear sir, from my
humble office! But from here—2"7

“You raseal 1"

“You have had sufficient time, Mr.
Vernon-8mith, sinee I left vou here, to
enumerate all the abusive terms you
may wish to apply to me1" said young
Mr, Hance coolly. "I suggest talking
business, now that I am bhere™

“You will go to prison for this!™

“1 think not!” said BJMr. Rance.
“You, at all events, will never send me

there, my dear =ir! You will nover
legve thiz remote recess nnder the eliffs
of the island which 15 vour own
property, unless and until we come to
terma. ™

“Trapped ! muitered the million-
aire. ‘I—trapped by a poverty-
stricken little cstate-ugent in a country
town! If I had dreamed——"

“This is a waste of breath, my deaw
sir 1™ gald Raneo smoothily, *What are
the facts? You cntrusted corfain sums
into the honds of BRance & {o., for the
purchase of real estate. These sums
have dizappearcd! In o few more
hours vou would have dizcovered how
matters stood—I acted in time [ 1 could
not afford to let vou discover {he facls
in Okcham, my dear sir.”

“That was not all yonr motive ™
snapped Mr, Vornon-Smirth.  “ Yon had
all this readv—and it must have taken
timeo—Iittle as (hiz eave contains it
must have been convered here, by boat,
a little at @ time—you have been plan-
ning this for weeks, vou rascal !’

“Quite I agreed Mr. Rance. “ It 1a
thres or four weeks since ill-hick on o
certain horse cansed me to dip into tho
funds vou bad placed in the hands of
BRange & Co. From that honr I began
to make my plans—and my propara-
tions| I hadF to act at the finish,
suddenly, and soomcr than 1 bad
intended—that iz all! Now you arn
heral Needless to sav, you must naob
expect to see again any of the smms yon
entrusted  to nee & Co, I need
hardly mention that.” .

“I am aware of that,” said Mr
Vernon-Smith, * and irmmediately I am
frea I shall institute a prozeeution for
embezzlement. ™

Mr. Rance
pleasant laugh.

“You are not likelr to Le free soon,
at that rate!” he answered, “ Your
fivst step towards freedom, Mr. Vernon-
Smith, is to sign a full acquittal of my
debt to you, leaving mie clear.”

“HE"'{T!”

“Never 15 a long word—and will seom
longer, after a fow more days in this
solitary retreat!™ smiled Mr. Rarnce.
“Your next step will be to place mo
upon my feet ﬁ]m.nc'mllin A hundred
thousand pounds, though a large sum
to a poverty-stricken little cstate-agent
in a country town "—he grinned—"ia
quite a amall sum to voul You will
hardly miss it, I think, from your
millions ! What do you say "

The millionaire looked at lam.

“MNot one shilling [ he =aid,

“Evidently we differ "' drawled M.
Rance. ““I have named my figure!
You have named yours! I ean ouly
hope that with the passage of time wo
shall reach somo agreement. T sce that
I have called too soon—1I shall not make
the same mistake again! Good-nighi,
Mr, Vernon-Smith !

He_turned as if to go—then glanced
round, evidently expecting the imillion-
aire to epeak.

Mr. Vernon-B8mith did not speak. Ha
stared at the sharp-featnred face with
grim rage and scorn, but he said no
word,

“I think,” said M. ERanee, “ihat
you will change your mind! Yon have
not, probably, enjoved your fare herp—
after the luxuries to which yon are
accnstomed. [ Lave been able to
provide only canned foods and a keg of
water—I1 fear that the supply 1 have
left you will zoon run low. I must
point out that it will not be renewed.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith's jaw shut like o

langhed=—a fTery un-

iCH. . .

“%Ton have =till nothing {fo sayi”
agked Rance, with a venomous look.

# Only this—that vour bear counsel is
to reloase me at once, and take your
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“ Oh erikey ! ** gasped Buﬁt;;-.r, as be strove in vain to pull at the cars., ,“*Obklor' !'* Round him was the swelling, rolling

sea, heaving and surging—and drifting him farther and farther from the Iand—farther out into the Atlantic !

just punishment I said the millionaire.
““You cannot carry this on long i My
dizappearance will creatc a sensation,
when it becomes known—you will havo
to deal with the police.”

“If you are banking on that, my dear
sir, it 13 but a frail recd to lean upon.
No one is lLikely to suspect a poverty-
stricken little estate-agent in a country
tovn of making away with lus
wealthiest patron—the man who was

utting more buainess in the way of tho

rm than it has dane for many years,”
said Mr. Rence coolly. “And I thiuk
I have covered up my tracks fairly com-
pletely, Mr. Vernon-8mitht I advize
you not to bank on that.” )

“My son I muttered the millionaire.
“If I had not driven him away—"

Rance’s eyea glittered like a rat's ot
tho mention of the Bounder.

“True, my task would have Dbeen
mare difficult, had Master Herbert heen
with you I he said, “Tut I can assure
you thast it would have made no
difference. Since you mention your son
my dear sir, I suggest that vou should
coms to reasonable terms—if only for
his sake.” o

“ For hiz sake 1¥ repeated the million-
aire. ““What do you mean, rassal i’

“ T wmean this,” said young Mr. Rance,
with bitter emphasia, “ Your son has
réturned to Okeham, secking youl He
has some suspicion in his mind of foul
{;lay—I havo satisfied him for the time,
yut unless he hears from you he will
go to the police| Hoe has so threatened
mie,

Mr. Vernon-Smith's face lighted up.

“My sonm will save me, then!|” ha
exclaimed, * Since have bheen a
prisoner here I have thought many
times that I was too harshi If he
failed in respect, he has not failed in
affection | ¢ will save me——»V

“He will not save you—or himself 1

sald Raneo. *I eannot afford to have
vour son seattering  suspicions, Mr,
Vernon-8mith | Unless we come 1o
torms before I leave you your son will
not save yvou—he will shore your faie l”

The milllonaire caught hiis breath.,

*“¥Yon cannot—you dare not—" lie
breathed.

“You will see 1

Hanca turned again to go. Ile
lingered for a moment, but he did not
turn back agan.

He dizsappoared down the long dark
tunnel, his footsteps died away in
the hollows of the rock. For somoe
niinutes the millionoire’s voice would
have reached him, had he called, as
doubtless Elias Rance expected him 1o
fdo. But thore came no call from ihe
vock vault, and Rance’s footsieps died
into the distance townrds the sca—and
Me. Vernon-Sinith was Ioft, onee inore,
to tho golitude and silence of his roek
prison.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Pig In Clover!

] EAST ! breathed Billy Bunier,
B But the fat Owl did not
breathe that word aloud.

Billy Buntcr was extremely

careful to keep silent—very silent—as

ho listened with both fai cars to the

sounds ihat reached him from the gap

high up in the rock wall at the back
of the smugglers’ cave,

Rance was coming back from lis
mysterious excursion into tho depths of
tho tunnel. Where he had beon, what
he had been up to, Billy Bunter could
not begin to guess; 1t was ulterly
pqzzézng and mysterious to his iat
ntin

Squatting behind the big boulder, tha

fat ©Owl could bear the Dbrushing,
smtfﬂlsygi"lsﬂ}nlda. as a men lewered hime-
self with his hands from the gop in the
vock wall. .

Bunter’s fat brein did not work, as a
rule, cither guickly or accurately; but
even Bunter did not need telling that o
man lowering himself down & rock
would have his face to that rock—and
his back, in consequence, towards Bun-
ter | 8o the fat junior ventured to peer
round the corner of the big boulder—
and in the lantern-light he =now Rance,
hanging with his hands &t the gap, pre-
paring to drop.

He was not using the ropc-ladder to
descend—it would have bicen difficult, if
not impossible, to feplace it in the
tunnel from below. Neither did he
nead 1t! Descent was a very dillerent
matter from ascent,

Young Mr. Ranca lowered himnself,
holding on to the rock, to tho full
extent of hiz arms, and dropped as
lightly as a cat.

As he dropped, Bunter’s head popped
back agein! Buoter wns tukmg no
risks of young Mr. Rance spotting him
and handing him over to thoe tender
mereies of Big Harker.

That there was a fat Owl, croucling
breathless in hiding, hardly more than
a dozen feet from him, certainly did
not occur to young BMr. Rance. He
had not the remotest iden that the sca.
cave had any tenant other tham him-
self and his assoclates, <

Ho picked up the long boathook in
onoe hand and the lantern in the other,
and tramped away down the cave.

“Paast 1" breathed Bunter agoin as
he went,

Fea was glad when Hance had gone,

Tho light twinkled away down tha
dark cava and vanished,
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Billy Bunter was left alone
the danger was over.

That was a relief; but now that the
danger was ovor Eﬁ]y Bunter remem-
bered, only too acutely, that he was
hungry |

He was not merely hungry by this
tHime—he was famished-—ravenous!
The fried fish at Dave's cove, at which
Lia fat little nose hed turned up =o
often, now seemed to him like the food
of the pods! Bunter was tired—and
he was sleepy—but all other conzidera-
tions were forgotten, hiz fat mind
centred on food, with hopeless longing !

And therc was no food—mot a spot!
Not before dawn could he hope to
cseapo from the sea-girt cavern, even
if then he dared to make the attempt,
with Big Harker about! It looked like
being a hopeless dawn for the unfor-
wnnate Owl of the Remove.

Irom down the wvast cavern sounds

agaLn ;

came to him. Ide wondercd whether
that beast Rance was going 1n  fhe
boat again; and whether, it he were,

Havker, by happy chance, might pgo
with him! ) .

Againat the bright moonlight at fhe
cavern's mouth he had dimn glances of
three moving figures. One of them
iniist be Rance; another Harker: and
the third, doubtless, some other beast
wha had rowed the cstato-agent out
from the shore. If only all three
went— '

Billy Bunter erept caufiously down
the cavern to svatch, The thick dark.
ness wrapped him like a cloak; there
wns no danger of being seen, unlesz ho
ventured too near—which DBuanter had
no intention of doing.

Groping along the rugged wall of the
cavern, he drew mnearer till, in the
moonlight from without, he counld make
ont the three.

Rance was in the boat now. The
other two were shoving it into the
water. Young Mr. Rance, it secmed,
did not want to get his feet wet! Tho
longshoremen trempled in  shallow
water, in their heavy sea boots, and
pushed the boat afloat. Then the
smallor of the two serambled inio it
after Rance, Big Harker pushing it o

-

Hur

. o !

THE MAGNET

litile farther, and
Bunter’s immense
clambering 1n.

The boat rocked away on the swirling
tide, with all thres men in it, Harker
fending with an oar, and disappenved
seaward,

“Boeasts 1” murmured Bunter, as the
boat rocked out of sight.

They wero gone,

Harker had been on tho wateh in the
cave; but, with the tide in, the sca-
cave was unapproachable without a
boat. If he were going to continue to
keep wateh, he had to return befors
the tide went down.

Whether that waz his intention or
not, Billy Bunter did not know—and
e did not think about 16! The beast
was gone—and Billy Bunter's {at
ithoughts concentrated on one wurgent
and llngurl:_n:nt question—had he leit
any food when hoe had camped in the
cave!?

There was no need for further
cantion, now that the fat Owl was
alopn in the sea-cave.

Having ascertained that tho boat
had quite disappeared seaward, Billy
Buuter rolled down the eavern and
headed for the spot, a litile distanco
ahove higilé-watﬁr marl, where he had
scen the longshereman's camp.

Tarpanlin and blankets and other
things lay there, as he had scen
them—tha Jongshoreman had left * all
standing.” That, had Bunter thought
of it, indicated that he intended to
vy,

But Bunter was not thinking of that
—lio was thinking of food! And his

Billy

then, to b
reltef,

joy and

littlo round eyea almest popped
through his big round spectacles
with happy satisfaction, as he spotted
the samo.

There was a large rush-basket in a
crevice of the rock close st hand. In
tnat basket were a number of tins and
a number of bottles. Other bottles lay
empty here and there; Big Havker
had, it appcared, been thirsty duving
bis vigil 1n the sea-cave.

Buntor did nof heed the bottles; ho
had no use for beer. There was half
o hom in the basket, scveral loaves,

A 1 | A1 A== 1 A S L 1) SR | N T -

Hall way through the tunnel, Dick caught his foot
aganst something that sent bim headlong, He serambled
to his feet, and heard loese bricks rattling as he moved,

Dick, are von all right ? There's something herg ! Y
Timber gasped. . There followed the rattle of his matches,
then one burst into flame, The boys saw that they had
fallen over a pile of loose bricks, They were heaped in the

centre of the tunnel, blocking the track !
set for a smash involving the Royal Special !
Already Diek and Timber can hea

The stzge was
r the roar of the oncoms-

ing Reyal Train—somehow they've got to stop it—but

how ¢

Thiz i3 just one

of the cxciting moments in

Alfred Edgar’s great story

“THE ROYAL SPECIAL”

which, with five other first class yarns, appears in this

week's issue of

ODERN , b%
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and a jar of butier; {here was a knife
and & fork, and a tin plate that
looked as if it had been used & good
deal since it had last been washed.

Trifles like that did net worry
Bunter! He carved ham and gobbled
the same—and the sound of champ-
g jaws mingled happily with fhe

wazh of the tide,
Bunicr ate-—-and ate—and atel

There was plenty of ham!  There
was also choose!  Bread and butter
were I abundance. There was an
openied can of corned beef.  Bunier
travelled happily through them.

This was life! Willlam Georgo
Bunter was as happy as a pig in
clover|

There was plenty left when the fat
Owl had finished. Havker scemed to

have provisioned himself for =&
lcpgﬂ% stay. That was fortunate—for
Billy Bunter!

Unfortunately, there was nothing in
the nature of jam, or mermalade, or
cake—not even a8 bisenit! Marker's
tastes in such matters no doubt dif-
fered from Bunter's. But z equare
meal wns what Billy Bunter really
wanted—and he had a sguave moeal—
not to say three or four square meals,
one after another,

There was a keg of water in the
crevice—that beast Harker seemed no
better provided with such t}lin% B3
fea or coffes or cocoa than old Dave
at the covel He scomed to prefer
beer, to judge by the number of empty
bottles. The fat Owl drew a tin pan-
nikin of water from the keg, to wash
down all those squara meals thas
jostled ono another in his capacious
wiside,

Then, and not till then, did Billy
Bunter blink at the sea and ascertain
that there was no sign of thoe tide
roceding, It was impossible to guit
the sea-cave; and it would not be pos
eiblo for many hours vet.

But—now that that unspeakalilo
beast Harker was gone—it would be
possible as soon as that beastly tide
went down ! Bunter had to woit for
the fide—and in thoe meantimoe he was
sleepy |

Ingeed, now that he had packed
the inner Bunter as full as the inner
Bunter would hold, he could hordly
leep his cyes open behind his spec-
tacles,

It was cold in the cave—with a
chilly wind from the sea. Dut the fat
Owl] no longer had the prospect of tvy-
ing to go to sleep on hard, cold
like the unfortunate gentleman in the
old song, whose lodging was on {lw
cold, hard ground |

HarKer's blankets lay there, whero
he had left them, in an untidy pile
mlut'!m tarpaulin, close by the rock
Wi
Thankfully the fat Owl rolled him-
self in those blankets!

Heo was going to pass the remainder
of that awful right in warm and com-
fortable slumber; ho was going to
turn out at daylight, when the tide
would be out, leave that beastly cave,
and tramp round the beach back to
the cove. And wild horses would not
drag him out of sight of old Dave's
cove apgain, so long as bo sojourned on
Blackrock Island. ]

With a fat head pillowed on a fat
arm, warmly rolled in blankets, Billy
Bunter closed his eyes, and in less
than a minute was fast osleep.

He slept and he snored; his happy
snore mingling with the wash of tho
tide in the cavern and the boom of
the surf on the rocks of Blackreek
Itlond. The wicked had ceased from:

—



troubling, and the weary Owl was at
rvesh|l

In the rock vault, far in 1he heart
of the oliff, Mr. Samucl Vernon-
Smith, probably, was sleepless. At
the cove, five worricd and anxious
jundors dud not close their eyes, Far
away, tn the town of Okeham, Herbert
Vernon-Smith, waiting in angry im-
paticnee for the velurn of young M.
Rance, was not thinking of sleep. But
Billy Bunter, well-fed and  warm,
glept like a top, and snored like =&
grampus—and, if he dreamed, he did
not dream of the stavtling awalkening
that was coming |

— —m

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Trapped !

LREBER® VERNOXN-3MITII
rlanced down the High Stroct
of Okchant, glimmering in the
moonlight, as the buze of a car

cante to his ears,

He vwondered whether 1t was Rance
retorning.

It was turned eleven o'clock, amd at
that hour the little country town was
silent and sleeping. There were few
pedestriana in the quict old strect, and
hardly more than a ear or two had
passed sinee Vernon-Smith had been
waiting outside the office of Rance &
Co. He had arrived there at half-past
ten to be in good time, and since then
he bad been pacing to snd iro,
waiting.

The office windows were dark; Ranco
was not there yet. In the windows of
the adjoining house the last light had
been extinguished; Rance's houschold
had gone to bed.

The Bounder paced to and fro on tho
pavement till, at the sound ¢f a car,
he stopped, and stood looking et ib as
it came., .

It was Mr. Rance’s two-scater, with
Rance driving, and Vernon-Smith was
relieved as he saw him.

There Lad been a doubt in his mind
whether the estate-agent had been
making & fool of him. And Smithy’s
determination was fixed. If Rance did
not put bhim into communication with
his father that night, as he had
promised, he was going to the police.

His suspicions were vague, and he
was reluctant to take a step which he
knew would irritate his father if those
sugpicions proved unfounded. But if
Rance, after. what he had promised,
failed to keep his word, he felt that
he eould no longer doubt that there had
been foul play of some kind. And in
that case was golng straight from
Rance's office to Okeham Police Station,
His mind was made up on that,

But it was a relief to ses Rance
again. ‘The man had come back only a
few minutes after the hour named, It
looked as if he were going te keep his
word.

As the car slowed dewn the Bounder
crossed the pavement towards it.

Young My. Rance gave him a ourt
nad.

“Jump in ! he said.

“Jump ini” repeated Binithy. "1 was
going to telephong=——"

“It is not necessary now. I have yvour
father’s instructions to take you to him
at Penruddy.™

Herbert Vernon-Smith stepped into
the car.

Tha door had Imrd{f shut when the
two-seater shot on down ihe igh
Streot.

Rance drove fast. In a minute or
less he shot round a cormer, and then
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another, and then
1to 8 country road.

It was the road to the sea, and led
io Penruddy, which was a fcw miles
from the little hamlet of Potkelly.

Smithy, who had been idling about
the neighbonrhood for a week, know
the road, and knew that it led to
Penruddy.

Rance did not speak or glance at him
after he bod entered the ear, and ithe
Bounder touched him on the arm
unpatiently,

*“ Not guite so fast, Mr. Rance ¥ he
exclaimed. “I've been staying at o
cottage on the Okcham road. I've left
my bag ihere. If I'm going to stay
with my father now I shall want it.”

Rance drove straight on. He
answered over his shoulder, without
locking at his companion :

“I have Mr. Vernon-8Bmith's orders
to take you to him imnediately. If you
do not chooso to come I will stop the
caly, and you can step out.”

“Of eourse I shall come]” snapped
the Bounder angrily. “ ¥You know that.
Did my father say that I was to stay
with him ¥

“Ho said nothing about his inten-
tions| Neither should T have listencd
if he had!” said Rance sourly. “I
desire to have no concern whatever with
your family disputes. It is for your
father to deal with you; and !:'l:i}' only
wish is to take you to him, and have
done with you I

“¥ou won't be better pleased that I

shall I retorted the Bounder. “Bnt it
would not take a quarter of an hour
longer ta call for my ba%:‘
"I am under Mr, ernon-Bmith's
instructions, not yours! 1 shall not
turn one yvard out of my way on your
mnstructions, Master Vernon-Bmith ™

“You sulky brute !*

Ranee shrugged his shoulders, and
drove on in silence. The Bounder sat
in_silence, too. The man was surly,
sulky, and uneivil; but he did not
expect anything clse from him.

It mattered little enough. He was

oing to his father; that was all the

under wanted.

Whether his father had sent for him
in aoger, on hearing what Rance had
to say, or whether it was gomng to be
a reconciliation, S8mithy could not tell,
and it was evidently useless to ask his
companion. He could only wait till ho
saw bhis father, and hope for the best.

The car shot on rapidlly by deserted,
shadowy roads. The miles ran swiftly
under the whirling wheels. Suddenly
from the road it turned into a lane—a
dﬂﬂﬁ\ Devenshire lane, banked high,
with Jdim hedges crowning the high
banks., Then Vernon-SBmith touched the
driver's arm again,

“You'ra leaving the Penruddy read,”
he said. ; "

Rance gave him an acid look.

“Do you know this country beticr
than I do?” he sneered.

“I've been to Penruddy, and I know
the road !” snapped the Bounder. “It's
hardly a balf-mile on. What are you
leaving the road for "

“Road up!” snapped Rance.

Vernon-Smith grunted, and sat back
again. If the road was up, Rance
had no choice but to go round Ly the
lanes, and Smithy could hardly suspect
him of desiring to prolong that drive in
company that he disliked, The car ran
im in darkness in the deep, unlighted
anc,

Rance, evidently, knew his way well;
but this was strange couniry to tha
Greyfriars junior, and he could only
wait impatiently for the car to emerge
from the dark lanes into a road agein.

From the west came the boom of the

ho car buzzed on
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sea; they were near the shore, though
nothing could be seen in the darknesa
and deep down betwesn the high-
hedged banks. Ghostly shapes of dim
trees flitted by in the gloom.

Suddenly, with & {'arring of brakes,
the car rocked te a halt,

Smithy heard his companion mutte#
undoer his breath,

" What—" began the Bounder.

Wiihout answering, Rance stepped
down. In the glimmer of moonlight the
Bounder saw his face—pale, set, vicious.

“Engina trouble?” snapped the
Boundaer.
Nothing could have been more

exasperating at the moment.,
Ranee, without taking the trouble fo
answer, opened the hormet.

The DBounder watched him with
savage Impetience. Minute followed
mimate, and the Bounder's angry

impaticnee grew.

“How lopg are we going to stick
here 1" he snarled at last,

Ranca locked round at him wilh an
ovil look.

" ¥You will stick here, Master Herbert,
until I epot the trouble and set it right,
unless you choose to walk the rest ¥ ho
enarled back.

“ How far it is to walk "

_“Less than half a mile, straight on.

You will sce the lights of the inn in a
few minntes if you walk on, Please
yourself.”

Vernon-Smith atﬂ]éu‘pcd from the car.

“I shall walk, and be glad to sce 1ha
last of you 1™ he snapped,

“Not so glad as I should be to sce
the last of you!” snecered Rance.
“YWait or walk, as vou choose. I caro
nothing either way !

He bent over the bonnet again, taking
o fursher notice of the Bounder.

" Vernon-Smith gave him a black look,
and started’ at once.

He tramped on down the dark lane,
and as he went Rance lifted his lead
and looked aftor him, with a ral-like
glitter in his eves,

Vornon-Smith tramped on. In the
middle of the deep lane was o gleam
of the moon; the rest was in deep dark-
ness under the high banks. From the
darknesa under the hedges there wnz a
movement, and twe dim, shadowy
figures suddenly emerged, and Vernon-
Smith, before he realised that anythin
was happening, found himself gnm‘mﬁ
by either arm.

He uttered a startled exelamation
and struggled. His first thought was
that he was in the hands of & couple of
tramps or footpads.

" Let me go ™ he panted. * What i

The grip on his arma waea like iron.
Ilis angry struggle did not shake that
grip for 8 moment. One of the men
whe had seized him gave a loud, sharp
whistle—evidently a signal.

1t was feollowed by the sound of an

engine, back along the lane. The
Bounder started as he heard it. It was

Rance's ¢ar, in motion again.

“Let me go!” panted the Bounder
hoarsely, “What do you want? Will
you let me go?¥ .

No answer came from the dim figures
—one & big, burly man, with a stubbly
beard; the other smaller, with a greasy,
grinning face. The castaways of Black-
rock Island would heve known thenp—
Big Bill Harker and Peter Coot, But
they were totally unknown to Herbert
Vernon-Smith.

In amazement, rage, and growing
alarm, the Bounder wrenched in vain
it the gr&spmg hands.

¥rom the distance he could hear
Rance's car backing and turning. Then
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the gound of the engine died away In
the might.

And it was borne in on the Bounder's
mind what had happened—that the
estate-agent of Qkehamr had led him
jnto a trap, and left him 1o it!1 Ile had
not been taking him to Penruddy to his
Father; he had been leading him into
a tra lanned beforehand—and the
tTap T‘: closed on the Bounder of
Creyfriars |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
In The Kidnappers’ Hands !

6 UIET, you young swab!™
The Bounder, in desperation,
Q gave a shout that ramg and
echoed wi::a-r the {iiﬁ gm] s lle
was powerless in the grasp wW¢ pairs
of a:ﬁ]awy hands—either of the long-
ghoremen was more than a match for
him physicaly. Ib was little likely that
a shout for help would be heard in thut
lonely lane by the shore at a late hour
of the night; but in desperation the
Bounder n% Greyfriars shouted. _

A rough hand was clapped over his
mouth immediately. He pave another
savage wrench at his pinioned arms m
Valmn.

#Quict, if you know what's poad for
vou!” snapped Big Harker. “Git lim
along, Pete—the sooner he's in the boat
the better!” ;

The next moment Big ITarker gave a
yell of pain and rage as the Bounder's
boot crashed on his shin.

He staggered and released his held:
and the Bounder turned like a liger on
the other man and grappled with him.

He was utterly d2sperate now.

He had been trapped—he was a kid-
napped prisoner. e knew that much,
though the rest was dark to him, DBut
it meant that Bance had some guilly
secrat to keep—it meant that his vague
snepicion of foul play was mow a cex-
tainty! Something had happened to his
father—and he was trapped to prevent
a discovery—he knew that now!

But the Bounder of Greyiriars was a
dangerous man to trap! Ie was a
schoolboy in the hands of two muscular
longshoremen; but he was desperate,
and he had never known what fear was.
He fought like & tiger.

IHarker's grasp had fallen from him
ns he staggered from that hack on tho
shin | .gnd the Bounder almost
sigceeded in dragging  himself loose
from the other man. i# clenched fist
crashed inte a greasy face, and Peter
Coot gave a grunt of pain, and stag-
gered—and the Bounder wrenched, and
almost tore away.

But the longshoreman held oni and
they struggled, losing their footing, and
rolling on the earth.

Peter Coot panted to hia companion:

“Bear a hand here, Bill, you fool!
Do you want the young swab to cut his
cable! DBear s hand, you lubber!™

Harker's grasp was on the Bounder
again the next moment, Smithy's chance
—if it had been a chance—was gone.
But he still struggled with savage des-
peration, hitting and kicking, resisting
to the last ounce of hia strength.

A crashing blow from a ai'l&ﬂ.t‘j fizk
almost ecattered his senses. Ie relaxed
limply on the earth.

*EKeep fold on him, Peter!” panted
Big Harker. “"Keop a 'old on him, the
young wildcat! Put a bight on him!"”

A savage grasp draﬁﬁeﬁi the Bounder's
hands together behind him. He still
resisted feebly, but a cord was knotted
round his wrists, securing them. o
panted out a breathless cry—but he was
'ﬂ{rf:. given a chance to utter another. A
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ecoarse muffler was passed round his
head and knofted over hia mouth,
silencing him,

‘ Then he was dragged roughly to his
ek

Big Harker bent over him with a
savage glare.

“You give more trouble, yon young
swab, and I'll hand you another knock,
and we'll carry vou, and you can lay to
that!” ho snarvled. * Now walk1™

They were prasping his arms again.
The Eﬂ:-uur;]er staggered on  Dbetweon
them in the darkness. Ihzzy from the
blow he had received, hia hands bound
behind his back, he was powerless, and
he could only stagger onward as they
dragged at lis arms.

In a few minutes more sand was
cgnnching under his feet. Ide was being
taken down the shore. Faecing him, in
the distance, rolled a wvast body of
water—the Atlantie, glimmering in the
rnoonlight.

Where were they taking him? One
of them had spoken of a hoat! They
werg going to fake him off the shore.
1le was a prisoner —a kidnapped
prisoner—and these ruffians were actin
under the orders of Rance. That mue
was clear to him. But what had hap-
pened to his father? What could have
happened to his father, to drive Rance
fo desperater mensures like these to
secure his silence ! I6 was of his father
fhat the Bouuder, was thinking, not of
himself, az he wos hurvied down the
shore towards tho pounding sea.

ITe east dizzy glances up and down the
shore, dimly revealed in the glimmer of
the moon. Where he was, he did not
Lknow, except that this must be a lonely
siroteh of the shore between Peneoddy
and Potkelly—solitary enough by day,
utierly deserted by night.

Then, as he locked seaward, he
glimpsed a black mass against the silver
sea, in the fav distance—a rocky island
that jutted from the Atlantic.

He knew that it was Blackrock—the
1sland on which he had stranded Bill
Bunter and the Famous Five, t-imugﬁ
whether they were still there he did not
know and did not ecare—he had hardly
given them a thought since.

The tide washed over his feet as he
was drogged down the shore. "The two
longshoramen came to a halt, and he
was left in Peter Coot’s grasp while Big
Harker tramged to a boat, Eegged to
the beach and half-afloat in the tide.

Harker loosened the painter, grasped
the boat, ond pushed it into deeper
waker, the tide washing round his sea-
boots as he stood. Thenr he called to
his associate, and Peter Coot dragpged
the Bounnder on, knee-deep in water,
anl:]! tipped hitn roughly over the gun-
wale.

Vernon-S8mith rolled helplessly in the
boat. Peter followed him in, and
Harker, giving the boat a powerlul
shove, scrambled in after him as it
rocked on the tide.

Neither of the 1unghshc-mmen gave the
Bounder any further heed. They grasped
the oars and &ullﬂd against the pull of
the tide, and the boat glided out on the
sea.

Vernon-B8mith struggled to g sithting
position, The longshoremen pulled in
silence, save for their deep breathing.
They drove it eerward at @ rate,
and the shore dropped into dimness
behind. ‘

A twink!mgl-}hghh far down the shore
caught the DBounder’'s eyes—he could
guess that it was at Potkelly. But it
vanished in & moment or two, as the
boat swept seaward.

He was being taken out to Blackrock.
He knew that now, as the boat slanted
neross fowards the island.

He #ould not understand. ‘The
stranded schoolboys might be gone—or
these ruffiane might not know that
they wore there; but thers wes a man
on the island; old Dave Oke, the fisher-
man., Ranee must know that there was
n man on the island—it was through
Rance & Co. that Mr. Vernon-Smith
had purehased it. If he was secn, there
was a chapre—

But that hope, if it was a hope, diod
away at once—Rance would not be
taking risks: if the old seaman was still
on the island he wonld not zee a kid-
nan}md prisoner there.

The boat was pulling well ont to sen,
steering clear of the island and its vocks,
circling round to the western side.

The Bounder recalled what he Lad
heard from his father about Blackrock.
The nullionaire had told him of the
smugglers’ cave as a matter interesting
to a schoolboy—and he knew it was on
the western side, [rontine the open
ocean, He could guess his destination
now,

He heard FPeter Coot mutter te his
companion. Harker nodded, and grasped
at the Bounder, tipping him over in tha
bottom of the boat. As the schoolboyw
lny panting, the ruflian threw a sheet of
canvas over him.

Bmithy made an attempt to struggle
up, and a blow that reached %um
ihrough the canvas stretched him down
agait.

“ Lie still, you swah!"™ came Harker's
spvago prowl

The Bounder did not stir again. Iia
realized that he was lbidden from sight
n3 the boat approached the izland: and
that meant that Lthere was o chanee at
Ieast of lis being scen.

Lven if the Greyliriars fellows were
still on Blackrock if seemed hardly
likely that they wounld be wakeful at
midnight, so far as Bmithy could sece;
but cleaviy the kidnappers were taking
no chiamees.

He lay under the eanvas, hidden from
any eyes that might by chanes have
fallen on the boat on thie moonlit sea,
as the rowers pulled on. He heord no
word from them; the only sounds ithat
reached him were the wash of the sea
and the grinding of the cars in the row-
locks.

A heary rocking of the beat in rough
water hinted that they were pulling n-
shore at last. He heard the sound of
an oar fending off hard rock. Then at
last there was a bump of the boat, and
a splashing, ns heavy sea boots tramped
in shallow water.

The kidnapped Bounder had reached
his destination at last, and though he
could see nothing, he could guess whero
he was—in the smuogglers’ cave of

Blackrock Island!

———

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter In The Boat !

ILLY BUNTEER awoke.

The bumping of a heavy boat
on the sand, the grinding of sen
boots in the pebbles, and the

sguind of voices close at hand, mingled
with the fat junior’s dreams, and he
ginried into wakefulness.

The threatening face of Big Harker
had haunted him in his dreams, and he
awoke with the thoupht of the ruffian
i his mind, and & cold shiver running
down his podegy back, in spite of the
warmth of the blankets in which he was
rolled. .

Heavy tramping sounded
hand. _

“Take a bight on the painter, Coot ™
enme & doep, grunting voice, and

close af



Ponter shivered at the tones of Big
Harker. ]

He lay quite still, so terrified that he
hardly breathed.. _

Tho longshoreman bad returned, as
Bunter might have foreseen, had
Buuler ever foresecen anything.

Harker was speaking, which showed
that he bad not returned alone. Two

irs of heavy sea boots were grinding
wm tho pebbles, and Bunter could hear
the sound of a boat’s bows thumping
on tho zand at the water's edpe.

“Make fast!” came Harker's grunt

ain. “I reckon you'd be stranded,
ltke them schoolboys, if the boat went
off in the tide.”

Bunter understood, as he heard that
that the tide had turned. Therva m:.-u]l:i
have been no danger of the boat drift-
ing off, had the tide still been rolling
io ihe sea cave.

If only it was far ont enough to per-
mit » passage round the cofiffs—if a
fellow had & chance to dodge—DBRilly
Hunter could have groaned aloud, in
tervor, as he heard the grunting voice
of the longshoreman.

But he made no sound. Thefi' had not
meen him yvet., If they had glanced at
ell towards the heap of blankets, in
the dimness at tho side of the cave,
they did not discern, or suspect, that
theza blankets hid the palpitating form
of o terrified fat schoolboy.

They were busy for il moment with
the hoat. For a long minute the fat
juntor lay quite still, seared almost out
of lis fat wits.

But in the tervor of discovery, and
what would follow, he made an elort
to pull himself together. e had a
faint hope—of crecping away unseen
before they discovered hLim.

ke lifted his head a fow inches, and
prered towards the longshworemen at the
boat. Whera he lay he was in darkness,
but the two figures stood out clear
against the bright moonlight at ihe
mronih of the cavern.

There were only 1wao of them—IHarker
and Coof. Ranee was not with them
now.  Peter Coot was stooping, mak
ing fast the boat’s painicr to a peg
driven in the sand. ]

The hoat was bolow ligh-water marlk.
The tide bad been recoding while
Bunter was asleep. 1t had net come up
sn far as tho pebble ridge that marked
the limit of the tide, That was fox-
tunate for Bunter, for had the two
rullians come so near it was probable
that they might have observed that the
Mankets were oceupicd, 1n spite of the
dnmness,

Harker, tramping i shallow water
by the hoat, stooped over the gunwale
1o NifE something out,

RBilly Bunter watched him with pal-
pitating heart. IHe darved not make »
movoement—they were too near for that,
Yot to remain where he was was only
to await discoveryv., It was an awful
%m&it:[m: for the unhappy fat Owl, Ile
rardly hresthed as e watehed.

Big liarker threw aside a sheet of
canvas, grasped at something that had
been under 1t, and dragged.

Bunter's eyes bulged as he saw that
it was o boyish fipure—tho hands tied,
and a muffler bound acrots {lie moutl,
There was a prisoner in the beat, anid
the startled fat Owl could only suppose
that it was one of the juniors f?:-c-m
Dave's eove. ITe could seq thal il was
net A man.

Wilh a swing of his sinewy arm, Big
Harker insced the prisoner out of the
hoat, sending lum toitering on the
sand.

Peler Cont, having ticd ihe painter,
stepped to him, and jerked the mutior
from his face.

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Yowr Editor Is =lways plaased to
hear frem hin readers. Write to
him: Editor of tha MACGHNET, The
Flectway House, Farringdon Street,

I Londoi;, E.G.4.
ARCH winds and April
showers bring forth May
flowers !

It seems to mé that we've had our
fill of both wind and showers this
month. But what's the good of
erumbling if the wind blews like
hlazes and it rains eats and dogs?
It won't make it any brighter, will
it? If the weather does let you
down, you have the satisfaction of
knowing that the jolly old Masxer
won't let you down! ‘

Lot me put you wisec as to what is
in store for next weck.

THE SECRET OF THE SEA-CAVE!
By Frank Richards

is the title of the next story in the
hrilliant series our favourite author
has written. It's a smasher, too,
chums ! Crusocs on Blackrock Island,
Harry Wharton & €Co., and Vernon-
Smith’s millionaire father find them-

Pselves trapped in a tunnel blocked

i resene seems  lost wntil—e—
i won't spoil the vamm by giving away
ithe plet. You'll r¢ad all about it

] thyilled, too!

All liope of
ut T

with immovable rocks.

next week, anyway, and yowll be
After s feast of thrills, there's
| nothing like a good laugh.  Dicky
: Nugent supplies this in the up-
roariously funny St. Sam’s yarn
which will appear in the * Greyfriars
Hevald,” together with some newsy
paragraphs written by other Grey-
friars contributors, “ } Own Page
will be taken over by Terrence Ifitz-
oprald, of the Fifth. You’ll enjoy
this izsue, chums. Don't miss it, on
any account !
YOUR EDITOL.

“T reckon you can pipe now, if yvou
want,” he grinned. “Nobedy to hearv
voit here, I reckon,™

“You rotfen raseall” came a panting
VO,

“Belay it!" enne Iavker's grunting
voiee, a8 he iwrned  towards  the
priconer. “Belay sour jn.v.-ir:r;,': tackle,
if that’s all vou've got 1o sax [V

Billy  Buniey Dbarely repressed 2
ek of amazcieni.

The ?aniin voice was familiar to his
cars. He had not licard it since a fow
davs before break-up at Greyfriars
Seiwol:s but he knew the Bounder's
voiee at once.  Amd, as the bound junior
moved. a gleam of moonlight fell on his
face—the savagely onraped face of
Herbors Vernon-Smiih,

Bunter could only blink., Ii was nol

ane  of the PFamoous Five—ii was
Smathy !
“*You rolien rescals 1™ eame (he

Bownder’s voice, almost suffocated with
rage.  “What have you brought me
heve for? Where is my father ™

I veckon you'll find ouf afore yon'ra
ruch older, My, Vernon-Spmith,”' came
Harker’s answer, with a jeeving langh.
“Geot a ghim, Voier,”
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Billy Bunter drew his fat head under
the blankets. Tmmedistely there was o
light he would have been seen. Ile
had little hope of evading discovery,
but he was going to evade 1t as long =
he could. Under the blankels he heand
the scratching of & match, and kuew
that the laniern had been lighted.

“Where are you taking me?” came
the Bounder’s I1|§sin§ voice, as Dig
Harker grasped lnm by an olbow.

Harker did not answer him.
next words

Cloot.

s
were addressed to DMeter

“Get on with the glim! T reckon I
want you to bear a hand getting him
up; and them you ean beat it to let the

uv'nor know the cargo’s stowed safe.”

unter  heard a  grunting  chockle,
“You'll meke the shore alore dawn,
easy | Geot on ™

Tramping feet went up the eave. The
Bounder's passionate voice came again
to Bunter’s cars.

“Yon rotters! You rascals! Il sen
you landed n gaol for thas, and ihat
seoundrel {I;I:mm along with you! 1 tell
you—— {1

The somid of a hlow came 1o Buntor'=
listening cavs.  Bmithy's angry voice
broke off with a shavrp ery.

“I reckon I told vou to helay it!™
grunted Big Harker, “You'll 'op to
my tune here, voung feller-ine-lad

The Bounder did not speak again.
The tramping footsteps grow fainter up
the cave.

Billy Bunter breathed again.

He could hardly belicve 1 hiz pood
lock, The twe lengshoremen wers
taking Vernon-Bmith up the eavern—
Peter Coot walking ahead with the
lantern, Big Harker following with a
grip on ihe Bounder's prm. Wilh every
step they were reeceding faviher and
tarther fram the fat Owl, huddled under
the blankets,

Bunter veninred to pnf his head out
again ot last and blink in the divection
they had taken. Ie could zoe nothing
of them—ihe darknesz of the cave had
swallowed ithem: and he discerned
nothing but the distant {winkle of the
lantern. :

With a gasp of relief the fat Owl
crawled out of the blankets. They weve
going fo take Ierbert Vernon-8mith
up  somewhere—and  Bunter  ecould
guess that it was into the gap in the
rock-wall, into which he had seon Rance
climb by the rope-ladder,

Ti that was it, Billy Bunier had ot
least ten minuies clear, probably more.
He was nﬂt-_gnin% to lose onn of them,

e pitelied the blankets off, serambled
to his feet, and hurried down io the
water's edge.

The tide was going out, he knew
that; and he hoped to sre e way open
to the beach, The boat at the end of
the painter was rocking on the water,
the receding tide tugging at it.  But for

the retaining rope it would have
whisked away in & momont.
The fat Owl peered eut 1nto the

moonlight through his big spectacles
and gave a groan of disappointment,

Receding as it was, and receding fast.
il tide still flonded over the beach out-
side the cave. The waler was suill deep
for several vards up the eavern.

There was no way out but by swim-
ming—a resonree ihat did not present
itzelf to Bunter's mind for a moment.

In dismavy and disappoinfment he
watched the lapping tide. Every now
and then a wave washed back, rocking
the boat, al rippling of the feet of tho
fat junior before it receded again.

“idh erithey ' proaned Bumer,

His hope nof getting out of the cavo
WA golde,
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