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Bouk !
Another bhook  Teom
I'otter. Well, it's

eollecting o library I
AM auywiay.

Attend all” ye who
list- to hear! Iaugh
Lhat I may not weep.
sure, it's merry ond
bright I am, but be-

THIS WEEK BY

TERRENCE FITZGERALD,
of the Fifth,

neath the mask of
laughter— Wge ja
mé entirely? [ have

an impot of five hun-
dred Jines to write.

In ¢clasa this morn-
ing I was having a
mild  snooze, when
that ol  spalpeen
Prout pounced on me

YO epring, apring!
The year's plesdapt king——"

UXK!

* X was slogiog so pretiily about the
spring when my study door: opened,
ead ‘s hapd—belonging, I thivk, to

George Potler—hove & boolk, which :mete
me on thas oraf orifice, No netter, ‘@o
matter! L1 get. even with the spulpeen
kefore the sum set3 to-ndght!

Bpring, ‘wy friend, {a here! Thg sun is
shinlog. The birda are twittering. And the

green pross grows all voomd. 1 feel a large
al song vising within me,
pardon Rig—

* When the birds Jdo sing,
Hey Jing-a-ding-a-Hog,
T e-podle-po—"

I may mention that I was singing this

doig o8 [ walked home Irom  PFriacdale
to-day. Yes, faith, and it's a nice woice I
have. Mot some peoplo have no car for

musie entirely. An andlent tramp looked st
e as I approached, Ho seemed nervous,

“'Ere, vou  keep borfl!™ Le sbhoutad.
“'Elpt TPerlicel"

Bo just to cheer Lim up I showered
wealth upen him—ob any rate, I pave him
wy last bob, amd he -ehoked. and - wik
“orhlesbesser!” X thought- he must be a
refugee, wnd tried to apeak to the
spalpeen in Rusasiam, but be said he was no
foreigner. So I espect e was tryng to £0%
il bless you, afel”

SPRING SONG!

Spring is here—— Oh, I've sald that

tefore! Sure! Wel), it's another dose of
mnsic you want, I8 It? Faith, it's 4
plearure——

““In the spring a young man's fancy
Lightly tarns to yellow glovea——"

-
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S,

gnd boonied :
“ Fitzgerald,
were the last words of Marmioni™

I replied at onge:

 Faith, "he eaid it was unparalleled and
ngprecedented 1"

Whizh reaped me the five hundred lines
atoresald. Apd it's a most extraordinary
things ahout this Impot. Every time I try
to write it I go fast asleep entirely, You
kpow what it's like im a railway train,
where the wheels go tocketty-tock-tick-
tocketty-tock, sud the rhythm sends Fou to
bye-bye. ‘E‘eir, faith, it's the same with my
impat, 1 start off;

“ {"harpe, Chester, charge! On, Stamley, on!
Charge, Chester, charge! On, Stanley, on!”

Amd 50 on until it geta to:

Y Ulias-checky-char! Chong-chanky-chook !
Char-checky-char! Chong-chanky-chonk!™

And & mipute later P'm snoring!

I can yecommend this treatment for sleep-
less mighte. Bure, it's better than counting
siigep, &0 it is!  Last time I tried counting
sheep-1'd caly got as far as 311,486 when
Gosling rang the rlsing-bell, apd pext oight
I forgok the total a Jgtart again
from the heginning. That's no good af ‘ull,

what

- At gilk,

MORE SPRING !

Readers—apring ia here! Oh ge:, Uit 0 —
¥ wentioved that, didn't 17 Well, since we
can't ring, what about o little poem? Just
a little oee. It won't hurt you—much.

Readers, I'm an Irish lad,

Amd-yet I haven't said “ Bedad ™
And more, to everybaly's hofior,
I haven't even said * Begorrahl™

1. know that s}
my friends and
neighbours

Wilk think I
ought to say
“ Bejabers!”

Dut, Iaith, it's
not that I'm &

snol ;

It's just that I
prater
LY Al BEEﬂh!”

Sure, there's
nothing wrong in
that at all! People
have different,
tastes entirely,
Some - Irishmen

. el likm “ Bejabers!"™
and don't care a

" Fits of the Filth ™ ir tather bethar hit for *Begoh!”
ktowna than respecied. He& ip one of the while others have
mast inveterate jokera In the Ra 25 noaulred thete
one I really safe from his seegs of f S Bedad 1 b ]
humonr—mot  &veD Frouk  Rissgelf. § or edad:”. am
Although he Is a sepior, and kas fo wouldn't g_'['rﬁ a
Wedr ap mapect of gravity, Fits has | groat for * Be-
the zoul of sn irrceponsible fag, and 1f gorrahi” Tt's a
i;n;;}:rnf:ﬂ:t u’ in ‘whn';,‘_hﬂ i nflh;:‘lﬂ matter of personai

the Remove, who hatls from Tipperary,

bt s i Fits 14" [rGFprragFh ba
e ey i T

in Eire. Horaco Coker 1s ths

¢l'tﬂn ﬂ!llmﬂ iﬂ’ﬂgﬂﬁn. 2
TTﬂgn‘ﬂ mlur& a.Ittd ia-mﬂ:.li[

50Tk that he ¢onnot hclp heing
likéed-—gven BF his viciima.

Cmf_;_m by Herold Shinner 4

Fita i» mos
um at sport.
but Boxes wall, o fa such a cheery good

taste, Indeed, amd
it'a t'h:e game with

“4rrahbht™ and

“Throth:™ and

v Jelwone T and all

the other elegant

wobrda that e

5 Irizlv have heen

* made to use ever
gipce "owld Sam

FLoses ™ wrotao

* Rary O Maare.”

And, by the same token, T'm writing this
page about spring and not about EBire, You
don't cateh this child Hﬂl‘l-lﬂg any argu-
ments abgut hiz native land., For my part,
there's mo trouble ot all, at all. I'm Irish,
but I like England, and I leave it at that.
An for bombs—I never did vufink. I can
Ergn-a I was at Greyfriars while Irombs were

eing planted under railway bridges. And,
what’s more, Prout wouldn't let me keep
bombs in the study. It's against the rules.

80—"the back o' me hand and the sowl o
me fut to any spalpeen that thinks the
contrairy.™

AND—SPRING!

Spring is here— Oh, all right, all
right! And,” begeb, the cricket zeasgm is
ahout to start! If any reader wants to
Iearn the new art of Coker-Cricket he'll find
fuil directions on this pagﬁ:

Well, then, here's hop %that England
will beat Australiz or New Zealand or Now

Guines or whoever it Is they'ra going to
play, entirely. I've only sgen one £ 4
Mateh, Falth, that wos enmough! Tt waz

tha last Test Match against the Cannibal
Islands up at Lord'a.

The Islands batted first, and used spikeld
¢lubs instead of bats, first man was
given out “Lb.w.” in the first over, end
there was a long srgument aboub it. Iu
the end it wag decided to roast ths umpir-
aver a slow fire. Bo they builtk a benfire
inst wide of third mam, and borrowed
gridiron from the tavern.

A queer acere §t was, and all. Some of
the old boys in the members’ stand sail
“ Gad, eir, they never did that o Grace's
time!” 'When the fire was ready the whole
team did a war-dance round it; but the
umpire declared the innings elosed and went
off in the direction of Asis Minor at sixldy
miles an hour. 5o the game was abandendd
13 & Jraw. )

ft's p grand zame is cricket—hogobl



A DESPERATE DEED :

With a millionaire client like Mr. Vernon-Smith, Elfas yance has an

easy chance ol making an honest hundred pounds, But the rascally estate-ageni is not satisfled
with a hundred pounds—he wants more !
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““ My last word, Mr. Vernon-Smith ! ** said Rance venomously.
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“If your answer is in the negative,

you and your son will never see a human face again—the tunnel will be blocked and you will both
vanish from all human knowledge ! »

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Where Is Bunter?

£y ) si%'n of Bunler I
[} Hn !'I'J
“Poor old Bunter ™

“We'll find hin all night,™
satd DBob Chexry hopefully.

It was dawn on Blackrock Island—
the dawn of a bright spring morning.
Lip over the cliffs of the Dcvon coast
einine the bright sunshine, gleaming on
the rolling waters of the Atlantic.

Harry Whartion & Co. were up at the
Grst gleam of day.

They had hardly closed their eyes
during a long and anxious mighr. Bright
a3 that spring morning was. the faces
of the Famous Five of Greviriars were
far Trom wearing thelr usual cheery
looks. Even Bob Chervv's ruddy face
wus clouded.

Hough as their quariers  were,
stranded on that lone isle off the Devon
coast, the c¢hums of the Ureyiriars
Remove had  Dbeen  enjoving  their
Urnsce life on Blackrock. But a shadow
was on every face now.

Billy Bunter was missing !

Billy Dunter’s presence, it was true,
did not add to the gaiety of existence
on Blackrock. Only ioo often was Billy
Bunter's room preferred to his coms
pany. But all the faunlis and failings
and foibles of the fat Owl of t
Remove weve forgotten now. Had Billy
Dunter been & fellow whom they de-
lighted to honour, the Iamous Five
could not have felt more sorely anxious.
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Bunter had been missing all night.

On s small island like Blackrock
thers was nowhere whers even Billy
Bunter could have lost himself for so
long. There was only one ezplana-
tion of his prolonged absence, and that
was that he must have been esught in
tha tide.

All round Blackrock, at jigh tide,
the Atlantic washed and dashed against
high, inaccessible cliffs. Only at low

tide was thers & narrow strip of beach.

THRILLING !

Entombed in 8 sea-cave!

Such is the terrible plight of

Harry Wharton & Co., of
Greylriars !

DRAMATIC !

How and why Billy Bunter could
have wandered so far as to be eut off
by the tide and unable to return to
camp, Harry Wharton & Co. could not
gucss, But it seemed that it must have
happened. for where was he?

he might had seemed terribly long to
the worried junigrs. They had no boat:
they could not search the beach for
Bunter till the tide went down. They
¢ould only wait, with anxiouz hearis
for dawn. -

Now it was dawn, and they prepaved
to search for the missing Owl. The tide
wad down, but it was not yet quite out,
and spurs of rock that jutted from the
cliffs were still washed by the sea.
They still had to wait before they could

t round the little island and ecarch
or Bunter.

“We'll ind him, all right ¥ repeated
Bob Cherry. Bob always looked on the
hopeful side of things. *“He may have
climbed up somewhere, high enough to
keep clear of the tide—"

ﬂ”ﬁ Wharton shook his head.
“If he did, could he hanf; on all
night ? he said. *“But there's & spot
of & chance, at least, that he got into
the cave on the west side. If he got
there he would be all rigllt."

“A jolly good chance ! agreed Bob.

Old Dave Oke came stumping out of
his hut on his wooden leg, That anciem
mariner, the sole inhabitant of Black-
rock before the arrival of the Greyfriars
party, glanced inquiringly at the
juniors.

“He pin’t coom back yet?” asked old
Dave.

“No,” answered Johnny Ball

Old Dave glanced along the shore of
the cove, left bare by the receding tide.
He shook his bead, but made no hurther
remark. It was easy to sce what old
Dave concluded had me of Bunier,

The ancient maoriner procecded to
stack his rusty ald stove with chips of
driftwood to fry the fish for breakfast,
Quite an appetising scent so0n spread
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over the camp at the litile cove of
Blackrock. It would have drawn Billy
Bunter like o  magnet had Billy
Bunter been anywhera at hand.

“Poor old Bunter!” said Fraok
Nugent. *“Heo must be fearfully hungry
by this time. Jf—

Ha broke off.

“We're going to hope for the best till
wa  know the worst! said Harry
Wharten, " Never say die M

Hurrce Jamset Ram BSingh nodded
his dusky head. |

“While there is life there iz always
& cracked pilcher to po longest to thn
well, as the English proverb remarks 1™
he said. :

Even that English proverb did not
mako the juniors smile,

Old Dave dished up fried fish, aund
the juniors snatched a hasty breakfast.
But they had still to wait for the tide
fo serve. On the western side of the
cove the cliffs bulged into the sea, and
rio juiting rocks were still washed by
the Atlantic

“Get going ™ said Bob Cherry at last,
“We needn’t mind getting our feet wet,
We're not like—" Bob checked him-
self, Just in i{ime, hbefora he said
“Bunter.” I=I==I mean, come on,
you fellows !™

And the Famous Five tramped away
round the base of tho cliffs, Bob Cherry
taking a bundle in his hand—pro-
vender for Buntey, if he was found.
There was no doubt if Billy Bunter had
sitrvived that night he would Le fear-
ﬂll]ir hungry by morning.

Lhey tramped over wet sand, dodged
pwiftly round the I.'mlgijplg_ cliffs, with
the sea washing over their feet, and
tramped on.

Farther on, the eliffs fell back a
little, and the beach, though still
narrow, was wider.

In the bright sunshine and Hm salt
spg-wind, their spirits rose as they weur
But they zcanmed the eliffs, high and
rogged, wilth anxious oyes

t was with litile hope of spoitin
fhe fat Owl, however, for even iBE
Lunter had, clambered- up out of reach
of the tide he would surely have de-
secnded when ihe tide went down, and
striven to get boack fo camp. In that
case, they would have found him an the
beach; but there was no sign of him,

The Famous Five had never dreamed
ihat a 1ime wounld come when they would
liave Fi‘-‘(‘.ﬂ all they had for a glimpse
of a tat face and a big pair of spec-
iacles on the beach of la-.eimcl:. ut
that was how they were feeling now.

Half &2 mile fromm old Dave's cove,

round the civeling eliffs, lay the
somgglers’  cave, fronting the wast
Atlantie. It was on the cave that the

juniors centred itheir hopes,

Decp into the great cavern the sea
rolled and roared at high tide; but at
low tide there was ample space to reach
it. Had Bunter been near tho cave
when the tide canght him it was a
safo refuge, for the interior, far back
from the sea, was well above high-water
mark. 'The juniors could only hope
that that was what had happened. And
yet, if Dunter was there, why had le
not appeared, now that the tide was
down? He would lhave had fo pass
the mght in the cave, but the sea was
now far out.

“That brute Harker was at the
cavo ™ said Bob Cherry, breaking o
rather lo silence. ' He's a rough
brute, but he wouldi't have prevented
Bunter from getling in ont of the tide.”

“0Oh, no! He might have pitehed
mbe him,” said Harry slowly, “But
ho wouldn't do that. If Bunter got to
tho cave he's all right., Anvhow, we
shall soon sce”
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They tramped on lo (ho enivance of
the smugglers cave. Dark and gloomy,
the high arch of rock opered in ihe
vast, soaving obif.

Omn the cliffstop the sun was zhining
brightly, but below all wasz still in
shedow. The mouth of ithe cave was
cumhbered with ridges of pebhles, masses
of seaweed and driftwood, left by the
receding tide.

Harry Wharton & Co. {ramped in
utider the high arch. -

A dim t.wihght reigned within, deep-
conng (0 the blackest darkness farviher
O1.

Bob Cherry gave a shout {hat boomed
and echoed in the hollows under the
great ofiff.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunier! Are
vou herve, Bunter? Hallo, hallo, halla 1

The echoes rolled back like thinder
from the eavern. From the shadows
an answering voice camce; but it was
not the voice of Billy Bunter. It was
ihe grunting voice of Big Bill Harker,

the longshoreman.
“Avast there! Get ont of tiis=*"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Fight In The Cave!

ARRY WHARTON & C0, drew
together. Bob Cherry dropped
the bundle of provisions and
Johnny Bull et down old

Dave's lantern; and each of the Famous
Five grasped the stout stick he carried
under his arm. _

They were guite ready for trouble,
if they found trouble with Big Bill
Harker,

For soveral days the buyly longzlhore-
mant had been on the lone island, canmp-
ing 11 the smugglers’ cave, aul keeping
watch there. h% or what rekac) ?-ui‘gﬁm
k ing watch was known only 1o kg
E;ﬁp and his puvnor, Alr. Rance,
the estate-agent, ot Olceham.

But whatever the reason was, 1t was
a powerful one, for the ruffian had
striven fo keep the schoolboys out of
the eave by foree, and there had heen
& scrap, in which Bl Harker was
rather soverely handled.

Whether the man was still there the
jumars did neot konow, till they lweard
his voice, Buat if he had not suceceeded
in keeping them out of the cave when
they had only wanted to explove it, ho
was not likkely to suceeed now that they
wWire E-Eﬂ.-l"ﬂhillg OoF & IHIESINE ]JIL"I“]J-E].'
of the party.

From the shadows, the burly, long-
limbed ruffian came slouchiog with a
cudgel in his hand and a scowl on his
face. Big Harvker did nob seem in a
good temper that sunny sprm% Morning.

Following him ecams ancther Hgure,
a smaller man with a greazy face—
whoma the juniors knew at a glance,
It was Peter Coot, the man who had
rowed Ranee out to the island, the lasg
{ime they had seen the estate.agent.
Coot also grasped a cudgel, and gave
the schoolboys dark looks.

“Orat of 161 Eﬂﬂlliiﬁd Harker., “You
amn’'t wanted ‘ere, lika I've told vou
afore. Am’t | told you I got* Mr.
Rance's orders to seq you keep at old
Dave’s cove, where you can be found if
wanted 17

“Cuat  all that out!® said Havry
Wharton eurtly. “We've come here to
look for a fellow whe's missmig—"

Thera was an angry grunt from
Harker.
“That fat swab
Lhights 1" he snarled.
* ¥Yes, Bunter—"
“Well, you look for him along 1the
ecoast, or over on the Ivish coast, 1f yvou
want him[”  jeered Harker. *You

with  the dead

wor 't fird Lim Yers,
to that 1™

“What do you know about hiwg:”
exelanmed Baoh,

It was clear to the juniorz at snce
that the two ruffians in the cave had
seell sommething of Bunter.  Whether
the Owl of the Remove was there o
not, he had beea \herat

“PIl tell you what X knows,™ snapped
Harker. with an angry egath. iy
fat swab got away with anp hoat, ad
left Peter here stranded aloap of pyo—
that's what I koows! And it jis 5irs
drifted ashore, I reckon he's sailvag (.
Atlantic now, shiver him !

“Heo nin't drifted ashore!™ sy
Peter Cloot. “He went out on the tide
—and I reckon he's in the middle of
the Trish Sea afore this! That’s where
E{_m young lubbers have got {o look for

in

“Oh " breathed Havry., “Then he
was here?V

“Am't I told yout” gnarled Havker.
“I sen him on the beach resterday, nund
eot affer him, and ha hid somewheres
—ahd I reckoned he'd been drownded—
till Peter hera saw him, sudden like. in
our bost, cuiting the painice. AMua
‘ave heen 'iding in the cavo all the
time, I suppoze, and I never knowed.”
UL osee him!” gronted Peler Cont,
“Cuatting the panter, e was, with the
tide dragging at the boat! If 1'd got
a holt on him—-="

Harry Wharton & Co. in  =ilenee,
turned to look at the open zca, rolling
infinite towards the west,

Far away on the hovizen lmng (he
sinoke of a steamer—mothing ol:0 was
to be seen over the wide ecxpanse of
blie, save the winging sen-bivds!

Harker burst into a jeering laugh.

“It was nhours before dawn that he
went ' ha anarled, Yo pocken van®d
seo jbm yot? He's foud Tor tishes bl
ago.” 3

The juniors exchanged glances, 1t
was something, at least, 1o leavn that
the hapless fat Owl had not been cangla
in ithe tide and h&l?lesﬂ]y drowned, as
they had dreaded. Tf ho was in a boat
Iz had a chance, even if he was drifiing
alone on the waste Atlantic,

¥z that the truth, Harker!?
HHarry Wharton quietly.
dowbted it, but he mu!.f

“FThink I got him in me tvousis

pockels ¥ jeered Harlor,
M He's been here, ab any rate ! =aid
Harry, "1 believe that much! Wa'ie
going o make sure that he's not here
now,

“You an’t taking a step info this
bere cave!” said Big Harker grimly.
“You got the upper ‘and once, but
now there's two of us to "andle vou,
vou look out foz squalls, if rou hung for
trouble !  Git out of it !”

He made a step towards The group of
schoolboys, swinging hizs cudgel. Peter
Coot fallowed him up.

Evidentiy, now that Harker had the
assistanee of his associale, I was pre-
pared to resort again to the rough
stuff. But the Famous Five did nes
refreat an inch.

wStand back 1 sald Harry Wharlon,
hiz eves gleaming, bhis grip hard on fis
endgel. “If you want tronble, you'll
ges it=—and more than you want.”

“The morefulness will be tervifiet”
declared Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“You going [ roared Harker,

“zhat up, and stand out of the way ¥
auswered Bob Cherry.

Harker's answer was 8 savoge rie=hi,
with his eudgel brandizhed.

Bob jumped back barely in time to
cscape a savage slash, catching  the:
curdgel on his stick, e .

Befora the roffian could Lift it again,
Harry Wharton lazshed ard landed &

and vou ecan lay

gaid
Ho hovdly
notb fecl sure.
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“ My hat ! ** exclaimed Tom Redwing, fixing the binoculars on the distant speck. *‘It’s a boat I I can see a pair ol
feet sticking uwp in the alr ! *

rinzing crack on the side of Harker's
head.

There was a voar like a bull from the
longshorewan a3  he pitched over,
sprawling cn the sandy floor of the
Cave.

Petor Coot was following up the at-
taclk, but he was met by Johnny Bull
and Trank Nugent, and three cudgels
crashed together. And as Peter en-
gaged the two, Hurree Jamset Ham
tingh's stick landed on the side of his
head with a loud erack.

Peter Coot staggered and howled,
and the three junicrs pressed on him
together, while YWharton and Bob
Cherry gave theiv attention to the
eprawling Harker.

Three to one scemed more than
Peter wanted. Ile backed, and backed
agein, parrying instead of slashing, till
his cudrel was knocked from his hand.
Then %ﬁter Coot suddenly leaped
awany and took to his heels, scuttling
out on the beach in front of the cave.

Bir Harker struggled to his feet,
snariing with rage. Ilarker was made
of sterner stuff than Peter Coot and,
liis thick mldlgel gripped in his sinewy
hand, he fairly hurled himself at Harry
Whavion and Bob Chervy.

They gave ground before thal herce
altack, but 1t was only for a few
moments. Nugent, Johnny, and Hnrree
Bingh, having finished with Peter Coot,
rnshed to their aid, and the burly long-
shoreman was driven our of the eave
under a shower of lashes.

For a long minute, he rezisted, back-
ing befors the atiack, but siriving to
nold it off. But lash afier lash drove
him baek, panting with rage—and at
lengih he followed Peter’s example, and
senttled dewn the beach,

“That's that!” said Bob Cherry,

asping for breath and rubbing his
shonlder wiere he had caweht & rather
hard crack.

At a little distance, the two long-
shoremen halted, staring back at the
cave with scowling, savage faces. But
they showed no desire to come to close
guarters again. The Famous Five were
too many for them, and they had to
leave the schoolboys in possession of the
smugglers’ cave.

Harry Wharton lighted the lantern,
and the juniors tramped wup the
cavern, calling Bunter's name as they
went

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Mystery On Mystery !

id UNTER 1™
“Buanter, old chap ™

“* Bunter 17
But only. echo answered.

Harry Wharton fashed the light to
and fro, as the jumors advanced up the
great cavern.

In the sand on the rocky fHloor were
many traces of footprints. But from
such sign they hoped to learn little—
Harkoer's heavy sea boots had tramped
about the ecave, and Coot’s also—and
they knew that Mr. Rance, of Oleeham,
had been there the previous night.

But they scanned the sign as they
went. Whether the longshoreman had
told the truth or not, they could not be
sure, but if it was true that Bunter
had spent the nigilt in the cave, it was
quite Ii.il.-.f.-ly that he had lefr traces that
would put the matier beyond doubt.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Look here!”
exclaimed Bob suddenly. “Show the
light here, old man.*

Amid the confused, trampled marks
in the sand was the itrack of a shoe—
clearly a boy’s size.

“ Bunter I exclaimed Harrv. “Then
he's been here I

Boly's look was puzzled.

EII

“That's not Bunter's mark 1" he said.
““Blessed if I can make 1t onkl It's a
boy's foot—not & man's—you can see
that | But Bunter's treek 18 wider—the
fat old bean's a Lit fatfooted! Just
look 1*

The Famons TIive bent round the
track, Wharton concentrating the Light
on_it, and they examined il keenly.

Tho result was uiterly mystifying.

It was a boy's track—not only was it
less than half the sizo of tha tracks left
by the longshoroman’s heavy sea boots,
but it was smaller than the footprints
they had szcen of Mr. Rance.

It was 8 boy's foot that had left that
mark—but it was not Bunter's!

“Well, this beats the band!” said
Bob Cherry, in blank amazement.
“Who else has been hore?”

“Iow could anybody have been here,
except ono of that gang?" eaid Frank:
Nugent. “Nobody comes out to iLhis
island except Ranece and those two
brutes who are under his orders.”

“Bomebody's been here I said Bob.,
**That footprint speaks for itself! I
can’t make 1t out! The mystery of this
dashed place is beginning to make my
head spin.” ]

“Let's get onl!” said Idarvry, "It
beats me.” .

Amazed, almosi bewildered, the Grey-
friare fellows pushed on.

That there was some strange secret
hidden in the smugglers' cave of Black-
rock, they hknew already., It was not
without & reason that Mr. Rance, the
estate-agent of Okeham, paid secrot
visita at night, and not without reason
that he had ordered them off the island
and even attempted to remove them
from it by force.” And the fact that Bi
Harker was left on guard indiemt
fairly clearly that there was some sceret

to be guarded.
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What it wes hed them gnessing.

They had vaguely suspected at fivst
that some sort of smuggling might be
goirg on, as in the old days when
vontrabaind cargoes had been run inlo
the eave. But they had very scon
given up that idea.

The cstate-agent of Okeham was
playing sowme strange gamoe thabt they
conld not fathom; ‘They strongly sus-
peeted that it was something against
the law—for thero secemed no other
reason for so wmuch seerecy; but they
conld not Legin to guesa what it was

Now it sceaned as if one mystery was
piled on another.

Harker, Coot, and Rance had hcen
in the cave many times, and 16 was
likely 1ihat Billy Bunter bLad been
thero, But who vlse?

“Look ' said Bob.

Tt was the fooiprint again.

Evidentlvy the bov, whoever e was,
had walked up the cave, thongh mose
af his footprints had lwen n!:-ﬁtﬂratml
by ihe heavy tread of the longshore-
men's sen bootz coming and going.

From the econfnsed trampling, it
looked as if Harker asd Coot had
delibevaicly trampled out these fool-
prints—only juissing  one hern  and
there, in ihe davkunesz, by the glhimmer
of luntern-hight.

Wheilicr that was o or not, the
%uuﬁm‘s could not fecl sure; but they
ound ne more of the feotprinta,

“Come on " said Ilarry  “ Blessed
if I can make that out==but 1°s Bunier
we'ra after] IE only ihe old fat bean
was here—"

*Hallo, hallo, hiallo! Look here!”

It was anolher frack, clear in the
sand, bob this time 18 was one that ile
juniors knew—me that they had seen
often cnough 1 the zands round ofd
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Dave’s eove, This fime b was unmis-
takably Billy DBunute’s.

“Bunter ! samid Harry, with a deep
breath.

“The Dunterfulneoss s terrifie t?
exclaimed Iurree Jams=el Ra Bingh,
“The esteemed and ludicrous Owl Los
been here

All the Famouz Five felt themselves
breatho more frecly.

Bunter been fherel  IIe had
nseaped the tide the previeus night—
ithoy. wore certain of that now !

“That brute was telling the fmih, I
think I said Harry slowly. ' Buuter's
heen here, that's certain. Ile got into
the ecave out of the tide. If he got a
chance at their boat, it's quite hkely
ho would push off in it and try to geb
round to the covel”

“"Locks like i1," agreed Bob., “We
jelly well know ho's been here, anyhow.
And thoso hrutea locked as if  they
were telling the truth about lus geltin
off in the boat—they were sore an
savage cnongh about something [

Harry Wharton nodded. :

Tha juniors had been determined to
seareh the eavo to make sure if they
could that Bunter had been there, and
discover whether he was there yet
But they had little doubt that Hacker
and Coot had stated the faets. Now it
secincdd  clear  emough, for DBuntor
evidently had been therve, and cerlainly
hoe was no longer thero,

“T1f that's what's happened, there's a
jolly good chaneo for him,” said tho
eaptain of the Removre. *Lhe weather's
fine—the sea almost like o powd. Liven
if he couldn't make the shore, there's
no reason why he shouldn’t Leep afloat
—and thers’s heaps of traffic going up
aml Jdown tha Irish Sea—" ]

“Aay havo been spolted and pickad
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nn abready,” zaid Bob hopelully. “Nao
end of eopsting eraft going up and
down i ihese waters 1

“Led's make sure while we're here.
sakl Harry., “QGive a pood louk round
E-—ihﬂ-ug!m I suppose there's nol much
FIEHS) B

Tha juniors moved on again, Thoey
found no more of the strange fooiprint
it had mystified them. Dot they
fuund many traces of Billy Bunter.
Again and again, ihey picked up tho
fat Owl's {racks; Bunter appearcd to
have wandered a good deal abeut n
tha cave,

They arrived at last at ihe rock-wall
at the extremity of the cave.

Harry Wharton flashed tho light up
at the gap that opened in the high
rock-wall o dozen feet above therne
heads.

All the juniors locked up eurioun:ly
at ihat dark opening in the reck, It
was beyond the reach of elimbing, ov
they would have explored it in their
previous wizits to the smugglers’ ecave.
They wero more than curious to know
what might possibly lic beyond.

Every time the Greyfriars fellows
had -:*xﬁk:md the sea-cave, their explor-
ations had led them to that zpot; oned
they hod hardly a doubt that that
iunncl-like opening led to sowm clue ia
the mystery of Blackrock.

But ascent of tho sheer wall of rock
was impossible to the juniors. They
ctared up at the dark eavity above,
wondering what it maght hide.

“Wo ean't geot up there 1" =aid Daoln
“But Coot or Rance could elinnb it on
ihe shoulders of a big long-legeed brute
hke Harvker, They've heen up there—
mora -than oncol! Yook at the iracka
all aver the Plum—lhe_.y gonte Lhis way
often enough, and it caw't bLe for
nothing 1™

Ifarry Wharvton nodded.

“Bomething’s  hidden  ihere ha
sail. “We spotted them once with
something in  their boat 2olled 1n
canvas, They never brought it howe,
whatever it was, fo lake 1t back
apgain ™

“No fear! And we've bren all over
the lower cave and seen nothiog '™ sand
Nugent,  “Goodness  knows  what
they'vn gol up there=hbut fhey've got
something

“Something  they wouldn't like a
policeman i see, you can bet on that 1
wruntodl Johnny Bull

“But Bunler——* said TTarey. *It's
poor ald Bumer we'va got Lo think of

“1Ie'a nok here ! That brnie Havker
was telbog the trudh 1™ said Bol,

“Nab much doubt now,” said Harer.
“Buuler got off in the hoat, as they
sald, ‘That means that ho's adeilt on
tie soa-—aml we ean’t help himl DBut
—if we eonld gpet word to the mainfand
samehaw, -he econld he scarched for.
The fishermen ot Poikelly wounld put
sub 1o look for him. There's always a
chanen of sighting a hoat from Dave's
cove, We'd better pet back Y

The Famous Five tramped down the
AAT0 again.

Big Havker and Peier Coot Tad
drawn near, and wera standing woder
:ie high arch of rock, staring towards
them—amd 1t was casy to read the
uneasiness an fheir faces,

Lhey had failed to keep the school-
boys one of the smugglers’ cave, and
they were in nneasy doubt of what fhe
sxplornrs might have disecoveved theys
—that was plainly {o be vead i their
lanka,

But ilie jumors were nok now oon-
coynod glwot tha secret of ihe cave—-
rysbevions amd puzeling as ik was, Tk
wae MHouter's [ate ihat Hiled  their

rhnnplils, |
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They tramped ouf of the cave—the
lengshoremen scowling after them as
tiiey went—and took their way along
the circling beach back to the cove.
Their minds were at least relieved,
they knew now that Bunter had sur-
vived that anxious night; and even if
he was adrift in an open bost on the
sca, while there was life there was
hope. )

“That ass Smithy 1" said Bob. “He
nover thought of anything like this
when he stranded us an or old
Bunter on this blessed island! Look
here, let's get up on the clifs and_seo
if we can spot a boat out from Pot-
kelly! There's always = chance, ab
loast 1

Aud with that very faint hope the
TMamons Five clambered up the cliffs
from the cove to watch the sea towerds
the mainland for a fishing-boat that
might possibly come within reach of &
liall or a signal,

="l LU

THE FOTTRTH CHAPTER.
Adrift On The Atlantic 1

ILLY BUNTER heaved himself
B wp in the boat that drifted and
plunged on the waste waters of

the Atlantic.

e rubbed tha salt sea epray from
his big spectacles, jammed them on his
fat little nose, and blinked to and fro
over the wide waste of waters.

“ (i lot" I moaned Bunter.

The sen was calm. It had been a
finae and sunny Easter, and the good
weather was unchanged. That, at least
was fortunate for the hapless Owl of
Greyfriars.  The  Atlantie  rolled,
shimmering and glimmering in the
bright sunsline, the boat rocking and
rlunging on the waves, but in no
danger of capsizing.

Bunter groaned. .

Qnly the shining waters mat his eyes.
He was far out of sight of the main-
land of Devonshire.

Bunter’s knowledge of geography
was rather limited. He knew Jhusfp as
much geography as Mr, Quelch had
been able to drive into an unreceptive
fat head and a very bad memory. But he
knew that Ireland lay somewhere to the
west, and he blinked round hopefully
in the hope of seeing something of
Ireland. Perhaps it was just as well
for him that he did not know how far
north the Fmerald Isle lay. Hes was
not likely to see much of Ireland!

On his present course, n fa—::j;, he was
heading for Wewfoundland—with abour
three thousand miles of ocean between.

The boat drified on slowly, generally
broadside on, and every now and then
turning round.

Bunter was not steering, and he had
not tonched the oars since his vain
attempt to pull round from the
smugglers’ cave to old Dave’s cove in
the might.

Bunter was seared. He wag so scared
that he almost forgot he was hungry,
bnt not guite.

Every now and then the sinking in
his extensive inside caused the unhappy
Owl to give a deep, sorrowinl groan.

Ie blinked to the north, the south,
fhe east, and the west, Nothing was to
ba seen, save the rolling, shining
watoers,

The fnt Owl was too short-aighted to
see the trailing smoke of a steamer in
one direction, and a brown topssil in
ancther, Put it mattered little, for he
had no means of attracting attention,
and the drifting boat was far out of
sight of either vessel.

Having scanned the sen, and moaned,
Billy Bunier sat down again, and
groaned.

EVERY SATURDAY

"That beast Smithy (¥
and groaned.

It was all Bmithy's fault, of course !
That unutterable beast had spoofed
Bunter into getting stranded on Black-
rock Island

That was the beast’s gratitude for
having been helped by the fat Owl to
spoof lLis headmaster, and got leave
three days before the i’lﬂiidaym

Having done the Bounder of Grey-
friave that serviee, Bunter had natur-
ally insisted -on hooking on to him for
the Easter holidavs ]

And that awful beast had lot him
hook on—as he supposed: stranding him
on an uninhabited rocky island, 1n
slace of the expensive and extensive
imiida}‘ in glorious Devon that the fat
Owl had counted on.

It was all Smithy's fauli—not
Bunter’s. Nothing ever was Bunter’s
fault. Bunter had that satisfaction, at
least, such as it was.

“Serve him right!" grunted Bunter.

At the thought of Smithy's trick on
him, he remembered the Bounder as he
had seen him in the night—in the hands
of the longshoremen in the smugglers'
cave on DBlackrock. Bmithy was in a
bad box, and it served him right. Ie
had stranded Bunter on that beastly
island. Now he was stranded there
himself, and serve him jolly well right !

But Billy Bunter did not waste much
thought on Herbert Vernon-BSmith. His
fat thoughts concentrated on himself
and his awful position.

He was drifting, out of sight of land,
The boat was too heavy for him to pull
any great distance, even if he had been
on & pond. Pulling it against the cur-
rent was impossible for fat Owl.

Bunter had no chance of saving
himself. :
Unless somebody ¢olse saved him, the
0wl of the Remove was in & bad scrape,
He was not likely to sight Ircland,
Still less was he likely to sight New-
founndland, though undoubtedly he was
drifting in the direction of that island—
the nearest land on his present un-
uided course. Bunter's only hope ls
in_being sighfed by some passing vessel.
Had he given a little more attention
to instruction at school, he might have
realized that he had grounds for hope.

A little more knowled aof the
geography of hia native island would
have apprised him that he wes in the
line of traffic of coasting vessels up and

down the west coast of England and
Wales,

]')uriuﬂlthe dar he was likely to sight
twenty ships, at least, and the question
was whether one of them would pass
near enongh to sight a boat adrift on
the sea.

Billy Bunter was not only searcd and
hungry, he waa sleepyr. But he did not
venture to close his eves. Ha had not
closed them since he had gone adrift
in the night.

Every ftime the boat rocked he
dreaded fo sce the Atlantic rolling
sboard. And it rocked and rocked.

It was a bright and sunny morning;
but the fat face of the Owl of the Re-
move was neither bright nor sunny, As
it wore on towards noon, hunger began
to predominate over terror. Bunter
was 5o fearfnlly hungry that he almost
forgot to be scared.

ia last meal had hesan in the sea-
cave, when had so happily found
Big Farker's supply of provisions, and
dug deep into the same. But that was
mere than twelve hours ago., This was
getting awial.

Onee more the Owl of ihe Remove
heaved himself, standimmg onsteadily in
the rocking lwat, end blinked io all
poinis of {ae compass,

he moaned

*0Oh crikey.!™ he ejaculated.

Bowething danced on the sea fo the
south-west. _ .

Bunter concentrated his eyes and lis
spectacles on ik

Was it a sail?

A dozen tines, at leask, he had taken

a winging sea-bird for a sail. Was this
atnother beastly sea-bird, or was it a
sail?

It was a #il! It drew nearer and
nearer, and Bunter conld make out a
brown sail. It waz some small vessel—
ne doubt, a coasiing craft. It was a-
lug-sail, if Bunter had only known it,
but the fat Owl could not have told the
difference between & lug-sail ard »
spinnaker. Bome little coasting Ingger
coming round Cornwall from the Chan-
nel. Whatever it was, it was a glad
sight to Bunter's eyes,

It was drawing neaver, but it was not
heading divectly for the boat., It was
slanting off westward, keeping well out
from the land.

Bunter waved » fat hand.

ITe did not realizse that, though he
could see the lugger, the boat was too
sutall to be seen ﬁ&m the Iugger at tha
distance, The brown sail was over the
seg-rimt; the boat was not. DBunter
waved and waved.

“ Beasts 7 he howled,

He was not seen. The lugger, on ita
present course, would draw nearer, but
still it would pass at a distance. There
was & chance—io pull as hard as he
could to intersect the wvessel's course.

Bunfer realised that. Iie ‘ceaszed to
brandish the fattest snd grubbiest paw
on the Atlantie, and plumped down to
row. He grasped the oars, jerked them
inte the rowlocks, and pulicd with all
his strength.

The boat moved through the walcr.
It bumped and slumped heavily, but it
moved. It was a heavy boat; the oarx
were heavy, and Bunter was not much
of an oarsman, even in & light skiff.
But he pulled and tugged and tugged
and pulled, with the perspiration run-
ning down his fat face in streams.

It was hard work, Bunter was not
used to hard work, In five minuies he
was almost in & state of collapse.

But he tugged on desperately, Tle
caught innumerable crabs; he perspived
and he panted; he gurgled and he
gasped.  Blinking round over a fat
ghoulder, he saw the sail, but it secemed
as far away as ever.

He pulled, and pulled, not wiscly, but
too weall, Doth cars missing the waler,
Rilly Bunter shot over hackwards.

“Yaroch " Hoated over the shining
Atlantic.

Bump |

£8 DWWP l!l

Bunter bumped down on & podgy
back, His feet Sew into the air. The
QaTE, drag‘f\gd in, clattered in the boar,
Bunter did not heed them. He did nor
even heed the distant sail. Sprawling
on his podgy back, Bunter roared and
roared.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Rance Wants To Enow !

RAMP, tra.mgt
The ruddy-cheeked youug
main, who sat on a stoal 1 the
outer office of Rance & Co., in
High Strect, Okeham, grinned.

n the inner office hiz employer was
pacing, and had been pacing, on and
off, all through the morning.

Tramp, tramp! came the resiless
footsteps of young Mr. Rance.
Fviden the head of the firin of
T MaarET LBRART.—No. 1,629,
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Rance & Clo. estule-agents, valuers, and
ancltionecrs, was in 4 pertuirbed and
disturbed frame of mind that morniug.

The Immg‘n man on the stool was
mnused, As Mr. Ranea’s elerk, he know
lwiter than anyonoe else, except young
Alr., Rance himself, the parlous state
of the affairs of Rance & Co., and ha
wgidored whether this extradrdinary
perturbation on 1he part of Elias Hanco
weant that the finizh was at hand.

Rance & Co. had been aquite a pros-
pevous business in the time of old Mr.
Rance., Old Mr. Rance hed left it
=ound and thriviog to his sen. But in
a few weavs, zs the ruddy-checked
young man knew, young Mr, Rance had
imale ducks and drakes of that old-
wstablished businoess,

Billiards at 1he Qkeham Arms, lato
honrs and whisky-and-sodas, and the
selection of a fong sevies of losers from
pink papers had not been the way to
keep the business in the path of pros-
periky.

Indeed, Mr. Rance's clork had ex-
pected the crash long since, and fanciod
1hat it would have comoe, but for the
new business put in tho way of the firm
by tho millioseire from Yondou, My,
Hammel Vernon-Smith,

3t 1hat had heen, as it were, only
a Hlash in ihe pan, after all. The milk
lionaive, afier staying in Rance’s houso
ior weeks, had departed snddenly, and
hiad not vevisited Rance & Co. sinco,

which looked to the ruddy-checked
young man as if that chickenr had
ceaseed {0 fight,

Mr. Ranece's clerlc was intorested in
il maiier chicflly beeause the foich
meant 1the sack for him  personally,
But vonng Me. Ranee®was nob o nico
vmployer, 2l of late he had hoen moro
nupleazang than ever, so the ruddy-
cheekod poung man snvisaged oven tho
sack witl some nouanimity, That momme-
g young AMre, Rance had looked out of
the imer office live or six times, omd
hittenn his lead off ecach time. Tho
ruchdy-eliceked young mwan was fed-up
with it, yeally.

MMe grinned, but eeased souddenly to
prin as the dooe of tho privaie office
ow open ones Jare,

It was an unpleasant, sharp-featured
faco Lhat looked ont—sharper even
ihan wusual, in young Alr. Rance's
presont  state  of  perturbation aund
alrxmeiy,

“XNo messapet"”
rather, snarled,

R T T
. ;;'.;{u ielephone call before I camo
in

Yoprrg A, Rance had asked ihat
anestion at least ileea times already !
Ho seetned fearfully anxious sbout o
message or 4 telepheons call,

“No, sir,” answered his clerk for ihe
fonrth or fifth tiue,

Young Mr. Rance gave him a glare.

“Don't sit there loafing 1 I don’t pay
yon io loaf ! Find zomething to do!™

Slam |

Young Mr. Ranea retived behind a
slamuing  door, leaving  the  ruddy-
eheelkonl :g'mm,?; fRAN ERNDING  agoin
alter the door had <lammed |

Thern waz, in point of fact, little or
nothtire for Mo Rance'’a elerk to (o,
Business wis i a very bad way., The
ruddy-chiccked young man did not
expect | anyone o onfer that  ofliee,
nnle=z 1t was o rate-collector or a tax-
collecior with wn ever-due account.

“Ain't he in a wax " murmured the
voung man, winking st a f:li]r that
erawled on & dosty pane. " Aimn't ho ¥

In tha inner office young Mr. Rance
paced agan, uniring, though he was
tivedd.  Every now and then he pauzed
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by the telephone and scowled at it
Iint no ring came on the telephone.

Blacker and blacker grew his dis-
furbed, scowling brow.

:_:h‘:rmﬂthin%' had gone wrong—some-
thing must have gone wrong. By dawn
Hiat mopning he should have had word
from Peter Ceot. o had had ne word.

What had happened on Dlackrock

Island ! Iad those schoolbeys inter-
vened in somo  manner unforeseent
Young Mr. Ranee gritted his testh at

the thought of those schonlboys—and
rubbed his nese, which had f{?It the
weight of Johnny Bull’s knuckles.

Whether it was the Greyviriars school-
hoys or not, something muost  hoave
happened to prevent Peter Cont from
giving him word that IHerbert Vernon-
Smith had been safely stowed in the
siingelers’ cave,

Word sheuld have reached hirme at
dawn—even if there had been delay,
owing to witul or tide, it should have
reached him during the morning. Now
1t was past noon, and no word had
eomae. What—what hed happened on
Blackrock 1

He paced and paced, a prey 1o scared
anxiety.

The ruddy-checked young man in {the
outer office knew that the affairs of
Ranco & Co. were in a bad way, but ke
never dreamed of the stramgo means
voung Mr. Rance had adopted to set
them right again. Heo did not know
that young Mr. Rance had dipped into
funds placed in his handa by the
millionaire.  Still less did hen dream
that Xr. Bamunel Vernon-Smith had
been kidnapped only just in- time to

revent him from learning of young

Ir. Rance’s ombezzlements,

The wreteched men pacing the. inner
office had saved himself—for the timo—
by that desperate means, But one des-
perate step led to another inevitably |

No one in Ukcham stspected that
AMr. Vernon-Smith had departed othor-
wizo than willingly, But Mr. Vernon-
Bmith’s zon suspected foul play, and
thero was only one wey to word off that
danger —by  kidnapping Herbert
Vernon-8nnth in his turn to keop him
guiet I It was a dizzy and descendin
path that young Mr, Rance had cntere:
upon—and, once on that path, he was
not able to stop.

And now—now something had gone
wrong, Something must havo gono
wrong, or ko would have heavd from
ihe ruffians 1n his pay.

Instead of extricating himself fram
his difficulticsa, young Mr, Ilanco
seemed to be deeper in the mire than
he had been in the mud. Visions of a
Hn[im-mnsi‘ahlﬂ stepping into the offien

oated bofore his tormented mind. I
anything was known

IHa had to know, and at lenpgth the
ruddy-checked young man heard his
anxious pacing ne longer. )

Young Mr. Rance Lizd left his office
and gone round to tho garage.

Ho drove away in his liitle two.
seater, with a set, savage face, m tho
dircction of the coast, 3

He was nnwilling to visit Blackrock
Island in the day-time, all the more so
singe  tho millionaire had been a
prisoner in the hidden den belind the
emugglers’ cave. Bol ho had no choico
pow=—=he eould not wait till night.

If anything had coma out he still had
time to run! He might not have fimo
if he waited longer. He had to get
out to the island and learn the worst,

He drove fast by deep, winding
Dovonshire lanes,

He halted the car at last at DPen-
raddy, which was opposite the island.
Ho (_ﬂ{l not want to draw attenfion to
thﬂkfa.ct that he was going out to Black-
FOCK, '

Teaving (he cat at the inm in Pen.
riddy, young AMre. Rance wont down to
the guay for a boat, But be-refused the
boatman’s offer to row him ont.  Ha
picked tho lightest eraft available, and
zak himsolf 1o 1he oars,

Young NKlv. Rance did not harmdle an
onar g0 well as he handled a hilliarda
e, Neither «id  lafe honrs and
whisky-and-sodas malke him fit for hard
rwereise.  Fle  rowed “clunsily and
lagoriously, and at less than half the
specd to which he was used with Big
Harker or Deter Coot at 1o oars.
Drops of Fﬂ-s.pimtinn dripped unider
il rim of his howler hat, anil Lis
callar Arew unpleasantly damp,

_Dut ho drew near Blackrork at Tast,
{'g.l.‘i.‘lm,lﬁirmuul tha island to the western
sido, where the smugglers’ cave Jay.

Suddenly he showed his teath in a
savage soavl, and his narrew  oyes
burned at the siglt of five boyish
ﬁsrgt'ﬂﬂ on a high ehiff, waving,

hey wera the Greyfriars schoolboys
—who had refised to leave thoe islamd
at hiz order and resisted whén he sot on
the longshoromen to remove them,

Thr;_y woere woving handa and caps
now from the top of the cliff to draw
his attention as they sighted the boat
coming out from the mainland; why, he
did not know, and did not care! If
thay hnd changed their minds, and
wanted fo he taken off the island, ihey
conildd Wit

He had to reach the sea-cave and
discover what had happened theve, and
why Coot had sent hum no werd. Ilo
dreaded what he might learn, hut he
was anxions fo learn it, all ibe =same,

e pulled on and passed ont of sight
of the waving Eﬂhmlibn}'a an the chif-
tap.

But he was not able to pull into 1he
smugglers’ eave. The tiule was ooniny
im, but it had 1o he full flood-tide to
row into the eave, There was still a
witla stretch of beach between the
cavern and the coq,

But ax he neared the shore ho dis-
corned  two  figures—the long-limbed
Harker and the squat Coot. Doth of
them wero there, and scemed to be
watching for him. Nothing was to bo
seen of o boat, nnd 1t suddenly flashed
inte young Mr. Ranoe’'s mind what had
happendd—soma aceident had deprived
them. of their boat, leaving Coot
stranded on the island with Harker.

f it was nething worso than that, 1%
was o relief to the cstate-agent of
Okeham.

He pulled closer in, and Big Harker,
wading inte the water i his igh son
hoots, grasped the punwale and drew
him to the shoue,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

Never 1

R. BAMTEL VERNON-
SMITIT clenched a plump
hand.

‘The millionaire’s farmerly
ruddy face was pale. His imprisonment
in the rock vault in the heart of tho
cliff behind the smugglers’ cave was
telling an the plump City gent Ii‘ll'.l'fi_]i.;

The daya and might ho had =pent in
that hidden «den seemed like works to
him. e had amplo leisure for thought,
and all hiz thoughts were disagrecablo
and diaturhng.

He thought of his many affairs, now
left withouk his g'uidiu% hand.  Ila
thought of his son, whom he had tnrned
out 1n anger ab Okeham: decply in.
censed by tho trick he hbad played,
using his father’s noma to delud: his
I master and goin an extra holiday.
Ha thought of Mr. Ranee, who had
drugged him in the hounse at Okeham



—,

Harry Wharton’s fingers were torn away from

Harker,

and had him conveyed to this dismal
and solitary den, far from discovery,
far from hope of rescue.

OFf hiz son the millionaire thought
without anger now. Ha Lrew, fro
Rance, that Ilerbert had returned to
Okeham, that he had suspected foul
play, that he had threatened to go (o
the police unless Rance put lim in
tonch with lis foilier. From that the
millionaire drew a spot of hope.

But of Rance he thought with rage
and bitterness. e had put a great
deal of business in thoe war of tho
cstate-agent—Rance could have mado
hundreds, honestly, out of 1t. Instead
hoe had emberzled theusands, &
covered up his iracks by kidnapping
the man he had robbed.

Whenever Mr. Vernon-Smith thought
of Rance his eves gleamed and his
dump hst clenched. And now, by the
iighh of the lamp that burned on ihe
ronzh tl'estlﬂ-tn&e, he saw  him—
emerging from the narrow rocky funnel
that led l:lp from the smugglers” cave.

1% was oy, thie millionaive know, but
only from lis watch. No gleam of day-
!igi'ut- even penebrafbed within & great
dhistance of that hidden recess in the
cliff. The night before he had seon
Ranee, and he had not expected to see
lim again so soon, Buk here he was,

The willlonaire made s fierce stride
towards him, forgetting, for the
moment, the chain padlocked to his leg.

Baut the chain brought him up sharply
short, and he steod breathing rage as
li:n_:a glared at the man whe hind trapped

1In},

“You again! he said savagely.
“You sail that you would not call
agoin soon, you scoutdrel! Why are
you here ™

His eves seanned the sharp, rat-like
foee of the estate-agent. EHe could see
that there was some change 1a Elias
ioneo,
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The night before Nance had heen
cool, mocking, sardonie; and he had
zaid that he would give his prizoner
plenty of time to reflect on coming to
terms. He had meant then to leave
the millionaire for long days and nights
in  solitude, te break down  his
resistance, ]

But e had returned, and hiz look
was different tnow—there was no cool,
sardonic mogkery in the sharp-featured
face; there waz bitler anger, uncasi-
ness, suppressed fear and apprehension.
Rance looked rather ke o rat 1n a
cornet, .

“Ilos my son—"" oxclaimed Mz,
Vernon-Smith, with & sudden hope.

Bomething, o counld sce, was amiss
with the rascal's schemes. If his son
had gone to the police—if justice was
already at the hecls of the thief and
Kidnapper—was that it?

Raneo gave him a dark
lock.

"Your son
my  plans,

Lt

and evil
will not inferfere with
Mr. Vernon-Smith,” he
answerad,  “ You will soon have proof
of that! I have relurned—soonrr than
I intended--I have noe more tine io
lose, We come to terms now.”

“I make no terms with a crook [

snorted  Mr.  Vernon-Bmith,  “The
atiswer I gave you will not be
changed.”

“Wea shall sce!” said wounz Mr.
Ranes, with compressed lips. " You
will sign the necessary documents to
clear Rance & Co. of indcbtedness to
von You will place in my hands {he
sum of one hundred thousand pounds—
little enough to o man of nullionz”

“MNot a sixpeucoe!”

“Think ! zaid Mr. Rance. *Think
again! What iz left of vour supply of
food here will be taken awny. What is
loft of water 1n the keg will be ron off &
Think 1"

*1 have avswered youw, you roscal!”

their grasp and he went back into the water, Splash I * Pull ! ** panted
The hoat shot away, leaving the Greyfrlars junlor struggling in the water |

“I have no doubt,” went on the
estate-agont of Okeham, “that another
weelk here would bring you to terms.
Circumetances have changed now, and

cannot afford to wait! Tasten!
Whether I eam in danger or not,
cannot spy for certain—but the possi-
bility of donger must ba removed!
You must make it safe for mo to releaze
vou—and at once! PBeyond to-morrow
morning, I cannot wait!”

“The same hour that I am released,
I shall give you inte custody for kid-
napping I* retorted Mre, Vernon-Smith.

Y1 advise vou to refleet I sneered
Bance. I am not speaking idle
words! You did not know, I think,
ihat a numher of echoolboys, from your
ron's school, Lad landed on this
1xland W

Mr., Vernon-Smith started.

“1 did not khowve ! Ilow—-""

“From what they told me, they were
azked here by vour son—some sort of
a practical joke on them | But they
refused to leave the island. One of
thern, & bov named Bunier—"'

“Bunter 1"  repeated Mr. Vernon-
Smith., He remembered the name: he
had seen the fat Owl of the Remove a
good many times.

“This boy Bunfer appears to have
wandered into the cave below, yester-
day, and to have been shut in by the
tide,” said BMr., Rance. “So I have
just learned from my men, He must
hoave been here last night., What he
may have seen, I do not know., Tie
may have scen nothing. He may have
seen much! I do not know. But if ho
saw fthe boat, when it came 1n—="

Flias Raneo breathed hard. .

“Ha was seen when he escaped i the
hoat,” he went on. *He gobl away in
the boat, no doubt intending to return
to tho cove on tho olher side of the
wistand, to rejoin his friends there. Tut
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the tide was running out, and running
gtrong—aid both Havker and Coot saw
hite swept oud to sen”

Mr., Vernon-Smith waiched him in
gilence as ne was speaking,  Ho begon
to wndevstand the sappreszed fear bho
had read o the sharp [ace,

“Tho other boys have been here this
morning, I learn., in secarch of lum,™
went on Rance, "That proves that he
nover refurned lo them. Ib 18 beyond
doubt that ho drifted out inte the
acean.  Lhe chances ave great that le
has gone lo luz death. TIf =o, what he
mity have seon here is o anatter of little
moment.  Boar—"

“But he mav be picked npl™ said
Mr. Verpon-Suith primly.  *And the
chanees are that he will be seen and
picked up by somo coasting craft.”

“1 canmot say! But there i3 the
risk " zatd Rance. " If he has madeo
any discovery heee, and if he iz picked
up ab sea, wmy game 13 upl llow tho
matter stands I eannot know! Bug I
am npt goitg o toke the chance with
the rvisk of a econstable's hand falling
on my shonhier at any mowent, A,
Vernon Smith, You are going (o colue
to terms—at once.”

“Ay teems are—immediate release,
and vyoirr :urrender to the law, on a
charge of conspivacy and kidnapping !
eandd Mr. Vernon-Smith,

Ranes gave hiny & loak of hate,

“Let me make myself clear '™ lie spid
venomously. I woant you to wnder-
etand that I cannot affgrd to atick at
triftes—thet L am driven to nctions that
I wnover coniemplated  whoen  ihis
bueziness hegain”’

Mr. Verncou-Smith shrugged plump
shoulders.

“Protn what IHarker and Coot tell
me,”  conitpned  Rooee, “the  fool
Bunter hung about the entronce of the
cave—ie seerus to have _gone to sleep
in Harkev's blankets while he was
absent. They did not sce him when
they came Lack with the beat—hut he
must have been there, close at hand,
for when they came up the cave to the
tunnel, he seized the boat while their
backs were {urned.”

“Well 1

“Ha mavy or may not have scen who
landed with them 1™ said Rance. **If
Ie did not, ho knows nothing, end may
talk to the wide world for all I carel
But if ha saw who landed with thom,
the gamo is up, if he talks!”

“Whe landed with them?" asked
Mr. Vernon-Smith, “Did someons
land in tha cave with ar rascally
crew ! Is therd another victim of your
treachery, you rat! Whe——"

Ha broke off, as he suddenly com-
ﬁml:rendcd. The bitter, vicious look on

ance’s face enlightened him.

“Ay son ! he breathed huskily,

“Yeour son " said Rance. IHe waved
his hand to the rock tunnel from which
e had cmerged. **In that tdmnel, Alr.
Vernon-Smith, lies vour son, bouud
hand and foot1” _

‘I'no millionaire stood quite still.

“In seizing him,™ went on Hance,
“my only object was to keep hum quict,
till I had finished my dealings with you,
But, a3 I have zaid, cirenmstances have
changed ! That troublesome fool
Bunter was on the spot when he landed
from the boat—he may have scen him
—and i he saw lum, he knew him, as
they belung to the same school.”

“My son I” breathed the millionaire,
His faco was white.

“XNow vou know the danger in which
I stand ! zaid Rance, “A danger that
must  be removed.  You sign  the
neeessary  docuntentg—?

“NWover |7

“Novor—amul I oshall be driven to my
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last pesowrce ! said Ranee, his face
white, L'][.h:rspu'a.lmu_ in dropas on his
forchead, but a bittey and infexible
determination in his tones. “ Sign tha
papers that will =co me safe, and you
are free, and your son is free! Other-
wige, tmy sefety demands that you both
disappear from all human knowledge,
before a scarch can be made—as a
search certainly will be made, if Bunter
saw your =ou, and if he survives™

“You dare not "

“I advise you not to bank on that (™
Rance waved his band towards the dark
tunmel apain, Y Near the apening of
the sea-cave, Mr., Vernon-8mith, you
may remeinber that that tunnel narrows
to a mero hottle-neck—you passed
through it when you came hera.”

His eyes glittered like a cat's,

“In other places, it is wider, and
there are looze rocks and boulders in
abundance, It will ba easy to hlock
tha tunnel, I-cmring no sign that there
is anything beyond. That is my only
way to safcty, if there s & search! It
is the way I shall take. I shall return
to-morrow morning-—for the last time 1

Tha man was speaking with
Yenomous earnesiness, He was not the
man to plan such deeds; but now he
was like a vat in a corner; and there
was nothing at which young Mr. Rance
wonld have stopped to sm'a%lis skin,

He had, in_ fact, left himself no
retreat; onoe crime led to another, as it
must always do. Ho dared not releaso
the millionairs, unless he came to
terms; and he dared not face what
would follow if & scarch discovered the
prisoncr there.

From reckless gambling to embezzle-
ment, from embeszlement to  kid-
napping, and now from kidnapping to
the darkest of crimes, the wretched
man hod gone on, fatal step by step.

“Your answer 1" ‘ho said at last.

Mr. Vernon-8mith’s face was white.
But it was no less firm than before,

“¥You have had my answer!" he
sard, I will make no ternns with a
kidnapper and a thief 1™

Rance locked ot him, He did not
speak again, Ho gave the inflexible
millionaire a I-:}ui;.;, ong lock, ard in
silence  stepped  back mnto the veck
tunnel and disappeared.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Picked Up At Sea!

0M REDWING, standing in the
bows of the little lugger that
was slanting before tha wind,
shaded his eyes with his hand,

and looked across the shining sea.

Several times he had looked:; and
now he fixed hiz cyes intently on the
ﬂ;\ec'f-: that bobbed and danced on the
bluoe volling waters,

(Old .JJohn Redwing, hiz arm over tho
tiller, hoad his eves en the seil., Thera
was nob too mueh wingd, and the Inggor
was making hardly four knota. At that
rate, 1t was a long way to Dudelord,
hia next port of call,

Tom Redwing, of the Greyiviars
Remove, woul havdly have been
recognisable as a Greyviviars jumor now
—in old duck trouwsers and jersev, and
with his fece bronzed by sun and wing.
Tom had sailed in that old lugger with
his father before he had ever seen Grey-
friavs School; and he was glad to sail
e b again in the holidays; and had his
best chum, Smithy, been contenk with
such a holiday, he wounld have asked
nothing more.

Bur. good pals as they were, there
was 4 wide gulf fixed hetween the taztes
of the satlorman’s son and the million-
aire’s o,

Smithy’s tastes van to cars, and
theatres, and expensive hotels, evening
clothes, and top hats, with a spot of
blackguardism thrown in occasionally,
when he was on heoliday., Tom loved
the sea, and wanted nothing better than
to pull and haul on his [ather's old
lugger,

ut he hoped that he would see some-
thing of Smithy in tho hols, all the
same,

_Herbert Vernon-3mith was to be with
his father in Devonshire, according to
what' he had told Redwing; and the
Ingger from Hawkscliff in ?‘{ﬂl‘.lt,. aftor
coasting vound the south of England,
was to put in at Bideford—and there,
Tom hoped, he would seo the eold
Bounder.

But at the moment Tom was noi
thinking of the Bounder, often as hbe
had thought of Lim during the Easter
holidays.

His attenticn was fixed on that speck
on the sea to starboard. Whether it
was some spot of driftwood, or a hoat
adrift, he could not be sure=—and o
length he stepped to the tiny eudd
end came away with his father’s
binocularz in his band,

d John glanced at him inquiringly.

“Homething on tie water, father!™
said Tem. “ Leooks to me like a beat !

He opened the glasses and fixed them
on the distapt speck, leaning on the
lugger's gunwale.

Far across the heaving sea, he picked
up the shape of a boat; and a puzzlaed
eXpression came over his face. It looked
like an empty boat; bub something
seemed to be sticking up in the air—
two things, in fact, that bobbed in a
puzzling way.

“My hat I purmured Tom.

It was a pair of feet that stuck ur “-
the air—=their owner bLeing hidden by
the boat's guuwale.

Homebody, clearly, was in that bezt;
but why he should ba lying on his bhavk,
with hiz legs sticking up in the air, waa
quite & puzzle to the sailorman’s souw.

But the. fat legs that waved in the
air did-not continue to wave! Redwing

ad, in fact, spotted the occupant of
the -boat jJust after he had tumbled
over. backwarda! Now that oceupant
scrembled up—the lega dizappeared,
and & head was seen, and a pair of {at
ghouldaers,

Tiny as that cbject was, in the dis-
tance, there seemed something familiar
about it to Tom's eves,

*“Ia it a boat, Tom I'" called out Jobn
Redwing from the tiller.

“It's a boat, and a man in it!?
answered Tom. “Looks to me liko
trouble—it's far out at ses for & row-
boat! It won't take long to run it
down, father.”

“Ay, ay !” answered old John, and he
gave the tiller a twist,

Redwing watehed the boat as the
tugger drew nearer. He saw the fat
figurg in the boat standing up, woving
hands and arms. e caught o glitter
of reflected sunshine from a pair of big
spectacles,

More and more familiny {hat {ag
figura stemed to Hedwing; velb in could
hardly believe that he really was look-
ing ot Willlam George Bunier, of the
Greyiriars Remove.

He had last seen Bunter st (he school
hefore breaking-up for Baster. e had
forgoiten his fat existence since. Bug
that podzy figure, and those gleaming
spectacles, reminded him of the Uw] of
the Remove, '

IMow could it be Bunter—advift in an
open boat, milez and miles off ihe ceast
of DevonshireF

But it was Bunler—maore and niore



clearly he saw him, until at last there
was no further donbt.

It was Billv Dunter, as large as life,
amaxing as it was to see him there.

“I'vo seen that lad beforel” Old
John was sioring at the fag fipure in
the boat, in easy ronge of vision now,

“It's Bunter, father!” said Tom,
“ Bunter, of my Form st Greyfriars |
can’t imagine how he got here! Ii
beats me hollow 1 But it's Bunter, On
holiday in Devonshire. I suppose—he's
just the chap to go adrift in a boat, if
w got into onel Thank goodness we
spotted him ¥

Ele leancd over the gunwale, and
shouled :

“Boat shoy "

“Ilelp 1 eame back a howl, * Ielp !
I sav, help [V

“Btand by to cateh a rope!" called
ouk Tom., *DAake fast, aml we'll take
your boat in {ow !"

The lugger glided cloze.

Tom Kedwing threw the rope, and
Biily Bunter Erﬁhl[ed ot ir, and missed
it, and scrambled in the boitom of the
bout after it, and finally grabbed it

The pull on the rope as he held it,
hronght the boat rorking close to the
Iugger,

'%‘-Iuke it fast!” ealled out Tom.
“We can tow your boat utoe Bideford
for yon."

“ain’t my boat I squeaked Bunter,
S s:]fr, holp me out of it, will you! I
say, I'm starving! I say, nover mind
thn boat! Give me a hand !

Tom Bedwing grinned.

Billy Bunter waes blinking directly at
himy throngh his bigp speclaclos, but
evidently he did not recognise ithe
bronzed lad in the jerser as a Grey-
friars juniov.

“ Retier not lose the baat ! exid Ton.

“71 ioll you 1t aim't my boat ! hooted
Banler. * Blow the boat !”

Bunter was not bothering about =
hoat that did not beleng to him, All
LBaonter wanted was toe gelk out of that
beastly boat,

Bur whether the boat was Buntfer's or
not, Tom ceriainly did not moan to
Ieave it adrift. Ile reached down, and
gave the fat Owl of the Remove a
strong, helping hand, jerking lam out
of the Loat over the lugger's low gun-

wale, Bunter squeaked as he sprawled
aboard. ]
“Ow! Loock outl Wow! Don't

grab o fellow like that ! Do you want
te pull o fellow to LitsY Wow 1Y

Bump !

Bunter lauded on the Ingger and
snluitered. i

Tom dropped lighily into the boat and
made fast the rope—moticing that the
boat's painter had been eut with a
knife, as he tied on.

Then he came lightly on board the
lu'.}_rl &l -Agaln, i

e bout rvocked astern, towing, as

John Redwing gave the tiller a twist,
and reswuned his Former course,

Bunter sat and spluttered.

“Ow! Oooghl I sav. I'm hangry |l
I've been in that putrid boat since lask
night ! T starving ! I savw, Lave vou
got any grub

“Lots ! said Tom cheerily.

“0h, good!™ Bunter gasped with
veliefl,. I say, I'll pay for if, of
courea ! I'voe left all my money ashore,
ag it happens, but 'l pay anything yvou
like=—I've got lots of money—=""

“Ila, ha, hal” roaved Lom.

"Blessod iF I sen anvthing o cackle
at! I say, you said vou had some grub !
Will vou give a fellow some grub when
ho's starving " wailed Buntes.

Tom Redwing lost no timel When
Billy Bunter was hungry, the matter
was sorions. In less than a minnte.
cold meat was vanizhing down Billy
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Bunter’s fat neck at a rate that would
have astonished anv fellow who did not
know Bunter! Cold potatoes accom-
panied it, and plun duff followed it—
and the champing of Billr Bunter's fat
jaws mede an unending melody.

And Tom, if ho was curious to know
how Billy Buntér had got into that
extraprdinary serape, had no chance of
learning--for & lopg, long, long time,
Billy Bunter's jaws were too busy for
speech; for o long, long, long time, the
only words he uttered were: * Lot sowme
more grub

More and more grub was forth-
coming; and Bunter ate, and ate, and
ate; and life, once more, was worih
Living !

iy iy

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way !
HﬁRRT‘ WHARTON knitted Lis

braews,
Bob Cherry Lrandished a
clenched fist.
Trom the top of the high cliff ovex
ithe cove, the Famous Five walched

Rance’'s  boat ditappear round the
island with deep feelings.
For long, long hours, they had

watched from the eliff-top in the faing
hope of spotting some craft coming
within hail. That hope was very [aiut,
for all through their Crusoe life on
Blackrock, no boat had come near the
igland, execept Mance's; and the rogular
boat from Potkelly was not due for two
or three days vet.

Brown =zails of Oshing-boals wore seen
in the distance, buit too far off for
signalling. But they still watchod—
and then, at last, & boat appearsad—with
Ilias Bance in it, and they waved to it
—in vain !

They did ot like ithe man; they had
had trouble with him, and they strongly
sugpected him of carryving on  some
gecret  and lawless rascality af the
smugglers' eave, They would not will.
ingly have asked any favour of Eliasz
Kance. But all snck considerations had
to be dismiszed, now that it was a
guestion perhaps of life or deaih for
the hapless jumior who had gone adrift
in the Atlantic.

It was a chance of getting in touch
with the mainland and starting a search
for the lost Owl—and 1t was the only
chance. '

 But Rance, uuleeding their waving
signals, had pulled on, and disappeared
vound the chifs,

L here,” eaid Jolinny Buoll,
“we've got to use that boat ! That man
Roance 1s a rotion vascal, Tut bhe can't
vefuse to take word ashore that a fellow
has gone adrift., He can't—and he
shan't [V

“He's gone to the cave,”’ sard Nugont.
“Goodness knows what his gpame is

there, but that’s where he’s gone. Wo
can find him thore.”
“The rotterI” said Harry., *“I hate

being civil fo him, but we've gor to
think of Bunter. FLeook here, vou
fellows, that rat wanted to clear us off
the island, and we weren't taking any,
But now—now we want more tharn any-
thing elze to get to IPotkelly and pes
out some craft io search for Banrer.
We can hive some sailling craft and
get going if we can only reach the
mainland. I don't like giving 1in to
that rat, but—""

Wharton paused a moment.

"Taok here, Rance wants to grl us
off the island. TIi's to hide some rvoliren
rascality he's afraid wo may spot; hut
we can't bother abont that now, we've
got to think of Bunter., We'll agres t
clear off Blackrock if he will give az i
passage it his boat.”

Thers was a bricf silence. Not one
member of tha Famons Five Mked the
idea of knuckling wnder to youig Mr,
Rance, All the more because he iad
ordered them off Blackrock, they had
been determined fo remain,

Byt they had to think of the hapless
fat Owl adrift on the ocean., All other
considerations had to yield to that. It
was 4 bitter pill to swallow, but they
had to got it down

“Lot's,” said Bob Cherry at last
“It's the only wax, I suppose.”

Harry Wharton gave a last look
round -at the sunlit sea,

Far away on the blue waler was the
brown sail of a fishing beat, but it woa
a mere speck in the distance. There
was nothing doing; it was Rance’s boat
or nothing, and the chumas of the
Remove descended from the cliff.

They left the cove and tramped
round the shore st the base of the

rugged cliffs towards the smugglers’
Cave,
Whatever might be gyoung M.

Rance's mystertons bosiness at that
spot, they had no doubt of finding him
there, Neither did they doubt that,
hostile as heo was, he would be glad to
give them a passage to the mainland
o get them away from the 1sland,

It was their presence on Blackrock
that wos the cause of bis hostility.
Tiey expected, indeed, that he would
jump at the chanece of getting rid of
them.
~ Harker and Peter Coot were loung-
ing by tho eutrance to tho smugglers'
cave when they arvived there, On the
shingle lav the boat in which flance
had pulled out, but nothing was to be
seenn of the eostate-agent of Okeham.
Apparently be was within the eave.

The two longshoremen watched them
coming with scowling faces.

“Whero is Mr. Rance ? asked Harrr,
a3 the juniors rcached the spot where
thoe longshoremen stood.

“Me. Rance®™ rﬂpeafed Harker,
“'(hw should T know 2’

“He 15 here—""

[ BE]

“He ain't ‘erel” answered Harker.
“T ain't sced natlung of Mr. Rance.
He'll be in his office along to Okeham.”

“Don'e take the trouble to tell lies!”
sald Harry contemptuously. *We saw
him pulling out in that boat. We
now that he 13 here.  YWe want to
speak to him,™

“You can want ! grunted Harvker,

“JIa he m the cave?” anapﬁed Bob,

“Find out!” growled Harker.

“Look Lere, Harker,” said Harry
guictly, “we haven't come here for a
row. Ye've ready to leave the island,
as Lfr. Rance wanted us to do, and
what we waunt is to ask him for a
passage ashore in his boat.  That's
what he wants, I suppose,”

*0Oh!" said Harker. Ay, ar!
That's what he wants—and vou can lay
to that. You woii't have to ask twice
i that's what you want.”

“Well, then, give him a call, and
let's speak to Lan.”

The: two longihoremon
glances, oo

Big Harker turned his head and
looked into tiwe dimness of the deep
cave, then e leoked at the Juniors
wEain, )

“You gob fo wair,” he said surlily.
“You can laxy to it that Mr. Rance
will take vou off Blackiock and be glad
to geb shur of vou., Bub you gor fo
wait” ;

“ And whay ¥ snapped Nogend.

* Look here, if Banee 12 in the cave,
we chn_ pleasn  ourselves! prowled
Jolmny Bull. “Come on, and if thoso
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rotters slick in ithe way, Eknock them
out of it ™

“Come on 1" said Ilarry.

The Greyfviavs fellows made 2 movo-
ment forward.

Harker aod Coot hacked into the
cave and stood blocking the way, both
of them grozping their cudgels.

1t was clear that the two ruffiana
were not keoen on another conflict after
theiv defeat that morning. Dut it was
equally clear that they were determined
to dispute ihe way, Whatever might
ba young Mr. Rance's mysterious occu-
pation in the cave, they were going to
do their best to keep the schoolboys off
tha =cene, ]

“Stand back ! snarled Big Harker,
“You got to walt—and yow'll wait
outside F'?

Bob Cheorry swung up his cudgel.

“If you want somoe nore there's lots
ready 1Y he exclaimed.

“The readifulness is fervific!™ de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“*0ld on !’ said Petor Coot pacific-
ally. *Look here, you got to wait till
Mr. Ronea Fues back in the boat. He
won't go till he's ready, Well, you sit
by the boat till he comes.™

The juniors paused

“Well, that's so,” admilted DBob.
“Ranco won't start any sconer to
please us, I suppose. Let's weait bere,
you fellows.”

Harry Wharion nodded.

It was clear that Rance was oceupied
in the cove in the mysterious business
he had on Blackrock,

Whatever that mysterions  business
was, the juniors had to weib till he waas
ready to leave the island.

They sat down on the gunwals of the
boat to wait for the cstate-agent of
Okcham to come out of the cave.

Harker and Coot stood rwogether,
cudgel in hand, under the rugged arch
of rock, watching them swspicionsiy—
evidently ready for a shindy if the
schoolboys attempted to push in,

But the juniors were not there for a
shindy : their thoughts were on Billy
Bunter, drifting somnewhero far out of
sight beyvond 1he sea-rin.

hey woited 1mpatienily till  at
length there was a sound of footsteps
from the shadows of the smugglers
LAY,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Rance’s Last Word !
ERBERT VLERNON - SMITII
started and  blinked in (he
sudden dazzle of light.
It gleamed on hus face from
ihie decp darknesa,

Where he was ihe Bounder of Groy-
friars knew, chough he could sce
nothing, and for long, long hours he
had lain there in the dense davkness—
helpless.

It was only the previous night, and
at & late hour, that he had been
brought there, but endless spaces of
lime scemed {o have elapsed zince in
that black recozs in the rocks.

He had Dbeen taken up the cave,
dragged uwp by a rope ladder. into a
gep in the lugh rock. wall, and foreed
slong & wparrow iommel m the solid
rock to the spot where he lay—a fissure
in the wall of the tunnel.

There he had been left, s handa
and his fect bound, mmh]’n to stir a
limb—left 10 silence, darkness, and
somathing like despaiv,

Howiz had elapsed since, but they
seemed like davs and nigi.lts to the
Bounder—like long wecks, Ie lay on
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hard rock that chilled him by its
contact,

The longshoremen had left him
there; he had not seen them since—he
had secen nothing. The sudden light
that flashed in his face now was the
first glicuner he had seen in all those
weary houre,

He lifted himself on his elbow and
stared blindly,

The dight shifted from his face. e
i;lmspse a fgure amd saw the Oash-
amp hooked on a point of rock; then
he saw the man who had carried it—
and his teeth gritted at the sight of
Elias Hance. ;

“ ¥ou hound ! breathed the Bounder.

Young Mr. Rance stood looking down

hostility

on him. )

There was hitter his
sharp-featured, rat-like face,

Young Mr. Rance had disliked the
millignaire to whom he had eringed in
the office at Okeham, Stull more in-
tensely he disliked the millionaire's
son. Smithy, no doubt, had been
rather high-handed in his carlier deal-
ings with BMr. Rance, and Rance's
nature was the kind to save up and
brood over every spot of offence,

“Do you want fo get oul of this,
Master Herbert?” azhed young My
Fance, locking down at him with eyes
that gleamed like a rat's.

“You fool and rotter, of course 1
do I" snarled Vernon-8mith, “And I'll
make you pay for it, too, you treacher-
ous eur IV .

Rance smiled a bitter and sardonig
emile.

“ Like father like son !” he said, wilh
a sneer. “A chip of the old block!
Do you know that your father is here,
yon msolent young cub?”

“I've guessed 1t P’ said thoe Bounder
savegely. “I1 kunow now why you
trapped me, you tur—to keep me from

etting the pelice after him1 You've
Eidunp d my father, as you've kid-
napped me, you votten rascalf”

Rance made & gesture, pownting
along the tunnel on which the Assuro
opened. _

“Your father iz there, at a distance,
a3 helpless o prizoner as yourself,” ho
said. “He hes just refused my termns
for release.™

“You foul, did you think he wonld
make toerms with vou? snarled the
DBounder. “You don’t know him ™

“Given time, I think he would have
come to terms,” snid young Mr. Rance.
“ But time is short. A weck or two in
this den, with o spoi of hunger and
thirst, would have brought him to
terma, I think, DBut time 18 wanting,
Master IHerbert.” He pansed and
geanned the Bounder's face searchingly.
“You came here in the boat last night
with Harker and Coot. Did Fou eeo
anyone in the cave when you landed
with them " ;

Vernon-8mith stared at him. There
was & keen cagerness in Rance's face—
it was clear that this was an anxzious
matter to him.

“7 spw nobody but those two scoun-
drels who bronght me here,™ answered
Smithy.

“TIs that ihe trutht"

“Go and eat cokel” .

Rance's rat-like eyes scarched lus face,

“Was there somebode iu the cave?”
exclaimed Vernon-8mmth, *Are wyou
afraid that 31?‘1‘:‘5 garne’s been spotted,

m

von cur? His eyes gleamed.
“One of those fellows, if they're still
on the sland—" A sudden hope

flashed into the Bounder’s face.

It was by a malicious trick that he
had stranded the Famous Five on Black-
rock. But "he kpew that that wonld
make no difference if they learned thabk

he was in & kidnapper's hands. Well
enough he knew that they would forget
all cffences and leave no stone unturned
to eome to his help, if only they knew.

“By gad! Is that it7" he Faufu{i.
#Are thex sfill an the island—YWharton
and his friendas®"

“They are still on the island, though
far from herel™ said Ranve. **One of
them was in the cave last niglit—a [at
fool who was canght in the tide. and
tool refuge in ithe cave. You did noct
gen him ¥ :

“Bunter " exclaimed the Dounder,
“Do you mean Bunter§”

Rance's description could hardly have
spplied to any of the Famous Five,

“Then you saw him 1" lissed Rance.

“I did not sce him or think of hin—
but I knew that Bunter was on the
island—and just the fool to be caught in
tha tide, tool™

“You did not see him?

“I tell you, no! But—he may have
seen me, if be was in the cave! IE he
only did——"

“¥as, I think ho may have seen
yvoul" assented Rance:. *“That s why
time iz now shorb, Mastar Harbert."

“¥ou rotter, you rascall” The
Bounder’s look was almost gloating. " If
he's told them—if they koow—your
time's short enough, you villain! Thoy'll
have mo out of thia if they only get to
know——-"

* Bunter has told them. nothing,” saud
Rance guietly. *'Bunter sgeized on the
bhoat you were bfought here in, and got

away in it—and was carried out to sea.”
"“Oh!"” gasped the Bounder:
The hope died out of his, face.
“He is adrilt somewhere in the

Atlantie, probably Gfty iles from land
by this tima!" said Rance. “He is tint,
I think, a capable lad—able to handla
a hoat—a clumsy and obtuse fool, from
what I have heard. The chances are
that he has gone to his death in the
Atlantie. But—"

“Not on this coast!”
hope revived again. “In foul weather,

ps—hut if the ecalm holde—no! Fun-
ir&ds of coasting craft up and down
hetween Gurnwaﬁ and the Irish Sca.
You rotter, it's ten to one that he will
be. picked up—a hundred to one! And if
he saw me—"

“Ho was on the zpot,” said Rance
moodily, “That faol Harker did not
know that he was in the cave at all—
hut from what I learn, he was hanging
about near the entrance and secized on
the boat when their backs were turned.
He could not have seen where you were
taken—he never came up the cavel But
he may have geen you landed—I think
ha must have! Anifif h L

The Bounder's

8 Burvives—"
*Then your game iz up, you ratl”

“Not quite, Master Herbert!” gaid
Rancs. ‘It cuts the time short, that is
all. If Bunter knows, and if ho sur-
vives, this cavern will be searched—but
I have time to take care that nothing
shal, bhe discovered. Search of this
tunpel will be blocked by a wall of rock
—and you will be behind it, Master
Herbert—and never discovered.”

“You cowardly rotter!” muitered thoe
Bounder.

Rance stooped and Ioosered the cord
at the Bounder’s fest sufficiently to
enable him to walk. Then he dropged
the junior upright.

“Comae!” ha snappoed.

“Whera are you taking me now, yau
rat 7"

“To wyour fathar,” sneered Rance.
“0r. Vernon-Smith may think again,
perhaps, with his son under his eyes,
condenined to share hias fate i hig ob-
stinacy continues. I had yon browght
hore, ;d‘aal:ar Herbert, only to keep your
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Bill .Blﬁl‘ sioped coflee and grinned with saiisfaciion.
4 g "Tain't what ['m used fo at Bunter Court, of course.

he exclaimed.

tongue quict--bul now you may serve
another purpose, Uumﬂ?:' ]

Heo pul the flash-lamp in his pocket;
Iie didd not need a light in the tunuel.

With a hawd on his shoulder, the
Bounder stumbled along  with  Lis
shuckled fect. ]

In silence, Rance led him &hnf the
narrow, winding tunnel in the vock.

A gleam of light ahead caught his
eyes at lask, .

He stumbled into the rock wvauit ak
the ‘end of the tunnel.

Me, Vernon-S8mith almost bonnded te
his feet at the sight of him. ]

¢ Herbept!™ he exclaimed, “Tlen it
i3 true—yuu are here .

He made a movement towards his
sonn, but the clinking chain checked him.

Rance was very careful not to venture
within veach of the millionaire's plump
hands.

Smithy gave his father a haggard
loak.

Ranes drarged him to the farthest
corner of the rock wvault, out of reach
of tle man to whosa leg the chain was
padlocked. There he passad s rope
round lim and knotted the end to a
jutting point of rock above his head.

Rance stepped back to the tunnel. He
Inoked from ons to the other with a
black and bLitter look. ]

“ My last word, Mr. Vernon-S8mith!”
he said venomously. “I ghall return for
vour answear! it is still in the
negative, you will not see me againl
You will never see o human face again
—-neither you, mor your sonl am
driven to this—you have left me no
cholce—the tonnal will be blocked and
o will varish from all humen knowy-

edge.  Think aver it while you have
f'et- time! To-morrow, noon, i the
img 1"

EVERY SATURDAY

Ve .:.
N
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there—phew !

And witlhiout waiting for an answer,
the estate-arenl of Okeham turned and
left them.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
To Go Or Not To Go!

ki ALLO, Lhalle, hallo! Iere
comes the Rance-bivd!”
Trootsteps  sounded down

the dark hollows of the sea-
cave. Into the suwshine, nnder the high
rocky arel, a fipnre emerged into the
view of the Greyfriars juniors—the
weedy figure and sharp-featwred face of
young Mr. Rance. i

Harry Wharton & Co. logked at him
curiously as he appeared in the sun-
light. They could read the mingling of
spiteful anger and nervous uneasiess in
tﬁa sharp rat-face, and it puzzled them.

Rance's businesa there was an ulter
miystery to them. Whatever 1t was, 1t
geemned to have disgruntled him. "They
could have fancied that he had come
now from some an%r]r and btter alterca-
tion, to judge by his looks.

1o did not notice the schoolboys at
ihe hoat immediately. He stopped o
speak (o the lmnﬁslmmmen; and it was
o gesture from Big Harker that dvew
liia attention to the Greyiviars group.

Then he gave a start and turned
towards them, fixing his eyes on them
with angry and hostile inquiry.

The juniors rose to their feet.

They did not like Rance, and liked
him less than ever now. He looked, in
fact, a disappointed, irritated, and wn-
easy rascal—as, indeed, he was! Never
bad he appeared eo unpleasant in the
oyes of the Greyiriars schoolboys.

But they woere not there to gqugrrel
with Rance, whalever he was, and wlhat-

“ [ say, Redwing, this is 3 hit difterent from that filthy island I *
But after that beastly island and the beastly prog

ever lis unknoun pame waz  So they
carefully toolk no netice of Liz hostile
ard angey glare as he came towarda
them, the longshoremen following him.

* You im}mdwit voung rascals!” he

hegan. “What do yon want here? Yon
:arei on  this island  without leave,
i fl=——"

“ Neover mind thal now, Mr. Ranee!”
satd Harry Wharton, ss civilly a3 he
could, * We're ready to leave the island
a3 soon a3 you like ™

D! said Rarnce, Xl scemed faken
aback.

“That's how it stands, Mre. Rance,™
said Bob Cherry. *Smithy asked us
hers, and I'm quite sure that Me,
Vernon-8mith wonld give us free leava
te slay as long as we like, if he Luew
we were liere, We'va a right to stay-—-
43 we told you when you wanted (o
clear ns off. Now we wank to go—so
that snits all pariiez. Al we want iz a
lifb 1o the mainipnd.™

“And then vou'll be done wilh us
and we shall be done with you'!™
gronted Johony Bull,

Hance stood silent, looking at them.

Tt was clear thnt he had not expected
auything of this kind after his previous
disputes with the Greyfriars fellows.
Lhere was suspicion m his rat-like faco
as ho watched them in eilence., They
could sep that their cffer to leave the
istand did not give bim satisfaction, as
they had naturally expected 1t to do.

“That's ‘Ir:‘l‘li'3 they come ‘'ere, Mr
Rance," said Big Harker. *I've told
{hers you'll be glad 1o get shat of thom,
the young swabs! You give the word,
aml 'l pull thent acress 1o Potkelly.”

Rance made him an irritable sign to

((Coniinwad on gage 16.)
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be silent. DTt Le did nol answer the
juniors; he stood walching their faces
witly suspicions eyes.

“Well, what about it, Br. Rancet”
azked Harry, purzzled and imapatient.
“You wanted us to go the other day—
you ordered us offi—"

“And you refused to #o!” eaid Rance,
with o snecy, * Now, il seems, yon bave
changed vour minds.™

“Teu'e that what you wanted 7% asked
Frank Nugent, .

Vanee did not answer. Covtaindy it
was what he had wanted; bat ik did nol
seem to Le guite wlhat he wanted now.

His natrow eves seatched their faces.

“Why do vou want te go. afler siay-
ing lere so long, in definnce of oy
authovity on ilis property I snapped
Range,

»i suppose yon know that Dunter
wontk adrifl v a boat last neght,” suid
Harry. ¥We want fo get to the main-
band and stavt o search for him.”

“Oht” Rance gave a siart. “That
faf fool—"

“Yool or not, he's one sclioolfeliow,
and wo've got to do what we can fov
bim,” said Ilarey,  “We con hiro &
sailing-craft at Potkelly, to look for
him, and send wourd along the cosst for
a look-out to be kept by coasting craft.
Tt may make all the diffeverwe between
life amd death for hiw™

Rance stood silent.

“If thore were any other boat {o be
Lhad wo should not ask you™ weni on
Wharton, “but there’s no chaoce of that
till old Vregelly comes out to Wlackeoel,
We'll agree to leave the islund, and
promise not te come back, 1f you like.
All we want i# to do what we cao fov
Honlor.”

Sl Rance did nol speak.

The juniora could not understand 1l
expreasion on his hard, sharp face, sl
Harker and Coob looked et him
curionsly. Thev, like the juniors, hLad
not dounbted that he would be glad fo
sea the Ureviriavs Crusoes cleared oft
ihe sland.

Dut they had to doubt it now., TFor
some reason unknown to the Fainous
Five, Ranece was ne louger eager fou
them to leave Blackrock., Indeed, they
sonld go¢ that hio was nuwilling for thew
10 g,

\Eiuy, fthey conld not goesz.  They
ponld not kuow that they were, in effect,
asking voung Ale. llnwes 10 increase
the danger that alecady Lad bis nerves
in & state of jillers. Tha rescua of he
hapless fal Owl was {he last thing that
young Mr. Rance would lave desired,
The measuras the Juuiors hoped fo take
made Buanler’s reseua not only im%ibim
hut probable. Al (hey needed was to
vei o the manland aod ger poing.

Ruance. in ihe circomslances, was hob
likely 10 help thew i

“Will you give ws a passzage ashove
in vour lpad, iir. Rance:” ashed Harry
of lasi. ““Or one of na, at least, to sernud
n bt ont for (le otbors., I lell woy
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fhat oll we want i3 to rel off this island.
Is1't that what you want¥”

Rauce compressed his thin lipa

“I decline to have anything to o
with wvou,’ ho soid ab last. “You
refused to leave the island when I
ordered yon olf; now jyou mmust take
the consequences. I have no more to
sy to youw™

1o made o sipgn to Havker and Coot
{o posh the boat into the waier.

Harry Wharton & ©Co. exchanged
glaneez, and the eapiain of the Rewove
set his lips harvd. )

“Mhat won't do, Mr. Ranve,” he said
guietle.

Raunce stared at him.

“We've told wou that our school-
fellow's lifo is iu danger, and you know
ik, withour our telling you. If you
rvefuse 1o give 18 4 passare in your boak
or, at least, one of us, to take word
nshioyo—="*

“1 do refusel™ Eﬁni‘:{md Rance.

“Nhen,™ said Iarry Whavton, with &
flach in his eyes, “wo shall come in the
boat, whether yon like it or not.  'Wo're
going to do what we can for Bunter,
widd you're nob going fo stop wsl!”

“IHear, hear " said Bob Chorvry.

Young Mr. Bance clonched his handa
almost convulsively, .

Lhe Famous Five slood between him
anch the boab with detevinined Iooks,
They had made up their minds, and
if they had to light for u passago m the
Loat they were ready; and they had
alroad voved that they could dewl
with the longshorewen when it cane to
a Lnssle .

Havker and Coof, holding the boat in
the water, slood looking across  at
Rance.

I'or & lone minute the eslate-agent of
Obelinmn was silent, his face black awl
bitter. It was quile clear how he woukl
have lilked to deal wilh the Greyiriars
fellows, had force been on Lis side.

But he controlled his evil temper and
answered, st length, quietly.

“1f you faney that there is a chance
of saving that fat fool I shall not, of
course, siand in your way. There is
no room in my boat for such a erowd—
vou cainczeo that for yourselves, I wail
give one of you w passagae ashors, and
you ¢an moke any further arrangements
vou please—on condition that you all
leave this island as soon as you can gob
a boat to carry you." ]

“That's good cnough!” said Harry.
“You [ellows get back to Dave's cove
and gel the bags packed. I'll be bLack
in o sailing-crufi under two lLiours.”

And, that boing soitled, IHarey
Wharton followed the estate-agent down
to the boat, - .

LRance slepped in, and the eaplain
of the Remove followed him, and the
lovgshoveman pushed olf,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Tricked !

ANRRBY WIHARTON'S fuco was
Lrighler as le sab in the slorn
of tho boat beside the estule.
agent of Clicliam.

ITarker und Coot, ab the oars, pulled
willt long slrokes, and the boeat glided
swifily ous to sca. 3

On {he beach ihe captain of the
temove could efill sea his  irends.
tramping vound the ¢lills, o0 retarn to
Liuve Oke's cove, tiny in tho distanee,
for the boat was making a wide sweep
rontud the vocky island.

Ranco sak silent, wiili
vicions face.

Wharton did not address & word (o
him. The man waz unwilling 10 give
hin & pozeage in the boat, for no

a set and

reason, that ITarry could see, but
biticr, evil, and malicious temper. ug
he was petiing the §Lift to the maiuland,
and that was all ‘he wanted.

Rance spoke at last, his narrow eyes
turning on the schoolboy at his side,
with a peculiayr glint in :‘.hcm.

“ You fancy that there is o chance of
saving ihat fat fool ¥ he asked.

“I hope so” sansweved Ilarey.
“There’s no veason why the bous
shiouldn't have Lopt afloai, in this caln
weather”

“Quite I? agrecd Dance, with & nod.
“Pat it must have deifted a great
disiance ouk to sea by this time ™

“Yez, but o loug as ib floats there's
gquite a good chanee,” answered Ilarvey,
rither surprised by Roance's interest an
the muatter, after his previows in-
diffevenes, “Weo can gel o sailing-crafe
at Vollkelly, with a couple of good soa-
men to hoaudle 1t. Buat that’s not all!
As spon as word gocs dowir the coast
that & fellow has been lost ak sen every
fishing craft from Bileford to Land's
End will be looking for him.”

“Luite I sard Rance sgain,

“And that's not all, either,” wenl on
Wharton. “The news will be radioed
to ships al sea, and thero are hundreda
of coasting crafi in these waters, lots of
thom with wireless. Once we got going,
it’s pracileally cevinin that Bunier will
be found and picked up.” i

C“Quite 1™ said Manee, for the fhird
trme.

Havry Wharion looked at him. That
thiz mun woas zome sort of rasenl he
mors thou suspected, but he could not
guess that Ranece had any motive for
dosiring that the unfortunaie fat Owl
snould never be picked up. Bul sowne-
thine peeuiiar in the estato-ageni's louw
strnek hirn. .

" Otherwise,” weni on Rance, “ 1t does
not look hopeful for him. TUaless u
search is insbiluted he must take his
chance—anil the chinnes is not good.”

“Well, e mny be seen and pieked
up,” said Larey, “Bub il's as good
as a cevt, if we lose no {ime.”

Hance  lavghed—a  jurring  langh.
But he said no more, and sat watceh-
ing the clitfs of Blackvock as Lis crew
pulled round the island.

Whartow, puzeled, sat in silence also.

Mever had lhe disliked the sharp-
foaturod, rot-faced men =0 much, auﬁ
ho was anxious to get away from his
company af  the  coarliest ibla
momenf, Nothing but his anxiety for
Bunter's safely would have induced hi
to stop into the boot at all. But that
could not be helped; his own feelinga
had to be put aside I sugh circum-
stanecos.

To his snr]prise, Rance made the crew
a sign to pull in as the boat was passing
Dave's cove in the dislance.

The Co., tramping round the shore,
had disappeared from sight.

The boat swesved into the entrance
of the cove. It drew near the sandy
beach ab the foot of the cliffs,

Harvy Wharton expressed his im-
paticnce. o was anxions 1o get to the
wainland witlout losing a moment, but
it was Hance's boak, and if ihe estate-
agent hind some Lusiness iu Duve's cove
it wus for hine to decide.

But Lthe long=horemen did nol pull up
itho cove. Af a sign from Rance they
deew in fo the shore,

Pliere was a grin on Harker's rogped,
siulibly face, and Peter Cool was grin-
ning almosl frem ear bo car.

Harry Wharion looked at them, and
looked ab Bance with o vogue uneasi-
L35,

“ Ave vou janding here, Mr. Rance ™
he nsked ok last. z

Rounce smiled—a cat-like smile.



* Mo, he apswered. ™1 am neot land-
ing here, Maszter Wharlon! I wn land-
ing my passenger heve™

Wharton gave & vielent stert, TFor
the fivst time he realised thet the rat-
faced man was tricking -hun.

The boat was within & dowen yards
of the beach now, at the mouth of the
cove. The tide wasz on the furn, and
the water creeping np the sand. Ronce
lized his cyes on the schoolboy at his
gide, with a mocking glint in them.

Hc made a sign to Big Harker, whe
laid in his oar and ros=e to hus feet.

Harry Wharton breathed bard aod
clenched his hands.

“You cur? he panted. “Yon
Leachevous rat! You——"

“Throw that cub inte the waler ™
rasped Rance.

“You viliain ¥ panted Wharton.

e =aw tho whele trick now. Rance
hhad agreed to give him a passage,
becauwse otherwiso the Greyfriars fellows
would have scized on ithe bhomrt at tha
cave. But he had never intended to
carry him to the mainland.

He could not deal with the Famous
Five in a bunch! But he_could deal
with the capiain of the Remove on
his own—and that was what be was
going to do.

“You fancied that you could dictate
to me, my voung {riend!” samid Rance
sardonically, “ ‘ignu will find out that
that was a mistake! I did not care
to enter into a shindy with a mob of
lawless young rascals—but yon will find
that 1 do not take ovders from you,
1y gnung Friend 1*

“Out of it1”? grunted Ilarker.

Wharton panted. )

“I tell you that Bunter's life will
be in dapzer! Haven't you decency
enough not to stand in the way? What
hana Bunter done fo vow, you Dbrutef
Yow've had trouble with us—but
Buanter's done 1ml‘.hmg;)—~”

“I am not responsible for what may
happen to frespassers who persizt in
reiraining wheve they ave net wanted I®
paid young Alr. Rance. "1 desire to
have nothung to do with you or your
companions, AMaster Whavton | ou
have fureed me to let you into this

boat—mnow Tou nare going out of it!
Throw him ount, ITarkerl
“Ay, ay!® grinned Harker, 'lle’s

going, and you can lay to that!¥

Harry Wharton struggled desperately
a5 the Lurly longshovemen grasped him.

The bout rocked wildly.

“Throw him out!™ snarled Rance,
"Throw him inta the water!™ He
held on to the punwale as the boat
rocked.

The captain of the Remove struggled
ﬁcrcelf. breathlessly,. His rage &k
Ranee's treachery seemed to give hin
double strength. Hven ths burly
larker found him hard to handle,

The boat rocked and rocked and
ehipped water o3 they struggled. Peter
Coot strove Lo steady if, while Rance
yelled savagely to Harker.

Struggling, Wharton and Harker
went over the gunwale together and
sgplashed into shallow water,

They separated in the water.

Harker grasped at the gunwale and
Coot gave him a helping hand in.
But before they could get under way,
Harry Wharton had a grasp on a.row-
lock and hung on.

“Beat him off I” yclled Rance.

“You cur!” Wharton panted out
ihe wordz, *'You cowardly rat—>"

Rance, livid with rage, leaned over
and struck at him. ; :

Harry Wharton, holding on with one
hand, strueck with tha other, and lis
fizt jolted fairly in the middle of the
sharp fealures of ihe cstalc-agent of
Okcham.

EVERY SATURDAY
Ranee gave & panting hewl and
pitehed over i the haat.

The next moment, Horker waa grasp-
ing at Wharton's arm to drag lLis grip
loose,

The sclhioolboy's fingers were torn
away from ihewr grasp aml he went
back iulo the water,

“Pull?” panted Harker.

Peter Coot was pui!m?, aml ITavker
grazped his oar and pulled.

The boat chot away from the beach,
leaving Harry Wharton struggling in
the water.

Rance strugeled back to hiz seat in
the stern, his handlerehief {o his nose.
There was a ceinson stream from thar
sharp nese, and tho estate-ngent of
Okcham was spitting with rage. Hold-
ing ihe handkerchief to his nose with
ane hand, he shook the other, clenched,
at_the schoolbay. .

Harry Wharton was swimming now.
He cast a last glance after the boat—
and turned to the shere. Halbswim-
ming, half-wading, he went panting
through the shallows to the beach.

The beat, wiih the two longsharemen
Lending to the oars, shot away towards
the mainland.

It was almost cut of =ight when
Harry at last dragged himeslf from
the water, panting and breathless—dnid
still & castaway on Blackrock Islandl

whrrml e—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Aboard The Lugger |

NORE!
Tom Redwing smiled. (ld
Joln Redwing pglanced at ithe
slecping beauty on the lugger and
grinned & slow zrin.

Billy Bunter, having finished caling,
had gone to sleep. Heo had
square meal—tho squarest of square
meals, Except to ask for more, he had
hardly spoken a word during that
gargantuan repast, He had not recog-
nised wing—and had only blinked
Ia:p wiinterested blink when Tom told

inm.

Food was what mattered to tho
famished Owl, and when every avail-
able fraction of space had Leen packed,
sleep come next.

On o pile of rugs he slept, and no
enored; and he had been sleeping and
suoring for hours

It was lato in the aflernoon, when
Billy Bunter at length shut off his
musical effects and _the rumble of his
snore dicd away. He sat up, rubbed
his eyes, jamuued his spectacles on his
fat little nose, and blinked round him.,

Old John gove him o nod—Tom gave
him a nod and 2 smile.

“Feel better, old chap?' he asked.

“Eht Oh, ves!” said Bunter. *1
gay, though, 'm hungry! Got any-
thing more to. o

“Lots ! gaid Tom, smiling.

“Good! “Tain't the =ort of grub I
should like—buk any port in g stown,”
said Bunter. *“Can't expect mnch on
a tub hke this—whati”

“Nol” said Tom good-humonredly.
Tom's good humour wis almost nn-
limited, and he did not expect Bunter
to be snything buf, so fto speak,
Bunterish,

“You don’t look mmeh like a Greys
friars man now, Redwing 1 said the
fat Owl “I1 never knew you! Taok
you for a common rhip's boy ™

Tom maode no rejoinder to that. ITe
gove the tiller Lo his father, in order
to supply Buunter's wanls apain.

Old Johin locked at Bunler curionsly,
but made uo remari.

“8tull, that’'s what you ave, really,

had  a.
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ain't it, Redwing P went on the cheery
Owl., “Youn were some sork of a tarry
breeks on o ship before you came {o
Greyfriars, I sny, it wouldn't do fox
the Head to sce you mow—gos up liko
that and worki on o putrid old
coaster. He, he; hol What would the
Head think ™

“Not the zame ns you, probably,”
said Tom. “Never mind that! [l
got you esomoething to eat, Bunter |

“Yes, buck up!? said the fat Owl

“It's rather rowgh prog, but Letter
than I got on that Blthy islandl Fish
-~fish—fish—all the time—and they
tirnde me coolk 1t onen 1Y

“Yow've becen on an  1sland
excleimed Tom,

“¥es, That cad Smithy—2'

“Who 7 .

“That encaking, rolten, tricky <¢ail
Bmithy—" ;

“Are you epeaking of Voenons
Smith 1

“You know I am!” snorbed DBunter.
“Pal of yours—yah! Of all {ho sncak-
ing, roften, tricky cads——"

‘Do you want me to kick you across
ihis lugger and hack again, Dunter
ocked Tom Redwing, very quietiy.

“Eh? Nal Wharrer yon meant”
I"T!!mn don’t telk obout Smithy like
that 1"

“0h, really, Redwing—*

“Shut up, and I'll get you some
more grub ¥

“Bonst 1" grunted Bunter, doubtless
by woy of thanks *I say, pot any
coffece?  That old Dblighter on  the
island never had any coffes, or tea, ov
anpthingl-—I had nothing but watcr to
drink. If you've got tea or coffce—"

“T can brew you somo coffcer

“Dot ot any jom®"”

Tom laughed.

“No, we don't pack jam in tho storee
on u putrid old  coaster,  Buntor

Thera's a tin of treacle=I"ll get some.™

“Your may as well give me the tin-—
anid a epoon ™ _

“QOh, my hat! All right!”

Bunter sst up against the gpunwele,
and grinned with happy satisfection,
with & tin of treacle in one hand ond
a spoon in tht other. This was lifel

I1o gobbled and gobbled, and choked,
and gobbled aganin,

Nothing sweet or sticky had passed
Bunter's lips sines the day he had beon
strandéd on Blackrock. Not a morscl
of toffee or butterscotch, not a single,
miifara‘ bullseve—not oven an gniseoid
ball. That ancient mariner, Dave Oka,
had not even a lnmp of sugar on tic
izland !

Needlesa to say, Bunter had felt it
soverely. Ile had pincd and repined.
e had thonght ni’ ihe  tuckshop at
Civopfriars wiih sad and hopeless long-
ing., That tin of trosclo crine as a
boon and a blessing, Bunter gobbled,
ang gobbled, and gohbled!

the time he had fnished e
{rracle, thoe coffec was made. ‘

Isunter washed down coll purk with
hot coffee. .

“I aay, this is o bit dillevent from
{hat !’iltimy iland I o exclaiined.
=iMPain't what I'm used te at Bunier
{'onirt, of conr=a ! Bat after ihat beasidy
island aud the boeastly prog fhore—
prlunie 1%

“What island?? asked Tom. “And
heow dil yon gel on 3B Y

“That roiter Smithy——"

“What "™

“I—I ‘mean, old Smilhy!” Nuanter
Tustily mmended, eetching o dangerons
gleamr in Tom'’s  blue eyves,  “Tha
heast—1 mean, the old ehap acked mn
for 1he liols 1 Devonshive, and nlayed
a roiten trick on me. Lelling a fellow
down, you know 17
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“Don™ talle robt” gaid Tom sharply.
“Zmithy wouldn’t lcet & fellow down if
he asked him for the hels”

“That's all wyou know!” snorted
Bunter. “Got any more sngar I take
Hix ]itm{m ﬂnfm.tcful cad, you know,
after I helped him spoof the Eead and
get extra leave before breal-up t

Tom’s face clouded. He had not
forgotten Smithy’s scheme of gelgtmgpﬂif
carly for Easter for a janat with Pon
& Co., of Higheliffie.  Ha had hoped
when he had Ieft to 1mn his father on
the lugeer that Smithy had given uvp
that reckless scheme. Bui he was not
surprised to learn that Smithy had

not.

“I did the whole thing, you know.,”
went on Bunter, with lis wonth full.
“Yt was Smitht's idea—but I did ik
alll  Nobody else could havel You
know my wapderful ventriloguism !
Well, T mads ﬂ]il. l[ﬂadf thinl’d: tb wfm:
Bmithy’s pater asking for leave for
Tiim og t’hg phona=sce? It worked all
vight 1 _

Tom 'Redwing knitted his brows, but
he said nothing.

“After that, of course, 1 thﬂu%ht
Smithy would be glad to have me for
the hola!” went on Bunter, with his
mouth full of cold pork. “1 consenied
{'n ?smet And what do you think he
did T

Bunter almost choked over the cald
pork in his indignation, as ho recalled
Smithy's iniquitous trick.

“The ead! The rotter] The swab!”
said Bunter. “Hae gave me a lotler for
the butler at the castle on the island—
and whoen I pot there, there wasn’t any
castle, there wasn't any butler-—-there
wasn't anything eor auyboedy, but a
wooden-legged old image in a beastly
hut! And tho boat was gone—and T
couldn’t get back | That's what Smithy
did—- What are you grinning at, vou
beast §* ]

Tom Redwing laughed.

“ Berve vou ﬁqlﬂ, for playing such a
triek,” he said. *1I suppose you hooked
on to Smithy on the strength of it; vou
might have expected him to pull your
gilly leg, if you id 1™ _

“Beast |  Dirty trick, I eall it!”
grunted Bunter, “We've been stranded
on that rotten 1sland ever since—"

“Wel” repeated Tom. *“Who else,

then 27 ;

“Wharton and his gang—Smithy
focled them, the zsaine as ho did we—
beeanse they bumped him for pulling
the Head's 1-:@ I suppose ! Not that it
doezn’t serve them right—ther haven't
iroated me at all well on that island!
Patting evervthing on me. vou know !
They made mo cook ihe fish, once.”

“Are Wharton and his friends there,
boo 2 exelaimed Tom. * Where 15 the
island? What iz it called '

“A rotien chunk of rocks, abouni a
mile off the coast, called Blackroek,™
answered Bunter.  “lob any moro
treacle ¥°

“Borry, nol?  Tomn
father. Do you know
Teland, dad i he asked.

Ol Jonn Redwing nodded.

Ay, av, Tom! It lies off the shore,
between Penruddy and Potkelly. I've
passad it many a timwe-in this lupger.”

“Bure there's no more treacle, Red-
wm%r?"

“You've had the Iot.®

“TAny eakel?”

did Eﬂ I‘I‘I

“Well, T'll go to sleep, T think, I
nover gob any sleep in that putrid boat
—not & wink! I'm prefly tough—
hardy, and all thot—butT'm Lired out !
I'll have forly winks.” said DBunter.

“But—" sqid o,
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“Don’t jaw when a fellow’s going to

sleeg I
" But Wharton—>"

“Blow Wlharton—-""

“Won't they be aldvmed
yoy-—-—="

Snore !

Bially Bunler was asleep sgain,

Onea more he slept, anffmme more ha
snored, while the lngger pulled on and
the sun went down in the glowing
Atlantie, and the Lright stavs cdme out
over tho sea.

abouk

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
On The Track !

£k ITAT rottop—"
*That raseal—"
“That tervilie toad—"

It wea lbright morning
agnin on Blackrock Island. DBut the
brightness of the spring morning was
not refleeted in the faces of Lhe
Famous Five of Groyfrinrs,

Billy Bunter would, perhaps, h%‘m
heen Hlattered had he been awore of the
deep anxlely his absenes was causing
on_Blackrock. i

Certginly no such iden occurred to
his fat mind, as he alternately gozzled
and snored on the lugrer rolling far
otk ab sen.

Billy Bunfer was not accusiomed 1o
bestowing much of lis fat thoughts on
others, The Fatnons Five, rather un-
fortunately for themselves in thiz ease,
tdifferod fromm Williamm (George Bunider
in 1hat vespect. .

The thought of the fat Owl drifting
helplesely on the wide ocean lLannted
their minds and gave thema littlo rest.

Mingled witl suxiety for Bunier was
deep anid intonse anger fowards the
raseal who had provented thein from
starling o scarch for tho lest Owl

In the sunny morning, Lthey scanned
tha sca in the hopeless hope of sceing
some eraft coming out to Blackreek.
But Tregelly's boat was not due yet,
ard there wasz no eraft anywhere near
the lone island . ;

They had to wait. and wilh every
hour of waiting, their feclings fowards
Ranees grow move sngry and bikler.

“That terrific and cxecerable rai!”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
punchinlness of his dmsgosting roso
would be & boonfol blessing 1™ .

“I'm glad I gave it a punch I” zaid
Ilarry. “By gum, if wo get hold of
that_tricky seoundrel agaimn——"

“T ean’'t make it eunt!” said Beb.
“Ilo wanted us off the island—why did
{he brute chango his mind? It beats
mae! It looks ne if he doesn't want
Bunter to be picked up—but he conldn’t
bo such a rotter as that! Poor old
Bunter never did anything to him ™

“I've heen thinking about that,” said
I{arry Wharton, *and I think I've got
that much clear! Rpnce can Im\-p only
oo reason for acting as he did—he
doesn't want Bunter saved.”

“Fut why pei? asked WNugound.
“Ile's hnrd.fy seen Bunter—he's had
trouble enough with us, but net with
Huntor,” S ;

“Bunter was in the cave, all night,
the night before last!™ said Tarry
gquictly. “Soppose he may lhave
spotted what was going on there! We
don't know what's going on, and we
can't guess—but something is—some-
thing roffen, and against the law—there
can’t be any doubt abounk fhat! I
Bunter found it out, that accounts for
Itance not wanting him {o be picked
L e O

“Oh 1" said Bob.

“Tt locks to me as if that's what the
Lrute Lad in his mind,” went on Havey,
U fe's willing for Buuter lo Lo lost at

gea, to keep his sceret—whatever it is™

“The awiul villain!” muttered
Nugent,
“We can't help Buonier,” went on

Harry, “We're stranded here till
Tregelly’s boat comes out.  But there's
somnethimg we can do! We can put

aid fo that villain Bance! Before old

‘regelly comes {o Blackroek, we can
find out what villainy is goiug on in
the smugglers’ cave—and as soon as we
Fﬁ’u_tt?’ the mainland, put the police on
o it. '

“Good egg ! snid Bob Clierey.

The prospeet of action was a relief to
the minds of the junmiors, And they
were keen enough to  discover tha
strango mystery of the smugelers’
cave,

“Ranee fancies thal he is safe,” wont
on Marery. ““He knows that we've ex-
plored the eave & good many times and
found nolhing. Ile's left us strandoed
here, when all we wanted was o get
away and search for Bunter. Ty
rotten raseal may be sorry for it, if we
spot the scerct while we're heye "

“The sorrowfulness will probably be
terrific 1 grinved Ilnrree Jowset Rom
Sm%‘h.
_ "T'his time we're gui_ng fe got up
into that gap ot the back of the cave,™
sanl Ilareyv. “Whalever the scerveb i,
it'a there! Wao've got to manage it
somohow.

“That means making a ladder,” saud
Bol.

“Oh, blow your ladders!” grooted
Jolmny Bull, * You made a ladder the
other day, and whai Implpcn{:d to it?™

“1 dido't put in enongh naeils 1 said
Bob. * Next {ine—>

“Never mind a ladder ! said Haryy.
“I've been looking over old Dave's
slack of driftwosd, and there was o loupg
pole 1t db—the mast of some emall erale
that went down some timoe ov other. IF
we geb that vronnd to the eave, wo can
manugo the rest.” ]

“Oh, all vight! Let's try it on, at
any rate,™

Old Dave Oko was ectting hiz nels
at tho end of the jetty., He gave no
heed as the juniors sorted over the
stack of driftwood and wreckage he
had collected and piled up by his hot
undor the clif. A grest deal of
wreckage came ashore on the tides at
:Bil:u:'h:i'i:uuzi-:1 and the ancient mariner
eathered it on the beach for firewood,
andl for repaiving lLiz Lhot, which was
built gut ot sid shup's timbers,

Among old timbers of all serts and
shapea and sizes loy a slim eedar mast
that had once risen from the deck of
some vessel that had gone down in the
Atlantic storms long vears apo.

The juniors disentangled it from the
stack and drazged 1t out. It was old,
but it was sound, and it was a good
sixteen feob in length. By planting it
against the reck wall at the back of the
gsea cave, Ilarey Wharton had little
doubt- that it would be possible to
clamber np to the tunnel. p

It was weighty, but the Fomous Five
were strong and sturdy. They grasped
the old mast and swung it off Lhe earth,

“Go it 1" said Bob.

And they tramped away down the
shorve, bearing the pole awmong thein.

Old Dave glanced after lhem as they
went, and then gave his allentious
again to his nets .

"I'wiee, or: the way round the cliffs,
iho jumors seb down theixr buvden to
vest. Ib was hefty work, in the warm
spring sunstune.  DBat they carried oun,
fm{}“ arvived at the smugplers’ cave at
o

The tide was far out. They trmn;[:;t;d
in under the rocky arch, and the timber
wns set down apain, while Harry
Wharton lighted a lantern
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* Smithy ! '* Five voices gasped the name in a chorus of amazement as the Famous Five saw the Bounder of Greyfriars,

# And—and—and Smithy's pater !’ stutfered Johnny Bull, blinking almost dizzily at the millionaire,

The lantern was strung on the pole
and they lifted it again, and f,rampe{i
up the cavermn.

“By egum!” gasped DBob Cherry,
when they veached, ab last, the rock
wall at the extremity of the sea-cave,
and the pola was dropped once more.
Bol m:::'p}md a perspicing brow. " Any-
body feel warm 7"

“Tho warmiuliness is terrific ™

“¥all, here wo ave!™ said Johnny
Bull.  *8tick that lantern to show a
Light, and let's get gpomng.™

Harry Wharton placed the lantern on
tho Reor of the cave, aslant, to cast up
its light on the gar, fourteen or fiftecen
fock up. Then, gll handa gresping the
heavy pole, it was rearcd up and
planted agoninst the opening in the rock.

The Famous Five were all fceling a
thrill of ezettement now, Many times
they had explored the smugglers’ cave,
but now, for {he first time, they were

ing farther then they bad over gone

efore—and 1hey were as good oa
certain that some discovery awaited
them, when they onee penetrated into
that black tunuel in the rock.

What it was, ihey could not guess;
tut  they were assurved that Elias
Rance's sceret was hidden there. That
it was a guilty sccret they could nof
doubt; and there was a grim salis-
factinn in the idea of handing Rance
over to the police, if ib proved so.

“Yan fellows hold it, and leave it o
me 17 said Bob,

“{o 1t, old mant*

Four paivz of hands grasped the
slanting polo to hold it i position, Tt
was ot casy Lo climb, but Bob Cherry
climbed 16 With avms and legs
cripping it, ho worked his way upwarﬁ.

”3“- 1 velled Johony Buil suddenly.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
gasped Bob.
“Can you Leep your lwoof out of a

What's up "

fellow's ear?”  inquired Jolinny, in
concentraled tones.

“ O, Wlow your car!™ Bob clambered
on.

“Ooogh 1" splutlored Nugent
suddenly.

“Oh crikey! What's the maiter with
you " roarcd Bab.

“Can't you keep vour heol off a
fellow’s nose ' howled Nugout.

“Oh, blow vour nose!"

“What about Jetting him  down
wallop?” aszked Johnny Bull
feroctously.

Harry Wharton laughed.

"Hold on!™ he =said. “Don’t kick
like a mule, Bob, if-you can help it}
Yaroooh !

“Is that Wharton
hooted Bob.

“You elumsy ass, you've nearly
crocked my nutl” reoared Wharton.
“Ilow many feet have jou got—as
mﬁzgi as & centipede 77
ola |

velling now 7

y rats! Shut up and hold that

“Is tho silly ass ever going to got to
the top—— C(ooh |” Johnny Bull broko
off as one of Bob Cherry’s foct _Eli?:pcd
again and caught him a nasty crack on
the head. *Clunsy asal”

“Hold the pola still, then!™ hooted
Bob.

Bob  clamhbered on—and his foet
passed out of reach of ears and noses
amd nuts—muoch to the velief of hia
comrades,

Blowly but surely he worked his way
up the pele, his friends watching hia,
i the gleam of the lantern light,

Boh was breathing Lard by the time
he reached the top.

But ho reached it, and chanpged hia
grasp from the pole to the rock-edge
of the gap in the wall. Hae drew
himszelf on tha vock and rested on lis
elbows on it. Then, with a final heave,
lie disappearcd 1ito the gap.

“ Oh erikey ! "

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Light In The Tunnel !

i HA%;I-E, halle, LalloI” shoute]
oh.
Bob Chervy's face looked

out of the gep in the high
rock wall. e grinmed down ab his
comrades.

Harry Wharton was grasping the
pole, to follow up. But Bob waved a
hand to him from afiove.

“Chuck it!" he called out. “XNa
noeed to de the monkey-on-the-siick aci!
There's a rope-ladder licre 1M

“0h, my hat 1*

“1 stombled over i, and found it
with my nose ﬁrinnod Bobh, “Srand
from under and I'll let it drvop.”

“{igpod cgg 1™

Tho four juniors etood back from the
rock wall.

Over tho edge of the gap a rope-

fadder ecamo shithering—two  (hick,
strong  ropes, with waoden  rungy
botween: Tt slithered down azainst 1l
rock and hang.

“By gum!” said Johnny Bull, with
a deep breath, “Wo don’t want any
more proof than thot that we're on the
vight track. ‘Lhat’s the way that swab
Rance gots through.”

“No doubt about it 1” agreed Herry.

It was an exeiting  discovery.
Obviously that rope-ladder was uzed for
ascent into tho gap by Rance and his
nzE0ciates Buspicion  was  ecrtzinty
now; the rock tumnel waa tho way o
tho lidden sceret.

“¥ou fellows can come up the jolly
old ladder 1” called out Babh, Y Ita
safe at this end |l I say, you remember
that long boat-hook we fonnd pavked
in the cave—wo couldn't male ont what
it was wanted for?! Pueelty plain new,
what? They had to hook that vope-
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ladder down when the
it. This end i3 leop
gafe az houses ™ _

“Plain enough now,” smid Harry.
“ Anvthing else “ti'thﬂm?h'

“C,?an’t zea anything else in the dark !
Bring up the lantern with you! Looks
to me &s if this gap goes a jolly long
way back—like r ftunncl! e'll sce
when we get the light up.”

Harry harton zlung the lantern
over his arm and clambered up the
vope-ladder, It was easy work—very
much easier than Beb's ascent of the
pole had been.

Band over hand, e went up, and as
he reached the tep, Bob reached out
and took the lantern from bim. Then
he clambered into the gap, and stood
Leside Baob.

Bob held up the lantern, :

Itz lighs showed the gap extending
back into the solid «liff, into the
blackest darkness. Where they stood,
thers was nothing to be secen, excepfing
the rope-ladder. ,

Iint there wasz something o be scon
farther on, they knew now. And they
wera cager to exploro those dark
rocesses in the heart of the oliff,

“Como on, you fellows!” called out
Dob.,

“ Coming ! answered Johony Ball,

wanted to nse
over a rock—

The ladder swayed, as Johony
clambered up. He landed, in his turn,
and Ilurrce Jamset Ram  Singh

followed, and then Nugent.

The Tamous Five stood together, at
last, in the gap in the rock.

Undor their feel tho rocky floor was
rugged, but more or less level. Before
them, as they turned their backs on the
son-cave, the tunnel stretehed, black as
tho inzide of 5 hat.

Ny gum ! gald Bob, "I wonder
what the dickens we are going fo find
here ! We've jolly well going to find
something.”

“What-lo !
old scout !™

Bob, holding up the lantern, slteppod
ahead. His comrades followed him,
a buneh. Tho tunnel was not more
than six feet wide; but at = little
disianee from the gap it widened into
o spaco of wore than tweniy feet,

Bob halied at that spot, and flashed
the light round.

In the wide space there wera great
rocks and boulders, which had evidently
fallen from above at some period or
othier, .

But. nothing elsc was to be seen; and
Fob led ihe way onward again, the
lantern gleaming bofore him.

1{is comrades followed him, in a
bunch; but at a little farther <istanee
the tunnel narrowed and norrowed, till
if was a meorve boltleneek., Then they
had to siring out in single file; for
there was room for only one fellow to
pass at o iime, between the mgged
rocky walls

“Wow I” eame a sudden howl from
Dob, 1le halted., “Owl O] Wow ¥

"Tourul anvihing?”  called out
Johmmy Bull, from tha rear,

"Ow! Yes! TI've found the roof—
wiih my napper! Ow "

Bol: robbed his head. and flashed the
hight up.  In the narrowest part of the
boiile-neck the rooi abruptly lowerad
and Bob had not noticed 1t in time,
Hut he had neticod it at ovee when his
liead had established contact |

“{mw! Bly napper——"'

“ Nothing in it to damage, old man 17
zaid Johnny conselingly from Liehind.

“Yon silly asz " howled Baob,

“Carry on, old bean!™ said Frauk
Nugent, ﬂ!]m‘fkliugu

Baly Cherry lowered his hicad under
Ihe edze of rock and procecded forward
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with head bent. His followers earefull
lowered their heads as they followe
Nebody elso wanted to establish contact
with hard rock.

But a8 dozen paces farther on the
tnnnel widened again to six feet o
more, and the roof was higher. Onee
more they were able to procced in
cornfort.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Deb halted
again, and flashed tho light into a
deep fissnre 1o the side of the tunuel
“Is this our goal?” -

The juniors gathered at the apening
and stared into the fissure in _the
lantern light. But there was nothing
there—the poal was evidently farther
on.

. Bob stepped into the fissure, scanning
it in_the light.

“ Nothing there I" said Johnny DBull.
“Come on1?

*Looks to me as if somebody’s been
hore,” spid Bob, sconning the rocky
floor. *“Somebody with sand sticking
to wet sex boots. Look! That brute
IMarker, I suppose—goodness knows
why ! There's nothing here.”

The juniova resumed their way—
leaving behind them tho spot where,
little as they knew it, Herbert Vernon-
Smith_had lain for many weary hours,
atfer Big flarker had left him there.

Bob led the way sgain, holding up
the lantern. The tunnel narrowed and
widened several times, winding and
furning into tho very heart of the eliff.

As they pressed on, the juniors
wondered more mnd more what they
wera gﬁsng to find when {hey reached
the end. Something—some strange dis-
covery—awaited them; there could ba
no doubt of that, But whst it could be
they still had not the remetest idea.

“Oh1" ejacilatied Bob snddenly in
m;:lpres:sod tones.

1o halted.

* What—"" began Jolinny Bull.

“Quiet! Somebody’s here |V

“(h, my hat ("

“There's a
is_ﬂ

Bob quickly extingnished the lantern.
Ile had caught a glimpse of light
ahead, and now that the lantorn was
out all the juniora saw it, glimmering
from the deep darkness. And as they
listencd there came s sound, and they
knaw that it was the murmur of voices.

“Ranece " breathed Harry Wharton.

“He left the island yesterday,”
muttered Bob., “Ie must have come
back, I suppése! By gum, we've run
him down, then—if il’s Rance! We're
going on I

“Yes, rather!” S

“Wo con handle them if it comes to
that! Anyhow, we're going on ¥

And the Famous TFive ftrad on
towards thoe light—little dreaming of
what was to meet their eyés when ihoy
reached it

light—and esomebody

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Redwing Cuis Up Rusty !

ILLY BUNTER sot up.
B ITe starled to yawn az hLe
did so.
He never Gnished that yawn.
Rang !

“Yarooooh [

Instead of yawning, Bunter roared,

Slecping quarters on old John Ied-
wing’'s lugger were close, Billy Bunicr
really was guite awara of that as le
had noticed it, and grunted his dis-
ﬂpplrm'ﬂl, when ha crawled imle that

unlk.

But in the mists and shadows of sleep
fthe fat Owl had forgoiten all aboui it
Mo was reminded when he sat up and
bangred his fat hoad,

Buunter’s roar rang through the
lngger from stem to stern. It rang for
a considerable distance to sterboard
and port.

“Owl Wow, wow! Coooh!” roared
Bunter.

Tom Redwing’s cheery bronzed foce
looked into the tiny cabin.

Billy Bunter gave him a glare. He
groped for his spectecles, jommed thomw
on his fat lidtle nose, end goave hin
another flam,

* Anything up ¥ asked Tom.

“Ow!l I've nearly cracked wy put 1"
howled Bunter., * Nice sort of a poky
littla hole to shove a fellow in o
sleep 17 :

“This isn't an Ailantic liner, old
cha;:r.” said Tom, smiling. *I hope
you're not much domaged—""

“What's the good of hoping I'm not
much damaged when I'vo Fﬂh a fearfnl
paini"” hooted Bunter. “I'vo bangod
my head ! Ow! I wish I’d staved on
deck now! Owl!l My napper!”

“Ready for breakfasti” asked Tom

saothingly,
“Oh!” DBunter scemed to recover at
ithat magic word. *¥Yesl I hope you've

got something decent.  I'm fearfully
hungrx ¥

Bunter turned out.

“I'Il geb vou the bucket for p wash,
old scout, while I'm geiting you some
breklker,” said Tom.

Billy Duuter eoncentrated all the
contempt of whieh his eves ond  his
spectacles were capable in the look he
gave the sailorman’s son.

“Do yon wash i a buckei:™ he
aslod.

“Yes

HWell,” said Dunter, with crushing
dignity, “1 don’t! I'd rather not wash
at all than wash in a bucket—sec 7"

And Bunter did not wosh ot all
whether from a dignified disinelination
to uso a bucket for that purpose, or
from a genoral disinclination for the
process of washing | .

He rolled oni inte the aunshine.

Old John Redwing, at the tiller, gave
him a checry nod.

“Morning, eir " he said.

“Ob, good-morning!” said Bunter
off-handedly. Billy DBunter did pot
think that a pgreat deal of politencsa
was duo to a sailorman. I say, are wo
anywhere near land 1

“1 rechon we'll make Bideford (s
afternoon, siv,” enswered John,

“Oh crikey 1” satd Bunter. “IHave I

ot ?EP siick on this beastly fub all

ay

The old sailorman of Iawkseliff
locked at him. Ilo had seen someihing
nf Tom's friends at Greyiviars; hboe
knew and liked the Famous Iive; aml
the Bounder, with all his arrogance,
had never failed in respect to his
chum’s faiher. But Billy Buniev had
his own manners and enstoms, which
geemed to puzzlo old John a little.
However, ho said nothine, and, after L]
long look ab Bunier, transferred his
wtieniion to the canvas. ]

Billy Bunter Llinked round him. Ile
could see nolhing bobk sea and sky—
both bright and blue in the spring sun-
ghine, if that were any good. DBut
Bunter was fed-up with sea and shy
and had no uso for cither,

Bubt his fat foee boghtened at e
seeng of food and hot coffes. Tom, with
untining  pabienca and  unbonnded
hozpitality, waited on the wanks of thw
unexpected and remorkable gpoest.

"Thero was bacon, Burler discovered,
on the Ingger. Tom fried numberless
rashers, Bunter snt down {0 u
mountain of the same and condescended
to smile.

“71 sav. thiz i< helter than that filily
islond,” szabd the fat Owl I’ bet



thozse follows would be jolly glad to
have a whack in rhis, Ee, he, he "

That happy thought secined to amuse
Bunter, and he chuckled, and nearly
choked aver his ninth rasher.

Tom Redwing regarded him rather
curiously.

FFrom what Bunter had told him, it
sremed that the fat Owl had been
stranded on Blackrock with the Famous
ive, and fvom the situation in which
Tom had found him it was clear that
he had gonn edrift from Blackrock in
the boat, It scemed to Tom that in
those eircumstances the fellows on the
island would probably he worried and
anxiowns ahout him, and he was already
thinking out =ome way to send them
word that Bunter was zafo as soon as
the lugger put in at Bideford, But no
such matter, evidently, was occupying
Bunter's fat mind.

As the lugger rolled on, and Bunter
ate and Tom went about his duties, he
was thinking chicfly of his chum Smithy
and wondering whether ho might seo
himi when the lugger touched land.

Wide amunder as the Poles as their
tastes and ways were, he knew that
Smithy would be glad to see himm—and
undoubtedly he would be glad to see
Snaithy |

Ho pictured Bmithe with his father—
rolling shout Devonshire in the mag-
nificent Rolls, splashing cash about 1o
his usual extravagant manner, & con-
trast to his own holiday in sca boots
and  jersey on the coasting lugger.
Little did T'omn dream how the Bounder
really had spent that eventful Easter.

B“I say, Redwing—" squecaked
unter.
*Hallo !" Tom came over to him.

*Sure theve ain’t any more treacle i
“Quite!” said Tom, with a smile.
_But you'll be able to get anything you

like at Bideford, Bunter; we shall be
thers late in the afternoon.”

Billy Buuter blinked at him! Ho did
not feel quite so sure of that. Devon
folk wore hearty and hospitable, it was
wrue; but a fellow whose cash yesources
wera limited to a ¥reneh penny doubted
whether he would be able to feed on the
fat of the land even in that hearty and
Imr-;ef‘tnhle county.

“Thet beast ™

deep fecling.

“0h, dij uwp, Bunter!” said Tom
curtly, de could guess that that
remark was an allusion to the Bounder
and the ﬁlﬂrmua holiday that Bunter
hadn't had ! He turncd away.

“I say, don't walk off while a chap’s
talking to you!" said Bunter irritably.
“1 suppose you haven't got any chocs
or tofee 7

“ Neither.™

“1 suppose
TEL]

gaid Bunter, with

vou  couldn't afford
them agreed Bunter. "1 suppose
ﬂn“ don't even happen to have any
ullseyes ™

Tom laughed.

“No, not even a bullseve. You'll ba
able to get zll the bullieyes you want
at Bideford."

Apain Bunter doubted it}

*That cad ¥ said Bunter. A castlo
and a butler and e touring car and all
that—and then steznding a fellow on
that putrid island with nothing to eat—
practally nothing ™

“I've no doult yvou asked for it,™
seid Tom. Only when Bunter got on
the subjectk of Herhert Vernon-Smith
did Tom's almost nexhanstible
patience =how signs of wearing thin.

“¥ah!” wnorted Bunter,  “*You'd
stick up for him. of course—pal of
vours, ain't hn? IProcious sort of pall
Well, he's jolly well stranded worse
than I was, anylhow, and scive Lim jolly
well right !

Tom staved.

EVERY SATURDAY

"Do you_menn Smithy 1" he asked,

“Yes, I ;_all_} well dol”  prunted
Bunter. “&till, I shall tcll a policaman
when I get ashore. IMe's treated me
rottenly, but I'm not the chap to ledve
him to it. Kindest friend and noblest
foe—that was always my way.”

“What the thump are you talking
gbout 7' exclaimed Tom Redwing in-
patiently.

“Eh, Bmithy 1" apswercd Bunter,

“ Has anything ha.pPelmd to Smithy ?
What do you mean?” axclaimed Towm.
His voice was sharp and snxions. “ You
told me Wharton and hia frienda wera
on Blackrock, You never said that
Smithy was with them."

“He ain't with them,” answered
Bunter. “How could ha be, you fat-
head, when it was Smithy stranded
them there by a rotten trick ?'?

“Then what do you mean?” hooted
Redwing, “What do you mean by
Smithy being stranded, you fat azs?’

“You necdn't yell at me, Redwing.
If you think you ean yell at me, heeausa
you've given me a hit on this putrid
old tub—"

“Will you answer me, you fat fool §*

Tom’s voice Wwas gharg with anger and
anxiety, and his imexhaustible parience

seemed to be exhausted at last. “Ian't
Smithy with his father ™
“1 suppese he was™ answered

Bunter. * But he jolly well 1=n't now.”

“Have you zeen him, then?”™

“Eh? Of course, I have,” answercd
Bunter, blinking at him. * How could
I know what had happened to him if
I hadn't seen him 1

“Will you tell mo what’s happened
to hitn—if anything has?™ roared Tom.
“I thought he was with his father.
vou mean that he's on Blackrock, or
what?”

“Well he was the night before last,”
answered Bunter, “They had him in
ihat cave—"

“Who had?” yelled Tom,

“Those two beasts—I{arker and Coot.
You see, I saw them getting him out
of the boat, sud I got the hoat and
cleared,”’ explained Bunter. I don’
know what they were going to do with
him—rob him, I expect. I mean to
say, they wouldn’t bring him out to
that eave in the middle of the might for
nothing. I say, how many lumps did
you 1?l.xt- in mg coffee 1"

“You saw Smithy—" gazped Tom.

“¥es, I like six lumps. That old
goat, Oke, never had any zugar on the
1zland at all. Not a lamp. Where's
the sugar?"

“Will vou tell me what's hap
to SBwmithy, you burbling fat
roared Tom Redwing.

“Yes, if you'll give a fellow time to
speak. Where's the sugar? If you'rve
going to be mean with the sugar, Red-
wmg.l-. I can jolly well z=ay— ¥Yoo-
hoo-hoop 1"

Billy Bunter forgot all about t{he
sugar—imporiant as it was—as Tom
Redwing, gquite out of patienco now,
and looking aoything but his usual
good-tempered sclf, grasped him by tho
fat neck, dragged him to his feet, and
shook him with all the strength of a
Vigorous arnn.

** Now, vou fat fool I'" he panted.

“Grogoogh ! gurgled Bunter,

“Tell me about Smithy—"

“Urrpgghh 1™

“Tell me this instgnt—"

“Gurrggh! MMow can I tut-tuttcell
you, when you're chook-chook—choking
ne, and Ihaven't any Dbib-haob-bub-
breath i gurgled Bumter.  “Urrghl
Leggo, you beast—warrggh—and T'll
fut-tu-tut-tell you! VYurrgh! Wharrer
vou cutting up rusly like that [or, you
heast! Gurerrggh b’

ned
M] 'i‘"‘

]

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bout Ship |
Tm.: REDWING let ko tha fob

Ol B hiped nailiv
Bilky bunter gasped and spluf-

] téred for breath, his fat face
¢rimson with wrath,

Tom was wild with impatience. Why,
Bunter did not know., Bunter did net
know why Redwing bad so suddenly cut
up rusty, and he was naturally annoyed,

i Urrg?h I” gurgled Bunter, * Look
at my collar, you checky beast!”

Tom colmed himself with an efort.
Ehaking Bunter was a satisfactory pro-
ceas in itself, but it was not the way to
draw information from the fat Owl of
the Remove.

“Tell me at once. Bunter 1” he said,
as quietly as he could. * Where did
you see Smithy, ond when?™

o Urrgﬁhl In that beastly cavel
Urr I

“What cave—on Blackrock I:land?"

“Urrghl Yesa the smuogglers’ cave.
Thera ain't any smugglers, but there's
8 cave, Those fatheads were always
exploring it. I fumﬁw they thought they
wera going to find something thero
EBle if %k:mw what, or care, either,
and—"

“ Nover mind that. You were in the
cave at night?"

“Yes, couldn't out, hecausa
of the beastly tide! I eouldn’t let that
beast Harker sce me, you know.”

“Who 18 Harker?"”

"“Hea's the brute who was with Coot I

“Then whe's Coot "

“Ha's the brute who
Harker.”

Tom Redwiusg breathed hard, It was
not easy to elicit information from Billy
Bunter, though the fat Owl was deing
hia best—reading vory elearly in Tom's
face that there was danger of anoiher
shaking.

“YWho are both of them, then ! asked
Tom, .

“They're the brutes who were wilh
Rance.’'

“Ranca! YWho is Rance ™

*The man who was with those broles
Ilacker and Coot.”

Tom Redwing msde a movement, and
Billy Bunter promptly popped back out
of rea

“Look here, you beast, if rou shick-
shack-shook—1 mean shako—me azain,
1I'll jolly well—-" .

"Eﬁive him time, Tom." =nid old
John, from the tiller. “He can’t help
heiumtnﬁpid, moebbe, ™

& k here—" hooted Dunter.

“You say that you saw Smithy in
tho. cave.in the night?" said T'om Red-
wingg trying to be patient. " And thet
Harker and Coot, whoaver they ore,
were with him?  What wero they do-
ing? What makes i,;ﬂu' think ihat they
had him thers to rob him 7"

“Well, they hLad his hands tid? be-

was with

hind him,” said Bunter. *The
chucked him out of the boat like a -E-EH:'E
of spudsa.”™

Tom compressed his lips. In all his
thoughts of Emithy, he had pictured
him, as usual, having & gorgeous lLinw
in expeisive places: moncy flowing liko
water. It was a stariling shoek ta him
ta learn that his chum was in o bad
scrape—perhaps  in  deadly danger,
ut he controlled his angry impatienge,
Bunter had to burble what he Lkuew in
his own way.

“You ara sure his hends were ted ¥°7
I asked.

“LEh?Y Of course! Think Smiihy
would have let them chuck him ahnut,
if they hadn't been?  You know his
rotten tomper.”’ ~
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“If his hand: were tied, ho was a
visoner, Do you mean that they
rought him off the mainland in the
boat to the cave—as 8 prizoner " asked

.

“Blessed if I know where they
brought him from! I know they
brought him to the cave, because I saw
him. You see, I thought it was one of
the othor fellows at first. I couldn’t see
his face with that mufler tied over his
month.

“A muffer—tied over his mouth!™
muttered Tom.

He was getting the story out of
Bunter, fragment by fragment. DBut
every fresh item added to his deep
alarm for his chum,

“That was in the boat,” explained
Bunter. * They took it off when he was
landed, and I saw hia face. Besides,
1 knew his voice when he started call-
g them names. You know Smithy
doosy—-"

“What did they do with him?
breathed Tom.

“Walked him up the cavo,” answered
Bunter. “Then I got out of the
blankets."

“The blenkets!” repested Tom.

“¥You see, when they went away with
Rance in the boat, I thought they wero
%‘Oﬂﬂ for good,” snid the fat Owl, “:so

got into Harker's blankets, and went
to sloep. I was j-&ili,' E]E-EISF, I can tell
vou, and it wes joliy cold.”

Tﬂmr tried to piece out the rambling
narrative.

“There weore three of them—Rance
atl Coot and Harker—and they went
off in the boat,” he said., * Afrer that
Harker and Coot came back in the boat,
with Smithy a prisoner. Ie that it?"”

“Yes, I woke up when they came
back, trampling and grunting almost
on a follow's head. I say, wasn't it
%}ll}; lucky they never saw me?" anid

unter. * They might have bagged me,
just like Bmithy, if they had.”

“ After they'd taken him up the cave,

did you sce him again?"
“Oh, really, Redwing! How could
I, when he naver came back? Have a

little sonse,”™ said Buntor.
“Thon what did you do?"

“1 jolly well hiked into the boat!
You ses, the tide was going out, vut it
wasn't low enough for me to get alon
the beach, so 1 thought I'd pull roun
ld Dave Oke's cove in the boat—
ﬁﬂ'ﬂ?”

“Who iz Dave Oket™

“IHe's the man on the island—fisher-
men and caretaker, or something. 0Old
goat with a wooden leg, He was
cheeky—"

“Where were Wharton and his
friends "

“Gone to bed, I expect. They were
miles aweay—half & mile, at least, at the

gL B il Bva e,
cove. I should h got back the
vou see, only the beastly tide carried
the h-easﬂ{ at out, o I couldn't, I
got fearfully hungry Ly

“Then, so far as you know, Smithy
was left prisoner in the cavel™ said
Tom Redwing.

“Ves, 1 suUpposé 50,”’ agreed Bunter.

“Why didn’t you tell me this at once
—when I picked you up yesterdayi”
pre ?[t]'éad H&d}wmg.

L 1] rg t.!

“What?” yelled Redwing.

1 wish von wouldn't bellow at o
c-hapt” Bunter peevishly.
“What did it matter?”

"What did it matter!” gasped Red-
wIitgE.

“"Yes! I forgot all abont it—I wan
jolly hungry in that beastly boat, and
fm something a bit more important
than Bmithy to think abowt! don't
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see that it matters, anyhow. T was
gang to tell somebody when I got
ashore——""

“You fat fool!”

*Oh, really, Redwing—"

“I've a good mind to boot you from
one end of the lugger to tha other,” said
Tom. “But I suppose you can’t help
being a born idiot!™

" Beast |”

Tom turned away from the fat Owl
He had not got it all clear yet—but he
had got it clear that his chum, Herbert
Vernon-8mith, was in danger in law:
less hands. If Billy Bunter had seen
him brought to a lonely cave, by boat,
at mght, a prisoner in the hands of two
ruffiana of some sort, the Bounder of
Greyiriars was in peril; and thers was
only ons thought in Tom's mind—to
throw everything else aside and go to
his help!

Hi= E,ﬂ'tEl:, at the tiller, had listened
to Bunter with a gnrplcxad and thought-
ful frown on lus bronzed face. As Tom
came over to him, old John read his
thoughts at once and smiled faintly, He
answered Tom's unspoken guesbiun*

“Ayv, Tr,?, lad!"” he said. *'Bout ship,
Tom | &'ra making Blackrock Island.
That's what you want, I reckon.”

“Yes, father!” Tom breathed quickly.
“Bunter’'s a fool—it’s not easy to get
any sense out of him, but it's plain
encugh that Smithy is in a bad scrape.
You remember Bmithy, father—one of

the best chaps breathing—"

“ Ay, ay! "Bout ship, Tom!"

E:i,lj Bunter, left to his own deviees,
helped himself to the sugar. He was

too busy crunching lump after lump
even to notice that the course of the
lugger was changed. Bunter had a
sweet tooth, and lomps of sugar came
in welcome when no toffes, butterscotch,
bﬂillsem, or such articles were avail-
able.

Bunter erunched lumps of sugar with
considerable satiufact-im?? and E:ut till

the tin was empty did he bestow any
more of his attention on Redwing.

Then he sgquesked:
“1 say, Redwing!
sugar ™
om did not heed. He was busy with
the aail.
“Deaf?" hooted Bunter. “I say—"
“Oh, shut np!”

“Beast! Look here, how long is it

gning to be before we get to Bideford
emanded Bunter indignantly.

“ Fathead 1"

Bunter had to make the beat he could
of that snswer. As the | 's stern

was now turned towards Bideford it
waa likely to be long before Eill{] Bunter
got to that ancient seaport of Devon,

Got any more

—— s

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like A Surprise !

L ERBERT!I"
“Yes, father!” muttered
the Bounder.

“It's nearly noon! That
villain said that he would return this
morning. When he comes——™

Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith paused.

“ Never!” said the Bounder. * You're
nok giﬁnf in to that scoundrel on my
account, father! Nover!”

The millionaire stood silent.

The dreary houra had passed slowly
in the rock wveult in the heart of the
Blackrock clif. Onrly by his watch
could the millionaire tell that it was day
ag;in on the island.

he millionaire’s plump face had a
h rd look.

or himself, Samuel Vernon-Smith
would have faced anything that might
come rather than have surrendered to

the demands of the kidnapper, Indeeq,
the thought of wielding had not even
entered liis minc{

But ik was different now—with his son
a prisoner in the rock vault, doomed to
share his fate.

Smithy, mm the corner of the wvoult,
had employed the weary hours in
aftempts to get loose—lnt unavailingly.
His hands and feet were shackled, and
a rope fastened to the rock kept lum
out of reach of aid from his father.
Rance had taken care of that—he was
taking no risks.

The Bounder could move about within
a radms of a few feet. But he could
not get loose, and he could not reach
his fellow-prisoner. He was pale,
ﬁ:fgard, warn; bub iz spivik was still
indomitable.

“It's all my fault!" the Bounder mut-
torod miserably. “If I hadn’t been a
fool—a rotter—a beast—I should have
been with wou, father, and then—then
that brute might never have got away
with thig—"

The Bounder could have groaned as
he thought of it.

He had been determined to have lis
own way—and he had had it! By that
wretched trick on his headmaster hie hod

ained his ;l:;nint—hﬂ had had his extra
eave, and he had had his jaunt with
Pon & Co., of Higheliffe, And this was
what had come of it! This!

True, he had never expected that
trickery to come to his father's know-
ledge. But he had risked that; and the
risk had materialized. And instend of
staying with his father, when he came
to Okeham, he had been bidden to go
hiz own way—his own master, since
that was what he wanted !

But for that, he would have been with
his father—he would have been on the
apot. Rance would not then have found
it 80 easy to carry out hia plot, if he
had been egble to carry it cut at all. One
act of thonghtless and self-willed dis-
obedience had led to this disaster!

There was a long silence,

“¥You did wrong, Herbert—you did
very wrong—but % fear that I waos
harder than I should have been!™ eand
Mr. Vernon-8mith, with a sigh, * Let
us forget all about that, my boy.
Herbert, it badly against the gramn
to think yielding an inch to that
rascal, but——"

“Never!" said the Bounder. "I tell

u it's all my fault, and I can stand it

ter than vou can, father. Besides,
We' ve t chances—lota of chances!
Those chaps from my zchool are on the
island—I dare say they're faeiin% pratty
sore with me now, but they'd do any-
thing to help, if they knew—and they
might stumbla on this place!™

*That 18 a very faint hope, Herbert.”

“Thera’s Bunter, too— from what
Rance said it's practically certain that
Bunter saw me rought hero. Ile got
away—

¥ Adnft at sea, Herbert——"

“It's a bhunhdred fo one he will be
picked up! Ten to one he's been picked
up already! Help may be n!raadi on
the way! Even that fat foo! will have
gensa enough to tell what he saw—"

“That is true, Herbert! But—you
heard Rance's threat! If there is danger
of a search he will block the tunnol!
All the more becauze he i3 & coward and
a rat, he will not dare to let us be found
hers if he can prevent it."

“He mayn't be able to gr&ve:nt it! I
don’t care!” said the Bounder dctrz edly.
“I'd perish in this hole before I'd give
in an inch to that cur! But I tell yon,
father, there’s lotas of chances—lota!
While t;'tlem'a lifa there's hope! I tell
FOU—

Mr., Vernon-Smith smiled faintly,



reached round him and lent their aid.

“You're a echip of the oll Llack,
[Merhert! Ie ﬁ'ilil come soon—I1 beliove
I'r-:an hiear someone in the funnel now.
Yrhen he comes——"

“ Leave it to me o answer lum!™ saud
ihe Bounder savagely. “By gum, if I
could get a prip on him! I knocked
hima out in his office at Okeham when
ha refuzed to tell ma whero you warg !
Oh, if I'd guessed ihen—" Smithy
gritted lis teath. * Leave it to me Lo
gnswer the cur!™

M. "'r'u:v-rim]a-ﬂmilh !md:!m?. )

There was an unmistakable sound in
the dark tunnel now. Someono was
coming, and it could only he Rance.

Amithy fixed hiz oyes, gloaming, on
ilhe opening of the tunnel. There was
no doubt about the answer he was going
to give the estate-agent of Okeham
when he came. Bavage words of scorn
and contenpt were on his lips as a
figuro appeared at the opemng of (e
tunnel.

But he did net ulter them,

He stond transflixed, lus oyes bulging,
as he saw, not Elias Rance's rat-like
faca, but the rudf!;; countenance of
Bob Cherry of the Greyiiiars Remove!

He stared in amazement,

Mr. Vernon-Snuth gave so viclent a
sfart that his chain rattled and clinked,
His eves, like the Bounnder's, hulged al
that unexpected sight,

Bob Cherry stepped  in—warly, with
a sticle in his hand—ready for Ranco and
his crow, if lthey wers there, a3 tho
Famous Five naturally expected, never
dregniing  tHhiat anyons alse could he
there, lollowing him came the rest of
the Co. watehful and wary.

“Somithy ™ .

Five woices gasped that name in a
chorus of amazement as the joniors saw
the Boumler of Greyiriarva,

¢ All together, you fellows—shove ! ** exclaimed Bob Cherry, rp]aﬁilng his
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They =staredl at  him—not  merely
amazed, bul uiterly slupefied,
“Smithy!”  repcated Bob, like =a
fellow in a dream. “Te—is—is (hat
Smithy? JIs—i1s—i1s that (he old

Bounder? Are we dreaming tlis#"

“My esteemed Smithy—-" stufioved
ITurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Bmithy!" zpid Harry Wharton, “ Ol
holy smoke! Smithy! What the thuwmp
ara you doing hore, Smithy 7"

“ And—and—and Hmithy's peler!”
stutiared Jﬂhnﬂf Bull, blinking almost
dizzily ab the millienaire. *“Oh crikeyd!™

“What on carlh—" gasped Frank
Nugent,

In sheer siupefaction, Harry Wharton
& Uo. stared at the prisonera of tho
rock-vanlt—or rather goggled at 1her,
Nevar  had  they  been 2o uliecly
astounded. It geemed to them nios
like a strange viston [rom a dream,
than realiby,

They had wonderedd, amd surnsed,
what might ho fhe seeves of ihe soq-
cave, Thay had never dreamed of
anything like this! Never for a mament
had they Lllmlfq,-ht-. of ihe Downder of
{ireyfriays, or his father, in connectim
with it And now——

"You fellows—" Tha Bounded's
voiea came, husky., “ Voo fellowg—--%
Alter the first shock of astanislunont,
hia face brightenad, lis eves danaal.
“¥Father! Only a fow minutesz ago I
said they might sinmble on na——*

“But-bnt what  wha " Rah
Cherry futrly sinitered. “0Oh! That
footprint i the  eave  yeslorday !
Sty 's—"*

“Smithy's ! yopeatedl  ITarey
Wharton, " O0h!  Buat—what—uwlar—
what ave wxon 1wl np like that fer,
Smiihy T Whal—whai—-"

“Ask Rance 17 eaid Boutky,  “Hero,
gob me loaze !  Chil e Joose, Tor sood.

[
. r.'l Rl 3 -

strong shounlders against the roek, His chums
They exerted {heir strengih o the utmost, but the rock dld not shift a fraetlon of

]

ness’ sake! Ranco is coming back—I
waut my lands loose for him when he
aomes | Oh, this is tophole! I tell you,
get mao out of this [

Iarvy Wharton opened his pocket-
knife and cut at tho cords.

In a minute or two Smithy was free—
aching, cramped, stiff from his bonds,
hut with dancing eyes: his hands free,
ready to deal with Elas Ranco when
e camao )

rr—r———

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Desperate Deed !

LIAS RANCE atopped from the
boat, his ratlike eyes watchful
and wary.

Jt was high moon; the spring
sanghinn sireaming down ouw Blackrock
Istand and the blue sca,

Up and down the shore Rumee
glanced—relieved to see that no une
was in sight. After s treachery of
the day before, he knew what to capect
af the Grevivinva fellows, if they camae
on him; and 16 was a relief to see that
they were nowhere near the smpgelers’
Cave,

Ranea Lad returned—for the million.
aire’s answer.  The tide wns owe—he
trad npon the shelving sand to the cave,
and Harker and Coot, after securing
the boa*, followed him,

Dueving  that morning Hance  had
made soma inguivies up and down e
even eoast; and had heard no wews
of Bunter. [t was coertain that the fac
junior had neot drifted ashorn,

2o far Hanee was safo. Buat if {le
fat schoolboy hnd been picked up hv
sotize vezsel at sea he would Innd when
that vessel veached port, and then lie
woield tell what he had  secn—u b

Tie Macxer JipRany.—Na. 1629,
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Ranece did not doubt that he must have
seen.  Had he been picked u]i)ﬁ;

If he had, the police might be at the
cave next day—nay, even by sunset this
day. A search of the smugglers’ cave
was certain—if Bunter wos eaved.
Rance hoped—he tried to believe—that
the chances were against it—and he
had, at any rate, preven Bunter's
friends from starting a search.

If the fat schoolboy had gone down,
all was well for him—he could carry
on with his griginal plan. But if there
was danger, ha wae driven to his last
desperate  vesource—and though s
heart gquaked and his nerves shook, he
was resolved upon it )

That noontide Mr. Vernon-Smith had
to yield. If he yielded, all was clear.
1f he refused, the bottle-neck in the
tunnel would be blocked up, entombing
him. Then, if Bunter's tale was told,
Rinco was safe.

And if, after the passage of days,
nothing was heard of Bunter, if all
proved safe, he could still return to the
sea-cave and open the tunnel sgain.

It would remain blocked, hidden from
oll human knowledge, so long as there
was danger of a search—he was
savapely, pitilessly resolved on that.
Ho had little courage for such a deed;
but e had the vicions desperation of
a rat driven info a corner.

“Thay've been herel” prunied
Harker, and Rance turned back to look
at him,

#Av, ay, they have been ‘ere, and
ihey're ’ero yetl” said Peter Coot.

“Thoe schoolboysi” muttered Rance.

#The wheole garg, and you can lay
to that 1" grunted Harker, Ee poinfed
{o the sand left bare by the tide.

Hance stared down at the many foot-
prinis left by the Famous Iive hardly
an hour befora his landing.

He locked into the shadowy eave
savagely.

1f the schoolboys were there he had
to wait. He could not aszcend the rope-
ladder with eyes on hin, He gritied
his tecth. .

“1 see nothing—hear nothing of
them 1" he snapped. " What makes yon
think that they are still there ?™

Harker gave a grunt.
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zaid.

“Look at them tracks,” he e
lere

“Don’t they all lead inward?
ain't one coming bock.”

“Oh!" muttered Bance.

It was unm:sl:nim!}!e, now that ha
looked at the sign in the sand. The
Greviviara juniors were in the cave;
there was no doubt about that,

He stared in under the rocky arch.
Nothing was to be seen of them,
notliing heard; there was no gleam of a
light, Yet they must be there.

A light in the darkness of the cave
wauld have been visible. If they were
there they +were in zhe dark. Had
their lantern gone out, or what?

Rance looked round at the longshore-
Tiherh Egﬁun

“They must he there ! he muttered.

“You can lay to that!” grunted
Hearker.

“Porhaps not all of them—if only
two or three we c¢an deal with
them " muttered Rance.

Harker shook his head.

“Ii’s the "ole gang!” he mnswered,
“Look at them tracks—eount up to five,
can’t you? Looks as if they was strung
out, like they was earrying something
long and ’eavy—jest look 1"

Rance looked agnin., There was no
daubt of it—five separate sets of foot-

rints were easily picked up in the
evel sand; so deeply imprinted, and
so strung out that it looked, as Harker
eaid. as if the schoolboys had been
carrying something long and heavy,

“The ot of them |" muttered Rance,
“Yos—they are all there! But—but—
I can see no light!”

He stared up the cave again. Ilis
gaze became fixed—irightened.

“Have they—"" he breathed. “Can
they——" ¢ broke off, his lips

palsied, and wiped a damp brow.
“Thev ain't gone up the tunnel”
said Harlker reassuringly. ey
couldn’t! Peter ‘ere had to stand on
uty shoulders the first time when we
fixed up the rope-ladder. They couldn't
tlo it——a monkey couldn't!”
“No!” breathed Rance.
impossible | Yet—"
“They ain't got into the funnel, even

“It is
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if they ever seen it at all,” said Peter
Coot, shaking hie head.

Rance did not answer; he ran into
the cave

1H!;rk-ar and Coot followed him, more
elowly.
_ Neither of the longshoremen bhelieved
it possible for the schaolboys to have
climbed into the gap in the rock wall
at the back of the cave, cven if they
had ever noticed it at &ll; indeed, they
knew that such a climb wap impossible
for the juniors. But there was dread in
Rance's heart.

Ho flashed on his pocket-lamp as he
passed the limit of daylight, and ran
on, breathless

After him the longshorcmen tramped
in their heavy ses boots,

There wad no sound, no sign of the
schoolboys. Where were they, if they
were in the cave—and the {racks at the
entrance Prm’&d fhat all five of {hoem
had gone in since last the tide was up !

Rance, breathless, yeached the roek
wall at the end |

Then he knew—and he staggered,
with a faint ﬂﬁ- The light of his
fAashlamp revealed the old mast, leaning
up against the gap high above as the
juniors had left it—and beside it hung
the rope-ladder !

Every vestige of colour drained from
the wretched man’s face. The light
flickered as the lamp shook in his hand.

“By hokey1” breathed Big larker,
a3 he reached the spot and stared at
the old mast and hanging rope-
ladder.

Pater Coot whistled sofily.

“They—they ave—they arc thers!”
Rance's voies came in jerks. " They—
they brought that pole to elimb-—ihey
found the rope-ladder—they must ho
there now 1™

“You can lay to that!” gronied
Harker., *“They ain't fmm, ar v
ehould see their tracks! They've Duund
tha old lubber and the voung Iubler—-
voul can lay to that, Mo, Rance !

Rance gave a groan,

It was plain now that his sceret had
been discovered; st that very moment,
the Greviriars schoolboys were in the
tunnel above, 1f they lLad not alrcady

reached the rock-vault where his
Prisoners were !
His game was up now, with a

vengaanca !

It was not now the unceriain danger
from Bunter that he had to dread! It
was the absolute certainty that his kid-
napped prisoniers had been found=—that
they would be released and rescued;
that before the sun went down in tho
Atlantic he would be arrested on the
charge of kidnapping. and the charge
of misappropriation of funds! 'T'he
prisonr doors yawned wide for ILElias
Hanrce.

He stagpered against tho rock wall,
imp, ag if hiz knees were failing hiuw.

ﬂﬂ:er and Coot muttered together,
They were not so deep in the mud as
Rancs was in the mire: but they kuew
what the result of this must be to them
—long term: of imprisonment for the
part they had taken in the kidnapping,
Ranee had paid them well for thee
rascally  work-—with  moency  that
belonged te Mr. Vernon-Bmiill, The
two ruffians realised now that they had
mere than earned his pay, as matters
had turned out. They wmuttered
together, with savage, sullen faces.

Hance leaned on the rock, white as
chalk.

All was lost now. All that was left
to him was to save his skin by 8 dread-
ful and desperate deed.

Wever for 8 moment had he dreamed
of so terrible & thing when he had
entered on the E'IipE)r:gy Ipath of crime.

Old Mr. Rance had left him a good



busipess, if he cared to give time and
imilustry to it Uurs to the races had
heen uch move ativactive than dull
davs in the offien—hilliards and late
houra at the Okebain Avma morve agree.
able than early to hed, early fo e
Gambling had led to debt—but even
when he had dipped inte a client's
money to meet pressing debts it bad
been with the intention of vepleeig it
—shortly ! Which led. inevitably, to a
morass of cifliealties—derper  and

deeper—-

Young My Rance had been on the
hrink of rain when M. Vernou-Smith
ecatme fo Dhehiam, sod the funds placed
i b dntds of Ranee & Co. Lad saved
atir=—bmt lefs am the millionaire 1o
deal with ! Foen eame the kidnappmg
—just in {ime Lo provent dizcovery and
areest

Fxen at that slage the wrelchod man
had never dreamed of anvihing worse,
But fatal ztep Followed fatal step—un-
foreseen! And now—-

Now he was not going to screw a full
anequittanes and a heevy vawzom out of
1w kidnapped millionaive! Now he
Irack the chotee of facing penal servi-
tude for what he had done alveady, or
nebding & davker and more dreadful
e !

His face wapa  while=-itiz  hands
shaking.  Bat his mind wa: made up—
By wae a vat jn 2 corner, biting lo the
last,

Ha wade n sign jo Harker and Coot
to follow lim. and clamberod up the
vope ladder, They followed, in silenee,
and he flashed on 1he Jamp and led the
way up the tunnel—to the =pot where
‘t narvowed fo little more than a =lit,
andd the rocky roof eane down low.

Theve I stopped,

"Tho two rufiians Jocked at him, and
tivir awn faces paled.  Beyond that
ttleneck, far beyvond, was the rock-
caulf, wita Hhe millionaire and hia son,
< nd the Grexfriars schoolbors ! Trapped
and centombed, if that outlet was
clazed | i .

There waz a long minute of zilence.

“ Lose ne Lime!” Ranen spoke in a
tow whizper. “If they veturn—before
we are ready—all 1s lost 17

Poeter Coot looked at him  and,
without a word, turned amd walked
Luek the wav he had eome. He, ot any
rafe, wonld have no hand in such a
theerd,

Flarker hestiaied., e was a brute
and & raffian, and he had po likmg for
the zehoolboys who had handled him
pnecremaonionsly cnough,. But he conld
not. do it, and he, too, turned aud fol-
lowed Cloot.

- Ranece was left alone, bLreaibing in
juerks, .
Those benies, thoese ruflians, faced

preson rativer thign have a hoand in suel
u doed.

~ RHance stood by the botileneek, wiping
iz hrow. Then, in the fear that the
~choolboys mignt return, and that 1t
wentld he too late, he moved along to
the spot where the loase houlders lay,
prasped o heavy rock, ond zteained his
steength to move it I moved—ib
piiled—it  erashed 1nte the narrow
vottle-neck of (he tunnel, blocking it!

The crash rang booming in the
hodlows of the chiff.

Then, with feverish haste, he piled
werk on rock., rugged  houlder on
houlider, sweating as he worked with
rerrificd haste. 1o was panting, ex-
haveted, when at lazt be Iimped away
down  the ivnwei—his  fervible  work
dune.

] - ® - ]

Harker amd Coot were waiting at the
hoat,  They did ot speak when ihe
wiire-faced,  shaking  wreteh joined
them; neitber did Rance speak, e
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stepped into the beat, and the long-
shoromen pulled away from Blackrock
Island.

No eve fell on them as they woent.
Far away on the =ca was the brown
sail of a lugger, bearing slowly shore-
ward; the only speck on the houndiess
Atlantie.  Dut only the wheeling sea
birds saw the guilty wretch as he fled.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Entornbed !

L HAT luck!” breailied the

Bounder “0h, what Inck 1"

Smithy's eves danced, Ile

rubbed  numbed | wrists,

jerked at stiffened limbs, grinnivg with
anticipation all the timne.

Rapee had not come vet ! But Rance
wasg coming—and when he came—-

The Bounder of Grezfriars was ready
for him when he come ! M pictured
his kouckles dashing into the sharp
vat-facoe with almost sevage =atisfaction,

Harvy Wharton & (Co. had gathered
round the millionaire.

It had been casy enongh fo  free
Smithy, but the padlock and chain
that seeured the mullionnire were not
s0 easy to deal with., 1t was clear that
careful preparations had been made for
his imprizonment in the rock-vauli—the
}cidmpping of Bmithy had been an wn-
oreseen contingency. : :

“We'll get :;Eq lonse, #ir!" said Bob
Cherry {:h-;e-m'fulIf. “It will take a bit
of lime—but we'll manage it all right.

“And if Rance drops in he wont
stop ug 1 said Harry Wharton., “We'll
collar him when he comes, sir, if you
zav the word 1"

Alr. Vernon-Smith’s plunp face ex-
pressed a grim zatisfaction.

“Do tol” he zaid. “ Ay dear boys,
I carmot zay how glad T am {o =ee you
heve. Rance told me that come of my
suf’s sehooliellows were on {his island—
but he mentioped no -vames Lot
BPunter'z.  Did yon como to Blackrock
for your Easter holidayaI™

“0Ohl Scort of 1" stanunered Bob.

The Famous Five had rather for-
gotten the trick that Smithy had slz:iw:d
on them. Now they were reminded of
it by the millionaire’s question they
didd not want to put Smathy’s  father
wise on that subjeet, 3

But the Bounder broke in. i

“It was my doing, father!™ he said
quictly, “I had a row on with thesc
fellows, and stranded i1hem on  the
island with Bunter to get cven”

Mr. Vernon-Bmith geve a grunt,

“T noed not ssk who was to blame in
(he quarrel, Herbert I ho zaid dryly.

o 1 satd Smithy, in the same quict
tone,  “You need nof, father! But
1’1l tell vou, all the sama! They found
out sbout that rolten iriek I played to
get my extra Jeave before Faster, and
bumped me in my study for it—az I
jolly well deserved.” ‘

SO0 said Mr. Vernon-Smiih.

“ 1 peedn’t tell them ' zorry~—iley
can  guess that much!™® added the
Bounder, “It was rotten—*though T did
nat think so at the time. 1f any fellow
here wants to ponch my head for it
e can get going.™

Haﬂ'_‘,fg Wﬁgrmn langhed.

“We were all goiug to punch your

head, next term, Smthy '™ Lo said,
“That iz, when we first gof Jlanded and
stranded  here,  But the fact is, we
haven't had a bad time, plaving Crusoe,
and we'd rather forgotteu all about it.™

“FThe punchiulnesz waa gpoing to be
terrific, wy estecmed Smitliv! Bub in
the esteemed  cirenmstaneces the Forgoet-
fulness and the forgivelulness ave the
l‘.nm;u:-r_ caper” declaved Hurree Jamsct
tanr Singh.
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Boom ! came a deep, echoing zounid
from tho, rock tunnel.

The juniors all slarted and starcd
round.

“Halle, bhallo, hallal What
that *™ gjacniated Bol Chevry. )

“Bounded like a fall of rock ! =aud
Franlk Nugent. “A good dislance
awav, if i% was "

The Greyviviars fellows listened,

Fuaintly, vaguely, echoes came along
the tumel, ubt the sounds dicd 1o

Wis

atlence.
"Not Rance yet, ranvlmw !"t saicl
Rob. “By gum, it will be a bit of o

surprize for the dear man if he lwrges
i while wa're hoere.  Collar him as
snon as he shows his nose. ™

“¥ou bet [

“Leave that fo me ! said  ihe
Bounder, his eyes glittering.,  * Ranee
won't want munch ceollaring after I'va
finished with the rat. By gum! I

shall be glad to see him agamm! Can
you got mmy father loose ?*
“1 fancy =0 ! answered Bob, “We

can't bust the chain and we can’t gek
it off that rock—but I think we can
handle the radiuﬂk. If yowll stand
clear, giv, I'll try my stick on it."

The millionaire stretelied out hia
foot so that the padlock rested on the
rocky flogr :

Bob swiped it with his cudgel.

Crack, crack, ecrack! landed swipe
itf;:rr swipe, and the padlock burst at
a5T.

Ale. Vernon-8mith shook himself free,

“That's that!” said Boeb, " Wo can
et out of this now, sir. and wait for
ance in the cavel We want o sce
the dear man—not only because
Bmithy’'s walting to push hiz features
ihmuﬁg the back of his head, but we
shall have to bag his boat to get off the
island.”

el suppose there’s no doubt that he's
coming I asked Harry., "We ecan's
got off Blackrock without a boat™

“He eaid so 1" angwered Mr. Vernon-
Bmith. I fancied that it was Rance
when I heerd you boys coming through
the tunnel, He was coming back onee
more, for my answer to hiz demaudsl
He is, I think, sure to come.”

“Then we'll bag him in the eave,
whoen he does, and collar his boatl”
aaidd Harry, “We'll take him ashorve
with us, and hand him over to the
police, sie,™

“ Exactly 1" zaid Mr. Vernon-Sinith.

Bob ligﬂt:&d the lantern again, and
stepped out of the rdck-vault into the
runnel, His friends followed him. amd
Herbert Vernon-Smith  followed on
with hia fathor.

It seemed “ali clear™ to the Crey-
friara party now. If Rance did not
come Lhey had to waib at the cove for
the boat from Potkelly, in & few days
time. But i he came, ha would fall
into their hands, and lus boat wonld ba
at theiv dizpos=al, Ranee would go back
io the mainland, & prisoner 1n his own
hoat. It was n very cheery and =ealis
ficd pariy that threoded the winding
way along .the rock tunncl, following
Bob with the lantern,

Tho greater part of the distance had
heen traversed, when Bob came (o o
suddon hult, with o startled faee.

“(3h, my hat!” he exclanned.

“YWhat's up?¥

“ ook 7 said Bob, in a low vejco.

“What s it?” came Mr. Vernen
Smith’s voiee from behind., ™ Why do
vyl not procecd §

*“The way's blocked, sirl”

“What ¥

The nulbonaire pushed forward., Tle
eolour wavered in his face as he looked,
Where the tunnel narrowed and Joweeed
to a hottlo-neek, fhe way was blockad
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by a mass of rock, Ho remembercd
Rance'a threat.

“ Good heavena I he muitered. *That
villain——"

“That noise we heard——" breathed
Boh, *“By gum! It was this rock
falling——*

Harry Wharton set hia lips.

“It never fell,” he said. “It's been
pushed in from the other side. Put
that lantern down, and let’s shove, all
togethor 1

t was not easy to get at the obstrue-
tion in the narrow space. But Bob
Cherry’'s strong shoulders were planted
against it, and his chums re
round him and gobt their hands on it
giwl they oll pushed together, exerting
thoir strength to the utmast,

The rock did nob shift & fraction of
an inch, Heavy as it was, that con-
contrated effort would have moved 1t
had it stood there alone; but it did
not show a sign of moving. They did
not need telling that other rocks were
piled against it, and they did oot need
telling whose hands had piled them.

“Rance " breathed the Bounder.
“He must have come—Rancel Hae
must have known you fellows Lhad come,
then—and now—now—->"

The Bounder broke off.

In the glimmering lantern-light, the
trapped schoolboys looked at one
another with paling faces. There waa
no outlet, save by the tunnel, and the
tonnel was blocked with immovable
rocks. ]

In deep silence, they looked at one
another’s paling faces—knowing that
they were entombed in the heart of the
rroat cliff of Blackrock.

———y

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Redwing To The Resecue !

ITLY BUNTER blinked—and
blinked again—througli his hig
spectacles.
There was a puzzled pucker in
Bunter's fat brow,

Under the red sunset, the lugger,
with the boat towing hind, waa
standing in towards the «cliffis of
Devonshire,

_Billy Bunter looked in vain for a
sigh of & sesport, or any human
habitation, If this was Bideford, it
did not look as Bunter had expected
that ancient port to leok. Bunier could
sec no sign of o mga?:rrt, or of any
shipping, or any builg ineg; But there
was something strangely famniliar in the
soaving cliff that jutfed into the red of
the sunset. )

“1 sar, Redwing—" squeaked the
fat Owl.

Redwing did not answer., He had
hardly spoken to the fat Owl zll davy.
It was useless to fell Bunter what he
thonght of him, and not very useful to
boot him round the Ingger.

“T.ook  here!” howled Bunfer.
“Where are we getting? That looks to
me just like that rotten island again !”
; pl(% John glanced at him, and smiled
nintly.

“That’s Blackrock,” Lie said.

“Oh crikey! What the dickens havoe
we come here fori” demanded Bunter.
“You said you were gm_ng into Bida-
ford, you fathead, Redwing [¥

“Oh, dry up ¥ enapped . :

All day the lugger had been brating
back over her former comrse. Every
Lour, every minute, had been erammed
with anxiety for Tom Redwing.

What lmg happened to his chum?
TFrom what he had learned {from
Dunter, it looked like Lkidnapping.
Whatever 1t was, lus chum had been
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taken at niglt. a bound prisoner. into
the eave under the groat oliff of Black-
roclt. Me could Lardly have been faken
there uniess o was to remaiu there,
a prisoner. Tom's only thought was to
get to ithe cave, withont lesing a
moment after so much time had already
been wasted by iho fab Owl's faluous
stupiciiy,

Buniey Dlinked ab the soaring eliff
again. Then be tarped his speetacles
on Tow onee more,

“You slly clhuwnp! Wharrer vou
come back here for®” he sgueaked.
*If you've corme here for Wharton and
his lot, I think vou might have landed
me frst | Chey've been on that beastly
island long enougl to stay a day or
two longer, Besides, they like it, I
don't suppose ibwy want to be taken
Gﬁ'jl‘]‘

“Be guict, vou ful ass!”

“Beast! I can joliy well tell you
you've had yonr frouble for nofhing 1"
hooted . Bunter.  “Smithy thonght ho
was pulling theiv leg a treat silen he
stranded them there—but they liked it
all right—it’s the sort of thing they do
like, silly asses like those chaps | -They
wouldn't leave the izland when Ranco
ordered them off—they said they were
going t?’ stick there till the end of ilo

Qg

Redwing locked at him,

It had not apparently oceurred to
Bunter that Redwing had made Black-
rock Tsland in the lugger to seck for
his chimn.

Bunter had not really had time to
g;‘!-'ﬂ the maticy muech thought; he had
been ocoupied during mest of the day
in d”?“m-?hl!:f the. Ingger's store of
provisions and snoring beiween meals,

And i Bunter wanted somelling to
think about, he had hiz own affairs fo
occupy his. fat mind—for even if he
landed at Bideford, it was rather s
problem how lie was going farther,
with nothing bul & Freuch peony to
see him through !

Whether Tom edwing had  awy
money, and whelher 3 he had he
wonld lend some o Bunter, was r%uil'r.-
enough for the fat Owl to think about
—nng‘ a much more urgent matter than
ativthing that could have happened to
Herbert Vernon-Bmith—in  Bunter's
opinion, at lepst!

“¥ou fat idiot ! zaid Tom, In his
keen anxiety, he secmed {0 have quite
lost  his  wusual  patience with the
exasperating Owl, “"Look! Is thal the
cave I

“The cavel” repeated Dontor. He
blinked at the scaring ecliff, but the
dark opening of the cave unffl-:*r it was
bevond his range of vision. 1 can't
see 1t! It's under that chiff, though—I
Iknow that chiff, blow 1! I climbed up
it onee from the island side, and when
I asked those boeasta to help me, that
idiot Bob Cherey lugged me along by
my oar——"

“That's the place, Tom!” said old
John Redwing. “And with the tide
running in we shall lay the lugeger
E]D?-'E EII h

“What are you going to the cave
for?” asked Buuter.

“For BSmithy, you utler idiot:”
growled Tom.

Bunter blinked at him. Thiz did nos
semn sense to Bunter! Bunter woas not
feeli:alﬁ specially anxious about Smithy.
It h not oceurred to lus fot bram
that Redwing was.

“Well, that's rot 1" said the fat Owl.
*“You could have told & policeman
when we got to Bideford, I was going
to, a5 1 said. I don’t see what you
want to come here yourself for We
ci:m!ﬂ have got to Bideford before
this 1M

‘:%{Hut 54
‘on_ean eall a fellow names ™
snorted Buanter, “DBut 1 think it's rok
—wallowing about in this putrid old
tub to frt back to this beastly old
island all day long! T've seen as inueh
8s 1 want of this filthy island, aud 1
can tell you so. I'd mmch rather hie
gone on to Bideford.”

* ¥ool I

s that what you've Doen shirie
ﬂui:;ug- all day ¥ asked Bunter, furiln-
culightenmout dawning on s podss
Brain. It's Tike },nﬁ’; I nmﬂtlsm--{
llun]-;ulrgl ::fl I'imt'Tli.pM[-._ Smithy—I il
vou might have thooglt of or e
I really think thntl'F Rtz
“Will von shmt up?®
Y No,” answered Euntﬂr firmly, 1
won't! I call it rotten—leeping n
fellow on this old tub just becapse of
Smithy! And I ean jolly well tell you
that I shall expeet you to run inlo
Potkelly—that's the heavest place--atul
landt me there! You can't expect na
to stick on this Ingger till you gek 1o
Bideford, after wasting all this fime !

Tom Redwing made no answer tuo
that. 1le took the tiller from his fathor
and John Redwing handled the saif
==both of them eyeing the shore with
walehiul eyes as the lugger drew closes
i,

The sail dropped, and the lugger
floated in on the tide till old Johm ler
the hook go. Then Tom grasped the
tow-rope and pulled the towed bosl
wlong=ide,

The sen was washing in at the eave-
mouth, but there was no depth for the
tugger., The vessel swung to her cablo
at & distance from the citf, aud Lou
dropped 1nlo the boat.

Ilis father handed down & lanters,
atck tossed in a couple of belaymg-pins.
Whether  Smithy was & guarde
i::nﬁ-‘.:lml' in_the eave, ey und nee
anen 3 but 1f the two ruflians Bunk.
bad  deseribed were still with  hiw,
Tom and his father were ready to dea!
with themn.

_ Billy Buater eyed all these
ings with diguificd disapproval

It was clear that both the Redwing:
were thinking wholly and selely ol
Tonm's chum—and neot giving William
George Bunter—so much more i
portant a }ger_snn—n single, solitary
thought ! unter  reflected bitierly
thai it was what he really mizght have
expected of them i :

“1 suppose you're not going o
leave mo hero alone ! yapped Buater,
as old John followed his son imo Lhe
boat, _ . .

“Jump in, but be quick about 1t !™
snapped Tom.

“T'd rather stay here, if one of you
woul A i ]

“Cast off, Tom ! saicd John Redwing.

“Hold on—-I'm cowming!” howled
Bunter. And he rolled inte the boar,
stumbled, and sat down with a bump
that made it reel against the lugger.
“Wow IV

Even then, Towr did not scem to
realise that Bunier mutteved ! Leaving
Lim sprawling unnoticed, he cast oif
the rope and pushed olll

0ld Jolm took the cars and g:llud.
and Tom steered; and Billy Bunier
gsornmbled up, breathless with indigna-
tiomn,

He sat in silent wralh az the Dboat
ulled inte the snugglers' cave ol

lackrock. Deep and dark and gloomy,
it stretched into the eliff, far beyoend
the red rays of the setling sum.

Hilly Bunicr blinked round L v
ensily in the deep shadows.

“Ow " purgled Bunter, as the boat
bumijred o1 Lhe sand.

Tom and his father trampled out

roceel



vough ihe shallow water. and Tom
g:rf.amﬁzd impatiently to Bunter to
follow. : . .

“If you thmll:: I'm !mng in‘geE n:;.r
fect wei—" began Dunter, in tones
tremmnlons  with  indignation.  “Owl
Leggo, you beast ™ 1

-h?;:?n Redwing grasped bim and
hooked him  out the beat with a
swing of his powerful arm Then the
hoat. was dragged up ow? of reach of
the - tide.

Tom lighted the lntern. 1
Hnthing but reck and sand met his

eyes as he held up the light and looked

mﬂ?ﬂ} Bunter blinked at the spot
where Big Harker had had his camp,
Bue pe signs of it remamed. 1

Tom moved on up the cavern with
hia father. Billy Bunter, unwilling to
ba left alone in the dark, rolled afier
them. Only silence and darkness met
themm as  they tramped up the
smmgelors’ cave to the end.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
What Bunter Knew !

OM RBEDWING  flashed the
lantorn light on the rock wall
that barred all further pro-
gress, :

Old John scanned it and shook his
grizzled head.

Billy Dunter grunted. Bunter was a
Liitlo breathlcoss,

He pointed with a fat finger.

Tom looked at him and fashed the
light up at the dark gap high above.
A'hen ho looked at Bunter again.

Smithy had heen therg—a prisoner.
But after the lapse of time, was he sull
theva?  The vecky cave was utterly
slent, desevied. ,

“Vau think thoy took Smithy up
there, Bunter?” asked Tom, puzzled.

“T jolly well know they did | said
Buanter. “You see, I heard one beast
say to the other beast that he wanted
iha nother beast to help him wp with
Zmithy.”

“Up ™ repeated Tom.

Ho stared up at the gap, Then he set
down thn lantern. There was no sign
of*the pole that Harry Wharton & Co.
had used, ‘Rance had taken care, before
b went, of that, and of the rope-
ladder. Both had long age been clid
intn deep watoer, .

“I reckon you can make it, Tom, on
my shoulders,” satd old John, scanning
rhe wall. “Tt don't look likely to me,
it if the hoy i3 hid away in that
rranuy we've got to knoew. You can
make "

Tha zturdy old =silorman braced
himself againzg the rock, (o take tho
wergdht,

Tom was on his
ilmost in a moment.

From that height he was able to
‘muke it,” as old John expressed ii.
Even with such a lift, few fellows
sould have climbed tho steep rock, but
tho  =atlorman’a son been ag-
casiomed to climbing the steep cliffs
at Hawkseliff from childhood. Even
ro ‘Tom Redwing, it was not easy, but
e mada it
© da clambered, at last, into the gap.
huneeling on the edge he dvew up the
lantern with a cord.

Then he disappeared from sight.

id John end Bunior were left in
ueap darkness below,

It was five or six minutes hefore the
Nght'  reappoared, and Tom's  face
Ew}-:?_d down again, :ct with dizappoint-
L Cad )

NG T asked old Jalin, looking
ug.

hroad shoulders

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Nothing !” answered Tom. “ There's
a sort of tunnel runs back into the

cliff about six fathoms—only rock
he:ﬁmnd.” . -
% Id'&’ I:;i” nothing—

Ei"‘j’ Bunter hlinked up at him.

“Ain't the rope-laddoer there?” he
askod.

Tomn stered down at the upturned
fat face.

“Tho what?®” he repeated.

“The rope-ladder,” answered Bunter.
“The one Rance used, you know.”

“There's no rope-ladder hera. There's
nothing here-—no sign thet anyone lias
over been in the place. Whet do yol
mean, you fat ass i

“0Oh, really, Redwing—"

“What do you mean, Bunter? 1 tell
yon there is nothing up here—>"

“I expect they've shifted it, then”
said Bunter. “I jolly well know ithat
Rance went up theve on & rope-ladder,
becguse I saw him. He hooked the
ond down with o boathook when he

wanted it

“Rance I repeated Tom. “Was
that before they brought Smithy
hora 1

“0Of eonrse it was !* grunted Bunter.
“You sea, I was up thiz end of the
cave first, to keep out of that beast
Harker's way. ou can bet I never
let Rance see mo when he came. But
I jolly well saw him; ho had a lantern,
ou know. And I jolly well saw him
wok a rope-ladder down and elimb up
and pull 1t up after him.”

“Oh 1" oxclaimed Tom,

“He dropped, whon he came back,
and left the ladder up there,” said
Bunter. “Sure it ain’t there now?”

“There's nothing here ! said Tom.
“Is" that why you thought they had
taken Bmithy up this way "

“"Eh? Of coursa! When that beast
Harker said to (he other beast that he
wanfod the other beast to land him
a hand up with S8mithy I jolly well
knew where thoy were going to park
him. "

Tom caught his breath.

_He had explored that tunnel with (he
light, as far as it went. Further pro-
gress had been blocked by solid vocks.

Was it possiblo——-

Rance had celenlated well. To all
appearance, tho tumnel in the <liff
ended where it was blocked. No wolce,
no sound of konocking, could penetrate
ihrough that solid mass. om had
lurned back, as any aother searcher
would have turned back.
=ign - that any foot had ever trodden
there—no reason to suppose that that
gap had ever Deen entered. But
nc.w-u-.._- . - -

Rance, with all his ¢unning, Jid not
know what Bunter knew,

That tha fat schoolboy in Harkoe's
IMankets at tha mouth ofyllm cave, had
seen. Herbert Veornon-Smith land with
his kidnappers, he gsed. DBut ihat
earlier he himself - had been watched
by the fat junior he did not know, and
hiad never snspected for a moment.

But for Billy Bunter, and what
Billy Bunter had seen, his schome
would have been perfectly sound, and
ho never dreamed, for a moment, ihat
it was not so.

But now——

Tom Redwing picked up the lantern
again. _ His face was white.

Old John's -voico came quietly from
elaw.

“1f tho lad's gob it right, Tom, that
lubber's hole up there was nsed by some
of the crow. I rtechkon you waut to
make sure.”

Tom nodded, and turned into tha
tunnel again.

Tf Billy Binier had szcen & rope

There was no-

of

lidder fixed at the gap and one of tl
gang using it, it meant that that {uwms
in the cliff was used by thoem—it nwerrao
that Herbert Vernon-Snniih had heen
thare, Did i shican thay he was thero
still?

Tom's keen eyes scanned the rocliz on
either side a5 D went slowly on again
up the tunncl. DBub the rock was sobid
and unbroken. He reached the Llocked
end again.

There was no sign that that stack
of rocks had vot been ihero from tune
immenidrial, that human hand  had
ever touched them. Noosipgn that theie
wis anything boyond bur solid cliff,
Well, indesd, lind Rance calewlated.

Bub what Bupter had seen he had seen.
Tom knew ndw that the kidl].ti}pvrf
had been ibeve, though they had Jefy
no Fgin’ Setting down the Tantern, he
examined that stack of vocks., If there
was something beyond- if that was how
the kidnappers hid thow prizoner—

He found that the rocks would move
as he dragged. He rolted back a bonlder
from the bottle-neck, e dragged
down another, and rolled 11 away., Aowd
now he knew that they were all loose
rocks, piled and stacked, Tar fvom 1l
soligd mass they had scemed o be.

e dragged away vock afrer rook.
panting, gasping, tweless.  1E thare waq
a' furrher way heyvond—-

THE TWENTY-5ECOND CHAPTER.

Saved !
ki ARK I
Bob Cherry breathed the
waord.
In the rock {funnel the

Famous Five sfood, their faces pala in
tho gléam of their lantern. )

Again_and again they had tried their
strength on the rocky bavrier—utterly
in  vain.  Hours—that seemed hike
weary days—had passed since they had
found themselves entonbed 1n the
heart of the great clhiff,

They leancd on the rocky walls
exhausted by their vain efforts.

The Bounder was raging like o
ca animal, the Famous Five were
subdued. Mr, Vernon-Smith sat on a
bonidar, his fat face pale,

All knew what had happened—ihat
Rance had shut them in, to perish, to
cover up his crimes. They knew if, yet
it was hard to realise—and they had
not given up hope. But the eir, shut
off from the sea winds 1n the cave,
Was gmwin% heavy; and every ellort
to_shift the barring rocks had failed,

Dead silence veigned in the rock
tunnel. broken only by the herce mut-
teringa of the enraged Bounder., ‘Then
suddenly, through that deep, dead
silence, came a sound.

“ Hark [

‘They staried, anc listened.

It was a sound from beyond that
rocky barrier,

“Rance ! breathed Nugtnt.

The same thought was in all their
minds. The estate-agent of Okcham
had retwrned. Who else could it be?
The sounds grew lounder; ihey knew
now that the vocks piled against the
bottla-neck were being dragged and
rolled away on the other sude.

Louder and sharper camwe the soumls
of volling rocks. meons was there—
someone was clearing tha bavriey from

their path,

Beb Cherry shoutbed,

“Hallo, hallo, halls1*

They listened as the booming echoes
died away., It seemed to them ihat

~they caught a veturmng szhout, faing

throngh the rocks, _
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