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THE SECRET OF THE ISLAND!

A Splend_id Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim's.

By MARTIN

CLIFFORD.
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Tom Merry & Co. lIooked at Arthur Augnstus IFArey as he sat in draggled disarray upon the raft,
‘“Naturally, as there
And the Juniors roared.

fail to sce anythin’ to gwin at1" said U Arey.

CHAPTER 1.
A Hot Chase,
F_\TTT WYNN of the Now House looked eautiously

out of .the ii;.-urh".:'._‘. of the -[-|.r-].-_-..h.-|.:; at B5t. Jun's.

Futty Wynn had been making purchases—oxtensive
purchases. An enormous lunch-basket stood on the counter,
crammed 80 full thet the lid would hardly close. Dame
Taggles had been busy for a quarter of an hour packing
that basket under Fatty Wynn's superintendence. Now
that it was ready, Fatty was looking out to make sure that
the coast wis clear, There was an expression of AnxXMLYy
upon his plump face,

II"jL,'.'L',Iﬂ:'_- tl'[ll{-"':'l."‘r'l‘, his 4'1|1II|!|-, hunel Tiane down tio ”-H. h“”_,
houss to et the skiff out, Farty Wynn was to join them
thers with the lunch-basket. It waa a half-holiday st St
Jim's, and Miggins & Co. of the New House had planned
an oxcursion up the river,

Fatty Wynn had been entrusted with the COMIMEszariat
department—his experience in that line was long and varied
With a happy and beaming face he bad superintended the
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“1 uttahly

s no looking-glass handy ! ™ said Lowther.
{Sce Chapter 2. )

packing of the lunch-basket. But now a doubt assailed him
at the last moment
" Suppose those School House bounders should spot me,

and raid the giddy basket Fatty murmured.

The thought made him turn quite eold,

He peered cautiously out of the doorway, It was time
for caution. To raid a tremendous feed like that would be
a g score for the School House juniors, the deadly rivals
of Figgins & Co.; and if they spotted Fatty Wynn staggering
awuy under the consignment of tuck, there was no doubt
that there would be a rush.

Fatty's plump face fell as he Jooked round the old guad.

Tom Merry and Mannéers and Lowther, the Terrible Threo
of the Shell, were standing under the old elms in full view,
chatting together. Blake and Herries and Dighy could be
seen sunning themsolves on the steps of the School House.
Arthur Augustus IXAroy was crossing the quadrangle
towards the l'll-l'*]-;.-hufl with his usual 5[_-_.[4.-'[:11 tread, has oy
gluss gleaming in the sun

“My hat!"” murmured Fatty Wynn. “ A rezulnr hornets'
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nést of the bounders!
I'm done "

. He turned back into the tuckshop in dismay. He was
still debating the knotty problem when the elegant figure
of Arthur Auvgustus ID'Arcy framed itself in the doorway.
The swell of 8t. Jim’s turned his famous monocle first upon
Fatty Wynn, and then upon the enormous lunch-basket on
the counter. :

‘* Baa .{‘mw:- " said Arthur Augustus. :

Fatty Wynn grus;lmd the lunch-basket, and swung it down,
and prepared to make a dash for it.

Arcthur Augustus grinned gepially, and blocked up the
doorway with his elegant form,

“ Looks like wathah a big feed, Wynn, deah boy—what !"
he remarked,

“ Rats " growled Fatty Wynn,

“Pway don't be watty, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus
cheerfully. *“ That's wathah a heavy basket for you to
cawwy., Wait a minute, and I'll call some of the felluhs
to help you. Then you won't have to cawwy it fah—only
ax fah as the School House, [Ha, ha, ha !

"“Look here—""

Arthur Augustus turncd round and called into the quad.

“Bluke! Tom Mewwy! Buck up! This way—"

The next moment Arthur Augustus gave a roar. Fatty
Wynn had made a rush for the doorway, swinging the
basket. The basket crashed against the fﬂﬂgunt higure of
the swell of the Fourth, and he went rolling into the goad.
His elegant straw hat flew off in one direction, and his eye-
glass in another, and Arthur Augustus measured his length
upon the ground, and gasped : .

‘“‘ Bai Jove!"

Fatty Wynn scrambled over him, leaving the marks of his
boots upon Arthur Augustus’s hitherto
spotless * clobber,” and rushed for the
gates.

Arthur Augustus sat up, panting.

“Bai Jove! Wescue, deuh boys!
U...".!FI

There was a ghout from the School
House fellows. Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther came up withy .a rush.
Arthur Augustus jumped up just as they
reached him, .and there was a collision.

The swell of 8t. Jim's went down

And if they spot the lunch-basket
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and gasped again as he found that the thicket was a thorny
O,

Fatty Wynn gave a little breathless gurgle of lllu;._l:]itar, and
sped down towards the river again. In the distance he
could see the skiff rocking by the landing-raft, with Figgins
and Kerr in it.  Fifty yards more to safety! Fatty Wynn,
encumbered ns he was, ran as he hind vever run on the cinder-

ath.

Pﬂm at the school gates came a whooping crowd of 8chool
House juniors. Manners and Lowther ‘Ee-rgl the van, After
them came Arthur Augustus D'Arey, considerably ruffled
and dusty; and, further behind, Blake and Herries and
Digby, and after the Kangarco and Reilly and two or three
more. Quite a little army of School House fellows had
spotted the lunch-bazsket, and joined in the chase.

Tom Merry scrambled out of the thicket just as Manners
and Lowther came up.

“ After him!" he shouted., * They've got a boat there,
the bounders!  We'll have the bout and the lunch !

“Hurrah !"'

The Terrible Three sprinted down to the river.

Fatty Wynn was gasping like an ancient bellows us he ran
out on the raft. Figgins and Kerr, standing up in the boat,
were watching the chase with anxious eyes. Figgios had
an oar all rfnﬁ}' to push off. The Terrible Three were only
three or four yards behind Fatty now, and D'Arcy was close
on their traces. It was a race to a finish.

“ Buck up, Fatty!"" roared Figgins,

“Put it on!"” shricked Kerr.

“ Goooooh ! gasped Fatty,

With a final effort he reached the edge of the raft, and
hurled the lunch-basket into the boat. Kerr caught it, and
put 1t down.

“Jump!"” wvelled Figgins.

Tom Merry's hand wus outstrotehed ;
his finger-tips touched Fatty Wynn's
shoulder, But before his grasp could
close Fatty leaped into the boat. The
little skiff rocked und plunged as the
Fourth-Former's weight was saddenly
dumped into it, and Fatty rolled
over breathlesely in the bottom, Tom
Merry did not pause. He was about
to spring, when the end of Figgine's
oar tapped him on the chest, and ho

again, with Monty Lowther sprawling » went backwards on the raft with a
!.J‘;'HI' hi“l_l.:u m:id Matﬁnfim eprawling over - OF - I}un!h%. - ; i W
Monty wther. "Avcy gave an an- ' ““No admittance except on business!’
guished gasp as he collapsed under the T“E GE“ Lihr ary' grinued Figgins,
two Shell fellows, NEXT WEEK “ Ha, ha, hat"

“ Ow-w-w-w-w I"' . Figming pushed off.

“0Oh, you ass!” stuttered Lowther.
“You frabjous chump!” gasped
ANTErs,

Tom Merry avoided the ecollision and
dashed on in pursuit of Fatty Wynn. That plomp vouth
was making for the gates at top speed, in spite ol the weight
of the basket.

Fear is said to lend wings, and the fear of having that big
feed raided certainly lent wings to Fatty Wynn. He fairly
flew, Heo reached the gates before Tom Merry reached him,
and pelted on down the path to the river,

* Stop !"* roared Tom Merry. * That's our basket ! Stop!"

“ Rats!"" panted Fatty Wynn.

He rushed on. But Tom Merry was upon hin now., The
Bhell fellow's grasp fell upon the fat Fourth-Former's
shoulder, and he was swung round.

“ Got you !" grinned Tom. ** Now hand over the loot—"

Fatty Wynn was desperate,

Tustead of handing over the loot, he handed out an upper-
cut with his left. It caught Tom Merry on the point of the
chin, and took him quite by surprise,

“ Grooh ! gasped Tom,

He crashed backwards into a thicket, and sat down there,
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Manners and Lowther halted on the
edge of the raft. The guickly widemng
interval of water made them pause—as
well as the ocars wielded by Kerr and
It had been a close thing, but Figgins & Co. had
Wynn sat up in the bottom of the bost and

ﬁiml raiders. But Arthur Augustus was
He ecame right on with a rush.

“ Jump aftah me!"

Figgins,
nsc?ugped. Fatty
grinned at the ba
not to be baffled.

“Come on, deah boys ! he shouted,

“Stop! You can't do 1t!"”

“Wats 1" y

And Arthur Augustus jumped, ;

The boat was rocking away now, and the distance
increased.  Arthur Augustus jumped valiantly, and dropped
a vard short of the boat and jisﬂ[}*flﬂnrﬂd into the water.

There was a yell of laughter from Figgins & Co., and
from the crowd of fellows on the raft:

" Ha. ha, hs 1"

Arthur Augustus’s head came up, and his watery eyes
biinked round in astonishment as he struck out.

“Ha, ha, ha! Go it, Gussy !"”

“Come back, you ass!” shouted Jack Blake, arriving
breathless on the edge of the raft.

“Wats !" gasped D’Arcy. “Follow your leadah, deah boys !”

And he struck out for the boai.

Figgins was vowing now, and Arthur Augustus had no
chance whatover of getting near the boat unless the New
House jumiors chose. Kerr picked up o htmtlumk,‘ and
whispered to Figgins; and Figgy slacked down., D'Arcy
drow near, and Kerr reached out, and hooked the boatheok
into his collar, _ .

¥ Qaved ! exclaimed Kerr dramatically.

“1ia, ba, ha!” _

“ Bai Jove!" Arthur Augustus wriggled on the boathook
like & newly-hooked fish. “ (lweat Beott!  Leggo, you
boandah! Ow! You're wuinin® my jacket! Gwooh!”

“1'm saving vour life!” grinned ﬁvrr. "“1It's all right;
we sha'n't let you sink. I'm going to trail you after the boat
all the way."”
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A roar of laughter from fifty throats grected the hoat as it came round the bend in the river,
Look at the giddy zebras ' yelled Levison,

—— e — I — —

“ Hn, ha, ha "

“You uttash wottah '
way on now, and
water for a
*'Gwo-ooh |
Gwoo! Oh!™

“Ha, hn, ha 1"

Fortunately, the collar of I Arey’s jucket gave wav. and
the boathook came free, with a frasmont of cloth upon it.
The swell of 3t. Jim's was left behind, swimming and gasp-
ing. He struggled back to the raft, and Blake, langhing hke
a hyena, stoopod and gave him a hand ashore. The swell of
St. Jim's was dragged on the raft, quite breathless and
cxhausted, and he collapsed in a Emnl of water.

Kerr waved the boathook., with the fragment of I Arev's
jacket on it, triumphantly, as the New House skiff pulled
away up the river. And ¥iggins & Co., with one vowoe, sent
back a vell at their rivals

““ Who's cock-house of St. Jim's' Yah!"

And then they were zone.

CHAPTER 2.
Run Down,

OM MERRY & Co. looked at Arthur Augustus, as he
sat in draggled disarray upon the raft and grinuned.

They could not help it i
Arthur Augustus was a picture, but quite in contrast to the
picture he usually presented to the eve,

Gwoooh ! The bont was gelting
Arthur Aurustus ih-u!l]:l}ﬂ".]:-'-!' unider the
moment, He ecame up, red and gasping,

Leggo! I wefuse to be twailed aftaly the ¥l

New House !

NEXT
WEDNESDAY—

e —

“THE RIVAL PATROLS!"

“Ha, ha, ha! |
(Ses Chapter 3) '

There was a bir gash tern in his eclegant jackel by the
boathook, and he was soaked to the skin, and he sat in a pool
of water.

Anid he was wrathy,

" 1 uttahly fail to see anythin® to gwin at !

L

" he exclaimead.
Naturally, as there's no locking-zlass handv." agzreed
Monty Lowther. * But we ecan sce it—and we'll take thae
liberty of smiling.”

And the juniors smiled loudly,

“1 wegard vyou as asses' said 1Y’ Arey, serambling to his
fret, and squelching out water. * My clothes are uttahly
wumed, And those boundahs have got off. 1f vou fellows
had followed my lead we should have capchahed them, and
looted the lunch-basket. Now they are goin' to pienic up
the wivah.” :

“ Are they ! murmured Tom Merry. “1 fancy this is
where we come in. (Gussy, old man. if you don't want to
catch cold, you'd better go and change vour clobber. "

“ ¥aas, wathah! Buot we are not gom’ to lot those Now
House boundahs have the gwin of us, [ presume? Wait till
| have changed my clobbah, and T will lead vou to vic towy,
deah boys. We will go aftah the boundahs and wun them
down."

“Good egg "

Y

exclaimed Blake.
1 sha'n't keep you waitin' monh than half an hour™
added Arthur Auoustus,

“*1 don't think you willLl" assented Tom Merrv. “ In fact,
I don't think vou will keep us waiting at all. Out with the
boat, you chaps!™
1THE Gen Lisnary.—No. 329
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“Weally, Tom Mewwy & :

“ No tume for jaw, Gussy, old man. We'll hear you do
your chin-wag turn when we come back,” said Lowther,

“ Come and change vyour clothes, fathead,” said Blake,
vasping his dre.nclmg chum by the arm, ** You'll catch your
ﬁﬂai‘ of cald soon. We can’t have you catching cold i

“ You are weally vewy thoughtful, Blake—"

“Of course; if you eateh cold you'll give it to all of us in
Study No. 6.” ’

“ Weally, you ass H

“ Kim on,’" said Blake.
we'll go after the bounders,
able to nail them.” _

“ Right-ho " said Herries and Dig. "

Blake rushed IYArcy away towards the school, cuttin
short a number of further remarks he had to make; an
Herries and Digby proceeded to get out a boat. Meanwhile,
the Terrible Three were not losing a moment. Tom Merry's
own special boat was being run down to the water as fast as
they could run it. The Terrible Three intended to run
Figeins & Co. down, and turn the tables upon them; partly
because they wanted to prove to the satisfaction of the world
in general tﬁut the School House was cock-house of 5t. Jim's;
artly because it was a half-holiday, and could not possibly be
Lmtur spent than in reggmg the New Honse, 1

It was a glovious afternoon in early summer, au::l just the
day for the river. To pull up the Ryll after the New House
trio. rag them without merey, capture their lonch-basket, and

enjoy their picnic, was a programme that exactly suited tha
taste of the Terrible Three that afternoon,

“ Get out the four-car, Herries;

Those Shell duffers won't be

Tom Merry's
boat was plumped into the water, and the three Shell fellows
jurnped aL-'nn.rL Tom Merry and Lowther each took a pair
of oars, and Manners =at at the lines. Figgins's skiff nd
disappeared round the bend of the river now, There were
a good many boats out that afternoon, and voices hailed the
Terrible Three from all sides with uncomplimentary remarks,
as they pulled right on in pursuit, carcless of the other eraft
they narrowly shaved, :

“ Clear off there " bawled Thompson of the Shell, as the
boat nearly ran him down in his light racing =kiff. ** Do you
want all the river ¥

“ Yoe thanks!" said Lowther sweetly.

" You School House bounder ! reared Thompson,

Then he gurgled, as Lowther splashed with lus oar, and a

ortion of the mver bathed Thompson's crimsan [ace.
!,]f]'ll.'mlpﬂ-utt of the Shell jumped up, and waved both his fists
furiously in the air after the School House bost as it shot
onwards. :

Monty Lowther smiled rerenely. ;

‘“ Sheer off, you young duffers!” shouted Kildare of the
Sixth, ns the boat crossed his bows. ** Are you looking for
a collision "

“ No; we're looking for Figginﬂ," said Tom Merry. ** Back
water, Kildare, old man; we're in rather a hurry !

‘ You—you voung rascal ! spluttered the captain of St
Jim's. " I'I—I'll—" But the junior boat was gone before
Kildare could explain what he would do.

“ (Getting out of the crowd now,”’ remarked Lowther. ' We
zot out of it as fast as we could; but some fellows are never
satisfied. See Figgins yet, Manners?” _ _

Manners shook his head, He was keeping his eyes open
shead for the New House boat, but it was not m sght. @
river ran gleaming between high, wooded banks here, and
the shadows of long branches danced gn the waters. There
was many @& bend m the winding Ryll, and Figgins might
have been only a short distance ahead without being in view,
Tom Merry and Lowther bent to their oars, .

“ Where do you think they're piumg?" Tom Merry said,
after a pause.  “ They might be clearing up into one of the
backwaters for their giddy pienie, and we may overshoot the
mark,”

“Well, we can't explore every giddy backwuater on the
Ryll," Lowther remarked. * 1 noticed they had their coats
in their boat, so they're most likely going some distance.
Perhaps op to the Hermit's Island.” .

“ That's out of bounds,” said Tom. ' Bgmire Lunsford
doesn't allow trespassers there,'

“ Al the more reazon why those bounders should want to
g2 there."

“ Yes, that's so. We'll try the asland, if we don’t spot
them on the wav. Keep your pecpers open, Manners.”

“ Right-ho ! I'm looking out.”

The juniors had the river mostly to themselves now, It
was a good long pull up to the island against the current.
There was un island lower down the Ryll, upon which the
fellows often picnicked in the summer. But the upper island
was further off, and was also out of bounds, and so the St
Jim's fellows did not often find themselves there. The island
was uninhabited, and thickly wooded, and belonged to a local
landowner, who sometimes let it for the fishing, Schoolboys
were not allowed to pienic there; but that prohibition would

Tue Gem Lisnary.—Nao. 329,
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probably not make any difference to Figging & Co. As a
rule, the island was completely deserted. Once there had
been a big board on the island, announcing the pains and
penalties that would be inflicted upon trespassers.  Buf some
enterprising picnickors had used that bﬂ-[.l.]'{i for fuel, and there
wias only the post left: so picnickers who came afterwards
could justly plead that they did not know that trespassers

wonuld be prosecuted.

‘]‘I See the island yet?" asked Tom Merry, after o long
I-'lu L]

Manners nodded.

“Yes, rather! Bearng nght down on it, T can’t see
those I'-;Iﬂw House bounders, though. If they're there, they're
ashore,”’

“ What's the good of
Any

“ Look out for ‘sign,’” said Tom.
being a giddy Boy Beout if you can't read eignt
smoke 77

“ Py Jove! Yes!" exclaimed Manners, standing up in the
bort, and shading his eyes with his hand. * The beggars
have got a fire going, by Jove! They're there, right
enough.’” :

Tom Merry and Lowther rested on their oars, and screwed
their heads round. Sure enough, there was the island, in the
middle of the river, and from the darklyv-wooded bank of the
isle rose a thin column of bluish smoke. Evidently the
pienickers had a fire going already.

“ Basy does it!” murmured Tom Merry. “If we pull
right on, they'll spot us, and they'll be ready for us, We're
only three to three, so we've got to take them by surprise.
Pull round the island, and land on the other side—what$"

*Gond 1™

“ And quiet!"

The School House juniors grinned, and they pulled sofily
on, Manners steering for the channel to the left. The smoke
disappeared from sight, hidden by the intervening trées, The
island lay on the right of the juniors now, and they pulled in
to its shore, iy g

Lowther stood up in the bows. On this side of the island
the trees and thiolkuts grew right down to the water, and
landing was not easy. Tom Merry pulled gently, till Lowther
eaught an overhanging bough, nmﬁ drew the boat into the
high bank,

“ Right!"" said Lowther.

Tom pulled in his cars, and laid them down. The boat
rocked gently by the high bank of the island, under the cool
shadow of the trees. The green thickets looked almost im-
penetrable.

The Terrible Three chuckled softly, as they made the boat
fast to a willow that grew half in the water. They had only
to land, creep through the thickets like Red Indians or Boy
Scouts, and take the campers by surprise. Thén a sudden
vush, and Figgins & Co. would be captured.

Y We'll tie em to trees, and make em look on while we
eat their giddy lunch,”” murmured Monty Lowther gleefully.

“Good egg " chuckled Tom Merry, “ But shush! Figgins
is a keen beast, and we don’t want to be spotted.”

“ 8hush is the word!”

The three juniors clambered out of the boat upon the high
bank, pulling themselves through the thicket. They could
not avoid the sound of snapping branches as they foreed
a way ashore. DBeyond the _LEmk#tE was an open glade, and
they came out into 1t panting. And as they emerged info
the glade, there was a sudden shout.

“ Collar "em !

Thres figures leaped upon the School House juniors, so
suddenly that they had not a chance of defending themselves.

They went to the ground with three separate and distinet
bumps, and in a second they were lying on their backs in
the grase and ferns. each with a triumphant enemy seated on
his chest pinning him down, :

And from Figgins & Co., who had laid that suceessful little
ambush for the Terrible Three, came a long cackle of
triumph.

“Ha, ha, ha!

This ta where we smile!™

CHAPTER 3.
Woe to the Vanquished.
IGGINS smiled loudly as he sat on Tom Merry's chest.

Kerr was Emt{rd upon Manneras, and Fatty Wxon's

tremendous weight was planted upon the manly chest
i.‘:-E Monty Lowther. The New House trio laughed loud and
Ong.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Tom Merry, struggling to rise.
“Gerrofi '

“Not just vet!” grinned Figgins, settling himself more
comfortably on the chest of the captain of the Shell. “ You're
prisoners of war]!"”

“Caunght in the act " chuckled Kerr. * What about tying
us to trees while you seoffl our pienie—eh?” .

The chums of the Shell looked very sheepish. Figgins &

of “THE GEM"™ LIBRARY.
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Co., ambushed in the trees had evidently overheard their
remiarks in the boat,

** Bless their innocent little hearts!” said Figgins genially.
“Thev didn't guess that we spotted them pulling up the
river, They never tumbled to it that we were watching
them, and spotted their little game, and walked over to be
ready for them, dear little innocent infants ™

“We'll make it pax!” said Tom Merry, with a sickly
smile. * You've done us thiz time, Figgy!”

* Not in such a hurry with your blessed pax,” said Figgins.
“We've got you where your hair is short, my son. It takes
two to make a bargain. You're prisoners of war.”

“I say, Figgins, the kettle is boiling by this time,” said
Fatty Wynn anxiously. ** Don't let’s waste too much time on

these bounders.”
“That's all right,"” said Figgins. “ We'll sefid 'em back
We'll ue 'em up, and put ‘em into

the way they've come. _
their boat, and float 'em off. The current will take them

home."

“HH, ha1 hﬂrih

“You ass!"” exclaimed Tom. * We shall be capsized."

“We'll leave you one hand free to steer,” said Figgins
generously. ““We don't want you to be drowned. There
would be nobody to rag if we lost our Terrible Three—terrible
duffers I call you. ou wouldn't catch New House chaps
walking into a trap like this.""

*Oh, pile it on,” said Tom resignedly.

“Take this porpoise off my chest!” gurgled Monty
Lowther. * He's squeezing me as flat as a pancake.”

*“*Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Now, I'm going to tie vou up,” said Figerins, taking a
whipcord from his packet, * Don’t struggle. The longer you
make me about it, the longer Lowther will be squashed.
L:imme your paws."

Tom Merry did not give his “ paws.” He began to strugele
violently ; but he had no chance. He was deep in the ferns
on his back, and Figgins was on his chest, and had all the
advantage. Figgins slipped a noose over his left wriat, and
drew it tight, and then captured his right wrist, and looped
the cord round it. In spite of the Shell fellow's resistance,
his wrists were brought togother, and Figgins knotted the
cord. After that it was guite casy.

Tom Merry lay in the bracken with his hands tightly bound.
Figgins jumped up, and passed to Manners, and Manners
wis even easier to deal with, Kerr pinming him down while
Figgins tied his hands together. Monty Lowther was still
more helpless, Fatty Wynn's weight reduced him to utter
impotence. His wrists were pulled behind him and tied, the
three' New House juniors grasping him together. Then the
prisoners were dragged to therr feet. Crimson and breath.-
less, the Shell fellows stond with their hands bound, and
the victors danced a triumphal war-danee round them.

“Oh, don't play the giddy goat!” growled Tom Merry

crossly.

“This is where we gloat! Ha, ha, hat®

*Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Kerr and Wynn,

“Shove 'em into the boat."” said Figgina. “We'll adarn
‘em a little, and set them going. Come on, you bounders!"

It was imposaible to resist. The three Shell fellows wero
bundled through the thicket, and plumped into their boat,
Fl%‘i.[lnﬂ & Co. following them in,

he Terrible Three sat glowering. Manners was put in
the stern, and his arm loosened sufficiently for him to manage
the rudder-lines. But there was no chance of his getting out
of his bonds; the eaptors had taken care of that.

But Figgins & Co. were not finished wet,

Figging gathered a number of flowering twigs from the
thicket, and stuck them in the bands of the juniors’ straw-
hats, giving them quite a festive appearance.

Then their boots were taken off, and hung round their
necks. Meanwhile, Kerr had dashed away through the thickets
to the camp, and he returned with a tin saucepan in his hand.
The tin saucepan had seen service, and the underside of it
was thickly blacked from the fire. Kerr moistened it with
water, and, using his finger, traced deep black lines on the
faces of the infuriated and helpless prisoners—black lines
downwards from forehead te chin, giving them a remark-
able and startling resemblance to zebras.

The New House juniors surveved their handiwork with
roars of laughter,

_The Terrible Three were almost choking with fury by this
time. Their faces, where the black lines did not cover them
were crimson with rage. They were, as Kerr remarked,
quits an artistic study in red and black.

* You—you rotters!” gasped Lowther,
to send us off like this.”

“ You're not going
d Yuu}'"mis'take-we are " said Figgins blandly.

""Let the
boat go!

The New House juniors scrambled ashore, and Figgins
pushed the boat out into the river. He gave it a powerful
shove that sent it rocking midway into the channel
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Manners had the rudderlines, and he kept the boat before
the current. It floated slowly and lazily away towards the
distant school. :

Figging & Co. returned chuckling to their camp.

There they were in full view of the boat as it Hoated
away down the river, and they waved their hands and
shouted mocking farewells till Manners steered round a bend
of the Ryll, amF the Terrible Three vanished from sight.

The chums of the Shell groaned in spirit as they floated
away slowly on the lazy current, '

Their aspect was so utterly ridiculous that they were in
terror of meeting other boats on the river, and yet meeting
another boat was their only chance of escaping [rom their
predicament before they reached the school ;

The mere thought of fAoating down to the school raft, into
the midst of a crowd of punts and skiffs, in their present
state, made them feel quite 1ll

“Oh, my hat!”" Tom Merry %mmmd.
done us this time—done us fairly in the eyel
thought they were watching us come?”

“We ought to have thought of it!" grunted Lowther.
“Can't you get loose, you ass!”

“No, Can't vou, yvou fathead?”

“Ow! No! Halla! Thera's somebody on the bank; it's
Levisen of the Fourth!” exclaimed Lowther hopelessely.
“ Bteer for the bank, Manners!” ,

Levison and Mellish of the Fourth came in sight on the
towing-path, They halted there, and stared blankly at the
boat and its strange cargo. Then, as they recognised the
Terrible Three, they burst into a vell of laughter.

“Will vou let us loose?” shouted Lowther. ** We're tied
up!’

“Ha, ha ha!l"

“We'll steer the boat in if vou'll let us loose.”

“No fear!” chuckled Levison. * You look too pretty like
that. T'm not going to spoil a good joke.™

“Tt's a New House jape! Btand by your own House, you
rotter ™

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Levizon.

“*He, he, ho!” cackled Melhsh.

“Will vou untie us?"' yelled Tom Merry Turionsly.

“Nao fear! Come on, Mellish! We'll tell the fellows what
to expect!”  And the two Fourth-Formers rushed away down
the towing-path towards St. Jim's.

The Terrible Three groaned,

* That's done it " gasped Tom Merry. ° The whole blessad
school will be ready for us now, We shall never hear the end
of this.”

“TI've a jolly good mind to run the boat on the bank, and
chance it!"” gasped nners.

“No good; we can’t get loose,” Lowther groaned. ** We
may meot Blake on the river—he was coming after Figgins,
I suppose the silly duffers have been exploring the back.
waters, instead of coming up to the island as we did. Ii
they'd come———"'

“0Oh, they hadn't sense enough!” growled Tom. * Now
foe 16!

The boat floated on round the last bend, They were in
full view of the school raft now, and of inmumerable boats.
Levison and Mellish had spread the news, and every eye was
turned up the river, to greet the appearance of the Terrible
Three.  One roar of laughter from fifty throats greected them

“ The rotters havo
Who'd have

‘as they eame in sight.

ie T

at an earth exclaimed Kildare, coming out of the
boathouse. ** Why, what—— Tom Merry! Ha, ha, ha!"

*Look at the giddy zebras!"” yelled Levison.

““Ha, ha, ha!” -

Manners desperately steered the boat to the landing-raft.
Two or three School Howse fellows kindly made it fast, and
the Terrible Three were helped ashore. The raft rang with
langhter from end to end. .

“Who on ecarth mucked wou up like this?' gasped
%ﬂngﬂmﬂ. almost sebbing with laughter, as he untied Tom
Merry.

“Figgins & Co.!" snorted the captain of the Shell. “ Get
me loose quick, for goodness’ sake!”

““Ha, ba, ha!"

**And don't cackle!” roared Tom Merry.
on my nerves!"”

*Ha, ba, ha!” roared Kangaroo.

irw
M

i “If you could see-your-
solf, vou'd <cackle !

Tho Terrible Three were free at last.  They made a dive to
wash the black lines from their faces: but the first offect of
waber was to smother their faces with the black, and make
them look like Christy minstrels instoad of zebraa, The
fellows stood round them, howling with langhter.

“ (h, come on, let’s get out of sight!” grunted Tom Merry.
“1I'm [ed-up!”

And the Terrible Three ran for the school, followed by
yells of langhter from the crowd by the river. They dashed
mta the School House, and ploinged into the nearest bath-
Tae Gem Linrary.—No, 329.
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rcom, and serubbed their faces in hot water, with plenty of
SO

"pWﬂ.’vn Leen done this time " Tom Merry gasped, through
the lather. * Done brown!™

* Or black!"” grinned Lowther,

“Buot we'll make Figgins & Co, sit up,
growled Tom. *“Groo! 1 think I'm clean at last!
I'll punch Levison's head as soon as 1 see him, too !”

And he did, amd derived some small consclation from
that. But there was no doubt that the New House had
scored this time, and that the Terrible T'hree had been com-
pletely and absolutely done.

— —

CHAPTER 4.

Caught in the Rain!
ATTY WYNN leaned back against a tree-trunk with a
smile of enjoyvment,
Figgine stretched his long legs in the grass, Kerr
carefully stamped out the embers of the camp-fire,

The New House trio had enjoved their pienie,

The defeat of the Bchool House juniors had given it an
added zest. Figgins & Co. had chuckled all through that
gorgeous spread at the thought of the figure the Terrible
Three would eut on their return,

"It was ripping "' said Figgins.

“ Gorgeous ! said Fatty Wynn, with a sigh of econtent,
* And there are still some tarts left, Figgy ™

Figging sniffed,

"1 mean 1t was ripping the way we diddled the School
House bounders "

"“Oh, that!” said Fatty. ** Yes, that was ripping, too!
But, I say, wasn't it a gorgeous spread! 1 wish your
pater would send you a remittance every day, Figgins, And
to think that the School House bounders nearly collared it
before we started!”

“Thev can’t keep their end up against the New Honse !”
chuekled Figgins, “Hallo! What's that?! Rain, by

Jove !

Under the shade of the trees, the Co. had not noticed
that clouds were overspreading the sky. But a spot of rain
that dropped on Figey's nose as he [:;y on his back in the
grass, staring up at the leaves, enlightened him. Figgins

sat up suddenly.
“Rain, by gum! What a sell !

““Oh, rotten!” said Fatty Wynn
going back! A mile without cover!
as CGussy 1" :

Figginz rose to his fect, and stepped out from under the
trees.  Where the New House juniors had camped, a shelving
bank of grass ran down from the trees to the water's-edge.
There was no longer a gleam of sunshine on the wide river,
The sun had disappeared behind a bank of clouds, and the
raim. was falling—a sudden shower, which looked as if it
would develop into something more than a shower.

The New House trio grumbled heartily. After that ri ping
afternoon, it was too bad for the rain to come and Epuilplt. at
the finish. The prospect of pulling back a mile on the river
mm a downpour of rain was not enticing.

* May blow over,”” said Kerr, scanning the sky anxiously,
“ Better wait for it, and give it a chance !

all the same!"

And

“We shall got soaked
We shall get as wet

“ Not much shelter here, though,” said Figgins; “and it's

htgiu!ling to come down pretty thick, too!”

“ We can dodge into the old cell for shelter,” said Kerr.
o ]:;:’s only a few minutes to the middle of the island. Come
Ol

* But if it lasts—'"

“H it lasts we can go through it later. We sha’n’t get
any wetter by waiting a bit, and there's plenty of time yet
hefore ealling-ever. - And we've got the current behind us
going home, even if we leave it late I

*Oh, all right !

It was evidently the best thing to be done. Figgins & Co.
hurried through the trees towards the glade in the centre of
the little island. There, amid the ancient beeches, lay the
moss-grown ruins of the old stone cell. In the old days,
when Bt, Jim's was a monastic establishment, the island had
been part of the extensive domains of the monks, and a
hermit had lived on the island—*"on his lonesome,” as the
juniors would have described it.

1t was from the hermit that the island took its name.
Back in the days of the first Tudor the old monk had dwelt
in the stone cell on the island, doing penance in silence and
solitude for his sins, whatever they were,

The dissolution of the monasteries by Henry the Eighth,
which had driven forth the Abbot of 8t. James’s’ had also
put an end to the hermitage, and the stone building had
fallen into ruin; but much of it still remained, overgrown
with moss, and half-hidden by the thickets that grew
round it.
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Its existence was hardly known, save to picnickers, who
sometimes explored the island. _ ;

But Figgins & Co. had been there before—indeed, it was
more than suspected that Figgine & Co. could have told who
had burned the notice-board which denounced pains and
penalties upon all trespassers, : ;

The juniors hurried through the wood, the rain falling
thicker and faster as they ran. Wet branches and twigs
lashed their faces, and they were decidedly damp by the time
they reached the glade. There, close under a huge beech
that had been standing before Henry the Eighth came to the
throne, lay the ruins of the hermit’s cel.

Figgins & Co. ran into the cell, over the broken and mossy
flagstones that formed the ancient foor.

The roof was far from intact; more than half of it had
fallen in, but enocugh remained to shelter the juniors from
the rain,

“*Here we ara!” panted Figgins, * Looks pretty cold and
damp; but we're lucky to get any shelter at all here !”

“Yes, rather!” Fatty Wynn shivered. * That old johnny
who used to live here must have had a pretty rough time!
They say he used to live on bread and water, Awiful!”

“1I don’t know!” grinned Figgins, ' Bome of those old
olimnies didn't have such a hard time as they made out.
L'hey say that when St. Jumez's Monastery was dissoluted—
1 mean, dissolved—they found no end of casks of wine stored
away in the cellars. There's @ varn that the hermit here
had a cellar, too, where he used to keep good things galore—
pxcepting when he had visitors, and then he trotted out the
bread-and-water wheeze !

“Don’t see any sign of the ecellar,” said Kerr, looking
round. "1 fancy that's a yarn. If there was a cellar then,
there would be a cellar now, and where 1s it

Figgins stamped on the thick stone flags,

* Might be under here,”” he said, “One of these flags
might lift out, and there you are! Rather a good idea to
comne and explore some day, when 1t 1sn't raining! Might
bring a erowbar and try, and we might find—"

““ A mare's-nest!” said the unbelieving Kerr,

““Oh, rats!"

Outside the stone eell, the rain was coming down faster.
The juniors, growling remarks about the weather, listened
te the Elutt-uriﬂg of the drops on the leaves about the old
;"‘rll. Suddenly Figgins started, and bent his head to
1£ten.

“My hat!

I can hear some of those bounders!” he
ejaculated, * Have they been asses enough to come back
in the rain? Must have been in want of a wash |7

The Co. lhistened intentlv, There was no doubt about it
They could hear the sound of someone brushing rapidly
through the thickets, and coming in the direction of the
hermit’s cell.

“ Not Tom Merry and his lot !’ said Kerr, with a shake of
the head. *I fancy they've had enough! Blake & Co. may
have been after us too!”

“Then they ought to have been here before this,” Figgins
remarked,

“ Not if they searched the river for us; they didn't know
we were coming to the island, you know., They've got here
just in time for the rain.”

The Co. chuekled,

“And they're making for this cell for shelter, same as
we did ! grinned Figgins.” * And the best of it is, they don’t

knew we're here, eep quiet, and jump on the bounders as
they come in!"

" Good egg!”

It was very shadowy in the old eell, and the three juniors
drew back on either side of the entranee, out of sight. The
sound of footsteps and brushing twigs came nearer,

“Sounds like only one chap coming," Kerr said, in a
whisper. “Can’t be the whﬂ]]u gang. Just a lone scout,
perhaps, coming to see if we're here,”

“* I shouldn’t wonder!” grinned Figgins. ** All the better,
We'll nail him as he comes in, and then if it's Study No. 6

really that will leave only three of them to deal with, Take
off your braces to tie him up with.”

* Rats! Take off yours,” demurred Kerr.

“Well, we'll take off his when we've caught him,” said
Figgine, .

** Right-ho! Shush!"

The New House trio lay very low. The new-comer was
cloge at hand now. Evidently the rain was making him hurry.

The juniors heard him break out of the thickets, and came
at a run over the wet grass towards the eell. Then a form
came ranning in through the stone opening, from which the
door had long since vanished. And as it ran in the three
ﬁunmrﬂ sprang upon it, and grasped it, and hurled it to the

oor, and piled on it.

"“Got him!” roared Figgins,

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
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There was a sharp, sudden ery from the new-comer, and he
struggled savagely in the grasp of the juniors

“Fury! What—who—"

“My hat!" gasped Korr. * We've got the wrong pig by
thé ear!”

Evidently they had. It was a man and a stranger. Their
grasp relaxed, and as they let go the man leaped to his feet,
swung round upon them, and grasped at something inside
his coat. The next moment there was a gleam of steel in the
shadowy cell, and Figgina & Co. jumped back in wild alarm as

they found themselves looking at the muzzle of a levelled
Tevolver,

———r e

CHAPTER 5.
A Strange Encounter.

o OLD on!”
H “ What the thunder——"'

“Turn that thing away!" velled Figgins

The man they had collared stood panting. The three juniors
backed away as [ar as the narrow limitz of the cell allowed.
1he man was a powerfully-built fellow, with a dark, hard,
clean-shaven face, and keen, quick eyves that glittered under
tha shadow of a soft hat pulled low over his brows. He was
shaking with excitement, and it seemed to the juniors with
fear. But the hand that held the weapon was steady enough.
The levelled barrel looked directly at Fiegins & Co., and the
hammer was half rising under the pressure of the finger on
the (rigeer, '

he juniors stared at the stranger in blank amazement,

That a stranger should happen to land on the island and
take shelter in the old hernut's cell was not surprising; but
that he should be in possession of a deadly weapon, and should
draw 1t upon them, simply took their breath away.

But as his keen, black eyes read their startled faces, and he
saw that he had to deal with schoolbovs, he lowered his hand.
The revolver disappeared into his pocket again quickly, as if
tiie man was anxious to get it out of sizght.

Fizgeins & Co. drew a breath of reliel when it had dis-
appeared. The desperate lock on the man's white, hard face
had scared them,

* Who—who are you?” the man gasped. “ How did you

* We'va

como herpe?"’

“"Whoe are you?" repliad Figgins independently.
as much right here as vou have, I suppose. And what do
you mean by pointing a revolver at us? Suppose it had gone
off, you thundering ass?"’

The man’s face set hard. Ho had 4 very square jaw that
protruded when his teeth were set, and gave him a peouliar
expression like a bulldog, His expression was savage and
threatening. But the juniors could see that he was tryving
to pull himself together, The encounter had startled him
more than themselves,

B B | You startled me leaping upon me like that,”
he said, his voiee hurried and husky. ** How dare you do so!
Who are you?”

“ We're us!” sard Figgins, recovering his coolness now,
““And I want to know what you handled that pistol for?
You're not allowed to carry firearms about and point them at
people, even if they mistake yvou for somebody else, and hiff
you. You jolly well ought to be locked up."

*1t—it was not loaded.”

" Wasn't 111" said Figgins suspiciously. * You yanked it
out mighty handy if it wasn't. Who the dickens are you?
Running away from the police, by any chance? Did you
fancy we wers bies on your neck ?"

s [‘graw it mild, Figgy,”" murmured Keorr,

“Well, I'm not going to have a silly chump poking
firecarms at me,” growled Figgins,

The man with the bulldog jaw seemed to have pulled himself
together now, The hard expression melted from his face, and
he smiled, a difficult, twisted smile,

*1 am sorry I frightened you,” he said.

Figzins snorted.

* You didn't frighten us,” he saul. “’Tain't so jolly casy
to frichten us. Blessed if I didn't think you were a dangerous
linatic, though."

* But you must explain what you are doing here,"” said the
gtranger sternly. * You have no right on this island. It is
privato property.”

“What right have wyou here, then?" retorted Figgins.
Figzgins, as a matter of fact, had really been scared, and it
made him feel extremely nettled. Ho was feeling very much
up agatnst the square-jawed stranger,

“1 have ¢very right here. I have taken the island from
Bauire Lunsford for the fishing,” said the stranger «uulu_II;,*.r
“* My name is Brown—DMr. Willilam Brown, o one but”
myself has a right to land on this island.”

Figging whistled.
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* Well, that alters the case, if it's true,” ha said. * Excuse
Fniﬁﬁre‘ve only got your word for it, and I don't like your
voks.”’

Mr. William Brown gritted his teeth

“ Take ecare how you are insolent,” he said.
you prosecuted for trespass, if I choose.”

“Rats! If what you say's true, 1 don't know how Mr.
Lunsford came to let the island to a johnny who carries a
pistol about him, and yanks it out at fEﬁDWH " growled
Figegins. * You're a blesséd hoolizan, Mr. William Brown "

* Lieave this placa at once!”

*In the rain?"’ asked Figgins, with a sniff.

i " That is your own look out. ¥You should not have come

ere, .

Y We're jolly well not going out into the rain,” said
giggum, “even if [ believed what you've told me, and I

on't."

*“1 say, Figgy " murmured Fatty Wenn,

1 tell you he's spooffing us,” said Figeins, * If he's taken
the 1sland for the fishing, what has he come here for now?
Not come here specially to fish in a downpour of rain, I
suppose? And where's his rod and line? 1 suppose he's not
going to fish with a revolver, is he? It's all bunkum. He's
landed here to get out of the rain, and he's got no moro
rizht hers than we have, Not so mueh, in fact, beeause this
1sland used to belong to 8t. Jim’s, and we have fishing rights
here, only the Lunsfords have gobbled the place up, and the
school governors won't go to law about it.”

“That's 50,"" said Kerr. ** Ho can't have come hero to fish
now, so what has he come for? Just by chanee!”

"1 suppose he was boating, and landed here to get out of
the rain,”" said Figgins, * That's it, isn't it, Mr. William
Brown from nowhere?"

" Will you go?"

b ND"I

* Then I shall use foree.” 5

“Will you?” said Figgins, ¢lenching his fists,
game two can play at, or four, in this case,
can seare us with your blessed popper,
use it. If vou want to get rid of us,
to commit three giddy homicides on
OI{Ier.

The Co. grinned. Certainly the man, powerful as he was
could not eject three sturdy juniors by force. As for his
revolver, although he had snatched it out in a moment of
alarm, 1t-was, of course, absurd-to suppose that he would use
it on the schoolboys. He had clearly supposed himself at first
to ba in_the grasp of very different persons—the police,
perhaps, Figgins thought,

Mr. William Brown made a step towards the juniors, and
they lined up to receiva him. He paused, apparently realising
that in a struggle with the three of them, he would not have
much chanes of victory. Outside, the rain was lashing down
heavily, and Figging & Co. would have risked a good deal
rather than have submitted to be driven into it

“ You refuse to go?’ Mr. Wilham Brown muttered at last,

** Yes, rather.”

" Very well, then; you will take the consequences,' Mr
Brown's hand went into his coal again, and the juniors started,
But it was only a cigar he drew out this time. He leaned
against the mossy stone wall and lighted the eigar, his black
eyves gleaming malevolontly at the schaoolboys the while,

* And what are the giddy consequences going to be?" asked
Figzins sarcastically, * Are you going to bail us in bacea
juiee, or is it to be something lingerning with botling oil in it

**1 shall report you to your headmaster. You belong, I
suppose, to 8t, Jim's, the school down the river "

“ You can't expect us to tell you,"” said Figegins, with a grin,

“ Who are you?" demanded Mr, Brown angrily.

** Liberal members of Parliament,” said Figgins affably,
“ We've come down here for the afternoon to get-away from
Lloyd George."

The Co. chuckled as Figgy gave Mr, Brown that ridiculous
information, Mr. Brown did not scem to see the joke. Hs
scowled savagely,

" Mind, 1 don't believe a word about your having taken
the 1sland from old Lunsforil,” added Figgins. * That's a
whopper. And we'll jolly well come here as often as we like,
My hat! T'll come along here on Baturday afterncon with
a whole crowd of chaps, and overrun the blessed show, just
to show you that we don't care twopence for vou and your
blessed melodramatic revolver, Mr. William Ananias Brown."

The stranger did not reply. He stood leaning against the
old stone wall, smoking. But his glance never left the
juniors, and the juniors kept their eyves upon him. There
was something about him that puzzled them, and would have
alarmed them, if they would have admitted to themselves
that they could be alarmed, ;

He waa evidently listening, from time to time—listening
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in doubt and ill-concealed uneasiness, What was he listening
for¥ What was he fearing would happen?

It occurred to Figgins that be mught be expecting com-
panions to Join him there; but there was no sound of anyone
coming through the ramy wood. It was perplexing, and a
suspicion even crossed Figging's mind that the man was not

uite right in his head. But the face, the hard, cruel jaw,
the firm-set lips seemed {0 express a nature especially
collected end level.

It was more likely, Figgins considered upon reflection, that
the man was hiding there. If he was some raseal in Right
from the police, all his strange eonduet would be accounted
for. 1t was pot & comfortable thought, to be shut up there
with & man who might be a fugitive eriminal, and who was
certainly armed with a deadly weapon. Figgins felt relieved
when the rain showed signs of slacking.

Kerr peered out into the weeping wood.

*“1 think we can chance it now, Figgyv,” he said. “It
won't dry up to-night, anyway. Let's make a run &ar it."”

“Right-ho " seid Figgins. " Good-evening, Mr. William
Brown. If you come along here next Saturday, we'll have
the pleasure of seeing you again !

The man did not reply. Figgins & Co. left the hermit's
eell, and hurried down to the place where they had camped.
The rain was still falling, though lightly now, and they did
not lose time, The boat was run down into the water, and
Figging & Co. jumped aboard and pushed off. Figgins
lovked round as he pushed off. He was dooking for the
siranger's boat, but there was no sign of it.

" That chap must have come in a boat,”” Figgins remarked.
“He didn't land here, [ wonder where his boat is? It
would serve him right to tow it away, and leave him
stranded 1"

“We won't do that!” said Kerr, laughing. “1 don't see
the boat, either. He landed on the other side, I should
think, I wender whether he was telling us the truth?”

“"Rats!l'’ sawd Figgins. * He was out in a boat, and
landed for shelter from the rain, that's all.” ’

“He wasn’t in hoating eclobber,” said Kerr, “and he
hasn’t gone, now the riin's cleared off. And how the deuce
did a stranger know anything about that old hermit's cell on
the island, Figpy "

" Blessed if 1 know. But a ruffian like that couldn't be
the tenant of the Pl&m; and if he was, why should be come
there in the rain®"’

“Give it up,” said Kerr,

But he was very thoughiful.

It was too rainy to argue it out then, and Figgins &
Co. bent to their cars, and rowed back to the school, and
they were dicidedly wet by the time they reached the New
House at St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 6.

Arthur Augustus Apoclogises.
ROM playing-fields and river the 8t. Jim's fellows
crowded in as the rain began to pelt down.
~ While Figgins & Co. were secking shelter in the old
hermit's ecell on the island in the river, the Terrible Threa
watched the rain from the hall window in the School House
and grinned.

* Not so bad, after all,” Monty Lowther remarked. * I
fancy Figgy will get a bath before he gets home., They'll
have so pull home in the rain. Hallo! Here come four
rainy-looking merchants 1™

The chums of Study No. 6 dodged into the House. They
certainly did look rainy. They were wet through, and
steaming.,

“Wet?" asked Tom Merry sympathetically,

" Yaas, wathah!” groaned Arthur Augustus D’Arey.
“ Wet through to the beastly skin, deah boys! It was wealfﬂr
Blake's fault, vou know. If Blake had taken my advice—"'

"“Oh, rats! growled Blake,

“Where have you been?” grinned Lowther. * Looking
for a cheap bath?"

“Wo've been looking for those New House rotters!”
growled Blake. *“'We were after that feed. But they

disappeared into thin air, I think. We've searched every
blessed backwater, half-way from St. Jim's to the Hermit's
Island, and there wasn’t a trace of them.”

The Terrible Three chuckled.

" You were on the wrong track, old chap; thev were
gone to the island.” :

" How do you know ¥’ demanded Blake.

" Because we followed them there and found them there,”
said Tewn Merry loftily.

Blake & Co. evidently did not know in what a parlous
state the Shell fellows had returned from their expedition,
and the Terrible Three did not mean to tell them.

Arthur ﬁuf;ustua gave a little chirrup of triumph,
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“What did 1 tell you, Blake, deah boy? Didn't 1
wecommend pullin’ up to the island and lockin' for the
boeundahs there—what 7"

“You did,” admitted Blake, ** and if you hadn’t suggested
it, I might have gone there! But, of course, I thought it
wasn't any good when you sugpgested it. 1 thought they
E?m‘ pone up one of the backwaters, and so did Herries and

1z’

“Yaas: but I wecommended—""

*“Oh, don’t say ' I told you 50’ !’ exclaimed Blake, exaspe-
rated. 1 don’t sce how these Shell bounders mn.r_mgad to
spot them, either. It was sheer chance, I supposge. Ihd you
fellows get in before the rain®”

" Long before " said Tom Merry cheerfully,

Blake grunted. -

“And I suppoze you seoffed Figgins & Co's feed on that
beastly sland ! It's rotten ! I never thought for a minute
that they'd gone there.”

“ 1 weconimended 2

“8hut up!"” roared Blake. “If vyou hadn’t been such an
ass, we might have gone to the island. But you were so
sure about it, 1 took 1t for granted you were wrong. Did
you Shell bounders scoff the feed 7"

“ Well, not exactly,” admitted Tom Merry. ““ You—you
see, upon the whole, we let Figgins & Co. keep the feed.”

* What on earth did you do that for?" demanded Blake,
with a stare. ' If we'd run them down, we'd have had the
feed off them gquick enough!™

“Bort of took pity on them,
Manners,

“* Well, I think you're a set of silly asses!" said Blake
politely. I wish I'd had the chance ! Clome on, you chaps:
let’s get up to the dorm and change, or we shall be ecatching
cald. I'm wet through.”

“*¥Yaas, wathah! If we had gone to the island as I
weeommended——"'

“* Cheese 1t 1"

“"Yans; but if we had gone to the island, we could have

ot sheltah fwom the wain—in the old hermit's cell, vou

you know,” murmured

now, If you had histencd to me, Blake—-"
“ You listen to me [ said Blake, in a tone of concentrated
ferocity. ‘' If you say ‘1 told you so' again, I'll scalp you!

Understand 7

*Weally, deah boy e

“ Bhurrup !

Herries and Dighy bad already started for the dormitory,
to change their wet clothes, and Blake grunted and followed
them. Arthur Augustus paused a mwoment for another word
with the grinning Shell é{"”ﬂ'“"!i.

It was wotten !" he said plaintively. ‘‘Blake is weally
wathali an obstinate ass, vou know ! I suggested that
Figgins & Co. had gone to the island, you know, because
it 15 out of bounds, and old Lunsford is watty when
pmicnickers go there, so it would be just like those checky
New House boundahs to go, vou know. But Blake was as
obstinate as o mule! He thought they had gone up one of
the backwatahs to pienic in the beastly woods. And we
got caught yn the wain, you know, and my clobbah is quite
spotled ! I wegard it as wotten 1"

“Horrible ! said Monty Lowther. * Blake owes you an
apology. 1 should insist upon an apology ™

Arthur Augustus nodded,

" Quite wight, deah boy ! Hewwies and Dig were just as
obstinate. They were certain the wottahs were hidden in
one of the backwatahs. And we got caught in the wain =

“Gussy ' shouted Blake, from the stairs.

“And my clobbah is wuained -4y

“ Are you coming, you ass?’’

“And I wegard it as absclutely wotten——

Y Do you want to cateh a cold, you silly fathead 1

“Clomin’, deah boy "

And Arthur Augustus went upstairs, and joined his chums
in the Fourth Form dormitory,

The Fourth-Formers were soaked to the skin.,  They
stripped off their c¢lothes and rubbed-down with hard towels,
making remarks all the time about the weather, about
Figging & Co,, and about Arthur Auogustus ID'Arcy. Blake
seemec to take it as a personal injury that Arthur Augnstus
had recommended going to the Hermit's Island. 1Y Arcv's
opinion, as Blake remarked, was generally that of an ass,
and 1t was exasperating to find that he had been right on
this oceasion, when his advice had not been followed.

“You fellows owe me an apology,” Arthus Augustus
remarked. as he drew on his elegant bags after drying his
{*Ivgi;r:t person. **If you had taken my advice, Blake 4

"* Ass |

“I wefuse to be called an ass! T appeal to you, Hewwies,

idn’t T weeommend pullin® for the island 7"

“ Fathead !” growled Herries.

"1 appeal to vou, Dig, deah boy!
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Figgin’s almost staggered for a moment as he realised what it was the man was doing.
now—he had discovered the secret of the island,

He understood 1t all ’

(See Chapter 13.)

awzah that T wecommended pulling for the island, instead of
wastin' time muckin' about in those wotten backwatahs !

“Chump !" said Digby.

Arthur Augustus groped for his eyeglass, jammed it into
his eye, and regarded his chums with a withering glare.

" You uttah asszes!" he said, in measured tones. ** We've
missex]l Figgins & Co., and got wet in the wotten wain, all
through your diswegardin' my advice. Anothah time. I
twust, you will be willin' to follow my lead. In a case of
douﬂt a fellow of tact and judgmient is the wizht leadah

Jack Blake exchanged a glance with Herries and Digby.

" Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” he said, “1 put it before
the meeting that Gussy is the causze of our having mucked up
this afternoon,”

“ Hear, hear !" said Herries and Digby heartily.

* Weally, Blake——"

“1f Gussy weren't such a howling &ss, we should have
listened to him, and gone up to the island,” said Blake,
* It's owing to Gussy being a howling ass that we didn't.
It's all Gussy's fault from start to finish."

“Fvery bit of it,"" agroed Herries,

" From start to finish,” said Digby solemnly.

“I vonsidah C3

“ Gussy therefore owes the study an apology," pursued
BIM-};: ‘:Inml I suggest that we bump him till he apologises."

“ Ba Jove "

“ Passed unanimously !" said Herries and Dighy. And
the three Fourth-Formers converged upon the swell of
Bt Jim's,

“ You uttah asses!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus. *“ It is

you who owe me an apology.
advios iy

* Collar him !"*

“If you had taken—— QOw!

If you had taken my

Hands off, you wottals!

NEXT
WEDNESDAY—
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Yawooh! I wefuse to be collahed — Yow-wow! Gweat
Beott [

Bump !

“THE RIVAL PATROLS!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy descended upon the floor of thLe
dormitory, and roared.

“Ow! You wottahs! Yow! Welease me at onece! Bai
Jove! TI'll give you a feahful thwaslun’ all wound-—-
Yawooooh !

““ Apologise !I"" roared Blake.

“I wefuse to apologise ! It is you who ought to apologise,
as you know very well!” howled D’Arcy. - 1 decline to
do anythin’ of the sort! I—— Yawoooooh!"”

Bump |

“SBay when!”™ said Blake blandly.

“ Oh, you utiah wottahs! You are spoilin® my twousahs!
Gwoooh! Hold on!” wyelled Arthur Augustus, as he was
swung up for the third time. “*On second thoughts, I
apologise."

*I* Bump hum for not apologising sooner !" growled Herries.

yamp !

:‘lndlmnkv and Herries and Digby, their good-humour
quite restored now, walked out of the dormitory, laughing,
lcaving Arthur Augustus D'Arcy sitting on the floor, in a
state of indignation that could not be expressed in words.

CHAPTER 7.
Called Over the Coals|

y REAT pip !
Figgins of the Fourth

ejaculation.
It was the day following the adventurs upon the river.
The Fourth Form had just come out of the Form-room, and
THe Gem Liprary.—No. 329
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streamed into the sunny quadrangle.

rain was quite gone, and the ol

glowed with sunshine.

Figgins had been relating to an interested group of juniors
the curicus adventure at the hermit's eell on the island in
the river, when ke suddenly broke off and uttered that
exclamation, and stared at & man who had just entered the
school gates,

Kerr and Wynn followed his glanee, and they, too, ejacu-
lated in surprise and alarm:

“My only hat!”

“He's come M

“ What's the row "' asked Tom Merry, who was among the
group of fellows listening to Figgy's tale of adventure.
“Do you know that chap "

“ Know him!" groWled Figgins.
speaking ﬂhuut_tf
yesterday.”

“Mr. William Brown!" said Kerr grimly.
telling the truth, after all, Figey.
plain to the Head.”

" Rotten ! groaned Fatty Wynn.
thought you were slanging him a little
3 '*Igdnn't care ! said Figgins,
and I'm glad I slanged him.
about being the
trouble.
of it."

"o hon ! murmured Monty Lowther.

" Get out of sight !I"" said Tom Merry hastily, * He doesn’t
know you belong to this school for certain; and he doesn’t
know your names. If he doesn’t spot you—-"

" Good wheeze !" said Figgins.

The New House chums scuttled back into the Fourth
Form-room, to lay low there. The man of the island had
not seen them in the erowd of juniors. He was striding
towards the SBchool House, with a frown on his brow and his
aw looking very square. It was only too evident that he

ad come to make trouble for the trespassers.

.. Tom Merry & Co. all looked at 2e, Williamn Brown with
interest as he passed into the House. They did not like his
looks. The foce was hard as iron, and the eyes. under their

heavy brows, had a glitter in them that was not pleasant.
" Not a brute, 1s he?” Monty Lowther remarked. * But
it's all moonshine what Figgy was saying aboul his perhaps
being a giddy runaway from the police. or aumetﬂing of
that sort. Te's the tenant of the island right enough, or
he wouldn't be here. He doesn’t look good-natured, but
he's all right. Figgy was talking out of his hat.”

Jack Blake had looked into the House after Mr., Brown,
lie came back to the group of juniers in the quad,

* Toby's shown him in to the Head,” Le said.

" Trouble for poor old Figgy " remarked Redforn of the
New House. **The chap lﬁUEEﬂ as if he meant business.”

 He doesn’t know their names,” Tom Merfy remarked.

" Easy enough to find them, all the same. He'll muke
the Head parade the whole school to pick out Figgins & Co,
by sight,” said Redfern sagely, :

" I suppose the Head will do it,”" said Blake thoughtfully,
*“ After all, it isn't allowed to trespass on the island. Only,
s a matter of fact, we've a right there. The school povernors
have neyver admitted Squire Lunsford’s elaim to m:ﬁg control
of the place, only they don’t think it's worth a lawsuit, Tf
that johrnie makes trouble about a harmless little pienic on
the island, T think it will be up to us to go there as often
as we can and make things warm for him—what !"*

“Yaus, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy heartily,
“In this mattah it is up to us to back up Figgins & Co.,
though they are New House boundahs,™

“ New House what ' demanded Redfern.

" Boundahs, deah boy, Bai Jove, heah comes Kildare 1"

The captain of 8t Jim's eame out of the House with a
somewhat worried look.  He bore down on the group of
JUnIGTs,

* Any of vou kids been trespassing on the JHermit's Tsland
yvesterday afternoon " he asked, seanning their faces.

It was an awkward question,  The Terrible Three had
landed on the island in pursuit of Figgins & Co, But
Mr. Wilham Brown knew nothing about that, and he haod
not come to 5t. Jim's in connection with the Shell fellows
But the consciousness in the faces of the Terrible Three
caught Kildare's keen eves at once.

M1 remember you three kids passed mo, going up the
river,” he said. * Did you go up to the Hermit's Island *"
':'[; TP”._RE a matter of fact,*we did,” said Tom Merry.
a i r

“Then follow me to the Head's study,” said Kildare.
“The fishing tenant of the izlund has came to complain
about trespassers there.”

“DBut 1 say——"'

Tue Gem Lismany.—No. 329,

OUR COMPANION PAPERS : “The

The previous night's
quadrangle of 8t. Jim's

“That's the fellow I'm
1 bounder we met in the hermit's cell

‘“Ile was
And he's come to com-

“Figgy, you ass, 1
teo much,’’

“ He was a rotten hooligan,
But if he was telling the truth
tenant of- the island, I suppose it means
We were trespassing, when you come to think

very Monday,
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““That's enough! The Head's waiting for you!”

The Terrible Three followed Kildare, looking very glum.
It was sheer bad luck that the prefect should have dropped
upon them like this. Figging & Co. were the fellows who
were wanted, but Tom Merry & Co, could not deny that
they had been to the island when they were asked the
question pomt-blank,

Kildare tapped at the door of the Head's study, and led
the 8hell fellows in. Mr., William Brown was standing
there, still with a frown upon his face, and Dr. Holmes was
frowning too. The Head of 8t. Jun's did not like receiving
complaints concerning his boys, and Mr. Brown's complaint
had been couched in the most unpleasant terms possible,
and the Head's annoyance was most likely to be visited
severely upon the delinguents.

“ Ah, you have found them already, Kildare?" said Dr.
Helmes. * Are these the boys, Mr. Brown?"

Mr. William Brown stared at the Terrible Three from
under his thick brows.

“They are not ! he said,

Dr. Holmes raised his eyebrows.

:* '%‘qhn;r are not the boys you have complained of 2

- i

" That is very odd. Have these boys confessed to visiting
the island yesterday, Kildare 77

" Yes, sir.”

Mr. Brown clicked his teeth,

" It seems that quite a number of the boys of this school
*make a practice of trespassing upon other people’s property,”’
he said unpleasantly. ** Unless it is stopped, and effectively,
I shall have recourse to the police for protection.”

Dr. Holmes frowned. The man had some right to com-
plain, perhaps, but he seemed to be-doing it in the most
dizagrecable manner he could.

' The boys will be punished, Mr, Brown !". he said icily.
“¥You need have no fear of that. I do not allow
trespassing.  But if these are not the boys you have com-
pHamned of, T do not see—""

“They have trespassed on the island, however, by their
own confession,” said Mr. Brown sharply. “1I therefore
demand their punishment along with the others!”

' It is your right,” said the Head. " But the others
Conie 1n !" he added, as a tap came at the door.

The study door opened, and Figgins & Co. presented
themselves,  From the Form-room window they had seen
the Torrible Three marched off by Kildare, and they hads
followed,

They did not want to escape punishment at the expense of
the Sehool House fellows.

Mr. Brown uttered an exclamation at the sight of tliem.

" Those are the bovs, Dr. Holmes.”

“1f you picase, sir,” said Figgins meekly, ‘“we're the
chaps, sir. Merry and Manners and Lowther hadn't any-
thing to do with it, a0

It was us, sir,” said Kerr. “ We weren't doing any haim
there, sir.  And we didn’t believe that man when he said he
was the tenant of the island, It didn’t seem to us to be
troe.”’

Mr. Brown's jaw seemed to look more like a bulldog's than
ever. He turned to the Head with a sneer on his lips.

“That 18 a specimen of the insolence I reeeived from them
yesterday, Dr. Holmes,”

*“It wasu't msolence ! growled Figgins,. “ Yon acted like
a rotten hooligan, and we slanged you, and serve you jolly
well right.”

* Silence, Figginsg!” suid the Head sternly,

Well, sir, wo e

“Enough! You confess thut yon trespassed upon the
island westerday ¥

“We confess that we went there, sir,” said Figgins
sturdily. *“*We don't call it trespassing: 8t Jim's Seheool
has a right over the island - fishing and landing rights——"

“The island has been placed out of bounds, Figgins,
because that is a matter of dispute, and the schdol governors
have yielded the point. You will be punished for tres-
passing upon Squire Lunsford’s property.”

“Yes, sir, I know,” said Figgins resipnedly,
Shell chaps hadn't anything to do with it.
the hermit's cell with us”

* They seem to have landed on the island, by their own
confession,”” said the Head.

O, that was nothing, sir! They followed us there, and
we bundled them off in a few minutes,” said Figgins.
“They weren't there ten minutes altogether.”

The Head glanced at Mr. William Brown. Uunder the
circumstances, especially as the SBhell fellows had been acci-
dentally caught mnto a confession, as it were, it would only
heve Leen decent of Mr. Brown to signify that, so far as he
was concerned, they could be passed over when the punish-
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ment was handed out. PBut evidently Mr. Brown had no
desire whatever to signalise himself by being decent.

“ 1 demand severe punishment for all the trespassers, Dr.
Holmes,” said Mr. Brown, in a hard, unyielding voice.
“ And I request your permission to see it inflicted.”

Dr. Holmes's eyes gleamed for n moment. IIe would
oladly have ordered the unpleasant visitor out of the house,
but that was not feasible. Mr. Brown was within bis rights
in demanding that punishment, Dr. Holmes rose, and took
hiz cane,

“T have no alternative hut to punish you, my boys,'”” he
said. ** You have broken bounds, and have trespassed; and
vou, Figgins, appear to have been guilty of impertinence
towards this gentleman. 1 shall cane you all severely.”

““ I should suggest a Aogging,” said Mr. Brown. _

“ Thank you, said the Head urbanely. * But my opinion
is that a caning will meet the case. Hold out your hand,
Figoins.”

The Head did not err on the side of gentleness. FEach of
the juniors received four strokes with the cane, and they
were swingers. Then the Head dismissed them with a
gesture, and they left the study, with their hands squeezed
under their arm-pits, and expressions of anguish upon their
faces.

“Oh, my hat!" murmured Fatty Wynn.  “The Tlead
might have gone a little easier. There was no need to put
all his blessed beaf into it in that way.”

“ Never knew he had so much musele!” groaned Monty
Lowther. * Ow, ow, ow !’

““ What do you think of that rotter?’ said Tom Merry,
with gleaming cyes. * He knows we three at least only just
landed on his blessed island for a few minutes, and the
Head knew we ought to be let off too, But he—"

“He's a cad!” grunted Manners. ** A rotten, rank, out-
side cad !

T should like to have that hatchet face of his just within
hitting distance in the gym !” sighed Figgins. * I'm sorry
vou fellows have been landed with this. It was your sug-
westion that we should get ouf of sight, Tom Merry.”

Tom Merry grinned faintly.

“Well, it can't be helped,” he said. *“1I didn't foresee
that that ass Kildare would come plumping point-blank
questions at us. It was jolly decent of you chaps te come
and own uwp, though it didn't get us off. But it would have
got us off if that cad DBrown had a rag of decency.”

“ Here he comes ! growled Lowther.

Mr. William Brown camo striding down the passage. Ile

ave the juniors a cold glanee as he passed, and they gave
v looks of fury. He passed ouf into the quadrangle, and
some of the juniors there bestowed heavy groans upon him
as he strode down to the gates,

“ Oh, the rotter " said Figgins.
to et even with that cad.
on his beastly island.
really our island too.
for this, somehow.”

“War is declared!” said Tom Merry, with a grin.

“ Hear, hear " groaned the juniors.

And they went their way lfi'ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂ]ﬂtf‘l}‘, still squeezing
their aching palms, and turning over in their minds all

sorts of plans for making Mr. William Brown properly
sorry for himself.

“Look here, we're going
It isn't as if we did any poaching
We never fished or anything; and it's
We're going to make that cad sit up

CHAPTER 8.
Dark Suspicions,

OM MERRY & CO. gave o good deal of thought to
the subjeet of Mr. William Brown during the next
day or two. They had an intense “dislike towards

the gentleman with the bulldog jaw, and they felt that it
was up to them to * get their own back " if they could. In
that enterprise, as Firwing nobly said, it was up to fellows
of both houses to pulr together.  School House and New
House both had a score to settle with Mr. William Brown,
and the only gquestion was, how was it to be done? But that
wis a somewhat difficult question to answer.

The juniors learned some facts about Mr. Brown. He
was undoubtedly the tenant of the Hermit's Island, as he
had declared. e had taken ihe island early in the spring
from Squire Lunsford, and possessed all tenant’s rights thoere
—for the fishing, as it was supposcd. He put up at the
Feathors Inn, =aome distance from the island, on the bank of
the Ryll. But he was not always there. :

Tom Merry and Co. frequently eycled down to the river-
gide inn, to demolish ginger-beer and cakes in the old
garden, and George, the waiter, was an old acguaintance of
thoire. When they found that Mr. Brown had a room atb the
inn, they asked old George about him, and the old fellow
told them all they asked.

Mr. DBrown did not seem much of a fisherman, George

NEXT
WEDNESDAY—
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thought. He often carried a rod and basket, but he never
caught any fish; nor had old George actually seen him
fishing at all. He was frequently away for three or four
davs at a time, and had, in fact, a season ticket from Way-
land to London. He kept a boat at the inn, and pulled off
to the island by himself sometimes, and sometimes with a
friend or two"whom he brought down from London. Thoy
gencrally had anglers’ outfits, but George never saw any
fish of their catching. Old George was, in fact, considerably
puzzled by the guest of the IFeathers, and he was quite
garrulous on the subject.

The Co. were puzzled too.

They did not believe that Mr. William Brown was a fisher-
man at all. Heowever unlucky a fisherman might be, ho
would catch something sometimes—and Mr. Drown never
caught anything. A meditative or poetic person, ccrtainly,
might sit by the river with an idle line for hours; but Mr.
Brown looked like anything but a meditative or poelio
person.  He looked like a hard bosiness-man—hard and not
overserupulous. He looked the very last man in the world
to idle away hours by a sunny river with an idle line,
pleasant as that occupation undoubtedly is,

What, then, did he want with the island?

The Terrible Three and Figeins & Co. had gone down to
the Foathers together that afternoon for that talk with
old George. As they eyeled back along the towing-path
Em}' were very thoughtful, Figgins's brain was especially

T

“There's something Gshy about
declarved at last,

“ Nothing fishy about him, you mean,” remarked Monty
Lowther. “ He never catches any fish, at all events.™

“0Oh, don't be funny!"” implored Figgins. “ Keep that
for the *Weekly,! old man. There's something jolly fishy
about him. Old George doesn't know what to make of him,
11+'s not a fisherman any more than he's a Turk.”

“ Then what the dooce does he want with the island "'
T:}i:l{'[‘mln Merry., *“ He must be paying old Lunsford a good
it for ik

“That's the giddy mystery. ITe doesn’t want it for the
fishing —that's all spoof. The afternoon we met him thero
he came in the rain, and came straight to the old - U "
said Figgins, * He hadn't a rod with him, even. Well, ha
wasn't after fishing then, was he?"

“ Conldn't have been, I suppose.”

“ And he didn't pull out to the island in the rain for
nothing —what 7'

“ Must be dotty if he did.”

“ And he had a revolver about him, and he yanked it out
when we collared him, taking him for one of the School
House chaps,’ said Figgins. A chap doesn’t carry a
revalver for nothing.”

“ No: he has to pay for a licence,” agreed Lowther, who
never could resist the inclination to be funny, in scason or
out of season.

“Shat up!"” roared Figgins. “1 tell you, this matter is
serious. As I was saying, he doesn't carry a revolver for
nothing, and yank it out when somebody collars him, unlesa
he's in fear of being collarcd seriously some time—that is,
by policemen. He was scared out of his wits when we
prabbed him that afternoon right out of his wits. And he
was mighty keen to get us out of the hermit's cell - cven
t{mugh it was pouring with rain. He was afraid of some-
thing i

““ What the dickens was he afraid of ¥

“ That's what we're going to find out,” said Figmins deter-
minedly. * My belief is that he's a scoundrel, and he's up
to something against the law.”

i ﬂ‘h |r"1'

“ That's my opinion,” said Figgins firmly. * Kerr and
Wynn noticed, too, that he was afraid of something all the
time we were in the hermit's eell with him, and he secmed
to be listening all the time."

“ That's jolly queer,” said Tom Merry.

“ Just look at the facts of the case,” said Figeins.
““ Here's a man who carrvies a revolver, and vanks 1t out
when he's touched: takes an island, and pavs for 1t for
fishing, and never fishes; gets into a wild rage because some
chaps land on the island for a picnie, though he doesn't uso
the island for the only thing 1t's wseful for—ecamping and
fshing, The island’s not a bit of use to him, yet he's
vaying rent for it; and he takes the trouble to come 1n
-ljt. Jim's and get us licked, to keep us from going near th»
island again.
explaining "'

“wWell, it does look like it," admitted Tom Merry.

“ There's a seeret there, and its something illegal’ asaid
Figzins, with conviction. ** He didn’t come to the hermit’s
eoll on Wednesday afternoon for shelter from the rain,
mark you. He came in the boat from tha Feathers, and it
must have been raining when he started. We know how
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long the rain had been going on,  Well, then, he left the n,
though if was raining, and came there. What for?” :

*Give' 1t up.”

“Well, anyway, he must have had an object.” »

** And you think——*

“1 think there’s some giddy secret about that hermit’s
cell,” said Figgins, with conviction. * He came there for a
special purpose.  You know the old yarn about the hermit
of the island having a well-stocked cellar? Well, Suppose
that cellar really exists—what? Suppose there's something
hidden therc—some secret or other—perhaps one of Mr.
Wilham Brown's friends there at the very minute we were
there—that would explain why he was listéning so anxiously.
He might have been in dread all the time that his friend
would come out into view."

i M}r ]“'.Lt. +[:|!

“ But what on earth could be going on there?” asked
Manners,

" Something against the law,"” said Figgine,
it’s a hiding-place for plunder.
burglars.”

"“Oh "

“Well, perhaps it isn't =0 bad as that,” said Figeins,
“ But there's something— a-:unmiﬂng that Mr, William Brown
is awfully keen on keeping dark—something that he's paying
the rent of the island for, though he doesn’t want it for the
reason he gives—fGishing, My belief is that it's something
tllegal.  If it wasn't, why the dickens should he be so keen
about keeping it dark 1"

“Figgy, old man, you cught to be a lawyer,” said Tom
Merry admiringly.,

“Well, I think I've worked that out pretty well,” said
Figgmms, with some pardonable satisfaction. *“ And we're
up against the cad. He's given us plenty of trouble, and
we're going to get our own back. If he’s up to some swindle,
we'll show the rotter up—what [

“* Hear, hear!™

“Only we've got to spot what's going on before we can
show him up,” said Menners.

" Leave that to me,” said Figgine loftily.

® Oh, rats "’ said Tom Merry warmly.  ** No good leaving
a difficult business like that to a New House chap, You
edmit that, Figgins "

“That I jolly well don’t!” said Figgins, with some heat,
“If 1 want help, of course I'll call on you chaps, and let
you take a hand. But for investigating, what is wanted
1 a cool head and a level brain &

““Well, and where are you going to find those in the New
House " demanded Monty Lowther,

““Here!l' roared Figgins, * Minpe!” .

“ Now you're being funny I eomplained Lowther,

** Ha, ha, ha I'"

“Oh, rats!" said Figgins crossly. * Look here, you chaps
have got to stand out and leave that man to me. 1 spotted
him first. [ guessed he was a criminal to start with. And
if he's a criminal, he's my eriminal—sec ¥

“Bosh! Criminals are public property !” grinned Tom
Merry.

“ Look here, Tom Merry——"

" Look here, Figginge——""

“1I think " began Kerr.

‘“ And I think " said Manners,

" ¥ou School House chumps——"*

" ¥You New Iouse duffers—"

Fortunately, the eyclists arrived at 8t. Jim’s before the
argument proceeded further. They segarut-ed to go to their
respective Houses in considerable wrath.

“ The awful nerve of it!"” said Figgins to his chums, as
they went into the New House. “ Why, we've got all the
right in the matter! We spotted the rotter, in the first
place.  We slanged him on his own giddy island., We're
jolly well going to keep this matter in our own hand—what !’

** Hear, hear!” said the Co. heartily,

And at the same moment the Terrible Three were express-
ing their opinion of the peculiarly crass obstinacy of Figging
of the New House.

“ The silly ass!" said Monty Lowther, # Why, if he takes
this matter in hand, he's simply bound to make a mueck of
it !

* Not the slightest doubt about that,” zgreed Tom Merry.
“Of course, it’s up to us!”

s YE&E rather |"

“In fact, Figgy will get himself into trouble if we lot him
run on,” said Tom, with a wise shake of the head. 1%
only for Figgy's sake, out of kindness, we're bound to take
this matter mm hand ourselves.”

* Hear, hear!" :

** And we _]ﬂ“f}' well won’t lese any time 1" said Tom Merry.
TE‘]FD"HT a t.Ernrmnl’ls a huﬂftf—hnlirlay. andl it would be just
nke Fig ¢ go mooching off to the island then, instea
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-manner of the Terrible Three to excite his suspicions,

playing cricket. If that man's a
may knock Figgy on the head! The inside of Figegy's head
will never save the outside. Kids, we're going to strike
while .the iron's hot, and if there's a secret on that island,
we're going to be the johnnies to discover it, and we're
going to do it at once—to-night,”

Manners and Lowther stared.
pared for that,

“Tomght ! repeated Lowther,

" Oh; draw it mild ! said Manners,

“To-night," said Toem Merry firmly.

“ But—but how 1"

“I've got a key to the boathouse, vou know. We can get
the skiff out easily enough. We'll take a bike lantern, and
a cricket-stump each, in case of trouble. Then we'll explore
the giddy hermit's cell.  According to old George, Mr.
William Brown is away in London now, so he won't be there
to bother us.”

“He might drop in suddenly,
& Co, were there——"1

“ We must chance that,” said Tom gserencly.

“"¥You ass! He'd report us to the Head. And what do
yvou Hhink we should get for being out of bounds and up
the river at night, especially after the row there's already
been about that beastly island " exelaimed Lowther.

“Can’t be helped,” said Tom. ‘“We're going to risk it.
But we'll put on some old clothes and smother our chivyies
with mad, and then——"

“Grooh!" sniffed Manners,

“Ass! It will wash off ! An extra wash won't do o
any harm. Then the rotter won’t know us, even if he does
sce us.  What do you think of the idea?”

“ Rotten ! said Lowther,

* Simply rotten ! said Manners

Tom Merry laughed. '

" Then you can stick in bed, and I'll go alone " he said.

11” I"En,i you won't!” growled Manners, ‘' If you go, we
all go.’ o

“ When father says turn, we all turn,” sighed Lowther,
* Blessed if I like the ideaof playing the giddy goat in
the middle of the night. But I suppose you won’t he happy
till you get it. It's a po!™

And that eveming, before the Shell went to bed the
Terrible Three made their preparations with great secrecy,
not even admitting Study No. 6 into the secrot. If they
had told Study No. 6, Blake & Co. would have wanted to
take a hand—indeed, Arthur Augustus would certainly neverp
have allowed the expedition to take place: without his per-
sonal superintendence. 80 Tom Merry considered that a
still tongue showed a wise head. It would never do for a
crowd to go,

When Darrel of the Sixth saw lighfs out in the Shell
dormitory in the Behool House there was nothing in the
And

the rest of the Shell were fast asleep before Tom Merry made
a move,

guldy eriminal, why, he

They were not quite pre-

He did the time Tiggins

CHAPTER 9.
An Expedition by Night.

" TEADY on!”
S “ Bhush !
* Steady on, I tell you, with that boat .

" And shush, I tell you, with that giddy voice !

“¥Yon ass, Lowther——"

"' Bhus-s-gh |7

Tom Merry paused for a moment to glare at his subordi-
nate follower. The Terrible Three were carrying the skiff
among them over the raft. They had slipped out of the
School House guite easily—as a matter of fact, they had
broken bounds on other occasions, and knew the * ropes.”

The boat-keeper was fast asleep in bed long ago, and as
the captain of the Bhell had a key to the boathouse, it was
easy enough to take the skiff out. But the night was very
dark, and the boat bumped on the raft as the three juniors
ran it down to the water,

** Better shush !I” went on Lowther, with cheerful coolness,
“If we get spotted, you know——"

“ Bhut up !” growled Tom Merry. * Heére we are.

The boat slid into the water with a gentlo splash. The
Terrible Three stepped into it, and Tom gently pushed off.
They rocked away into the muddle of the dark, murmuring
river. Their veices died into silence in the quictude of the
night. Now that they were fairly embarked upon that reck-
less expedition the seriousness of it began to dawn upon
their minds—they had not thought much about it before,
But if it should come to the knowledge of the Housemaster
or the Head that they had taken aﬁnt out on the river

at nearly midnight, the results would certainly have been
extremely serious for them,
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And there was something almost eerip in the darkness and
the silence of the flowing Ryll—something uncanny in the
Llack woods that lowered on the shore.

Perhaps at that moment the Terrible Three felt some
little inward misgiving, and wished that they were safe back
in their beds in the Shell dormitory in the School House.
But it was too late to think of that now.

Whother they felt inward misgivings or not nothing would
have induced the Terrible Three to admit she faet to one
another or to themselves. They were fairly started now, and
there was no turning back. The lantern and three cricket-
stumps lay in the boat. They were prepared for emergencies.
They intended to explore the cell on the Hermit's Island, and
discover its secret, if it had one. But that anyone but them-
gelves would be there was not likely. Even if the old hermat-
age was being used for some secret and lawless purpose, it
was not likely that Mr. William Brown or his friends would
be there ut midnmight.

Hardly a star glimmered in the sky as the juniers pulled up
the rver. Not a gleam of light broke the black masses of the
woods on either shore. When they passed the Feathers every
light was out in the old inn, and they could hardly distin-
guish the building against its dark background of woods, The
silence of midmght brooded over the river, and it was
up'Fresﬁ_iw:,‘

he juniors did not feel inclined to speak. In silence they
pulled on. Manners was steering, and he was watching
anxiously for the island ahead. 1In the darkness it would
have been very easy to run ashore,

A blacker mass against the dark sky ahead showed at last
that they were nearing the island.

“ (M pasy!” said Manners. * We're close on it now."

The boat jumped lightly on the mud. They came ashore
in the place where Figgins & Co. had camped for the picnie
a few days before. It was the casiest landing-place on the
island. They laid the oars in, and scrambled ashore on , the
sheiving bank of the island, and drew the boat up securely
among the rushes,

“Well, we're here,” said Monty Lowther.

“ And we've got the place to ocurselves, I fancy,” Tom
Merry remarked, with a glance ronnd into the black shadows.
“ Lucky we know our way all over the island, We sha'n’t be
able to see much.”

‘“ There's the lantern,” said Manners, taking it out of the
boat. -

“No light,”” said Tom. * It might be spotted from the
Jand. if there's anybody about. Not that there seems to be
anybody. But one can’t be too careful when one is out of
bounds at midnight.”

The juniors chuckled a little. That was true. Some keeper
in the woods along the river might have spotted a light on the
island, and felt curions about it. If one of Squire Lunsford’s
keepers had seen a light there he would probably have come
investigating, looking for poachers and night-lines.

Tom Merry took the unlighted lantern, and the ericket-
stumps were picked out.of the boat, and then the Terrible
Three started for the interior of the hittle island.

It was only a couple of hundred yards to the deep glade in
the midst of the trees where the ruins of the hermitage lay
under the ancient beech. But the juniors were a quarter of
an hour getting there. In the deep darkness it was not easy
to find the way In the glade, however, it was a little clearer,
and they discerned the mossy masses of stone under a big
beech.

“ Nobody there now, at all events,” Lowther murmured.
The silence of the tomb grected the juniors as they approached.
* Better not jaw, though,” Tom whispered. *' Shushl”

¥ Shush away " aaid Lowther cheerfully.

They entered the hermitage cautiously. The old place was
evidently untenanted. But if the cellar or vault existed under
the old hermitage, as Figgins suspected, they needed to be
careful. It was not likely, but it was possible, that someone
might be there. And if the old hermitage was really the
resort of a gang of criminals, they would be on the alert at
all times. Figgins's theory had seemed rather ** thick " to
the Shell fellows. But, somehow, in the darkness and loneli:
ness of the island, it seemed less improbable now. They
remembered the hard, unserupulous face of Mr. Willilam
Brown, and they remembered Figgins's mention of the re-
volver, and the remembrance was not pleasing at that moment.

Tom Merry lighted the lantern. For further investigations
the light was essential, and it could not now be observed from
tho banks of the river. The glimmer would not show beyond
the walls of the old hermitage.

The lantern light gleamed on the stone walls, thick with
moss, overgrown with {-rlaﬂping plants. Tom Merry cast the

gghﬁ upon the stquare, heavy flagstones that formed the floor
of the old cell. They wera cracked in places, uneven, and
ggged._ But certainly they did not look as if the had ever

en displaced since they were first set there by the builders

. NEXT
WEDNESDAY—

« THE GEM" LIBRARY. :

“THE RIVAL PATROLS!”

One Pﬂl’n'fi 13

of the hermitage in the far-off days when Richard Ceeur de
Lion was King in England. » '

For a guarter of an hour or more the juniors scanned the
cracked and defaced flags, with a muttered word every now
and then, and then there was & pause in the search.

“ No luck " murmured Tom Merry.

“ We haven't finished,” said Manners, in a low voice.
“ There's this heap of brushwood in the corner. Shall woe
shift it?"”’

Tom Merry hesitatéd.

In one corner of the hermitage there was a mass of brush-
wood, twigs, dried foliage, tangled with growing ivy and
creeping planis. i

Ty it worth while?' Tom Merry murmured dubiously.
* Tt doesn't look as if it's ever been moved.”

Lowther cocked his eye thoughtfully at the heap. .

“ I don't quite see how it got there, though,” he remarked,
“ The ivy's growing, and some of the twigs have fallen there
from the trees, and the leaves, too. DBut that brushwood must
have been chucked there by somebedy. There wasn't a pile
like that there last time I came here. That was last term.”

““ Well. we'll shift it and see,” said Tom. ** May as well
bo thorough.”

He set the lantern down where its rays full upon the corner,
and the three juniors dragged away the heap. The stone
flags were revealed underneath, covered with moss and with
crawling tendrils of ivy. Monty Lowther dropped on his knees
to make a closer examindtion, and he uttered a guppreassed
exclamation, Hao dragged a mass of the ivy aside, and
revealed nn iron ring sct in the eentre of a square stone. The
ring was eaten with rust, but it was still unbroken. The
chums of the Shell gazed at one another in surprise and
trinmph,

“ My hat!" ejaculated Tom Merry, under his breath.
*That's a find!"

“ B4 there 13 a vault, after all!"” said Manners,

““ Yos: and that's the way into it, you bet. The old 1vy
has covered up that ring for years,” said Tom, Nobody
would have thought of dragging it away and looking under it.
If anybody knows this place he must have happened on it by
chance.”'

““ Do you think——"

v We'll soon see. We're going to see what's under that
stone.”

Tom Merry grasped the iron ring, He noticed that it
moved quite easily 1m its socket in the stone.  He dragged ot
it, and the stone rose out of its place. The stone was Aat,
thick, and heavy, nearly a yard in length, and two feet across,
and as it rose Tom could see that it wes more than six inches
thick. Yet it moved easily enough to his pull. 1t was evident
that it was balanced upon some hidden pivot below.

‘The stone rose, and it stood upon end. Below was black
darkness. The juniors gazed down into the deep pit at their
feot, Tom Merry picked up the lantern, and cast its hight
into the depths below. Six feet down was a flooring of
stone, with a cavity at one side, and there he caught a
glimpse of a narrow fight of stone steps that wound down-
wards into the blackness.

“ That's our way !"" said Tom Merry.

Manners and Lowther drew a quick breath.

“ Suppose—supposo there's someone there!” Manners mut-
tered uneasily. * I—I say, Tom, I'm not funking, but—but
that's an awful hole to get into, if it should happen that
there's someone there, someone who's afraid of being dis-
covered."

Tom shook his head,

** There's three of us,” he said.
nobody there. This place is used, T believe, but it's empty
now. That brushwood and stuff was piled on the stone after
it was last closed. That couldn’t have been done from under-
neath.”

“ No, that's s0."

“ Come on!”" said Tom.
you know., We'll risk it."

“If they, whoever it is, should come while we're down thera
we shonldn’t have much chance of getting out,” said Lowther,
“ And if he's a erimical remember that he's got a revelver.”

“ We'll close the stone after us,’” said Tom. *' Easy emough
to push it up from underneath, Suppose one of you chaps
stay up here to keep watch. You ecan put the brushwood
back over the stone, and make it look as it did before. Then,
if anything should imppnn to us down here there'll be some-
body to get help.”

“'Well, that's a good idea, but 5

“ ¥ou two toss up for it said Tom. * Of course, I'm
going down. I'm leader, ain't I? Don't argue. Toss up for
it. We're wasting time.” '

It was evidently the wisest thing to be done. If the juniors
were going into danger, as was quite possible it was best for
one to remain above ground, to form a communication with
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the outside world in case of need. Lowther drew a coin from
Ins pocket, and held it in his closed hand to Manners.

* Head or tail?” he said.

" Head 1"

Lawther ghowed the fizure of Britannia,

“You loge,” he said. ‘1 go! Cover up the stone, old
som, and then lie low. 1f anybody should come scouting
n_rntlmr.l he won't notice anything amiss, You keep out of
grght’

** Raght-het?

Tom Mervy and Lowther dropped inte the opening, and
Manners passed the lantern down, and then the stumps. Then
he closed the stone over their heads, replaced the vy, and
piled the brushwood back into its place. If Mr. William
Brown, or any of his mysterious friends, should visit the
hermitage from motives of caution they would find nothing
amiss now. Manners sat on a chunk of the old masonry, to
wait.

Ten minutes or so passed, and Manners, in the silence and
darkness, almost dropped off to sleep, when a sudden sound
awoke him to alertness.

It was a footstep ontside the hermitage.

In & moment Manners was on his feet, his heart thrilling
with excitement, and he erouched back into the ecover of the
ivy, in the corner of the cell further from the ringed stone.

Something like a black shadow passed in the old stone
cell—Manners heard soft footfalls on the mossy flags. 1le
could see nothing; but he knew that someone was there,
within a few féet of him, and he hardly breathed. e heard
faind sounds that told him that the heap of brushwood over
the ringed stone was being moved once more. Whoever it
was that had eome there in the darkness, evidently knew
the secret of the moving stane. If he had come a quarter of
an hour earlier, he would have fallen upon the juniors, and
Manners felt his heart throb at the thought.

Was it Mr. William Brown? he wondered. Whoever it
was, he could be there for no good purpese at that hour of
the night. The thought crossed Manners’ mind that it might
he Figgins investigating; but Figgins would have known
nothing about the ringed stone—and the unseen new-comer
had gone directly-to it, like one who knows the secret well,

Manners heard the grind of
the stone as it was raised, &

besides that under the ringed stone, This secret recess
beneath the island hermitage was ventilated by some hidden
shaft, that had its outlet somewhere on the island in con-
cealment. The builders of the place had planned it for
hiding in ease of danger, or for secret revels that were
hidden from the knowledge of the world, and ventilating
pipes had been necessary.
The stair came to an end at last, in a vaulted chamber.

The arch of the vault was of stone, with a broad sweep
the stairway opened from a wall of solid stone hlecks into
the vault. Beyond the vault was another, and yvet another.

_ All was dark, save for the rays of the lantern in the
janior’s hand.

But a sense of warmth smote upon them—upon the stone
stair it had been chilly, cold; but here in the vaults the air
WaS warnier, {

There could only be one explanation of that—artificial
heat had been employed there.

The vault was in use by human beings—{or what purpose
they could not guess, unless it was as a hiding-place.

he two juniors stepped from the opening of the stairwar,
and stood 1 the vault, looking aboutl them with peering eves.

The vault was empty,

They stepped slowly and cautwously across the stone-flagged
floor to the second vault. As they passed the stone pillar at
the side, a red glow struck their eyes. It came from
a small stove, in which a few embers were still burning.

The juniors halted, breathing hard.

The stove was yet lighted, and the vault, therefore, if not
now cecupied, musi have bheen cecupied very lately,

They gazed about them anxiously, y

Not a whisper passed their lips. A sound might have
betrayed them. For all they knew, the light might already
hive been seen by some hidden enemy.

Near the stove was a table formed of planks laid upon
trestles. There were several boxes upon it, locked. There
were 4 number of instruments, the nature of which the
juniors could hardly guess in a hasty glance; but they
recognised crueibles and moulds, though for what purpose
the moulds were intended they had no enlichtenment.

Keeping their eyes well about them, they Fj'iste.ned intently,

The silence was broken by
a slight sound now that they

soft thud as it dropped into
place again. Then dead

eilence.

Someone—unseen, unknown
—had gone down into the
black depths, on the track of
Tom Merry and Lowther,
without knowing that they
were there. Manners, with

THE
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were in the second vault—a
sound that came from the
darkness i the further wault.
the last of the three. Tt wis
the sound of a heavy and ster-
torous breathing, ~

“ There’s somebody there !'
Lowther whispered at last.
Tom Merry nodded.

RIVAL

(]

_._

a thumping heart, stood hesi- e v
tating, pwc:-udmring what he ] . (Ji-h- 5 asleep, he mut-
had better do. He did not rllr{ g ﬂff} o
hesitate long. He stepped to- L : If he wakes——"

e

wards the stone, raised 1t once
more, and looked down into
the darkness below—looked
and listened, At the first
sound of alarm he was ready
to rush down te the aid of his
chums, and he listened in-
tently, with beating heart.

CHAPTER 10,
At Close Quarters.

EANWHILE,
Merry and
Lowther had «e-
scended the winding stone
steps, which seemed to lead
endlessly downwards into the
darkness under the old her-
mitage on the island.

Tom Merry went ahead,
with the lantern gleaming in
his left hand, the ericket-
stunip grasped in his right.

Monty  Lowther fallowed
him close, also grasping his
stump, and peerng over
Tom's shounlder at the wind-
ing steps that ran on and on.

The wir was close and heavy,
but the fact that it was re-
gpirable at all showed that
there was some other openmg
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“He sounds as if he's in a
Irlgam*:,: sleep. I'm going to ses
him I muttered Tom Merry
determinedly, “He's only
one chap, anyway; he can't
eat us ™

C =T say—

But Tom Merry was stop-
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ping forward,  ‘with gtlent
steps, the lantern raised be-
fore him.

In the corner, behind the

huttress of the third vault, lay
a heap of sacks and old coats
and drugs, and upon them a
nman lay asleep,

He was fully clothed, and
lay with his head on one arm,
Jiis face half hidden.  What
the juniors could ser of his
face was half covered with a
stubbly beard. It was a hard,
ugly, brutal face, and there
was an unhealthy flush in it,
and that flush, added to the
fact that an empty bottle lay
npon  the ‘floor heside the

sleeper,  accounted for the
heavy, lethargic gleep. The
sceret. dweller of the wvaults

had been drinking heavily be-
fore he laid himself upon the
sucking {o eleep,
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““Come on, deah boys ! yelled IFArcy. *‘Aftah me!" And he leapt \’ﬂliﬂl:l'lljr- for Figgins's I:u.nt.-
And there was a yell of langhter.

8 yard short, and disappeared inte the water.

.Tom Merry was careful to keep the light from falling
directly upon the sleeper’s face. He did not wish to awaken
hmm. Close by the rough couch lay a heavy life-preserver,
within reach of the ruffian’s hand. The two juniors backed
away silently, and Tom Merry turned the wick of the lantern

er, keeping only a dim glimmer of light to show them
their way without stumbling.

They drew back to the foot of the spiral stairway in the
first vault,

“ What the deuce does it all mean 7" Te
in pll:rplvxit:,r. “ There's

“Looks like it! Some secret invention, perhaps; and
thtl}' arc ﬂtung it here to h""l.’]l it dark.™

*“That man didn't look like an inventor,
a hooligan, and he was dead drunk.”

** Blessed il I know what the place is used for. then I”

* There’s something fishy about it, that's & cert.”

i [I:.‘:l. not ﬂ.ﬂ'ﬂ.iﬂﬁt l.'.hi_?l law to Carry <on work in a vault in
steret, © said Lowther, with a shrug, “ They've a right to
do 1t if they like, 1 suppose. It may be some secret inven-
tion, for all we know, though they don’t look that sort.
But if it's a den of criminals, Tommy, the sooner we get
out of 1t the better ! Pt

Tom Merry placed his finger on his !I.llii.

From above came a dull, heavy sound.

It ochoed faintly down the spiral stairway.

Lowther's {ace went white,

“The stone!l"

*Yes."

: m Merry muttered,
some kind of work going on here

He looked like

But he dropped
(Ses Chapter 2.)

—_— = =

Tom Merry extinguished the lantern instantly.

The vault was plunged into the blackest darkness. Now
that the

113 ¢ lantern was no longer burning, they could
:Itmtmgm:'.h a faint red glow in the darkness from tge dying
stove,

Somebody’s  coming  down!” Lowther muttered.
“ Manners—"

"* Manners agreed to stay there,”

“Then it 4

" Somebody else—Mr,

" Revolver and all ™
fairly caught "

“Not yet! He can’t have seen the light*—the sta
you know., We shall socon sce whe
This way "

Tom Merry grasped Lowther's arm. and drew him AWAY in
the darkness. In his first scanning of the vault he had
taken it all in: his training as o Boy Scout served him iy
rgood stead now,

Close by the opening of the stairway there was a deep
alcove in the wall, probably used as a cupboard in old days,
for there were still empty sockets in the stone where hinges
once had been, Tom Merry had observed it, and saw
that it was empty. Ils drew Lowther into it, and they
crouched back as far as they could, making no sound.

A ecouple of minutes later they heard footsteps on the
alnirs, he new-comer was descending,

They listened, with throbbing hearts. . \

They heard the footsteps pass the last of the spiral stairs,

- Tue Gen Lisrary.--No. 329.

William Brown, very likely,”
muttered Lowther grimly, * We're

ir winds,
ther he suspects we're here.
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and pass on into the first vault. Then they heard a voice
in the darkness:

“Brick! Sam PBrick! Are you awake?"

They knew the voice—the hard, metallic, tones they had
heard jn the Head's study at 8t. Jim's, in their interview
with Mr. William Brown. It was tho tenant of the Hermit's
Island who had entered the dark vault, and was standing
within 8 couple of yards of them, unconscious of their
presence.

_The Shell fellows bardly breathed.

There was no reply from the sleeping man—evidently Sam
Brick, the name called by Mr. William Brown. They heard
Brown mutter to himsell, and pass on towards the further
vaults.

Tom Merry squeezed Lowther's arm, and Lowther under-
stood. They crept silently out of the alecove, and into the
opening of the stairway, Without a sound, but with their
hearts in their mouths, they crept up the stairs.

For they rememberoed the man's hard, cruel face, and the
revolver. If there was a guilty secret hidden in that vault,
and he discovered their presence—

For the first time they fully realised the danger they had
come 1nto.

There was a sudden gleam of light—elear, hard light—
electric light, as they knew. Mr. William Brown had turned
on an electric-lamp in the third wvault. The light dimly
penetrated the stairway, but the juniors were hidden from
view from below by the wind of the stairs.

“Coma on!” whispered Lowther,

“ Bhush [

From the vaults came the voice of Mr. Willam Brown
again—distant now, but audible, He was speaking in angry
tones to the man in the vault, doubtless shaking him to wake
him from his drunken slumber.

“ Brick! Do vyou hear me?
you have been drinking!"

“71 'ad a drop afore I went to roost,”” said a thick, lluﬁ-kf]
voioe. ‘“*Wot's the "Tarm? I ain’t ere to work night as well
as day, 1 s'pose, cully?”’

“ Have you heard—er seen—anything "

“Wot was there to ’ear or see?”

“ Listen to mo! You remember what I tald you—of the
schoolboys who came on the island a few days ago?’

“Well? Let me 'ave that glass®”

“T.ot it alone, you fool; you've had more than enough!
I've been uneasy ever since. You've seen and heard
nothing "'

“ Course not.”

4 2omeone hus been on the island. Do you hear me, you
drunken fool? 1 have been on the rack ever since last
Wednesdav, when I found those schoclboys in the ecell. I
thought I had made sure that they would not come again;
but when I got baek to the Feathers to-night, 1 determined to
look round the island—one cannot be too careful—"'

“ There win’t been nothing "

“ Phat is all you know, I tell you there is a boat moored
in the rushes. 1 found it there when 1 landed!”

“Some poacher, arter the fishing, that's all. 1 kndw the
chers come on the island sometimes to set night-lines.”

Wake up, man! You fool,

“Perhaps. But I am uneasy, You are sure——""
“T'm sure, of course,  1f anybody 'ad been 'ere—"
T

et up, man! It will be safer to search the place!”

Monty Lowther gripped Tom Merry’'s arm.

“ For goodness’ sake, come away!" he whispered.

Tom Merry pressed on up the spiral stair, with Lowther
close behind,  'They ascended as fast as they could without
noige.,  The cool air on their faces showed them that the
stone above was open. A dim square, less black than the
darkness around them, showed them the opening, and in
the dim square they saw a head leaning over.

Whether it was Manners or & stranger they conld not see,
To sprak was to betray themselves. But the watcher above
had heard their aceent, as they reached the top, and the
silence was broken by a low, soft sound—a subdued call, in
imitation of the ecurlew—the signal of the Curlew Patrol, to
which the Terrible Three belonged. Then they knew that
the peering head above belonged to their chum:

“Manners!"" whispered Tom Merry.

“Tom ! Thank gpoodness !’ Manners,
“ Quick M

{e gave them a hand out of the opening. They breathed
more freely when they stood in the hermitage again,

“You saw him?' Manners whispered.

“ Heard him,” said Tom. * It was Brown; we heard him
epeak.”

i ﬁ“r] hf'_"".‘

“He didn’t spot us, no- fear!
poftly 1"’

With infinite care, all three grasping the iron ring, they
lowered the stone into its place, inch by inch, teking eare
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(et the stone closed—
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that it did not thud as it closed. They did mot wish Mr,
William DBrown to hear the warning sound that they had
heard in the vault.

“ Good!” muttered Manners, in relief. “He closed it
after him, but I opened it, in case I was ready to come
down!”

“1t's all serene now,"” said Tom Merry. *‘ There's another
man down there. There’s something going on-—some
rascality. T don’t know what. And that man Brown has
spotted our boat. We've got to get it away quick. Come
on!"

‘T'he juniors lost no time. 'There was nothing more to be
done at the hermitage. They had discovered all that was
to be discovered, and there was deadly danger in lingering.

They felt that instinctively. Even now Mr. William
Brown and his companion were seanning the' vaults for a
sign of a possible intruder, and they might ascend at any
minute to carry their search further,

Brown - had evidently hurried to the hermitage after
discovering the boat on the shore, to ascertain whether all
was right there: but as soon as he was assured on that
point gcmbtlem he would return to secure the boat. A eross-
examination of it would enable him to trace it to St. Jim’'s,
The Tarrible Three fairly ran for the shore. Their boat was
in the rushes, where they had left it, and near it was a
small skiff, evidently the one in which Mr. Brown had come,
They pushed off their own boat hastily, and jumped into it.

“ Hark !’ muttered Manners.

There was a sound of footsteps crashing through the under-
woods on the island. Already Brown had emerged from the
vaults, and was returning towards the boats. Tom Merry
slipped his oars through the rowlocks and pulled. Thae
boat glided away on the bosom of the deep, dark river.

They heard footsteps come down to the shore, and the mut-
tering of voices, Then the sharp tomes of Mr. William
Brown: .

““ It's gone .

“ And we're gone too!" chuckled Monty Lowther softly,

“Only poachers!” said the thick, husky voice of Sam
Brick.  “Don’'t I keep tellin’ you it was only fishin' poachers,
guv'nor!"’

Pyl whispered Tom.,

Tom and Lowther fairly bent to the oars. The boat shot
away into the night. From the shore of the island a sudden
blaze of sharp white light shot out. It was a powerful
electrie lamp, and its long ray cut like a knife into the
darkness of the river; but it fell short of the retreating
Lioat.

A dozen yards of darkness separated the Terrible Three
from the closest point of that shaft of hght.

“Qafe gs houses " murmured Tom Merry.

And they pulled hard and the boat glided fast away—fast
beyvond the reach of pursuit, if the men on the island should
have taken to their oars in chase. Whether they did so
or not, the Terrible Three conld not tell; they had so great
a start that the pursuit could not possibly have overtaken
them if it had been made. But they puﬁﬁi their hardest,
an they were glad when the boat bumped upon the school
raft outside the boathouse,

—_— e ==

CHAPTER 11.
Figgins Staanda Outl

" AW-AW-AW!”

Y That was the sound with which the Terrible Three

anawerad the clang of the rising-bell on the follow-

inye Morning.

They were far from feeling inclined to rise.

1t had been past three o'clock when they returned to bed
the previous night. The boat had been safely housed, and
the juniors had crept back into the School House undis-
covered: and they had turned in in the Shell dormitory,
tired out, and slept like logs till the rising-bell woke them n
the morning with its brazen clang.

The Terrible Three were far from being slackers, and as
a rule they were among the first up in their dormitory; buk
on this particular morning they rolled over and yawned, and
had to summon up their energies to sit up in bed.

“ Up with you, youn slackers!” called out Kangaroo.
“ What's the matter with you this morning, fatheads?”

“ Yaw-aw-aw !’
“The rising-bell's
“You'd better get up.

as owls!”

¢ Feel as sleepy as owls—boiled owls!” yawned Monty
Lowther dolorously, 1 say, somebody rum down and tell
Mr. Linton that I can't come into class this morning !

“Ha, ha, ha!l” i

“ Well T suppose we must get uwp,” said Tom; and with
an effort he rolled out of bed. “ Turn out, you slackers !"

fa ENNY POPULAR,” ‘“‘CHUQNKLES,” iD,
T“EEm-r riday. Every Inﬁm 2

stopped,” . remarked Clifton Dane.
Blessed #f vou don’t lock as slecpy
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“I think I'l have another forty winks,” said Manners
drowsily, ' Call me when—yow—ow Keep that sponge
away, you silly beast! Can't you see I'm getting up?
(iroo !

And Manners turned out, minus the forty winks.

But the Terrible Three, in spite of a cold bath and a
brisk rub-down, felt decidedly heavy when they went down-
stairs with the Shell. They had missed about four hours’
tleep in the middle of the night, and they missed it very
much, Tliey yawned out into the quadrangle, hoping that
the keen fresh air would liven them up.

" Blessed if 1 sha'n’t go to sleep in elass!” grunted
Manners.  * Not much of an idea, going out of a night, after
all. 1 don’t know how Cutts of the Fifth keeps awake in
!;mi dixj_::t-imr-, after his lute nights at the Green Man, blessed
1 do

" Well, we mustn't nod off, anyway, or the fellows will
begin to emell a mouse,” said Tom Merry, laughing.
** Nobody knows we've been ouot, so far!”

“And we'd better keep it dark,” said Lowther. “I'm
too sleepy to think it out now, but we've got to have a big
L}'i“kpsﬂwr what we found out lust night., Still, it will

eep |

“Yes; the island won't float away,” said Tom. “And
there’s the New House mateh this afternoon—we're plaving
l*':gg:laun & Co, again., We shall have to give the island a
rest.’

I'he SBhell fellows found their drowsiness wear off as the
morming progressed, fortunately,

Mr. Linton, the masier of the Shell, would certainly have
eat up rusty if they had nodded off to sleep in the Form-
room.

And thay were keen enough about the ericket-mateh in the
afterncon.  House matohes took place at regular intervals,
amnd the juniors of St. Jim’s were even keener about them
than about school matehes. Which House had the best
{evc;rd of wins was a disputed point, both Houses claiming to
e top,

But as each House match eame round., Tom Merry & Clo.
on one side, and Figgins & Co. on the other, made up their
miinds to knoek their old rivals into the middle of next week,
or still further along the calendar. The senior House
matches were not haif so importani—from a junior point-of
view,

Tom Merry, as captain of the junior eleven in the School
House, was busy that afternoon.” The affair of the island,
mysterious as it was, was driven from his mind. As Lowther
had remarked, it would keep.

“I'm playin’ this aftahnoon, deah boy,” Arthur Augustus

IY'Arey remarked aftably, meeting Tom Merry as '
eame out pfter dinner. ‘s all gwight;l” f Vo, dpiiozs

“Is 3?7 said Tom, looking doubtful,

Arthur Aungustus IV Arcy had hevc-n‘negIEﬂting ericket of
late, having been possessed with a weird delusion that he
had powers as a ventriloquist, and he had chucked ericket in
order to devote himself to that new art till he had been
mereilessly chipped into chucking that in turn, Now he had
taken up cricket again with renewed keenness: so, accordin
to I'Arcy's point of view, the ericket prospects of the School
Hctu%e wt-1ru.} &rﬂgi'md for that :]r;amn at least,

“ Yaas! ely on me, deah boy,” said Arthur Aucustus
“T'm_ fwightfully keen about l’.':"i’if.‘]il’:t now, ﬂthﬂh'-?iaetusl
should wun down to the island this aftahnoon. ™ :

“ The island I'"" said Tom, with a start.

f’}%hur Aug;::}l;u;sjlnﬂmcll very ni:ivsteriﬂua,

‘ Yaas, wat o e lowered his voice. * Do vou kn
deah boy, I'vé# got wathah an ideah that EDII:‘IBt]li.IIE ur-‘];ltﬂ:;;
i8 goin’ on there—somethin’ undah the wose, you know.”

Tom Merry suppressed a laugh. Arthur Au
was certainly right; but it was a little late in
sidered in the light of what Tom Merry knew,

“iIt's nothin’ to laugh at, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus reprevingly. “ I've thought a gweat deal about
what Figging told us, of his encountah with that B

WOown
boundah there, The man was a vicious beast to come heah as

he did and get you fellows licked. Taken altogethah, it seems
to me wathah suspicious. I don’t like the look of that chap
lﬁiﬂ?ﬂ Did you notice that he wore wolled-gold sleeve-
inks

“1can't say I did,” said Tom, laughing.

** And his twousahs were vewy badly cut,” said Arthur
Aupgustus, with a shake of the head.

“ 1 didn’t notice that. Ile may havée tumbled over and cut
them,” suggested Tom, e

“ Wats! I mean they were badly cut by his tailah.”

“ Blessed if I should pay my tailor, if he cut my trousers,™
gaid Tom, - *

“ You uttah ass! I mean the way they were designed!™

stus’s idea
e day, con-
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because his tailor was a designing man?" asked Tom

mnocently,

" Weally, Tom Mewwy, you might leave that to Lowthah,
for the comie column m the ‘ Weekly,'"” said Arthur
Augustus, “ You do not weally misundahstand me. 1 am
conyineed that you are only wottin’. Of course, a man might
wear badly-cut twousahs and yet be honest. 1 don't deny
that. I have heard that there are people who buy their
twousahs weady-made,” =aid D’Arey, witrh a sage shake of
the head. '“Still, I don't like the look of the man. The
cut of s twousahs offended me vewy much—and he has a
shiftay look i his 5

* Waistcoat ¥ »

** No, you uttah ass—his eyes!”

“ Were his eyes cut too "

* 1 wefuse to discuss the mattah with you, if you are gein'
to make widiculous wemarks, Tom Mewwy, I wepeat that I
wegard that man as a suspicious ehawactah, and I should
not be surpwised if he turns out to be a wottah. T think it
extwemely pwob that he is heal lockin® for the tweasure of
St. Jin's, which has nevah been found—and pewwaps he
has a clue to it on that island. That would account for

172

evewythin’,

“Ha, ha, ha I

" Well, you will see,”” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.
“1 should wun down to the island this aftahnoon, only I am
wanted to play badly this aftahnoon.™

* You're not wanted to play badly; but I dare say you'll
do it,” said Tom, laughing.

“You ase! 1 mean I'm badly wanted te play. I'm simply
not goin’' to give Figgins & Co. a chance this aftahnoon,” said
Arthur Augustus impressively, :

“Well, I'll put you in,” seid Tom Merry, after some refloe-
tine.  ** Don’t make it a pair of spectacles if you can help it,
there’s a good chap, Gussy |7

* Why, you—you—you—-"" Words  failed  Arthur
Augustus at the mere suggestion that his score might be
a pair of spectacles; and he was still strugeling for speech
when Tom Merry walked away.

The School House eleven were on the ground in good time.
The stumps were pitched as early as possible in the after-
noon, for the play was likely to last as long as the light.
The Terrible Three were quite themselves again by this time,
Kangarco and Clifton Dane, and the four chums of Study
No. &, and Reilly and Brooke of the Fourth, made up the
School House jumor eleven, :

The New House players were not quite so prompt as usual.
When they arrived on the ground, a few minutes late, Tom
Merry ran his eye over them, and missed Figgins, The New
House eleven was composed of Kerr and ‘ﬁ’}':m, Redfern,
Owen, Lawrence, Kourm Ruao, and Prait, of the Fourth, and
Thompson, and three more Shell fellows, The great Figgins
was conspieuous by his absence.

“Hallo! Where's Figgy " asked Tom Merry.

“ Btanding out to-day,” said Kerr, with a grunt, ** We've
been arguing with him, but he’s as obstinate as a mule. He
savs it's time Reddy had a turn to captain the House team.”

“Well, he's right there, you knew,” remarked Redfern,
“Tt's all serene, Kerr. We shall heck these School House
bounders !”’

“ Weally, Weddy—"" began Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

* Figgins standing out!” .exclaimed Blake. * Well, it
won't make much difference; we were going to wipe up the
ground with vou, anyway.”

“ YVaas, wathah!” :

“PBut I sayv!” said Tom Merry, with a troubled look.
““ What's Figgy's little game? Has he_ only steod out to give
Reddy a chance—or has he got something on §”’

H I—fﬁ‘s gone out,” said Kerr :

The Scottish junior spoke rvather shortly. Ewidently he
was not anxious to give the Bchool House fellows informatifn
regarding Figgy's movements.

The thought had come mto Tom Merry's mind that Figgins
might have gone to the island. And, considering what the
Terrible Three had discovered the previous might, there
might be very real danger for Figgins there. If he searched
the old hernitage as the Shell fellows had done, he might find
the ringed stone., And if he found it he was certain to explore
beneath it. And in the daytime he would find the ruffian
PBrick awake, if the man was still there, as he doubtless
wﬁ?i“’e're waiting for yvou, Merry,” remarked Redfern, 11'}!11:
had the coin in his band, ready to toss. ' Now, then

i B’utl ﬂ.hﬂut- FIHEF_”

"
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“ Oh, never mind Figgy! Tf he prefers eycling to ericket,
we can get on all right for once without him,"”" said Redfern,
“ All the better for vou chaps, anyway."

Tom Merry's face cleared,

“Oh! He's zone out on his bike.”

ik YEE_”

**Right-ho! Tosas!"

Tom Merry’s mind was relieved, Tf Figeins had gone out
on his bicvele, Tom concluded naturally that the island in the
river could not be his destination. Redfern tossed the coin,
had had the better of it, and the New House side sent their
men in to bat. And Tom Merry led his merry men into the
ficld. And then, in’ the rush and stress of an exciting game,
all thought of the mysterious island and of Figgins of the
New House was banished from Tom Merry's mind.

CHAPTER 12,

Figgins Finds the Secret.
NI where was Figging gone ?

A good many of the New House juniors, surprized

by Figgins standing out of a House match, had asked

him. But Figeins had not satisfied their curiosity. Kerr and

Wynn were in the secret, of course. Figgins meant to take

edvantage of the half-holiday to explore the island, little

drﬂﬁming that the Terrible Three had been there the previous
mirht.

Kerr and Wynn wanted their leader to leave it till the
could come, or to let them come as it was. But Figeins shoo
his head.

“ We can’t stand out of the House match, all of us,”” he
gaid; * that would =simply be chucking it away to the School
House. Besides, one can do as well as three. It's only a
matter of exploring the old hermitage, and finding out if
there's a secret there—a sectet vault or cellar. I fancy there
18. I can 'do that on my own, while you fellows are knocking
up runs for the House.”

And Kerr and Wynn had to agree. Certainly all three
could not have ent the House mateh. And Figmns did not
want to leave his exploration till the next half-holiday.
Besides, there was an outside match on then, just as im-
portant, 8o Kerr and Wynn went down to the cricket, and
Figeins went out on his bicycle. All the other New House
fellows knew was that Figgins had gone out on his bike, and
they supposed that he hng gone for a spin, or gone to call
upon somebody or other.

But Figring was bound for the island. Figgins had thought
the matter over very deeply. William Brown, the tenant of
the island, lodged at the Feathers, and had a room over-
looking the river, From his window, with a field-glass, he
could scan the island in the daylight. Whether Mr. Brown
was at the Feathers now or not Figzins, of course, had no
means of telling. But he knew it was probable that a watch
was kept on the island, either bv Mr. hmwn or some of his
friends, if a guilty secret was hidden there. Mr. Brown
would not risk another party of pienickers landing and per-
haps exploring the place, if ﬁc could halp 1t. And if a watch
was kept, a boat approaching the island would be spotted
at once; and Figzins would simply rew into the arms of the
enemy, and be marched back at once to St. Jim's, to be
caned for trespass, and probably * gated ” for a good many
half-holidavs to keep him out of such muschief in future,

Firgins flattered himself that he knew a trick worth two
of that.

A boat appreaching the island in the dagtime could be
gpotted from half a dozen different points. But a swimimer
might easily reach it unseen—espectally from the upper river.
That was Figeyv's deep idea—to cyele up the river, past the
island, and then swim off and land on the upper end.

«Figzy was a powerful swimmer; and, aided by the current
above the island, it would not take him many minutes to
reach it :

Figzing, as he eveled up the towing-path, chuckled over the
extreme “* cuteness "' of his little scheme. He had the joyful
feeling of stealing & march on Tom Merry & Co. They
would, of course, miss him from the House match. They
would suspeet at once that he was off to the island. And
they would hear that he had gone out on his bievele, and
their suspicions would be lulled to rest; which was exactly
what had happened. :

And while the Terrible Three were unsuspiciously playing
in the house match, George Figgins would be unearthing
the secret of the island—if secret there was. He little zuessed
that the Torrible Three had been before him already.

Figzina passed the island, glancing across the intervenine
channel as he rode on. There was no sign of life an the
island. Tt rose dark and green from the water, with the
currents rippling through the willows that surrounded it,

Eigfinﬁ gave it only one glance, and rode on.

ew minutes later he turned his bicvele i
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d Scouting Story a

ext Wednesaaya > SPECIAL SCOUT NUMBER

through the wood and jumped off. He concealed the machine
in a thicket, and then erept back to the river-bank. He was
filty vards above the island, on the side of the river where
the channel was at its narrowest, Cloze by the river grew a
mass of tangled thicket and rushes, and there Figgins
crouched to observe the sland.

There was no sign of Life there.

Figgins prepared for his adventure. He took his boots off,
and tied them by the laces round his neck. His clothes ho
had to get wet—there was no help for it. He had to take
them with him, and he could not carry them dry to tho
island. But in the blazing sun he hoped to dry them quickly
when he had landed. He was in no hurry; he had all the
afternoon before him. And he had donned his oldest
clothes, so that the damage to them would not be a matter
of inportance.

He stuffed his cap into his pocket, with the dark-lantern
he had brought—the latter enclosed in a tin box to keep ik
waterproof. Then be plunged into the river. He struck out
diagonally towards the island.

From above, the eurrent swept him down, and he only had
to strike across, 10 land on the upper end of the island. In a
few minutes he was floating gently under the overhanging
trees, and he canght a bough and pulled himself ashore,

e was on the Hermit's Island,

1f anvone had been watching for a boat, especially at the
lower end of the island, he was not likely to have seen thoe
swimmer, whose dark head had barely shown over the
rippling water for a few minutes,

Figgins stood listening intently, however; he would not
take chances. The water ran down him and formed a pool In
the prass at his feet,

There was no sound, save the twittering of the birds. If
a watch was kept on the island now, no alarm had been
CIVEn,

Quits reassured, Figegins drew into the thicket, and
solected a spot among the trees where an opening of the
branches allowed the sunshine to fall in a golden patch. The
sun was hot, and in the rays of it Figgins stripped, and
wrung out his clothes and spread them m the rays to dry.
Figey was thoroughly enjoying the sense of adventure that
was imparted to him by his method of reaching the island,
and he prided himself, too, on the cuteness ha had displayed.
He did exercises to keep himseli warm while his clothes were
diving in the hot rays of the afterncon sun; and they were
still somewhat damp when he put them on again. He was
a little unpatient to get to work. The island seemed to Le
deserted, and now was his chance,

Clad once more, Figgins penetrated to the centre of the
faland and came in sight of the ol stone hermitage.

All was silent—sleeping, as 1t were, in the bright sunshine.

Figgins trod caurigusly into the old cell.

He remembered how Mr. William Brown had seemed to
listen nervously there, and Figgins guessed that that meant
that there was a hidden recess below the old eell—an opening
from which Mr. Brown's confederate mizght have emerzed at
that very time. Aund Figgy did not mean his footsteps io
give him away,

As the Terrible Three had done the previous night, Figrins
scanned the interior of the old eecll, looking for a possible
opening in the stone flags of the floor.

He came at last to the heap of brushwood in the corner,
and there Figzinag's experience as leader of the Woll Patrol
of Boy Scouts came in very useful. To an inexperienced eye
the heap looked as if 1t might have lain thege since it was
piled by chance; but Fikgins detected, as he scanned i, in-
fallible signs that it had been moved gqute lately. Figgy
spoltted several muddy twigs and leaves m the heap, [ar out
of cantaet with the ground—and yet to become muddy they
must have been in contact with the ground, probably as late
as the last rainfall. The heap had been disturbed lately.
Why! .

The next minute Figrins was dragging it aside with eager
hands, and eves blazing with excitement,

He uttered a sharp exclamation as he saw the ringed stone
as he dragged away the trailing roots of old ivy that covered
the flags beneath.

““ My hat, that's 1t !"’

Fizgins grasped the iron ring with both hands, and bent
all his strength to the task, and very nearly tumbled over
backwards, so easily did the stone rize under his pull.

Theo stone stood on end, and Figrins looked down into the
darkness. There was no glimmer of light, no sign of life,

Figgins did not hesitate.  He lighted his lantern, and
dropped into the opening, and followod the stairs downwards,
]];ﬂ (‘T{‘. I’lanltf htcf held t]]_llc lantern, 1n the other a cudgel. His
cart was beating with excitement in hi 1
hardly thought of danger, s.snd i ha, eximorient he

That there could be anyone in that dark, dreary reccss
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seemed unlikely. It might be used as a hiding-place, and
visited oecasionally—perhaps to hide loot of some kind; but
Figgine did not think it likely that any man could have
stayed long in such a place. He felt pretty certain that it
was deserted now, but he was on his guard,

Lower and lower he went down the winding stair. i

Suddenly he paneed, and turned off the light of his lantern.
There was a faint sound from the darkness below. It was a
clink of metal.

Someone was there, after all.

And now that his lantern was darkened Figgins was aware
of a faint ghimmer of light stealing up from below,

The jumor paunsed long.

He felt that he was rouning into danger now, but he would
not retreat. After all, the way of escape was clear if he was
attacked and could not defend himself. And he ecould use
caution, He crept down the steps further and came to the
Epemng i the vault, There he stopped again, looking before

1T,

In the second vault was a blaze of electric light over the
trestle-table. The other parts of the vaults were in_shadow.
Beyvond the buttress Figgins caught the red glow of the stove,
A man was standing at %E table, his profile towards Figgins,
keenly and eagerly bent upon the work he was doing. What
that work was Figgins could not make out; but he saw
several instruments on the table, and he knew that the man
wis working in metal in some way. A vellow ghmmer in the
light caught his eve, and, to his amazement, he discerned a
heap of rolden coing at one end of the table.

HSovereigns! What on earth did it mean?

The electric livht gleamed on the coins, and, distant as he
was, Figgine could see that they were sovereigns.

Had he chanced upon some weird alchemist, pursaing in
these dim recesses the researchez of clden time for the
philosopher's stone?

The thought eroszed his mind for a moment, but it was
followed by a flash of illumination, as it were.

The work going on under his eves was, indeed, the making
of gold, but it was spurious gold—coining !

Fi};lggius almost staggered for a moment as he realised the
truth.

Coining !

That was the secret of the island, that was the myetery
of Mr. William DBrown and his friends. That was why the
igland was rented for the " fishing ™ by a man who never
fished, and that was why the tenant of the Hermit's Island
had been so alarmed and infuriated by discovering the
juniors in the old eell. They had been standing within a
fow feet of the ringed stone that covered up this black =ecret.
No wonder the rascal had been slarmed. And Figgy under-
stoocd why he had drawn the revolver when the juntors seized
him in mistake; ever in dread of discovery, arrest, he had
fancied that s den was rawded by the police—that it was
the hands of the officers of the law that had fallen upon

him. Figgins understood it all now—and he had discovered
the seeret of the island.

The junior hardly breathed.

3 For with the discovery came the realisation of his terrible

BILEET. .

Hi hud learned what wounld =end Mr. William Brown te
penal servitude when it was made known: and Figav's
business, of course, was to make 1t known as quickly zs
possible, and bring the police down upon the nest of coiners.

If he were found there before he could get away! And he
wae standing now with nothing between him and the coiner
—only the shadows. 1f the man looked in his direction,
across the intervening vault! TFiggina had noted the heavy,
savage face, the beetling brows, the bullet-head. He guessed
what he might have to expect from such a ruffian, whom his
knowledge threatened with a long term of imprisonment,

His heart beat almeost to suffcecation. Silently, but with
thumping heart, Figgins turned to retreat. Perhaps he made
some slight sound—it wus not easy to turn on the narrow,
spiral stair, and his clothes brushed against the stone

The man looked round gqumekly.

His vyes, naturally, sought at once the stairway—ithe only
entrance to the vaults. Since the happening of the previous
night Bam Brick was probably more on the alert than usual.
Figeing felt, rather than eaw, that the man's eyes had turned
upon him, and he stepped quickly upward, and his lantern
knocked on the stone, It was only a shght sound, but it was
Eﬂﬂﬁgh—mﬂrﬂ than enﬂugh-ffnr the comner,

There was a hoarse cry in_the vault, and the man cnrﬁe

epringing towards the stair. Figgins heard him coming. ﬂn.

4 the lantern, uscless now, and sprang madly up the

:ﬁﬁm Round and round the spiral he went as fast us he

:.i:mldl clamber up, and below Irim he heard the rn]g::d,_ heavy

{ootsteps, the panting breath, of the comer in pursut,

1f the man reached bim—

Figgins panted on desperately, his brain almost recling with
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the rapid turns of the einircase in the darkness. Something
touched his foot; he knew that it was a groping hand from
below. The pursuer wus close upon him.

The touch, as if it had been from the fang of a snake, sent
a shudder of horror through Figgins; he bounded upward
desperately. Would that dreadful stair never ¢nd—would he
never see the daylight glimmering above?

Daylight at last—the open square above hiz head! He
cleared the last step; but the hurried breathing was close
behind m now

Even as Figgins made a desperate spring to reach the ccll
above two strong and sinewy hands were upon him from
behind, and he was dragged i:mk.

e o mE——

CHAPTER 13,
Figgins's Doom.

IGGINS shuddered as that powerful grip closed upon
him from behind. He was dragged backwards in his
last spring, and went heavily down to the stones

He twisted over fiercely, and strove to strike with his cudgel.
But the hands that grasped him seemed to be the hands of
a giant, He was like an infant in their clutch. Two savage
eyes peered down at him. A heavy knee was planted in
his chest. A hand grasped his wrist and twisted it mercr-
lessly till he dropped the cudgel with a gasp of pan,

g Ent vou, you spy ! .

Brick ground the word out between his teeth,

Figginsg stared helplessly up at him.

Struggling was useless.  The powerful rufian could have
killed him with a blow of his huge knotty fist. And the
junior’s heart grew sick within him as he read the expres-
sion that eame over the ruffian's face. There was murder
in the gleaming eyes.  Prick’s hand sought behind him. 1t
came out with a closed knife in 1t, and the ruffian opened
the knife with his teeth.

Figgins felt a horrible sickness within him.

“ Now, why shouldn't T slit vour neck like a spadger, you
spying young 'ound?"” the ruffian muttered,

Figgins did not reply; he only stared upward, as if fasci-
nated, at the ferocious face above him. Whether the man
meant murder or not Figging could not tell. For a whaole
minute he lay in dreadful suspense, then he was jerked
savagely 1o his feet with a grasp of iron on his collar,

“ Don't give me any trouble, unless you want six inches
of this sticker under wvour ribs!"” muttered Brick threaten-
ingrly.

ﬁnd he led Figgins down the spiral stair.

Figgins went quietly, pushed from behind by the ruffian,
for the stair was not quite wide enough for them to go
abreast. But the grasp on his collar never slackened. They
reached the vault, and Brick dragged his prisoner into tho
radius of the eclectric lamp, and scanned his pale, scared
face,

** Behoolboy—eh ¥ he asked,

“* Yes' saud Figeins.

“{One of them wot was 'ere before?™

1) Yl'-'ﬂ-”

* Was you alone 'ere this arternoon?"

“* Yes.'

“ The truth, mind,"” said Brick. making a motion with the
knife. “T'd out yvou as scon as I'd cut a rat. Nobody else
with you on the island 1™

N '

“1 reckon vou'll be outed, anyway, when Golden Jim
comes ! muttered the ruffian,  * But I'll leave 1t i "is
‘ands. My neck's worth as much as s :

He picked up a length of cord, and began to bind Figgins.
The jumor thought of resistance, but it was hopeless.  With
one hand the powerful ruffian held him helpless, while he
i He tied the knots with erucl
tightness, and did not spare them. In o few minutes Figgins
was as helpless as a trussed fowl,

Then the ruffian pitehed him roughly to the floor, and
left him. He ascended the spiral stair again, to close the
ringed stone, as Figgins guessed.

Figgins lay on the floor of the vault, almost dazed. He
had discovered the secret of the island, and had at the
same moment fsllen into the power of the cownecrs, Whint
was his fate to bel .

That they would let him
upen them, was impossible.

silence.  How !

Fortunately,

go, to bring the police down
They would try to secure his

. r > » had come
Kerr and Wynn knew that he o
socking .on the l;salm]ld. thIf'L he did not return he would be
searched for. ut by then— o1
L?]?;W ruffian came back, and, after “.l]:llmlw?limﬁi:ghnmihzt
Piggh " i i at the tabie. o knew
Figghi, zohttng. 178 i ".'::ﬂl'-‘. Gy LiprArvy.—No, 329.
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Figgins had seen his occupation, and he took no trouble to
conceal the nefarious work he was engaged upon.

Figging wriggled away to the side of the vault, and sat
up, his back against the buttress, and fecling the warmth
of the stove. There he sat, watching the coiner at work,
his thoughts busily racing through his mind. The ruffian
didd not look at him again, He knew that he was safe,

He was to be left till “ Golden Jim ™" arrived —whoever
he might be. TFiggins guessed ecasily enough that 1t was the
criminal nickname of a coiner, and he wondered whether it
was Mr. William Brown. When he arrived, Figgins's fate
was to be decided. What was his fate to be?

He thought grimly that in these very moments the House
match was going on at 8t. Jim’s, and Kerr and Wynn were
knocking up runs for the New House, little dreaming that
their leader was in danger of his life! What an ass he had
beon to come to the island alone! he reflected bitterly. If
his chums had been with him, or if he had been a little
less reckless But it was too late to think of that now.
He had been reckless, and he was paying the penalty.

Hours seemed to pass—how long 1t was Figgy did not
know, but it seemed like lon ours. His limba wera
cramped and aching with the thin cord that was tied with
cruel tightness about them.

His fate hung upon the moment when the coiner's con-
foderato urri?nrﬁ and wet, in his p:l.il.': and Il.I'!I:i.E't:f", he was
glad to hear at last a step on the spiral starr. .

A form stepped gquickly from the stair, and as it came
into the light Figgins's haggard eyes turncd upon it, and
he r&m?nim& Mr. Willilam Brown. Mr. Wilham Brown
was evidently Golden Jun,

“ Bam "—Mr, Brown's voice was sharp and anxious—*1I
found the ivy uncovered! Bomebody has been there and
cleared off the brushwood !

“1I've got 'im!"

i Whﬂrt Iu

“There he ia!l”

Sam Brick pointed to the bound junior huddled against
tho buttress of the vault. ‘T'he new-comer had not scen him.

Mr. William Brown spun round and stared at Figgins,

his face turning deadly white, his eyes almost starting from
his head, .

“ Horo !" he gasped.

“1 caught "im,"” said Brick grimly. * It was two hours
ago, I rockon. 1 left 'im for you, Jim. You can settle
him for yourself 'ow you like.”

A gleam of savage hate and ferocity came into Mr.
Brown's oyes. He came nearer to Figgins, and peered into
his white face. o

“One of them,” he muttered—*° the fellow who cheeked
me; I remember. 8o you came here spying, did you, you
voung hound, and yvou've tumbled on a secret?”

Figgina did not reply. He did not feel like
“slanging '’ now.

" You understand what you see here, I suppose?” Mr.
William Brown demanded, with a wave of the hand towards
the table,

Figrins nodded.

- g’ﬂﬂ came along here?"’

* ¥Yea; but my chums know where I came,” said Figgina,
" 1f anything happens to me, my man, you'll suffer for it!
I warn you of I:]}-:ut! Kerr and Wynn beth know that I
camo to the island this afternoon, and they'll scarch for
:II‘J.E.”

Mr. William Brown looked at him with sharp serutiny.
He was evidently trying to fathom whether the junior waa
telling the truth,

“If they know he's 'ere, Jim——"" Sam Brick began.

Mr. William Brown shook his head.

“* More likely a lie,” he said thoughtfully. *° He's telling
us that to save his skin. If they know he's here, we can't
dispose of him so safely; but if no one knows he ia here,
he can disappear without any suspicion,”

Figgins felt a eold chill run through him as Golden Jim
spoke with perfectly cool callonsness, The life of the school-
boy who had stumbled on his seeret weighed little in the
balance against the comners’ liberty. He realised that the
two scoundrels were debating the question of his life and
death with a viow only to their safety. . His first impression
of Mr., William Brown had not been mistaken. 'The man
wis a harder and more unscrupulous scoundrel than he had
deemed

4 Anywﬂ.?’, they can’t know about the ringed stone and
this vault,” said Golden Jim, after a pause, *° They'd have
been nosing here before.  This young fool had nosed that
out. If they know he came here they know that he came
on the island, that is all. Well, they can come and search
the island for him if they like. They won't find him."”

* They might find the stone,” said Brick. * He found 1t."’

“I'll take good care of that. ‘There's a part of the wall
of the old cell that only wants a shove to send it toppling
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over, We can both get out and cover up the ringed stone
with such a heap of masonry that it can’t be found. We
shall have to keep out of here ourselves for a day or two
till we're sure the coast is clear.” '

* But this kid—"

“*“He won't talk.” iolden Jim bent over the boy whose
fate they were discussing. * How did you get here?! Dul
you have a boat?" _

“ Find out!” said Figgins desperately. He realised that
the less information he gave the ruflians the better.

Golden Jim gritted s tecth,

“We'll clear

“Get the stufl logether, Sam,” he said.
out now. We'll give the plice a wide berth for a few

dﬂ-}'ﬁ.”

“ But i

“The kid will be safe enough. He will be found
drowned,” said Golden Jim, with grim coolness. *° Thet's
the safest. He's picked up in the water, drowned, no marks

upon him—it's an accident pure and simple. And 1it's easy

cnough to hold the whelp under the water for five
minutes "’

Figgins shivered.

i But—but not in the davlight!" faltered Brick. **Dash

it all, Jim : - | 3

“OF course not "t said Mr, Williarn Brown irritably, *° It
will be dark in a ecouple of hours." /

“ Then we can carry him up, and fix him for being “ found
drowned ; accidental death of a schoolboy.”" Golden Jim
gave a ghoulish chuckle. * He's brought it on himself, the
voung fool! Ii's safe as the Bank—nobody else knows of this
vault—and as tenant of the 1sland, I can keep trespassers off.
Come on! Stick the finished *duds' in your pocket, and
come out.” : : ;

While the ruffian collected the finished counterfeit coins,
Mr. William Brown bent over Figgins and gagged him
effectually with a cloth. Then the hght was turned out, and
the two ruffians left the vault. Figgins heard their footstepa
die away up the spiral stairs, :"Lnﬁ; the junior of 8t. Jim's
was feft alone 1n darkness and in despair!

CHAPTER 14.
Tom Merry & Co. Go to the Rescuel

u RAYO, New House !"

B “ Bravo, Reddy!”

“Hurray !"

The Hcuse match was over. The sun was sinking in the
west, but there was still ample light for play. But it was
not needed. FEven without the mighty Figgins, the New
House team had scored a crushing viectory, Tom Merry &
Co.'s luck was out. Fatty Wynn's bowling had made ducks
and drakes of the School House wickets, and Redfern and
Kerr's batting had been wonderful. And Redfern had the
unlimited cheek as the School House fellows expressed it
to “doeelare ™ in his second innings, so as to be sure to allow
plenty of time for finishing the match., And here it was,
finished—the last School House innings left Tom Merry &
('o. fifteen runs behind the required total, and the New House
trinmphed.

““ Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, * the wesult
is simply astonishin', deah boys. I had fully made up my
mind to make a centuwy i our first inmings, and I zhoul:l
cortainly have done it if that boundah Wynn hadn’t hap-
pened to take my wicket first ball !™

“ Go hon!” remarked Monty Lowther sarcastically. * And
what would you have done in the second innings, if Redfern
hadn't eaught you out for a duck’s egg?”

** Weally, Lowthah——"

“Well, Gu=sy has distinguished himself, anyway," re-
marked Tom Merry. * He's the only chap in the team
whno's srl?rc'd a pair of spectacles—a duck’s-egg in each giddy
INMINEgSs.

"Agpair of wotten Aukes, Tom Mewwy !"

“Ha, ha: ha!t"

*1 should have made a couple of centuwies, only o

“ Only vou forgot, and fancied you were playing noughis
and crosaes, and put down all noughts!” Blake remarked.
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“ Weally Blake——"

“1 wonder Figgy didn’t come to see the finish of the
mn_l_tt'rh;” Tom Merry cbserved * He's gone for a jolly long
gpin !’

“Figgy will be pleased,” Lowther remarked to Kerr, as
they left the ericket-field. * You will surprise him when you
tell him of the wonderful fluke.”

“ Fluke, be blowed ! said Kerr warmly., ' We beat you
fair and square. If Fighy had been with us, we'd have wiped
vou out with one innings "' :

‘“ Yos, rather!” suid Fatty Wynn, “ 8till, Figgy will be
pleased, and we'll make him stand an extra big tea when he
comes back from the island.”

“ Bhurrup, fathead ! said Kerr,

“Hold on!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
the island after all 2"

“ Ask me another,” said Kerr blandly.

“ But Reddy said he had gone out on his bike,” said Tom,
his brow clouding with anxiety.

“8o he has!” sand Kerr, : :

“ But he couldn’t go to the island on his bike I Manners
exclaimed.

“ Couldn’t, could he!” agreed Kerr. *Come on, Fatty!
These School House bounders are regular catechisers!™

“HStop ! said Tom Merry., * Kerr, tell me at once if
Firgins has gone to the island ! You don’t understand—we
were there last night "

“ Last night " exelaimed Kerr indignantly . * You stole a
march on us!™

“ Behool House i always in the first,” Manners remarked
sententiously.

" “Yaas, wathah!
slecpay to-day ! Arthur Augustus D'Arey remarked.
wis vewy weckless of you to go without us”

: “ Like your cheek, 1 think,” satd Blake, with considerable
1ot

“ Look here !” said Tom, in a tone that made all the juniors
serious at onee, ** This isn’t a joking matter., 1f Figgine has
gone ta the island, he’s gone into danger—real danger! Has
he gone there, Kerr "

“Well, he has!" admitted Kerr, * He's biked up the
river, and he was going to swim off, in ease a boat should
be spotted going there,”

““ And—he hasn't got back?”

“No; it's time he was back !” said Kerr, glancing up at
the clock-tower. ““ My hat! Ie's been gone four hours or
maore,”’

“Good heavens!" Tom Merry muttered. ** What’s hap-
pened to him? “Kerr—you fellows—we've got to get down
to the island—sharp! For all we know, Figgy may have
EBeen murdered !

" Kerr jumnped, :

* Murdered! What are vou talking about "’

“7 tel] you there's a secret there—we found it gut last mght
—something’s going on there, though we don’t know what
it i8.”" Tom Merry hurriedly explained the discovery the
juniors had made the previous night, and his hearers listened
with bated breath. ** You see how it 15, he went on.
“Something’s gomg on m that vaalt under the hermitage —
something they're keeping deadly dark. The man we saw
there was an utter ruffian. If Figgins has dropped on him
and found something out You see, they're doing some
kind of secret work there, and the man might be at it in the
davtime, and Figey would spot it if he buzzed in. Then—"

“ But—but what could they be doing there " Fatty Wynn
gasped.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“1 don’t know; but it's something fishyv—something that
won't bear the light. While we've been playing ericket,
goodness knows what may have happened to Figgy if he's
fallen into their hands.”

“ Bai Jove ! Let's be off, deah boys.™

“But we may miss Figgy coming
Herries.

““ No: he'll ride back by the towing-path, and we shall see
him if he does,” said Kerr, * Let's get an eight-oar out and
buzz off at once.”

No time was lost. The thought that Figgins might be in
serions danger was enough to buck the jumors up, tired os
they were after a hard mateh. Kerr and Wynn, and the
Terrible Three, and Kangaroo, and the four chums of Study
MNo. 6 hurried down to the boat-house together. . They did not
forget to take their ericket-stumps with them. Bome of the
other fellows inquired curiously where they were going, but
they did not pawse to answer,

The junior eight-oar was run down into the water, and the
crowd of fellows tumbled aboard. Eight of the juniors bent
to the oars, and the boat fairly flew over the water, though
they were pulling against the current. The sun sank lower
in the west. There was less than an hour of dayhght left,

" Has Figgy gone to

So that iz why vou boundahs were so
if It

home—" began
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WEDNESDAY=

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,

“THE RIVAL PATROLS!”

One Pennys 21

Silently, gprimly, the juniors rowed. And the island, &
black mass apainst the sunset, came into view at last. Tha
boat bumped on the mud, and the juniors scrambled ashore,
There was another boat moared to the shore, and they
recognised it as a skiff belonging to the Feasthers Inn.

“ Somehody else here,” said Tom Merry.

“* And here he isT satd Blake.

Mr. William Brown came hurryving down to the shore. Ile
halted in the path of the juniors, his face dark with anger.

“ 8o you are trespassing agam ! he exclaimed.

“Yaas, wathah, Mr. Bwown !”

“We've come here to look for a friend of ours,” said Tom
Merry steadily.

“Why should you suppose he is here?
on my island? Poaching my fich?"

h_“ No. If you will not give us permission to look for
iri
“ 1 cortainly shall not,"”

“ Then we shall do witheut it
warn vou, Mr. Brown, not to try to stop us.
foree.’

** Yaas, wathah !’

“ Leave my 1zland |V thundered Mr. Brown,

“ Ratn "

Tom Merry led the way towards the centre of the island.
In a few minutes the juniors reached the old hermatage.
Mr. William Brown and his companion followed them,

Tom Merry uttercd a sharp exclamation as be looked into
the stone cell.

In the corner, where the brushwoad had been piled, was
now a mass of masonry., A fragment of the old wull had
been tumbled over, covering up the ringed stone and its
mantle of vy with nearly a ton of stone and mortar,

That was proof enongh. It was a deliberate attempt to
hide the ringed stone from search, Golden Jim had believed
that only Figgins had discovered it, and, but for the wmd-
pight expedition of the Terrible Theee, the secret. would
have remained unknown; but now all was elear to Tom
Merry & Co.

What is he doing

Come on, you fellows! T
We shall use

“They've covered up the stone !” Tom breke out.  * What
for? Decause Figgins is down there!”

“ Yaas, wathah! You scoundwels 4

Mr. William Brown was white as ashes now.

“Nhe stone!  What stone, boy!”’ he exclaimed. * What

ER
L}

are you talking about
Tom Merry turned upon him with flashing eyes.
“We came herc last night—we know the secret!” he
said,
“Tast night! You—
“Yes: and we kpow about the vault, though we don't
know what raseality you are up to there! But if anything
has happened to Figgins, you'll pay for it, you scoundrels!
D’.ng tf (55

i

wmt rubbish awzy, yvou fellows! i
The juniors dragged the masonry away with hasty hands,
careless of hurt. §lr. William Brown stared at them almost
duzedly. Force was on the side of Tom Merry & Co.; he
could not stop them. _

He whispered hurriedly to his companion, and they
stepped out of the old cell, and disappeared into the trees,
A few minutes later the jumiors heard the eplash of oars in
tha river.

Faster and faster the juniors worked; but it was a long
task. But at last the rubbish was cleared away, and the
ivy was revealed, Tom Merry dragged it up, and disclosed
the ringed stone. He grasped the ring, and the stene rosa
on end,

“Same of you stay up here!” Tom exelaimed harriedly.
“Those rotters might think of shutting us up down there]
Herries and Dig and Kangy, you stay here |V

“ Right-ho I

Kerr was already leaping into the opening, and Fatty
Wynn after him. Tom Merry was third, and then a erowd
follewed. In their burry, the juniors had not thought of
hringing a lantern, but most of them bad matches. Matches
flickered out, and showed them the way down the winding
slaar. ”

They came panting into the vault at last.  All was dark-
ness and silence thero,

“ Figgins " shouted Kerr.
ey

* Figgy ! iggy !

Tlmgfjwuﬂ o %:_%ut soumd in the darkness—the sound of a
wriggling body. Kerr rushed in the direction of the sound,
and stumbled over a form stretched on the floor in the dark-

“Tigey, old man! Are yoyu

“_FiEEF [H : .
Another mateh blazed out, and Figgins was revealed, bound
hand and foot and gagged.

(Continued on page 26.)
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PLAYING THE GAME!

A Splendid Tale of Schhool, Spoxt, and Adventurxre.

By ARTHUR S, HARDY.

iNTRODUCTION.

Geoffrey Foster, one of the most popular members of
Grovehouse Bchool, 13 elected to fill a vacant place in the
school ericket team. His victory ¢arns him the enmity of
Bangley Jeffeack, who tried means fair and foul to secure the
coveted pesifion for his chum Weames. Together they plot
to ruin Foster. The latter’s father, who controls a coimnpany
with Jeffeock senior, ia made responsible for the failure of the
company, and a warrant is issued for his arrest, The charge
prEfErrl}J is that Major Foster made use of the company's
money for his own purposes. After saying good-bye to his
son, Major Foster flees the country. A trumped-up charge
of robbery is brought against Geoffrey, and Em is expelled
from the school. After seeing his mother at his uncle’s house,
Geoffrey sets out for fame and fortune.

Geoffrey is offered a place in the Surrey County Cricket
Club, and in hLis Grst matech—Surrey versus Notts—he does
some good work for his team. When he is at last dismissed
at the wicket, he makes his way to the pavilion, and meets
Bortha Morgan, the daughter of the Head of Grovehouse,
who tells him she saw his mother a few days back, and that
ghe was quite well. Her father then calls her, and she has

to go. :
{Now go on with the story.)

Surrey Win the Maich.

Dr. Morgan looked stern and annoyed.

“Did T see vou talking to Foster, Bertha?' he asked
harshly.

“Yas, father,” answered the pretty girl, looking fearlessly
into his eyes. ‘I told him that 1 had seen his mother. I
like_him. I could not let him go by without telling him
that.”

v Yon will do me the kindness,” said the Head of Grove-
house harshly, * never to be guilty of such foolish behaviour
again, It is time for us to go.”

Geoffrey, when he had taken off his pads, looked about the
members’ enclosure for another sight of the pretty girl: but
he could not see her, and his heart grew sad as he thought of
the unhappiness he must have caused her by having spoken
to her before her father.

He counld not forget that he was a pariah in Dr. Morgan’s
oves. a branded thief and outcast, and his soul was full of
bitterness for the injustice of this world.

Hewitt came to him,

“ Cheer up, Foster,"” he said. " It's a long lane that has
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no turning, vou know. And you'll como out smiling in tha
end, Wait a vear or two, my lad, and all this tangle will
straighten out.”

“ Not while my [ather is absent from KEngland, his name
blackened and besmirehed I'” eried Geofirey hitterly.

“He will come back, my lad,” returned Hewitt : then,
looking towards the pitch, he cried: ** Hallo, Turner has been
run out. Gill won't last long, That's the finish of the
mnings, Foster.”

(#ll did not last long. He managed to score 5, whilst
Jellotson, lashing away with the energy of despair, added a
half-dozen more, and then was bowled for 5 by Hallam. The
innings was at an end, and out of a total score of 225, in-
cluding 1 bye, 5 leg-hyes, and 1 wide, Jcliotson, who earried
his bat, had made 144, retiring to the enthusiastic cheers of
the speciators, wh'a, lumwing that there was no time for
further play, swarmed to the entrance to the pavilion to
give the Grovehouse lad a rousing reception.

Notts batted nearly the whole of the second day, putting
up a fine score of exactly 300, A. 0. Jones making a century
—105—and Surrey were set the task of getting 250 runs to
win. Could they do it?

Their answer was o complete reply to their eritics, who had
declared that the side was no good. Playving with the skill
and confidence that he had shown in the first innings, Jellol-
son pursued his ever-victorious career, When he had reached
exactly 100, in playing across the wicket he mistimed a ball
from Hallam, and was out Lb.w, Atterbury scored 29, falling
a victim to the same bowler. Hewitt put on a masterly 91
not out, and Thomas, Willinmson, Mason, and Wright, with
seven extras to help them, hit off the rest of the runs.

Geoffrey was not called upon to bat; but in the Notts
second innings he proved himself worthy of his lace in the
team by taking three wickets for 54 at & time 1.'.’?1311 wickets
were badly wanted. And so Surrey won a memorable game
with five wickets in hand.

At Liverpool—Patrick Mulready Meets Geoffrey Again
— His Amazing Story—Geoffrey Hears of His Father
The Irishman's Decision—Unrest in South Africa.

The splendid beginning of Surrey was not a mere flash in
the pan. They continued their victorious career, winning or
drawing their matches, until in the course of events the side

journayed to Liverpool to play Lancashire.

Geoffrey Foster, who had played some stoady innings for
his side, and who was always worth his place for his bowling,

accompanied them.
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‘Every Wednesday,

He was always glad to get away from Kennington Oval,
where the enmit ‘} of Ryan and several of the envious young
professionals made existence anything but a pleasure to him.,
And yet he made the journey to Liverpool with mixed feel-
ings. It had been announced in the papers that Bangley
Jetfeock, the son of the well-known City financier, was to play
for the first time for Surrey: and, dreading his enmity, as
he had good reason to do, Geoffrey eould not be at ease until
the match was over. He knew well enough that Jeffeock
was incapable of acting fairly with regard to him. The his-
tory of the past plainly revealed that: and Jeffeock had a
double causc for hating him ‘since the memorable battle
between Foster and the Tea Taster st the National Sporting
Club. The match was to begin on the Monday, and on the
Sunday night—for the professionals had gone down to Liver-
pool on the Sunday merning—Geoffrey, leaving the hotel
where they had put up, strolled through the almost deserted
ftrects in the early morning, bending his footsteps towards
the quay from which the férrv-boats start for Birkenhead,
memediate piers, and New Brighton.

The boy wished to be alone with his thoughts, and he was
not agreeably surprised; therefore, when he heard his name
uttervd, and saw o man step towards him.

“Mr, Foster !

_Geoffrey looked at the stranger, and, with a shock, recog-
msed Patrick  Mulready, the extraordinary being, once
troaper i the 29th Hussars, who had alreandy crossed his
path once or twice, and whom he could not help feeling, at
times, would wield a strange influence over his future.

Patrick Mulready was changed. His one great [ailing,
according to his own account—and he never made any
attempt to conceal it that Gooffrey was able to observe—was
his love for drink. His dissipated, good-looking, but weak
features bore signs which went to prove that he was only
just recovering from a drinking-bout. His hands trembled,
Geoffrey was quick to notice, That brick-red colour of his
was not natural ; it had been acquired by his over-indulgence
- aleoholie stimulants,

The boy frowned. He did not feel well pleased at maeeting
the man again., And yet he felt that he could not help liking
the poor [ellow,

Patrick Mulready’s clothes were ragged and dirty. His
collar was none of the cleanest. His chin was black with a
bristly growth of beard, and his tic had been roughly knotted
with a carclessness habitual with him. Yet he held himself
preudly ercet, and his shoulders, big of bone, and broad,
was squared in true military fashion. -

Geolirey regarded him in silence.

" Eay you're glad to see me, sor!” eried the Irishman,
with a piteous grimace. * Say you forgive me for getting
you turned out of Mr. Grice's office. It was true every word
that I uttered that day. I stole the petty cash. It seems I'm
doomed to betray those I love and honour most in the world.
But a time is coming when [ may haps be able to pay
anmhnf ? ba;]i;* I was ;nl!&ng on the quay just now, pray-
g that 1 might get a sight of you, and then come along.
Tell me if there 1sn't a Providence in that ?"Iﬂ“ -
_“You've been drinking, Mulrcady!” cried Geoffrey, in
disgust,

" Not since last night, on my word of honour !” cried the
Irishman carnestly,

'I'H'ﬂ’nll, you can have nothing to say to me,” said the boy
COy,

“1 bhave, sor—I have!” said the man, taking hold of
Geoffroy's erm, ' I have something to say to you Ebat you'd
give the world to hear. After T left Grice & Mortimer's, 1
went back to Mr. Jeffeock's offices in the City—"

" What !" said Geoffrey, starting. ** You went back there,
after you had disgraced Mr, Jeficock by betraying the trust
of the employer to whom he recommended you?! How can
thﬂnt hﬁ?jt

" We served in the same regiment,” said Patrick Mulready,
with a meaning grin. * That's a tie that covers a multitude
cf sims. So Major Jeficock gave me another chance.'

It was a feasible explanation, with which Geoffrey was
perfectly satisfied; but it went to his heart to think that this
AL whose honour and integrity he eould not help havin
the gravest doubts—must always shine as s man of higﬁ
courage, talent, and generosity,
th: .gnnd has Major Jeffcock turned you away at last "’ asked

y.

“ No,”" znswered Mulready; “I've taken French leave,
sor ! I've run away, leaving not a word or a line behind me.
I'm off to Africa as soon as I ean get away from here. I'm

ing to take up me old profession. I'm going to enlist—

ut not in the raﬁu'l'_u Army." —

“ This ean surely have no interest for me ! said Geoffrey
impatiently. ‘' I sometimes think you are out of your senses,

Mulready." i
EAnd!I don't blame you, sor,” returned the Irishman,
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* But we can't stay- talking here. People begin to notice us,
Let us take the forry scross the river, and go to Birkenhead
Park, where we can talk without attracting any attention.”

U No!" said Geoffrey stoutly, “1 have no desire for your
ccmpany, Mulready !

The Irishman looked at him with an carnest glance.

“You've no eause to regard me with any favour, I admit,
Mr. Foster,” he said. * And yet you'll remember that yvour
father trusted me to carry a message to you when he was
about to leave the country. I could casily have betrayed
him to _the police, if I'd wanted—but he trusted me. Sup-

ing I was to say it was about him I wiched to spake ¥

Geoffrey started.

His checks paled. His frame trembled.

“ Do you mean it 1" he asked, in a hoarse whisper,

“Yes,” was the quick answer, and Geoffrey, without
another word, led the way on to the ferry-boat, and a few
minutes later they were being steamed across the Mersey in
the company of a hundred or more holiday-makers.  In
silence they went ashore, and in silence they made their way
to Dirkenhead's lovely park, with its beautiful stretch of
water, and here they came to a stop beside a seat that was sot
beneath the outstretching branches of a stalwart beech-irce,

Patrick Mulready was the first to seat himself,

“ You say you are going to Bouth Africa, Mulready,"” said
Geoffrey, regarding the Irishman sternly. ** Why is it you
are at Liverpool, then, instead of st Southampton? You
can’t book a passage from here.”

1 am going out on a eargo-boat,” was the quick answer.
“ One or two more chaps like me, who are restless at home,
and can't settle down to a respectable life, are going out,
too. There will be work for all of us out in the Northern
Transvaal. Scme of us will leave our bones to bleach in the
sun, I'm thinking, and when my turn comes, as come it will,
1 only hope I shall be ready, and can go to my Maker with
my conscious clear. Patrick Mulready has a lot to wipe off
the slate, 2nd it's not so easily done, either !™

The Irishman’s eyes had a far-away look in them, and as
Geoffrey took a =eat at his side he shuddered, for he had a
feeling upon him that the next time he set eyes on Patrick
Mulready the end he spoke of would be very near.,

“You were speaking about my father, Mulready,” he
f}-lnhL i a gentler voiwe. " What have you heard about

un 1"

“Heard about him?" cried the Irishman, facing round,
a look of hope and h:l!}i}iHEEE shining in his eyes, “I'm
going out to join him!’

“To join my father?” cried Geoffrey, scarcely able to
Lbelieve the m*i(iﬂn{*{r of his senses,

“That's nbout the size of it, Mr. Foster. Yook here!
Here's a note from a chum of mine, who, when the war was
over, was left behind in Africa, and given up for lost, w0
badly hurt was he. He was in hospital, but he survived, and
ever since he has been a wanderer on the face of the earth,
drifting from the Yiamond mines of Kimberley northward to
Johannesburg, Pretoria, and to the very confines of
Bechuanaland. He talks of great trouble in store for Britain
through a rising amongst the natives, headed by the
traitorous Dutch. He uFea,I:ﬁ of big events to eome, sor, in
which, please Heaven, I may take a part dnd do my duty
like a man. It won't be long in coming, either. He savs
the rising will take ploge this very year, in September or
October, most likely.” -

“ But what has this got to do with my father " asked
Geoffrey, consumed with feverizh impatience.

“Have you never heard of Joe Gost, the guide, hunter,
roughrider, and pioneer, who has raised a smnall trﬂﬂ}: of
horse, and who has been doing palice work in defiance of his
Majesty's Government upon the Bechuanaland frontier, and
was the means of bringing about the arrest of Paul Pieters
and his rascilly gang of robbers?”

“Of course,”” said Geoffrey. ' The daily papers were full
of his name end conjectures as to his antecedents,”

* Well, then,"” =aid Patrick Mulready, " Joo Gost is none
other than Major Foster. He's true to-the old flag, although
he's an outcast and a felon flying from justice—and it won't
be long before Britain will have cause to bless his name."

Geofirey’s anguish of mind as he heard this passed all
bounds.

Joe Gost was looked “E..T ns little better than a robber
himseli. He would have n taken with all his men if the
mounted infantry sent out to apprehend him had been smart
enough for their work ; instead he had fled across the barren
land, Reeing from kopje to kopje, and had disappeared none
knew whither. ; ]

“Don't take it to heart, sor,”” said Patrick Mulready,
laying a kindly hand on the boy's shoulder. *¥You never
know vour father do anything he could be ashamed of, did

rou, sor? Sy p
}‘}'L'IH-D," replied Gﬂﬂﬁl‘i‘."h rui;sm thiisdhﬁad!' i :{fhﬁlﬂf‘d of

1 momentary doubt that had assal 11
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“Nor 1" said the Irishman. “Major Foster is the best
and bravest man in the world.”

“ What about the London and County frauds, Mulready 7"
asked the boy.
~ “"He was as innocent as I am!" said the Irishman, bring-
ing his fist down on the seat with a bang. “I know it! I
can prove 1t ! I will some day !

“You ean prove him innocent—vou, Mulready " said
Geoffrey, setzing hold of the man's throat in a ficree grasp.
“Who, then, was to blame? Tell me—tell me!"

The ex-Hussar shook him off,

“1 can’t do it now,"” he said.
If I was to speak out, nobody would believe me, Wait, sir—
wait! I'll do my best to put matters straight when I see
your father in Africa. Trust to me!"

“And my father is innocent?" ctied the bov, standing
erect, a load removed from his heart, his head raised in the
glow of the setting sun.

“¥Yes,” answered the Irishman. * I will swear it!"”

*“And what makes you so sure that this man Joe Gost is
my father?"

Patrick Mulready held aloft a grubby piece of paper, upon
which were serawled some closely-written lines.

“A letter from an old chum of mine, him 1 was telling
yvou about,” he said. * And as soon as I knew I determined
to go out and join Gost's Scouts, and do a bit of real work
for the benefit of my country.”

“It is dangerous work,” said Geoffrey, pacing up and
down, Mulready rising and walking by his side. ** You all
stand a chance of being taken, tried as traitors to your
country, and shot. Heavy imprisonment is the least they
can expect.’’

“*Major Foster,"” whispered Mulready, “ knows every inch
of the country, He can speak the language of the natives
as well as themselves. He is able to obtain information that
no agent of the Government could ever geot, My chum, Bob
French, who was with the Imperial Light Horse throughout
the latter part of the late war, says that Major Foster has
discovered a plot against the Government, by means of which
and a sudden rising of natives and hostile Colonials together,
the Duteh hope te regain the Transvaal. The organisation
'ts perfect. The plot isn't suspected. Major Foster, who
knows, is going to defeat it. lle means to get together a
strong force fuﬁ;r armed, and to check the movement at the
onsot, relying on the reward of a grateful Government for
pardon, when the rebellion 13 guashed. That iz how he
wants to try and clear his good name., The rising, my chum
French tells me, will take place about September, as far as
they can see, and nothing will stop it. The (Government of
Fouth Africa have been warned, but they laugh at the whole
thing, and so, you see, it takes a man like your father
to take means to try and save the honour and credit of his
country."

“* Poor old dad ! said Geoffrey, with a troubled sigh.

“ And so I'm going out. Some pals of mine, who would
stick at nothing, and who are tired of home and a respectable
life, are going out, too. There's thirty of us going out in
the Hoboken, sailing to-morrow.”

“You'll never be allowed to land," said Geoffrey.

Patrick Mulready winked. §

“Trast us,” he said. *““We are most of us Irizh, and
there's nothing that a dare-devil Irishman can't do if he's
made. up his mind to do it.”

The boy thought a while,

“ Will you take out a letter to my father 7" he asked.

“No, sor,”" answered Mulready. “T dursn't. Nothing
must be found on us that would compromise us in any way,
It is only by absolute secrecy that we ean hope to carry our
point, I'll tell Major Foster I've seen you, and that yvou are
well, and that your mother is in health, too; that's all I
can oo’

“And my blessing I"" murmured the boy brokenly,

“ Ay, that to be sure, sor!"

“And so you and I must part like thiz, Mulready,”
Geoffrey went on, looking straight inte the fellow's eves.

“Yes, sor. It won't do for vou to be seen speaking to ma
again. Mr., Jeffcock is in Liverpool. If he were to see us
togother, there's no knowing but what he might smell a
rat. Will you give me vour hand, sor?"

Geoffrey’s young and honest palm grasped that of the
touzh and disreputable Irishman, There were tears standing
iﬂ: i'frle man's eyes. When he spoke his veoice was thick and

usky.

“Bay wvou think a little botter of me
brokenly.

“1 do, Patrick—I do!” answered the boy. ** My opinion
is entirely changed. It's not your faule, 1 suppose, you can’t
go straizht at home. It's the quiet life doesn't suit you, I
suppose,’’

“That's it, sor,”” answered Mulready. **1 was made for
the woods, the eamn, and the field. I ecan't a-bearliving in a
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““Tt ain’t the proper time.

sor, now,”' he zaiwd
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Tt drives me to drink.

house. 1 can't abear respectability,
Good-bye, Mr.

There, there! I'm a good-for-nought, I am,
Ioster, and Heaven bless you!”

* Heaven bless you, Patrick Mulready,” said the boy fer
vently, “and bring you safely through all your troubles.”

The next moment Mulready” had gone, vanished in the
thickness of the trees, and Geoffrey, left to wonder at what
had passed, pursued his way thoughtiully towards the park
gates and the ferry.

Surrey v. Lancashire — Jeffeock's Unfair Attitude—
Geoffrey a Failure — Rain Spoils Play — William
Hewitt Speaks Out,

Geoffrey’s meeting with Mulready, and the astounding
sequel, had a marked effect upon the boy. He could not sleep
at all during the night, and on Monday, when he turned up
at the cricket-ground, he looked worn and worried, and
Hewitt and Jellotson, who had arrived in Liverpool from
London that morning, looked at him in amazement.

* Jeffeovk beon making things unpleasant for you, Foster '
asked Hewitt, regarding him closely,

“No," said Geoffrey. “I haven't seen him,
of course, 1 cannot use the gentleman's stand.”

“I'd forgotten,” returned Hewitt. * Oh, well, you will
maeet him soon, and I dare say the beggar will be unpleasant
enough, The more 1 see of Bangley Jeffcock at Sandhurst
the less T like him. He's an unmitigated cad.”

Lancashire won the toss, and the Burrey team, fifteen
minutes later, turned out to field. Warm weather had come
again, but there was rain and thunder in the air, and the
fast-moving purple clouds that swent by overhead threatened
every instant a deluge.

“Tm afraid, Jellotson,” said Hewitt, “that we sha'n't
finish this match, And Lancashire have certainly an advan-
taze in batting first.”

Jeffeock, elad in whites, and wearing the Grovehouse
stripedd blazer, came sauntering along towards the wicket,
hands in pockets, and looking as bad-tempered as his own
irritable and selfish nature could make him.

“1 thought they'd stand Foster down for this match,” ha
said to Atterbury, loud enough for Geoffrey, Jellotson, and
Hewitt, vho were standing by, to hear. “ I don’t see why
gentlemen should have to associate with such scum as that.”™

“You needn't associate with them if you don't want to,"
returned Atterbury. ** You have the use of a separate en-
trance and exit to the field, and vou can have a doorway
made for yourself, T dare say, if you make a point about
it, next time you play at Liverpool.”

Jeficock apened his mouth to reply, but thought better of
it, and, mumbling something beneath his breath, he turned
away, running up against Foster as he did so. He eved the
voung professional up and down with a sneoring, con-
temptuous glance, that Geeffrey took no notice of, and then
went to his position at deep field, whilst Geoffrey went to
:Eru'd-uif. where he had done econsistently well since joining

urrey.

Williamson and Turner bowled, as usual, and a partnership

You knew,
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between the great Maclaren and Spooner produced 60 runs
without any result to Surrey, before Atterbury instructed
Foster to bowl. Geolfrey saw Jeffcock’s sneering glance set
on mim, but, taking his run, he sent down o ball }‘vhif‘il wis hit
by Maclaren to the boundary, But the next delivery brought
about his revenge, for England's captain was clean bowled
middle stump by a beanty, and with 38 to his eredit retired
to make way for the Internstional, Tyldesley., >

Geoffrey got no more wickets, but he put Williamson n
the humour, and Spooner, b Williamson, 35; Tyldesley, ¢
Gill, b Williamson, 15; R. C, Hartley, b Turner, 2; Harry,
lbw b Williameon, 2; Hornby, ¢ Atterbury, b Williamson,
4, was the order of the procession to and from the wickets
that followed,

Cuttell, Findlay, Kermode, and Hallows were all out to
Turner or Williamson for single figure scores, and with the
wicket plaving badly Sharp, the Lancashire cricketer and
Everton football plaver, with a not-out 45, was the only man
tc cause Surrey any trouble,

The side was all out for 147,

Then, no soomer had the ericketers retired from the feld,
than down came the rain. The shower was one of great
violence, and soon it becwme apparent that no further cricket
would be possible that day, and the stumps were drawn.

The next morning, upon the umpires inspecting the piteh,
it was announced that no play could take pluce until after
lunch, and Jeffeock, lighting a cigar, strolled moodily through
the club-room in the pavilion and, taking his stand amidst a

roup of gentlemen, and within the hearing of Jellotson,

ewitt, Atterbury, and Captain Hilton, he said;

“Well, I'm not sorry. t 18 hard lines when one has to
take one's pluce in the field in company with a thief and o
blackguard. This 15 what cricket 18 coming to."

“Shame!” said Heowitt, flushing, for he guessed what
Jeffeock was niming at, T don't think you ought to speak
like that in publie, Jeffcock.”

*“ 1 was referring to one of our professionals.” said Jeffeock,
with an ugly leer. ** He's not here now, but | shall have the
dubious pleasure of standing near him presently.”

“Who do you medn, Jeffeock?' eried Captain Hilton,
striding up.  *' You have made your statement in the hearing
of a number of strangers. Will you have the goodness o
speak move plainly 1

“Fveryvbody knows,"

enjd Jeffeock, ﬁir]-l;i:lg the ash off
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his cigar with studied ease, *that Geoffrey Foster was
turned out of the Grovehouse School for stealing the school
chub ericket funds. But what they don't know is that he
was dismisgsed from the service of Griee & Mortimer,
-.;uIirilur.-i, of the City, for stealing petty cash entrusted to
AT,

“Which money,” said Jellotson, quietly, *‘ was stolen by
Patrick Mulready, a tool of your own father's, Jeffeock. He
owned up at the time, and was dismissed upon the spot. He
afterwards was employed by your [ather, who evidently is
not above employing dubious characters, and whose proceed-
ings might be watched, perhaps, by the police with consider-
able ndvantage.”

“Do you mean to imply that my father, Major Bangley
Jefleock, 18 dishonest P ered Jeffcock, rasing his voice,

Hewitt looked quickly round.  Jellotson had been speaking
in little above a whisper, being anxious to avoid a scene, but
the attention of one or two gentlemen had already been
attracted. .

“1If you are wise, Jeffeock,” said the late captain of Grove-
house, ** you will drop the subject. Your enmity to voung
Foster 15 well known. 1If you try to anjure him, be sure the
effort will recoil upon yourself. Jellotson and myself know
Foster well, and know that he is innocent of the charee that
was brought agsinst him before he left Grovehouse”

“But he was accused of stealing?"" sayd Captain Hilton,
distressed,

“*He was aocensed of stealing,” said Hewitt, quietly and
firmly; *but there are others who know more about the
theft than poor Foster. Jeffeock, you shall know now why
Foster left UGirovehouse that night, if you don't know already.
He had an appointment with his father in Elsworth village.
Major Foster had come to bid him good-bye. The boy
couldu’t tell the truth for fear of bringing about his father's
arrest. OF his own accord he sought out Simon Blake,
the bookmaker, and asked him to sayv that he had been with
him that night. He sacrificed himsell for his father's sake.
That 1s what both Jellotson and I knew before he loft Grove-
house. 'The lad was a hero; so say a word against him now
if you can.” '

Y - )
You know Foster to have been guiltless? asked Captain

Hilton. :
“1 know him to have been guiltless” answered Hewitt
calmly. * And so in future you will know what to think of

Jeffcock’s accusations against the Jad. Come along, Jellot-
sofn, let us go and talk to the youngster! 1 know the
presence of Jeffcock here has upset him.,. It would upset
anyone.”  And he shot a keen glance at the bully that made
Jeficock turn his eyes the other way.

After luncheon a start was made, and a handiul of spoctin-
tors turned up to wetch the play.

Atterbury and Jellotson opened the Surrev innings, The

itch was 1 a bad way, and it seemed that Kermode and

uttell would do pretty well as thy liked with the bowling.
Indeed, they did so, for after the pair had laboriously taken
the total to 10, the Surrey captain was bowled for 2: and on
Hewitt coming in, Jellotson soon lost his wicket, having put
on but 10. Williamson batted steadily, but made no attempt
to hit, and, after William Hewitt had scoved 6, in attempting
a dangerous short run, he had his wickets shattered before he
could get to the crease by a deft throw in by Sharp,

Juﬂcml‘g then went i, gazing about him in that conceited
way of his, and playing with freedom, began to put on the
runs, Willlameon left, however, when he had seqred but 6,
and, when Foster joined his enemy at the wickets, he was
made 80 nervous by the sneering regard of Jeffeock that he,
with difficulty, took his centre and prepared to play.

“Thief " eried Jeffeock, quite nlc:-u:ilfI ss Kermode sent the
ball down; and Geoffrey; mistiming it altogether, was clean
bowled for 0. -

Jeffoock scraped up 19, Gill managed to hit 11, but the
ut}wr batsmen on the spoilt wicket did nothing at all. and,
with 7 extras to help them, the innings eame to an‘end for T2,

Then down came the rain in torrents, and the steady soak
continuing all the afternoon, play was again abandoned, The
next morning it was still raining hard, and, no cricket being
possible, the match was abandoned as a draw, and that even-
ing the Surrey eleven returned to London, Geoffrey, at
;;':.uﬂf 1;*-'"'3 heartily glad to shake the dust of Liverpool off

is feet,

The lad could not help letting his thoughts dwell upon the
devoted band of n-"'i:r-:i:::-wrl'ls who had gone out in the
Hoboken on what he thought to be a mad, quixotic scheme
of playing at soldiers. Mulready and the band of devoted
adherents of Joe Gost to protect the Empire, indeed! The
wdea was n lnughnhiu one to the boy, accustomed always to
view things seriously, and yet he had such confidence in his
fauther that he wondered i, after all, there might not be
something in it

(Another splendid Instalment of this grand serial

next wook.)
Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 320.

A Magnificent New, Long. Compieta School Tale ol
Tom Merry & Co. By MRPI.H CLIFFORIN
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THE SECRET OF THE ISLANI]!I
)

The juniors crowded round him, striking more matches.
Kerr bent down, and opened bhis pocket-knife, In a fow
seconds he had cut through the cords, and dragged away the

ag,
&8 Figey, old man, vou're not hurt

U No!" gasped Figgins. " Oh crumbs

“ What's the matter?”

YU {Oramp! Oh—oh!” panted Figgins, *° All—all right!
I'll be all right in & minute or two! I've been tied up—ow—
for hours "

“Thank goodness wo've found you!" saud Tom Merry,

Blake had found the eleetric lamp by this time, and twrned
it on. A blaze of light fell upon the juniors, and upon the
tuble, littered with the work of the comers,

“What have they been doing here,
excliimed breathlessly,

“ Cloipange 1

* My hatt"

Figgins rose rather painfully to his feet, leaning on Kerr's
arm,

* 1 saw the rotter ot work for hours,” he said
taken a lot of counterfeit coin away with them.
have saved my life!”

“0Oh, Figgyi"

“1t's true,” said Figgins, breathing hard, * They talked
it over before me. To-night T was to be held under water,
so that 1 could be found drowned without nny marks of
violence, to keep their rotten secret, the scoundreis!”

“ Tot's get out of this,” suid Kerr. * The sooner the police
know about this, the better. Some of us had better go
straight into Wayland—Figgins too, if you feel fit, Figgy!”

“ What-ho!” said Figgins. *'1 fecl fit enmough for any-
thing, to get those villains under lock and key! Let's get
off "'

And Kerr helped Figgins up the steps, and the juniors of
8. Jim's, almost breathless with the excitement of their-dis-
covery, crowded out of the vault,

- L] L L] L] -
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1¥

Figgy?" Bluke

Y They've
You fellows

An hour later Figgins was telling his story in Wayland
Police Station, and that evening the cowners den on the
island was in the hands of the police. The name of Golden
Jim, the coiner, was well known to the police, though his
person was not ; but the junjors were able to give an accurats
description of Squire Lunsford's late tenant,

The search for the two fugitives began at once, and late
that night they were arrested, both of them having a con-
siderable quantity of counterfeit coin in their possession.

1t was a nine days’ wonder at 8t. Jim's, It came out that
Mr. Willismt Brown had belonged to the district in his boy-
hood, dnd twenty vears before he had discovered the secret
of the old hermitage, while poaching on the island. TLately
the police had been close on the track of the coiners in
London, and Golden Jim had thought of transferring the
soene of his nefarious operations .to that secret place.

It had been a cunning plan. He hod rented the island
ostensibly for fishing, and the rascals were careful to pass
snone of their counterfeit money in the neighbourhood. That
was dome on Mr. Willism Brown's journeys into distant
quarters,

The police knew that n gang of comners had vanished from
London, but that was ull they knew. But for the enter-

ig¢ of the juniors of St. Jim's, the secret might never have
E:'-rﬂn revealod,

But it remained a disputed point whether the honour wns
chiefly due to the School House or the New House. That
point wons never settled, but both Tom Merry & Co. and
Figgins & Co. calmly took to themselves the lion's share of
the glory for having been the means of hrmgﬁrg Golden Jim
and his refarious work to light by discovering the secret of
the island.

THE ENXD,

(Next Week's issue of " The Gem'' Library will
contain a spocial long, complete tale of Tom

Merry & Co., entitled: ** The Rival Patrois!"™ by

Martin Clifford. Order your copy in advance.
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Gordon Fisher, Tutela, P.O., Brantford, Ontario, Canada,
wishes to correspond with a girl reader, age 16.

W. E. Keene, Weatah, Scone, New South Wales,
Awustralia, wishea to ecorrcspond with readers, nge 1517

E. R. B. Stanton. junior porter, Port Adelaide Railway,
South Awustralia, wishes to correspoud with a grl
reader, age 18.

Harold Martin, DPost-office, Port Abhurini, Napier, New
Zicaland, wishes to correspond with readers living in the
British 1Isles, age 15-16.

Colin Campbell, Lowburn Ferry, via Cromwell, Otago
Central, South Island, New Zealand, wishea to correspond
with a boy reader hiving in the British Isles or Canada.

H. Walkers, Box 5, Oshawa, Ontario, Canada, withes to
correspond with readers interested m stamps, age 16

R. R. Lawrence, 1277, Dufferin Stroet, Toronto, (ntario,
Canada, wishes to eorrespond with gl readers mn the
British Isles, age 17-18.

A. A MeDonald, 41, Clyde Street, Dunedin, Neow

with a Seotch girl lLiving

Zoaland, wishes to correspond 1
in  Australia or British Isles (Austeslia preferred),

age 15-17.

Miss Dorothy Boagey, Tyndall Street, Pahiatua, North
Island, New Zealand, wishes to correspond with & boy
reader, age 15-17. ;

Miss C. Bristo, * Palm Grove,"” Pmetown, Natal, South
Africa, wishes to correspond with readers, age 1821, .

Harold E. Hinnings, P.0O. Box 2571, Johannesburz,- South
Africa, wishes to correspond with a girl reader living o
the: South of England (London preferred) age 16:17,

Arthur C. Twine, Lower Man Road, Observatory, Scuth
Afriea, wishes to corfrespond with readers interested
stamps, age 17-20.

D. Nolan, P.0). Box 4561, Kimberley, South Africa, wishes
to correspond with renders

Shirley Woaod, 1842, Retallack
Saskatchewan, Canada, wishes to
readers, age 10,

Ralph Ashorson, Calvinia, Cape Provinee. South "Africa,
wishes to correspond with readers living in the British Isles
interested 1n stamps,

W. Steele, Post Office, Port Adelaide, Seuth Australia,
wishes to correspond with readers living in  England,
age 18-21. -

Miss M. Stutchbury, Willoughby-Sumner Blk., Saskatoen,
Saskatchewan, Canada, wishes to correspond with readers
living in Hampshire, England, age 14-16.

Miss D). Renshaw, 189, Johnston Street, Fitzroy,
Melbourne, Victorin, Australin, wishes to correspond with
a boy reader living in England, ape 17-18.

e

The Editor specially requests Colonial
Readers to kindly bring the Free Corre-
spondence Exchange 1o the notice of their
friends.

Street,
correspornid

Regina,
with girl

iy

[ e

of “THE GEM"™ LIBRARY.
Price One Penny, as usual,



LOOK h OT R -
MONSTER
Whit-Monday

ISSUE OF

'TheDailyMirror

THE GREAT PICTURE NEWSPAPER
SPECIAL HOLIDAY NUMBER

| FULL OF BEAUTIFUL PICTURES

A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS!!

TheDailyMirror

| MONDAY, JUNE 15" j|

ORDER YOUR COPY NOW.

i




28 Every Wednesday.
OUR

EDITOR

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,
SPECIAL WEEKLY FEATURE s

ZZ"}"':?"
“THE GEM"” LIBRARY .

THE FLEETWAY HOUSE. FARRINGDON ST. LONDON.E.C,

L

D - e e —

EVERY MONDAY 1| EVERY

For Next w:dnudl?_,
“THE RIVAL PATROLS!"™
By Martin Clifford.

This is n specially-written, long, complete story of the
Seouts of 8t. Jim's, and is full of lively interest and humour.
As the leader of the Curlew Patrol, Tom Merry is very keen
on “ keeping his end up ' against the Beouts of Rylcombe
Grammar School. Gordon Gav & Co., however, in the first
test prove themselves to be more than a match _Fur _thn
Curlews, who return to 8t. Jim's discomfited,  This gives
Figgins & Co.'s patrol, the Wolves, a splendid chince, and
they set out to retrieve the prestige of St Jim's, with results
that are somewhat unexpectod.

In the great Scout contest, however, the Curlews show
themselves to be the right stuff, and the question of
superiority is decisively settled amongst

“THE RIVAL PATROLS!"

NEXT WEEK'S SPECIAL ISSUE.

In giving a special Scout interest to next Wednesday's issue
of * The Gem Library,” T am making a new departure, but
it is one which will, 1 feel sure, be given a hearty welecome
by all myv readers, whether they are themselves SBcouts or not.
The long, complete tale of the famous chums of St. Jun's 15
written m Martin Clifford’s very best style—full of humour,
interest, and schoolboy fun—while the special articles on
Scouteraft are of such a practical and interesting nature that
they will be appreciated ll.r;r,' all. One of these will be entitled,

“SUMMER SCOUTING,"

and will consist of helpful advice and sensible suggestions,
written by s Scoutmaster of great experience. There will
also be a splendid article ealled

“ THINGS SCOUTS SHOULD REMEMBER,"

which i addressed primarily to my boy and girl Scout chums;
at the same time, thiz article will prove interesting as well as
profitable reading to all Gemites. There will be no merease
in the priee of next Wednesday's * Gem "—it will simply be
a specially interesting issue, redolent of Scouteraft, the green
woods, and open-air, summer life in general. Tell your Seout
chums sbout it, It is something which sheuld not be missed!

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

“ A Canndian Reader " (Canada).—" The Hypnotist of St.
Jim's " was Nou 65, ¥ The Ghost of 8t Jim's " No. 197, and
No. 125 was entitled * The Joke Against 5t Jim's." [ am
afraid 1 cannob ecarry out your suggestion at present.

B. A. W .H. (Belfast).—A catalogue of postage-stamps, with
prices of same, can be obtained from Messrs. Stanley
(iibbons, Ltd., 381, Strand, London, W.C,

A. B. C. (Swalwell).—T am afraid your question would take
up too mm& space in these columns, If you will send your
full name and address I will be pleased to write to yonu.

W. P. Buck (Tonbridge)—For various reasons it is impos-
sible to carry out your suggestions,

Misz Nellie Tubby (East Twickenham).—Wally D'Arey 1s
12 years of ape, Merry, Lowther, Blake®and Digby about 15,
Arthur Augustus D' Arey and Herries, 144, Kildare, 174

R. J. Denaves (Birmingham).—Very many thanks for your

letter and ;Euu-:l wishes, I am glad to hear you like reading
“Chuokles.”
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T. W, Barnes (Birmingham).—More will be heard of
(Clifton Dane in the near future.

" An Old Gemite " (London, W.).—I1 cannot trace '!m‘-’inﬁ
heard from vou under the nom de plume of *0ld Gemite,”
nor do I remember vour question. However, Tom iﬂm‘ﬁ
never _knew the exact amount of his father's fortune. I wi
cansider yvour suggestion,

T. Duckmanton (Warsop).—1 will endeavour to carry out
your stiggestion some time during the next football season.

Miss Hilds Russell (Australia)—Very miany thanks indeed
for your long letter!

e s

KEEPING FIT.
By C. D. Musgrave, M.D,
The Dangers of Execess.

The great advantage of outdoor exerpise is that it involyves
fresh mir, which in itself is a valuable adjunect to health. The
most important pomt about it 15 that it should be resular and
daily. A long tramp or a vielent burst of tennis or some
other came on SBaturday afterncon can never make up for
five days of comparative inaction. More than that, it is unnmt
dangorous, as waste has meanwhile secumulated to such an
extent in the aystem that, if it s suddenly stirred up, it s apt
to produce severe headache or prostration. People are often
puzzled and discouraged when, after a long walk or game at
the end of the week, they feel so done up as to be unfit for
anything for the next twenty-four hours,

Half an hour a day spent in walking, eyeling, or playing an
outdoor gume is sufficient to keep the whole system in good
order. The plan of walking to and from business, mstond of
going by tram 18 an exesllent one, especially in the winter,
when the dark evenings make exercise difficult to obtain after
business hours. If a man lives over his business he cannot do
better than go for a sharp walk before beginning his day's
work, There 138 no ‘botter exercise than wallkang, and it 15 a
pity that as a pastime 1% has fallen mto neglect of late vears.
Cyeling bhas the advantage of enabling one to get further
afield, and affords a large supply of fresh air, but the cyclist
15 bound to confing himself to the rond, The consequenco is
that he inhales & vast amount of dust at the same time,

The ideal form of exercise is to cyele to some place, leave
vour machine there, and then set off for a walk. By these
means you get away from your ordinary surroundines, and
also receive the benefit of the pure air of the meadow or the
hi]l-lup,

Thers are many people, however, who live In town and eans
not reach green felds or hills excopt on holidays, and there
are many wet days on which a country walk is hardly possible
or desirable on account of the state of the roads. Yet there
is one form of walking which 1s of great advantage under
such eircumstances, what we may term ** the pavemont walk."
An hour's brisk tramp of this sort 15 a great boon to town-
dwellers on a dull day, or on a wmter's evening, when ¢irs
onmatances stand in the way of any ather exercise.

Outdoor zames, of course, have the advantage of adding the
stimulus of competition and complete change of thought for
those who have to work hard. But, as we lhave said alroady,
they shonld be kept up reprularly, and not carried to the point
of exhaustion.

(Next Week: A Special
Article entitied,

éf yhings Scouts Should
Remember."

-___,..--——"—
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QFF TO CANALA ?5

Al the end of the summer season in Cannda certain trodes
- Beepnre slack, and many bhundreds of men lose thewr employ-
wient. Tt is often the expenience of young British emgrants
to find. themselves without o job at the commencement of
thore first wintor in the pew dand. The Grst winter to the
wiettler an often the havdest and most difioult in which to keep
in work, beonuse he lacks experionce of the country, Buf, ns
1 stated last week, in the backwoods the logring induslry goes
an npmee and provides all-winter work for o large number.

The work bt the woods is hesdthy and plensant, and il
pravides n splendid. way of patting s profitable swmter,
Much of the work wequires skill with axes, ropes, of
machinery, but. mexpedencnd men gre often cmployed Lo
W oawnmpine, amd other tesks. Swamping consists of cleartig
b path threngh the undergrowth with on axe to yoable the
tnllen logs ta he dragged out

Vou eop shotn'e work ina loggmg-camp aither by applicn.
Hon nt the affices of the lumber compenies, on throngh the
employment  boceas, Inexperienees hatuly  ape ;_l!t-iir_ from
about thirty dollurs (£6) 4 month, dod bourd. The Jife in the
haokwoods, sheltered from the eutting, wintry winds, can be
joyed o the full by the houlthy young Hyitsher with o
tmatey for roughing it Your museles will harden, and your
chest will broaden, whilst-you esrn goad motier, which eans
tiot easily be gpent.

And. now for a few dacts about the Rowal North-West
Muunted Police, the * pride of Capady,”  Whenever 1 visit
Faelund dorens of gquestions are fied ot me pbout this famous
body of men by lads who heve read: something of their
wonderfal achievements  And certaindy, from the Aretic Sen
to the Amvican border, and  from  Ondirio  to British
i:-_nl;lmhin. the BN W.MLP. have made a name Lo be sonjuyed
Wikl

This. constabulary was formed in 187% when whisky-
wnnggling nmong the Red Indinus was caudiiio, annoyunen to
e Fludson Bey Company, snd, right from She kimoe of therr
st blishment. [nwlossnoss mogically docrensed. Some of the
oxploits of the Scartor Police—their uwniform consists of a red
coat, blue trovsers with o yellow stripe, aml & cowboy hat—
have been almost superhuman. Not withont cause ara they
the terror of the wropgdowy in the West. Some of the men
hitve a thousund e miles of territory to patrol, and.
the winter espocially, their work s ndeed srduons,

One of dhese ** slenth-hounds of the teaill ™™ will, if necessary,
teack n eriminal for wocks n the bittersst weather, and,
umdess he is frozen to denth on his fask, will bring his
quarry back as certain os night follows day, 8b le-handed, a
sonstable hus Been knbwn to vide into a hoskile Tndiny ua.m;]‘,
and take oul beoman wented for murder before the whole
tribe. Truly, it his been said that *“ they who would wear
ihe Sonrlet Cont =hall say goodbye to feart

A story has ben woing - the rounds G Canada of » Yankee
seha beeamo tired of hearing of the morvelous exploits of the
Scariet Police: At last, 1w desperation,
Canndinn infortnant and inguired =treastionlly

o Wl low was it they dda’ fdiscover the SNorth Pole 77

“ Bogause they weren't told off for sluty on the job,”
swiltly caome the reply,

Ta join the Royal Novth-West Mapnted Police yon have
to-be o PBritish suhject between twonty-bwe and ity yeirs
of age, over 5fl, Bin, in height, sound in mind and body, and
with. seme lmowledge of the pwongement of horses; The
toem . of service 1s thres years, and the pay to begin with is
atin. dollar e 24.) a day, and all fsand Application to
jnin the foree Hie to be made to the Uomnssstancy, ol the

i

THIS WEEK:

| Loggingin the Bagk-
woods.

The Scarlet Police.

Temptations for the
Tenderfoot.

— oo —

he turned to his

.

AHOMESTEAD IN ALBERTA @

Woadguarters, Reging, Saskatchewnn, or to the Comritroller,
Ottawa, Ontario.

The SBecretary of the Canadion Government Office, 17,
Victorin Street, Londow, 8. W, will be.pleased to give further
pnrtioslacs to any youny ‘man who comsiders mmking  wi
applicalion to join. ol LI .

It w proviess wticld T mentioned that many mducements Lo
eponid money exist in the West, aod, dad o velate. it ofton
the vounz Britisher, awny from home wllaences, who indulges
most freely in the nuhealthy amuscmends provided, ~  OF
cotirse, the siloans of the ** Wild West!" have been natopons
in times past, and #i= 2 common belief thut hanging in ¢ach
o them wis 4 potiee fequesting costomeis vob fo shoot Lhe
bur-tendir.  IT this wans so, wo can woll beliove that if a man
refused’ to hove & drink with auather when invited, ho was,
desprtelied op the spot, for evin g these days it 1s con
didered & great inmull to refiee w dpink from A stranger, lo
wlong a friend, -

A lbggor, miker; or-dome other worker wlho as Deow out i
the wilils For saveral months, and lms consecuent [y saveld two
o thiroe Hundoad dollies (230 ar £30), will asually make for
a suloon: directly on his retuwrn to town,  Thaw r"n.‘!'j."!.‘lﬂrl v &l
the saloon-bur has to dritk with bim, and the foohals fellow
coltinges to- set up deinks until hie sivings Hos entirelw
vanisldd 1 know & man who actuplly gnve “hills 7 amount-
ing to Gve Bundeed dollars (£100) 1o o barender to pin up
on the wall at the back of the bay for the purpose of haviug
drinks supplied fo him and oversbody else who entored the
sitloen Within throe dava the ‘bar-fender ook down the
“hills)” with the intimation that the five huodved dollars
hind been spent, It 3 quiekly seen by sensible fellows that
the saloons are good places to sleor clear of.

Lurge vitiea i the West support many pool-rooms, whero
hiundreds of men manage to get through guite a tidy amount
of thewr earnings, The game of pool m 1ts various forms
sotne  of  which give ample wope for gambling—must boe
entively avorded by the young British settley, for it g5 ono
of those pastimes that can easily become an obsession. Many
voung men spond practically every ovening playing this
gnme, to the exclusion of & more profitnble pursait,

Fach Western city as itz ' Chinntown,” whieh s usually
sijunlid guarter, harbouring fiith and crime.  Yet, sad 1o
relate, many white men lower themselves by haunting tho
(hinese gambling-dens and lottery ' joints'" The * Clhynks "
are always on the right =ide in their gumbling games with
white meb, as voil may be sure, so to continua I-{ visit theso
places in the hope of meking nioney, as | have known even
vounyg Britishers to do, is, to say the least, *'a mug’s game."”

In Vancowver and other towns many s on gambling-
dens hnve bsen made by the pahoe, and ju wlmest evary
1"51!1“{1} Yiw 'I.'L"\I‘L{'h t'[‘j-t"_ 'ﬂ_ﬁ.lil...l_lh"-!"l i u“it:l.‘.'_r'l ‘ll.n"-:." hlt.l] ks
peavorss daele corrdors and brealk through half a dozin. doays,
anch made.of solid wood six inches thiek, and oporatied by an
ingemous gninbling . deviee, Bt the nmh';lum “C joinbm””
snloons, poo)-rooms, and other places of the kind that flavnt
thenselves =0 ginringly before the eves af the public shnphd
huve no. part o the regreations of the young emigrant who
wanta to reh on 18 Cannda, L

Tu concluding. this series of arkicles; T should like to mnak
i nhsalutely olaar that I Armly believe that po other portion
of the world can offer such glovions opportumties to the
British lad whe intends to emigrate as the Western provioces
al the Dominion of Cankds. The sober, porsevering
vourtizster with griv in his compesition ennnot fadl. ‘

THE END.
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