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BLLY BUNTER BUMPS INTO THE ANGAY BARONET |

at the riding-whip, " Nun--nun-nice afternoon, sir!”" ‘" What are you doing here?’" thundered
Sir Hilton., {(An exciting scene in the Girand, Complete Siory of School Life contained in ihis numb:r.)
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THE MIDNIGHT MARAUDERS!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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On the earthen floor a Ianéiﬁy form was extended, with hands bound an i 'té;:tghackledwhh strong r_u'pe. Another
rope was passed round the walst, and secured to a stake drlven in the ground. The light gleamed upon the
purple complexion and white moustache of Sir Hilton Poppzer. (See Chapler 15,)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. friars. It was a fine and sunny afternoon, guite warm
Yery Wrathy ! for the season of the year, and Johnny Bull had suggested
i OOKS like trouble for somebody I” a picnic. Johnuy Bull had received a handsome

Bob Cherry of the Remove made that remittance from his uncle in Australia, and it was

obaervition. burning a hole in his pocket.

Harry Wharton & Co., in a group near the The discussion was interrupted by the arrival of a tall,
steps of the Bchool House, were discussing plans for the  stiff gentleman, with a purple complexion, a white
afternoon, the afterncon being a half-holiday at Grey- moustache, an eyeglass, and a fiery eye. The juniors
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spotted him as he came in at the gates, and crossed,

towards the School House with long strides. The purple
gentleman was Sir Hilton Popper, quite a "“big gun”™
in the district, with whom the chuins of the Hemove
had had trouble in their time, L )

Sir Hilton’s arrival certainly meant * trouble for some-
bedy,” as Bob Cherry observed. The baronet was not
on rood terms with anybody at Greyfriars, and his visit
was evidently not a friend!y one, to judge -by his
expression. :

“ Look at his fiery eye!” continued Bob Cherry cheer-
fully, *Ile’s got it on us already—innccent little us!
;And we haven't done anything this time.”

“Not a thing,” =aid Johnny Bull., *“ We haven't
picnicked on his blessed island since the row last
time——" 3

“We haven't cut down any of his trees for camp-
fires—since last time,” remarked Nugent.

“And it's a week since we cut his wire-fence on the
right-of-way up the river,” remarked Harry Wharton.
“Bo it can’t be that.”

“'Tain't us,” said Bob., “My conscience is clear—
unusually clear. What a nobby thing it is to have a
clear comscience, cspecially when a fiery, untamed
baronet is around.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

The juniors eyed the baronet as he came.across the
Close. He certainly had his ¢ye on them, and his eye
gleamed through his eyeglass. But their consciences
were quite clear; they felt that it couldn’t be them this
time. Some other Greyfriars fellows had provoked the
wrath of the baronet.

They eapped him respectfully as he came up to the
House. But Sir Hilton Popper did not acknowledge
the salute. He halted, and stared at them grimly.

“You young rascals!”

“(7ood afternoon, sir!” said DBob Cherry,
affably. “ Fine weather for October, sir!”

Sir Hilton Popper snorted.

*“ Impertinent young scoundrel!”

“My hat!”

“I have a great mind to Iay my cane about your
shoulders, sir, instead of leaving you to your Head-
master.”

“You don't say so!” ‘

Bob Cherry’s reply scemed to have an exasperating
effect upon Sir Hilton Popper. A soft answer is said to
turn away wrath, but it did not preduce its proverbial
effect upon Sir Hilton Popper. IHe gripped his cane
hard, and made a stride towards Bob Cherry.

Bob did not retreat a step. The Co. lined up at
once, looking very grim. 4 ‘ _

“You'd better keep that cane to yourself, sir,” said
Harry Wharton quietly.

“ EImpertinent young jackanapes—"

“ Bow-wow ! said Dob.

“ What "

* Bow-wow

“ Exactly !” chimed in Frank Nugent, “ Bow-wow!”

“The how-wowfulness is terrific, august sahib,” purred
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

There was a chuckle from some of the fellows in the
quad. The expression on Sir Hilton Popper’s faco was
uwite entertaining. In spite of the clear consciences of
he Famous Five, it was evidently towards them that
Qir Hilton’s wrath was directed, for some reason known
only to himself. Dut the chums of the Remove did not
sce any reason why they should be *slanged™ by Sir
Hilton Popper, and they were not at all inclined to
take it quietly.

From several quarters came that absurd ejaculation,
“Bow-wow !" mingled with chuckles, as the Greyfriars
fellows began to gather round.

Sir Hilton’s purple face became a deeper purple, and
his very eyeglass glittered with anger.

“Young rascals—impudent young rascals!” he gasped.

“Bow-wow !"

That was too much for Sir Hilton Popper. He had
ccme there to lay a complaint before the Head, but he
took the law into his own hands now. He made a rush
at the Famous Five, with his cane lashing in the air,
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Probably he expected to see the juniors run, and to
bring his cane down on their shoulders as they fled.

But the Famous Five did ndt run. -

They faced the charge, and as the cane sang towards
them, Harry Wharton dedged under it, caught the
baronet’s arm, and jerked it up. The next moment he
had wrenched the cane fromn the hand of the astonished
baronet, and with a swing of his arm, he sent it whizzing
over the branches of the elms in the Cloge. Eir Hilton
Popper simply gasped with wrath. 2 |

" Why, you—you—yocu—" he stuttered.

“Let not your angry passionsg-rise, esteemed sahib!”
sald Hurree Singh gently. * Let dogs delight to bark
bitefully, but—"

“By gad! FPH—"

LT BD“'-W'}W !II

“Back up!” gasped DBob Cherry, as the Dbaronet
charged again, this time with the intention of boxing
their ears. e

But the boxing did not come off. :

Sir Hilton found himself gras on all ‘sides by
strong hands, and his arms were held down, and he
wriggled in vain in the grip ‘of the juniors.

“By gad!” he shouted. *“Let go! Unhand me, you

young ruffians ! :

“ Make it pax, sir,” suggesied Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” . : _

Sir Hilton Popper was not likely to make it *“pax™
with the young rascals of the Remove. He struggled
furiounsely in their grasp.

“Bump him!"” shouted Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five did not take Skinner’s advice.
Bumping the baronet was rather toe dramatic a p#M-
ceeding. But they held him fast.

“ Boys!" !

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, shouted from
his study window. He had seen the whole affair.

“Yes, sir,” said Wharton. - ,

“How dare you! Helease Sir Hilton at onece!”

“We're only defending ourselvee, sir,” said Wharton.
“Sir Hilton Popper has no right to attack us!”

“lI am aware of that, Wharton. Sir Hilton, pray
calm yourself! Release him at once, do you hear?™ -

" Very well, sir.”

The Famous Five released the infuriated Sir Hilton,
who stood gasping with rage. He turned his angry
glance upon the Form-master at the window,

“So this is how the boys here are allowed to act!” he
shouted.

Mr. Quelch’s steely eyes dwelt upon him ceoldly.

“You have no right te make an attack upen the
boys in this school, Sir Hilton!" he said. “ You counld
hardly esxpect them to allow you to strike them at vour
own will. If you have any complaint to make you may
lay it before the Head.”

“These boys have been trespassing on my land—"

“Dr. Locke will hear whatever you have to say on the
subject. You cannot come here and administer punish-
ment with your hands.”

“Huh !”

=ir Hilton Pﬂ‘lqur snorted, and strode into the Honse.
Mr. Quelch made a sign to the juniors to approach his
window.

“Is Sir Hilton’s statéement correct, Wharton?’ he
asked sternly. *Is it possible that you have provoled
him again, after the trouble that was caused before:"

“No, sir.” '

“Then Sir Hilton is mistaken?”

“1I suppose so, sir. We certainly haven't been any-
where near the island in the river, or on his lapd at all.”

“Very well.”

Mr. Queleh turned back inte his study, and the Famous
FPive looked at one another rather grimly. It was on
their account, after all, that the baronet had come to
Greyfriars, '

“ Nothing to be afraid of,” said Nugent, after &

anse. “ The old sport is off-side this time.”

“The Head will take our word,” said Johnny Bnll,

Trotter, the page, eame out of the house a few nunutes
later.
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‘ A form emerged Into view at Iast—the form of a fat man in Noriolks, with a pair of gold-rimmed glasses
: ' @llmmering on his fat, round nose, (Se: Chapter 8.)
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changes into the school, being one of those intolerable
“ct_‘ankﬁ " who have imhibed T‘russi:m ideas, and desire
to inflict them upon their counfrymen.

“ You're wanted in the ’Ead’s study, young gentlemen,”
sald Trotter, with a commicerating look, and he added
in a confidential tone: * Which Sir ‘Ilton Popper's

there, and a-carryin’ on something chronic.”

“Trotty,” said Bob Cherry solemnly, “our consciences
are clear—clear as the sun at noonday. We are innocence
personified. Strong in the consciousness of unimpeachable
virtue, we go fearlessly before the seat of judgment.”

*“Oh, Master Cherry!"" grinned Trotter.

And the chums of the Remove proceeded to the seat
of judgment.

e = -

JTHE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not Gullty!
R. LOCEKE wore a worried look when the five
juniors came into his study.
Sir Hilton Popper was standing;
declined to take a seat.
the juniors as they came in.
Sir Hilton had a special “down” on Harry Wharton
& Co. )
The baronet had lately been a governor of Greyfriars,
and had attempted to introduce all sorts of unwelcome
Tue Macxer Liprary.—No., 402,
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he had
His eyes gleamed at

“STRAIGHT AS A DIE!”

His project having been defeated, Sir Hilton had
resigned from the governing board. Greyfriars had
risen as one man against his Prussianising scheme—and
chief among the rebels had been the chums of the Remove,
as Sir Hilton knew very well.

The baronet had not forgotten. Tt was quite probable
that he was glad of an opportunity of getting the Co.
into trouble with their headmaster.

“These are the boys you complain of, Sir Hilton?”
said Dr. Locke.

“They are the boys, sir!” rapped out Sir Hilton.
“They have trespassed again on the island in the river,
and they have assaulted me, within the last few minutes,
within the walls of Greyfriars.”

“What have you to say, Wharton?®”

“That we have done neither the one nor the other!
sir,” said Harry. “8ir Hilton attacked us in the quad
a few minutes apo. We held him.”

“You—you held him?”

“Yes, sir, and took his cane away. Mr. Quelch saw
it all, and he did not blame us. Sir Hilton has no right
to come here to lick us, surely, sir®" '

A Crand, Long, Compl:to Btorv af Harry
Wnarton & Co. By FLiANK RICHARDS.
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“ Certainly not!” said the Head. * Sir Hilton, vou gave
me the impression that these Loys assanlted you. It
appears that you attacked them first.” . i

“I was about to chastise them, sir!” rumbled Sir
Hilton. ;

“1 must remark that you had no right to do so, and
that they could not be expected to allow you to assume
#ny such right.” :

Sir Hilton twisted his moustache savagely.

*“In my young days, sir, boys did not argue with their
elders!” he snapped. _

Dr. Locke made a gesture. Ile¢ did not wish to enter
Jpon an argument respecting the manners and customs
of Sir Hilton Popper’s young days,

“ But concerning the other matter, Wharton,” the Head_

continued. “8ir Hilton I'npper complains that you have
trespassed upon his island.’ : :

“We do not regard it as his island, sir,” said Harry.
“It is well known that the island is free to the publie,
and that Greyfriars School possesses fishing rights there.”

=ir Hilton Popper seemed on the verge of an explosion.

" What you say may be quite correct, Wharton,” said
the Head; “but yon are also aware that, in order to
avold useless disputes, the island has been placed out of
bounds for the school.”

* Yes, sir, we are aware of that; and we have not been
there, sir, because you have forbidden it—not for any
other reason.”

“&ir Hilton Popper declares
vesterday.”

“He 18 mistaken, sir.”

“I am not mistaken!”” thundered the burcuet. *Since
I have returned home 1 have very carefully visited the
island, in order to make sure that my orders have not
been disregarded. I have found plain traces there of
trespassers.” '

“What reason have voa to suppose that the trespassers
were these boysr” asked the Head, raising his ¢yebrows,

“ Beeause 1 found them there on a previous occasion,
when they treated me with unexampled insolence, and
denied my right to close the island to the public, sir!”
fumed the baronet. !

“On that occasion, Sir Hilton, they were punished, as
I remember very well. They deny hévine visited the
island yesterday, and unless you can produce some
proof——"

“ My word, sir.”

“ Unless you saw them there, you can hardly make any
statement on the subject.”

“ I did not see them—1they were too careful for that.”

“You have witnesses who saw them?”

*“ Certainly not.”

“Then you have no grounds for vour complaint save
the merest suspicion,” the Head exclaimed warmly.

The Famous Five stared at Sir Hilton Popper. They
knew that he was a hot-tempered and unreasonable old
'wentleman, but they had hardly expected that he would
come to Greyfriars to denounce them without a shadow
of proof of any kind, and without any reasenable ground
for even suspicion.

Sir Hilton was accustomed to endless “ Low-towing”
from his hapless dependents, and on his estate his word
waa law—he was monarch of all he surveyed—aud cot-
tagers, whose little homes were at hiz mercy, trembled
at his frown. He never seemed quite to understand that
his autocratic powers did not extend*beyond the borders
of his land.

Apparently he was under the impression that he had
simply to walk into Greyfriars and announce his con-
viction that certain juniors had trespassed on his land in
crder to see those juniors promptly and severely punished.

That impression was about to be corrected.

The Famous' Five waited cheerfully enough. They
knew that they could depend upon justice and fair play
from their headmaster.

Sir Hilton Popper was silent for some moments. He
seemed to be a little taken aback, _

“T have not the slightest doubt that these juniors were
the trespassers,” he said at length. * They were the
guilty parties on the previous occasion. They openly
and impertinently denied my right to keep the public
out of the island.”

Tne MacneT LiBRARY.—No. 402,
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“IWe still dcn]‘; it,” said Wharton.

“Please be silent, Wharton. Sir Hilton Popper, yon
must give me some better grounds than a mere supposi-
tion before you ask me to believe that these hoys are
telling me falsehoeds.”

“I know they were there”

“On your own showing, you cannot know it,” said the
Head coldly. * Moreover, I may mention that yesterday
was not a %mliday at this school, and the boys are very
unlikely to have gone so far away after lessons.” '

“I have reason to believe that their vigit was paid at
night, probably for the pwrpose of setting night-lines,”
gald the baronet. “I have no doubt whatever that they
are quite capable of breaking bounds at night.”

“That is mere supposition. I think anything of the
kind is extremely unl}zkely,” ’ '

Sir Hilton made an angry gesture.

“Then you refuse to punish these boys for trespass?”

" Undoubtedly I refuse to punish boys who are, to my
mind, quite innocent of what you accuse them of,” said
Dr. Locke sharply. “

“Then they are to escape scot-free!” exclaimed the
baronet an nlly. “Yery well, sir—very well, indeed ! I
will take the law into my owr hands. Since you refuse
to keep the young rascals in order———"

i Sir .I-” . !

“I will deal with them myself. I will keep very care-
ful watch upon the island, and when I catch them in the
act, sir, I will hand them over to the police!” thundered
Sir Hilton,

Dr. Locke rose to his feet,

“1f you find Greyiriars boys trespassing on your pro-
perty, Sir Hilton, you will act as you think fit,” he said
wcily. “ The matter is now closed. I arh not accustomed
to raised voices in my study, sir.” '

HHuh ]H‘

With that angry grunt, Sir Hilton strode out of the
Toom.

Dr. Locke made a gesture of dismissal to the juniors,
and the Famous Five left the study. Sir Hilton Popper
was striding away furiously towards the gates. At the
end of the passage a crowd of juniors gathered round
Harry Wharton & Co., curious to hear the résult of the
interview, '

" Licked:” asked Peter Todd.

“No fear!” said Bob. “The giddy baronet doesn’t look
as if he were pleased, does he?” '

“But what was the row!"” acked Vernon-Smith,

“Somebody’s been trespassing on his island—at night,
it seems,” said Wharton. *“ Was it you, Toddy?”

* Not guilty, my lord.” g

“You, Squmffr”

sampson Quincy Iffley Field shook his head.

“*You, then, Skinner:"

“No jolly fear,” said Skinner promptly. “T dare sav
it wasn't a Greyfriars cha’p at all. The old sport jumped
to conclusions, that's all.’

Nobody in the Remove admitted having been on the
island, and Temple Dabney & Co., of the Fourth, equally
denied all knowledge of it. It really seemed as if the
dclimﬁlllents in this case had not belonged to Greyfriars
at all. i

* Buspicions old bounder !’ Bob Cherry remarked, with
a shake of the head. * After that, the least we can do is
to go and picnic on his old island this afterncon.”

“Ha, hga, hal”

The Co. shouted with laughter at the idea. Since Sir
Hilton had complained of them when they hadn’t been
ou the island, it was only justice to give him something
to complain about.

“ Ripping good idea!” said Nugent. *“ But o

" Buppose he catches usr” asked Harry Wharton,

“Oh, he couldn’t catch us!"” said Bob Cherry. “He
can't sit on the bank all day watching the island, I
suppose.  Hesides, hie thinks we go at pipht, and it's
at night the ]élace will be watched. Anyway, let’s get
a boat out and pull up to the island, and act accarding
to cires.”

“Good egg ”

And, having paid a visit to the tuckshop, and pro-
vided a well-filled bag for the picnic, the Famous Five
started for the river,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Sigaal om the Island!
5 OW, brothers—row !” sang Bob Cherry sweetly.

R The chums of the Remove had run out their

boat and embarked. ‘The bag was dumped

down, and Hurree Singh took the lines, and
Wharton, Nugent, Bob, dnd Johnny Bull took an oar
each. They pulled away cheerily up the shining Sark.

The deep brown of autumn was on the woods that
clothed the banks of the river. A soft breeze from
the sea brought the salt air to them. It was a most
enjoyable puﬁ up the river.

As the juniors pulled away a fat figure appeared on
the bank, and waved wildly to them. The sun gleamed
on a fat face and a large pair of spectacles.

“1 say, you fellows "

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
on his oar.

Billy Bunter waved both fat hands in his excitement.

“Pull in, you chaps!”

“What for?” demanded Wharton.
“It's important—awfully important!"” shouted Bunter.
Bob Cherry grunted.

It’s Bunter,” said Bob, resting

“0Old Popper again, I suppose,” he said. “ Fancy
Tubby taking the trouble to give us a tip! Pull in a
bit !"

The boat neared the bank, where the Owl of the Remove
stood blinking at them through his big glasses. The
juniors rested on their oars a dozen feet from the green
rushes.

“Well, what is it, Tubby?" asked Wharton. “Old
Popper on the track?”

“ Popper | No,””  said DBunter, “You're going
picnicking ="

“Yes.”

“Then I'm coming with you.”

1] I::h?'.'

“Pull in a bit closer,” said DBunter.
that distance.”

“Why, you fat bounder!" exclaimed DBob Cherry
wrathfully. “ Have you stopped us to tell us that:"

“0Of course!”

“(Go and eat coke! Pull away, you chaps!” said Harry
Wharton, in deep disgust,

“Hold on!"” shouted Bunter.
boat, you fatheads:™

“Is that a conundrum?"

“ Look here, Bob Cherry o

“ Because one rode a horse and the other rhododen-
1" said Bob cheerily.

“I can't jump

“How am I to get in the

dron !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter. “I'm not asking you
conundrums. I want to come to that pienic!”

“You may continue in the wantfulness, my esteemed
Bunter!”

“I say, old fellows——"

“Good-bye !”

“Look here, you rotters

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites pulled away again, and Bunter glared
after them in great wrath. e started along the bank
to keep pace with the boat, his little fat legs going like
machinery.

“Beasts!" gasped Bunter. " Fancy making me walk,
the rotters! I say, vou fellows, if you're going to the
island I sha’n’'t be able to zet across unless you come
for me.”

“ Bow-wow !”

“Yah! DBeastsl”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter’s fat legs were not equal to keeping pace
with the boat. He was soon left behind. But he did
not halt. Whenever there was a feed of any description
anywhere Billy Bunter seemed to regard it as his
undoubted right to be present and to take the lion’s share
of the zood things. The Famous Five were generally
patient and long-suffering with Bunter, and the Owl of
the Hemove took full advantage of it. ITe continued
tramping along the grassy bank in a very bad humour.

The boat disappeared round a bend in the river, leaving
Bunter still tramping on. The juniors grinned as they
rowed away. They fancied that Bunter would soon tire
of his pursuit; and if he did not he would hbe Htﬂl]l}[l{l
by the park fence when he came to the border of opper
Court. There was reaily a right-of-way along the river
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the whole length of Sir Hilton'’s estate, but the baronet
had closed it, and nobody seemed inclined to undertake
a law-suit against him.

“Jere we are again!” said Bob Cherry, as the island
came in sight,

It was a lonely spot. The island, a mass of {hick woods
and foliage, rose almost in the centre of the stream,
dividing the shining waters. In the clear river the great
trees were mirrored, so that there secmed to be another
island upside-down in the water.

The hoat slowed down as it drew nearer the island.

After the scene in the Head’s study the adventurous
juniors felt quite justified in paying that visit to the
1sland, but they knew that it was necessary to be very
careful.

If Sif Hilton Popper did indeed catch them there and
report them to the Head, Dr. Locke would certainly be
very " wrathy.”

But there was no sign of a human being on the wooded
island or on the thickly-wooded banks of the river.

“Bafe as houses!” said Nugent.

“Some blessed gamekeeper may be lying low,” said
Harry Wharton. “We don’t want to get into trouble
with the Head. These rows with old Popper make him
waxy. Let's row right round the island first.”

&4 ‘ﬂﬂﬂ !"‘1

The boat glided on past the island, and turned,
following its shore. The jumiors scanned it keenly, but
the solitude was unbroken. But suddenly Harry Wharton
uttered an exclamation, and his hand rose to point.

“ Look!”

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Bob.

From a high tree there was a flutter of white. It
looked like a large handkerchief that was fluttering in
the breeze from the tree-top.

“My only hat!” said Johuny DBull.
did that get there?"

“ Looks like a signal of some sort,” said Wharton. “It
can’t have got there by accident. It’s been tied there.”

“Why the deuce should anybody climb that tree and
tic a handkerchief there:”

“Goodness knows!”

The juniors rested on their oars, staring at the white
rag. here was no doubt about it. It was tied to a
high branch, and tied securely, or the breeze from the
sea would have torn it away.

Evidently it had been tied there as a signal.

But by whom? And for what?"

It was a puzzle.

“ Shows that there’s somebody on the island,” said Dob
sagely—"“ one of Sir Hilton's keepers, perhaps—and he’s
signalled that we're coming to the island. Of course, he
would spot us on the river.'

Wharton nodded, with a frown.

It seemed unlikely that the baronet would waste a
keeper’s time by posting him on the island to keep
watch—very unlike{}r, indeed. But it seemed to be the
only explanation of the signal on the tree-tﬂ%

“Jolly lucky we've seen it,” said Johnny Bull. * We
can keep clear now. Even old Popper can’t raise
objections to our rowing round his blessed island.”

“ Better keep off it,” said Nugent. * No good rushing
into the lion’s jaws, you know. We can pull further
along and camp on the bank past PDI.::FEI‘ Court.”

“T don't like giving up the idea,” demurred Bob.

“Fathead, we don't want a ragging from the Head'
It's no good asking for trouble,” said Johnny Bull. * It's
lucky we’ve spotted that there’s somebody on the watch.”

“Oh, all rizht!” said Bob.

The juniors pulled on up the river. Once or twice
they glanced back, and they could see the white cloth
still fluttering. But as the boat passed round a bend
in the river Wharton obtained a last glimpsze of the
island through an opening in the trees ashore, and he
noted that the white signal had disappeared.

“It's gone !” he said,

““ Taken down as soon as we clearedeoff,” said Dob.
“ Pretty plain proof that there’s somebody on the watch
there. I dare say we're well out of it.”

“Of course we are, fathead!”

“What a disappointment for Popper if he's laying -

“How the dicken

A Grand, Long, Complcta Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FAANK RICHARDS.
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giddy little trap for us!” chuckled Bob. And that
reflection comforted Bob for having to abandon -that
excellent wheeze of a picnic on the island.

The juniors pulled on for another half-mile, and landed
on the bank under the trees and proceeded to camp for

the picnic. There they were safe from Sir Hilton Popper
and all his works, and they enjoyed the picnic
thoroughly.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes a Discovery !

& EASTS 17
B Billy Bunter was referring to.the Famous

Five.

The fat junior had arrived on the river-hank
opposite the island.. To reach that spot he had had to
negotiate the fence of Sir Hilton Popper’s estate, and
Bunter was not a good hand at a fence. He was also con-
siderably uneasy on the subject of the irascible baronet.
He kept in cover of the trees and bushes as he tramped up
the river, keeping his eyes well about him,

But he reached the bank opposite the island without
misadventure. There he halted under the trees that grew
thickly down to the water’s edge, and blinked across the
intervening space of water. o

On the island, he was assured, the picnickers had
landed, and there the picnic was in progress; and he was
left out of it, like a very fat Peri at the gate of Paradise.

“Rotters!” murmured Bunter. * Leaving me like this
—after all I've done for 'em! How the deuce am I going
to get across to the island? They wouldn’t hear me if I
shouted—and they wouldn't come if they did hear.
Beasts !’

It was indeed a deep problem.

Bunter blinked up and down the bank, in the hope of
spotting some boat moored there, which he would have
borrowed without the slightest hesitation. But there was
no craft to be seen, T i

The Ow] of the Remove almost gave it up. But it was
a long walk baek to Greyfriars; and he had set his mind
on that feed. It would be so much easier to return in
the boat—if he could only join the picnickers. 8o he
lingered, blinking across the shining water at the island.

He could see no sign of the pienickers there. But he
concluded they would be keeping out of sight—on Sir
Hilton Popper’s account,

A rustle in the underwood startled him as he stood
blinking.

A shiver ran through Bunter’s fat form.

He thought of Sir Hilton Popper at once. To be caught
by the baronet, actually on his land—marched to Grey-
friars by the scruff of his meck. Billy Bunter shuddered
at the thought.

Picnic and picnickers vanished from his mind. He
plunped into a thick clump of bushes, palpitating, as the
rustle came nearer,

A man passed within six feet of him, and Dunter
caunght a plimpse of him throngh the foliage.

He was not a keeper: and he was not Sir Hilton
Popper. He was dressed in brown Norfolks, and was
a fat, somewhat unwieldy man, with a round, red nose.
He was quite a stranger to Bunter. He wore a pair of
gold-rimmed pince-nez perched on his fat little P“%
nose, and he was blinking round him in a very watchfu
way. But the bushes concealed Bunter, and he was
passed unseen.

Billy Bunter scarcely breathed.

He concluded that the man in the gold-rimmed plasses
was some guest at Popper Court. Possibly Sir Hilton
was= near at hand. Bunter lay very low.

He heard the stranger halt by the river, the rustling
cea<ed. There were some minutes of deep silence.

Bunter’s curiosity began to rise. The man, with his
broad Lack turned towards the junior, was staring away
acros, the river towards the island,

Bunter ventured to put his head throungh the foliage
to watch him more closely. The man was looking up at
{he tree-tops on the island, as Bunter counld tell from the
angle of his head. Bunter blinked in the same direction,
but he could see nothing Lut the tree-tops, in their
antumn brown, '
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After several minutes the man moved, and Bunter
}Jupped back instantly into cover. When he wventured to
ook again, the mar had disappeared, but Bunter could
hear him moving. There was a continuous rustling
within a dozen [eet of the fat junior, where a tiny back-
water of the Sark flowed among the trees, completely
covered by Dbranches and over-growing bushes., The
branches rustled, and there was a " clack 7 of wood meet-
ing wood.

Bunter started as he heard it: he knew what was “on.”
The unseen stranger was dragging out a skiff councenled
under the bushes in the little backwater.

There was a faint dash of an oar in the water. Bunter
blinked out of cover again; keeping himsclf well con-
cealed, however, . '

The fat man, in a tiny skiff that was none too large
fﬂit' li_lim, was pulling directly across the current to the
island.

He vowed hard and fast, and the boat fairly shot
across the stream. It seemed to Bunter less than a
minute before it bumped on the island shore.

There it vanished under the shadow of the overhanging
trees.

“ Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bunter. o

There was something utterly amazing in the whole
occurrence. The fat man in the gold-rimmed glasses had
been indescribably stealthy in- all his movements. Rilly
Bunter was not keen of observation, but he could not
help observing that, :

'The stranger, whoever he was, was paying a secret
visit to the island. For what purpose was an utter
mystery. He could not be a poacher—there was nothing
to poach on the island, excepting a few rabbite. And the
fat man was too prosperous-looking to be a poacher.

" Blessed if I know what he’s up to!” muttered Bunter.
“But one thing’s jolly certain—he’ll run into the picnic!”
Bunter chuckled at the idea. ' '

The pienickers had left him out, and now they were
going to be spotted—and serve them jolly well right!
That was Bunter’s thought. As a matter of fact, Harry
Wharton & Co. were not on the island at all, but Bunter
was rot aware of that. .

The fat junior waited several minufes, but there was no
sound and no sign of life from the island. It hegan to
he clear that the fat stranger had not run into the picnic,
after all. ' ' '

* Beasts ! murmured DBunter.
there at all. I heard ‘em =a
they've given it a miss in case I got there. Greed
rotters; dafter all I've done for ’em!” Bunter groaned.
“Now I've got to walk back to Greyfriars! Oh, crikey "

Disconsclately the fat junior turned away, and re-
traced his steps along the bank. It was a long, loag
way to Greyfriars, and Bunter did not like exertion.

But, as it happened, lhis walk back to school was
destined to be interrupted.

He had nearly reached the border of Sir Hilton
Popper’s estate, when an awe-inspiring figure appearcd
from the trees.

Bunter halted.

His little round eyes grew larger and more =aucer-
like behind his hig glasses. It was Sir Hilton Popper
who stood before him, with a riding-whip in his hand,
his white moustache bristling, and his eye gleaming
through his eyepglass.

Billy Dunter was fairly caught.

“They've not gane
the island. I suppose

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Mysterious Disappearance!

! UR!”

H With that ejaculation Sir Hilton Popper

' strode towards the hapless Bunter.

His riding-whip whistled in the air as he
came. Ile looked as if he meant business,

Bunter stood rooted to the grass.

It was not much use to attempt to run—the long legs
of the baronet would have overtaken him in a very few
miitutes. Besides, it was clear that Sir Hilton had
recognised him,

“(Oh, dear!” mumbled Bunter. * What rotten luck!”

}_"-.-
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“(4-g-good afterncon, sir!” said Bunter feebly, taking
off his cap, and blinking nervomnsly at the riding-whip.
“ Nun-nun-nice afternoon, sir!”

“What are you doing herer”

“W-w-w-walking, sir.”

“You have climbed that fencer”

*“Oh, dear!” _

“You are a Greyfriars hoy*" thundered Sir Hilton.

Bunter gasped.

“Oh, no, sir! I
M-m-my name is Cecil Ponsonby, sir

“That is a GrE;’friars cap!”

“Oh, erumbs!” Bunter had forgotten the badge on
his cap. * I—I borrowed that cap, sir. Mum-my own cap
blew off, sir.”

“PDon’t tell me lies, boy! I have seen you at Grey-
friars. Your name is Bunter.”

“Oh, dear!” .

“And I have caught you trespassing on my land!
exclaimed Sir Hilton. *Caught you in the act, you
young rascal! Where are your companions:”

“I—I haven't any.” ;

“You are alone here?” exclaimed Sir Hilton, evidently
disappointed.

He hoped to catch the Famous Five, too. _ ’
“Yes, sir. The—the fact is, I'm not trespassing,
stammered Bunter. Necessity is the parent of invention,
and under the stress of danger Bunter's gifts as an
Ananias came out very strongly. “I—I disapprove
of anvthing of the sort, sir. I—I came here to—to—

Lal

s

“Don't tell me falsehoods, boy!" Sir Hilton’s grip
tightened on his riding-whip. “I shall send a note to
your headmaster; but I shall thrash you myself, on the
spot. I shall see that justice is done, personally.”

“0Oh, dear! I—I say, I—I'm not really trespassing,
sir, stuttered Bunter. “I-—-I came to—to stop a chap
who was trespassing—to—to remonstrate with him, sir,
and—and to tell him that it wasn't allowed to go on the
island, sir——"

“The island!” exclaimed Sir Hilton.

“Yes, he's gone there,” snid Bunter.
to stop him.”

“ A Greyfriars boy®"

“Oh, no, sir! A man—a fat johnny in plasses.”

“ Nonsense !"

“It’s true, sir—I watched him!” exclaimed Bunter.
“1Ie's gone on the island. He had a boat hidden here

—

“T do not believe a word of it,”" said Sir Hilton
grimly. **You are telling me falsehoods to save your
own skin. I am going to—"

““ But he’s on the island now, sir,”
“ I—I assure you—-"'

Sir Hilton stared away towards the distant isiand.
Billy Bunter looked round wildly. The fence was
between him and safety; there was no chance of Hight.
The baronet was deep in thought for some minutes.

““ Very well,” he said at last, ** if some stranger 1s
trespassing on my island I am obliged to you for the
information, and I will excuse your own conduct. Yonu
will come with me and I will ascertain. If I find a man
there you are excused; if I do not I will thrash you all
the more severely for attempting to deceive me.”

Bunter brightened up.

“That's a go!” he said.

“ Come with me!”’

“Oh, certainly "

Sir Hilton Popper strode along the hank, and Bunter
Lhod to trot to ]l:epp pace with him.  They arrived
opposite the island, and Sir Hilton scanned it from the
shore. It looked lonely and deserted. He planced sus-

iciously at the fat junior, but Bunter looked quite con-
ident. He knew that the man could not have left
the island, or he would have seen the zkiff on the river.

““You still maintain that a trespasser is there?”
gnapped Sir Hilton.

““I know he’s there sir.”

““ Describe the man to me.”

Bunter did so. Sir Hilton listened with a puzzled and
frowning brow. Finally he nodded.

“ Very well, we shall see.”

The baronet took a silver whistle from his pocket
and blew it twice. Then he waited, standing stifl as a
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ramrod. In a few minutes a gamekeeper came out of
the wood. He touched his hat respectfully to the great
man. :

* Get a boat here, Joyee, as quickly as you can,” said
Sir Hilton curtly.

“ Yes, Sir Hilton.”

The keeper disappeared.

Ten minutes later there was a splash of oars and tne
keeper reappeared, pulling a boat down the river from
the boat-house. He pulled in to the rushes, and BSir
Hilton signed to Bunter to embark, and followed him 1n.

““The island !"* he said briefly

The keeper pulled away again.

In a few minutes the boat prated on the island shore
under the thick trees.

““This is Just where he landed,” said Bunter.

“ There is no boat here.” !

“It was just a littue light skiff,” explained Bunter.
“He could carry it easily on his shoulder. 1 dare say
he’s shoved it out of sight.”

““ We shall see. Joyce, search the island thoroughly,
and tell me whether yoy find either a man or a skiff.”

The keeper landed and plunged into the bushes. Billy
Bunter sat in the boat, waiting confidently. The island
was 80 small that it would not take the i{nelmr long to
search it, and, of course, the man and his skiff could not
have vanished into thin air, so Billy Bunter felt quite
safe.

A quarter of an hour passed.

Sir Hilton tupged at his white moustache, his look
growing grimmer and grimmer. Joyce came out of the
trees at last.

" Well?"" said the baronet.

““ There's nobody on the island, Sir Hilton.”

““Nor a boat?"”

‘“* No, sir.”’

Sir Hilton Popper turned grimly to Bunter.

““ Well, you young rascal?”’

““ He—he must be here !" exclaimed Bunter. * I should
have seen him if he'd cleared oft. 1 kmnow he's still

iy

here !

““You need not tell me any more falschoods, Bunter.
I do nof believe a single word of your story. You have
wasted my time, doubtless hoping to escape. Joyce,
take the boat back !

The keeper pulled back to the shore, and they landed.
Then Sir Hilten Popper laid a grip of iron on Bunter's
collar. The Owl of the Remove yelled in anticipation.

Swish! Swish! Swish! BSwish!

“* Yaroocopp !’

“You young rascal!”’ (Swish!) “You lying younpg

rascal t"' (Swish!)  “* Take that—and that—and

that—and that!” (Swish! BSwish! Swish!) ““And if

I catch you again-——"" (Swish! Swish!)
“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! Yah! Oooooop!”

““ Joyce, see that young rascel off the estate!™

“ Yes, Sir Hilton,” grinned Joyce.

He took Bunter by the collar and led him away.

Billy Bunter groaned at every step. Sir Hilton had a
heavy hand, and Bunter had felt the full weight of it.

“Now you clear off, you young rapscallion,” said
the keeper, as he pushed Bunter thiough a gate, ** and
don’t you came back agin!"

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

Billy Buntar stumbled dolefully
deep anguish. He sat down on the grassy slope by the
river and groaned. For the next half-hour Billy Bunter
was wholly occupied in making such remarks as ** Wow !
Yow! Ow!"

along the bank, in

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fact or Fiction!

" ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

" Bunter again !”’
The Remove hoat was coming lazily down
the current, when the returning pienickers
sighted the fat figure of William George Bunter on the

bank.

Billy Bunter was seated on the grass, rocking him-
sclf to and fro and groaning with such energy that hi;};

A Crand, Long, Completo Story of Harry
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ans could be heard at a considerable distance. Per-

aps he had sighted the boat, and put on extra steam, so

to speak, in order to appeal to &m sympathies of the
Remove chums.

“Looks as if he's been in the wars!” said Harry
Wharton. ** Pull in!"

Billy Bunter blinked dolefully at the Famous Five
as the boat bumped into the rushes.

“ What’s-the matter ?'* demanded Wharton

“Oh, dear! Ow!"”

“Is the painfulness terrific?” asked Hurree Singh
sympathetically.

s ﬂw-ﬂw !?J

“* Somebody been going for you?’’ asked Johnny Bull.
L1 ] Ymp !Jl'

“Is that German or Esperanto?’ asked Bob Cherry.
Anybody know wiat he means?’’

** Groo-hooh 1’ i :
‘“Must be German,” said Bob.  Sprachen Sie nicht
Englisch, dummkopf?"

““Ha, ha, ha 1"’

“Yow-ow! 1 say,
time,” moaned Bunter.
on my back. Yow-ow!”’

“ What old villain?"’ asked Harry.

“You! That old villain Popper! Grooh!"

“ You've been trespassing on Popper’s property,”’ said
Bobh Cherry sternly. ‘' I'm surprised at you, Bunter.
Why don’t you follow the example of nice boys, like us,
and avoid these misguided things?*’

“Wow-wow! 1 was following you rotters—yow-ow!
It was all your fault. My backbone is sprained in three
places, and I can't move I

*“ Horrible I”” said Bob. °*We were going to offer you
a ift home in the boat, but, of course, if you can’t move
that’s n. g. Good-bye, old chap! We’ll see if we can
send an ambulance presently.”’

Bob shoved his car into the rushes to pull ‘off. Billy
Bunter jumped up, as if moved by a spring.

“ You rotters! Lemme get in!” he roared.
jolly well not gaing to leave me here!”

Y Hﬂ, h-ﬂ-p ]Jﬂ !::-

“Well, my hat!” said Bob. “ What wonderful
vitality! A chap jumping up like that when his back-
bone’s broken! Roll in, Bunty—if your backbone will
let you!"

Billy Bunter rolled in, and plumped down in the
stern with a plump that made the hoat rock. The
grinning Removites pulled off again, with Billy Bunter
glowering at them.

As the boat glided down the stream Bunter's groans
recommenced.

B';}Hﬁw long is it since old Pepper licked you?" asked
on.

“Yow! About an hour. Wow!" _

“Then the edge of it must have worn off by this time,
and you needn’t make such a thumping row."

“Wow ! You unsympathetic beast! Grooh!”

Splash !
h_Bi[ljr Bunter yelled as a shower of drops came over

im.

““ Look out, you dummy! You're splashing me."”

““I always splash fellows who pgroan,” said Bob

lIncidly. ““I shall keep on splashing as long as you

eep on groaning.’’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter's groans
descended upon the river.

“ Anything left from the picnic?’ asked Bunter, after
a panse, :

‘ You're too cut up to eat,”” said Bob, with a shake of
the head.

“I'm simply famished. I think a
clleviate the pain,” said Bunter
there anything left?"

** Certainly.”

“Well, can I have it?"” demanded Bunter, blinking
round.

“If you like.”

“Thanks! What is it?"

“The epirit-etove.”

L1 Eh?.”'
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“ And the kettle.”

“ You—jyou rotter

“ And some matches and methylated apirit.  Blessed .if
I know how you're going to eat them, but you can try
if you like.”

“ Beast !"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry chuckled, and drew a bundle out of the
locker. Bunter's fat brow tleared at the eight of sand-
wiches and half a cake.

“There you are, fatty. Pile in and be happy!”

Bunter’s jaws were soon munching away at a great
ﬁﬁﬁﬂd. The sandwiches disappeared in record time, and
the cake followed. Then Billy Bunter, somewhat
restored, related at fuil length his thrilling adventures
of the afternocon. '

Thé juniors eyed him curiously ae he told of the mys-
terious man in gold-rimmed glasses who had visited the
island so stealthily, and vanished so mysteriously.

; When he had finished, Bob Cherry groped in the locker
again, He fousd a biscuit there, anﬂuﬁfmnly presented
it to Bunter. :

“You've earned it,” he remarked.

" Why, you—you rotter " howled Bunter. *“Don’t yon
believe me?”

“0Of course not,” said Bob, in surprise.
expect us to awallow that yasn, surely?”

“It’s true!” o

“Tell us another,” suggested Bob. “ Make it a masked
man this time; that’s much more interesting, and it would
be just as true.” '

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter glared speechlessly at the doubting
Thomases. Bunter's reputatiomn was exactly the reverse
of the well-known Geosrge Washington., As Bob Cherry
had remarked, . W. could never tell a lie, and Billy
Bunter could never tell anything else.

It was hard lines that whea Bunter was telling the
truth his old reputation should rise up against him
like this. .

“You rotters!” he said at last: * Every word’s true.
The chap sneaked on to the island; ke had a skiff hidden
there.” :

“Go it "

“He never went off the island, I know that; but when
I got there with old Popper and the keeper he had
disappeared.” :

“Into thin air:” suggested Nugent.

“Of course he couldn’t do that, Nugent. I don't know
where he had disappeared to. But he had disappeared.”

“ Picked up by a Ee%pelin, perhaps,” said Johnny Bull,
“Did you see a Zepp, Bunter?”

“No, I didn’t, you fathead!”

“You didn’t?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Why not?”

“ There wasn’t one there, you dummy !” -

“But that's no reason why vou shouldn’t say you saw
one, is it?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do you mean to say you don’t believe in the man at
all, like old Popper?”’ howled Bunter indignant]y.

“Of course not. Tell us an easier one.”

“ Hold on!” said Harry Wharton quietly. “ What time
was it you saw that chap go on the sland, Bunter?”

“ About two hours ago, or a bit more.”

“It's six now,” said Harry. "“That would be about
four o'clock. We passed the island just before four
o'clock, you chaps, and saw the signal on the tree. We
thought that was jolly queer.”

“We thought it was one of Popper’s keepers there,”
said Boh. “ But according to Bunter's yarn old Popper
hadn’t anybody there.”

“It's jolly odd. According to Bunter, this fat johnny
in barnzcles went to the island soon after we passed.
Looks as if somebody was on the island, and signalled
that a boat was on the river, and the fat johnny waited
till the signal was down before he went to the island.
Tell us the yarn over again, Bunter.”

“What for?” snapped Bunter.

“Becaunse when you're telling whoppere you always
contradict yourself on some points,” explained Wharton,
“Liars ought to have good memories, but you've a bad
one, Let’s have it over again.”

_%ﬂ-
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The R;mnir'iﬁt-ﬁ'pﬁile_-d ﬁwaﬁr aguln; and Bunter Eﬁwed after them Iu_ﬁren_t wrath, He kﬂrted along tha bank to

keep pace with the boat, his little fat legs going like machinery,
me walk, the rotters! ™

‘““Beasis!" gasped Bunter, **Fancy making

I_I-l:'l.'rEﬂ thrﬂr 3 . }

Bunter snorted angrily, but he told the yarn over
again, and the juniors listened to it carefully. To their
surprise the second edition was the same as the first,
without a single variation, such as Bunter habitually
indulged in when he was drawing vupon his imagination.

“Blessed # it doesn’'t sound as if he's telling the
truth !" said Bob Cherry, in wonder.

“If you don’t believe me, you can go and eat coke!”
growled Bunter.

“The queerfulness is terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. " There is something that is mysteryful
going on on the island, and the esteemed Popper does not
know 1t."”

“And that's why he thought we'd been trespassing
there!” exclaimed Nugent, struck by a sudden thought.
“ He's found traces of somebody being there, you know,
and put it down to us. Must have been this fat johnny
Bunter saw.”

Harry- Wharton wrinkled his browe in thcuaght.

“But what the dickens can it mean?’ he demanded.
“There's no reason why anybody should go to the island
secretly. Buch a man as Bunter described couldn't go
there to poach a few wild rabbits. And keeping a skiff
hidden in that backwater, it's jolly strange. Then that
#ignal on the tree—shows that there are two of them, at
least. It beats me hollow.” _

“IMr'aps it's a gang of coiners,” suggested Bunter

brilliantly.
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“ Bow-wow !

“And how did they—or he—disappear when old
Popper’s keeper searched the island?” said Johnny Bull.
“There's no place there to hile in, unless it’s a hollow
tree. And they couldn’t shore a boat into a hollow
tree.”

“I1 give it up,” said Bob.

The strange affair occupied the thoughts of the juniora
as they pulled home to Greyfriars. The affair was s
strange, indeed, that they wele almost driven to the
conclusion that Bunter had, after all, been drawing the
long bow, after his well-known custom. TYet  the fat
junior's story was so connected and clear that they could
ilnrdl:,' help believing him.

It was a puzzle, and they had to give it ul‘::\l, but they
thought a good deal about it. And, though they did not
know it then, they were destined to have a good deal
more to do with the mystery of the island. ’

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Scouting!
. ENNY for 'em!” said Frank Nugent.
P Harry Wharton started out of a brown study.
He had been thinking deeply for some time,
after finishing his prep in the study that even-

ing, and Nugent had been watching him with an amuscd
emile,
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Wharton smiled, too, as he met Nugent's glance.

“I've been thinking of that queer bizney this after-
noon,” said Harry. “The more I think about it, the
less I can make head or tail of it."”

“Same here,” said Frank. * But it needn’t worry us.”

“No; I know it isn’t our affair. But it’s interesting,
all the same. I've thought it out, and I'm sure that
Bunter was telling ws the facts. He's told the yarn to
Toddy and half a dozen fellows since, and he sticks to
the same story.”

" Looks like it. It's queer about that fat johnny he
describes. But what does it matter to this study?

“ Nothing,” said Harry, laughing. " Only secret
business is generally underhand business, and it looks
to me as if something’s going on that won’t bear the
light. There's some little came cn, and I think wvery
likely it ought to be locked into.”

Nugent whistled. ?

“I don’t see what shady bizney could be going on
there,” he said.

“I don't either; but if it isn’t shady, why all that
secrecy? That signal on the tree-top; it must have
been to warn Bunter’s johnuy that there was a boat on
the river. Whoever was on the island was on the watch,
and spoited us. The fat johnny had to get there un-
scen. Keeping a boat hidden in the backwater is jolly
curious, too—boats cost roney, you know—and why
should a man keep a boat there simply to vizit the island?
He could always hire a boatman to row him up from
Friardale for a couple of bohb, if it was all above aboard.”

“It's fishy,” said Nugent. * Decidedly fishy. But I
haven't the faintest idea of what can be going on there.
There was a gang of forgers unearthed hereabouts once,
but those things don’t happen twice.”

Wharton shook his head.

“Not likely. Bit how did the man disappear from
the island, Frank? He couldn’t have got off unscen,
Bunter thinks. He must have hidden somewhere.”

“ Easy enough to hide in the trees, I should say.”

“Well, the leaves are growing thin at this time of the

vear, and a tree wouldn’'t be a very =afe hiding-place.
Besides, there was the skiff. They coaldn’t hide that in
a tree,” said Harry. *“ It looks to me as if they—whoever
they are—have got some hiding-place on the island.”

“Phew!” Nugent whistled again. " You'll be sug-
gesting German spies next, Harry."”

“Why not?” said Wharton gquietiy. “It's perfectly
well known that there are German spies on this coast, and
they have to lie awfully low now that the police are &o
keen after them. There are hundreds of the scoundrels
still free in England.”

“But German aliens have to be registered, you know,;
the police know where they are when they wuant them.”

“Not maturalised Germans,” said Harry. * Lots of
eads got naturalised so as to be able to spy more safely,
and t?mjr can ro where they like and do what they like;
they're Dritish subjeects in name and law. Of course, I
know it sounds rather thick; but it’s plain enough that
there's something fishy going on, and there’s a chance, at
least, that it's some German treachery.”

“1 suppose there’s a chance,” assented Nugent, “ but
~—but the fellows would cackle if we suggested that in
the common-room, Harry.”

“We're not going to sugeest it in the common-room.
My idea is that we might look into it ourselves.”

Nugent grinned.

“0Old Coker started as a spy-hunter once,” he remarked.
& Arﬁ we going to follow in the footsteps of Coker of the
Fifth?

“Oh, blow Coker! Look here, Frank, it’s up to us,”
said Harry earnestly. “I admit there’s only a chance
that it is some German dirty work, but the bare chance
iz enough. Anyway, it's something fishy.”

“I'm game,” said Nugent at once. " DBut it means
trespassing on old Popper’s land, and if the Head gets
to know——-"

“We can work it,” said Harry., ** We know just where
Bunter's johnny had his boat hidden. He keeps it there,
and he doesn’t know Bunter spotted him. What about
n run up the river to-morrow, and a look for that beat?
That would =ettle the matter if we could find 1t.”

t “I'm on,” said Nugent.
Tie Magyer LiBrany.—No. 402,
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There was a somewhat humorous expression on Frank
Nugent's face, but Wharton was in deep earnest. What-
ever was the explanation of the mystery of the island,
the captain of the Remove felt that it was something
“shady.” And it was certain that the Kentish coast was
the happy hunting-ground of foreign spies.

As Wharton said, it was but a bare chance that the
1sland hid fﬂreign lotters, but that chance was more
than enough to justify an investigation.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh were
taken into consultation, and they agreed at once to the
expedition.  Squiff, the Australian junior, and Tom
Brown, the New Zealander, were also called in. They
seemed a little seceptical, but they were quite keen to
join in the investigation. It was arranged that after
lessons on the following day the seven juniors should
leave the school separately, and meet at a spot on the
river and go ahead.

The expedition was kept a secret among themselves.
It was risky enough, for any encounter with Sir Hilton
Popper or a report -from him to Dr. Locke would have
meant cendign punishment for the parties concerned.

When afternoon lessons were over on Thursday the Co.
started.

They sauntered out of the school gates one at a time,
apparently bound in different directions, and met
together a quarter of an hour later on the bank of the
river.

“Now full steam ahead!” said Bob Cherry, with a
twinkle in his eyes. * And remember that I claun first
whack at the German spy.”

There was a chuckle from the party, and Wharton
frowned a little, The whole parly seemed inclined to
take the expedition somewhat humorously, and Wharton
wondered whether he had allowed his imagination rather
too loose a rein, Yet it was certain that the island held
some secret.

“Second whack to me!” said Squiff,
right eye if you'll leave me his left !”

“ Leave his nose to me!” said Johnny Bull,

“ Mine's his scalp!” said Tom Brown

“Ia, ha, hal” :

“Oh, don't be funny!” said Wharton, a little gruffly.
“I haven't said there's any German spy. I ounly said
there was a bare chance if it.”

“The barefulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

And the party grinned and marched on.

sir Hilton Popper’s fence on the river-path did not stop
them. In the sunset they reached the place opposite the
island, where Bunter, according to his story, had wa .ched
the fat gentleman in gold-rimmed glagses. They kept
their eyes well about them now. 8Sir Hilton's keepers
were very keen after trespassers, by orders of their
irascible employer, and the expedition would have been
o rank failure if it had ended in capture and a return
to the school in charge of a surly man in velveteens.

But the heroes of the Remove had had plenty of
experience as Boy Scouts, and they knew how to make
the best use of cover. They made their way cautiously
through the thickets to the lititle backwater that bubbled
and sang out of sight under the thick branches and
gnarled roots,

“My only hat I murmured Sampson Quiney Iffley Field
suddenly.

“What is it, Squiff "

“ A boat, by gum !"

“Phew

The juniors gathered quickly reund the Australian.
Hidden under the overgrowing brambles, the little skiff
rocked on the unseen water; but Squiff had dragged its
nose to light. It was so well hidden that the keenest
of Sir Hilton's keepers would certainly never have dis-
covered it unless he had been told it was theve., The
juniors fixed their eye upon it, and their eyes gleamed.

It was a confirmation of Bunter’'s story that removed
all doubt. Evwidently the stealthy gentleman in gold-
rimmed olasses had a real existence. This was the little
lizht skiff that Bunter had described.

“That's & clincher,” said Tom Brown, with a soft
whistle. “Somebody keeps this craft here for secret
visits to the island. What the dickens for, I wonder:”

“I'll give you his
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“German spies, of course,” said Bob, with exagperated
solemnity. % They're spying on.the island, and sending
off to Berlin a full description of old Popper’s rabbits.”

“Ha, ha, ha'!l”

“0Oh, cheese it!” said Harry.
the boat. Let's leave it as we've found it.
let the johnny know we've bowled him out.”

“ Ain't we poing to the island to catch the sniea®”

“We can swim 1t.” '

T Dh, m}r hﬂt'!”

“I'm going to, anyway,” said Wharton. “We can
leave our clobber in the trees here. Look here, if there's
somebody on the watch on the island we don’t want
to go there in a boat. He would spot us at once. We
don't want to be spotted; we want to spet him.”

“Active, and not passive,” murmured Nugent.

“No need for all of us to go, either,” said Harry. * You
fellows stay here in cover, and keep your eyes open for
that fat johnny if he should turn‘up. Bob can come
with me. Two of us can search the island, or I'll go
alone if that prinning ass doesn’t want a swim !”

“Keep your wool on, old scout!” said Bob, chuckling.
“I'll come. Haven't I claimed first whack at the Hun—
if we find him?®"

“0Oh, rats! Come on, then!”

Leaving five of the party in cover by the backwater,
Wharton and Bob stripped off their outer garments. Bob
was heading for the river, when Harry stopped him.

“Hold on! If there’s a man watching we don’t want
him to see our heads an the river.”

“Can't leave them here, ean we®” murmured Bob.

“ Fathead, we've got to keep in cover! Haven't you
learned scouting®" demanded Wharton. “Get a dead
branch, and slip your head under it and float.”

“ Ripping !

There were plenty of dead branches sagging in the
backwater. The two juniors plunged into the little
tributary, and arranged the loose branches over their
heads, and floated out into the river and started swim-
ming for the island. From the shore nothing could be
seen of them save what appeared to be two floating frag-
ments of driftweod. It was a scout’s “dodge,” and a
good one. If a watch was being kept from the island
the watcher would need very keen eyesight to discern
that two human heads were hidden under the dead
branches that drifted with the current down to the island
in the river.

“ Look here, we've found
No need to

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Secret of the Qak !

" ERE we are again!” murmured Bob Cherry.

H The two swimmers had started from a point

onn the bank a little above the island, so that

the current drifted them down slantingly.
They came in among the thick green rushes under the
trees on the isle, and cautiously lifted their heads
through the dead branches they had used for cover.

There was no sign of life upon the island save the
twittering of birds in the trees and the ocecasional
scuttling of a rabbit.

1f there was a secret watcher there he was well hidden.
The two juniors drew themselves quietly from the water
among the bushes,

“ Whither now, O king?" asked Bob.

“We're going to search the island,” said Harry.

Bob Cherry glanced down at the dripping costume
{hat encased his limbs.

“Well, there's nobody here,” he remarked. “We're
not exactly in the proper rig to run inte a pienic party,
especially if there were ladies

“ Oh, don't be an ass, Bob! Come on!"”

“Right-ho "

The juniors made their way into the trees. The islund
was so thickly wooded that there were few open spaces,
but the extent was not large, and it was easy enough
for a pretty thorough search to he made.

The two juniors separated, Wharton taking the upper
end and Bob the lower end of the little island. They
agreed to meet at a big tree in the centre of the isle, a
sigantic oak whose branches spread far and wide.

In about twenty minutes they met under the branches
of the nak, and each glanced at the other inguiringly and
shook his head.

“ Nobody here now, at all events,”
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“Tt scems not,” assented Wharton, *“ But somebody has
been here. I've found traces of footprints and broken
twigrs, and sc on.”

* S0 have I; but Popper and Bunter and the keeper
were here yesterday,” said Bob. ‘“Joyce searched the
island, Bunter says., That would account for all the
signs we've sesn.” !

““ Quite so. All the same, there was somebody here
when we rowed past yesterday, as we know by the signal
on the tree. What we've got to find out is where that
fat johnny vanished to, and where he hid his skifl.”

Bob pave a slight shrug of the shoulders. So far as he
could see, there was no hiding-place on theé island.

** Perhaps he got off without Bunter secing him,"” he
suggested. *° You know what a blinking owl Bunter is."”

VWharton nodded, knitting his brows a little. He won-
dered whether he had come there en a wild-goose chase,
after all.

He was standing in deep thought, under the sprrading
branches of the hig oak, when a slight sound caught his
keen ears.

He started and glanced round him.

He put his fingers to his lips as Bob Cherry was abeut
to speak. Bob was silent, looking round him curionsly.

The sound was repeated. It was a faint scraping
sound, evident!y made by somebody moving somewiwers,
but where the junio=s could not guess. The thick ander-
woods round them were still and lhifeless.

Whence had come that faint sound?

Their eyes met expressively. It was clear enough now
that they were not alone upon the island in the river,

“ That wasn’t a rabbit I"" Bob whispered.

Wharton shook his head.

““ Listen !"" he breathed.

They listened intently. :

There was a rustle in the bhig tree over their heads.
They looked up, startled. Then Wharton dragged his
companion into cover.

His heart was thumping. _

<< Somehody in the tree ! he breathed, scarcely audibly.

Bob's eyes were gleaming.

“ But— but—has he seen us? How did he get there?”

“ Don’t you see?'” Wharton’s face was Aushed with
excitement. * He was in the tree—it’s hollow ™

“Hollow? By Jove!’ ‘

“ And he’s just climbed out of the trunk into the
branches.”

L M‘?.,. hili_.:”

““ Shush !"’ .

With beating hearts the two juniors lay low and
listened. The rustling in the branches of the onk was
plain enough. Someone was climbing 1n the branches,
and, as the juniors had not seen him, it was certain that
he had come from within the hollow trunk.

. The huge old trunk seemed solid enough. The juniors
had noticed no trace of an opening in it. |

But they could not doubt the evidence of their sonses.
The oak was hollow, and it concealed the unknown
watcher of the island.

Thevy were on the track at last of the mystery of the
island. Who was the man that had been hidden in the
hollow oak? Why was he there? What nefarious busi-
ness was being carried on in such deep secrecy?

The rustling in the branches ceased, and therc was
silence apain. But they knew that the unseen man was
still in the tree. .

They lay quiet, without a movement, u11d{.~r‘t.hﬂ‘t.ll~.|n:'k
bushes. The Unknown had emerged from his hiding-
place into the branches, and they felt that something
was te happen. Wharton placed his lips close to Boly's
ear and whispered : _

“The other man’s coming, 1]@1‘11:111:-5, and this chap’s
watching the river. TIf there's a hoat, he's gomg to
sirnal that the coast izn’t clear, same as he did yester-
duj‘,‘_lil

Bolb nodded.

“ Liasten !

A faint splash of an oar was heard on the river,

“ He's coming !"" murmured Bob.

A few minutes later they heard the bumping of a hoat
in the rushes. Then there was a rustle in the under-

11
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wood as an unseen figure came towards the big oak from
the river.

Through the interstices in the thicket where they had
taken cover they watched, in tense silence.

A form emerpged into view at last—the form of a fat
man 1n Norfolks, with a pair of gold-rimmed plasses
ghimmering on his fat, round nose.

The hidden juniors exchanged a quick glance.

It was the man Bunter had seen—the “ fat johnny”
whom the Owl of the Remove had described to them the
previous day.

They scanned his face closely through the bushes.
Evidently he had not the slightest suspicion that any-
one was on the island excepting himself and his
assoclate,

They noted the fat, florid face, the light-blue eyes that
glimmered coldly behind the glasses, the gross features
and heavy lips. If ever there was a face of a Teutonic
cast it was that of the man in glasses before them. The
man was a German, by origin at least—they had not the
slightest doubt about that. True, he might be English
#0 far as a ** scrap of }mper " could make him English,
but he was a German from the crown of his head to the
soles of his feet.

What was he doing there?

The fat man stood under the wide-spreading branches,
looking up. A rope came dangling down.

It was a thick, double rope, with wooden bars lashed
across—in fact, a rope ladder.

The juniors watched breathlessly,

The fat man grasped the rope-ladder as it dangled
down before him, and began to climb. With surprising
activity, considering his bulk, he ascended, and vanished
into the branches of the oak.

There was a mutter of voices above for a few moments,
and then silence.

Then a slight scraping sound again, and the juniors

}:{HEEI:: now that it proceeded from the interior of the
runk.

Then silence again—unbroken,

For ten minutes longer the juniors lay silent; but
there was no sound, and they rose out of their cover at

last,
Wharton made a sign, and without speaking they trod
away sillently through the thick underwoods, and

plunged into the river. In a few minutes more they
were dragging themselves from the water on to the river
bank, where they had left their chums,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hand to Hand!

. ERE they are!”
It was Johnny Bull's voice.
Dripping with water, Wharton and Bob

; Cherry joined their chums, who came
cantiously out of their cover to meet them. All the
juniors were looking excited.

“Did you see him?" whispered Squiff.
the island. We were afraid he would spot

*“ He didn’t spot us,”” said Wharton. *

The Australian junior chuckled.

““ He didn’t spot us here—mo fear! We heard him

coming, and we thowght it might be old Popper, so we
took cover.”

““(Good !’

“ We watched him get the skiff out, and he pulled
for the island,” said Frank Nugent. *“ He hadn’t any
idea we were here, but we thought he would spot you.”

““Is he still there,”” asked Tom Brown.

“Yes; he and the other.”

“And he didn’t see you?' asked Squiff.

“He came to
ou there."
ut you

*r

"* No fear!”
Wharton explained hurriedly what they had seen on
the island. The rest of the party listened in amaze-

ment. e

“A hollow oak, by gum!” said Squiff.
think of that.””

““ What the merry dickens is their little game?” said
lohnny Bull. It can't be pleasant gquarters, in a
kollow tree.””
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* 'Ihei,:l don’t stay in the tree,” said Wharton. *“1
fancy there's a hollow underneath it—a sort of cave.
They couldn’t stay in the tree. That’s only the way they
get into their den.” -

*“ But what are they doing there?’?

““(roodness knows !’ said Bob.

“ Can’t be simply hiding,”’ said Squiff. ““If that were
it, this fat johnny would stay there with the other chap.
But he comes and goes, you see. One of them stays
there, and the other goes about. ‘Tain’t a case of
hidingr:lﬂ‘

** He looked like a German,” said Bob.

" He was a German !"” said Wharton quietly. ** There's
no doubt about that. 1 suppose you fellows can see now
that there’s some shady game going on, and that
Germans are mixed up in it:”

" Looks like it, by gum !’

“But I don’t see it, all the same,” said Nugent.
““ Spies wouldn’'t want to hide themselves in a cornmer
of the earth like that. Their business would be to get
information and send it to Germany."

Wharton nodded.

“I can’t quite get on to it,” he confessed. *“ But it’s
clear enough that there's Eﬂmething fishy going on, and
we're going to find out what it is.

“Hear, hear!”
“We don’t want to jaw ahout it, in case it turns out
to be a mare’s-nest,” said Harryv. * There might he some

simple explanation, which would make us leok duffers »f
we talked about German spies. But it looks to me shady,
and we're going to get to the hottom of it somehow,
We've got to think it over. Better clear off now, or we
shall be late for call-over.”

Wharton and Bob had been rubbing themselves dry
while they talked. Their wet costumes were rolled up
imfo a bundle, and they donned their clothes., Then the
party returned the way thev had come, keeping a careful
look-out for the enemy—the enemy being Sir Hilton
Popper and his keepers.

“0h, what rotten Iluck!™
suddenly,

They had almost reached the park fence, on the other
¢ide of which was safety, when a purple face and a white
moustache came into view through the trees. Sir Hilton
Pc:p er strade out of the wood, directly in their path,

The juniors halted.

They were fairly caught. It was not even a case of
being caught on the disputed territory of the island in
the river. They were on Sir Hilton Popper’s own land;
and they were caught!

“8So I have caught vou at last!” he said.

“ Looks like it, sir,” said Bob Cherry, who was the
first to recover his coolness. " How do you do, sir?”

Sir Hilton’s eve began to gleam behind his eyeglass.

“Impertinent, as usual!” he snapped.

“ Business as usual in war-time, sir,” said Bob affably.
And the juniors grinned.

Sir Hilton Popper did not grin; he scowled.

“You have been to my island?” he exclaimed,

“Your island, sirt”

“Yes, you young rascal!”

“Not at all,” said Boh. “We've been to our island!™

“You admit that you have been on the island®" ex-
claimed Sir Hilton.

“ Anything to oblige, sir.”

“1 shall report this at once to Dr. Locke. This time
you will hardly venture to deny your trespass.”

“We should not deny anything that was true!” said
Harry Wharton disdainfulley,

“You denied 1t before.”

“ Becausze you made a false accusation.”

“What!” shouted Sir Hilton,

“But when you tell Dr. Locke the truth, we shall
certainly not deny it,” said Wharton calmly.

Sir Hilton gripped his rviding-whip convulsively,

“You insolent young scoundrel!”

“ Better language, pTr:'ﬂsr:‘.” sald Wharton sharply.

“Wha-a-atr”

“You would not like us to eall you an ins=clent old
scoundrel, I supposer”

“And it would be nearer the facts, too,”
Cherry.

ejaculated Bob Cherry

said Bob
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“T ghall chastise yon wf*h my own hands!” shouted Sir
Hilton, and he whirled up the riding-whip and strode
at the juniors. !

I’erhaps if Sir Hilton Popper had been a little calmer
he would not have attempted to chaslise seven sturdy
juniors with his own hands. He very soon discovered
that he had taken on too large an order.

The riding-whip fell once—across Wharton’s shoulders.
The next instant Harry Wharton hit out, and the baronet
fﬂl.lght' a very hard set of knuckles on the point of his
chin, |

That anybody, especially a schoolboy, would venfure
to hit him had apparently never even occurred to the
autocrat baronet. The surprise, rather than the force
of the blow, knocked him over. He sat down heavily 1n
the grass with a loud gasp.

“By gad!" he stuttered. “By gad!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Squiff.

Sir Hilton sprang up in a towering fury. The riding-
whip lashed round him, but only for a moment. Then he
was seized by seven pairs of hands, and he sat down in
the grass again with a heavy bump,.

Squiff caught up the whip and tossed it into the

viver. Johnny Bull squashed Sir Hilton's hat on his
head.

Then the juniors scrambled over the fence, and
departed, leaving Sir Hilton Popper struggling wildly
with his hat. :

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry, as they started for
Greyfriars. “ There will be a row about this! Knocking
baronets down isn't allowed.”

“Serve him right!” said Wharton, hiz eyes flaming.
“ Does the old duffer think we’re Germans to be whipped
like dogs?"

“ Hear, hear!” grinned Squiff. “But there will be a
fearful row.”

“The rowfulness will be terrific!” said Hurree Singh.
“But we shall all stand together shoulderfully, and face
the esteemed musie.”

“That is what comes of going after German spies,”
proaned Bob. " There’s no encouragement for patriots
in these days."”

In a somewhat glum humour the juniors returned to
schiool, just in time to answer to their names at roll-call.
There was no doubt whatever that the row wounld be
“terrific.” Sir Hilton Popper had been knocked down,
probably for the first time in his life—though perhaps 1t
was not the first time he had deserved it. That he wounld
come to Greyfriars raging, and that they would be called
hefore the Head and flogged, the juniors did not doubt in
the slightest, It was a disasirous ending to the
expedition.

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. did not feel cheerful
that evening.

They waited for the blow to fall.

While they were doing their preparation
they expected every moment to rective a summons into
the Head's study, there to find Sir IHilton Popper like a
lion in his wrath.

But, as it happened, the summons did not come.

After prep was over the Co, gathered in the common-
room. It was close upon bed-time then, and it was
urlikely that the baronet would call so late.

“ Blessed if I can understand it,” said Tom Brown.
“I]e must be leaving it till the morning.”

“I thought he would come raging in a few minuies
after us,” said Bob. *“Jolly queer that he shouid let it
stand over like this. Making it lingering punishment,
the beast!” :

“Well, he can't be coming now,” said Nugent, as
Wingate of the SBixth looked in to shepherd the Hemove
off to their dormitory. “ 1 shall dream to-night about
birciies and swishings—ugh!”

“1'd rather have had it over,” said Harviv., “ But it
cai’'t be helped. We shall get it in the morning, right
enongh,”

With that happy anticipation the chums of the Remove
went to bed.

Their glum forebodings Ttespecting the probable
happenings of the morning did not interfere with their
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sleep, however, and they slept soundly enough till the
rising-bell clanged out. :

“ Mnst bhe before lessons,” said Bob Clerry, as 1]u=.3:
went down. *Old Popper won't leave it later than that.

But Bob was not a true prophet. .

When the bell rang for first lesson, Sir Hilton Popper
had not appeared, and there had been no summons to the
Head’s study.

In a state of great amazement, the Co.
Form-room. ) . ..

The conduct of the baronet was simply inexpiicable.
That he would allow the matter to drop was impossible.
He would exact the severest possible punishment for the
way the Removites had handled him on the river-bank.

That was as certain as anything could be. But why
was he delaring? Why had he not arrived at Greyfriars
with his complaint?

During morning lessons the heroes of the Remove
were on tenterhooks. Surely the baronet must call
during the morning and lay his grievous wrongs before
the Head. In that case they would be called out of the
Form-room, undoubtedly, to answer’ to the charge.

They were thinking more of Sir Hilton Popper than
their lessons, as a matter of fact, and two or three 1-:-f the
Co. received lines from Mr. Quelch for inattention in
consequence. The Remove-master was quite unaware of
the worry that was on the minds of his hopeful pupils.

Morning lessons ended, and the Remove came out into
the quadrangle. The Co. gathered in an astonished
group to discuss the situation.

“Jt beats me hollow,” said Bob. “Old Popper must
be letting the matter drop. I can’t catch on to it at all.

“ Perhapsfully what he really needed was a knock-
downfulness,” suggested Hurree Singh. * It has perhaps-
fully done him good.” L

The juniors grinned. FPerhaps a knocking-down' was
what Sir Hilton needed; but he was not likely to see it
in that light himself. _ i

“(Or perhapsfully the esteemed rotter 1s :;‘-T;:llueruiely
keeping us ou the tenderhooks,” said Hurree Singh.

“Tenterhooks, fathead!” said Bob,

“ My esteemed master in India taught me to say tender-
hooks, my beloved chum,” replied Hurree Singh gently.
“He was a very learned moonshee.”

“Must have been a regular corker, by the way, he
taught you English,” said Squiff. ‘,‘.F’“t about old
Popper—what on earth’s his little gamer

“(rive it up,”’ said Bob. .

“What are vou fellows worrying about:” asked Peter
Todd, joining them. *1 can sce there’s something on
your little brains.” | i

“We're expecting Popper,” suaid Bob. Wharton
knocked him down yesterday.” : ;

“ Great Christopher Columbus!"" ejaculated. Peter.

“ Keep it dark, of course,” said Harry. “If old Popper
doesn’t complain, there's no need for us to give ourselves
away.”

“No fear!” said Peter.
down! What a nerve.
baronet.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“But why hasn’'t he come to see you scalpedr”

“That's what we can't make out,” said Johnny Ball
“He can’t intend to let us off. That wouldn't be like
him.”

“ No jolly fear!” said Peter. “T suppese he's lingering
out the agony. What a nice man!”

“ Hallo, hallo, halle! Here's somebody,” said Bob
Cherry, as he spotted a portly figure entering at the
school gates. “ Grimey, by gum!”

It was Inspector Grimes, from Courtfield. He erossed
towards the School House with his ponderous stride.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another, dumbly.
They remembered a threat the baronet had uttered—that
he would place the next case of trespass in the hands of
the police. Was Inspector Grimes's visit to Greyfriars
in cennection with their unfortunate selves®

“0Oh, my sainted aunt!” murmunred Squiff, after a
frozen silence. “This 18 where we get it right in the
neck !

“The Head will simply ramp!” groaned DBoly Cherry.
13

A Crand, Long, Complcte Storv of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FAANK RICHARDS.

went t-{}.tht‘ir

“Tancy knocking old Popper
I've never knocked down a
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“He’ll think Greyfriars will get into the papers—and
all through us.” -

" Be nice to the ingpector,” whispered N ugent.

The juniors took that excellent advice. ﬁﬂ} ‘capped "
the portly gentleman very respectfully as he came u
They could not help aoting that Mr. Grimes looked at
them very curiously.

“(ood-morning, sir!” said DBob.

“'Morning !’ said the inspector.

“Quite a pleasure to see you here, Mr. Grimes,’
Nugent,

i ¢ lmp-p 1t will turn out pleasant for you, young
gentlemen,” said the inspector.

And with that somewhat alarming remark, he passed
into the house, and was shown into the Head's presence.

“He's after us!” Eruntcd Johnny Bull. “"That utter
waster, old Popper, has complained to the 1rL.-11LE instead
of to the Head. What a rotten trick!”

“I don’t see how the bobbies can go for us,” said
Wharton. * There’s really a right-of-way along the river T
and everybody knows it. 0ld Pﬂhl’;E‘I‘ has closed it, but
he can’t Icg;:lh call if trespass. We wm{=r| 't in his Hﬂnds
ouly on the path, when he caught us. As for knﬂ{,kmg
him down, he struck first with his confounded whip.
Haven't we got a good case, '['1.1«:]1"1_‘:,*'.-J You're a blessed
lawyer, and youn ought to know,”

' gaid

“You’ ve oot a first-rate case in law,” snid ]’l?t{’r; “but
not with the Head. The Head will L'u{: wiaxy.”
“There’s the rub,” growled Tom Brown. “DBlow Sir

Hilton, and blow his old island, and blow everybody !
The juniors waited. They fully expected now to be
called 1nto the Head's study, to face Il]F‘]]{‘Lt{}I Grimes

instead of the baronet. In a few minuvies Trotter came

cut, looking for them.
“Little us wanted®”
Trotter grinned.
“Yes, Master Cherry—vyon,

Nurent, and Bull.”

“What about the rest of usr™
Trotter shook his head.
“Them's all the 'Ead rrl{*I!timI{'d " he =aid: ¥
to go at once, young gentlemen.™
We'll all go,” said Tom
thrm!gh together.”
“No need for

asked DBob.

and Masters Wharton, and
asked Squiff,

and you're

Brown. “We'll esee 1t

Inspector Grimes. “ But if these others were present,
they had better remain.”

“Certainly,” said the Head.

The inspector’s remark astounded the juniors. What
had Joyce, the pamekeeper, to do with it? Had not Sir
Hilton Pﬂppm complained, after all?

“My boys,” said the Head, gravely and not unkindly,

‘a most serious thing has occurred. ".‘n. sterday, early 1n
H:lE evening, it appears that vou met Sir Hilton FPopper

-on thﬁ path by the river.

“Yes, sir,” said Wharton.
“The n;eetmn' was seen, from a distance, by a game-
keeper named JL‘I‘-.-CL’ " gaid the Head. *He is prepared
to identify four hma—"i"u harton, Nugent, DBull, and
Cherry.”

“'We do not deny it, eir. We were all t]'u:re

“You were upon Sir Hilton Pnpper 5 estater’

" We were on the river-path, sir. There is a right-of-
way the whole length of the Sark. It ie not our fault
if Sir Hilton has chosen to fence it in.”

The Head made a gesture,

“We will not go mmte that, Wharton. The present
matter is not ome of trespass, or anything of tke kind.
Joyece, the gamekeeper, has informed Mr. Grimes that he
saw a crowd ﬂf E.I:Ihﬂulhm'q using viclence towards Fir
Hlltﬂn Fopper.”

“We defended ourselves, sir. He went fur
mean, hf: attacked us with his riding-whi

“Joyee's statement is that he hurried towards the spot,
but as he had to pass through a thick plantation to
reach the river, he l]ﬂat sight of you for ten minute °8 oF
so. When he arrived on the path you were all gone.’

“We cleared off at once, sir.”

“And Sir Hilton "

“ Sir Hilton ! repeated Wharton, puzzled.

“Iid you leave him there#”

“Of—of course,” zaid W hcll‘tﬂﬂ,

“How did you hmw, him:’

“ He was sitting in the grass, sir,” said Harry; and his
fice broke involuntarily nte a smile as he re membered
the baronet's last appearance, Etrm:m-hnq with the hat
that had heen jammed down over his hea

“Had you hurt him?”

“Only—only a thump, =ir,

ns—I—J

in astonishment.

He hit me with his whip,
and I knocked him

liekings all €& S

s il “STRAIGHT AS A DIE!”  “am s

Wharton. ) ﬂlE;T.- all " as
“ Rats! Shoulder ‘W F___“ e sat

to shoulder,” =mid
the New Zealand
junior, and he led
the way into the
House,

The rest of the
party followed
him, leaving Peter
Todd looking very
svmpathetic,

Wharton tap-
ped at the Head's
door, and the seven
delinruents en-
tered. They found
the Head looking
very grave. In-
spector Grimes was
standing with a
stolid face.

“You sent for us,
gir?” sald Whar-
ton.

“I sent for four
im:,*n:,” sald  the
Head, " What do
voil others want?”

“We're all 1n it,
sir,” said Squiff,

“Only four boys
were rnt{:g!:iwd by
Joyece, sir,” said
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him down, =ir, so
an we umld zet
'uhnr He was
FI"i'-]lllln" :tt us with
hl‘-—- ‘l.’r]u
‘Ahem! And

when you saw him
Ll“:-f' 5
“He was mttmg
in the grass, sir,
sald Harry, * Wae
looksd back — at
least, T did—after
we gol over the
fence.”

“You did not see
him after that:”

* No, sir,”

“You have not
seen him since #?

dd H{L”

Inspector Grimes,
much to the
astonishment of
the junilors, wayg
making notes in his
pocket - hook of
Wharton's replies,

. A strangely uneasy
feeling was set-
tling upon the

Remaovites, They
realised that there

Priceld,
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Wharton diragged hls cumpnnl;:ln into cover, his heart thum_;‘ninﬁ. There was a rustle in the big tres over their
heads. *“ Som:body la the trez | ™ breathed Wharton, scarcely aulibly. (See Chapier 8.)

was something behind all this—something grave and
gerious that they did not know.

“Is that all you have to say, Wharton?” asked Dr.
Lecke.

“That 1s all, sir.
police——"

“ e has done nothing of the kind, Wharton, Sir
Hilton Popper has not been seen since Joyee eaw him in
your hands, and you left him on the river-bank.”

“N-n-not been seen, =ir!” Wharton stammered.

“No. He has disappeared.”

If Sir Hilton has complained to the

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Under Suspicion !
" [SAPPEARED !

All the juniors repeated the word together

in amazement and dismay.

Inspector Grimes was watching their faces
with a keen, quiet glance. He could not doubt the
genuinenese of their astonishment,

THE MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 402,
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“Disappeared I said Bob Cherry. “ Sir Hilton Fopper
Las disappeared! But—but—but how—why?!”

“That is not known,” said the Head. “ But assuredly
he has disappeared, so I learn from Inspector -Grimes.
Since the time you encountered him by the river he has
not been s¢en. The gamekeeper Joyce arrived on the spot
to find you gone, and Sir Hilton gone also. It was then,
as he stated to Mr. Grimes, ten minutes after the
struggle, as he had been making his way through the
wood. You will zee, therefore, that you boys were the
last persons to sce Bir Hilton Popper before his dis-
appearance.”

“My word ! murmured Beb Cherry, in dismay.

They realized the seriousness of the matter now
thoroughly enough. This was why the baronet had not
come to Greyfriars, after all—he had not been able to
cornle,

“ But—but
Nugent,
heard.”

wihars he's gone away, sir,” stammered
“Sir Hilten i1s often away from home, I've
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Inspector Grimes interposed.

“He has not gone away of his own accord, Master
Nugent,” he said. “I want you voung gentlemen to tell
me everything you can that may throw any light upon
the matter. It is more serious than you may suppose.
Sir Hilton has not been found, but his hat has been
found fHoatine in the river.”

“In the river!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes; found and identified. Sir Hilton did not return
to Popper Court last night, and he was searched for.
This morning his hat was found, caught in the rushes,
and soaked with water. It was within a hundred yards
of the spot where the keeper saw you boys struggling with
his master. Of course, the current may have carried it
any distance; 8ir Hilton may have gone up the river
after you left him. His movements are quite unknown.
Hut—_i am about to put a very serious question to you.”
The inspector paused to give his words due effect. “You
appear to have handled Sir Hilton very roughly.”

“ Not till ke had slashed us with his whip,”" said Tom
Brown,

* Quite so—quite so. But you were in an excited frame
of mind, I presume, and reckless. Tell me this—did you
attempt to duck him?"

“Duck him !

“In plain words, did you throw him into the water?”

Wharton started.

" Certainly not. We have told you how we left him.
He was sitting in the grass. IHis hat was on his head
tIf':;:-E; we had jammed it on, and he was trying to get it
off.

“You are sure of that?"

“Quite sure.”

“You are sure, then, that the hat did not fall into
the water during your struggle with him?#"

“Quite. It was jammed-on his head.”

“The jamfulness was terrific!” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh

Dr. Tincke regarded the inspector anxiously.
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Grimes's face was still stolid. Wharton uttered a
sudden exclamation as a dark thought flashed into his
mind. His face grew guite pale.

“Mr. Grimes! Surely—surely it is impossible that you
suspect—that—that we have done anything with Sir
Hilton Popper? You couldn’t think so!”

Mr. Grimes gave him an odd look.

“I am guestioning you as the last persons who saw
the gentleman before his disappearance,” he said; “ that
is all. The fact that you had a violent scene with him
has a bearing on the subject. If you had ducked him,
and he was unable to get out of the water H

“Do you think we should have left him to drown?®”
exclaimed Bob Cherry hotly.

. The inspector made a gesture. -

“It is not my business to think anything, but only to
investigate the facts,” he said. * If you had doune so, in
self-defence you would probably deny it."”

“ We shonld not deny the truth.”

“Ahem! T trust not. However, since you can tell me
no more, I must pursue my inguiries elsewhere,” said Mr.
Grimes. “Dr, Locke, you will be responsible for these
boys, when they may be required.”

* Undoubtedly,” said the Head.

“Thank you!"

The inspector took his leave. Dr.
juniors a very troubled look.

“You see now what has come of your disregard for my
orders,” he said. *“ You have been out of bounds, and it
has led to this. T shall not punish you. The matter is
too serious for ordinary measures. Until the cause of
Sir Hilton’s disappearance is discovered you will be under
suspicion.”

“ Under suspicion!” said Nugent faintly.

“Certainly, as the last persons who saw Sir Hilton
Popper alive, and who were acting violently towards
him.” :

ii ﬂh !'!!

“ But—but—but he can’t be dead, sir,” said Jchnony
Bull, in a ecared voice.

“His hat was found in the river,” said Dr. Locke.
“Why it should be there, unless Sir Hilton had alsh been
in the water, cannot be said The police are dragging
the river in places now. It is feared that Sir Hilton
has been drowned. My boys, I am sure that you have
told the facts, as far as you know them, but others may
believe that you threw Sir Hilton into the river, intend-
ing to duck him, and that he never emerged. I fear that
such an idea is in Mr. Grimes’s mind.”

“Oh, sir!"”

“Good heavens!" muttered Wharton, aghast.

“I am respounsible for you,” said the Head. * You will
keep within gates. If you should attempt to leave the
school you will be taken into custody.”

“ Arrested ! gasped Squiff.

“I fear so. SBo you will see the necessity of being
circumspect,” said the Head. * You may go, my boys. I
trust that Sir Hilton Popper will be found alive and
well. It think that wiM be sufficient lesson to you, with-
out any punishment from me.”

“We're sorry we broke bounds, sir,” said Bob Cherry
miserably.

“1 am sure of that, my boy. You may go.”

The juniors left the study. As Harry Wharton opened
the door to leave there was a zasp outside, and a fat
junior mnearly fell into the room. The captain of the
Remove reached out with his boot, and Billy Bunter
rolled along the floor with a yell. Harry closed the door,

“You spying beast!” he muttered savagely.

“Ow!” howled Bunter. “ Yow-ow! 1—I wasn't listen-
ing. I—I was only stooping to tie up my bootlace. Yow-
ow! Keep off, Bob Cherry, vou beast, or I'll tell all the
fellows that you've murdered old Popper! Yoooop!”

Billy Bunter fled wildly, helped aleng by Bob Cherry’s
boot. The chums of the Remove went out into the
quadrangle together, a very gloomy party. :

“Well,” said Squiff, with a whistle, “this takes th
bisenit, and no mistake! Tt's about the last thing I
should have expected to happen. That fatheaded in-
spector suspects us of Daving made away with old
Popper! What next?”

Locke gave the
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“What nextt” was a
answer, but they realise
seripus question for them.

uestion the juniors could not
clearly that it was a very

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Under a Cloud !

ARK LINLEY hurried up to the Co. as they
M came in to afterncon lessons, Mark was look-
ing startled and distressed.
“What om earth’'s this jaw about you
fellows?” he exclaimed.

“What jaw?"” demanded Wharton.

“ About you and old Popper. Bunter’s spreading a
yarn that you're suspected of having drowned him in the
Tiver,

Wharton set his lips.

“The chattering ass!” he said. “T suppose you don’t
believe we've done anything of the kind, do you,

Linley "
Mark smiled.
“Not exactly,” he said. “But something has

happened, I suppose. fellows arem’t in
trouble.”

“We are,” grunted Bob.

“The troublefulness is terrific!” said Hurrce Singh
glumly. “But the esteemed Bunter is a blinkful ass!”

“ Bunter declares that old Grimes was going to arrest
you, and that the Head had to fairly go down on his
knees to him to get you off,” said Mark,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Serious as the matter was, the jumiors could not help
laughing at Bunter’'s version. The chatterbox of the
Remove was in possession of exciting information now,

and he was not likely to allow the matter to rest.

Vernon-Smith joined them at the door of the Form-
room. The Bounder was looking very curious.

“What’e this about you fellows being handcuffed in
the Head’'s study?” he asked,

“ Handeuffed I roared Johnny Bull.

“Yes. Bunter says——"

“Oh, Bunter! We shall be hanged, drawn, and
quartered next, according to Bunter,” said Bob Cherry.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Pen! Wherefore that eolemn
chivvy "

Penfold did not smile,

“1 suppose it's not true,” he said.

“That depends. What is 1t?"

“Bunter says "

“ Great Scott!
ing now?”

“He heard Inspector Grimes reading out a warrant for
yeur arrest, for the murder of Sir Hilton Popper.”

“0Oh, my hat! Bunter's improving !

“I'll squash the fat beast if he keeps this up I
growled Harry Wharton. '

Ficher T. Fish cam: eagerly along the passage. The
Yankee junior’s eyes were gleaming with excitement.

“Waal, I calculate this prances off with the whole
bisenit !” he exclaimed. * Twenty pounds each, by gum!
That’e?"u hundred and forty quid for the crowd of you—
geven !

I hope you

Bunter arain! What has he been say-

“What on earth are you driving at?’ shrieked Tom

Brown.

“Ain’'t it true? Hasn’'t the Head bailed you out at
twenty quid each?” asked Fisher T. Fish.

“ Bailed us out !” velled Johnny Bull.

“Yep! On the charge of manslaughter, Bunter says'”

“I—I—I'll pulverise him!” yelled Johnny Bull.
“Where is8 he® Lemme get at him! I'll manslaughter
him !

All the Remove were coming to the Form-room now, and
Bunter was among them. The wrathful Johnny headed
for him, with his big fists clenched. Billy Bunter dodgecd
behind the burly form of Bolsover major. '

“ Keep him off !” he reared. “ He ain’t safe! He waunts
to manelaughter me same as he did old Popper!”

“I'll emash him !  roared Johnny Bull

Billy Bunter dodged right round the astonished
Boleover, and fled along the passage, with the incensed
Johnny raging after him. He ran fairly into the arms of
Mr. Quelch, who was coming to the Form-room for after-
noon lessons. The Remove wmaster staggered, and
clutched at the Owl.
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“Save me!"” velled Bunter.

“What! What! Are you insane, boy? Save you from
whatr”

“ That—that maunslaughterer, sir!”

“What! Whor"

“ Bull, sir!” shricked Dunter.
eye !”

Mr. Quelch grasped Bunter by the shoulder, and shook
him forcibly.

“ Bunter, how dare you say ridiculous things! Are
you out of your senses:” he thundered.

“}le’s settled old Popper, and now he wants to settle
me because I know about it,” stuttered Bunter. *He
ain’t safe! Old Grimes ought to have arrested him!™

“ e pilent, you stupid boy!”

Mr. Quelch led Bunter into the Form-room by his fat
car, and the Owl of the Remove went to his place, blink-
ing nervously at the Famous Five. Jvidently he was
in a state of trepidation,

That afternoon Harry Wharton & Co. were the cynosure
of all the eyes in the Remove. Billy Bunter's yarns,
though they all varied one from another, naturally made
the juniors very curious; it was evident that there was
come foundation in faect. The fellows knew that Sir
Hilton Popper had disappeared—that the Co. had heen
the last persons to see him, and that they had heen
“handling ” him on that occasion. And the grim and
glum looks of the Co. showed, too, that they felt the
position to bhe serious. .

As a matter of fact, Ilarry Wharton & Co. were think-
ing chiefly about that very serious position all the after-
neon,

Mr. Queleh, however, treated them with a very light
hand, and passed over random answers without comment,

He knew of the dark suspicion that rested upon the
juniors, and understoed the troubled frame of mind they
were 1n,

After lessons a crowd of the Remove and the Fourth
gathered round the Co. in the Close to aek quesfions.
Thanks to Bunter, all sorts of wild rumours were current.

“Tt was a eilly thing to do, chucking him into the
river,” said Bulstrode. " Of course, he asked for it—
but it was risky—a man of his age.”

“You silly ass!” shouted Wharton wrathfully. “We
didn’t chuek him in the river!”

“ Bunter heard Grimes say—"

“ Begides, his hat was found in the river,” said Russell.
“ Depend upon it, they’ll find him there, too! Sure you
didn’t duck him#”

“0Of course we didn’t!”

“ Bunter says the Head has gated you, and he's under-
taken to produce you when the police want you " grinned
Skinner.

“ Well, that’s a fact, for once 1"

“Like being under arrest,” chuckled Snoop. “How
does it feel? But don’t be scared; they don’t hang
kids of your age.”

“Why, you silly duffer—— ‘

“Ten years in a reformatory, T guess,” said Ficher T.
Fish. “Rather a come-down for Greyfriars chaps—goin’
{0 a reformatory—just a few.”

i

“ Do you want a thick earr” bawled Johnny Bull.

“Nope. I guess I'm sorry for you—real sorry. The
hest thing you can do 1s to vamoose the ranch hefore the
hohhies come for you,” said Fish. © Absquatulate while
vou've got the time. Of course, we all know that you
did duck him, and Yarooh! Leggo!” _

The exasperated chums collared Fisher T. Fish and
bumped him on the ground. Then they stalked away 1n
ereat wrath, leaving the crowd in a buzz of excitement.
Rillv Bunter spotted them in the Close, and scuddled off
at once, as if in fear of his life. Two or three fags of
the Second Form followed his example. Harry Wharton
s=t his lips with anger.

“ The kide are beginning to look on us as dangerous,”
gaid Bob Cherry. “That idiot Bunter! Blessed 1if 1
don't begin to feel like Eugene Aram.”

“JIt's too rotten!” growled Tom Brown.

“ There's murder in his

“This 18 what
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comes of pgoing after giddy German spies on dashed
islands.”

“1 suppose that was my fault,” said Wharton, knitting
his brows. “I'm sorry I dragged you fellows into it.”

“Oh, rot!” said the New ZXealand junior at once.
“We're not grousing, are we? Besides, I believe that
there really are German spies on the island, and we
ought to look into it after this has blown over.”

“It won’t blow over unless Sir Hilton DPopper turns
up ' growled Johnny Bull. *“That dummy Grimes has
gol it into his wooden head that we ducked him, and
that he never came out of the water. Come to think of
it, it was jolly odd that he should disappear immedintely
after we'd finished with him.”

“The oddfulness was terrific.”

Wharton made a restless gesture,

“What's going to be done?"” he said. “We can't let
this go on. If they don’t find old Popper, that ass
Grimes may arrest us next.”

“My hat!” ,

“I hope ke'll turn up,” said Bob. "I dare say he will.
Anyway, I don’t see anything that we can do.”

The seven juniors were feeling in far from cheerful
epirits,  When they went to tea, a cardboard pinned on
the door of No. 1 Study caught their eyes at cnce. It
bore an inscription in large lelters:

“MURDERERS' ROW !

The juniors stared at it furiously. Evidently it was
a joke of some fellow in the Fourth, who had chosen to
nickname the Remove passage “ Murderers’ Row.”
Wharton tore the eard into quarters, and scattered them,
and the chums of the Remove went in to a glum and
gloommy tea,

e —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTECR.
Danger Ahead!

was think ing

ARRY WHARTON
evening.
No news had been heard of the misging

baronet. It was evident that Sir Hilton Popper
bhad not * turned up.”

Neither had Inspector Grimes visited the school again,
Mr. Grimes was engaged upon the search for the missine
man, If hq failed to discover him, alive or dead, there
was no telling what step he would take next. That he
could suspect the Greyfriars juniors of having ecansed
serious harm to the baronet seemed incredible. Yet
there was the undeniable fact that they were the last
persons who had seen him alive, and that they had bcen
in confliet with him.

Wharton was usually very eareful with his preparation,
but this evening he almost entirely negleeted * prep.”
Nugent got through his work somchow. Then he rose
and moved restlessly about the study, occasionally
glancing at Wharton, who was sittine with knitted
brows, and his hands plunged deep in his pockets,

" We're not in luck’s wav, Harrv,” he remarked at
last, ruefully, '

“Something's got to be done,” said Wharton,

Frank shrugged his shoulders.

"I don't see what we ecan do.
Hilton Popper, I suppose.
him."

“I'm not sure of that!”

"I.]'n{‘!l.j],_'ﬁ'-l:' haven’t the faintest idea where to look
for him,"” said Nugent. “He must have been made awayv
with, T should think, as he's disappeared. His hat beine
found in the river looks as if he's heen there. ton, I'm
sorry for the old boy; he was a Tarter, hu{-:it's ratten
if he's been murdered ! |

“I hardly think so.”

“He's Dbeen awfully ronch on poachers and other
}')F‘ﬁ]“-‘lt"," sald Frank. “I think he was about the hest-
1ated man in the county. After we left lLim. he mav
have found some chap poaching ralibits in the wood. ani
he would be as hard as nails or him, of course. There
are some rough characters herealwuts who micht knock
Lim on the head rather than go to prison.”
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“It's possible, of course. But if there’s a body in the
river, it ought to have been fouud by this time.”

Nugent looked at his chum curlously,

U1 ecan see you've got some idea,” he said. 7 You can’t
guess where to look for old Popper, 1 suppose®”

“It’s just an idea,” said Harry. “1 want tb put it
to all the chaps, and see what they think., TFetch 'om
along, Franky. I think there's something to be done.”

“Oh, all right!”

Nugent cailed the juniors into the study—Johnny Bull
and Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh and Squiff and Tom
Biown. They were not a cheorful party. Inspector
Grimes's visit and its possible outcome weighed on their
minds.

" Well, what's the game®" asked Squiff.

“I've got an idea where Popper may possibly be,” said
Harry, closing the door when the party were in the atudy,
“1'm thinking of looking for him. You fellows can healp
or not just as you think fit." '

“We'll help, of course,” said Tom Brown,

“The helpfulness will be great. But what
done’” asked Hurree Singh doubtfully.

" You remember what we found out on the islpnds™
sald Wharton. “That fat johouy is a German, and he
has a confederate there.  They're up to some dirty

is to hLe

business.  Well, suppose thev had spotted Bob and mo
there vesterdny? What do vou think they would have
done®” )

“ i they're German spies, they're working with ronoes
round their necks,” said Jolinnvy Bull. “Thev'd have
iknocked you on the head most likely, or kidnapped vou,
to keep you quiet.” : l

" Exactly!”

“But what's that got to do with AT LI T
Bob Cherry. g 0 old Popper®” asked
e “It may have o great deal to do with him,” said Harre,

suppose Sir Hilton went to the island after leavine v
or after we left him® He gnessed that we had hhnr.-r:
there; he said so. He may have gone to see whether
we'd done any damage pienicking. You remember Toddv
used his notice-board for a camp-fire once. Well, as he
was going to eomplain to the Head, it's most likely that
he would go to the island first to see whether any damase
had heen done.” il e

“ Likely enough,” agreed Squiff,

“Well, we know that the two Germans were there:
we'd left them there. Suppese Popper ran into them:"
“Phew " '

“But they were in hiding,” said Squiff,

“They may have come out of that: the fat johnny
may have been going to leave the island just as '1".;.1;.1}{{11
got there.  Well, if they found themselves discovercd
*_t.hp:.r wouldn't hezitate at much tn keep him quiet. Hpi:aa
in England get pretty rough measure when tht;.',.r're
spotted. They'd hardly venture to make away with him
if they could avoid it, T suppnse: but thev'd certainiy
shut him up somewhere, so that he couldn’t botray
them.” /

“By Jove,” said Nugent, “you've hit it!”

“Hold on,” said Sqguiff, “Old 'apper couldn't oet to
the island without a hoat. TIf he'd taken a hoat ont it
would be known. Grimey said nothing about a boat ™ “

Wharton paused. That was a point that had eseaned
him. Certainly if Sir Hilton Popper had taken ﬂu[h'.-i
skiff from his boathouse his bostkeeper would know. and
would have I‘E‘f‘!n'!‘t{'-.'l the Eil"-’:'_-'l]‘lqtﬂ]](_'c to ]:nl.;r,r{.m“r.
Grimes, '

" Besides, he wouldn't row himself ta the island.” add.qd
Souiff. “ He would make his man raw him there.” o

Wharton nodded.

“I suppose that's =0," he admitted.  “If he'd hoon
rowed to the island after he left us somehody would have
seen him after us. We shouldn't be the last persons
who'd seen him alive "

“ Rother knocks the idea on the head, doesn't jto" saild
Tom Brown.

CHUCKLES, 1t
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“ Qo far as the island is concerned—jyes,” said Harry.
“ But Popper may have met the German coming off—may
have run into him on shore.”

“0Of course, it's possible.”

“ But it's like this,” said Harry. * Old Popper left us—
went up the river to look across the island—he could
easily see from the bank whether we'd been camping
there—or he may have intended to call a keeper to row
him across. Just then he runms into the fat johnny, and
howls out the fact that the island’s being used by some-
body without his knowledge. The German wouldn't
hesitate at much, with his neck at stake. But if Bir
Hilton had been killed his body would have turned up
as well as his hat. But that hiding-place under the
hollow oak would hide him just as long as the spies
choose to stay on the island. %Dﬂpectul‘ Grimes certainly
wouldn't think of looking for him there.”

There was a general nodding of heads.

Wharton’s theory was plausible, at least—all the more
o because there seemed to be no other way of accounting
for the baronet’s disappearance.

“We can put this to Grimes, anyway,’ said Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“ Grimes would think it a yarn,” he said. *“He knows
we know he suspects. He would think we were trying
to put him off with a tall story about (German sples.
He_ wouldn't admit that German sples were at work
urder his nose, too.”

. “ But he would have to search the island,” said Bob.

“And they’d see him coming, with half a dozen
bobbies, and clear off, and all he would find would be a
hollow tree, without anything suspicious about it. As
for Popper, if he's in their hands, they'd take him with
them, or perhape " Wharton paused. “If he’s still
living, they might make an end of him, and bury him
i aﬂﬁlffﬂ spot, to save their own skins.”

i 'I.'l'|

“German spies are capable of any villainy. We know
that. Grimes would go to the island because he'd be
bound to, but he’d go believing it was a cock-and-bull
story, without taking proper care—at least, it seems so
to me. I can faney the grin on his fat chivvy when he
heard us pitching a yarn about German sples,” gaid
Harry. “ Besides, we can’t even say the fat johnny wasz
a German—only that he looked like one.”

“But, dash "it all, we've got to get those rolters
collared, if they're really spies!” exclaimed Tom Breown.

“It’s up to us,” said Harry.

L1 EE!!J

“ Little us!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Yes: I suppose we can handle a couple of rascally
Huns,” said Harry. “I'd be glad to have a go at any
Hun, for one!” i

“Same here!” said Bob heartily.

ated, you know.”

“We shall have to chance that. It's pretty clear,
from what we saw, that one of the rascals stays on the
ijsland, and the other goes about. Exactly what game
they're playing I don’t know, but I've an idea. Their
business is to get information and send it to Berlin.
They could rig up a wireless apparatus ou the island quite
easily.”

“ Wireless " ejoculated Bob.

“Yes: it's just the place for it. Tt's well known that
there are spies working with wireless in a good many
places, only the police can’t spot them. I can’t think
of anything else the?' can be doing there. That would
account for one of them staying on the island, and the
other going to and fro.”

“My hat!” said Johnny Bull. “If that’s the truth
we’'ve dropped on a pretty mest of villainy.”

“We're going to find out,” said Harry. “It looks to
me as if Sir Hilton has dropped on them, too, and thev're
keeping his mouth ehut. Anyway, it’s possible. T'm
going to the island to see to-night.”

“To-night v

i.-l."lll"EE.JJ

“ Breaking bounds!” said’ Squiff. “ After the way the
:l[g.{"ﬂd;h: jawed to us! It would mean terrific trouble
i

“(Can't be helped. It’s a special case. We can get
out of the dorm ¢uietly when the rest of the fellows are
asleep, and I have a key to the boathouse. A pull up
‘the river won't hurt us. % suppose you're gamer”’ )

“Game as pie!”

“The gamefulness is terrific!”
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“ Then it's settled,” said Harty.

But the juniors were very grave when they went to
their dormitory. They could not help thinking with some
misgivings of the plans for that night. But they were

game,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Dea! of Night!

IDNIGHT!
Greyfriars School was sleeping.
In ihe Remove dormitory seven beds were

empty of sleepers, however, though a careful
arrangement of pillows and bolsters gave them the
npiwarance of containing their usual oceupants.

Seven juniors were outside the walls of the old school,
and as midnight struck they were pushing 2 boat
cautiously out into the river.

The night was dark but fine,
in the sky.

The Removites were excited; they could not help that.
The midnight expedition made their hearts beat a little
faster. While Greyfriars slept the expedition was to
be carried out, and it was more than likely that d.nger
was before them.

The hoat glided out into the river, and the juniors had
muffed the oars. Silently they pulled away up the Sark.

Bob Cherry was steering, and he kept a keen look-out
for the island. The black mass of trees rising from the
dark waters caught his eyes at last.

“ Here we are !’ he murmured. " Go easy now et

Deep silence brooded upon the woods and the river.

Phe boat floated softly under the overhanging trees of
the island, and crushed gently into the rushes,

Wharton made the painter fast to a branch, and the
juniors stepped ashore, one by one. There was a famt
rustle as they landed, but hardly more than was made
by the breeze that stirred the folinge.

Without a word, in dead silence, they picked their way
towards the centre of the island, where the old oak rose
rigantic above the other trees.

A faint glimmer from the stars penetrated the branches
of the oak, which the autumn winds had thinned of
leaves.

There was no sound—no sign of life.

Yet from what Wharton and Bob Cherry had witnessed
the previous day they knew that they were sianding
above the secret hiding-place of the demizens of the
izland.

“What next®’ murmured Bob.

“ They get into the tree from above,”
“ We've seen that. We've got to climb

“Right-ho "

“T'l go first and see if all’s clear.
handkerchief as a signal if it’s all serene.”

“Go ahead "

Wharton grasped
climb,

In a couple of minutes he was among the lower
Lranches, and he groped about him and peered, looking
{or the opening by which the German had descended 1nto
the hollow trunk.

But there was no opening.

Where the giant branches sloped ¢ T from the massive
trunk there was a broad space in which half a dozen
iuniors could have sat comfortably, bt it was solid to
the touch. Had not Wharton known that there must be
an opening, he would have been deceived. It was evident
that the denizens of that strange hiding-place had fitted
up a secret trapdoor there, closely ~ezcmbling the wood
of the oak itself.

For several minutes Harry
over the apparently solid wood. Then he made
to his comrades,

One by one they climbed

“WWell?” whispered Bob.

“MThere's an cpening, a trapdoor of some kind, and
we've got to find it,” whispered Harry. “It must be
izre, because we know they went down into the tree.”

“1'vo got an electric torch,” said Nugent. “Would
it be safe "

and a fow stars glimmered

whispercd Harry.
easy enough.”

I'll drop my

the gnarled old trunk, and began to

Wharton eroped and felf
the signal

into the trce and joined bLim.
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¥ Chanee it!

Nugent turned on the light of the little torch, and
by its gleam the juniors carefully examined the surface,
It was some time before they discovered the edges of
the trapdoor, so carefully had the work been done.
But they discovered the trap at last, and followed ita
edge with their fingers., Nugent shut off the light.

“How about petting it open?” murmured Squiff,

“That's a peser.”

Wharton felt over the trapdoor again. There was

no means of raising it from above, so far as he could

discover. He jammed his pocket-knife under the edge
and tried to prize it up. But the blade snapped,

“N.G..)” said Johnny Ball.

Wharton gritted his teeth.

“It’s fastened underneath,” lLe said.
wireless here, thev're not working it now.
to get m 1™

“How, my lord?” murmured Bob.

“Somehow, Better knock.”

“Knock?" ejaculated Bob.

“It's the orly way. If there's only one of them there
he will think 1t’s the other come back, and open the
trap—""

“But suppose they’'re both at home ™

“Chance it! Anvyway thev can't get away. There
can’t be any other way out of a den like that, under
a hollow tree.”

“Oh, erumbs!” said Nugent. “And—and suppese we
get the trap opered, and find a johnny there with a
revolver—"

“Get ready to knock him on the head, then. We
can't back out now.”

“Nunno! All right."”

Fach of the jumiors had brought a weapon of soma
kind—a stick or a thick ruler, They gathered round
the trap, their hearts beating. TUnless the expedition
was to Dbe abandoned, there was no resource but
Wharton's suggestion. They resolved to put it to the
test. ]

Wharton slipped a thick, round, ebony ruler from his
pocket. IHe lifted it, and struck sharply upen the
rapdoor.

Kuock!

The sound rang with faint echces through the branches
of the oak:

Silence followad.

Kuock again!

The juniors listened, with tfuumpi:tg hearts,
Leneath them, in the thickuess of the tree,
sound.

It was a faint scraping sound, and thev knew it
was causcd by someone climbing up some kind of a
ladder in the hollpw trunk.

“Now for it!” whispered Bob.

Wharton grasped his ruler grimly. He knew that
the spy would be armed, and it was no time for hali-
Measures.

Creak !

Im the darkness the juniors could not see the trapdoor
rise, but they knew that it had risen. A faint glimmer
;1}'—peared—it was a face that was looking out into the
gloom.

“Gottfried I whispered a guttural voice,

The cautions whisper, the German name, would have
told. the juniors enough if they had not been sure
already.

“1f they've pot

Fram
came a

It was the watcher of the island who was
before them, and he was speaking, as he supposed, to
the fat * johnny.” whose name was evidently Gottfried.

Wharton made a sudden clutch at the glimmering
face, and seized a collar, With a sndden drag he jerked
the German half-way out of the open trap.

The astounded man sprawled on his face among the
juniors, his legs dangling down in the hollow of the
tree below.

" Mein Gott " he gasped.

* Nail him ™™

The saven juniors all piled on the raseal together.
His right hand was in lLis pecket In oa twinkling, but
1t was pinned and held there. The rascal had no chanes
to draw the weapon he had orasped.
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The man was muttering and cursing furiously in
German. He was strong and deperate, but the odds were
too much for him, and ke was at a disadvantage. He
sprawled, face downwards, and Johnoy Bull's heavy knee
was planted in the swmall of his back. Hands grasped
him on all sides.

That the German was alone in the hidden den was
clear from the fact that he did not call for aid. For
a moment the Greyfriars juniors had only one foe to
deal with, '

In a few minutes the German lay helplessly gasping
under the weight of the juniors, his resistance at an
end.

“Got him!" murmured Bob.

“Number One!” grinned Squiff. “Let's make sure of
the beast. I've pot a whipecord here. What's he saying,
Wharton, you know his lingo?"

“1 don’t know those words,” said Harry, laughing
breathlessly. “I fancy he's swearing.”

“0Oh, we'll soon stop that."”

“Grooch ! came in a gurgle from the German, os
Squiff stuffed a handkerchief into his mouth. Then the.
whipcord was bound vround his wrists, and knotted
tightly. The rascal’s eyes gleamed like a wild cat's.

“A win for us!” chuckied Bob. “Now full steam
ahead !” L -

Nugent turned the light of the electric torch into the
hollow trumk. A rope-ladder, fastened to iron staples,
dangled there. Bob Cherry led the way, and disappeared
into the kollow oak.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,.
Bagged !

o ALLOD, hallo, hallo'™
H Bob's vaice called up from the black depths
below to his waitivg comrades,

“Hallo " replied Wharton.

“Are vou there?’ came JBob's voice, with a chuckle.
“ Like ‘phoning, ain’t it? TIt's all right. About fifty
steps to the ladder. Dark as pitch here. DBetter bring
that Hun down, in case he gets looge.”

*“ Right-lio "

“You will get down iots the tree,” said Whartoen, in
the German's ear. : ;

“Ich wiil nicht,” said the man sullenly, as Wharton
removed his gae.

“I'll loozen sne of vour haunds, now we've searched
vou,” said Harry. * You can -go down- the ladder, or
voil can be pitched down. Take vour choice.”

The rascal decided to go down-the ladder. One of his
hands was released, the juniors would not trust him
too far. Wharton and Johnny Bull went first, and
Nugent and Squiff descended with hkim, and Tom Brown
and Hurree Singh followed.

There was not much chance for the German to give
trouble.

In a few minutes they reached theo solid earth below,
some distance under the giant roots of the oak. Nugent
flashed the light round, and revealed a bare, earthen
cellar. The juniors promptly tied up ths German again,
and bound his ankles in addition, and stuffed the
handkerchief iuto his mouth. They did not mean to
run any risks with their prisoner.

Then they made an examination of the curious hiding-
place, leaving the sullen spy lving on the ground.

" Must have taken them a lot of trouble to get this
piace fitted out,” Squiff remarked.

“ I suppose it was worth their while,” said Harry.,
"By Jove! Here's an electrie light.”

Hea had found a switeh, and he touched jt.

The earthen cellar was illuminated at
powerful lamp.

The juniors blinked in the sudden light.

The cellar was furnished with two or three benches
and tables, made of rough wood nailed together, evidently
brought to the place in sections. There were tins of
food, cooking utensils, an electric cooking-stove,
and several large accumulators. Money had evidently
been spent froely by the Gormans,

“What on earth’s this®" asked Nuzeat, as he stopped

onee from o
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before a curious-looking apgamtus, from which insulated
wires ran into the hollow of the tree,

“What I suspected,” said Harry quietly. "I don't
know how to work it, but I know what it's for. If it
had been going we should have heard it buzzing.”

“ Wirelese?" ejaculated Bob.

“Yes,™ f

“Rotten that we haven't nailed the other rotter!”
taid Johnny Bull., * This beast is the one who eends
the messages, I suppose, and the fat johnny is the spy
who collects information for him to send.”

“That’s it.”

“Hallo, hallo, . hallo!” exclaimed Bob
“ Listen "

“What the——"

“Ligten! I can hear somebody breathing.”

The juniors listened.

From a cavity in the banked-up earthen wall there
eame a faint sound, the sound of a: slebtper’s steady
breathing.

With cautious steps the juniors advanced to the
cavity, They could guese whom they would find there
-—not an enemy.

Nugent flashed hie lamp into the opening.

On the earthen floor a lengthy form was ¢xteanded,
with hands bound and feet shackled with streng rope.
Another rope was passed round the waist and =ecured
to a stake driven in the ground.

The light gleamed upon the purple complexion and
wlhite mnustaghe of Sir Hilton Popper.

Harry Wharton & Co. had found the missing baronet.

“0Old Popper, by jingo!” murmured Bob, as ke gazed
at the sleeper. *“ 1 wonder what he will say now if he
finds us trespaseing on his bleesed island.”

*“Ha, ha, ha'” :

The buret of laughter that greeted Bob's remark
awakened the baronet.

He started yp into a sitting posture.

"By gad!” he ejaculated. “ What—where—— Oh!
Why, who are you? Impertinent young rascals, by
Jove! What are you doing here?”

“ Treepassing on the island, Sir Hilten!” s:zid Boeb
cheerfully.

Harry Wharton knelt and opened his pocket-kEnife, and
eawed through the ropes that bound the baropet’s long
limbs.

Bir Hilton Popper watched him dazedly.

He seemed unable to realise at first that ke was free,
apd that the Greyfriars juniors whom he had persecuted
were his rescuers.

" Feel a bit stiff—what?” asked Bob.

“By gad, yes!” groaned Sir Hilton, dragging himself to
his feet with Wharton's help. “ Cramuped, by gad! How
long have I been here—weeks, what? Bread and water,

suddenly.

by Jove! Bread and water for me! By gad, the
Getman scoundrels! Hanging i= too good for them! By
cad !

° “How did they pet vou, sir?” asked Wharten,

Sir Hilton rubbed his cramped limbe, and murmured
a strong expression under his white moustache. Bceb
Cherry stopped his ears, and the baronet flushed.

“By gad, I found a fat scoundrel coming off the
i.slan(f‘.” sald Sir Hilton. " Ran into him, by Jove, last

week, if I've been here a week !

“1t was yesterday that you were micsed,” eaid
Wharton.
“ Yesterday, by gad! Tt secms like a week! Well, I

found the scoundrel rowing off my island, and stopped
him when he got into the backwater, by Jove—collared
him, &ir! And, by thander, he knccked me down—me—
with a life-preserver, by gad—nearly stunned me—and
dragged me into the boat and brought me here. Me!”
repeated Sir Hilton, evidently still in a state of great
astonishment that ever a Hunnish rufian should have
had the nerve to lay hands upon his august person.
“By Jove! Ow! This cramp—— Ow-ow! Yah' Oh!”

And Sir Hilton rubbed his stiflened limbs more
furiously than ever, panting for breath.

“ Blessed if wyou didn’t work it out right, Harry!”
eaid Bob Cherry admiringly. * Right on the wicket, by
Jove I”

“How did you young rascals get here:” demanded Sir
Hilton grufly, perhaps a little less grufily than wae his
wont, however., Trespassing on my island again—
picnicking—whatr”
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The juniors grinned. .

“We don't usually piczic at one o'clock in the morm
ing,” said Nugent.

“One o'clock- in the morning! By gad! What are
you doing out of your schoel at such an hour?” ex-
claimed the baronet.

“We came to get you out of this,” eaid Wharton
guietly.

“By gad! How—how did you know:"

“We're scoute, yvou kuow, sir,” said DBob Cherry
gravely. “ A Boy Scout’s bizney is to be up to every-
thing. That’s how it wae. A little job like this 1s
nothing to the Greyfriars Scouts—nothing at all. We
think nothing of bagging a German spy before brekker in
the morning.

Sir Hilton grunted, and Bob's companions chuckled.

“Well, I'm much ohliged to you,” said the baronet at
last. “ Heaven knows how long I should have been kept
here. There's spying going on—transmitting by wire-
less, too—I've seen that. They might have kept me a
prisoner for weeks or monthe, or murdered me, and left
me buried here, for all I know. Have you seen them?
Where are they?” _

“We've got one of them,” said Harry. “We've tied
him up. There was only cne of the rascals here when
we came.”

Sir Hilton set his teeth. _ :

“The other’s coming back to-night—Gottfried, he's
called—I've hegrd them talking. I heard them chatter-
ing in German; the other mian has gone out to discover
what is being done about me—searching, and so forth,
He's coming hack to-night. I heard them saying so.
You say it's night now; no difference down here belween
day and night.”

Wharton's eyes gleamed. _

“My hat'! ]iet’.'a put out the lght, you fellows, and if
the villain comes we can bag him, too.”

“iood egg !’

“ Hear, hear!” _

The electric licht was extinguished at once. Sir Hilton
Popper sat down in the dark, chafing his stiffened limbe.
He was as keen as the juniers to catch the chief of the
two scoundrels who had used him so roughly.

In the darkness of the excavation under the hollow
cak the juniors waited.

In their excitement they did not feel sleepy.
the hour was, they were very wide awale, .

But it was a weary vigil. The juniors waited and
watched silently; the silence only broken by an
cecasional grunt from Sir Hilten I'opper. The baronct
was &till suffering from his bonds, ;

Suddenly Wharton grasped Bob Cherry’s arm in the
darkneas.

“Hark " he whispered.

There was a sound overhead—a scraping sound. Then
a volce,

“Fritz!”

Fritz, evidently, was the name of the man in the cellar
under the tree. But Fritz did not answer, for the best
of reasons; he was gagged, and Johnny Bull's hand,
too, “was over his mouth.

“Wo bist Du, Fritz*” went on the voice.
ist nicht geschlossen.”

*The German was evidently surprised at having found
the trapdo#r in the tree open. The juniors waited
breathlessly.

They heard & rustiing of the rope-ladder, showing that
the man was descénding through the tree.

lozer and clozer came the sounds, till they heard him
lonid on the solid earth close by them, and heard his
Lurried hreathing in the darkness,

“Fritz! Wo bist Dur”

There was alarm in his voice now. A sudden gleam
¢f light came through the dark from an electric lamp
in the German's hacd. As it flashed out the juniors
rushed upon him from all sides.

“Ach!”

CUrash !

It was the fat man in gold-rimmed glasses, as the
juniors saw in the momentary light. They were IEII

L]
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ﬂaﬁku-eas the next moment, struggling with the German.
ang !

A pistolshot rang out, with a deafening report in the
conflned space. Nugent flashed on his light.

“All safe!” said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath of
relief. “The murderous hound! Lucky you got in that
cosh—he might have had more luck with another shot.”

The German groaned, and stirred.

“ Fasten the brute up!"” said Harry.

That task did not take the juniors long. Tn a few
minutes the German was bound hand and foot.

“By gad, you've got him!" said Sir Hilton Popper.
“ You should have left him to me, cheeky young rascals!
Got him, by thunder! Got the pair of them!”

“ A pair of beauties,” grinned Bob Cherry.  Please,
Sir Hilton, will you excuse us for trespassing on the
island this time?®”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Sir Hilton Popper grunted.

The early dawn was creeping from the east when the
Head of Greyfriars had the surprise of his life.

Thunderous knocking at the door of the School Honase
awakened all Greyfgiars; and the Head came out, in
his dressing-gown, and in a state of great astonishment
He almost fell down at the sight of Sir Hilton Popper
ard seven sleepy juniors.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head, pazing at the group
as he opened the door. * What—what “

" Good-morning, sir!” said Bob Cherry demurely.

. “Bless my soul! S8ir Hilton, T am delighted to see
you safe and sound, but—but what——" pgasped the
Head.

“I have come with these boys to ask you to excuse
them, sir, for breaking school bounds at night,” said
the baronet.

Dr. Locke felt inclined to faint. Many requests hadl
been made to him by Sir Hilton Popper—general
requests for exemplary punishment of certain juniors,
But a request of this sort was a surprise.

“Do I—do I hear aright®’ ejaculated the Head. *1I
—I presume I am not dreaming. Boys, 18 it possibla
that you have broken bounds—at night "

“They have done so, sir, to Tescue me from the
hands of a gang of rufians, and they have succeeded,”
growled Sir Hilton. “ You will be pleased to hear, too,
that they are responsible for the arrest of two dangerous
German spies. Under the ecircnmstanees, T hope you
will excuse them for having acted like reckless young
rascals.”

“Bless my soui!” said the Head dazodly.

“ Reckless young rascals!” repeated Sir Hilton, ™ But
doocid plucky voungz rascals, too! Plenty of real
British pluck in this school, sir. Grevfriars, sir, should
be proud of these bovs!”

‘““Dear me!” The Head recovered himself a little.
“Boys, go to bed at once. You need not rise at rismg-
bell.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Gladly enough the Remove heroes went to bed. They
were fageed out,

They did not come down till ten o'clock in the moin-
ing, and they missed morning lessons. By that time all
Greyfriars knew the story. Needless to say, the Head
had acceded to Sir Hilton’s request, and the " young
raseals ” were not punished for their escapade. Indeed,
they received a good many compliments on all sides.

And as that afternoon was a half-holiday, Bob Cherry
proposed to celebrate the big score hy a picnic on the
island! His propozal was received with enthusiasm, and
half of the Remove, and a crowd of other fellows, rowed
down te the island, but they found it in the hands of
the police, and had to row bhack. :

Harry Wharton & Co. hore their blushing honours thick
upon them with becoming modesty: indeed, the only
fellow who ™ swanked " on the subject was Billy Buntor,
The Owl of the Remove was convinced that to him, and
to him alone, was due the solving of the mystery of the
island,

THE END.
(N xt Mo~day's magnificent stcry ia enti.led
““"STRAIGHT AS A DIE!" Order now!)
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@l OM@ BELCHER

In any place where ringeraft reigns
What boxer could be bolder
Than Temmy, who has skill and brains,
And hits straight from the shaulder?
His cxhibitions with the gloves
Are never tame or tardy;
And every bov of Britain loves
The tales by A, 8. Hardy.

B0 far as first impressions go,
Young Tom is frail of fdgure;
Yet all his foreeful punches show
Much stamina and vigour.
And many a giant in his prime,
Who through the ropes has swaggered,
Has found himself knocked out of tims
And absolutely staggered !

Ben Adams and his merry crew—
A mass of manly muscle—

Have travelled all the country through
And shone in many a tussle.

If Tom is tackled in the ring
By any swanking boxer,

Then Ben is heard to softly singz:

1%

“You'll get a nasty shock, sir!

Th» crafty Powell, nicknamed Posh,
And seething with sedition,

Determines that his booth shall squash
All kinds of opposition.

His *“stars,” however, cateh 1t hot,
And often come a cropper;

They get 1t where the chicken got
The celebrated chopper!

Tom Belcher's energy and zest,
And his superior science,

Hnve prompted scores to give him bost
Who set himn at defiance.

Though barely five-foot-four in height,
He will not budee a fraction,

But gamely goes for men of might,
And knocks them out of action!

l.ong may the youthful marvel shine,
So valiant and victorious!
His upper-cuts are just divine,
His stvle 1s grﬂm{] and glorious
The noble art of self-defence
Will never wane to zero
While Tommy proves, in every sense,
A sportsman and a hero!
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THE FIRST INSTALMENTS.

Two boys of 8t. Dunstan’s School, JACK DARRELL and
TEDDY BURKE, are discovered trespassing by an irate
furracr, Mr, Stone, y

In order to appease the faimer’s wrath, Feddy Burke shows
him a copy of a newspaper containing a portrait of THE
FRINCE OF ALTENBURG, and leads him to believe that
Juck Darrell, who bears a strong resemblance to the portrait,
15 really the prince, and that they were coming to ask his
permission to be shown over the farm.

Mpr. Stone is unable to keep the knowledge that a prince
15 a4 scholar at the local college to himself, and eventually
the news reaches the ears of a person named LEWIS
MACKAY, who is staying in the neighbourhoed.

Mackay, under the impression that Jack Darrell is really
tne Prince of Altenburg, kidnaps both him and his chum,
Teddy Burke

The chums eventuallv find themselves on beoard the Kiel-

berg, a German cruizer, under the ecare of BARON
ZELLING.

DERWENT HOOD, chief of the British Counter-Espionage
Department, goes in search of the Kielberg on H.M.3. Chats-
wood, The German cruwser, being hard presscd, secks refuge
up the River Kunene on the West Coast of Afvica, where
«hie runs aground,

Accompanied by two members of the Chatswood's crew
nained Dexter and Walters, Hood proceeds up the river in a
mator-launch. They succeed in rescuing the two boys; but,
owing to the vigilance of their German pursuers, are forced
to go into hiding, :

Liscovering the hiding-place of the fugitives, the baron
senidls a strong party to attack them. His final instructions
are that the Prince of Altenburg must not be harmed, but
ths others can be shot at sight,

(Now go on with the stery. )

Aboard the Moonbeam,

Dr. Margards, headmaster of 8t Dunstan’s, was scated in
the study at the town house of his friend, Laord Bassington,
(ha the table before them were huge maps, and Bassineton had
n curioug hittle mstrumcent m his hand with which he was
messaring the distance,

“You see,” Dr, Margards wa, saying, “from what T under-
staticl, the Chatswood will make no move until they have
cveryvthing required for this expedition up the river. Ihga.ﬂel:r
that tmis may take a good many days—if not weeks—though
«ame of the stuff has :ﬁm:uly gone out. DMeantune, it appears
these two boys will remain arieoners on this German boat.

"L may be blown to uts wher the expedition does go
up ihe river ¥ suggested Lord Bassington,

“Fxactly ! After all, the Admiralty cannot be expected to
prisle Irmdrveds of lives for the =sake of two schouolbays,”™ Dr.
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Margards answergd., *1 feel very difident about coming to
yvou, and even now [ sincerely hope you will not aet contrary
to your own wishes. DBut if you can—" ;

“ My dear fellow,” Bassmagton erieq, “I've been round o
the Admiralty, and cven tricd the War Office—offered to do
anything and go anywhere! And all I get is the job of
gomng  about the country speech-making—when I'm  just
dying to be on the sea, and having some of the real thing.
But I'm too old! Pooh!™ *

“Then you are inclined to try and arrange this trip?" Dr.
Margards asked, with an unusuar amount of excitement in
hia voice, g :

“I think we can do it,” Bassington answered. *“The yarht
is all ready; there'll probably be some difficulty in getting
a crew together, but I think 7 know & {ew veterans who would
jump at the chance. Let's see! To-day's Wednesday—T think
everything could be fixed up, with a rush, by next Tuesday
morning. IHow would that suit you 7"

“Splendidly I Dr. Margards cried.

Bassington !

“Rot!"” the peer answered cheerfully. “ This is going to be
a real holiday for me. 1 shall have to find out exactly Low
far we can go; I mean, we don’t want to get into irouble
with the Admiralty people, for butiting in on their business,
Btill, you can leave that side of the question to me. You get
back and fix up your end, and I'll wire you when and where
we are going to start,”

Dr. Margards went back to 8t. Dunstan’s, and had no diffi-
culty in arranging matters so that he could get away almost
at onee,

OUn the Monday came a wire from Lord Dassington.

“LEverything fixed up. Only,waiting for you. Come direct
here.—Bassington, Royal Hotel, Benford.®

That same afterncon the Head joined his friend. T.ord
Bassington was dressed for the part—the commander of the
Moonbeam, a yacht that had already made 2 name for itself
all over the world.

" Everything's aboard,” Beassington said, “and I'l havo
vour belongings sent on at onee. We've got a first-rate crow
—youngsters of fifty and sixty, who are delighied at the idea
of a real voyage.”

“1 only hope it's not a wild-goose chase I'm taking vou
ﬂﬂ,".'tliw Head answered. “I've been thinking a lot about it
and it's quite possible we may get there just in time to learn
that cverything has been done.™

“Never mind I Bassington retorted. Y We'll zo out with
the wdea of doing something, at all events. The same thought
struck me; the others have had a very good start, but wo
Imay manage to turn up in time for something vseful.

“Did you ask any advice from your friends
Admiralty 7" asked the doctor. :

“I duld.,” Bassington answered. “ And they were all quite
convinced that we should get there about a fortnizht too late.

“You're a good scrt,

at the

A Grard, Long, Complcte Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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In any case, they were quite certain that we could do no
good in any way. Stll Here we are! And I'm hoping
we shall have some fun before we come back. Probably we'll
get torpedoed in the Channel 1™

He laughed, as though the prospects were delightful to him.
But Dr. Margards was troubled when he went on board the
Moonbeam.

She was a beautifully-ftted yacht of just over 900 tons,
designed rather for comfort than for speed, though on ocea-
stons, her owner had shown that her engines were capable of
epecial efforts. She had sailed on every occean in the world,
and Lord Bassington himself knew every nut and bolt in her.

YQuick work, you know,” he told Dr. Margards, when at
Iast they cast off. * We're fitted out and provisioned for any-
thing, bar fighting. We daren’t carry too much in the way of
firearms, or there might be trouble. And I've got a lot of
uzeful information about this extracrdinary river we're
making for.”

“Have you?t” Dr. Margards asked.
whatever was really known about it.”

“Well, it 1s!" retorted Bassington. “And the very man
who's taken this German boat up the river iz one of the twao
men who found out practicaily everything that 15 known.
He prepared a book on the subject which was not intended to
be publie property ; but we've got a copy of it! I've had
a look at 1t, and know quite a lot now. T spent one whole
night and morning 1n preparing rough charts, and I guess we
shall need them !”

“It is dangerous ?" queried the doctor.

“Just a little,” answered Bassington., “ This German boat
can’'t have gone very far. And if they can go—we can! 1
shall have a chance to show my skill at the helm when eventu-
ally we do get there,”

They talked over the whole subject many times on the
voyage, but as the days passed, Dr. Margards became more
and more anxions,

He could not explain it, but ever since the day when he had
talked with the Assistant-Commissioner at Scotland Yard a
curious instinct had impelled him However hopeless and
foolhardy the task which he had set himsclf, he could never
have rested content had he not made the attempt.

It was fortunate for him that Lord DBassington had
naturally an adventurous nature, and was only too ETEILI of the
excuse to undertake the cruise.

Even Dr. Margards did not quite understand how they were
going to accomplish their mission. There was simply this
deep-rootcd instinet in his mind—the boys were’in a perilous
position, and none but he realised how mmportant it was that
their hives should be put first and foremost.

The days grew into weeks, and stil! the Moonbeam held
her course, and drew nearcer and nesrer the West African
coast.

At last came a day when on the horizen they sighted a
warship. It was the Chatswood, and late in the afierncon the
yacht came within speaking distance.

Lord Bassington himself signalled to the ship, and, as a
result, received an invitation from the commander to come
aboard.

The sea at the time was almost as smooth and unruffled as
a millpond. On Bassington's suggestioa, Dr. Margards decided
to make the trip over to the battleship with his friend.

The commander of the Chatawood knew Lord Bassington
slightly, and when the breezy sailor peer stepped aboard he
met with a cheerful welcome,

“But what on earth are vou doing in this part of the
world 7" Captain Brewis asked. “ It's net quite the place to
come to for a pleasure cruise.”

“We're not here for pleasure,” PBassington laughed.
“We're trying to cut in en vour job, to be quite truthiul.
Dr. Margards 15 the Head of 8t Dunstans, and two bovs from
his school are plaving truant up this river you seem to be

“1 thought nothing

1

watching. We've come cut here to take them back to schooi
again.” _
“You've what?” asked PBrewis in amazement. *“Burely

you're not hunting those youngsters?"

“Certain ! Bassington anawered., **Any
regarding their precise  whereabouts will be
reccived.”

“But—" Drewis locked at the vacht lving a couple of
hundred vards away, then at Dr. Margards and Lord Bassing-
ton, both most scrupulously and carefully dressed in the
lightest paossible vachting clothes. “This 15 a problem! Is
evervbody going to come holiday-making here? I've sent
our only motor-boat up the river weecks ago, and it's not
returned vet, T am getting rather anxions, I can tell vou.
The Admiralty doesn't pay me to wander about here in this
fashion.”

“PBut [ understood you were sending an expedition up the
viver " Dr. Margards said. * Has anvthing been done?"

“Not yet,” answered Brewis.  We're all ready and wait-
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ing, but we've been hoping every day to hear from our first
scouting party. They may have had difficulties with Lthe boat,
or a thousand and one things may have held them up. I'd
practically decided that if they didn't tura up to-morrow I'd
send another ecouting party out. Only if the first little lot
gntfe:;]_, there's a prospect of the second meeting the same
ate. :

“You don't think that any harm has com: to them " asked
Dr. Margards quickly.

Brewis shrugged his shoulders.

*1 hope not,” he said sincerely,
been back a fortnight ago.

“We're going up that said
definitely, * right now !"

"1 don't think you'll gzet far,” Brewis answered. “We've
had men up a little way, and it's a diffcult bit to negotiate.”

"I know,” Bassington agreed. ** All the same, we shall do
our best. I've got the little pinnace we came overTin, which
may come in handy. It's not much more than a toy, but it
won't run into sandbanks."

“Right-ho!" Brewis said. *“It's your own affair, and I
snall be quite pleased to know someone is going to risk it.
lﬁ you can manage to find anything out, I ::'hul? be glad to
w10V,

_They went to the Moonbeuwn shortly after that, and from
the bridge Brewis watched the yacht steam slowly towards
the mouth of the river. -

It wound in and out, and Brewis wondered.

“Someone aboard secems to know the shoals,” he said, 1
wonder what luck they'll have?”

His second in command shook his head.

“1 wonder, too,” he answered slowly., **I'm sorrv about
voung Dexter. It seems to me we can count him out now,
unless they took him prisoner. Otherwise, he 18 not the
yvoungster to waste time, and he'd have been back here long
ago. It's time we thought of the next step.”

““But they ought to have
It's an unpleasant problem.”
river,"” Lord DBassington

Test for Nerves!

After Grenrville Dexter had decided that nothing could he
done that ni?‘ht, and the only thing was to make themselves
as comfortable as possible, he was quiet for about five minutes.

Drarrell and Burke had made themselves fairly comfortable
in the bow of the launch, and were talking of their different
cxperiences, It was still broad davlight, but Hood had pro-
tected himself from the insects as far as possible, and waas
putting in a real rest.

Walters, the ever-busy, was carrving out some odd repairs
aird cleaning up the launch. The satlor did rest occasionally,
but he didn't let it grow into a habit,

Presently Dexter, possibly because of Walters's example,
hegan to wander round, peering through the trees and
renerally examining their poaition,

At the end of about ten munutes he came back to wherae
Hood lay blissfully unconscious of evervthing, Dextoer
touched him on the shoulder, and in an instant the Secret
Service man was sitting upright

“ Anything happening !" he asked before Dexter had time
to spealk.

“Borry to disturb you,” Dexter said “but I should liks
you to come and have a look over here ™

Dexter led him throurh the trees and alinost to the water's
cdze.

“(an vou see anything " the midshipman asked, and Hood
watched carefully.

He turned to Dexter in a short time and made a quick
movement with his hands, while his face indicated a half-
hopeless, half-cynical outleol

“Well " he asked, keeping s voice low, * And what do
you think of that®”

“They've spotted us,” Dexter said briefly,

“Arreed !

Haood nodded, and they both walked back to the launch.

Mot until they were sitting on the side of the boat did
cither of them speak, Then Derwent Hood looked quizzically
ar Dexter,

“Begin to wish you hadn't returned to pick us up, I
gurss !’ he asked,

Dexter shook his head.

“No., But this 1z a tight corner. They're on the watch,
Are they going to keep it up for long, or what?"”

For through the trees Dexter had seen one of the Kiel.
herg's boats lving idly near the bank. There were half a
dozenr men and an oflicer on board and while Dexter watched
he had seen the officer peering throuzh hiz glasses as though
ta break through the sereen of trees and leaves which hid the
launch. :

Obviously he was there with only wune purpose, and 1t was
cqually obvious thiat he knew what lay behind the trees,

v+ Hope for the best, and preparve for the worst,” 15 my
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also rose and followed him.

Walters stood on the bank of the stream, so near the boat that the flames almost touched him. Dexter i

In the diifting smoke clouds they could see the iwis making desperate c¢iforts
to reach the burning branches with other branches they had picked up. (See page 27.)

= -

maotto for a case of this kind,” Dexter went on * They've
marked us down, What will Zelling’s idea be on the
subject ?"

“Wait till he thinks we're all peacefully asleep, and then
come and shoot the whole bunch of us—except, perhaps,
young Darrell,” Derwent Hood answered

“Then ghat's our worst, and we'd better
Dexter said. ‘*And we haven't much time
light will'be gone.” :

He looked around him quickly, examining the details of
their position afresh,

“(Come to the water's edge again,”
let's consider the situation once more.”

They went together, leaving the other three wondering
what fresh development had caused the sudden sericusness to
come to their leaders,

“Now, iz Zelling likely to attack us in the dark, or wait
until dayhght?' asked Dexter.

“If he meant to do it by daylight, he would have been here
by now,” Hood argued. * Probably he's waiting until we
try to start the launch off again.”

“Yes,” Dexter nodded. *“*But we're not going to -tart
to-might. He might change his mind, and come for vs, in
which case :

He broke off as he weighed up all the possibilities in his
mind. Then he turned to Hood quite sharply.

“We'll get back and start on the defensive work right
now,’” he said quickly.

Back at the launch, he and Hood speedily decided on their
defensive methods, for that night at all events,

“If they don’t come, and nothing at all happens, we can
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“STRAIGHT AS A DIEI”

zo ahead to-morrow on some brighter scheme,” Dexter saud
“Meantime, how far do you think we can get the beat bacek,
Walters?"

“Not very far, sir,” the sailor answered,
on the bottom now.” ' :

“Well, we'll get her as far as we can,” Dexter ordered.
“Lend a hand, Hood. Come aiong you two!l”

The five of them persuaded the launch to move
twenty yards up the little waterway. -

Here the trees and the undergrowth were denser than ever,
and it was almost dark.

Dexter surveyed the new position, then began to give
orders to all of them,

“ Cut down some of the branches, Walters. We'll hide the

“YWe'vre nearly

about

boat as miuch as possible. Give him a hand, Burke. You
lielp to ornament the launch, Darrell.” ‘ .
He himself set to work, and Hood assisted valiantly. XNot

only was the launch almost completely screened, bag they
laid big branches across the waterway itself,

The five laboured strenuously, not caring greatly about the
noise they made.

“We won't go aboard the launch,” Dexter decided. * It
will cramp us too much. Let's sce! I guess they'll come
from this side—if they do come.”

He indicated the night side of the waterway as he steod)
facing the main river,

“Now, if we edn get some sort of protection behind the
boat, and on the left side, we should have a fair chance.
I don’t think they can work round us—if we're on the watch,
What about a bit of entrenching work? Do you think we
can manage 1t?"

A Grand, Long, Complcte Storv of Harry
wharton & Co. Dy FAANK RICHARDS.
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“We'll try." Hond agreed, and with the axe and odd tools
they began to work a clear space among the trees, piling the
da_li:fr[s in front, and gradually scooping out the soft, moist
H011.

“A bit damip,” Dexter remarked, “buot it will make quite
a comfortable shake-down, so we shall be able to rest, even
if they don't come.”

The shelter they had constructed was not exactly a finished
affair, Its chief advantage lay in the fact that if anyone
came in the early morning those who were in the shallow
trench would be completely hidden from view,

A mass of tangled creepers and ferns in the front simply
made the place look like a more dense part of the wood.
Not that they were very well able to judge, since by the
time they had done the work it was completely dark, and
they had to move cautiously in order to find their way
about.

“Is there anything else?” Dexter asked. “You'd better
take my revolver, Hood, as you haven't got one. Walters
and I will use the rifles, Come along, Walters! We'll get
everything we need off the boat.”

" The two struggled back eventually, bearing various things
they thought might be useful, and planted them down in
their new resting-place.

“I don’t believe they'll dream of coming to-night,” Dexter
remarked. “I'm hanged if 1 can see any of you. It's too
dark for anything !

“And I can’t make out where my observation window is,”
Hood retorted. “*I think we can have our little supper, and
go to sleep. Can someone pass me a biscuit?”

Walters had been posted at one end, and Dexter at the
other. Derwent Hood was in the centre, with Darrell on
one side and Burke on the other. Neither of the bovs had
any weapon at all, and their Instructions were simply to
keep down if anything did happen.

“DBut I doa't think anything will,”” Dexter said. “T'll keep
my eyes open for anvthing for an hour or two, then Tl
waken you, Hood. ¥You may all just as well try and get
what rest you can. We shall have a fairly strenuous day to-
morrow, 1 expect.” ;

“You're right,)” Hood agreed. “I'm geing to tumble
off right now, and you youngsters had better do the same.
But don't let me have too long, Dexter. You haven't had
very peaceful nighta yourself just lately. Good-night!”

From long experience and training, Derwent Hood was
asleep within five minutes, yet a touch would have wakened
him. Walters was almost as good, and Darrell, Iving between
the two, heard their regular breathing, which suggested
that, despite the discomforts of their bed, they were both as
happy as on a luxurious couch,

But Jack Darrell himself could not sleep, though he was
thoroughly tired and weary. Almost lie wished that he had
been put by Teddy Burke that he might inquire from time to
time how his chumn progressed.

He drew the thin mackintosh sheet clozer about him, and
tried to banish cvery thought from his mind. Dut never in
all the strange experiences of the last few weeks had hLe
felt the eeric sense of mystery so strongly as he did now.

The silence was overpowering, exaggerated by the ocea-
sional break which came when some strange bird or creature
rave voice. And the darkuess was tangible, something vou
sould feel and touch.

He put up his hand, but it waz as though he had plunged
it into a warm, black mist, and it was completely hidden from
V1EW,

Nor could lie see even the faint outline of the form lying
next him. Now and again he put forth his hand cautiousls,
aind felt very gently to make certain that Derwent Hoocd
was still near him,

Darrell had never been afraid in his life; certainly he liad
never known until to-night what the fear of darkness meant,
But now the faintest rustle of the leaves or movement of
the branches and ereepers piled in front of their restine
place set his heart throbbing, and made him hold every
muscle in his body tense and taut, ready for the blow
which in some vague way he expected to fall,

But nothing happened. He bepan to wonder if Dexter Liad
also fallen asleep, or whether he would over awaken Hood.
Jack wished for the time when he would give the signal,
if only to reassure him that the two men were there and
knew of the dangers about them.

Almost he felt inclined to waken Hoad himself. The feel
ing grew on him as curious sounds, very soft and pentle,
yet distinet from anything he had heard before, came to him.

He put out his hand towards Hood. then felt it gripped
Armly and reassuringly.

“All right, sonny?" Hood whispered soltly.
bit jumpy "

“No,” Jack anzwered, rather doubtfully,
[ heard something, ™
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“Don't worry,” Hood whispered back.
wouldn't be so mad By Jove!” :

Even while he spoke the sound of breaking branches
reached them.

Dexter's voice called out softly but clearly:

“All right, Hood! Tell Walters!”

It was to Jack Darrell an agonising moment. and had he
but known it, Teddy Burke, lying still and quiet not *four
feet from him, was going through exactly the same
gensulions.,

He wanted to shout cut or to get up: anything to break
the tension of this silent waiting.

Suddenly the darkness was broken. A light burst through
the trees, illuminating for a few brief moments even their
hiding-place. Just for a second or so Jack Darrell could see
the pale outline of Derwent Hood’s face, and could distinguish
the fact that his neighbour had turned over and was now
lying so that he could raise himself on his hands and look
forward.

Then the light disappeared and the
branches grew louder and more frequent.

Only one command came from Midshipman Dexter,

“Don’t move!” he said, quite clearly and distinctly, and
there was no note of fear or nervousness in his voice,

“Even Zelling

sound

of breaking

Midshipman Dexter Suffers.

Immediately following Dexter’s command the light came
again, This time it scemed to last longer, and, il anything,
was more powerful.

“Tireworks free!” Derwent Hood whispered, and it
relieved Jack wonderfully to feel that Hood could stiil joke.

He tried to make out from where the light came, but the
trees around and overhead, while letting some of the
lumination through, prevented any clear vision,

The second light was followed by several cries and the
sound of firing. But the noise was some distance away, and
it was impossible to distinguish what the shouting was about.

For a space the darkness was supreme again. The shout-
ing, however, grew more general and came nearer. It

seemed as though the wood was filled with men, struggling
to work their way through.

A splash and a ery told of one unfortunate who had made
a false step. Jack felt Derwent Hood come near him again,
and heard his whisper,

“ Bathing strictly prohibited!” he said, then turned and
gave the joke to Teddy Burke.

Whether he did it with a purpose or not, it had one good
effect. It steadied the youngsters’ nerves. Thev felt that,
after all, this was real adventure, and the cold clammy
terror which had been hovering round never gained its
chance with them again.

Onee more the light came. And this time they heard a
scund—a curious, hissing noise, followed by a crackling and
gentle roar. The brightness increased, and rieht ahead of
them thev saw a sheet of Hame,

For a moment even Dexter and Heood were startled. The
effect was extraordinary, and at first they could not even
suess what the canse was,

“Keep down!” Dexter issued a quick warning, not
knowing whether it was necessary or not.

They peered through.the observation-holes they had made
in the screen and watched in wonder the strange display
before them.

On the other side of the narrow waterwav it seemed as
though a huge bonfire had been lighted, and its Aames leapt
upward, greedily devouring the undergrowth and strugzling
to eat into the big trees.

In the light of the fire curious, distorted fizures leapt
before them, darting in and out among the black trunks of
the trees. There were wild eries of alarm, and, mingled with
the human voices, the weird shrieks and calls of the hirds
and other creatures who were alarmed and terrified by this
invasion of their terntory,

Utter confusion reigned, and the five watchers for a time
neither thought of nor considered their own safety., They
could see the black forms of men leaping and struggline.
Some of them almost reached the boat, but, stepping on to
ihe branches which had been put across the stream, wero
plunged into the water, | _

They could hesr them struggling and shouting among
the tangled mass. And all the time the flames grew bigger
and wider, now darting along the ground, then spurting
upward in a mighty effort to veach the topmost branches.

The fire came nearer the five, so that Dexter at last called
out to Hood.

“What are we to do?” he asked. “Had we better get
out of this?"
“ Presently,” Derwent Hood answered. “There's no
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immediate danger. The stream is our protection. DBut the
boat’s getting scdrched.” ' |

He was right. The flames were now running all along the
right side of the waterway, and the branches covering the
boat were ablaze. The roar was unpleasant, and the heat and
acrid smoke became almost unbearable.

The black figures had %une—wlmrc, no ona could say.
Probably they had made for the river and escaped, thoeugh
some of them were certain to have received injuries,

It was Walters who made the first. move. He stoed
upright and surveyed the flames that now seemed intent on
consuming the boat upon which the sailor had spent so much
time only a few hours ago. .

Very cautiously he stepped forward, and Dexter did not
call him back.  When Walters stood on the bank of the
stream, so near the boat that the flames almost touched him,
Dexter also rose and followed him. .

In the drifting smoke-clouds they could see the two making
desperate efforts to reach the burning branches with other
branches they had picked up. .

At last, with a groan, it seemed, the burning mass fell
into the stream, where for a time it burned less fiercely, but
still quite sufficiently viclently to bhe dangerous

Walters dropped into the water and began to push the mass
down. Seeing this, Hood now came from his place, and he
and Dexter took a hand.

The fire in the wood on the other side seemed tc have run
its course. Here and there a flame kept shooting up as the
smouldering fire crept along and discovered some dry under-
growth still unconsumed. But it had apparently not cavered
a really great avea, and must have encountered other water-
ways, which, if not sufficient to kill it altogctber, were
enough to check it and keen the flames within the narrow
area where it first began.

In the water the three men struggled for a quarter of an
hour or so pushing the burning branches further from the
boat and deeper into the water. - ‘ ‘

Success attended their efforts at last. - Nothing remained
but the acrid smoke, which half-blinded them, znd filled their
mouths and nostrils so that they could scarcely breathe.

Jack Darrell and Teddy Burke had not remained behind
in their temporary bed very long. They had even assisted
in the business of keeping the flames down by putting out
cny little five that started on their side of the stream.

Now they all stood together again. Here and there could
Le seen a tongue of fire leaping up in the blackness of the
wood, a remnant of the great sheets that had held sway for a
time. - .

“ And now,” Derwent Hood was the first to speek, * what
damage have we suffered? No personal injuries, I hopa®”

They had not been unfortunate in that. Dexter had a foot
slightly scorched when he had been too energetic in repressing
the flames. It began to trouble him a litile now that he
was out of the water, .

Walters was also burnt a little.
serious.

“It's the boat I'm thinking of,” Walters said.
got that little lamp of yours, Mr. Dexter?” .

The midshipman found his pocket flash-lamp, and he and
Walters clambered over to the launch.

It did not take them long to discover that the damage
here was considerable, The cenire of the boat where the
engines was had been practically burnt out. _

Strangely enough, it was the ironwork which at first
appeared to have suffered most., The woodwork was badly
scorched in places, but the boat was still water-tight so far
as thevy could judge.

“It's the petrol,” Walters said. " The engine's done in,
gir. 1 don’t think we'll ever repair that.”

His judgment was unfortunately too true.
blow to Dexter, but he said very little,

“How on earth did they start the fire?" he asked. *“ It
wasn't done purposely.”

But there was nothing very

“Have you

It was a nasty
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“Y think it's fairly obvious,” Hood said slowly. *They
must have made a kind of firework sort of roman-candle
affair, you know, with the idea of showing their party where
we lay. Probably they expected it would terrify us, too.

“But how would they use it?” Dexter asked. * Not in the
woods, surely ™

“No; someone on the boat which they came over in would
fire it—probably, though I don't know, in the samc way as
they'd send up a rocket. Only this would give a brilliang
light for quite a minute if they sent it up properly and made
it in the right way. I've scen them used before.”

“PBut what madness to use them in a place like this!”
Dexter said. : ]

“Not if they did evervthing properly. The thing would
burn itself out before it fell. Evidently it was a rush job,
and one of them cume down before. its time. Result—they
had a bonfire as well as the fireworks.”

“ And did us more damage than if everything had gone well
for them!” Dexter said bitterly. “I wouldn’t have minded
a fight in the least, but to see our own boat practically burnt
out without being able to do a thing to save if, is pretty rough
luck. I'll get the poor wreck back to the Chatswood some-
how or other."” : '

To Dexter the injury to the boat was the worst blow he had
siffered so far, and 1t altogether overshadowed in his mind
the fact that the attack on them had failed utterly.

Derwent Hood scarcely shared the despondency. Zelling
had failed, and it would probably be some time before he
made another attempt. It was pessible even that they would
be altogether free from him now.

“No use crying over burnt hoats, Dexter,” he said
presently. “Our next move, I think, ought to be to get to
the top of the hill. It isn’t much use staying down here to
watch over the boat now, and we can think about it much
more comfortably up there.”

“Yes,"” Dexter agreed regretfully.
pleasant atmosphere down here.
can carry, and we'll trek.”

He and Walters exploved the boat again, and brought out
various half-burnt packages. The others also climbed across
the boat to the other side of the stream. Then, each one
lzllf_iexl'; with anything worth carrying, they began their slow
climb.

The first signs of dawn were beginning to show when at
last the five reached the top and stood clear of the woods.
For a time they simply lay there, all of them feeling the
reaction from the experiences of the past night.

Dexter stood up presently and looked about him.

“We're in a bright position now,” he said gloomily.
*“What's your opinion of the situation, IHood?"

“I haven't got one yet,” Hood answered gquite cheerfully.
“Zelling and his crowd seem to be tied up on that side of
the river, and we're in the same position here. How on earth
we're ever going to get out of 1t I don’t quite see just yet.
But we're still alive, and that's a lot in our favour. Cheer
up, Dexter!  You've pulled through worse troubles than
this, I'll be bound!”

Dexter laughed. Occasionally he struck a bad patch, and
for five minutes, but rarely any longer, he viewed everything
from a pessimist’'s point of view. DBut after that his natural
courage and fghting spirit reasserted itself.

“You're right, Hood,” he answered. “We are in a mess,
but I guess we're not going to sit down and cry about it.
The Chatswood will be waiting for us presently, and with
a bit of luck I'm going to take my poor old launch back
to her, with you lot all abeard. We'll have a confab on the
eubject here and now "
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By Frank Richards.

In next Monday's magnificent, long, complete story of the
chums of Greyfriars we are introduced to Paul Sydney, a
good-leoking new boy, who is a ward of Ferrers Locke, the
famous  detective. There is some consternation when it
becomes known that he is to disturbh the harmony of INo. 1
Study; but Harry Wharton & Co. become very chummy
with the new arrival, despite the fact that the latter seems
to have a secret of some sort weighing on his mind, What
that sceret is, Snaith of the Shell makes it his duty to dis-
cover. IHe weaves a net whereby he hopes to bring about
the downfall of Sydney, and things look very black indeed
against the new junior, especially when his past--a very
shady one—is brought to light.  Ferrers Locke, however,
brings his magaificent skill and powers of deduction to bear
upon the case, and there is short shrift for the unworthy
Snaith; while S8ydney himself is proved, beyond all possible
doubt, to be

“STRAIGHT AS A DIE!"

HARRY WHARTON IN “THE PENNY FOPULAR.”
What Do YOU Think of the ldea?

The following letter from a Manchester reader of the
“ Magnet ” Library touches upon a very important subject :

**Dear - Editor,—You always express vourself as being
-willing to receive and condider any suggestions yvour chums
may have to bring forward, so I am making bold to write
to you in connection with a subject very dear to the hearts
of most of us -the Harry Wharton stories,

** Now, it 15 an unfortunate fact, but none the less true,
that the only paper in which we ean read of our favourites

1s the * Magnet' Library, Once upon a time vou had short-

stortes of Greyfriars in ‘ Chuckles’; then yvou had them in
the * Dreadnought’; but since that lamented journal shut up
shop there have been no fresh developments. ~ Could ¥ou not
contrive, Mr. Kditor, to introduce Harry Wharton ‘and his
famous chums into * The Penny Popular "7 T think it would
be a splendid idea, and am sure it will be a proved of if
you put it to the vote. It is scarcely fair that Tom Merry &
Co. should get all the limelight, and our own heroes be put
in the shade,

“ My chums are with me, heart and soul, in this request,-——
Yours 1'D$Fcctf ully, Howarp V. Tracey.”

Many thanks, Master Tracey! T have many times medi-
tated on the same subject, but have said nothing, sinee [
considered my chums wished for nothing more than the long,
complete school tale in the ““Magnet.” However, if they
will let me know their views on this very important gquestion,
I shall be happy to move in the matter,

In any case, 1t would be impossible for me to take ont the
Tom Merry story from  The Penny Popular’; but why not
have an amalgamation, and make the story deal every week
with both Tom Merry and Harry Wharton? Thus, instead
of having tales of the early schooldays of the 8t. Jim's
characters, we should be having entirely new stories, written
in vigorous, up-to-date fashion, and dealing with the great
rivalry which exists between the two schools,

Fivery keen Magnetite and lover of Harry Wharton should
let me have his opinion now.

PLAYING THE GAME,

I have rpeceived a long letter from “ Eleven Loval New
Cross Readers, ' who, in an honest, straightforward way,
speak their minds on certain subjects in connection with the

—_———

T

Printed and Published by the Pr-:-p;'iﬁtc:rs at The F]eétwa'n,r House, Farrin
Gotch, Ltd., Melbourne, Sydney, Adelaide, Drisbane, and Wellington, N.Z. : for

Johannesburg. Bubscription, 7s. per annwm,

nn:l is only too willing to glve his best advice to them if the '
ditieulty or in trouble. . . . Whom to write to : Editor, The * Magnet
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.
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are in

“Magnet ' Library and’ |
its companion paper, the
“UGem 7 Library.

I am sure my New
“ross chums will pardon
ne for not being able to
2ublish  their letter on
this page, but I will con-
dense o few of their eriti-
cisms in tabulated form, thus:

1. The Editor's Chat DPage contain usef:l

should
articles instead of advice to readers, . .
2. Two weeks after * The Jow of 8¢, Jim's’

appearcd
in the “Gem' Library a South African reader was
replied to in connection with the story. This leads us
to believe that the * Replies in Brief ' are not genuine,

3. A week or so ago we saw that two fathers of
Muagnetites wrote complaining to you, and you “told
them off.”” Was this right?

I will endeavour to give my eleven chums straicht replies
to their straight questions First of all, let me observe that
I left off publishing articles solely at the request of my
readers. If the latter prefer that 1 should shorten my weekly
Chat, and reintroduce articles, I will willinglv do =o.

With regard to the second subject, I should like to
point out that our * Roplies in Brief "' are never “faked.”
The inference is an odious one. Whatever system may he
in vogue so far as other joarnals are concerned, 1 can
honestly claim that the .** Magnet " and “Gem ' are clean
and above-board. There are so many hundreds of enthusi.
astic letters waiting to be réplied to in this office that I
shoild -have no need to put in falsified replies, even if T
were despicable enough to contemplate doing so. As a
matter of fact, the letter in question from a South African
reader was sent to me some weeks before “ The Jew of
St. Jim's” appeared, and my remark in the “ Replies in
Brief . meant, in a mshell; *“ How. did you like the story ¥
It did not, of course, mean that my South African chum had
already read the tale, for he hadn’t, ;

As for the third question, I have had ample proof that the
offensive lefter referred to was written jointly by a couple
of hare-brained boys, and not by fathers of Magnetites at
all. That was why my reply was short and cutting.

My Noew Cross friends ask me several minor gquestions,
but T have no space to record them all. If, however, thoy
will send a representative up to sce me, I shall be pleased to
satisfy him that the lines on which these papers are run are
straight, manly, and honourable, Honesty and fair dealing
are considered old-fashioned and out of date in many circles,
but your Editor has found them pay, and will never have
cause to deviate from his unswerving course of plaving the
game,

STILL IN SUSPENSE.
““The Great Secret' is still a secret—until
Purchase next Monday’s * Magnet,” and
general rejoiving !

next woenl,
share 1n tha

KEEPLIES IN BRIEFE

Walter G. (Melbourne).—I have no copy available of “Tha
Race to the Tuckshop.” Sorry!

Stanley Taylor (Bath).—Eat plenty of good and nourishing
food, and keep off cigarettes. You might also take up a
course of physical exercises.

William R. R. (Chatham).—T was much impressed by your
letter. Tt is certainly strange that there are so few replies
to Chatham readers, but it cannot be due to lack of
enthusiasm. Thanks for your promise to back up the two
coming additions to the companion papers.

W. M. (Norseman, Western Australia).—Tom Brown and
Hazeldene are each fiftesn years of age.

(Continued on page jif of cover.)

gidon St;e-e!; Lnndnn,_liﬁglaild. Agents for Australia: Gordon &
South Africa: Central News Agency, Ltd., Cape Town and
Baturday, October 23rd, 1915,
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