“CLUE TO A FORTUNE!" s vomverey s ot stcams. e

T

No. 1,483. Vel XX, EYERY WEDNESDAY.

Week Ending Apiil 11th, 1936.




2

THE PIECE OF PAPER THAT WAS WORTH TWENTY THOUSAND POUNDS —

" Take zat,' sald Mara Luigl in a low veice.

Tom Merry. ' I undorstand.”

CHAPTER 1.
First Aid !

" RE you weady, deab boy ™
Arthur Augustus IFArey,
of the Fourth Form at St
Jim's, asked the guestion. He
looked into the Shell dormitory through
his famous eyegluss,

“Shan’t be & tick, Gussy !” said Tom
Merry cheerfully.

“Wight-ho!” said IMArey. “The
fellows are waitin’ in the quad, you
know. You were a feahful ass to get
lines this aftahnoon, Tomn Mewwy, when
we're goin’' out on a Scout wun!”

“Asgs 17 said Tom Merry politely, as
ke plunged into his Boy 8cout garb. “1
didn’t ask old Linton for the lines.
But I shall be ready in a tick.”

It was a glorious afternoon, and a

Jralf-holiday at Bt, Jim's. Down in the
gundrangla- a crowd of juniors in Boy
dout costurne were waiting for Tom
Merry, their leader. Tom had been
detained to do lines, hence the delay.
But he was changing now at lightning
speed; and Arthur Augustus D' Arey,
standing in an elegant atiitude at the
door, watched him through his eyeglass
with  great  admiration. Changing
clothes was a long and painstaking
operation with Arthur Augistns D'Arcy.
Tue Gex Liprarvy —No. 1,568,

“Pway don’t bweak your neck about
it, deah boy!” he remarked. “I'd
wathah wait & few minutes extwa than
buwwy a chap in chengin' his clebbah.
I'm afwaid your tie is wathah cwooked.”

“That's all right.”

“¥ou have laced your boots wathah
iwwegulahly.”

“Go hon *

“How long are you going to keep us
waiting, Iom Merry?”' came Monty
Lowther’s voice along the passage from
the stairs.

“ Ready !

Fom l{Iarry jammed on his wide-
brimmed hat, picked up his staff, and
rushed for the door. It had not taken
him three minutes to change. He
charged playfully at Arthur Au%ushu
IYArcy with his staff held like a lance,
and the swell of 8t. Jmm's hopped
through the deor in a hurry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—" he
protested.

“Come on, Gussy! Don't keep the
fellows waiting.”

And Toam Merry linked his arm in
Avthur Augustus D'Arey’s, and rushed
himn along the passage. Tom Merry was
in great spirits. He was overjoyed at
getting out of the Form-room after his
detention, and at the prospect of a run
in the woods on a bright, fresh after-
noon, He rushed Arthur Auvgustus down

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

" 1 have write zers where it is zat e money ia.

Capite 7 '

" Yea,” said
5 Jf | no coms to you vizin four day,'" went on fhe Kalian, * you keep socret and
find ze money [ "’

the passage towards the stairs at top
s ci in spite of the protest of that
eﬁfgm yvouth, Arthor Augustus gasped
for breath, and sirove in vain to get hig
arm away

“ Pway welesse me, Tom Mewwy [”

"(lome on [”

“You are thwowin’ me into guite &
fluttah, you awful ase! Wa shall wun
into somebady [* shrieked D’Arcy, as he
was whirled along at top speed.

Tom Merry chuckled.

“All the worse for somebody, then!”
he said.

And he led Arthor Auvgustus down-
stairs three at a time.

“Bai Jove! Weally—I— Oh!”

As they dashed round the landing at
the bend of the staircase, Levison and
Mellish of the Fourth were coming
upstairs. Levison and Mellish did not
belong to the Boy Scouts’ organisation
at St. Jim's, and they were not taking
part in the run that afternoon.

The two wasters of the Bchool House
were more likely to be found smoking
cheap cigareties in the box-room than
taking part in any healthy outdoor
exercise. Levison and Mellish did not
care for exercise in any form, bnt they
received sotne now, that wea as sudden
as it was violeni.

The two Scouts rushed
them, snd they went flying.

without permission strictly forbidden,)
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Levison
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—THRILLS, FUN, AND ADVENTURE THROUGHOUT THIS GREAT ST. JIM'S YARN,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

ARy

caught hold of the banisters, and just
saved himself, and held on for his fifo.
and Mellish went flying downstairs with
& wild yell, He had grabbed hold of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, and the swell
of 8t. Jim's rolled down with him. Tom
Merry sat down vielently on the staira,

*Oh, crumbs{*

Bump, bump, bump |

“ 0‘VI 1”

“Bai Jove !”

D’Arcy and Mellish rolled on the mat
?ﬁ t:l[]‘a otclllt of the stairs. Th?i swell of

s Fourth sat up gasping, end groping
wildly for his ayegfass. Eut o boot had
crashed upen that famous monocle, and
it wans deatined never again to he
jammed into the aristocratic eye of the
swell of St. Jim’s.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry
broathlessly, ms he sat on the stairs,

“Gweat Scott!”

“Ow!” groaned Mellish, " My legs
are broken| Yow! You're sitting en
my ohest, you silly chumgl Gerroff 1

“Pway excuse me, deah boy, 1
weally didn’t notice it,” said Arthur
Augustus, serambling off Mellish, *1I
am sowwy,"”

“0Oh! You silly chump!*

“Weally, Mellish——"
. “You dangerous fathead! I'm in-
jured| What do you mcan by rushing
into & fellow on the stairs—yow! You
ought te be locked wp in a lunatic
asylum—groogh| Oh|”

‘Ha, ha, hal”

Y“Weally, Tom Mewwy, there is
nothi' to lauph at. My eyeglass is
bwoken, and Mellish says his legs are
bwoken, I shall have to po to my
study and geb a new eyeglass.”

“Ha, ha, ha! You'd belter get
Mellish some new legs, too, if they’re
broken.”

“Ow I” groaned Mellish, *I
compleain to the Head| Ow !’

Tom Merry rose and came downstrirs
at & more moderate pace now. Mellish
was still groaning on the floor. He
bad had a mest unpleasant bump, and
he was not the kind of fellow to take
it good-humouredly.

“Can't you get up?’ asked Tom
Merry sympathetically.

“Ow! Nol”

“What on earth’s the matter 7 asked
Jack Blake, coming in from the quud.

“Mellish has fallen downstairs, asnd
his legs mre broken, and he can't gei
up,” explained Tom Merry.

lnko grinned. He knew that Percy
Mellish was malingering, in order to
make the most of his mishap, and
Blake had no mercy on malingerers,

“Well, if Mellish is crocked, it's up
to us as Boy Scouts to render first aid,”
he said.

“Yaas, wathah I”

“Ow ¥ groaned Mellish.

“You can’t get up ?"” demanded Blake.

“Owl! Nal Owl”

shall

“Then what you want is first aid.”
Blake frasped his Scout staff and poked
the fallen junior int the ribs with it.

Mellish gave a roar.

“Hallol His lungs aren’t hurt, at
any rate,’’ said Tom Merry, “Can you
move now, Lellish?”

“0h, leave off! Yow!" roared Mel-
lish, as Blake prodded lLim in the ribs
Bgain,

Blake shook his head.

“I'm not going to leave off when I'm
administering first aid fto an injured
person,” he replied. “¥ou'll be able

to get up as soon as I’ve prodded you
thoroughly. Vou'll see.”

Prod, prod, prod!

“Yaroooh!”  yelled Mellish, *‘Qh,
you beast |*

He leaped to his feet.

“There!” said Blake {riumphantly.
“I told you so! Completely restored
by“a simple ndn}jnistrmtian of first aid.”

8,

Mellish scowled savagely, and went
upstairs. Levison was waiting for him
on the landing. Levison was scowling
savagely, but he did not care to ven-
ture within reach of the Beouts' staves.
On the mat where Mellish had been
lying a little packet lay, and Jack
Blake picked it up with s sniff of
contempt.

“Cigarettes I’ he said scornfully.

“The rotters!” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!"

Mellish stopped on the stairs and
scowled down at the Scouts.

“I'm going to compluin to Mr, Rail-
ton about your knocking me down-
stairs,” he growled. *You ail]i set of
guys! You'll jolly well get licked 1™

“Don't forget to mention that you've
dropped your cigarettes, you Tolter,
when you make the complaint!” said
Blake, holding up the packet.

Mellish started.

“(ive that to me!” he shouted.

“(Clan't be did |'” Blake replied. “Il's
against the rules, you know, and very
bad for the wind. These smokes are

LA TL LT T TITL TS

Just a piece of paper with a
pencilled message, but it was the
clue to a fortune hidden on a
lonely isle in the Adriatic!
And with three desperate crocks
seeking its =ecret, the paper
comes into the hands of Tom
Merry of St. Jim's !

T

confiseated, and I'm going to chuck
them into the first ditech I como to.
Ta-ta [

“That packet’s my property I'" yelled
Mellish, *“*Give it to me!”

“(ome and take it,”’ suggested Blake.

Mellish did not accept that invita-
tion. He scowled furiously, and the
Scouts lavghed, and went out into the
guadrangle.

“ IHera you are at last,” said Manners,

“We've been waiting for you, you
duffers! Are you all ready?”
“Gussy! Where are you going,

Gussy ¥’

“1t’s all wight, deah boy! I shan't
be a few minutes! T've got to get
anathah eyegluss 17

Bloke grasped his elegant chum by
the arm, and dragged him out into the

uad.

“This isn’'t an eyeglass brigede,” he
said, *Come on!”

“Weally, Blake—"'

“PBesides,” sald Meonty Lowther
solemnly, “you'll be able to scout better
if you don't have a pane in your eye,
Ghussy,™

“Weally, Lowthah—*

“We're all here,” said Tom Merry.
“The New House bounders are wait-
ingl, over there by the gates. Come
on |

And
quad,

Arthur Augustus'
the most acute distress,

the Beouts started across the

face showed signs of
Blake kept a

tight grip on his erm, uopparently
chlivious of his chum’s cﬁnrtsp to re-
lease himself.

“Blake, deah boy, I must have my
cyeglass, you W,

“Can't you see without de-
manded Blake.

“Yaas, but—"

“But rats!' said Blake cheerfully.

And the Bchool House fellows joined
the New House crowd, who were wait-
ing at the pates for them, and the
whole party went streaming down the
road, And then the face of Avthur
Augustus D*Arey lighted up suddenly
as he ngEd in his pocket.

“It's ali wight ¥’ he exclaimed,

“What's all right?”’

“I've got anothali in my pocket.”

And Arthur Augustus jammed the
monocle in hiz eye, and walked on
cheerfully.

it

CHAPTER 2.
A Sudden Surprise !

T was a glorious afterncon. Tha
sun glinted on the fresh green
leaves of the wood, end fell in
golden pocls on the greensward

under the trees.

The 8t. Jim's Bcouls were in great
spirits, The dim recesses of the wood
echoed with their merry voices.

Tom Merry called d balt in & deep
green plade.

“Now, you fellows know the pro-
gramme,” he said. “Gussy and I have
got o have five minutes start, and then
you track us down, If we keep out
of your hands and get back to Bt,
Jim's, you're beaten. Remember that
wo nre giddy foreign spies, scouting in
aclvance of an invading army, and do
your best.”’

“Yaas, wathah, deah boys! And
womembeh the motto of the Boy Scouts.
' Be pwepared— "

“Q0h, you won't get through!” said
Jack Biake confidently. “We shall
have to fix up something else after this.
We shall lay you by the heels in ten
minutes after the start,” )

* Weally, Blake—'"

Tom Merry laughed.

“T don't think you will,” he re-
marked. * We shall give you plenty to
do all the afterncen, 1 think, and when
you get back to Bt Jim's you'll find
us having tea in the study,”

“Rats!” said Blake promptly.

“The contest closes et five o'clack,”
continued Tom Merry. “If you haven't
caught us by then, you go back to the
school. But if you see us outside the

ates, we're still liable to capture.

hat clear?"

"(Clear as mud,” said Monty Lowther
genially.

“Who's going to be left in command,

then!"” asked Figgins of the New
House.

Blake smiled.

“I don’t think there's much doubt
on that point,” he said.

Figgins nodded,

“Well, I suppose not,” he said. “Of

course, it will hayo to be a New Iouse
ap.
“Now don't you be a fathead "
“Order "’ said Tom Merry. "I'm
Scout-leader, I think, and you chaps
have to obey orders. I name the com-
manding officer.”
“I'm willing to give somchedy a
thick ear who says it ought not ta be

a New House chap,” snid Figgins
generously.

“Order! I leave Blake in com-
mand.”

Tug Gex Lisrary.—No, 1,460,
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“90n, don't bo funny ™

“Againet the rules for s Scout to tell
his loader not to be funny,” said Kerr
of the New House, ‘ Especially when
ke can't help it.”

"J{a, ha, hai?

“Order ¥ rosred the commander-in-
chief, “I leave I'iggins sccond in com-
mand. Now, no House rows while I
haven't got my eye on you, you know.
Five minutes start, and then you've got
to track ns down. Ready, Gussy?®

“Yaas, wathal "

“Come on, then!”

And Tom Merry and D'Arcy disap-
peared inte the wood.

I'iggins took out his watch to time the
start. Two or three other fellows took
out watches, Fatty Wynn of the Faurih
took out a packei of sandwiches, Moan-
while, the two “hares” plunged into
the depths of the wood.

“Pway be carveful not to leave any
twacks, Tom Mewwy, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus, as Tom pushed back
a cling mass. of brambles.

“Ass ¥ said Tow Merry. “You've
left_two big hoof-marks here! Look 1*

“Bai Jove, I didn't ohserve that the
gwound was so soft |”

“Use your eyes!’ said his leader
severely., “Now, follow me!”

Tom Merry swung himsclf into the
lower branches of a big tree.  Arihur
Augustus fastened his eyeglass into his
eye and looked after him in surprise.

“Bai Jove, there's no timo for playin’
twicks now, Tom Mewwy!l” he
expostulated.

“Ass| Follow inel”

*“ What forp”

“We're going this way for a bit to
puzzle the pack.”

“Bai Jove, it will bo howwibly wulf
on our clothes 1" said Arthur Augustus,
in dismay. “And those bwanches are
vewy dirty to take hold of.”

“] see you've forgotten your kid
gloves,” said the chin% Beont swreasti-
cally. “Don’t you remember the motto
—'Be prepared'i”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“If you stand there talking much
longer the pack will be on the back of
your neck,” aspid the Bhell fellow
pleasantly. “The time’s up now, and
they've started.”

Arthur Augustus sighed, His Boy
Scout costume was a picture to behold—
so clean and neat and elegant it was.
But evidently it had to be sacrificed;
and D'Arey, remembering that he was
training himself to defend his native
land some day, hercically nerved him-
sclf for the sacrifice. With his eyeglass
fluttering loose &t the end of ils cord, he
swung himself into the tree.

Tom Merry worked along the branch,
where it.peuetrated the branches of the
next tree, and swung himself from one
to the other. The trees grew very
thickly in this part of the weod, and
progress was easy for an active lad with
plenty of nerve. Tom Merry had plenty
of nerve; and Arthur Augusius D'Arey
fcared nothing but spoiling his hands,
But suddenly T'om Berry fonnd that his
companion was stopping behind.

He turned his head and peered
through the foliage. He could see an
clegant leg among the leaves; but that
was all that was visible of Arthur
Augustus ID’Arey.

“Why don't you coma on?” he called
out, in a suppressed voice.

“I'm caught, deah bLoy.”

#Caught! What's the matbtor?”

“My beastly monocle has caught in
the bwanchoes [

“Jerk it

Toe Gem Liprary.—No. 1,469.

“Tf 1 bweak the stwing the glass will
be lost.”

“Losa it, them, fathcad! What doés
it matter ¥

" Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

Y Buek up, you chump! The pack are
lockin' for us now I

“Pway weait a minute 1"

Tem Merry breathed hard through
Lis nose.

“You fearful ass!” he murmured.

“1 weluse to be called a feahfu] ass,
Tom Mewwy 1™

TWill vou comn on??

“Yaas, when I've weleased my eye-
glasa.”

“Don’t Jaw;
voice ¥

“Yewy well, deah boy, I won't say a
word. In the cires, it would be more
5wudcnt not to speak to oune anothah,

ealr boy. Den’t you think so?” asked
Arthur  Augustus innocenily, as he
struggled with the refractory monocle.

“You chump! What are you doing
now "

“Extwactin® my ereglass.”

“Will you ecome on?”

“Pway don't call out like that, Tom
Mewwy. It would be nuch more
cautious not to uttah a word. I think
we had bettah keep our mouths shut,
deah boy, &3 sound twavels vewy far iu
the open air, you know, and they may
hear va. It would be awfully wotten
to be caught in the first gnarteh of an
hour, deah Loy, I think—"

“ Shut up 1 breathed Tom Merry.

“Certainly, deah boy! That's what
I'm wecommendin',” said Arthur
Augnstus, in surprise. “I considah——"

“You awful ass! IKecp your silly
head shut, and come on1”

“It'z all wight now,”

And the eyeglass having been rescued,
Arthur Avgustus erawled along tho
branch, and joined the leader in the
next tree.

Tom Merry eyed him grimly.

“Now, buck up, deah boy!" said
IXArvey briskly. “ Mustn't waste time,
you know. And be sure you don't talk.

think——"

“If you don’t shut up,” breathed Tom
Merry, “I'll hammer you! Do you
understand that?”

“I should wefuse to bo hammahed,
deah bay. I—"

“Coo-eo I

The signal ery
distant woods,

they may hear your

rang through the
Tom Merry started.

“That's Kangaroo!” he exclaimed.
“They're getting near. I faney they
lost our track when we got into the
tree.”

“¥Yaas, wathah I”

" Come on "

“Where are we going?”

“We're going ta make for the
Poacher’'s Glade first, und lic low for a
bit till they're quite off the track. Shut
up, and come on 1”

The Juniors worked their way along
the thick, heavy branches, pushing
through the twigs and foliage. D'Arcy
had put his eyegless into his pocket now,
g0 he was not caught again by tha
string, and the two Beouts made good
progress,

Tomn Merry dropped to the ground at
last, in a track that wound through the
heart of the wood. They pressed on
fast, treading lightly in order to leave
no telltale traclks for the pack to pick
up.

Decep in the heart of the wood was
a eep depression of the ground which
was called the Poachee's Glade.
There was a story that a poacher had
been shot there upon zome oceasion, and
superstitious people in the vicinity had
fancied that his spirvit kad been scen
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revisiting the spot where he had met
his death.

But the juniors did not trouble their
hends about the ghost story. The two
Boouts pressed into the g]ade, down the
steep declivity clothed with young
trees and ihick bushes

Arthur Augustus gave a dismayed
glance somectimes downward at his
clothes. As they pressed on, they
listened keenly for sounds to indicate
whether the pack were ncar. Far in
the distance came faintly the evy of
the Australian junior:

“Coo-ee I

“Good way off I'" said Tom Merry.
"They'ro spreading out to lecp us
from getting oubt of the wood towards
Wayland. They're bound to beat this
glade for us as they come through, I
thinl,, but they won’t find us. We're
going to lia low here.”

“In covah, deah boy?”

“¥es, ratherl They'll miss ns, and
when they'ro past we'll simply gel ouf
and walk back to the school 1 ¢huckled
Tom Merry.

“Bai Jovel”

“It'll be good excreise for them,
beating the wood from edd to end,”
grinned the Shell fellow. “ And when
they get back they’ll find us having
téa. This way.*

Tom Merry Lknew the wood like a
book. He paused st a spot where
heavy thickets clothed an abrupt rise
in_the ground.

The acclivily was at least fift;
and almost as steep as the \mﬂ
house. Tom Merry scemed to be scan-
niag the thickets for a passage
througli, and Arthur Augustus tzpped
him on the arm.

“You can't get thwough there, deah
boy |” he said.

“Why not?”

“The gwound wises onm the othah
side. It’s a wegulah Lill.2

Tom Merry enorted.

*“I know that, ass] There’s a hollow
thero like a cave. ¥ found it by acei-
dent one day, and I remember it's close
here somewhere, Iark|”

A sudden sound came through the
wood, close at hand in the thick
trees. It was a low, musical whistla—
evidently a signal,

Tom Merry ond D’Arcy looked at one
another in surprise.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur
Angustus. “ That deesn’t sound like one
of the fellows. I've nevah heard that
whistle before.”

“It was & signal.”

“Yaas, but—"

“Might be other Soouts practising
here,” said Tom Merry. ““Might be
the Grammar School bounders.  Any-
way, they won't find us.”

He drew aside a heavy mass of
foliage, and a dark opening in the hill-
side was revealed. There was a slight
sound behind the bushes, and D'Arcy
uttered an exclamation.

“There's somebody
Mewwy.”

“Only a rabbit or & stoat.”

Tom Merry plunged in through the
thicket and D’Arcy followed him The
great mass of folinge fell hack into
place, and completely concealed their
retreat, It would have been difficult
for any s=earcher to guess that anybody
had passed through that mass of vegeta-
tion into tho apparenily impenetrable
Lillside

It was very dim in the hollow under
the hill, and to the jumiors, fresh from
the daylight, it scemed densely black.

Tom Merry stumbled cver a trailing
root and fell forward ou his hands and

foet,
of a

in there, Tom
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knees. As he did so a hand gripped
his shoulder from the darkness, and the
junior, with a sudden start aud o thrill
like ice in his veins, felt a steel point
against his neck, and a voice, soft and
low and menacing, muttered in his
sara some elrango tongue lhe did wnot
understand :
“8ilenzio o la morte I’

CHAPTER 3.
An Amazing Encounter !

[ ILENZIO !*
The word was hissed again,

and the sgharp poink penetrated
a fraction of an inch into Tom
Merry’s skin, The junior did nof
attempt to rise. The grip lhat was
upon him was like iron, and the knife
was at his neck; and althougli he did

not understand the words that were
spoken, he understood wlhat  they
implied.

He remained quite =till,

D'Arcy came stwmbling alter himn insto
tho cave.

Then the grasp upon Tom AMerry iwas
relaxed as his unknown pssailant saw
that he had two to deal witl.

“Bai Jovel”

A derk figure leaped up. and Avthur
Augustus was grasped and hurled into
the cave. He stumbled agaiust tle
damp earthen wall,

Tom Merry leaped to his feet.

The dark figure was between the two
juniors and the narvrow opening of the
earthen cave. In the dim light ther
saw & powerfully built man with o

Levison and Meallleh were coming
upatairs ag Tom Merry and Avthur
Augustue came dashing down.
‘Thers was a violent collislon, and
Melllsh went flying downstairs with
a wild yell. He grabbed at D'Arcy to
cave himeself, and the swsll of
8t. Jim's wenthlroll‘ing down with
m !

swarthy faece—swarthy but strangely
pale, Ilis eyes seemed to burn in theiv
sockots; and they saw, with shudders,
that there was a astreak of red across
his cheek—a stain of blood. There was
a glimmer of steel in his right hand,
and the hand was raised in menace.

The man was evidently a foreigner—
a Spaniard or Italian. And the two
amazed juniors, utterly nstounded as
they wers, recovered confidence a little
as they saw that the man was in a state
of greater fear than they could he.

As he stood, barring them from the
entrance with uplifted weapon, his
head was thrown back, and he was
listening with painful intensity for some
sound from tha wood.

“Look here—"' began Tom Merry.

The foreigner made a fierce gesturc.

“Silenzio, sotto pena della vita|”

“Bai  Jovel” muttered  Arthur
Aungustus,

The juniors wera silent. It was casy
enough to guess what “silenzio * meant.
It was still easier to read the threat of
tha shining steel in the dusky, upraised
hand.

TFrom the wood came a low, penctrat-
ing sound—that soft, clear whistle
which the juniors had heard while they
wern outside the hidden cave.

At the sound of it the Itallan’s face
blanched yet whiter, and the hand that
Lield Lhe knife trembled.

“Bilenzio I ho murmured, buet  his
volee was now shakeu, and more plead-
iug than threatening in its tone.

The juniors stood mute. They were
lost in wonder.

Tou: Merry had expected to find the
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hidden cave in the hillside untenanted,
unless, indeed, by somme snimal the
wood. He was uiterly astounded ab
this encounter.

Foreigners were nob common in the
quict neighbourhood of Rylcombe, and
to find a foreigner, cvidently wounded,
armed with a deadly weapon, and in a
state of mortal fear—that was a sur
prise the juniors eould not easily
recover from. 'They stood and stared
at the Italian in blank wonder.

The man was evidently being searched
for by cnemies. That was the meaning
of the signal whistle. Who were they?
Who was he? What did it all mean?
What tragic mystery had the two Boy
Seouls suddenly stumbled upon?

“Bilenzio! Bilenzio, ragazeil”

There was & sound of {oolsteps in the
glade outside the cave, a brushing of
the thickets, a murmur of indistinguish-
able voices.

Closcr the voiees came.

Tho Italian lowered his upraised
hand, ¥e benk his head towards the
juniors and pointed towards the screen
of thickets,

" Bilenzio, signorini,
trovato.”

The juniors could not understand the
words, but they werc in no doubt as ta
what the man meant. And, in spite of
the rough reception he had given them,
they did not feel hostile towards him. A
man in fear of his life could be exeused
for a little roughness. And the man
clearly was in fear of his life.

The voices came noarer. Tho juniors
were silent save for their hurrvied
breathing The Italian scemed hardly

Sono morta se

!
i
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to breathe. Every nerve in his body
gsemed to be bent upon listening, The
voices could be heard now, speaking in
s tongue the juniors could not under-
stand, but which was_ evidently quiie
clear to the ears of their strange
companion:

“Noa e gui”

“H siourg?”

“ Per bacco |
equi; andiamo.’

“Andiamo |” responded the second
voice.

And the footsteps passed on.

The sounds died awzy in the glade.
The Italian maimtained the same
attitude till every sound was still. Then
he drew & deep breath, or rather m soh.
The knife was trembling in his hand.

“They're gone, whoever they are,”
said Tom Merry.

The man started. It seemed as if, in
his mortal terror, he had forgotten tho
Erusence of the juniors. Ie fixod his

erce black eyes upon them now.

"Biete soli qui?”® ho demanded.

“1 den't understand you.”

“Bai Jove! He's speakin’ in Italian,”
said Arthur Augustus. “I know somo
Italian fwom singin’ songs in it, you
know. Powwaps I can pitch it to him in
his own linpo.

“Try " said Tom Merry.

“Yaazs, wathah! Questi e quella per
me. pari sono,” said Arthur Augustus
cheerfully to the Italian,

The man stared, as well he might.

D'Arcy’'s words were the first line of
an operatic solo, and they meant:
“This and that one are the same to
me” But they wera Italian, at all
events, and the best that D'Arcy could
do in the circumstances.

“Non capisco,” muttered the man.

"Baj Jove| The chap doesn’t under-
stand his own language,’” said Arthur
Augustus, in surprise.

“Don’t you speak Englishi" asked
Tom Merry.

“Bpeak little English,” said the man,

Ho cercato, Pietro—non
]

with  evident difficulty. * English
:s[fnqu:}.—yas. Me lialian. Me Maro
uigi,

“ Maro Luigi|” repeated Tom Merry.
“What sre you doing here?”

The Itzlian waved his hand towards
the sereen of thickets belore the cave.

“I pemici!” he said.

“That means enemies,” said Arthur
Augustus. “He means that he's got
enemies who are lockin’ for him.”

“Yes, so it seems,” said Tom Merry.
“But I'm blessed if I understand it. 1
don't see why he can’t apply to the
police for protection [

“Chi e Lei?”

IlEh?"

“Who—you—are?” articulated the
Italian, grappling bravely with the
difficultics of the English language.
“Me honest man—tutto onesto. Ao
Maro Luigi. Un marinaio,"

*That's & sailor,” said D'Arcy, deo-
lighted at being able to cemprehend.
"He's a sailorman, Tom Mewwy. We're
schoolboys, my deah chap—we belong
te a giddy school—*

“1 don't suppose that he'll under-
stand what a giddy school is!™ grinned
Tom Merry, *“Wae belong to a school
near hers

“SBeuola? said the man, evidenotly
understanding. “Buono! Why you
come

“Ho wants to know what we've come
here for, deah boy.”

“We Doy Scouts,” explained Tom
Merry “Having a run in the woods.
Weo didn't know you were here.”

“Hadn't the slightest ideah,
know *'
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you

*Wa wouldn’t have disturbed you if
we had known,” said Tom Moerry.
"You'd better put that knife away, my
man. People are not allowed to carry
knives in England.”

“Wathah not; and you might cut
somebody with it, you know.”

The man locked at them in a puzzled
wnly, and then put the knife into his
belt.

“You no stay here?” he asked.

“No, we got out,” said Tom Merry.

“You say nozzingi”

“He wants us not to mention that
we've seen him,” said D'Arey. “I
suppose we can undshtake to do that,
deah boy?”

I'om Merry hesitated.

"“Who are yvou?” he asked.

“Me Maro Luigi Italiano
Livorno,”

“Ttalian from Leghorn,” said D'Arcy,
in the role of interpreter. *“I dare say
he come in n ship fwom Leghorn to
Southnmpton—Ilots of Italians do. But
I weally cannot guess how he got here.”

di

“Zey look for me—cercare,” ex-
plained the man. *Look for to kill—
capite?"”’

Tom Merry started.

“Those fellows are looking for you—
to kill you?” he asked. .

“®i, si, signorino.” Maro Luigi
nodded violently. &4, si, certo]”

“Who are they?”

“1 miel nemiei I*

“Ilis cnemies, he means,” said
D’Arey. “Yaas, I euppose they must be
enemies if they're lookin' for the poor
chap to kill him, I should certainly
wegard it as unfwiendly, to say the
least.”

L A\Av?ﬂ l;; saié:l 'Il']org Merry.

" Weally, deah boy——

“Why gon‘h ou to the police for

protection ?” asked Tom Merry.

The man shrugged his broad
shoulders.

“Non sarebhe—what you eay—no

good |” he replied. “MNon capite—you
na understand 17

“No, I'm blessed if T do|” said Tom
Merry. “Are you going to stay bere

Maro Luig: nodded.

“gava you got nothing to eat?*

" o »

“ How ]ong are you going to stay?”

“Non so.”

“What on earth does that mean?”
asked Tom Merry, puszled,

"Ha means he doesn't know,” said
I¥Arey.

“Qh, but you can't stay here without
any food !” said Tom Merry. “You'd
better go to the police ™

“Non puo westar e qui,
mangiare,” said IYArcy, grindin
Italian with as much difficulty as

senza
oul
aro

Luigi found with the English. "¥You
can’t stay here without something to
eat.” :

Luigi shrugged his shoulders again.
Evidently hunger had no terrors for him
in eomparison with the mysterious
“nemiei,” who were seeking him in the
recesses of Ryleombe Wood.

“Shall I go to the police for you, and
tell them Liow you’re fixed 1 asked Tom

Orry-., . .

Luigi shook his head energetically.

“ No, no, signor! Eccol éo 'vay viz
yourself and say nozzing—zat is ell zat
11 asl of you. You do zat, or is it zat

He touched the knifa 1 his belt.

Tom Merry nodded at him sternly.

“¥You needn’t threaten us,” he said.
“We're not afraid of your knife.”

YWathah not t”

“ Knife or no lknife, you wouldn't find
it easy to handle the two of us,” said
Tom Merry, grasping s staff. * But if
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you’re an honest man, we don’t want to
do you any harm. If you choose to stay
here in hiding, I suppose it's your own
business, and we’ll say nothing about
having seen you.”

“¥aas, watheh |

“You say nozzings 7"

"Yes.”

“*Qrazie,

grazie — tanto
grazie |

signorini,

“That means many thanks, desh
bow,” said Arthur Augustus, with the
gentls smile of superior fmowledge.
“1t’s all wight, my man, We'll keep
mum.” "

“Zen you gol

“Yaas, wa’%a goin'.”

“Buono, and say rozzing—nozzing ¥

“ Nothing,” said Tom Merry.

The juniors moved towards the ecreen
of thickets at the mouth of the cave.
Then Tom Merry turned back. In the
pallid, troubled face of the Falian, he
thought he could read that the man had
suffered, and his impression of him was
that he was an honest man.

“Have you been bhers long?® he
asked.

*Non capiseo 1™ .

“Have you been here a long time—
how many hours?”

““Ah! Venti orel”

“Twenty hours 1 said D'Arey.

*Have you had nothing to eat 1™

“ Niente,” said Maro Luigi, with a
shake of the lLead.

Tom Merry drew a packet of sand-
wiches from his pocket, The man’s eyes
fastened upon them with a hungry

leam. Tom Merry held them out to
Frim, end he seized them, and devoured
tbem with evident hunger.

“Grazis, grazie ” he murmured.

“I wish I had some more to give

ou,” said Tom Merry pityingly. “Leck
lere, are you going to stop here to-
night 1

“ Bi, signor ¥

“And to-morrow ¥

“ 31, signor I”

“But you'll starve?”

“Na morri di fame—I not die of ze
hunger,” said Maro Luigi

“By Jove! Look here, you can’t stay

here without any grubl!” said Tom
Merry uneasily. “What say jyou,
Clussy 77

“Tt would ba vewy wuff, deah boy1”
gaid D’Arcy sympat etically.

‘“He looks to me like an honest man,”
said Tom Merry in a low voice. “The
men locking for him weren't police,
anyway. If he had done anything
against the law, it wouldn’'t be Italians
who would be looking for him, but
English bobbies, I dare say it's some
row—some' giddy vendetta, you know;
they go in for that kind of thing in
Itufy. Jf the poor beast is going to
stick here over to-morrow, he ought to
have somcthing to eat. Ii's up to the
Boy Scouts to help strangers in dis-
tross 1

“¥Yaas, wathah!”

“Would vou like me to 'bring you
some food 7" asked Tom Merry.

The Italiun grinned

" The aignorino is goed—much good I
he said. “But not possible. If zey see
him, zen he come——"

won’t gee me.” gaid Tom
“T.ook here, I'll come back
after dark, and bring you some tommy.”

“Che cosa e tommy?” asked the
Italian, puzsled by that word.

Tom Merry laughed.

*1 mean food—something to eat.”

" Qualchecosa per mangiare,”
plained Arthur Augustus. .

“1f zo signor be so good—sc kind—me
tank—tank so much |7

“All right I” said Tom Merry.
seltled. ood-bye I g

“ A riverderci!” said Maro Luigi.

ex-

“It's
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“That's au revoeir,” said D'Arey,

®Au revoir, deah IJoyI

And the Juniors plunged through the
thickets, and the Italian within the
cave earefully closed again the screen of
bushes that had saved bim once more
from his enemies.

CHAPTER 4.
Caught !

OM MERRY and Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy staved at one
another blankly when they were
in  the sunlight again. It

seemed like some strange dream that
had happened,

“Bai Jove!™ sald Arthur Augustus,
speaking first. “I wegard that as a
vewy \\‘cmarkuble , oecuwwence, Tom
Mewwy, deah boy

“I should ]0”3 wall say 801" suid
Tom Merry “I hopa we haven't
undertaken to help a raseall But he
looked like an honest man, and he was

hurt, too, It's up to us to see that he
docsn't starve in that blessed cave,
anyway ™

i Yazs, wathah 1"
Tom Merry scanncd the Llrees round
thein.

“1 \vorll:]ar where the fellows are—
*(loo-ee
“Bai Jove |
“ Cloo-ee |
Tom Merry locked rcum] anxionsly.

The Cornstalk junior's signal was
answered from different directiong, and
Tom Merry realised that during the
time they had been in the earth cave
the Bcouts had been closing in on them,
They had left the place of concealment
now, and could ngt return to it, and
they had to take their chance.

“Bettah wun_ for it,” said Arthur

"

That's Kangawoo [

Augustus. “We mustn't be beaten,
deah boy. It was beastly unfortunate
““mllm into that foweign chap just
now

“Can't be helped, This way 1"
Tom Melr_‘,r led the way through the

wood. He advanced very eautiously,
pccrllég through the folinge os he ad-
vanced., The enemy were close at hand

now, and some of them might be sighted
at any moment. A figure passed before
Tom Merry's eves on the other side of
the bush, and he xluppcd suddenly and
made a s1gnn] to D*Avey. 'The swell of
8r. Jim's halted behivd him in the
underbrush, breathing hard.

“Is it one of the boundahs, deah
box ?”* lie whispered.

“It's somebody; T can't see.”

“Aight be ane of thoso Italian
chaps——"

“I'm going to sce.’

Tom Merry cuuimus]y parted the
leaves before him and loocked. A man
had halted within six paces of him,
kuee-deep in ferns and bracken, He
vwas 8 powerfully built man in the garb
of a sailorman, with an oflicer’s peakod
cap. He had a very keen face, and a
very sharp and prominent nose, and
little grey eyes set close togeiher.

He was looking full towards Tom
Merrey, and the junior felt for a moment
that the man must see him, but he did
not; the leaves and twigs hid the St
Jim's junior from sight, The sailorman
was looking about him  Lkeenly, too.
T'oin Merry wondered whether he had
anylhing to cln with the party who were
seeking Maro Luigi.

“T guess he's vamoosed 17

The man ubtered the words sloud,
with a savape v-nu.ppmg of e teells,
They were enougi tc enlighten Tom
Movry as to his nationality.

“Dui Jove! He's aftah that chap in

fhe eave, too, Tom Mewwy,” D'Arey
mumxurcd i lhn 8hell fellow’s ecar.
" Yes, Hush !

The man swung on again through the
wood, trampling down the thick ferns,
and b ushing against the bushes. There
was a sudden well, and three or four
figures came leaping through the
bracken.

“Got one of them I*

“(Collar him 1”

“Hurrah [”

The first voice was Jack Blake's: the
second was Figging’. The Bt. Jim’s
juniors fairly leaped upon the American
sailorman and borve him with a bump
to the earth. In the thick underbrush
they had not seen him eclearly, and they
had acted rather hastily, under the
hurried impression that he was one of
the “hares.” They had not expected
to meet anybody else in the shady
depths of the wood.

There was a startled yell from the
sailorman as he went down, with three
or four juniors sprawling over him.

“Maro Lulgll It's you, you swab!
Wiy, what—"

“Hallo ! ejaculated Figgins. “It's
not I.'om Merry—or Gussy, cither ! It's
a manl”’

“Ny hat!”

“Great Seott!”

Tom DMerry chuckled softly in the
concealment of the bushes, and D’Avey

smiled. They were very silent; the
Scouts did not gucss liow near lhey
WOre.

“You voung sconndrels !’ roared the
sailorman. sitting up in the grass and
forns and glaring and blinking at the
juniors. “ You—you—— Lucky for you

didn't draw a bead on you!”

“Well, you are an ass, Blake, to

make a mistake like that !” said Figgin=.

“Didn't you make the same mistake,
you fathead ¥ demanded Blake.

“0Oh, don't argne!” eaid Figgins
loftily, “1 say, sir, we're sorry we
bumped you over. Wo took you for
somebody we're locking for.”

“Don’t often sce strangers in this
wood,” explained Kerr. ““We're Boy

7

Scouts at scouling praclice, looking for
some chaps. We're sorry.”

“Yos, ralher, sir!”

The man chmucd his feet with a
scowl, muttering angrily; but his ¢x-
pression changed sud enly, and le spoke
civilly to the Scouts,

“Well, I guess it’s all right if it was
a mxstake Who might you be looking
for in this waod 1"

“Bome more Scouts who are dodging
us,’ » explained IMiggins,

“Oh| Heve you scen any strangers
obout here, by any chance ¥* asked the
American, “I'm [)oakmg for somebody,
lco»—a. friend. Have you seen anybody *”

“Not a soul, excepling ourselves,”
said Figgins.

“Not an Italian?”

“Italian!* said Jack Blake in aston-
ishment. *“No fear! Don't sce many
Italians in this part of the country,”

“Thank you, my lad. Never mind
about knocking me over; acecidents will
happen. So-long "

The American sailorinan
muu through the wood.

Well, that was a sell|” said Bluke.
“¥ou are an ass, Figging!”

“Awiul sell 1" bmd Figgins. “You

are a chump, Blaka !’

“You're a pair of chumps, if you ask
e ! said Monty Lowther.

“Well, wo didn't ask yow,” =aid
Blake. "I\ow don't waste time Jawmg’
We've got to find those bounders before
five o'clock. lt wou}d be too bad to let
them dodge us.’

“Can't let ‘em dodge us” said
Manners, “especially that ass Oussy, it
would ba too rotten—""

“Weally, Mannahs—"’

‘\lmmcra jumped.

“Hallo [

“Why, lie's Lheve ! vonred Blake.

Tom Merry bestowed a glare upon his
companion.  Arthur Augustus, by his
involuntary remark, had given the gamo
away with a vengeance. Blake & Co.
were rushing inlo the thicket, and Tom
Merry and D'Avey were surrounded in
a moment. The Beouts set up a yell of
victory.

“Got 'em "

plunged
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“Here they are I”

" ITurrah t%

“Well caught 1

Tom Merry made a grimace.

“Well, you've got usi” he said good-
humouredly. *If anybedy wants to boil
Gussy in ml T wen't eay no !¥

“Weally, Tom Meww

“What did you give us away for,
von ass?” roaved Tom Merry,

“J wefuse to be called an ass! 1
spoka becguse Mannahs made use of an
oppwobwibus expwession concernin’ me,
a]ld__”

“I only called you an ass” said
Manners_cheerfully. “In the circum-
stairees, I withdraw the word ass.”

“Yewy good I

“ And substitute the words blithering
idiot I’ went on Manners calmly.

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“Ha, ha, Lhial?

“I say, I'm getting pretty peckish,”
remarked Fatty Wymn, *“Let's get
back to {ca. We've caught the hares,
and I'm lungry. Didn't you have
some sandwiches with 3you, Tom
AMerry ¥

“Yes, Fatty,” )

“ Have you caten {liem?”

ar

‘ﬁNo.l’
“Going (o eat them?” continued
Fatty Wynn.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Then you can hand them over to
me,” gaid Fatty Wyon, “I'm awfully
hungry. I always get extra bungry in
this April weather, you kuow.”

“Borry, Fatty—"

“0Oh, dash it all, you can hand the
sandwiches over if you're not going to
sat them!” said Faity Wynn warmly.
“Don’t be a giddy dog in the manger |”

‘“Haven't got them now,” said Tom
Merry.

“Well, my hat! Do you mean Lo say
that you've lost them—good beef sand
wiches?” I'atty Wynmn exclaimed, in
horror and disgust.

“Ne; not exactly lest them, Yeou
sea, I—I gave them away.”’

Tom Merry coloured a little as he
spoke. He did not intend to mention
the man hiding in the earth cave in
the Poacher’s (ilade, but ulready he
was finding out the difficulties of keep-
ing o scerct,

“Gave them away!” said Fally
Wynn, in dismay. “Well, you must be
an as4!"”

“Lot's get back to the coll, deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustus ID’Arey.
“It's vewy nearly tea-time now.”

And the Scouts stavied for Bt Jim's.

CHAPTER 5.
A Secret to Keep !
T OM MERRY wore a vory thought-

ful expression as he came into
his study for tea, after the re-
turn of the Boy Scouts to St
Jim's. He could not help thinking of
the man hidden in the carth cave in
the wood. The pale, scared face, the
burming ¢yes, the shaking hand with
the knife in it, seemed to haunt him.
He had promized to help the man,
and he did not regret having made the
promise, Dut it would be a diflicult
one to keep—he knew that. For he
had promised to keep the whole matter
a secrct; and it was not easy to keep
secrets from Manners and Lowther.
The Terrible Three of the Shell were
inseparable, and they were almost
always together, and Tom Merry knew
that it would not be ecasy to get out
without Manners and Lowther knowing
'Fue Gex LieRaRY.—No., 1,460,

all about it. And they would natur-
ally expect some information upon the
subiect.

Once before he had had a secret
from them—when he was mixed up in
a very unpleasant business with Cutts
of the Fifth—and at that {ime he had
rezolved never to have another. But
this affair had happened unexpectedly,
and he could not refuse the fugitive's
plea to him to keep the seeret of his
hiding-place from all.

But the knowledge that he was keep-
ing a soeret from lis chums weighed
somewhat upon Tom Merry’s mind.

How was Arthur Augostus likely to
keep tho seeret, too? Arthur Augustus
was the soul of honour, of course, and
incapable of breaking his word. But
although he prided himself upon being
a fellow of tact and judgment, he was
by no means a good hand at keeping &
secret,  He was far more likely to
show by his manner that he had &
secret to keep, and to keep it with
such elaborate care that everybody
would soon be on the track of it,

“Aren't the eggs good?” Monty
Lowther suddenly asked, as Tom Merry
was helping in the preparation for tea
in the study.

Tom started.

“Yes; they're all right, Monty,” he
replied.

“And the saveloys—are they all
serene?'’

“T think so.®

" Nothing wrong with the taris?

“Not that 1I've noticed.™

“Tea all right?”

“Yey,” paid Tom Merry, puzzled.
“YWhat on earth ave you getting at,
Monty 7 .

“Then if the grub's-all right, what
are you scowling about?” demanded
Monty Lowther.

“Was I scowling 2 asked Tom Merry.

“You were,”

“Well, I didn't mean to be.”

“ Porhaps it was a thoughtful frown,”
conceded Monty Lowther. #Ii looked
like a seowl, but it may have been
simply a theughtful frown, What were
vou thoughtful frowning about?”

Tom Merry laugled.

“The eggs are done,” he said, turn-
ing them out of the frying-pan.

“Nothing gone wrong, Tommyf?"
asked Manners.

“ Nolhing at all”

“You haven't spoken for a quarter
of an liour, that's all,” said Manners,
with a glance at the clock.

"Pomn Merry coloured.

“# Never mind; 1'll talk nineteen to
the dozen now, and make up for it,”
he said. “¥You wouldi't have canght
us to-day if Gussy hadn't given us
away like a champron ass!”

Monty Lowther wagped a forefinger
ot his chum.

“ Looks suspicions, changing the subject
like that,” he said. “L'ommy, my in-
fant, are you keeping secrets from your
kind uncles again i’

“0Oh, roti” said Tom Merry.

“ Ara you getting mixed up again
with Cotts of the Filth, and 'his dead
certs and sure snips, and information
gtraight from the horse’s mouth?” de-
manded Lowther,

" No, ass; I haven'’t spoken to Cutts.”’

“Well, that’s all right, then,” said
Manners. “Can’t have our only ewe
lamb going and getting himself into
trouble agam.”

“(QOh, cheese it!” said Tom Merry.
“Mea’s ready. Let's have tea, and not
g0 much gas.”

And the Terrible Three sat down
round the tea-table cheerfully. ‘The
setting sun -was glowing on the window,
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and the old guad looked very green
and picturesque outside.
A tap at the door interrupted the

Terrible Three’s conversation. he
door opened, and an eyeglass gleamed
into the wmoom. Arthur Augustus

D}’lAl'cy nodded affably to the Terrible
ree.

 Pway excuse me, deah boys. I didn’t
havin® tea,” he

know you were

remarked.

“Come in, my son,” said Monty
Lowther, “There’s enough for four,

and you're as welcome as the flowera in
May, or the Aours in a mill,”

“Thank you vewy much, desh boy,
buf I've had tea in Study No. 6,” said
Arthur Aungustus DArey. “1 just
Jooked in to speak to Tom Mewwy,
that’s all.”

“Well, you can speak to him—no law
against that.”

D’Arcy shook his head.

“It's gll wight,” he said.
in again.”

“Oh, pile in 1" said Manners. “I can
eat while you talk. I don't eat with my
ears, you know. Bame with Lowther.”

#Just  the said Lowther
solemnly.

“Pway oxcuse me, deah boys, but I
have o little mattah to discuss wwith
Tom Mewwy all by himself,” D'Arcy
explained.

“Hallo !
Lowther,

“Weally, Lowthah 1

“What trouble have you been getiing
into 7" demanded Manners.

“Weally, Mannahs, I have not been

ttin’ into any twouble at all, and I
ail to compwehend the dwift of your
wemarl.”

“Tommy iz not allowed to have
secrets from his kind uncles,” Lowther
explained.

“QOh rot!’ said Tom Merry. “Don't
play the giddy goat, Lowther. Gussy,
old man, you ought to have a prize
medal for putting your foot in it.”

“1 am sowwy if I have put my foot in
it,” said D'Arey, in surprise. “I have
not said a word on the subject so far.”

“0Oh dear!”

“And 1 shall be vewy careful not to
do so, you may be sure,” said D’Aray.
“A pwomise iz & pwomise, Tom
Mewwy."!

Tom Merry groaned. The fact that
there was a secrct to keep was out
now, and that was the first step, and
half-way towards the secret itsclf being
out.

Manners and Lowther were looking
very peculiar.  Arthur Augustius D'Arey
made the ehums of the Sliell a graceful
how, and retired from the study.
Manners and Lowther fixed their eyes
upon Tom Merry in a way that made
him fecl very uncomfortable.

t Marn blessed secrets,” said Lowther,

Tom Merry furned very rod,

“It’s really nothing,” he said
“Gussy is an awful ass, that’s all.”

“Nothing to do with Cutts of the
Fifth this time?”

“ Nothing—honour bright I*

“1 don't want to be ingquisitive,” said
Manners; “but really, Tommy 1

“Yes, really, Tommy—" aaid
Lowther.

Tom Merry shifted uncomfortably in
his seat.

“It's really nothing,” he repeated,
“only—only it happens to be a secret.
But it’s not any kind of trouble—not
for us, anyway. It—it’s connected with
a chap outside tho school—only T can't
tell you about it, because I promised.
See ? .

“No, I don't see,” said Monty
Lowther. “ Bub never mind, let it drop |

“T’ll come

same,”

Secrets again?” growled
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But you're not lo go round looking for
trouble again.”

Tom Merry laughed.

$T1 shan't do that!” he said.

And the subject dropped, and no more
was said about it as the chums of the
Shell went on with their tea. But the
Terrible Three were feeling constrained
—they pever had secrets from one
another, and this one cast a shadow
upon their spivits. Tom Merry would
have given a great deal to be zble to
explain to his chums, but his promise te
the man in the eave held him bound,
and he could say nothing. Tea in Tom
I\%tarl'y"s study finished in wncowmfortable
silence.

CHAPTER 8.
D’Arey Keeps a Secret !

ACK BLAKE fixed lis eyes upon
Arthur  Augustus D'Arey and
watched him with growing
curiosity. Arthur Augustus

secmed quite unconseious of it.  The
swell of Bt Jim's was sitting at the
table turning out his pockets, Ho was
extracting coins from various pockets,
and pi]inF them up before him, and
counting them. Arthur Augustus I'Arcy
was in an unusual state of hardupness,
as a matter of fact.

“Thwee shillin’s,” murmured Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, who was never good
et arithmetic. “Two sixpences—that’s
ong shillin’—and nine pennies and four
halipennics — that makes thwee-and-
fourpence—no, it doesn’t, it make's one-
and-ninepence-halfpenn o

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Blake.

Arthur Augustus glanced up from the
distressing problem,

“Weally, Blake—"

“Why don't you work it out in
elgebra?’ asked Digby, grinning. “A
is the shilling, B is tha sixpence, C is
the nine pennies, and X is the sum you
arrive at.”

%Ha, ha, ha|”

"If A added to B equals C, then A C
and B X equal B J and K H,” said
Blake solemnly, “Then you add four,
and take away the number you first
thought of, nncf there you are.”

“¥You uttah ass, Blake [

“What are you adding up your cash
for?" demanded Blake. “This is tho
first time I've seen you playing Lhe
giddy miser,”

I twust you do not wegard me ns n
misah, deah boy. I am twyin' to naka
out exactly how much money I've got,

use I want some money for a vewy
partienlab purpose.”

“Well, keep on counting it, and it
may grow more and more,” said Blake.
“If you keep on all the evening, you'll
have enough to buy a motor-bike by tio
time you've finished. Is it a motor-
bike you want to buy?*

“No, you duffah! I want Lo go to
the tuckshop wnd get as much gwub as
I can for the momey I've goi. It's
oxtwemely awkward “that I shou!ld be
short of weady money at a time like
this !

“At a time like what?” demanded
Herries.

“This, deah boy.”

“But what is there vory particular
about this very special time?" asked
Blake, puzzled. “We've had tea”

“I was not thinkin' of tea in this
studay, deah boy.”

“Well, if you're thinking about ten
to-morrow, something will turn uvp,”
said Blake. *In fact, I feel like Mr.
Micawher—Y have every confidenco that
something  will turn " up, my dear

Copperfield. I'm expecting a remiitance
to-morrow."

" To-mowwow will be too late.
get in the gwub to-day.”

“You don't mean to say that yvou're
standing a feed outside the study at a
time when the finauces are. in such low
water 7 Blake asked indignantly.

“Not exactly a feed, dealy boy.”

* Then what—"

I must

"Two shillin's and twa sixpences—
that's two shillin's, isn’t it?” gaid
D’Arey.  “Suppose you add eight hali-

pennies, and a threepenny-piece, then
the—"*

#Then how many apple: would the
farmer have left?* said Digby.

“Hg, ha, ha |”

“Pway don't intewwnpt me
fwivolous wemarks, Dig. am ok
vewy good at awithimetic,” D*Arcy con-
fessed. “It is much simplah to pay for
things in notes, and then the people will
give you change, you know, and they
have to do all the weckonin’. That is o
vewy simple method, you know., If a
man's sellin’ you somethin’, it's up to
him to do all the weokonin’, I considah.
But it comes swkward, yon knew, when
you wun short of money.”

“I suppose it does,” agreed Blake,
with a grin. “I could suggest a better
mathod still. Pay for everything in five-
pound notes, and don't stop for the
change. That would be beautifully
simple, and it would make you populur
with the tradesmen.”

“Yaas, I dare say it wonld,” agreed
D'Arey unsuspiciously. “But a chap
would have to be awfully wich to do
that, you know, though it ecortniniy
would save a lot of twouble, Tha
twouble now is that I want to buy soma
things, and I haven't enough money.
It’s n doocid awkward posish, you know,
It stwuck me that it munst ge simply
fwightful to be n vewy poor chap, and
to have to work tliese pwoblems out
evewy day. SBupposs, for instance, you
have to work for your livin’, Lots of
chaps do. You get, say, 8 pound &
week, and you have to pay went and
wates and income tax nnd things, as
well as these blessed insuwance stamps.
It must be & feahful pwoblem for a chap
with & wegulal pound a week, and with-
out a governah o w'ite to for monoy.”

Blulke gurgled.

“It would be ralher n teaser,” lio
admitted. “But chaps on a pound a
week do not usually keep more than
tliree or four servants at a time, and
{liey don’t have to pay income tax, you
know. And they get an old-age pension
at Lhe age of nincly-five—or a hundred
and five. I forget.”

“Pewwaps you wouldn't mind count-
in’ up the money for me, Blake, and
Lellin’ me how much it is, deah boy.”

“Certainly,” said Blake, with a grin.
And he performed the great foat with
perfect  ense.  “You've got  thres
shillings and ninepence-halfpenny.”

“RBai Jove, that's not vewy much!
Tiut I dare sey Tom Mewwy has got
some, and i's as mueh up to Lim as to
we.”!

“What 157" asked Blake, Herries, and
Dighy together.

“(ottin’ the gwub, you know.”

*You and Tom Merry are standing a
feed te somebody?™ asked Iilaka,
myxslified,

“Yoas, in a way.”

“Who is it ?”

“Il's a—a—a person you know.”

“Go hont! What kind of & person?”
demanded Blake. % First, second, or
third person, and singular or plural$”

“Weally, you ass—"

{Continued on the next page.)
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Make the Jester smile and
Win 2 MATCH FOOTBALL!
Send your Joke to The GEM Jester,

I, Tallis House, John Corpenter Street,
London, E.C.4 ( Comp. ),

AQED.
A lad of fourtecn went to the
manager of a League teaw and

requested a trial, He was refueed and
told to come back when he was older,
A week later the lad turncd np again
“But I told you to try again when
you were olde-,” said the manager
“I know, sir; but seeing the team
play on Saturday put years on me!"

A football kas been awarded to N
Highos, 97, Greonway Road,
Tannlen, Somerset.

* * -
SALESMANSHIP.

Customer: “You'ra very young to Lo
left in charge of a chemist's shep.
Have you a diploma 1’

Young Assistant {anxicus to prove
his mettle): “No, sir; but we've n
preparation of our own just as good !”
A football has been swarded to i

Wolstencroft, 6, Iona &treet, Oldhain,

. £ »
KEEPING IT DARK.

First Office-boy: **Don’t you
have any holidaysi”

Second Oflice-boy: “I can never get
away.”

First Office-boy: “Why? Can't the
firm do without vou?”

SBecond Office-boy: “Yes, and that's
just what I don't want them te find
aukl”

A football has been ewarded lo Ch

Walker, 73, Longfard Hoad, Chorlton-

cim-tardy, Mauckester

ever

® * *

PERHAPS,

Prison Clovernor: “Conviet No. 89.
your work on these mailbags is disgust-
g I .

Convict: “ Very well, if you don't like
my work, I'll leave at onco!”

A football haa been awarded ta D,

Garzard, 105, Bt. Thomas Road,
Finsbury I'ark, London, N. &
- - *

A GOOD TLAN.

Bother (to son who has just beon to
see a conjuring show): “ Was the con-
jurer good, Tommyi"

Tammy : “Good! Why, 1 lent him a
dud half-crown. and he gave me & govd
ang back [

A {foolball has been awarded to K.

Durnham, 22, Goslorth Boad, Aller-

ton, Liverpool 19.

- L] *

BREAKING THE NEWS.

Teacher: "Which are (lie three
guickets ways to sond news?”
Iright Boy: “By tclephone, tele-

gram, and tell & woman!”
A special prize has lLieen awarded to
Provera, Box 133, Gordon Vale,
North Queensland. Australia.
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“If you are not wandering in your
nrind, would you mind explaining swhat
oll this is about?” ssked Blake politely.

Arthor Aungusius shook his head,

“I'm afwaid I cannot, deah boy.”

“ Why not?”

“It's 3 secwet”

“You're keepin
study 17 demande
together,

Blake roze to his fect.

“There's only one thing that will meet
the case,” he said, “and that’s ta bump
our noble friend for his cheek. Collar
him I*

“Pway don't be a wuff ass, Blake!
It's & wathah nmportant mattah, and
I'm sowwy I can’t take you fellows inio
nmy confidence, but I've given my word,
you know—honagh bwight! T ean’t pos-
sibly tell you about it, or I would, you
know, at once. 1 pwomised the man
not to say anythin’, and so did Tom
AMewwy., You see, we were both awfully
sowwy fér him, especinlly as he's in 3
stwange countwy, gnd can't speak
Bnglish.”

“Ho—him—who "
plexed Blake.

“The man, you know,”

“What man§”

“That's a scewet.”

“And he can't speak English?” asked
Blake diplomatically, fceling that he
would learn more by drawing D’Arcy
out than by bumping him.

“Hardly a word, deah boy.*

a_ secret from this
the three juniors

roared the per-

“Then what language does ho
speak 7"

“Italian, of ecomrse, a3 he's an
Italian,” said D'Arcy, in surprise.

“You wouldn't expect him fo speak
Wussian, or Fwench, I suppose$”

“It's the organ-grinder in Wayland,
1 suppose,” said Digby. *“They're
going to give him a leg-up. Blessed if I
se? any reason to make a mystéry of
.it »

“I% is not the organ-gwindah in Way-
land, Dig. He's a complete stwangah
in this part of the countwy, and Tom
Mewwy and I were vewy surpwised to
see him there—vewy much indeed !”

“Where?” asked Blake,

“In the wood, ¥ou know, this aftah-
noon,”

“Well, my only hat!” -said Blake.
“You and Tom Merry hove met an
Italian in the wood this afternoon, and
you're going to take him grub, and vou
haven't said a word about it !”

"Couldn't, deah bay. Wo pwomised
to keep it a secwet, and I'm jolly well
not goin’ to say a word about it, either,”
said Arthur Augustus sagely. “When
you've pot a scewet to keep, it's wisah
not to say a single word on the subject.”

“ (ussy, you talk like a giddy oracle,”
eaid Blake solemnly. “When I have
any deadly secrets to keep, 1 shall hand
them over to you to keep—I don't
ihink | It would be as good as advertis-
ing them in the papers, and cheaper.”

“Weallsy, g lalke” expostulated
D'Arcy, while Digby and Herries
chueckled—"* weally, you know——"

“What's the Italian’s name?” asked
Blake.

“That's a seewet, desh boy. In fact,
I think it is bettah not to wefer to the
fact that we met the Italian at all,” said
D'Arey. “Pway don’f ask me any gues-
tions, and I shall not have to wefuse to
answah, I will get down to the tuck-
shop now, before Mrs. Taggles closes,
as I must have the gwub to-mght.”

“Why tonight? ¥You ean’t seo the
giddy Ttalian again till to-morrow, 1
sippose, can you?” asked Blake.

“I'm afwaid I ecan’t confide any
details to you, deah boy., I'm sowwy,

The Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,469.

But, you see, a pwomise i3 a8 pwomise,
Besides, 1 don’t know how you young-
sters would kecp a secwet | said Arthur
Augustus, with a shake of the head.
J_\,ng the swell of 8t Jim's gathered u
the coins he had so carefully collecteq,
and left the study.

Blake, Herries, and Dighy looked at
one another rather expressively.

“Well, if this doesn’t take the cake,”
said Jack Blake, with emphasis. *Tom
Merry and Gussy have met an Italian
in the wood, and they're going to take
him grub to-night. That means break-
ing hounds after lights out. What sort
of idictic trouble are those two dnffers
getting themselves mixed up in? One
thing's jolly certain; Gussy’s net going
to break bounds at night, and get him-
self sacked from the school, to go and
soe any old Italians, not while his Uncle
Blake is herc to look after him. No
fear "'

“No fear 1™ said Herries and Digby,
with equal emphasia,

“We'd better go and see Tom Merry,
and see what all this rot iz about,” said
Blake, rising. “If he keeps zecrets as
carefully as Gussy, we shall know the
whole story soon.”

“Hm, ha, ha!”

And the chums of the Fourth guitted
Study No. 6, and proeeeded in search
of Tom Merry, whom they ran to earth
in the Common-room,

CHAPTER T.

Arthur Augustus is Surprised !
OM MERRY was standing by the
fire by himself. Manners, and
Lowther were still in the study,
but Tom Merry had not cared
to remain with them. He had o very
uncomfortable sense of awkwardness
with his chums, It was not long since
he had pot into serious trouble through
keeping a secret from them, and
{hough this was quite & different matter,
they could not know that. Tom Merry
was thinking it over, with a wrinkled
brow, when Blake, ITerries, and Dighy
came into the Common-room, and
marched up to him at once

Tom Merry nodded to
Formers,

“What's all this rot?” asked Blake,
coming to the point at once.

The Bhell fellow looked surprised.

“What rot 1¥ he asked paturally.

“Gussy is keeping some idiotic
soevet,” said Blake, “and you're mixed
up in it, We're not going to let Gussy
play the giddy goat. Now tell us the
whaole story, like a good chap, and let’s
know what kind of trouble the ass is
getting himself into.”

Tom Merry turncd red, He had not
had much confidence in D' Arcy’s powers
of keeping a secret, and evidently his
uneasiness had been well-founded. The
proverh of the East says that whosoever
would hide a secret, shonld eonceal the
fact that he has one to hide. Buf that
was apparently beyond the elegant
Fourth Former, IFAvey kept his secret
with such elaborate precautions that he
might as well have confided it to the
wheole School House at once,

“Ha, he blusheth!”® said Digby,
watching Tom Merry’s reddening face.

“(Oh, don’t be an ass, you know!"
said Tom Merry uncasily, “What has
Cussy been telling you?”

“He hasn't been telling us anything—
he's been keeping a secret,” said Blake.
“ Keeping it go carvefully that we've got
about half of it, so far. It secms that
¥ou and he met somebody in the wood
this afternocon while we were hunting
you."

“The assi”

"the Fourth
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*An Italian, it secms.
can’t speak English.”

¥ Oh erumbs 1?

“It's true, I suppose?”

“¥es, it’s true.”

“ And Gussy has been counting up his
cash, with a view to providing a feed
for the man,” =said Blake, “'What is
it—some foreign tramp you want to

helpi\‘{”
“Not exactly that”

“Then what ?”

“Don't jaw about it here,” said Tom
Merry hastily, *“There’s Mellish listen-
ing with all his ears, He’s only pre-
tending to read.”

Jack Blake made a sudden dive for
the poker in the grate, and whirlad
round towards Percy Mellish. Mellish
made a2 jump cut of his chair, and fled
aeross the Common:room in glarm.

“There, that's all right 1” said Blake.
“Mellish can’t hear now. And if
Levison comes any nearer I'll prod him
with the poker. Now go shead and
explain,™ !

"1 can't very well,” said Tom Merry.
" As (ussy has let out so much, I may
as well tell you that we've seen a man
wha's in trouble, and we're going to
take him something to eat.”

“Good Samaritanz up to date!"
grinned Blake. “No harm in thab But
why bresk bounds at night to do 1t?
Why couldn’t you give him the tin fo
buy the grub himself

“Well, you see—"

“No;: the trouble is that 1 don’i see,”
said Blake affably, “But I dare say 1
shall see when you explain. Go
ahead.”

“Y can't explain., The man docsn't
want to show himself, and we've pro-
mised to keep dark nbout having seen
him,” said Tom Merry desperataly.
“Gussy oughtn’t to have said & word.
He's a silly ass. As he’s blabbed to you,
it's up to you to keep it dark, The
man’s in trouble and 1s hiding: that's
the faet of the matter.”

Blake whistled softly.

“Then he must be a ecriminal, or
something; no need for an honest man
to hide,” he said.

“No, it isn’t that. He's a foreigner,
and—and the men who are locking for
him are not bobbies,” said Tom Merry.

Blake shook hiz head.

“It sounds to me as if you've got
mixed up in something jolly queer,’” he
said. “I don't like these mysteries, I
must say. If you've f-rumised the man,
of course, you can't tell me about it; but
I'm not going to let Gussy break bounds
and get himself into trouble.”

“No noed for that. I'd rather go
glone.” ;

“Than you're going?”

“Well, yes™
business, Tommy, my boy,”
gaid Blake. “Buppose a prefect spots
you breaking bounds?”

“1 ghall be careful.”

“Bounders on the bound sometimes
get spotted, however careful they are.
You remember Lumley-Lumley, when
he used to play the giddy ox? He was
very careful, but he was spotted.”

Tom Merry turned ecrimsomn.

“ Hang it ell, Blake, you don’t think
I'm going out to do anything that I
should be ashamed to have known, do
you?'’ he asked. .

“No, I don't. I think you're going to
play the giddy goat and get yourself
inta some fix; that's all,” said Blake,

“Well, if I do, I'll get out of it some-
how by myself.” .

“Which is a polite way of telling me
to mind my own business,” said Blake
imperturbably, “Well, I'lIl doit. I
suppose you csn play the giddy goat if

Chap whe
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With a thrill ilke ice In his veina Tom Merry folt a steel point agalnst his neck as a hand gripped his shoulder. A
voice, low and menacing and in a atrange tonguo, hissed : * Silenzio o la morts [

you like. But I'm going to keep an
p\.‘]uncuinr eye on Gussy, Hallo, here he
is |*

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came into
the Common-room with a bag in his
hand. He joined the group by the fire.

“I've been lockin' for you, Tom
Mewwy,” he gaid, "I went to your
study to tell you that I'd got the gwub,
and you weren't thero, and Manners
am¢l kowther were quite inquisitive. Of
course, I dido’t tell them anything.”

“You ass! You're a nice fellow to
keep a secret (¥
“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I twunst a

seowet i3 guite gafe in my keepin
espocially when 1 have given my word
of honahI* eaid Arthur Augustus
stiffly.

“Oh, your honounr's mll right; it's
your fatheadedness that worries me!”
said the captain of the Shell,

“I wefuse to be chawactewised as a
fathead, Tom Mewwy | I hope you have
uot given the secwet away to these in-
nuisitive youngstahs!” said D’Arcy, with
g severe glance at.Bloke, Herries, and
Digby. “They have been pumpin' me,
the boundahs, but I have been ex-
twemely careful not to let anythin’
out I”

The Fourth Formers chuckled.

“You've let out about there being an
Italian in the wood, and sbount our

oing to take him grub!™ said Tom
ﬁ]crry tartly,

“Weally, deah boy, I must say that
that is & vewy impwudent wemarlk !"
snid D'Arcy. “Theso chaps will tumble
to the whole bizney soon if you keep cn
Iike that] Pway be more careful, old
fellow, or you will be givin' Mawo
Luigi entirely away {”

“Maro Luigi|® murmured Blake.

“The poor chap is confidin' in us, you
know |" D'Arcy went on, with groat
severity, “If you gas like that, Tom
Mewwy, it won't be much use his
keepin’ hidden in the cave—"

“8hut up, you ass!”

“1 wefuse to be czlled an mssl 1
wegard you as havin’ given away the
wholo show * said  Arthur Augustus.
“It is vewy hard cheese on Luigi.
Howevah, we can wely on Blake and
Hewwiea and Dig not to let it po any
furthah. Bai Jove there is that ead
Levisan listenin’ to what I am sayin'!
Levison, you waottah |"

Levison grinned.

“What blessed rot are yvou talking?”
he azked. " Who's the giddy Italian
hiding in a cave? What are you
romancing aboul

“There! You see what you've done,
Tom Mewwy! Levison's got hold of it
now—7="

“Bhut up
exasperated.

“Weally, Tom Mewwsy, aftah givin’
away the soewet like that, you might
ust: =

“Ia, ha, ha I” roared Blake. “ Gussy,
vou're worth sour weight in gold!
You'd better ring off now You'll have
a erowd listening to you ™

Tom Merry strode cut of the Comimnon-
roem, with knitted brows There wasn't
very much left of the sceret now  With
Ievison and Mellish, the two telllales
of the 8chool llouse, 1 possession of it,
the secret might as well have been eried
from tho housetops

Arthur Augustus serewed his monocle
inta his eye, and gozed after Tom
Merry mere in sarrow than anger

"1 am weally vewy much surpwised
at Tom Mewwy !” he said

“Ha, ha, ha!”

1

roated Tem Merry,

“Vewy much surpwised indeed |” re-
peated Arthur Augustus, with emphasis.
“(Of course, 1 know he meant to keep
the secwet, as he had pwomised, and
he is 4 fellow of his word. Chap who
has a gecwet to keep can’t be too
careful, and I must wemarlk that Tom
Mewwy has been fwightfully careless!
Evewy boundah in the House will know
about it now 1

“They will if you run onl!” said
Blake, grasping his chum by the arm
and draggzing him out of the Common-
room. ‘“I'or pgoodness’ sake, shut up,
D'Avey I”

“Yaas; but I mnst wepeat that I am
vowy surpwised at Tom Mewwy 1”

Meanwhile, Levizson end Mellish fore-
gathered in u corner of the Common-
room. They commpared notes wilh
suppressed execilement.  Levison and
Mellish were afllicted with & born in-
capuacity for minding their own busi-
ness, and they always waunted to know
what wns going on; and they geaerally

succeeded, not being  very serupulous
about the way they gained their
abject.

“There's something awfully fishy

about this 1" eaid Levison in & low voicr,
“You kuow that story there was about
Tom Merry going in pubs, ond so on!
They explained it awny all right, but
1 had my doubts all the time 1t looks
to me as if this is some more of it—
something pretty bad, 1 think I
“Quite so,” agreed Mellish. "GCoing
out at nights to mect & foreign chap
in the wood—well, it takes the cake!"
“I'm jolly well going to know what
it all means!” eaid Levison deter-
minedly, "1f Tom Merry is daing
something to disgrace the House, he
cught toie bowle§ out and shown up!"”
Tne Gzu Lisrany.—No. 1,469,
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“Ahem! Quite so

“"He can hoodwink the masters and
the prefeets and the other fellows,” said
Levison, “but he can’t hoodwiuk me!
I'm on to this, and I'm going te have
it all ent 1¥

“How are you going to do it? FHe'd
punch you if you asked him guestions !

“I'm not going to ask him guestions.
I'm going to find out for myself.
T'otn Merry goes out to-night, I suppose
1 can go, too!”

AMellish started.

“Ifollow him ?” he said breathlessly.

Levison nodded eoolly.

“(Certainly ! You can come, too.”

Mellish shifted uneasily., He was as
inquisitive and as ill-natured as his
Iriend, but he lacked Levison’s nerve,

“H'm| I—TI don't think I'll do that,”
he said, "You—you sce, we might be
spotted by some rotten prefect | Kildare
has Lis cyes wide open, you know, and
—and 2

Levison sniffed contemptuously.

“Then stay in if you funk it1" he
sald. “I'm going, and I'll jolly well
have the whole story; and if Tom
Merry is disgracing ihe House, I'll
show himn up 1”

“(Good for vou!” said Mellish.

And when the Jourth Form went to
bed that night there was one fellow in
the dormitory in the School House who
remained awake—very wide awake
indeed. 1t was Levison.

CHAPTER 8.
Shadowed !

i OM MIWWY, deah boy I”
Arthur  Augustus  tapped
Tom Merry on the arm as the
Shell fellow was going up to
the dormitory. Manners and Lowther
looked at him and sniffed, and passed
on with the Shell fellows, It was some
more of the secret, they could see that,
and Alanners and Lowther were get-
ting “fed-up,” as Monty expressed it,
with that sceret.
“Well, what is
Tom Merry wearily,
" Pway step into my study for a while.
1 want to speak to you.”
“Qh, all right |

it, Gussy?” asked

Tom Merry followed D'Arey into
Study No. 6. Dlake, Herries, and
Digby had already gone up to the

TFourth Form dormitory, so the study
was empty. Arthur Augustus closed the
door very carefully,

"T'm afwaid the chaps have got on to
somethin’, Tom Mewwy,” he said.

“Go hon!” said Tom sarcastically.
“I'm-surprised at that.”

“It was owin' te your want of care,
my deah boy. I don’t want to wepwoach
vow,”  said Arthur Auvgustus kindly.
“The damage is done now, and it can’t
be helped. But weally you are =n
pweeious fellow to keep a secwet, T must
say. Howevah, it’s no good waggin' you
about that. The twouble is that Blake
and Hewwies and Dig have tumbled to
it somehow that I'm goin’ out to-night
to take gwub to that Italian chap in the
wood, and they've got their ears up
about it. Blake declares that ha won't
let ma go out, and if I twy to get out of
the dorm; they're goin’ to stop me. Of
course, I should uttahly wefuse to he
stopped. Although they are my fwiends,
I should give them a feahful thwashin’
}i thq,y twied anythic’ of the sovt, Dut

“It's all right, Gussy! No necd for
you to po; and I shall manage ever so
nmuch better without yon.”

"That's just what I'm afwaid of, Tom

Tug Gex Linnany.—No. 1,460.

Mewwy; you are ovah-confident in your-
self, and 1 don’t know how you'll get on
without me to guide you,” said Arthur
Angustus dubiously. " Do you think you
could manage it without me§"

Tom Merry laughed.

“You see, I should thwash Blake and
Hewwies and Dig if they twied to stop
me, but that would make a wow and
walko up the othah fellows, and Mellish
and Levison are in our dorm, you know,
and they are alweady suspicious owin’ to
what you let out in the Common-woom
this evenin'—"

“You stay in bed, Gussy, and leave it

to me,” eaid Tom Morry, in great
relief,

Do you think you can manage it all
wight 7*

“Yeos, ass |

“1 twust you will not make a muck
of it,” said D'Arey. “I have anothah
suggestion to malke. Suppose you come
to my dorm aftah lights out, and %et-
intoc my bed, and I will slip out quietly,
You can pwetend to be me 12

“I’'m afraid 1 shouldn’t be up to that,
Gussy. Better let me go. You can give
me instructions before 1 start,’ said
Tom Merry solemnly.

“Yaas, that's a good ideah,” said
D’Arcy, with a nod. “I've the gwub
here, 1n this bag, and you can come into
the study end take it, you know, Pway
be vewy careful. Don't go till aftah
half-past ten, as the pwefects go to bed
ithen. And mind you don’t wun into any
twouble, deah boy."

' will be awiully,
careful,”

“You are (El“‘e sure that you couldn’t
slip into my bed and pwetend to ba me,
so as to keep Blake quiet?” asked
DY Arcy anxiously.

" Quite sure[”

“Then pewwaps—"

Menty Lowther opened the siudy door
and locked in.

“Are you coming up to bed?” he
asked. “‘Kildare is waiting in the
dorm, and he may possibly get ratty in
the course of time,™

Tom Merry laughed,

“I'm coming! Good-night, Gussy

“Good-night, deah boy |7

Tom Merry went up to the Shell
dormitory with Lowther. Lowther did
not speak, and they went into the dor-
mitory in silence. Kildare of the Sixth,
the captain of Bt. Jim’s, looked at Tom
Merry grimly,

“I'm_ waiting_to put the lights out,
Marey,” Le said.

_" Sorry, Kildare !
minute.

“Buck up!” said the Sixth Former
tersely. Tom Merry tumbled quickly
enough into his bed. The lights wers
put out, and Xildare quitted the
dormitory., There was a buzz of talk
among the Shell fellows after Kildare
had gone, and Tom Merry joined in it.
But one by one the juniors dropped off
to sleep, and silence reigned in the
dormitory.

Towmn Merry did not close his eyes.

Ha was tirved enough, after the run
with the Scouts in the afternocn, but
there was to be no sleep for him for the
first part of that night, at all events.
He had his promisc to fulfil to Maro
Lungi.

The man was hiding in the hidden
cavo in the weood, and he would be ex-
peeting Tom Merry with the promised
aid. Tom could not help feeling that he
had made & rash promise in the kind-
ness of his heart, Butb a promise was a
promise, and it had to be kopt,

Tom Merry was not expericnced in the
wuys of the world, but he had & quick

frightfully
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eye for an honest face, and he was con-
vineed that the man in the cave waa
honest enough—though what his quaerrel
might be with the other men, Tom
could not guess.

The thought of the poor wretch
hiding there, in cold and darkness, with-
ont food, was quite enough to solace
the junior for the unplessant prospect
of leaving his warm bed and taking
the risk of breaking bounds after lights
out.

Tom Merry lay awake listening {o the
slow chimes from the old clock tower
of 8t. Jim’s.

“Eleven o’clock ¥

The junior sat up in bed at last. Most
i not all of the Sixth would be in bed
ot that honr, and thers was little danger
of falling in with any watchful Erefect.
Most of the masters, too, would be gone
to bed; early hours were kept at Bt
Jim's, Tom Merry slipped quietly out
of bed and dressed himself quickly in
the dark.

There was no sound in the dormitory
but the steady breathing of the other
Shell fellows. His chums were fast
asleep.

Tony, taking his boots in his hand,
erept quietly to the door, and let himself
out into the passage.

He closed the door softly behind him.

All was dark in the passage, Lights
had long ago been turncd ocut there,
Tom Merry put his boots on silently. He
had just finished when hs gave a sudden
gtart, and bent his head to listen. From
the Dblackness of the passage he had
caught a sound a3 of a sudden move-
ment.

“ Anybody thera?”
soflly,

It had occurred to him for a moment
that I’ Arcy might have turned out after
all, The sound was from the direction of
ilie Fourth Form dormitory. But there
came no reply to his cautious call, and
the zilenee was unbroken.

“My hat!” murmured Tom Merry.
“I'm getting into a state of nerves!"”

He went down the passage on tiptos.

It did not take him many minutes to
get the bag of provisions from Study
No. 6, and then he made his way to the
lower box-room,

The window opened silently, and Tom
Merry elimbed out on the roof of an
outhouse below, and closed the window
behind him.

Then he dropped lightl
ground, the bag }i,)z{) his ha’.;nd.;F

Without a glance behind, he hurried
across to the school wall, which bordered
the lonely road to Rylcombe,

A minute later the box-room window
was cautiously reopened, and a face
glimmered in the derkness ag it looked
out.

A gleam of starlight fell upon it, and
disclosed for a moment the features of
Levison of the Fourth.

But Tom Merry was hurrying away
under the shadowy old elms of the
quadrangle, and he did not see it. He
di¢l not know that Levison had elimbed
down from the box-rocom window and
dropped to tha ground—that the cad of
the Fourth was following him at a
cautious distance across the guadrangle,
and ihat. when le dropped over the
setool wall into the road, Levison
dropped after him only a minute later.
H: was unaware that, as he tramped
in 1lie darkness down the lane towards
FE.yleontbe, Levison followed him, tread-
ing silently, and taking advantage of
every ghadow to conceal his pursuit.

he called out

to the
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CHAPTER 9.
Levison’s Night Out ]

EVISON caught pglimpses of

I Tom Merry on the dark road.

He saw the Shell [ellow

plainly as he passed tne lamp

at the cross-roads. Levison crept by in

the shadow of the trees in case Tom

Merry should glance back to where the
lamp glimmered.

Tom Merry did not glance back,
however; he had not the faintest sus-
picion that he was followed. Ile strode
right on to the stile and clambered
over it to the footpath, Levison
reached the stile and passed over it in
his turn, and then he paused.

If Tom Merry had gone down the
footpath, it would be easy enough to
follow him; if he had taken o rome
track through the black woods, the
pursuit would not be easy—in fach, it
would be next Lo impossible.

Levison listened keenly.

His curiosity was roused to the
highest pitch; he intended to know
where Tom Merry was going, end what
he weas going to do.

Hc heard a rustle in the wood and
started in that direction. TUnder lis
foct was a narrow, trodden track,
invisible in th> darkness of the trees.
But Levison knew the path, and he
knew that it led through the heart of
the wood, and passed the deep glade
where, according to the legend, the
poacher had met his death. He knew
that it was near the Poacher's Glade
that Tom Merry and D’Arcy had been
captured by the Scouts that afterncon;
he had learned that from the talk of the
juniors. He thought he could puess
Tom Merry’s destination now, and he
pressed on with more confidence.

Several times he heard e rustle of dis-
placed twigs in advance, which showed
that be was still on the right track,

SQuddenly the sound ceased.

He listened inteptly, but he could
hear nothing.

He paused for a full minute, and then
trod cautiously on the path again, peer-
ing ahead of him with watchful eyes.

e eaught sight suddenly of the
junior he was tracking, standing in the
middle of the track, and Ilooking
intently back.

Levison had just time to draw back
into the darkness under a tree and con-
ccal himself; another sccond, and he
would have been in full view of Tom
Merry.

His heart was thumping now.

He understocd what had happened.
He had been guided on his way by
the rustling Tom Merry made in
moving along the narrow track among
the bushes, and Tom Merry on his side
had heard Levison's movements behind,
end was thus warned that he was being
followed.

Tom Merry stood quite still for
several minutes, looking  intently
behind him along the path he had come

Yo

The Shell fellow felt certain that some-
one had been following hin from the
rustling he had heard; but he was not
thinking of tho cad of the Fourth. Ha
was thinking of the men who had been
seeking Maro Luipi. Might they etill
bo in the wood, searching for tha
hiddea Italian? It waould be the worst
of services he could render the hidden
man if he unintentionally guided his
encmies to his hiding-place.

Levison remained pecfectly  still,
searcely breathing.

Tom Merrit resumed his way at last.
But he pno longer followed the track.

JUST
MY
FUN

Monty Lowther
Calling !

Hallo, everybody.

Tip for Easter hikers: Don’t walk
on an empty stomach ; the owner mey
object,

Did you hear about the keen motor
ealesman who sold himself a £2,000
car for Easter 1

Irish gtory: Pat and Mike were
shipwrecked on & desert islend.
“ Tool," exclaimed Mike, * there's a
ship!? "“No good,” gmighed Pat,
“it's going ths wrong way."

“ Gosh, wou look ferrible!"
said Kerr o Pratt. “ Yes, I feel
like an ident going here
fo happen,’’ agreed Pratt.

Easter query: What's the diff.
between o dancer and B duck ? The
dancer gosa quick on the legs, and the
ducl goes quock on its eggs.

Kerr says a cheap watch and a
river heve much in common. Neither
will go long without winding.

Young Gibson says he makes a
rule of avoiding trouble on one day a
weck, His * Good" Friday !

An ice-skater gave a lecture in
Wayland. Illustrated by numerous
slides !

A writer of jazz lyrics advertisca
he is now ‘' at liberty.” Ilow did le
get out 7

*What is a bright young thing 1™
asks Skimpole. A baby glowworm.

I hear Crooke is poing on & diot.
Ha ia still in the ' fast ™ set.

News: A 2B.stone swimmer
means to ewim the Channel this
Easter. * Weight® and *“sea” |
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He plunged into the thickness of the
wood, confident of lhis ability to And
his way, in spite of ithe darkness.

Ixtensive as the wood was, Tom
Merry knew every glade of it from the
constant scout practice of the Boy
Beouts of Bt. Jun's. But Levison was
by no means well versed in woodcraft,
and when he reached the spot where
Tom Merry had turned from the track,
tha ead of the Yourth paused in
dismay.

Levison ground his teeth as he stood
there in doubt and indecision.

“IIang him!” he mutteved, “He's
guessed that I'm after him | Hang him |
I shall lose myself if T pet rlcc})cr into
ihe wood at this time of might I

He remained theve for several
minutes, listening for some sound to
guide him Minute aflter minuto

passed; he heerd nothing. The rustling
T'om Merry had made died away, and
Levison was not even certain of the
direction the Shell fellow had taken.

Hg debated in his mind whether ho
should make diveetly for the Poncher’a
Glade, on the ehance of eatching sight
of Tom Merry again. Buf he was not
certain that that was the Shell fellow’s
clestination.

Levison ground his teeth with angry
disappointment. It looked as if he had
left his bed and taken tho risk of
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Skimpole has a big bruise on hia
cranium. He says it is where Gore
tried to swat & wasp, “Bwabt'll a
ghame |

A wmusie-hall performer claims
he cannoet feel Kicks or punches.
What an ddcal foolball refereec!

Scoteh atory: "I can't stop her—
sho’s running away | " gasped the taxi
driver. * Weel,” exclaimed the Scots
passengor, " ye can at least stop the
meter | 7

Holiday story : “ Is your son home
for the holidays, Mr. Smith1” “I
guess so. I can't find any of my fics.”

Skimpole complains he suffers from
ingomnie. Have you tried talking to
youraelf, Skimmy ?

* £600,000 Suit," reads s headline,
I should think it bad two paira of
trousers |

I hear & Wayland bankrupt is now
a switchback attendant. Still having
his vpg and downa.

Of course, you heard of the optimistic
poullry furmer wha tried-to get Haster
egea by feeding his chickens on cocoa
and coloured ribbon ?

“ What is an Laster egg, really 17
asks @ reader. Nothing, surrounded
by & thin shell of chocolate.

Oh, and you heard abonut the
chap 1eho wwonldn't use his lawn-
mower at Faster beecause it was
Lent ¥

Wally D’Arcy says he is sure Mr,
Seclby has n definite aim in life. He
thinks he's it!

Hot Newsz: A box of lead coing has
been uncarthed at Hastings. A pre-
historic slot-machine.?

Last ghot: “ But I couldn’t give
you enough work to keep you occupied,“
said the farmer. * Mister,” said the
applicant, ** you'd be surprised what
a little it takes to keep me occupied !”

Happy Easter, lada!

breaking bounds st night for nothing—
far nothing but & weary tramp in the
darkness.

Then suddenly he started and pricked
up his cars.

There was a sound in the wood—a
murmur of voices. As Levison listened
he distinguished o foreign voice

speaking in a strange, soft tongue.

He could not distinguish the words
—he could not have understood them
if he had distinguished them. But it
was ecasy for him to guess thet it was
an Italian speaking; aund he knew—or
suspeeted, st least—that Tom Merry
hod come to the wood te meet tho
Halian.

1lis eyes glittered with teiumph; he
had run the junior down, after all—
with his unknown companion. Levison
did not hesitate. Ile stole cautiously
through the underwoods in the direc-
tion of the voices.

The voices ccased.

Hud thy speakers heard him? He
paused, hesitating, and as he hesitated
thero was a rustle in the underbrush,
aul o hand grasped him, and he was
dragged down te the ground.

Levison uttered a sudden,
cry.

I'hat grip of iron that was laid upou
himm could not have beéen given by 2

Toe GeM LisrsrY.—No, 1,469.

startled
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junior’s hand. He was in the grasp of
a man—and a powerful man, Whe

was it? Into what danger had hae
stumbled in his  spying on  Tom
Merry 7

That won grip forced him down

to the pround, and Levison did not
even think of resisting, His dazzaled
eyes caught a gleam of steel. That
gleain of steel in the darkness of the
wood sent o shudder of terror through
Levison’s whole body.

‘There was a erathing in the under-
woods, and two or three dark and
sincwy figures came plunging to the
spot.

“Ilave you got him " Il was a sharp,
metallie voice in English.  “Tu Phuoi
trovato, Beppo 1

“lo trovate gualewno |” growled the
man who was helding Lovison down.

"I guess—but—non e Luigi !”

“redo che nont”

“Dring a light here!”

Levison lay palpitating wilh terror
under the grasp of the Italian., Ile did
nel understend what was said, excepting
the words 1n IEnglish, which were
gpoken with a strong American accent.

Into whose hunds liad he fallen?
What gung of raseals was this, haunt-
mg iho dark shades of (he woou in the
quiet English eountryside?

Thkoy could not be poachers—there
would have been no foreigners in a
poaching gang. Who were they—what
were they? At the 1liwught that his
lifo was in danger, Levison almost
faigted wilh fear.

Thore was a glimmer of a lantern in
the durknoss,

The light was turned upon ILevison's
faco, dazzling him wilh its brightness.

ITe closed his blinded eyes for o
mauinent,

There wus  an
auloyance
Amoricin.

"1 puess you'ye got thie wronp piz by
the ear, Beppo. That is a schoolboy |

Levison opened his eves again, and
blinked at the davk faces bent over him.

It was a strangoe and terrifying scene.

The man Deppo had a knee planted
on Levison’s chest, pinning lim down in
the damp grass, A swarthy Italian hield
a lontern with the rays directed npon
the jumior’s face. A powerfully butlt
matl was looking down at him in the
liglht—a maun with a long, keen nose like
a hnife-blade, aned zharp cyes sot closo
togoether.

“Who are von?"

The Awmcrican rapped out tlie words
savagoly.

Levison panied,

“I—1'm not doing any harm heve,™ lig
gnid,

“Who are vou ?”

“I—I—I'm u schoolboy. T belong to
St Jun’s ¢

“What's that?"

“A TPublio school neap
Ry lecombie.”

The big man grunied ancrily,

“Another of thul ¢rowd 1 met heve to-
day, playing the fool ut scouting, I
Buppose ¥

“Yes, yes] I—"

“Go slow,”” said the Amevican sailor-
man, “Tell me the trutl. I @uess
there's something Oshy nbout this, wnd
yau may know something of what wo
wintt to know, 1 suppose they dou't
aitlow boys out ot miduight in your
schiool, hey 8™

E N—]‘[ﬂ II.I‘

“1But you'te out, I guess!®

(41 '&TEFEE!IJ

:;‘v’llInt Ial*e vou doing hore, then?”
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_ exclamation  of
and disgust from  the

heore—near

“Do you know anything about a man
hiding in the wood here—an ltalian #*
Ilﬁ.kl::[l] tIhn sgilurmun, bending over him,

"I puess you do,” went an the
adventurer, reading Levison’s foce with
perfeet easa.  "This mey turn out a
good catch after all, EEPPB. Il piccino
sa aqualehecosa—eanpite #

“8%1, si, Signor Finn!"
Beppo.

“And 1 guess he's going to tell us, or
my name's not Hiram Finn " grinned
the Yankeo. “Now, my young buck,
vou're going to tell wz what vou'ra
doing hero—savvy I”

trI_I_I_.H

“What did you como into the wood at
this time of night for 1

Levison hesitated n
minute. Hivam IYinn made
n sign to DBeppo, and the
Italian advanced his
revolver so that the lantern
light gleamed wupon thoe
barrel, Levison shuddered,

“I1—I'll tell you!" he
panted.

"1 guess you'd belter.”

*1 ecame here to—to
follow w4 chap!” stuttered
Lovison, “Oie of our
fellows—lie sneaked out of
the school, and—and 1 fol-
lowed him. I koew he was
going (o meei un Italiun—a
foreipgn chap iding in a
cave, and toe tgke lilin
food—"

LIivam Tinn ullered o
shirp exclmpalion,

“Gee-wliia!l Now sou're
lalking ! Go on ¥

“I1—I lost the track in
the wood,” falicred Lovi-
son. “I—I Lthonghl it was
him—when—when I head
you! I—I—that’s ull!*

“Whera 15 he now ¥

“I don't know.”

“"Where did he go®™

“Tilo the wood,™

“Which direction ™

“1 eouldn’t make out in
the dark.”

“Bu he's poing to fake
food to an Hahan Liding in
a cave,”” sad Hiraon M,
with o chiuekle. L1 gtiess
i doesi’e leave  much
chowdst. . Lhe matter. [
sy welre going Lo {ind
this young gentloman wlio
pdaya the Cood Samarvitan

grinned
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St. Jim's; and would willingly havae
undertaken never to spy info another
feilow's alfairs again. .l:'_:’iut it swas too
late to think of that now.

“Now I guess you're going to guide

us, cocky,” said lliram 1"mn.,  * Alarch
on "
“ T T Y

TINuff said—git on 1"

“I—I'm not sure about it!” panted
Levison. “I think Tem Merry was
makimg for a place called the Poacher’s
Glade. I think there's a cave in the
]Itil]siﬂbe there; I found at one day. Dut

“1 guess that'll do; you'ro wasting
time. Lead on ™

Lovison was silent, and led the way.
The Lig Amorican wallked behind baun,

i the mighlb—some!  You
know  what part ho was The man's hand dived for his pooket—Tom Merry know w
making [or, hey quickly. Snatching up the lantern, he huried it into the |
“JI—I don'v] I—*
“T guess you do. 1 guess
van're gaing lo guide us there, and if and Beppo kept haold of his arin.  Pielro
your Luil, thero will be a dead young- walked behind., The lantorn was ex-

ster lying i this wood in LU worn-
ings, "' sad Hiram IMinn,
“You—you wouldn't—you

darven't,
O | ——

“1 reckan thers's not much IHiram
IFinn would stop al, on the trock of o
hundred thousand dollars” said the big
TIHER

(41 1"'—"_[‘_”

“Let him get np, Beppo, but keep
hqkl of his fin. You keop behind him,
I'ietro, and if he (ries to run, give him
six inches of your knife. Capited®

The Nalian nodded and grinned ; he
evideontly understood Bnglish, although
lie g net speak 6. Doppo dragged
the trembling Levison Lo his foct. 'The
el of the IPourth was white wilh fear,
lle wonld have given o great deal at
thal mument to be safe back in bed at

tinguished now, and darkness reigned in
the wood ugain.

Levison  slumbled  on,  inwavdly
anathematising his bad luck. He had
not dreamed of any encounter of tlis
sort when Lo left 8t. Jim's Lo {ollow
Tom Merry to the wood. The thyeo
men  were ovidently desperate char-
acters, and 1f he failed thom, there wus
e telling what might happen (o Lin.
He did not even thmk of trying to
rscape. It wonld have been nseless,
Boppo’s lingers were geasping his arm
like an iren bond, and the gleam of
tha revolver was ever befove he
junior's oves, whelher he could seo the
aclual weapon ur not. .

He stomblod on, weary and perspir-
ing, The tueo adventurers il nob
wasie time, and they kept Luvison
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al for. _The situation was desperate and the juniaor acted
ul-p o! the Yankes, and ths ruffian resled back with a yall
in.

going at a good speed, in spile of his
efforts to slack down, He wos feeling
done up by the time they entered the
tlark shades of the Poacher's Glade.
Through the opening in the trees over-
head, starlight glimmered down into
the glade. The mass of the hill rose
Black ond solid, elothed willh uwnder-
waoods,

“Yhere is llhat cave you mention?”
asked Iliram TFion, looking about him
doubtfully,  “If you've Leen fooling
ug—

CMGive me fime to find it I
it'a somewhere here.”

“Quick, then! We don’t want lo
alarm our bird!”

Levison stopped at last before the
mass of folinge that hid the opening of

know

the cave. Ile poinled te il, wondering
whether in trulth a hidden man lay bes
hind the dark mass, gr whethier ho had
loel the scarchers on a wilil-zoose chasoe.
Hivam IFinn grasped his revolver, and
drew nside the mass of leafy sorcening.

A low voice came {rom the interior
durkness,

T

cha! TIs it you zen, signorine?

“I zuess it's an olil feiend of vours,
Maro  Lukgn™  sebd  llieam  Finn,
“Hore he is, Lovs ) Scive hip ™

There was a ery of alarm in the
eava. Thiram Finn sl the two Lualines
pirshed i, ernshipng theoneh (e broak-
g branches aed twigs,

There was tha senud of o hawl

flenggle e the Dlackuess— tramping
L] ' '

feet,  sharp  excluunlions,  hoeried

brcathing, and jourtervd oaths,
But Levison did net stay to listen, Llis

captors had forgotten him, and Lovi-
sonn ¢id not lose the opporiunity. He
turned and sped back the way he had
come—running, stumbling, picking Lim-
solf up, and rumning again—panting
heavily, but never pausing till he was
out in the Rylcombe road again, with
St. Jim's in sight. Levison had had
more than enocugh adventures for one
night.

- ——y

CHAFTER 10.
A Narrow Escape !
TﬂM MERRY emerged from the

wood inla the .deep glade, and

%Immud romnd him eautiously,

Ie had made a wide detour
through the weod to throw
off the track whoover it was
that had been trocking
him, and had reached the
Poacher’s  Glade by =&
ronndabout, course.

The glole was dark and
tdeserted, and Tom Merry
wis reasstreed.  He enne
ihrough the damp ferns and
bracken lowards the eave,
ansd then suddenly stopped
with o =lart. A light was
gleaining throigh 1he
folipge thero-—a lantern was
buvning in the hidden eave,

“"The awlul ass, to burn
a light here ™ muatiered (he
junter.  "If those fellows
arit shill Jooking fov
liiin X

Ia broko ofl,

Fram the hidden  eave
ieeder the hill there exne
i mirmue of volees, Muaro
Luigi was not alono,

Tom  Merevy  remndoed
aquio still oo SO
neesients,  and  then e
cauliously  crept  towards
the cave and listened.

Tha thaught. hnd  come
mla s nnul now  that
Aarvo, Luipgl’'s vnomy had
found him. The ian who
was hiding in fear of his
life  would hardly have
been jmprudent coough o
hetray  lis presence by
buning a light in the cave,
Anel the wvoilces—what did
that mean?

Az he drew eloser, Tom
Merry heard a voice with
a strong Auerican aceent—
i voiee he had heard be-
fore. It was that ol the
nutr with 1he knife-blade
nose, wham Blake and Tig-
gins had caplured by mis-
talie i the aftornoon.

Tam Mevey knitted his hrows,

All was elear now. Maro Luimi's
onemies had found him, and they were
i the eave now., What had happened
to the Talian?

The foliagn before the cave had boon
torn amd Llrampled, and no longer eon-
cealed the epening compietely,  Tom
Merry eonld see inte the interier, and
as he peered through the fwizs andl
leaves, a steango ane startling sceno
it his gnze.

Maro laigi lav upon the ground,
hotnd hand and foat, with the laniem
hehl  gloaping upon  his pale and
honted-louk e faee,

Thee Wi Anevicaor was =ealed upon n
monmd eloss la him, with liis had
resting oa lus kuees, awl a revelver in
Liis hawld,

Twa Itelians were stamling close to
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the captured man, and one of them was
wiping away blood from a Lknife cut
across the face, Maro Luigi had evi-
dently not been captured without
resistance.

The Yankee was speaking.

“I guess we've gob you now, Maro
Lwgi. T guess we've got you whero
your hair is shert—what?”

Maro Luigi muttercd something in-
distinetly, but did not reply.

“Has he hurt you much, Beppo?"

The wounded Italian growled.

“Per Bacco! I am hurt)”

. "We're going to make him pay for
it,” said Hiram Finn. “He's going to
pay a hundred thousand dollays—el,
Maro, my old chum "’

Liigt was silent,

“I guoss you'tl better go and get {hat
et seen to, Beppo,” said Iliram Finp,
looking at the deep slash 1o his fol-
lower's face. “You ean get it bonnd
up in Waylaml, Let (e surgeon (hink
you gol 1l m o vow with the bargenie
on the river. I guess I ean look afltew

our friemd Maro now that lLe's tied
g somme L
“I Llewdl like v stuck peeg!™

praowled Doppo.

“Now, Alaro, my friend, vou are
gomg to talk,” saud ths Yankeo adven-
e, “1 guess you ean hear e,
This 15 where yon yaup—savvy ¢

“on parlere,” prunted ihee man
Iving on the ground, making o suddon
cfforl 1o lreak loose from s bhonds,

v Minn choekled,

“1 guess vou can't gel loose, Alara,
ald chum, Yon won't get looze onsy
when Tliram Fiun has tied you up with
spilor’s knots. T puess not.”

“Non parlero—non parlero?

“That means iliat you won't speak, I
gurss, | oreckon we shall make you
spoeitk, Maro, You are coming down
to lhe coast with us, You are coming
on i ship, Maro, and between here and
Venien you will falk—what? 1 guess
you kuaw how [ shall persuade you if
vort don't lalk—what

"Nulh! Non parlere [

“You can go and get that eut iied
np, Deppo, and live a ear—you and
Pietern, Get it as near the wood as
yvou can, and then como back here. 1'1]
leck aftey our friend Maro till yon
cuma back. (Get some sacks to cover
et with”

* 81, signor IV

‘Lom Alerry drew back hastily, and
tonle cover in a tree. The two Italians
emerged from tho cave, and strode
away, Boppo groaning and grunting as
e went, They disappeared into the
it kess,

Tom Mervy dyew near the cave wlien
ey wers rone.

Tho Yankee suilovman was stitl speak-
g s aned T'om Mervy, as he saw the
thin, Lkeen face in the gleam of (he
lantern-light, anlmost shuddered at the
expression of the cold and cruel deter-
mmation upon 1t

“T guecss you ave going to talk,
Maro,” sanl Iliram Fiin, “You are
going o talk, and yon are going to
wrile it down, every word. I'm %ﬂing
iic:} hn;ru thot hundred thousand dollars.
ch!

XN mnai !

“Never's a long word,” said Hivam
Finng; “a very long word! We'vo
huited you ouk, AMaro, ¥You gave us
the slip at Sonthemplon; youw've given
us the slip since. Wea nearly had yon
olge; now we've gol you. Savvy?
Now wo want thie dollavs—a hundred
thousaml dellarvs, Mare; thougl it's not
in good American money.  But we'll
change all that when we lay hands on
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the dibs. The secret that you got fr?m
the drunken sailor in Leghorn you're

Joing to pass on to me and my pals,
DBeppo and Pietro. What ¥
“*Non mai!”

“When you've got a cord tied round
your neck, Mara, squeezing tighter and
tighter till your eves bulge out, you'll
change your tune, I guess.”

Tom Merry shuddered.

“You know where the money is, Maro
—on one of the islands in the lagoon
of Venice, I guess. You're going lo
tell us,?

“Non parlero!” repeated the bound
man. “La morte, ma silenzio!"

" Death, but silence |” grinned Hiram
Finn. “We'll changa your tune for you,
Maro, when you're on board "the
schoomer. You will see! Beppo and
Pietro will be back in half an hour,
and then you're going away, Maro,
wrapped up in a bundle of sacks, in
cuse any inquisitive policeman should
look into the car; and when you're
on the schooner—*

The Italian groaned. He eovidently
realised his helplessness in the hands
of his relentless enemy,

Tom Merry’s heart beat fast.

In half an hour the two ruffians
would return, and then the bound
man would be taken uway a helpless
prisoner.

There was nothing te stop them.

Tom Merry thought of the police;
but he could not have reached the
nenrest police station, And then, the
local policeman would not have been
able to deal with the desperate gang,
armed with deadly weapons, and on?y
too clearly 1p‘mrmrrrd to use them.

What could he do?

Ho had come there to help the un-
fortunate fugitive, and he had proof
enough now, if he had wanted it, that
Maro Luigi was 2 man pursued by
remorseless rascals; that the right was
on his side.

To let the man be taken away
by that gang of scoundrels—it was
impossible,

But what could the junior do?

If he waited till Beppo and Pietro
returned, he would have three enemies
to deal with. If anything was te be
done, it must be done now, while the
American sailorman was alone with the
prisoner.

But to tackle that powerful rufian—
Tom Merry, strong and athletic as he
was, would have been an infant in the
grasp of Hiram Finn.

The thoughts raced through his head.
What ecould he do? He would not
abandon the Italian to his fate. But
what could he do¥

The Yankee sailorman yawned, and
rose from his seat. He camo towards
the opening of the cave, and Tom
Merry crouched back in the darkness.
The American came through the sereen
of bushes, and lighted o cigar. He
meant to wait for the return of his
associates in the open glade.

. The big man, his tall form shadowy
in the darkness, moved te and fro.
At intervals Tom Merry heard him give
a faint chuckle. The man was in a
state of gleeful triumph, as his chuck-
Im.f indicated.

om Merry made up his mind,

He could mot tackle the big ruffian
by himself, but if he could get Maro
Luigi free, between them they might
handle him. Tom Merry, crouching in
thé dark shadows, watched the sailor-
man pacing to and fro ns he smoked
his cigar. And when the man’s back
was turned, and he was a dozen paces
away, the junior made a sudden dash
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and passed through the thickets into the

CAvE.

‘Whether the sailorman heard him or
not, he did not know. He benf over
Maro Luigi, opening his pocket-knife
with hurried fingers.

The bound man’s eyes gleamed up at
him with new hope,

“ Amico—mio amico il ragazzo!' he
breathed.

Tom Merry cut through the cords that
bound him +with hasty zlashes of the
pocket-knife, Qutside, he heard the
sailorman humming a tune. The man
had not seen or heard the junior; he
did not suspect for a moment that
anyone else was in the lonely glade at
that hour. Levison had told him that
Tom Merry had Ieft the school to earvy
food to the Italian in the cave. But
Hiram Finn was not thinking of the
unknown boy who had eaused ievlsan's
chsonce in the wood. e had captured

Taro Luigi, and his mind was busy
with his success.

“Quiet | whispered Tom Merry.

A few more slashes of the knife, and
Maro Luigi was free,

The Italian sailor, lithe and active as
a panther, leaped to his feet. His sharp,
blaclk eyes searched round the cave,
evidently for & weapon. His knife had
been taken away, and Tom Merry was
glad of it. Villain and ruffian as
Hiram Finn clearly was, Tom Merry did
not want to look upon a scene of blood-
shed in the lonely wood that night.

Home sound had apparently fallen
upon Hiram Finn's keen cars. He came
back to the entrance of the cave and
looked in.

As lo pecred through the broken
branches, a glare of rage came into his
oyes, as he saw Maro Luigi free, and the
junior standing by his side.

His hand dived for his pocket—Tom
Merry knew what for. The junior was
desperate, and he acted quickly. He
snatched up the lantern, and hurled it
into the face of the rullian.

Crash [ .
There was a yell of pain from the
Yunkee sailorman, as the lantern

smashed into his face, and he staggered
back blindly. The lantern was instantly
rxtinguished. Tom Merry grasped
Luigi by the arm,

“This way ! he muttered.

He led the startled man_through the
thickets before the cave. He could hear
Hiram Fion cursing in the darkness, as
he rushed the Italian towards the trees.
In a moment they were in the sheller
of the wood.

“Run for it!" panted Tom. “He's
got a gun! Run!”
Crack |

It was a sharp, ringing report. The
American had fired. ut it was a shot
at random. In the darkness he could
not see the junior or Luigi. Tom Merry
grasped Luigi's arm, and ran with him
blindly through the wood.

CHAPTER 11.
The Secret !

OR s few minutes Tom Berry and
F his companion ran blindly; then
Tom Merry remembered the
way, and they followed a beaten
track, where progress was easier.

Luigi ran without a word,
breathing heavily.

They came out on the footpath at
last, and then over the stile into the
road. Tom Merry led his companion up
the roadd for a short distance, and
through a gap in the hedge on the
opposite side ond inte a dim building.
It was an old barn now disused, which

only
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the junior knew well. Then he stopped,
panting.

“All right now ! he gasped. “We'ra
& good two miles away, and I'll bet that
chap won’t be able to follow our giddy
tracks.”

. Luigi leaned against the wall, breath-
ing hard,

*Grazie, signorino—graziel”

Tom Merry knew that that meant
thanks

“That's all right,” he said. “J was
jolly glad to get you out_of the hands
of thet rotter |’ What did 'he want with

on 1™

“T1 segreto I

“The—the what?”

“What you say—secret—secret of ze
ore=—ze gold,” gaid Maro Lulg[t.. 1 am
tell by ze sailor who die in Leghorn—
and he know—he would find. Capite "

“I think I understand,” said Tom
Merry. © "They want to rob you?”

LBl 12

“Well, you're out of their hands
ncw-))

Luigi broathed hard.

“I brought wyou some grub, as I
promised,” said Tom Merry ruefully,
“but I dropped the bag in gettins li,'lou
away. I'm sorryl Of course, I didn’t
expect to find those rotters there. But,
look here, you won't be able to get back
to the cave again, mow that they've
found it.”

“ K'giusto.”

“You'll have to bunk 7

“I go!” said Maro Luigi heavily
“But zink—I zink—how you say—I
not get away perhaps from zen. Listen
to me, ragazzo. You save my lifet
Zey kill me on ze ship, for I tell zein
nozzing.™”

“The rotters!” said Tom Merry.
“¥You can go to the police for protec-
tion, Luigi. We've got law in England,
you lknow.®

“Zat non good., Zat man, zat Finn,
he is il diavolo himself, Listen to me,
zen; you are all ze friend zat is to
nte now. Buppose zat I am kill? 1
not vish zat ze gold lose itself. Cupite?”

“¥Yes,"” said Tom Merry.

“I give you a paper,” said the
Ttalian in a low, hurried voice. “You
have carta—what you say—carta per
scrivere 1

“Carta?” said Tom Merry, puzzled.
“Oh, paper! Yes. If you want to
write, I've Fot a pocket-book, and you
cBan have a leaf; and I've got a pencil.

ut——"

*“ Datemi—give to me”

Tom Merry, in wonder, took out his

ocket-book, and tore out a leaf and

anded it to the Italian, with a peneil.
bMaro Luigi atepped to the door of the
armn.

Ciear starlight fell into the field
outside, and 1t was light enough to
write.

The Italian spread the leaf upon the
cover of the pocket-book and wrote
rapidly with the penecil,

Tom Merry did not see what he was
writinf{, but be knew that it must be
in Italian. He could not have read
Italian, of course; but he did not say
that to BMaro Luigi. The man was in
a stale of intense agitation, and Tom
Merry wisely decided to let him do as
lie chose without contradiction. The
Italian wrote with feverish haste in the
clear and beautiful caligraphy which
even uneducated Italians generally use.
He fnished, and folded the sheet in
two.

“Take zat!"” he zaid.

Tom Merry took the

“Listen, zen ™ said Luigi in a low
voiee. "I have write zera where it is
zat ze money is. Capite?”

{Continued on puge 13.)
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Let the Editor be your pal.

Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :

The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

ALLO, cliums! Al eet for
Easter? You bet! Well, as

they say in the Btates, hap
week-end! 1t’s the hrst ]10};{‘f
dny of the year, and let's hope the
weather elerk does the right thing and
gives us a good dose of sunshine. But
whatever the weather happens to be,
rain or shine, the good old GEM can
always be relied upon to come up to
serateh.,

If you have read the great St. Jim's
yarn in this nwnber, then you must be
eager, as I was myself, to read the
sequel to it. This bears the title of

# THE TREASURE OF SANTA MARIA I®

and, what will please readers more, it is
a cover-to-cover story. These extra-
long yarns are always very popular, and
gince Christmas, I have been waiting
for & chance to squeeze in another one.
Next Wednesday you will bave this
grand yarn in your hands, and, I can
romise you, the advm?turcs of Tom
Rlarl.‘y & Co. in Italy will give you all
the enjoyment you want.
" From the quiet surroundings of Bt.
Jim’'s, Tom Merry & Co. sct out on the
treasure trail, which takes them to the
Sunny South—io the picturesque old
Htalian town of Venice. It 185 near
there, on the islet of Santa Maria, that
they hope to find the vast treasure which
Hiram Finn, the Yenkee adventurer,
end his Italian companions, have sought
g0 desperataly to get their handa on.
" Many oxciting things happen to the
chums of St. Jim's before they reach
the end of the treasure trail. %ﬂu will
follow with avid interest their humor-
ous adventures en route, their lively ex-
periences in Venice, and the thrilling
“ghow-down " they have with Hiram

Finn & Co. on the scent of the hidden
treasure.
Whatever you do, chums, on no ac-

count miss this special extra-long Easter
yoarnm.

GREAT SCHOOL SERIES COMING !

In this number we say au revoir, for
a time, at least, to Jimmy Bilver & Co.,

whose exciting adventures have enter-
tained us for so many weeks. To re

lace these cheery chums of Rookwood,
f have arranged for & wonderful new
series of school stories whiely, I am sure,
readers will welcome with open arms.
This special series will bo sturting in a
fortnight’s time, and I will tell you all
about it next week.

TRY THIS TEASERI

Here's & little problem “J. G.,* of
Fulham, sent me the other day. See
what you can do with it, but look out
for the caich. In certain well-known
stores you can buy 1 for threepence, yetb
a9 wi]f cnly cost you sixpence, while
500 may be had
8,000 for a shillin
articles? I give b
of this chat.

THE SCHOOL REPORT!

There’s been a good deal said and
written lately about the method of allo-
cating marks for scholars’ exam papers.
Tt is argued, and guite fairly, I think,
that while one teacher will award, say,
fifty marks for a scholar's history or
geography pag)er. another, more gener-
ously disposed, or in a happier mood,
might give the same paper seventy-five
marks. It becomes merely a maiter of
the examiner's own opinion as to the
merits of the paper, and even his
opinion would probably be different if
he checked the paper esgain later,
lot, therefore, depends on the mood he
is In.

An  exam-checkin, system which
allows for such a wide margin of error
is chviously not fair or relinble; hence
tha investigation of the system by ex-
perta. It remains to be seen whether
the present method is to be replaced by
one more efficient and just.

But, meanwhile, when you take home

for ninepence, and
What are these

|
e answer at the end

PEN PALS COUPON
11-4-38
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your school report, perhaps with many
misgivings as to what your father wiil
say wlhen he secs the few marks you've
got, you now have a perfectly fair argu-
ment to put forward. If your teacher
had been in better mood when checking
your exam papers you might have score
double the number of marks awarded
you !
THE CHEATING RACKET |

While I'm on the subjegt of schoel
examinations, a new racket for cheating
is being sueccessfully worked in an
Aaneriean University. When an exam
is due the students who are running this
dishonest racket steal the exam ques-
tions beforchand and work out the
answers. Then they offer them =t n
price to other students entered for the
exam.

It has become quite a luerative busi-
ness for the racketeers, but many
students who huve aveiled themselves of
the racketeers’ offer, have paid the
penalty of cheating. Nearly fifty have
so far been expelled, while the real
culprits, who, of course, work in secret,
are left to carry on their cheating game.

But now other students have formed
themselves inte a band to fight this
menace ta their University. The sooner
the racketeers are exposed end turfed
ont the better for the school and the
students.

DOGS WIN THE DAY!

When the town council of Szeged,
Hungary, put a tax on dogs they ex-
pected a storm of protest from the
many dog-owners in the town; but they
certainly never expected what actually
did happen. The dog-owners got to-
gother, and 2,000 of them, each one with
liis dog on & lead, turned up at the town
hall to protest against the tax. At a
signal from their leader the 2,000 dogs
were réleased. Immediately there was

a riot in the entrance of the town hall.
‘The dogs started a free-for-zll sorap,

and their barking snd growliog was
deafening,

The mayor, who promptly came on the
scoene, wis ab his wits’ end what to do,
for the horde of fighting doga threat-
encd to cause no little damage. The
mayor made up his mind. He informed
the dog-owners that the tax would be
abolishcd, and, having wen the day, the
lutter sorted out their pots—some task |
—and went home cheerfully.

RIGHT OR WRONG ?
The answer to the problem is the
numbers you ¢an buy at threepence each
fot the front door,

TAILPIECE.
Arvs. Timpkins: “How many rabbite
did you slioot last Saturday ?*
Me, Timpking; “ Twelve.”
Mys. Thnpkins: “Then tha poulterer’s
mude o mistake, EHe's only charged for

nine 1”
THE EDITOR.

A Trea featurs which brings together readera all over ths
wworld for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to each
tf you want a pen pal, post your notice, together
with the coupon on this page, to the address given above.

Mizs Roma Bowd, Qakville, via Riverstone, N.8.W., Australia;

othear.

girl correspondents ; age 16-18 ; aporta.

J. N. Manning, 103, Elm Park Roud, Reading ; age 14-15;

oversens ; stumps : elso GEMS.
Williom G.

nimond, 88, Denman Street, Radord, Notts}
members for Empire Correspondence Soeiety.,

15, B. Boon. 232, Wanchal Road, Hong Kong: pen pals,

Jeck M. Roden, 2
Aviation and Model Building Club.

William Hampton, 32, Upper Court Road, Epsom, Surrey ;
eyoling, photos, dops.

M. Cirenves, 13, Tennyson Road, Rushden, Northants;
age 15-17 ; wmusio ; preferably Prinee Hdward Island,

Miss Margaret Bryars, 34, Ackland Noad, -N. Iensington,
London, W.10 ; girl correspondenta. ]

Albert H. Oakman, Alborley, Grassmera Avenue, Hullbridge,
Essex ; age 16-14

doyes Ureen, 4,
London, Seuth Africa ; girl corrcspondents nge 16-18 ;5 fihos.

32, Liverpool Road, Warrington ; Junior

[ootball, boxing, cricket,
Havrbour Beserve, Buffalo Street, Easl

John P, Balfour, efe Mrs. Young, 11, Grace Street, Belgravia,

Johanneaburg, Transvaal, South Africa; age 16-17; stempd
and skin collecting,
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"Yes," said Tom Merry, guessing the
meaning of the word “capite” easily
enough. “I understand ”

“Zat is all
gegrelo—how you say——"

“The secret

"“8i, si, signorino—ze secret, I have
him from ze sailor who die in Leghorn,
I zink I find him, but perche—perche—

mine—for I have il

2

vat you say—perhaps zat demonio—zat
Finn—he gnd me first—and he killl
Ce‘pxta e

Yes; but—"

“But zen, I give him to you.”

“The secret 1™

“8i, si. If 1T no come to you vizin,
say, four day—four day—quatire giorni
—you say four day M

* Yes, four days,” said Tom Merry.

“In quattro giorni—four day—I come
or I send; but if I do not, I give him
to you, because zat you save my life,
amico. If I do not come for him, it is
because zat I am dead Capile? Zen
he is yours, signorino, because you good
iriend to Maro Luigi. But for guattro

iorni—four day—you no read—you zo
vok at ze carta.”

“I understand. If you do not ask for
the paper back in four days, it Lelongs
to me,” said Tom Merry.

" Certo "

“And I am not to read it or look at it
for four dayst”

" Si, Bi |

“1 give you my word!” said Tom
Merry,

“Buono, buono! I trust you., You
are onesto ragazzo,” said Maro Luigi.
“It may be I live—zen 1 send to yon;
ozzerwise, you keep end you find [ Zat
is yours I

“But I say—"

“*Now I go—I flyl Zecy look for me
again—"

“But, look here, I can't let you go
away into danger like that ” said Toim,
in great distress. “ Why not let me takeo
you to the police station—*

Luigi shook his head

“I gol” he answered. “®But keep

romise—you guard carta—ze paper—
our giorni—zen he is yours if I no
send, Now addio [

* But, look here—*

“Must go!”

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry. “I've
left in the wood the grub 1 brought for
you, but I’ve got some money, if thai's
eny good. Have you got money?”

Tho Italinn shogk his head.

“ Leetle,™ he said. " Italian money."

“That won't do inuch good here,”
satd Tom Merry. “I'll give you all I've
got—you can pay it back when you como
for the paper, if you like. I've gob
nearly two pounds, It will help you
on_your way—""

The Italian sailor took ihe money
cagerly enough. Then he held out a
dusky hand, and Tom Merry grasped it.

“If you will go, good luck to you,”
said Tom Merry, “And mind, I'm
kecping this paper for you, and even
if you don't claim it in four dawvs, I
shall still consider it your proporty.
Good-bye, and good luck I

The Ttalian pressed his hand, and
vanished into the darkness of the read.

Tom Merry stood watching him till
he was gore. Then he turned his steps
in the direction of Bt. Jim's, utterly
amazed by Lhe strange events of tlie
uight.

What was the paper the Ilalian sea-
man had given him?

From what the man had said, it was
apparently the clue lo some hidden
loavd of money—somewhere in the isles
and lagoons of Venice !

Mave likely it was some wild tale of
o sailorman which had deccived Maro
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Luigi—for he evidently believed what
he eaid.

Yet Lthe keen-faced American, Eiram
Finn, must belicve it, too, since this
was the secret for whieli he was pursuing
Luigi.

And Hiram Finn did not look the
kind of man, certainly, to be taken in
by a wild tale. He was cool, cunning,
and caleulating, by no means the kind
of man to be led away upon a wild-
goose chase,

Tom Merey’s brain was in a whirl as
he hurried back to 8t Jim's. .

Would he ever see Maro Luigi again?
If he did not, the paper was his—for
wlat 13 was worth, Was it worth any-
thing? he wondered,

The junior reached the old school. In
a few minutes more ho had elimbed in at
the window, He made his way silently
to the Shell dormitory, and as he
cntered the voice of Monty Lowther
fell upon his ears.

“Well, whero have you been?”

CHAPTER 12.
Caught in the Act!

OM MERRY started.

He had left his chums fast
asleep in the Shell dormitory in
the School Houss when he left

the dorm, and Monty Lowther's voice
startled him, coming suddenly in the
darkness, He had expected to find &ll
the fellows asleep as he had left them.

“Where have you been, Tommy, you
ass?’

It was
Both the
awake,

“Bhut vp!” murmured Tom Merry.
“Don't wake the whole giddy school,””

“You've been out?”

l‘YeE‘?l

“What for?”

“For about two hours,” said Tom
Merry, with a chuckle, It was a
humorous reply in Monty Lowther's own
style, but it did not please Monty
Enwther just then.

“({h, don't be funny!” he growled.
“Look here, you’ve broken Lounds, and
if o prefect had caught you you'd have
got into trouble. We're not having it,
ars we, Mannors 1

“No fear!” said Manners.

“You gof inte troulle once before
through keeping secrets from  your
Fals.” said Lowther, “We're not
waving any more of it.”

“Don't jow, old chap; you'll wake
the dorm.”

“T'll walie the whole blessed Honsa 1f
you don't explainl® said  Monty

owther determinedly. “I tell you
we're not standing it.”

“Not a little tiny bit,” said Manmners.

“1 ean't explain now—the fellows will
wake np,” said Tom Merry, in a low
voice. “But I'll tell you in the morn-
ing The secret isn’t & sceret any longer
—not from you two, anyway. "I'he man's

one.”

“Well, that's better,” said Lowther.
“Bo you had to keep m secret alout a
man who was in hiding here somewhere,
and now he's gone, it’s not a secret I

“That’s 1t.*’

“I'm afraid you've heen getting
mixed up in something fishy, nll the
same,” said Lowther, *and I'm not
going to wait till morning, for one!”

“Bame here,” said Manners.

“Hallo I came a sleepy volee from
Crooke's bed. " Who's that jawing?”’

“There's Crooke waking up,” said
Tom Merry, in low tones, “ Do shut up,
vou fellows! We don't want all the
Shell to get on to it.”

this time,
Co. were

Manners’ voice
members of the
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“Bhyrrup, and let a chap go to
gleep 1" mumbled Crooke.

“You're going to explain to-night,”
said Monty Lowther calmly. *If wou
don’t want to jaw here, we’ll come down
to the study.”

“Dut T say—""

“There or here—take your choice.”

“You are an obstinate nss, Monty!
Come down to the study, then.”

Monty and Manners turned out of

ed and quickly slipped into their
clothes, Then the Terrible Three left
the dormitory. There was a scuttling
sound in the passage, and the chums of
the Bhell paused m alarm,

“There's somebody about I” muttered
Lowther,

“I den't think so,” said Tom Nlerry.
“I heard the same sound when 1 cama
out of the dorm. PBuck up, and don’t
make a row,”

The chums of the Shell descended
quictly to tho study, The House was
very still and silent, Tom Merr
turned on the light, shading it wit
paper so that the juniors could just
sea one another. Lowther closed the
door carefully.

“Now then; the giddy history of the
mystery I'' said Manners,

Tom Merry expleined coneizely.

His promise to the Italian, of course;
was only in force so long es the man
was remaining hidden in the cave in the
Poacher's Glade. Now that Maro Luigi
had taken to flight there was no need
of further secrecy. Tom Merry ex-
ptained to his amazed chums the meet-
ing with the Italian in the cave during
the Scout run in the afternoon, and nia
promise tv take him food.

The chums of the Shell listened with
still keoener interest to Tom Merry's
account  of that night’s strange
happenings.

"My only hat 1" said Lowther, at last,
**Sounds like a giddy romance. You're
sure you didn't go sleep-walking,
Tommy. and dream it all? *

Tom Merry laughed.

“Yes, I'm sure. I've got the papor.”

“A giddy treasura!” said Manners
thoughtfully, “Most likely it's some
sailor's yarn, with nothing in it.*

*1 shouldn’t wonder; but this man,
Luigi, believes in it—and that Yankee,
Finn, must believe in it; he was running
n lot of risk doing what he did to get
liold of Luigi. He wouldn't do that for
nothing. I heard him say that it was
worth a bundred thousand dollars.”

"Quite & tidy little sum,” pgrinned
Lowther; “and it belongs to this man
Luigi. DBut if he doesn't come back for
the paper—"

“‘IThen it's mine,” said Tom Merry,
with & smile, “Not that it would ever
be of any uze to me. Wo couldn't get
so far as Venice on a half-holiday to
look for it.”

“"Ila, ha, hat No!*

#0OF course, I shall keep my word, and
not look at the paper for four days,’
said Tomn Merery, “ After that, if Luigi
doesn’t turn up, I shall read it, and take
a copy of it, In case of nccidents, But
I shan't regard it as my property. Luigi
might change his mind afterwards—if
tha poor chap pgets clear away—and
want it back; and I shouldn't dream of
sticking to it. I can't really think that
his life is in danger—that’'s rather too
thick, you know. Ho can have his
document again when he wants it. And
we'll keep tha ceeret among ourselves
And Gussy, of course—Gussy's in it.”

“Where's the paper 7

Tom Merry took the paper from his
pocket.

It was folded so that the writing eould
not be seen. The chums of the Bhell
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looked ab the paper with great curiesity.
Through the paper some irace of the
writing could be seen, but it could net
be read without unfolding it; and that,
of course, the juniors never thought of
doing.

“Well, take care of that,” said
Lowther. ‘Even if it's all moonshine,
it's jolly inleresting, and I want to read
that paper when the time's up, Did ke
write it in English?"

“He couldn’t have. He doesn’t know

Linglish.”
Lowther whistled.
“My hatl Have yon pobt a giddy

document in Italian, thew!”

"I suppose go.”

“1'hen you won't be ablo to vead it
yourself 7%

#“No, I eonldn't read it. But wo can
get it translated somchow., Lols of
chaps know Italian. Young Brooke of
the Tourth does; about the only fellow
at Bt. Jim's who does, I fancy. '{Ie goes
in for langnages, you know. DBrooke's
s good sort. He'd translate it for us
and keep nmun, if we asked himm. Dut,
of course, I'm going to put it away
safely till the four days arc up.”

“Mind Levison & Co, don't get on the
track of it,” said Blanpers. ‘Levison
wouldn’t stop short of boning it. He's
jolly curious about that man in the
wood zlready.”

Tom Merry sniffed.

“The rotter! He won't get on to
this, though. I—— What on carth are
yoti_doing, Monty ?*

Monty Lowther had risen to his feet,
and was stcﬂpi'ng cautiously on tiptoe to
the door. onty Lowther had not for-
potten that sceuttling sound in the dor-
milory passage, and he had very sharp
pars, and e slight sound outside ihe
study had awankened his suspicions. He
opencd the door suddenly.

The figure of & junior kneeling ontside
was revealed.

It was Levison of the Fourth.

He had evidently been kneeling there,
listening at the keyhole to the talk of
the Terrible Three. Bo taken by sur-
prise was he by the sudden opening of
the door that he remained kneeling
where he was for some seconds, staring
blankly into the study.

Tomm Merry’s face darkencd will

anger. Lowther made a spring ab the
cad of the Fourih.
Lovison leaped up then, and would
have darted away; but Monty Lowthet's
grasp wae upon him, and he was whirled
into the study.

Tevison was sent whirling across the
reom, and brought up, gasping, against
the opposite wall. Lowther closed the
door again.

Levison stood, panting and glaring at
the chums of the Shell. He gha.d been
caught in the act, and lying would not
save him now, And his locks were very
apprehenszive.

“You ced!” said Tom Merry. “You
were listening 1

Levizon panted, but did not speak.

“What are you doing out of your
dorm at this time of might, Levison?"
asked Monty Lowther quictly. “¥You
seg he's dressed, you chaps—even to his
necktie 7

“* And he's Leen out,” sald Manners.
“ ook at his boots and his bags.”

There was no  doubt about it
Levison’s boals were stained with the
wud of the woodland paths, and his
trousers were damp with dew. "The ead
of the IFourth had beon ocut, that was
clear, and tho Terrible 'Mhres wera nob
long in.guessing how malters stood.

“You'vo been out, Levison?? asked
Tomn Merry grimly.

“What 3f I have?” said Levieon

defiantly. “T supposs I can bresk
bounds as well as you?”

“¥You knew 1 was going, and you fol-
lowed me.”

“1 didn't.”

“Have you been in the wood?”

“No.”

“Then where did you pick up that
mad 7

Levison was silent.

“You followed me,” gaid Tom Merry.
“I know now. It was you I heard ip
the passage when I got out of the dorm.
Aud you came in before me, and you've
been hanging about watching for me, in
case you could find out anything more.
You've been listening to all that we've
been saying.”

“I'va heard it all,” sald Levison
suflenly. “ ¥You know I have, so it's 10
good denying it.  You shouldn’t have
secrets if you don’t want 'em to be found
out. I meant to get to the bottom of it,
and I've done it. And I ean tell you
you'd get into a jolly row if the Head
knew what you've been doing to-night.”

Tom Merry's lips curled.

“You're a rotten cad!? he =aid.
“You've found it all out, but I don't
see that it will do you any good. If
you tell the fellows, they'll aily think
you're romancing, and they know you to
be o liar. I've a jolly good mind to
give you a hiding now, thongh, for
spying on me.”

“If you lay a finger on me, T'll yell
and wake up the whole Ilouse,” said
Liovison, between his teeth. *“Then you
can explain to the Housemaster what
you are doing out of the dorm.”

“You cad !” muttered Manners.

“TLook hero!” said Levison, *'l'liere’s
no nced for us to quarrel. That paper
you've got is valuable. I'm quite will-
ing to keep the sccret, and to go Co.
with you. I saw that Yankce chap,
Fiun, in the wood, and I know jolly well
that he’s not the kind of man to get
after a thing unless there was money in
it. There's money in this, That paper
you've got might make us all rich. I'in
willing to go Co., and keep the secret.
I can get it translated for you to-
morrow——"*

“If you've heard what I've hcen say-
ing, you know that I've promised not to
look "at it for four days,” said Tom
Merry.

Levison grinned.

“Of course, that's all rot[” e said.
“If there’s a fortune in it, I don't sce
auy sense in giving the paper back to
that Italian chap., We've got it npow,
and we can keep it. I'll get it trams-
lated, and if there’s any money io be

ot we can get at it. If Luigi comes

ack, yon can denounce him as an im-
postor, and kick him out.”
steadily at tho ead

Tom Merr}y1 looked
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study. Thp Terrible Three exchauged
glanee

3.
“That rotter knows the whole story

now,"” said Lowther., “He will try to
get Lold of that lpaper. Tom.”

“The ead! I'll take care of it. Let's
get to bed.”

The chums of the Shell returned to
their dormitory. 'Fomn Merry slept with
tha precious paper in his pocket-book
under his pillow for the rest of that
night.

CHAFPTER 13.
Levison Means Business !

LANG, clang, clang, clang!

Tom merry yawsoed and sab

up in bed as the rising-bell

clanged out in the morning air.

Morning sunlight gleemed in: at the

high windows of the Shell dormitary of
the School House.

Tom Merry did not feel so fresh as
usual that morning. He had had very
little sleep the previous night, and the
exciteuent had told upon him, too. He
would lave been glad enough of an
extra couple of hours in

As he turned olt, he wondered for a
moment whether it had all been a
dream—his visit to the cave in the wood,
and the strange adventures that ho
befallen him, In the clear light of dawn,
in the familiar surroundings of the
dormitory, the whole adventure seemed
strange, ‘)I,Jizu,rre, improbable.

11e feolt under his pillow and fook out
the pocket-book, and glanced at the
paper in it to make eure that if was
there, It was there safe enough, folded
as he had left it. It was no dream.
There was the clue, such as it was, to
the supposed treasure of the Italian
sailorman. .

Tom Merry put the pocket-book into
an inside pocket as he dressed, In the
cool light of day he was less inclined
than ever to believe that there was any-
thing in it; but for honour’s sake he was
bound to take every care of that paper
until Maro Luigi either reclaimed it, or
the four days had elapsed.

Tom Merry was rubbing his eyes as he
left the Shell dormitory. He felt the
loss of sleep, and he was very dmws‘g.
But a ruu in the keen air in the quad-
rangle enlivened him. The first person
he met thers was Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. DP’Arvey was down very early,
eager to know what had happened to
thehcapta.in of the Shell cn the previous
night.

i as it all wiﬁht, deah boy!” he
asked, as he joined Tom Merry in the
quadrangle.

Tom Merry shook his head. .

“Na; it was all black,” he replied.
“Jlow could you expect it to be all
white on a dark night{”

“¥ou ass!"” said Arthur Aupgustus.

{Conitinued on the next page.)

of the Fourt
“I won't hit you,

Levison,” he said,
“because I don’t
want to meke &
row at this time
of night. But get
out of this room,

you make me ill."
“Thﬁn you won't

" Get out 1"

“1 think you're a
fool1” gaid Levison
savagely. “I think
you're—"

Tom Merry made

e

o movement  to-
wards him,  and
Levison  hurriedly

departed from the

*THE DAINTIEST MIXTURE

| EVER SAWZ says ALLY PALLY
“and Oh! Boy! Aven't_

Dy

elicious”

they d
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“I said all wight—mnot all white. Pway
don’t give me any of the Monty
Lowthah's second-hand gags, dech boy.
Did you go to the cave?”

“0f course I did!”

“Then tell me what happened, and
don’t make wotten fwivolous jokes, deah

0}".“

Tom Merry laughed, and told Arthur
Augustus what had happened. The
swell of Bt. Jim's listened with the
keenost interest.

“Bai Jove, it sounds like & stowy!”
he said, “I twust you've gol that papah
quite safe, Tom Mewwyt”

“Quite safe "

“If you ean't look at it for four days,
that will be Monday,” said D’Arcy
thoughtfully. “It will be wisky cawwy-
in’ it about for four days with that cad
Levison on the twack. think you had
bettah twust it to me, Tom Mewwy."

“Go hon{” g

“Well, it’s wisky, you know, and it
wequialis a fellow of tact and iudgment
to take pwoper care of it,’’ said D'Arcy,
with a shake of the head. “¥ou had
bettah place it in my hends.”

“Rats1” said Tom Merry cheerfully,

“Levison will be twyin' to get at it.
Pewwaps the best thing, first of 'all,
would be to give Levison a feahful
thwashin'. I twust you will be weason-
able about that papah, Tom Mewwy,
Suppose you leave it in your jacket
when you change for foofer, for in-
stance. Levison is quite cad enough to
eneak it and wead it, you know.”

4 ow he is,"”

“Then pwav hand it ovah to me.”

“Rats 1" said Tom Merry.

“Weally, you ass—""

“Hallo, there’s the bell for brekker,”
said Tom Merry, as he wallked away
towards the School House,

“1 suppose I can tell Blake and the
wesf;, about it now, Tom Mewwy ?” said
D’Arecy, hurrying afier him.  “Thoey
have been wowwyin' me fwightlully
about keepin’ a seowet, you know, No
harm in tellin’ them the whole stowy
now,”

**None at all, Gussy | You can relicve
their little minds now,”

And Tom Merry went in to brealfast.
_Before going to the llorm-room for
lessons, Tom Merry locked the precious
;,f)apor up in his desk in his study, He

elt that it would be safer there. During
morning lessons he was thinking a great
deal about the Italian sailorman. bt
had happened to Mare Luigi? Had the
man succeeded in escaping ¥

It was most likely, for Eife had a good
start of his encmies, and they could not
know in which dircction he had gone.
Tom Merry hopod sincerely that Luigi
bad succeeded in getting away—though
he could not think that the man's lifo
was really threatened. IHe felt that
Hiram Finn, unscrupulons ruffian as lLe
was, would stop short of that erime.

If the man had escaped, he would
only have to write to Tom Merry fov
the paper. He knew the boy's name,
and where he lived, If he did not write
or come, would it mean that he had been
kidnapped by tho Yankee, and could
not; or—there was always the darkest
possibility. Totn Merry drove that
thought from his mind.” But he was
very much preoccupied during marning
lessons, and Mr. Linton gave him lines
twice,

After lessons, Tom Merry expected
that he would find the story of the
Italian talked of among the juniors. He
had not expected Levison to keep his
own counsel in the matter. Tom Merry
did not intend to answer any questions
on the subject. Butb he was relicved to
find none were askéd. Levison had
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kept silent. Doubtless he had confided
the matter to his chum Mellish, but they
were not spreading it about the House.
Levison undoubtedly had his own
reasons for holding his tongue,

The Bhell were dismissed about five
minutes lafer than the Fourth that
morning. After chattin in the
passage for a few seconds, l?Ifma Merry
went up to his study.

The study door was closed, and as ha
opened it there was the sound of a quick
moveraent in the room. Tom Merry
knew that Mannoers and Lowther were
downstairs, end the thought of Levison
came into hig mind in & moment.

He entered the study quickly.

“You cad |”

Levison was standing over his desk,
which was open. Tom Merry's eyes
blared with anger as he looked at him,

* Levison, you rotter—"

Levison backed away,

“Hands off |*

“You rotten cad! You are trying to
St'“:?} tliat paper [\

“Have you found it?*

“No, I haven't!” growled Levison.
“I—I didn’t want to take it. I only
wanted to rend it—just out of
curiosity.”

“I'll teach you not to be so curious in
my study, you ecad!”

¥ Hands off 1 yelled Levison.

I_But; Tom Merry's grasp was upon
iim.

He whirled the cad of the Fourth to
tlie door, Levison struggling fiercely
in_his grip.

Bump |

Levison flew through the doorway,
and landed in the passage outside with
a terrific concussion.

“Ow! Ow! Groogh!”

Biff, biff, biff!
Tom Merry's baot miade rapid play
upon the sprawling junior, and

Levison picked himself up and ran.

Tom Merry, with a flush in his face
after his exertions, turned baek into
the study.

He hurried to his desk.

The paper had been placed in a
seeret drawer where Tom Merry kept
the funds of the junior football club.

Tom opened the drawer; the paper
was still there, quite safe. Levison had
oot succeeded in finding it; but Tom
Merry took the paper out again. The
sceret drawer would have baffled a
casuel search; but if Levison had time
ho would find it, Tom Merry felt sure
of that.

The Shell fellow put the precious
paper in his pocket again, and left the
study.

CHAPTER 14.
The Document !

OM MERRY did not run any
further risk with the precious
paper. After a great deal of
thought on the matter, he sewed

it up in & corner of his handkerchief,
and kept that handkerchief always in
his pocket.

Levison was not likely to look thore
for it; and ho would have had no
chence of getting hold of it if he had
loaked,

The next day passed, and the next,
and Tom Merry did not hear anything
of Maro Luigi. IIe wondered a great
deal about the man, and what had
become of him.

On  Saturday afternoon the Boy
Scouts of 3t. Jim's had another run in
the wood, and T'om Merry & Co. visited
the earthen c¢ave in the Poacher's
Glade.
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But in the cave, and the wood, they
did not find any signs of the
strangers who had been there on the
previous Wednesday, Maro Luizi was
gone, and Hiram Finn and his followera
had gone, too—perhaps in pursuit of the
Italian, or perhaps having given up the
chase.

Tom Merry thought a great deal
about the Italian sailorman, to whom
he had taken a liking in their short
acquaintance.

If he did not hear from Maro Luigi
by Monday, he was to read the faf_er.

Then, according te what the Italian
had said, the secret would be his—if it
was worth anything. But Tom Merry
did not take that too seriously. He was
very doubtful whether there was any-
thing in tho story at all; and if there
proved to be a treasure, he would still
regard it as belonging to Maro Luigi,
if the Italian ever came back to make
his claim.

If his encmies were close on his track
the Ttalian might go into hiding, and
not be able to reclaim the paper for
weeks—and then Tom Merry would be
perfectly prepared to give it to him.
But there would be no harm in reading
it when the four days had elapsed—and
he was very keen fo know what it
contained.

Sunday passed without news of the
Italian.

On Monday morning Tom Merry in-
quired eagerly for lstters. Thore was
one for him, but it was from Miss
Priscilla Faweett, his old governass,
That was =ll.

“Nothing from the giddy dogo?”
Monty Lowther remarked.

 Nothing,” said Tom Merry.

“Then you read the paper to-day ™

“¥es, if I don’t hear from him
to-day,”

“Give him & echance till after
lessons,” 8aid Mauners.

Tom Merry nodded.

“That's w{;at I thought,” he said.

Heo thought & great deal about the
aner that day. Glad enough he would
1weve been to receive a letter or a
telegram frotn Maro Luigi to say that
he was safe. DBut no word eame.

After lessons that day Tom Merry's
chums gathered round him eagerly as
he came out of the TForm-room.
Manners and  Lowther, and Blake,
Herries and Dighy, were equally eager
to see the precious paper.

“Time I” said Bloke.

“Yaas, wathah! Are you sure
you've still got the papah saie, Tom
Mewwy?” asked Arthur Augustus
D’Arey., “I have been feelin' vewy
uneasy zbout it."

“I've got it tied up in my hand-
kerchief—scwn up, in fact,” said Tom

Merry.

“I?:;ve you had it sewn up there all
the time}”

“All the time,” said Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! Must have been a fear-
ful twial for- you not to change your
handkerchief for four days, deah boy,”
said Arthur Auvgustus sympa.thnticaﬁy.

“Ass! I've had two handkerchiefs—
one with the paper sewn up in it, and
the other not,” said Tom Merry. “The
paper’s safe as houses. If you fellows
want to ses it—"

“ What-ho |

“Come up to my study, then.””

" Ynas, wathah!”

“What sbout getting it translated?”
said Blake. “The only chap I know
who knows Ilalian is Brooke of our
Form.™ 5 s

“Brooke's the chap I _was thinking
of," said Tom Merry, “He'll do it for
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us hke n. shot, He's always an oblig-
ing

“But ha 8 a giddy day boy, and he'll
be gone,”} said Dlake anxiously., “M
hat | he’'s gone home, we sha.ﬁ
have to wait till to-morrow for the
translation.”
“Bai Jovel
that I’

“T.ook for him, then,” ssid Tom
Merry quickly. “If he's started home
collar him and bring him back. Tell
him it's 1mportant, and carry him, if
necessary, He's got to come.’

“Ha, ha, hal”

Blake and Herries ran away
search of Brooke of the Fourth. Dmk
Brooke wes a day boy, and he gener-
ally went straight home after lessons.
Brooke had the peculiar distinction at
Bt. Jim's of being the only boy there
who earned his own living—doing his
work in the evening after getting home
from school, and on half-holidays. In
gpite of that however, he found time
for man; stud:es the other boys had
no time for,

8till, he was not what the fellows called
& m\ot being always ready to take part
ll the sports, though he was already

i:nnmg to suffer a little from short
sight, and he was not of so much use
in the field as he had once been.

But Brooke, much as he had to do,
could always be relied upen te help
anybody out. But Tom Merry knew
that he would work the translation
willingly enough, and could be de-
pended upon to keep the secret after-
wards, 1f necessary.

The Terrible Three proceeded to
their study, with D’Arey and Dighy,
while Blake and Herries went 1n
search of their fellow Former.

Levison watched them in the passage,
with a scowl.

I nevah thought of

Tom Merry entered his atudy, to ses Levison standing over his deak, which was open.

You rotten cad ! 2! he exclaimed.

“Lock here, Tom Merry 1" he said,
cormng' up to them, *Teo-day’s Mon-

day—'
a Tha.nksl I saw it in the calendar
that it was,” said Tom Merry.

“I mean the four days are up.”

“Go hon I

“¥You haven't read the paper yet?”
asked Levison,

“ Are you asking for & thick ear?”

“ We]], if you haven't, I suppose
you're going to read it to-day?'’ eaid
LLVISDI’I

“Yes; we're just going to."”

“lel you let me see 1t7”

“No, I won't!” said Tom Merry
promptly.

“I'd like to see it,* said Levison.
*Look here—" -

"“"You're jolly well not going te!l”
said Tom Merry coolly. It doesn't
concern you in the least. You wouldn’t
know anything about the paper at sll,
if you hadn’t spied and listened, like
a rotter I’

“Run away and lay, Levmcn.” said
Monty Lowther. * We're usIv

Levison swung away, scowling, The
juniors entered Tom Merry’s study, and
he took out the handkerchief in which

the precious d1:-&13@,-1- was sewn u The
fellows stood round the table and
watched him eagerly.

Tom Merry snipped through the

threads with his penknife and tock the
paper out. Arthur Augustus D'Arey
screwed his monocle into his eye, and
regarded it with great interest.

“Bai Jovel Now we're gettin’ Lo
it I he remarked.

Tom Merry hesitated as he held the
paper in his fingers,

“1 suppose we can read this?” Le
said. “I mean, get it translated, I
sippose it's doing a fair thing by poor
old Luigi, isn't it7?”
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“1 think so,” said Manners, *He
told you plainty what you could de.
It's horrible to t.hl.nk that be may have
been done in-

“I don't think that's likely. I heard
Finn tolking, you know, and he had
made his arrangements for kidnapping
Luigt, and taking him to Venice to
make him point out where the money
was buried. Finn knowa mothing &t

all about this paper having n
written. He can’t even suspect its
existence. If TLuigi hasn't got away,

suppose he's & prisoner in that
raseal’s hands—may even be on his way
to Venice with them.

“Finn was a sca captain, from what
I could make out, and had a schooner
at Southampton. Look here, you fel-
lows! If Luigi has been kidnapped
and taken to Italy, to be omeg
point out where the tin is, the best
thing we can do for him is to read this
paper. Then if there’s anything in it,
we may be able to get some of our
peaple to take it up, and look for the
stuff, and get it into safety before that
Yankes can get his claws on it.”

“Good egg " said Manners,

“Bai Jovel We mlght go and look
for it ouvrselves!” szaid  Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “You wemembah
we did go on a tweasure-hunt once,
though it ended in wathah a fwost. 1
should be vewy pleased to take you
youngstahs to Venice, if we could get
permish fwom the Head, and fwom our
patahs—"*

“(Good wheeze for the vae, if we
could go,” said Digby.

“Yaas, wathah "

“Well, let s look at the paper, * said

Lowther, “We can’t read it till young
Brooke gets here, but we can have a
squint at it.”

Tom’ a’eyas biazed with ange:

" You are trying to steal that paper [
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#Yaas, I am weally cuwious about
it, deah Loy.™

Tomi Merry opened out the paper.
The writing upon ik, in peneil, was
ensy cnough to readi  The agitated
hand of the Italian had scored the lines
deeg. And this was what the juniors
read

“La cassa di danaro o sepoltn fra
le rovine della capella di Banta Marvia
dell *issla, presso Burano, nela Grande
Laguna di Venezia. La pictra e seg-
nata d'una croce rossa.

*Maro Luien”

“Well, my only summer chapeau!”
said Monty Lowther, “What does it
mean 7"

“Ask me another!"”

"“Yaas; I ean’t wead it,” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arey, scanning the doen-
ment through his famous monocle, *“I
can sco that it's good Italian, and I
can make out some words. ¢ Capella’
is a chapel, and ‘cassa’ is a box, nnd
*Burano’ is an island near Venice,
deah boys. *Cwoce wossa’ means a
wed cross."

“*‘Croce rosss '—red ecross,” said
Tom Merry. “Good! Wre're getting
oul| But what does the whole bisney
megn ¥

“I weslly don’t know.”

“Where's that ass Blake?
doesn't he bring Brooke—"

""Here they come I”

Why

CHAPTER 15,
The Great Secret!

ROOKE of the Fourth had just

passel out of the gates of Sr.

Jim's when Dlake and Herries

sighted him and speedily bore
down on him.

“Brooke I” roared Blake.

Dick Brooke turned his head. Tle
paused as he saw the two juniors dash-
ing after him at top speed.

“Hallo|! What's the trouble?”
asked.

“You're wanted " gasped Blake.

“Weo want you to help uns with a
translation.” explained Flerries, “We
won’t keep you long.”

“Ob, all right(* said DBrooke cheer-
fully.

And he returned to the School Hlouse
with the Fourth Iormers.

Blake and Herries marched hin up to
Tomn Merry's study.

Le

“Here you ara at last!™ said Tom
Merry, as they entered the room.
“BPies‘Bmka know hat's wanted,

ake?"

“Yes; I've told him,” saitd Jack
Rlake.

translation,”
“What 13

“¥ou want help in a
said Brooke, leoking vound,
it—Latin prose?”

*No fear I' said Tom Merry, laugh-
ing “We baven't fetehied you up here
to ask you to help us with one
lessons, ™

“Wathah not!”

“What is it, then?”

“Ttalian."”

“Italian 7" eaid Brooke, in surprise.
“You chaps taking up Italian?”

“Not much *

"We've got a paper in Ttalian we
want translated,” explained  Tom
Merry. “I think Brooke had belter
know about it, you chaps. ITe eau keep
a secret.”

“Certainly,” said Brooka.

Tom Merry explained the listory of
tha Italian document n concise words.
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Dick Brooke listened with his cyes

growing wider and wider in astomish-

ment.

“Well, my word I” he exclaimed. *“It
beats a novel! And that's the paper
you want me fo translate?”

“That's it, my infant |

“Ynas, wathah, deah boy!”

“1'Il do my best,” said Brooke. “You
kitow, I'm not so well up in Italian as
in French and Latin, It's a study T've
takenn up for pleasure, not for profit,
and I haven't been able to give much
time to’it——"'

“Queer idea of ploasure some fellows
have ! murmmved Herries.

Brooke laughed.

“T'Il do my best with the paper,” lio
said. “If I can't manage it, I've got
an Ikalian dictionary, and I'll work it
out  with that, ut  let’s see the

aper.”

Tom Blerry handed him the paper.

Brooke fixed his eyes upon it, and
88 he road his eyes grew wider and he
gave & low whistle, It was evident that
ho was reading easily enough the words
that looked so utterly mysterious to the
rest of the juniors

It was curious to see him standing
there reading what to the other fellows
present was tolally incomprehensible,

“Well, my hat!” said Brooke at last.

There was a general shout of inquiry.

“¥ou understand it 7

l‘lres.},

“All of it?”

“Lvery word; it’s quite easy.”

“Hurrah

" Bwavo, deah boy! TYou kunow, I
couldn't possibly wead that,” said
Arthur Augustus D'Arey, with the air
of & fellow making & very impressive
and singular statement.

“Go hon |” murmured Blake,

“Let's have the translation,” said
Tom Merry. “This is ripping of you,
Brook