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A EAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL MY CHUMS !

SUPPOSE maost of you fellows know
E something about Luxembouwrg, the

little European  eountry tucked

awuy between France, Belgiom ond
Germiany, and which is so proud of iis
monster broadeasting station ? A pal
of mine called on me the other day, and
told me he had just come back from thers.
He also told me one or two intercting
varng abont the place. Here™s one that
might intorcat those of you who ave wireless
fans, Have you heard of

THE MOUSE THAT STOPPED A EROAD-
CAST ?

Radie Luxembourg pride themselves
that if there is the slighte:t breakdown:
they con immediately  switch over to
mnergeney  transmitters with only the
loza of o few eeconda. But they were
caught napping ones. There was o sudden
breakdovwn. * Even the emergoney trans-
mitters could not be used. The necrs
ware in deaperation. The most vital plece
aof machinery had broken down, and they
eould not gﬂﬂﬂ\'ﬂl" the trouble. Ewvery-
thing hed proviously been regarded as
accident proof 'The search to discover Lhe
rrouble went on—and then ithe calprit
was discovered !

A venturesomo mouse had managed
to get itself in ameongst the terminals,
and, by touch'ng two of them at the same
time, had short-cireuited the wholo station.
Needicss to eay, the wownze had heen
irizzied v to & einder in o split second—
but it had cauvsed ihe longest hold-up
ever expericnced at the radic atation.

Another yarn my pal.told me concerned
the chief announecer, who iz an English-
men. The radio station of Luxembourg
i3 built on the site of an old fort, end at
one time the only means of entering this
fort was by way of

A MAZE OF UNDERGROUND PASSAGES

which run for mniles beneath ihe rock
upon which the eity is built. In fact, 1t iz
claimed that hardly anyone koows exactly
how far theso sublerrancan  passages
extend. In one part of tho radio station
w long shoft descends info these sceret
passages, and the ennouncer decided to
cdo o little exploring one day. He took a
guide with Ivm, but the guide had to
veturn up tho shaft for somefhing he had
forpottenn. The sonouncey, left alone in
the pasanges, did not realise {le bailling
nature of them, and began to walk around.
Before long he realised that, instead of

etting Dback to where ho had started
iroin, he was hopeleagly luat ! The more
he tried to find his way ont, the more he
was bewildered. Amd what was worse,
it was nearly timo for him to be back ab
the microphone.

It scomed like howrs  Dbefors  the
annonneer heard o fuaint shout in the
distence. The guide waes looking for him.
All he dould do was to remain where he
weg, and ehout back, and his wvoice
eventually brought the guide to him.
There waa only just thme to get back ito
the shait, ascend to the station, and carry
out his broadeast |
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(Come [nt0 7. (Jrrice,
s> Bovs ~Anp Girrs/

Your Editor ia always pleased-to henr from
his readers. Write to him:
“* Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C4.- A stamped, addressed envelope will

Editor of the

ensure a reply.

Thosc secret passages, or ¥ Cuscinales,”
as they aro callad, wers

A HOT-BED OF SPIES

during the Great War. When the Germans
cecupted Luxembourg, many loyal Luxem-
bourgers took refuge m the pusseges. So
did & nurmber of Allied spies. They knew
the passeges perfectly. Tho Germuns
didn't. Although the Germans did their
utmast to clear (he passages they werg
unsuceessful, for the men they were after
managed to give them the slip. Thero is
no doubt that a lot of exceedingly useful
information was smuggled through to the
Allies by the spies of Luxembourg’s sub-
LCTranesit [asanged,

I must have g trip over to Luzembou
and exploro thoge scereb passeges myself
ona of these daya. But what would happon
to the good old Macxur if your Kditor
tost himsell 7

OME curicus things happen in this
funny old world of ours, and many
reqders have writlen to ask me
for o further selection of

THINGS YOU’'D HARDLY EBELIEVE!

So here goes :

The Man Who Laughed Himself to
Death! A Chinose was scenlenced to
death. He appealed ageinst the verdiot,
und gecured o pardeon. He was so pleased
albout it that e Fove n.g:um'b}' to his follow-

riggners in thoe paol. Uwercome with
oy and relief, he - started laughing,
couldn’t stop—and lavghed lhimself to
death |

Angiher Human Ostrich! A London
man hit on 8 now way of making money.
Hea laid lavish bets thet he could swallow
spoons, fountain-pensg, peanies, scerews,
n%?lsT hat-ping, ﬂ e:wﬂ s pengcil-box !
Ho has undergone scveral operations
for the removal of his curious diet. But
he's atill going strong ! ]

The Shortest Fight ig the. World ! The
world’s fnstest knock-out recond is claimed
Ly o British boxer. YWhile fighting in
America, he swung in one blow st the
beginning of the first round, und knocked
out his opponcnt—in cxactly one and o
half aimnm}{s ! '

The Word ** Gazette ' does not Mean
& Newspaper ! Actually » gazette is the
naine of & small eoin once used in Vemea.
The price of the first newspaper, published
in 1563, woas ono gazette. This originated
tho habit of calling verlain newspoapers
*upzettes™

The Police Who Arresied Seven Donkeys.
In Preston s little time ago seven donkevs
wera found wandering  in the streck
“with no visible means of support.”’

The polico prompily * arrested ™ 1hem
—T then found  themselves in
gunndary_. No ong camo to claim tho
Jonkeys !

You've heard of the * Q" ghips which
played o great part in defeating Germany's
submarine bloekado of 1his country during
the War ¥ Well, youll probably be inter-
eated in the

“@ " SHIP5 OF THE AIR,

which are ucw being censtructed Ly a
Dritizh firm. Ostcnsibly thoeso now acros
anes ave civil cralt, but, st the touch
of releass-gear, o starthing change conwea
gver them. SBtream-lined-covered macline-
guns rcise intoe position, s sliding luteh
opens, and provides a means for dropping
bomba, and sliding batches roveal tho
cockpits of the gunners. The whole of the
peroplanc’s arniament can be made lo
vanish in two or three seconds, and she
becomes, to all appesrances, o vl
mpchine again.

Il snother war brooks oub, civil asro-
planes will be used to transport goods,
and enemy sireralt will bo on the look-out
to attack thems, This is whero the Q"
geroplanes will come in useful, and an
attacking plane will soen filnd that she
has bitten off more thao she can chew |

Mow [or a fow
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to various queries which.have been sent
to me by readers :

How Is ** Horse-Power "' Reckoned ?
One unit of ** horse-powsar ™ 18 the amount
required to Lift 33,000 ib. a height of one
foot in one minute.

How Many Gases aré there In the
Alr? Air i8 a mixtere of nitrogen,
oxygon, wator vapour, and carbonic aocid.
The last two are present ouly in minito
proportions. .

What s the Origln of the Name ** Chal-
loner ** ¢ It originelly meant o dealer in
* ghallon,” & cloth that was first-ioado a6
Chalong-sur-Marne, in France.

What Is the Meaning of the Surname
“ Coward " 7 It has no reflection upon
the bravery of its firet owner. It wos
originally epellod ** Kuherde » or ** Cow-
hirde,” snd mezns o man who laogked
after cows.

What Is the Longest Walk = Man has
Made? The vecord is claimed by John
Ennis, wha wallked from New York to
San Francisco. He took 80 doys and &
hours to do it, and covered 4,000 miles
on the journey !

Does Manchester Possess the Longest
Railway Platform in the World? Xo.
The longest platforin is at Sonepur, i
Indig. 1t iz $03 yards in length., The
g]atfﬂrm at Victoria and Fxchoango

tations, Manchester, is just over T3lyards
and is the longest in Britain, :

Which is the Heaviest—Water or Cider 2
Cider. Its specific gravity 15 120 as
against water’s 1.00. Blood, beer, plyecering,
gl mille are all heavier than waler,

How Should the Name ** Wriothesley *
be Pronounced ? Sirsnge as it scoms, it 13
prongunced * Rokley.” Olher curious pro-
nunciations are: 'Leveson-Gower {Loosen-
Gore}; Colguhoun (Co'hoen); Knollys
[Noles) ; and Claverhougo {Clavers).

Where did the Surname ‘* Penniger '
Originate 7 Its original bearer was a
carricr of an' ensign. 1t is sinilar o the
Scotiish nwme ** Bannorman.'

And now for next week’s Magxer
prograxame.  Frank Hichurds Lkicks off
with :

“* BUNTER'S BID FOR A FORTURE ! *

a varn ibet vou'll all enjoy. It's full of
fun, and bhas a rat.ﬂin% tine plot, too.
And what's more, you'll bo swrprized to
hear that Billy Bunter actually 1ceeives
# postal-order ! Time for tho skies to fall,
zava you ! Exacily how thie comes shont
atl what cffect it has on the great
Sy, GBS you will learn when you road
thisexeciling story. Don't miss it, whatéver
vou do ! As usaal, there will bo more thrill-
preked chapters of our stirring sca story,
o tip-top issue of the ** Greyfriars Herald,"
and another ** Interview "' in rhymo by our
brifliant poct. 3cet vou all again nexb

week, ehimms.
YOUR LEDITOIE,



THRILLING STORY OF DARING SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !
& I Q0K out!'” yelled Bob Cherry.

Heo skarved with
starting eyes.

'The tide from the Atlantic,
rolling into Polpelly Cove, surged and
foamed info the yawning opening of the
Black Rock Cave.

Over the rugged, rocky arch of the
cave-mouth, the cliff rose perpendicular,
for sixty foot or more.

Only when the tide served ecould a
hoat imll into the stmugglers’ cave of
Polpelly,. Now the water was daai),
and the four-cared dinghy glided awiftly
on thoe rogning tide, under the wintry
sunset.

Haryy Wharton and Smithy, Johnny
Bull and Tom Redwiinig, were pulling.
John Bedwing sat at tho liller. Fran
MNugent and &urmﬁ Singh, in the bows,
peered into the darkness of the cavern
abiead, .

Bob Cherry was standing by the mast,
to light the lantern that hung there.
All the Christmas party of Polpelly wore
in the boat except Billy Bunter. The
dinghy had reached the cavern’s mouth,

upward
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Vernon-Smith and his schoolboy chums—HARRY WHARTON
& CO., of GREYFRIARS—are hunting for lost doubloons worth

tens of thousands of pounds.

But they have a rival in the

quest . . . Count Zero, a ruthless Italian, who is defermined
that not even the lives of the schoolboys shall stand in the
way of his disecovering the lost treasure !

ani was about to glide under the high
arch of rock when o rumble everhead
caused Bob to look up.

He yvelled o warning.

Sixty feob up, the L‘:ﬁ-ﬁ sloped back in
rugged ledges of rock. Over the edge,
# huge jagged boulder came rolling.

“Look out!" shrieked Bob.,  “Oh,
look out "

e ".ﬂ;h at_'l:l

“What the thwnp—"

Nown from the high ledge, clear of the
cliff, the huge boulder came, direct al
the boat below.

John Redwing gave the tiller a swift
twist. He had ne time for more.

But that twist of the tiller rocked the
dinghy out of the direct path of the
fallivg boulder,

The next instant the erash came.

Bavely missing the gunwale, the-great
rewk  crashed guwm emashing Harry
Wharton's oar from his hand, and
plunging into tho water with a mighty
splasin .

Almost a water-spout rose beside the
beat, drenching every fellow in it with
Epray. ]

1ee boat rocked wildly. _

“TBack water!” shouted Smithy,
“{ict out of this! Quick ™ . ]

IL was not casy to got out of it quick,
with the tide running stro 11\;3intﬂ tho
cave. Bub thres oars pulle rd, and
the dinghy vocked away from the
cavern’s mouth, out of reach of another
missile from above.

Herhort Vernon-Smith stared up af
the oliff with set lips and glittering
Cyes,

He could sce no one there; whoover
had dislodged the great boulder had
Lept back out of sight, But the Bounder
of Greyirviars knew that an enomy was
there; only a hefty push from & mus-
cular man would have moved that great
mazs of rock.

“The villain ! breathed Bmithy, “If
that rock had hit us—"

The Greyfriare juniors stared up,
silent, with &tartled faces. Tf the
boulder had erashed on tho boaf, 1t
wottld have been sunk instantly, and the
crew leit to swim in & strong tide. .

“(iet to the landing pleco!” said
Vernon-Smith, betweon  his  Cecth.

“We'ro going after that rotier. Ii's
{lvunt Zere oc his man Beppo—one of
;Igc s:‘mur:drulsl And we're golng to gob
um !**

Harry Wharlon compressed his lips
hard. ¥lis broken oar, wrenched from
hizs hand by the shock, had cracked on
his koce with & erack that almost frac.
tured the bone, The pain was intonse,
and he had to set his teeth fo cndure
1t 1n silence.

John Redwing scanned the cliff with
a griun look on his bronzed face.

“That landshark wen't stop
much !* saild the sailorman.

“Wo'll stop hiz tricks if we got hold
of him!” snarled the Bounder. By
gad, I'll hunt him down like a 1uad
dog! CGet fo the shore !

The juniors pulled. No sign was scon
of the man on the cliff. Probably he
was already in retreat, having failed in
his attempt to sink the boat, and fearing
pueesuek,

But the Boundor was savagely doter-
mincd to run him deown. In that, all
the Greyiriars fcllows werp in  full
agreemont.

The dastard had intended to sink tho
dinghy and leave them swimming in
the tide at the risk of their lives. But
the falling boulder might have crashed
on one of the boat’s crew, and that
would have been instant death.

“Ny gutn ! said Bob.
dands on that rotter—>

“We'vre going to get our hands on
him,"" said Vernon-8mith, between his
teeth,  * Pull—pull 1™ )

The boat shot along the clif to tho
landing place. Harry Wharton sat with
a rather white faee, his hand pressed to

is damaged knce.
asked Trank

“Iurt, old chap?®
Nurent anxiously.

“Only a knock,”™ answered Harry.
“The car banged on my knee when it
broke! I fancy there's rathor o bruise.”

Tho boat Lumped at the landing
rlace. The Greyiriars fellows serambled

uickly ashore, and John Redwing made
fheo paintf:r Fast.

“Come on ! shouted Smithy. He
slacted at a run for the rugged path that
wound up tho oliff.

Tue Micxer Listany.—No. 1,455
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The other fellews followed him.
Wharton was limpiug painioily,  With
Iis damaged knea it was impossible to
run and difficult te walk. He halted.

“T shall have to chuck 1t "' e called
out. “I can’t climb with a gamo legl
You fellows get on ™

“I'1 Lelp wou back to Peolpelly
Iiouse 1 said ITrank.

“That's all right,k‘[ ecan manage ]
You pet on after Soithy.”

Nugent hesitated p omoment.  But ho
nodded, and ran on after thoe rest
Harry Wharton limped away alopg the
path up tho coomlb. )

The Bounder was already scrambling
up the steep liff.  After him went tho
rest, as fast as the stcepness of the path
allowed.

'They came out Lreathlessly on the
vugged summib of the <liff, hlgh over
Bilack Rock Cave. It was a desolato
cxpanse of bare, brokem, rugged rock,
powdered with snow from the last fall,

The Bounder camo to a halt on the
rocky lodgo over the cave-mouth, He
pointed to tracks of boots in the snow,

“Phat's where he stood when he
pitched the rock over ! he said. “He's
wone, but wo can pick up his tracks
from here !™

“* After him b7 said Dob. ]

The Bounder led the way, his eager
eves pieking up the sign in the powdery
snow, The track was indistinck, butb
here and there footprinis camae ouk
clearly, where tho snow lay deeper,
The sign led sway inland, from the
sen.  Behingd the juniors the red sun was
dipping to the Atlantie, sending long
shadows before them as they wenk

Thoe man on tho eliff had struck
injJand when ho retreated. There was
nothing to bo seen of him. But the sign
i the snow was unmistakable, and the
Urtji':friﬂl’s juniors pressed fast on the
track.

 —— gl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Phantom of Polpelly I

ARRY WHARTON sank thank-
H fully into the big armchair by
the fireside in the old oak hall

of Polpelly House. .
¥is bruised kneo was painful, and it
had not been improved by the tramp
up the rugged coomb and dimbing the
steps to the ancient mansion. He threw
logs on the fire, and sat down to rvest,
leaning back in the reomy old chair, in
which once had sat the old scafarm
quire of Polpelly, the sca-caplain o©
Eimhcﬂu’s time, whose portrait hung

on the wall.

The housoe was very silent. Only now
and then came a sound from the kitchen,
at the end of a long passage, where
Daniel ITeard was ab his dutles.

The old ship’s eook was cooking supper
for the party, and Wharton could hear
hia ‘;‘-’Erﬂgen leg stumping on tho stone
floor. But old Dan'l did not know that
he had como in; he was deaf, and heard
nothing; and he did not expect the
juniors back for hours yek.

The last red glimmer of the sunset
came in at the ancient windows and
gleamed on the portrait of the old sce-
captain on tho wall. Harry Wharton
looked at the picture of the grim old
soquire, with his hard-bitten face, zea-
boots, and trunk hose, ruff and cloak
and sword and helmet. It was in
the likencss of the old seafaring squire
that the phantom of Polpelly had
appeared to the juniors that Christmas
—gn. they were still puzsled end mysti-
£ 0 by the strangd apparition.

They had discovered that Counf ZAero
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and Beppo lurked in the hidden recesseg
under the old house. But thab Jdid not
explain the strange appesrance of the
antom, for neither of the Italians
ra the remotest resemblance fo the old
sgquire—and tho spectre had been bis
exact nnage,

Harry Wharton was thinking of that
strange mvstery as he sat by the glow-
ing fire, the dusk deepening in the old
hall as the sun disappeared.

John Redwing, who had a touch of a
sailorman's superstition, looked on the
phantom of Dolpelly as a thing not of
this earth, he Gregiviars fellows
were convinced that it was somo sort
of trickery.

¥eb thay eould not undertake to ex-
plain how it was that the phantom
appeared in the likeness of tho old zca-
captain.  According to the legend, the
gliost of the old squire haunted the
house and the coomb, sesking for iho
lost doubloons of the sunken Spanish
galleon., And on moro than one occn-
gion the Christinas party had scen it—
looking as if the old portrait had
stepped down from the walll

The dusk deepened to darl,

Unly the leaping [licchight ifluinined
the old dusky hall, casting strange lights
and shadows on the ancient cak of the
wallz and the floor,

'Wharton rose from the chair at last,
with the intention of lighling the
calidles.  As the trip into tho sinugglers’
cave hiad been abandoned, he expected
his friends to return much carlicr than
hiad been planned.

A faint sound ecaught his cars ns lic
rose, and he glanced round quickly. He
felt & sudden thrill as he realized {hat
e was not alone in the shadowy hall,

It was not old Dan'l; he would havo
heard the wooden log stumping on the
stone flaga if the ship's cook had cone
up the passage from tho kitchen. With
his back to the fivre, Harry staved along
the great hall to the deep, dusky
shadows at the farther end.

His teeth shut hard.

Dimn in the shadows, but vizsible in
the uncertain leaping of tho fre—silont,
atvange, and ghostly—the figure of Lhe
phantom of Pelpelly stood before his
eyVes,

It was the figure and the face of the
old sea-captsin in the portrait; the
Elizabethan garb to the last detail—tho
pointed beard and trim moustache, the
harsh, strongly marked [eaturcs and
bushy eyebrowa,

Wharton felt the blood run o his
heart with a chill, It was o trick—a
trick to frighten away the dwellers in
Polpelly, to leave the field clear for
their rivals in the hunt for the Spanizh
doubleona, Fle was ecertain of it—
assured of it. Yet he could not repress
the chill of horrer that ran through
him at the strange, unnerviog sight.

The fire died down-—the phantom was
hidden in blackness, But Wharton linew
that the unearthly figure still stood
there, unseen, and would reappear when
the fire blazed up agan,

With a determined effort, he pulled
himself together. In the darkness he
stooped and picked up cne of the logs
thet lay by the great hearth.

He gripped the heavy billet of wood
in his hand, his hand behind him, and
stood watching, waiting for the phantom
to become visible agmin, an  or
spectre, he was going to ses what it
was,

Thers came & suddon leaping of flame
from the fire. The dark old hall was
illumined again. .

The spectral figure detached ifsclf
from the blackness, standing out visible.
The -eyes, glittering under the bushy

brows, woere fixed on the schoolboy: tha
right hand was slowly raised, fo point
at him.

With set teeth, Wharton suddeulv
whllpped his hand from behind him, and
hurled the log, with all the strength of
his arm, at the ghostly fgure.

Crazh |

In an instant the missilo crashed on
the phantom, proving only too clearly
that it was no spectral, immaterial
figure, for the sound of the crosh on o
human form rang loud and sharp. The
figure staggered back as the log dropped
b its fect. A sharp, startled cry broke
the silence,

“Cospetto 1

Wharton panted.

It was an exclamation in Iialian!
The phaniom of Polpelly was no speetro
—but 8 trickster, one of ihe Italian
conspirators] Ho knew it now, beyond
the shadow of a doubt.

‘Tho ghostly figure staggered—but only
for 2 moment!  Them, recovering, if
came springing forward.

Another moment, and a fierco grasp
fell on Harry Wharton. He struck out
ficrcely, his clenched fist dashing in the
face that was so exactly like the faco
of tho old sea-captain 1n the porirait.
But the grasp on him was that of a
powerful, muscular man, and he went
whirling over, struggling desperately,
but unavailingly.

"Help 1™ ho shouted wildly.
But Eﬂ knew that old Dan'l could
not hear.

The helmet fell from the strangn
fipure, The Elizabethan ruff ermuopled
and erackled in the struggle. Wharton,
resisting  desperately, was dragged
slong the hall—in grasp, only too
]mﬁmu and real, of thé phantom of Pols
pelly |

“Help ' he shrieked.

"Rilenzio 1”7 came a hissing
#Eittﬂl ‘:u

“Help! Oh, help ¥

From the distant kitchen came the
sound of & wooden leg stumpiog on
stone. PBut old Dan'l could not hear.
Theve was no help! Harry Wharton
struggled wildly, but be struggled in
vain, Ha had ditoovered the trickery
of the phantom of Polpelly—only to [all
helplessly into its handsl

OO,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Niek of Time!

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H seowled as the sun diPpcd
below the eliffs and the winter

dusk deepened into darkness.

The jumiors had desecended from the
cliff and reached the road, which ran
parallel with the line of high clifis
facing the sea. On the road the snow
lay thick—it was many days since o
vehicle of any sort had been able to
approach the lenely mansion in the
coomb., In the thick snow the traclks
were clearer than before—but the dark-
ness had fallen to, cover them. The
Bounder groped in his pocket for am
electrie torch, All the juniors had pro-
vided themsclves with torches for tho
exploration of the smugglers’ cave,
Vernon-8mith flashed on his light, and
the others followed his example,

“Not much use now, Smithy!” T
marked Bob Cherry. “The blighter's
well ahead of us, and in the dark 1"

“He can’t help leaving a track in fhis
anow }* snapped the Bounder. “We'll
got him yet.”

“Carry on !’ assented Bob.

Tt did not secm very hopeful to the
rest of the party. DBut the Dounder



wat savagely determined, and they were
ready to back him up, )

The tracks of the retreating man wero
casily picked up by the torch light.
They were deep in the snow, and led
nliﬂlg the road in the divection of FPol-
Peily,

The juniors tramped on, Smithy lead-
ing the way, his eyes on the track. The
darkness thickened, and o few flakes of
snow began to fall

“T.ooks as if he's heading for Pol-
pelly I said Frank Nugent.

o f’m not surprised at that I grunted
the Bounder. “We know that those
scoundrels have their den under the
house—Count Zero knows every secreb
of the place. The rolter’s heading for
home.”

“I suppose it's the same track ! ro-
marked Johnny Bull, “This is & publie
road, vou lknow, and anybody——"

L

‘-I;fl.

With all the strength of

“Who'd Le coming along here, with
nearly g foot of suow on the ground¥”
suapped Vernon-Smith,.  “The tradoes-
men come across the moor, from Pil-
vertou—ivland!  MNobody comes aloug
tli= road.”

“"Well, somebody might—>"

“Oh, rot!”

Johituy Bull shrugged his shoulders.
The Dounder was not in the best of
tewpers: and when his temper was
eriitnl.r[-:. his manuers were not at their

it B

Ilc tramped on, flashing his light on
1he brail

It led along to the upper end of 'ol-
pelly cooml.  There it turned fram the
road, amd led down  into
eootib.

“Look ab that ! snapped  Vernon-
Stith, ®Hle's gone inte the cooulb
he's heading for Polpelly yight enough.
Itz tlwe man woe want, ™

“Looks like 161" agreed Bob.

*Tiwe lookfulnesa is terrifie " assented
Hurree Jamset Bam Singli.

Smilhy tramped down into the coomth,
witle Hu rest of the parly st his Leels,

the dusky

his arm, Harry Wharton
phantom and a startled cry broke the silence,
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Palpelly Honse was a good quarter of a
mile from the road, and was not in
sight. Buddenly the track turned from
the path to the left.

“He's not heading for the house ! re-
marked Nugent, gs the juniors made
ithat discovery,

“Come on 1? grunted the Bounder.

The track led fo an old stono lodge,
now in yuins, Right up to the shattered
doorway, it ran clear in the snow.

Emithy's eves gleamed as he reached

the lodge,

“"We've got him now!" he said
between his teeth. *He's dodged into
fhiz old ruin—we've gol hm cornercd
here, ™

“Blessed if it doesn’t look like it!”
saidd Bob. *This i1s the place where
Bunier was collered the day we camo

to Polpelly. I he's here, we've got him.

| Iilll.l | 'l T

—
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** Cospetto I ™
specire—bui a trickster !

There's no way oul; there’s the solid
hill behiud this building,™

“1le's  hore—he must be  herel
Haver't you any eyves? snarled the
Bovnder. * You can see the track leads
right i1, and there's no track leading
out !  Woe've got bim—stand ready to
Lag baim.™

“We're ready, old bean; keep vour
little {ewpor.”

The ivterior of the old ledge was
densely dark. Most of tho roof had
fallen in, and all the interiar walls, and
the space was filled by irrcgular masses
af rulible and broken slates, thick with
frozen vy and moss and snow. No
sottul conld be heard, but the Bounder
was convineed that the fupitive had
lakes cover, and was Lhiding among the
rabalalee,

“AMr. Redwinge, yon stand in the door-
wav while we scareh amoug this rub-
ish, " said Vernon-Bmath,  “He will
make a break for 1t when we root lum
out.'’

“Av, av ¥ answered John Redwing.
“He won't get past mo, sic!”

The sailorman, with an caken cudgel

hurled the log at the ghostiy flgn
It was an exclamation Iin Ifalian,
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in his prasp, sicod in the deocvway.
Vernon-Smith tramped in, followed by
the others.

If the fugitive was hiding there he
kept very still. But it seomed cervtain
that he must ba there, and the juniors

searchied through and through the
rubble, exploring every nook and
Cranny.

But they discovered—nothing |

Even the Bounder, savagely disap-
pointed as he was, had to admit st last
that there was no «ne hidden in the old
stone lodge

He stopped at the back wall—solid
stone Llocks on the excavated hillside.
IHe fazhed his light over the ancient
shones,

“Looking for & way in, Bmithy?”
asked Bob, with a grin.

“He ecame in here snavled the
Bounder. “ You know that os well as I

pre

e

. Crash ! The missile crashed on the
The phantom was no

do, EHe never went ont by the door-
way, There's some sort of & seoret
hiding-place here.  Lolpelly is full of
thein. Dut N

“Might as well hunt for a needle in
o haystaek 1 said Frank Nugent,

Smiithy gritted his teeth.  IF there was
some seeret nook in the old place whero
the man was hidden it was impossibla
to find it, amd the Bounder had to
realise that.

He tramped savagely out of the lodgo
again. The coomb, shut in by high
cliffs, lay black as a pit, save for the
glimmer here and ihero of the snaw,

The juniors waited. locking at Smithy.
Ile was savapgely unwilling to givo up
the hunt, and they were ready to keep it
on as long as he did. Dut it was only
too clear that there was nothing doing.

“Well, what about i£¥" asked Bob, at
lask. “It's a bit parky standing about
here, Smuathy.”

“The parkiviness i3 terrific, ma
esleomed and  absurd Smithy 1* said
Ilurrce Jamset Rame Singh, with o
ghiver.
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The Bounder breathed hard and deep.

“May ms well chuck 1t!1” ha said
ravagely “Let’s get back to FPolpelly,
We'va wasted our time.™

“Lots of time ahead, old bean 1" snid
Bob cheerfully. *“We're not near the
end of the h{:{s yet.™

1F ﬂh. I'Hrtﬂ I'l-l. '

Herbert Vernon-3mith fhrust his
torch back into his pecket and tramped
away dowr tho psth into the coomb.
Bob winked at his comrades, who
smiled.” They followed the Bounder,
tramping down the path in silence to-
wards Polpelly House,

The old mansion stood high, n}:-
roached by preat steps from the path.
E11'{«'ranun:-|1.-l=‘;|mit1': clambered up the steps
and passed through the gateway into the
f:ld courtvard that lay in front of the
10050,

“Why ths dickens hasn’t Wharton got
p light on ?” he grunted. “I suppose he
got in before this, game leg and all.”

“He's got the fire going, snyhow,”
said Bob, a8 he canght & flicker of fire-
light at one of the windows, “and I
shall be jolly glad to get necar ib.”

“Seme here1” remarked Mugent.

“The gamofulness is terrific1” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur. *“The
coldfulnese  of  this  excellent and
execrable ¢limate is proposterous.”

“ Hallg, hallo, halle 1 yelled Bob sud-
denly * What——"

From the dusky old hall of Polpelly,
ringing sharp and clear through the
wide-open doorway, came & shrieking

ory :
“Helpt Oh, help!”
“That's Wharton 1" panted XNugent.
He shot towards the house like an
arrow fromr e bow. Instantly the whole
party wera racing at his lheels.
Wﬁartun was there—alone

in the

Thecarth enveloped by dark, impenctrable

gasesl  Such is the setting of this new
story of Enptunnjusliqc and his fricnds,
Len Connor a Midge, the wireless
operator, who are on board Professor

aznagel's wonder ship.* Electrn,”” \y'hzn
the carth i olled out from sght.
Don't miss the thrilling tale of the grim
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house, except for old Dan’l. And be
was shrieking for help. What was hap-
pening in the house of mysterics ! Frank
Nugent tore in at the door.

In the blaze of the leaping firelight
ha saw two struggling figures—one that
of his chum, the other—startling to the
view—the fikeness of the old sea-
captain in the lportmit on the wall
Wharton, str mF madly, was being
dragged along the hall

Nugent tore across thoe hall and
leaped to his aid. Man or ghost, man
or demon, he did not care. ITe rushed
to the aid of his chum., But it was

upon a solid form that his fra:-:p fall, as
he gripped Wharton's assailant.

“Harry [ ha panted.

“Help—oh, help!1™

There was an exclarnation in a foreign
tongue. Wharton’s assailant turned
savagely on Nugent. :

But the Bounder reached him, and
Bob Cherry a split second later. Both
of them grasped at him,

It was the turn of the Polpelly
phantom to be assailed. Wharton,
released, staggered away, and tho
strange figure struggled desperately in
the grasp of Nugent and Bob and the
Boundar. Through the doorwny came
Johnny Bull and the nahob, Tom Red-
“'.55'3' and his father, rushing to their
Lldl.

With a terrible cffort the strangely
disguised man tore hamself looze and
bounded away

Nugent was left with the cloak in his
hand ; Bob with something elso that had
torn away from the ure in the
strupgle—he did not know what for the
moment.  With the ewiftness of =«
hunted deer, the panting figure rushed
from a doorway, out of the hall, up «
stone passage. and vanished.
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¥ After him 1Y shrieked the Bounder.

Heo dashed up the passage. It was asg
black as the inside of & hat. He tore
the forch from his pocket and flashed it
a1

At the end of the pasaage, ¢lota to tho
barred door that closed it, one of the
reat flagstones in the foor was sinking
rom sight. With it went the hgure of
the” phantom of Polpelly. But even as
the Bounder rushed on the figure
vanished, and the flagstone shot up 1nte
place again, and the floor was intact.
"Phe secret cnemy had escaped, and the
Bounder, gritting his teoth, tramped
back to the Lall

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Face of the Phantom!

ANRY WHARTON etood pants

ing in breath in groeat gulps.
e leaned on the table, over-
come by his efforts in that

dEE:P&I‘Etﬁ struggle with his asseilant.
Frank Nugent still had the old cloak
trailing in his hasd thar had been
wrenched from the shoulders of the pre-
tended phantom. On the floor lay the
helmet, tramped out of shapo, and a
sword in ita scabbard that had fallen in
tho struggle. And in Bob’s hand was
tha strange object that had torn from
ihe unknown, and ne held it up, and all
the juniora stared at it in blank wonder.
It was a life-like mask of flexible
muaterial that fitted to the face, such as
ia sometimecs worn in theatricals, com-
plete from the bushy eyebrows aver the
eycholes down to the chin with its
pointed beard. And it was designed in
the exsct imagn of the face of the old
sea-captain in the portrait. It had been
designed with the greatest skill, evi-
dently fromr the portrait itseli, or from
a photograph of it. As Bob held it up
it was startlingly life-like, save for tho

emptliness of the holes left for sight.
““Ho that's it I’ said Bob, with & deep
hreath. “That's how tho jolly old
L}mﬂé{ looked szo like the old skipperl

Sop T

“Tha ecunning rotter I’ breathed
Nugent. “He must have had thas
mask made on purpose, and it must have

iaken time to make, too. He must bave
ot rea’gv for this gamoe a good {imo
|

“Everylhing ent and dried !” said the
Tommder contemptuously. “He was
poing to kidnap me and threaten my
father inte selling lum the property, bub
he had this stunt ready if he failed. He
didd fail and the ghost game followed—
n triclk of amateur theatrieals.”

“&ort of costume play I grinned Dob.
“But who'd have thought it"

John Redwing stood silent, staring at
the life-like mask in Bob's hand.

Thoro was a surge of colour in his
bwonzed checks. ‘ha  sailorman  had
helicved, or half believed, that it was
ihe phantom of the anecient squire of
Yolpelly that the Christmas party had
seer;, Dut now that he saw the face-
mask, made in the likeness of the old
squire, even he could have no further
doubt. The trick was completely ex-
pozed now.

It was Count Zero, ¢lad in Elizabethan
rarh, with o false face over his owm,
who had played phantom, and tlat
game, &t least, was up. Whntever
might be the next move of the Italian
plotter, it was not likely that thcre
would bo any further supernatural visi-
tations at Polpelly Tt was the last
altempt to scars away the Chrisbinas
visitors, and it had failed utterly, and
very noarly cost the eount his liberiy.

“Well, I've heard of a fox that got oub
of a trap and left his tail belind him1”



temarked Dob. “This jolly old fox has
bolted and left his features behind
him I*

The juniors chugllad.

S We're done with the ghost, anyhow,”
gaid the Bounder. *Rather lucky for
vou we barged in just then, Wharton;
he had you fair and square !

“The luckfulness was terrific 1”7

“ Jally lucky ! said Harry, still gasp-
ing for breath.  “0ld Dan'l never heard
s sound, and I thought I was done for,
Goodness kuows what he was going to
do! He jumped at me after I heaved
& log at him, he was drag‘ﬁing me away
when wou frllows barged in.  Why,
goodness knows—"

The Bounder pointed to the passage
that led to the sinking stone.

“That's why!” he said. “You
gpotted him, and he was going to make
gure that vou didn't tell tha world. If
we hadn't come in you'd be in E}lﬂ- den
under Polpelly now—a prisoner.

“1 suppose that was it," assented
Wharton., “The man's a lawless brute;
but he might have knocked me on the
head! He was two or thres times a3
strong as I. I hadn't an earthly. ¥ou
can bet 1 was glad when you fellows
rushed in 1%

“ Ho might have——" faltered Nugent.

“He's no murderer | grunted the
Bounder, “He's not a erock—only he's
after the doubloons, like a hungry dog
after a bone. I dare say he thinks he has
as much claim on the treasure as any-
body else; his giddy ancestor was in
command of the ﬁﬁ”*““ that carried the
doubloons. Put he won’t get his fingers
on them, all the same.” ]

“MNot if we can ﬂtn;ﬂ him ! gaid Bob,
“Put I wonder what his next move will
be? He must know that the ghost gamo
iz up now." .

“19 only hope he'll show up againi”
gaid Vernon-Smith. “He will find us
ready for him if he does. If we could
shift that flagstone we'd follow him into

his den; but we can't move it. I'vo
thought of getting & gang of woerkmen
from Pilverton, with crowbars, to prise
up the Hoor, but——"

Hea shook his head.

“It's no use,” he went on. “The

brute would clear off for a time, and
coma back. He's got secret ways in and
out of the place. It's no good stopping
one hole, when he's got half a dozen
others to choose from. The place is like
a rabbit-warren for secret passages.
Wﬁ‘ve got to get hold of the man him-
BE' .lJ'

“We've nearly had him twice,” said
Bob. "“Third time is lucskg 1

There was & stumping of a wonden
leg on stone fags, and old Dan’l looked
into the hall. He stared at the juniors,
Not & sonnd of the Etruf lo in the hall
had reached the deaf old sea-cook.

“You voung gentlemen back " said
Danial Heard., *“1 wasn't looking for
yut:i for two hours yet. Bupper ain't
ready i

“ Blow supper ' grunted the Bounder..

“Bother supper !

“Hey " 0Old Dan’l put his hand to
his ear. “It's steak and kidneys, sir!”
Apparently the old ses-cook supposed
that the Bounder hed asked him what
he had for supper. “A pie, sirt”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Bunter doesn’t know what he's
missing ! he remarked. “He would
roll in if he knew there was steak-and-
kidney pie!”

“That thero pie’s cocking, sir[” said
Dan'l. “But it ain’t done yet.. You
says, says you, you won't be back till
the tide turned, says you I”

“Hang supper!” snapped the
Bounder.

“It min't no good giving me bleck
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looks, air;, 'causze that pie ain’t done,”
said Dan'l “Hour and navf vet, sir,
like it or like it not. ¥ou'll get that pic
at eight bells, and sou won't get 1t
nfore |

“Buzz off, vou deaf old ass!" hooted
the Bounder, while the other fellows

grinned. .
“Hey! Hour and narf!” said old
Dan’l. “But there’s some cold chicken,

if you're sharp set. And some Christ-
mas pudding. The things don't go like
they did when that fat young swal was
aboard.”

“Geat' ouk ! howled Smithy.

“¥Mour and narf, sir, and I've told
you twice already,” answered old Dan'l
“And I tell you, sir, I can't get that
pte dona no sooner ! .

And old Dan'l stumped back to_his
kitchen, lnm'mge the Bounder scowling
and the other fellows laughing.

Bob Cherry had thrown the mask on
the table. The Bounder picked it up,
stepped to the fire, and threw it into
the glowing logs.

Tha flames licked round it and con-
sutied 1t in & few minutes, and the
ghm:l:i;,r face of the phantom of Polpelly

isai}pear@d inte ash. It was the last of
the haunting specire; but all the Grey-
friars fellows knew that they were not
done with Count Zere yet, and they
wondered what the next move of their
hidden cnemy would be.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Hold-up at Polpelly !

““ IDE at three, sir!"” said John
Redwing.
It was thd following day,

and the Polpelly party svere
sitting down to lunch in the old hall,
That afterncon they intended to resume
the exploration of the smugglers’ cave,
interrupted the previous day by the
falling rock from the ledge, and the

vain pursuit of their unzeen enemy.
John Redwing cams in from the snowy
coomb, his bronzed face glowing from

the sea wind.

“Lots of time,” said Bob Cherry.
“The boat’s sll right, Mr. Redwing®"

“I've left it safe, sir, locked up in
the boathouse,” said the szilorman.
“ But there's no telling what those land-
sharks may be up to. They got at it
once, and bored holes in the timbers.
I'll gpo down after dinner, sir, and see
that all's ship-shape; and you young
geuglerﬂm can follow on when you're
ready.

Anj-:ri when lunch was over John Red-
wing wens out and dizappeared down
the coomb towards the sca, Tom Red-
wing went with his father. The juniors
gathered about the fire, and Bob Cherry
turned on the wirelesa, Tt was more
than en hour yet before the tide would
serve, and it was useless to arrive at
the cove before the tide was on the
furmn.

The strainz of a band came from the
radio, filling the old hall and echoing
in dark etone passages. In the lonely
old mansion, 1 the solitary coomb,
miles from any other habitation, shut in
between the snowy moorland and the
rolling sea, 1t was strange enough to
hear the merry strains of Heénry Hall
and his band. Bob Cherry, whe never
could keep still, executed a shuffle to
the cheery music, about as gracefully as
& dancing bear. :

The juniors were looking—and feel-
ing—cheery and bright. Thera was
mystery, and a spot of donger, in the
strange old house of Polpelly, but they
were all enjoying the adventure of that
unusual holiday. Only the Bounder had
a rather moody look on his face. Ho
was anxious to see something of the
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unseen enemy, and to get te grips with
his rival for the Jost freasure of fhe
galleon.  But it waz for the hidden
enemy to choose his time, and the Fol-

lly party could only wait till he made

iz next move, 3

They Llittle guessed what it was going
to be, or how soon the blow was to Iall.
Count Zero had failed to scare away the
schoolboys and drive them into leav-
ing him in possession of Polpelly House.
He was driven to more desperate
measures, as they were about to learn,

“Stand where you are!"”

That sudden, gquiet woice, coming
through the strains from the radio,
made all the Greyfriars fellows jump
and turn their heads.

The Bounder's eyes blazcd.

“Count Zero ™ he breathed.

The Italian stood within ten fedt of

1T .

Behind him, in the old cak wall, a
panel had opened. The count had
stepped oubt inte full view, and he
gtood surveying the juniors with a cool
?mile on his dark, chubby, handsome
BCE.
lr"i.r’ﬂrnm-Smirh madt a step towards
1.

The Italian’s hand came up like a
fash. An ugly, bluish barrel looked
the Bounder in the face.

“ Htand back 1™

The command came shoarply.

Herbert Vernon-Smith did not retreat
o step. But he stopped, his hands
clenched hard. Bob Cherry quietly shut
off the wireless. Deep silence fell on
the old hall.

“You villain I* breathed the Bounder.
“¥ou dare not fire!”

“If vou put that to the fest it will be
to your cost,” sald the ILtalian,
smooth, guiet tones. "I will not
milm%"ll:.r harm anyone here, but if vou
lift a finger I will shoot [ I recommend
you to vestrain yourself,
Vernon-Smeet.

The Bounder made a movement.

Harry Wharton caught him by the
BTM.

“Btop ! he breathed.

*Let me go!” snapped the Bounder
Eavagely. X

“Don't be mad, BSmithy! Stand
where you are®

Wharton gripped his arm hard.

The deadly weapon in the hand of
the Italian covered the grmgb of juniors,

1

Signoring

and every lifo there was Count Zero's
to take, if he chose to pull the trigger.
And that he would use his weapon if
he was asssiled was clear to all the
Famouz Five, if not to the hot-lheaded
Bounder.

A faint smile Bickered on the dark
face, looking over the levelled auto-
matic.

“You are wise, little signor,” said
Count Zero. *“Your lives are in my
hand, but I will spare them if I ecan.
You aro my prisoners 1"

“ Prisoners |” repeated the Bounder,
hoarse with rage. His glance turned to
the wide-open door, by which John Red-
wing and his son had gone out, hardly
& quarter of an hour ago.

Count Zera, still keeping the jumors
covered with the sutomatic, stepped
across the hall, to interpose between
them and the door.

Standing facing thom, with his baek
to the door, ho watched them hike a
cat over the levelled weapon.

The secret panel by which he had
entered stood wide open. Beyond was
a cghadowy stono passago.

It was one of the many secrets of
fhe strange old house, sll of which
wara known to the man from Italy.
The count's ancestor, who had com-
manded o pgalleon in the Spanish
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Armada, had been for two years in
that iguse, in_the far-off days of
neen Bess, waibing for his ransom ta

be paid, DTrobably his captor ithe
scafaring squire, had mot known, or
cared, how his captive spent the weary

days, and weeks, and years of deten-
tign—in “Pm""ﬁ- tha old place from
end to end, and discovering its strange
socreta, .

But-the juniors knew that it was from
ancient documents, in the Palagzo Zero,
at Milan, that the sount had derived tho
information thot he .was now pulting
to such & lawless use. And they could

uess, boo, that the count had explored
ihe place a good many tines, unknown
to its proprieter, Mr, Vernoo-Smith,
and to deaf old Dan’l, the carctaker.
It was clear that all the scerets of
._ll_:’crllpcliy were known to the man from

[aly.

* Prisoners,” repeated the count, with
a nod. “I regret it, but you have left
me no other resource. If your father,
mmico Vernon-Smeet, would have sold
we this dismal old place, all would have
heen well. I yvop had fallen into my
liands when I came after you ak your
schiool, I should have induced Bignor
Vernon-Smeef to sell, by threatening
vour life. But thesa plans failed, and
1 came lere, as I had come before, to
cxplore the place and search for the
doubloons—and thegp——"

He shrugged his shoulders,

“What madness possessed you to come
to this lonely, dismal, deserted spot for
vour Christas holidaysi™ he went on.
“Your presence here disconcerted all
my plans! ¥eb there was one resourco
—the phantom of Polpelly—which las
frightened others awaiy.. and which I
fully believed would frighten away a
party of schoolboya, But—"

He gave another expressive shrug,

“That also has failed! Now I am
driven to play my last card! You ave
my prisoners! You will pass through
ihat panel in single file, and I shall
follow you! J’Lttl':l"llf)t to ecscape, or to
turn upon me, and 1 swear I witl shoot
vou down! T shall be sorry—but I
thall do it If vou will not take warn-
ing, so much the worse for you \*

“Sa this iz a heldupl” =aid Bob
Clieryy.

“Porfeetly 50! assented the count.
“I1f you desire to be riddled by o stream
of bullets, that is your choicel Tlead
or alive, you must be removed from
my path! You have, a3 you say in
vour extraordinary language, asked for
it] Now you reccive that for which
vou have atked ™

Harry Wharton shill grasped the
Bounder’'s arm. Only that grasp kept
Vernon-Smith from rushing npon what
all the Fameus Five knew to be coertam
death, "

“Will you leb me go, Wharton ("
breathed the Bounder.

“Xo,” answered Harry quictly. “That
villain means every word he says, and
vou have po chanen against & leaded
pistol, any more than we have”

“Lobt me go1” hizssed Smithy,

“Dor’t be a mad ass, Smithy
growled Johnny Bulll “Deo you think
we'd knuckle under if there was a
chanee ¥

The Bounder
rage. .

“Are you going to let that seoundrel
bag you like rabbita 1" he hissed. * Are
you going to let lum shut you up in
soqne dungeon under this house while
he finds the doubloons and gets sway
with them 77 i

“1 don't =ce that we‘ﬂlaqgot. any choice,
Aunithy 17 said Frank Nugent quictly.
“Wa never bhargained for this”
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“If you'rp all reften funks, I'm net'!"
yvelled the Dounder. “I will not talie a
step!  Dack me wup, and get hold of
that villain ™

“h, =hot

ull.

The Tamous Five had plenty of

luck—quite as muach az the Bounder.
ut they were cooler-headed.

To rush on a leaded automatie, in a
desperate hand, was not good enough.

To surrender was bitter and galling;
but 16 was uselezs to go down helplessly
under a rain of bullets. And cvery
fellow could see the Italian was in grim
carnest. He was, as he had said, play-
ing his last card, and the frumps were in
hiz hand.

“Bmithy—" multered Harry, as the
Bounder wrenchied at his arm,

“Let me go ¥

“I tell you——

“Tot gol!” welled the Bounder
furiouzly, and he siruggled in the grasp
of the ca;:tnin of the Greyfriars Rewmnove,

Tob Cherry grasped his other arm.

“ Binithy, vou ass—" he panted.

“Hang you, lot go 1

The Bounder, lost to every considera-
tion but passionste rage, struggled.
Count Zero watched—over tha levelled
anlomatie. His dark face hardened
grimly,

Bmithy was stroggling to brealk loosc
and rush upon him; and if he snececded,
he would roll over on the oaken floor
the next moment, with a bullet through
hiz bodv. The Fameous Fiva knew it,
and Wharton and Bob held him back—
from certain and tecrible death. The
Bounder, blind with rage, zgtruﬁglnd
madly to break loose, and suddeuly,
with a desperate wrench, tora himself
away from their reztraining hands.

(1]

up i* snapped Johnny

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Billy Bunter Blows In!

.;IBEAE' B remarked Billy Dun.
ter.

The fat Owl of the Greylriars

move looked out of the
poreh of tha Ship Inn, at Crewey.

A bitler wind swept down the rugged
street of the Devenshire fishing vilfagﬂ.

Bunter put out his fat little noze, and
jerked it back agaip.

It was cold !

Crewey was only about a mile from
Polpelly House. DBut it was a mile of
rugged track, thick with spow, winding
round the base of tho great cliffs. Liven
Billy Bunter was cqual to a mile—Dbut
a rough-and-tough mile like that from
Crewey to Polpelly daunted him.

Still, Billy Bunter had decided to get
& ove o,

It was several days sinea the Groy-
friars party had stayed a might at the
inn, and left Dunter thera when thoy
departed.

unter had been quite willing to bo
left. Nothing weuld have induced him
to torn ouk carly in the morning.

Btill, he folt that he was being treated

Badly.
He was a guest at Polpelly House—a
distinguizshed and fasemating  guest.

And the fellows, having left him at
Crewey, scemed to have forgotten his
fat existence, just az if he did not
mralior.

Even Vernon-Smith, his host, seemed
to have forgotten him. Clearly he did
not care whether Dunter returned to
Polpelly or not.  Indecd, the fat Owl
had a suspicion that S8mithy would be all
the better pleased if he didn't!

TFor soveral days Bunter remained at
the Ship Inn, more or less contented.
The food was good—which was the

mast important thing., DBunter, naturs

ally, expected the fellows ta come back

for humn,
But they didn’t

It locked as if they were prn]pared
to leave him at the Ship Ion for the re-
maiuder of the Christmas vacation |

That did not suit Bunter,

Bunter was & gregarious animal! If
was fearfully solitary at Crewey in tho
winter. Plump and hospitable Mr,
Yeo, the landlord, was o very pleasant
man, but his society palled on Bunfer;
neither did Mr. Yeo scem delighted with
that parficular puest,

Beasts o3 the other follows were,
Bunter would have been glad fo seo
them, and every day ke blinked out for
them a dozen times through his big
spectacles; but, liko Sister Anne, he
failed to see anyone coming.

But if the mountain would not como
to Mahomet, Mahomet could always geb
. move on fo the mountainl Bunter
resolved, at long last, to negotiate that
awflul mile to Polpelly.

The grub at the Bhip Iun was all
right, and, so far, everything was all
right. Bunter made deep inreads on it.
But he was beginning to fecl uneasy
ahout the bill he was running up.

OF course, it was up to the Bounder
to pay that bill, as Bunter was his
guest, DBut it was barely possible that
Smithy might not seo the matter in the
same light] Mr. Yeo was quito nnsus-
E!ﬁmua; e was not worried about his

11l

Still, if Bunter wanted to leave, with-
ouk ]:rayingDcit, even the kind and
hospitable Devon innkeeper was likely
tao havo something to say ahout it
BEilly Bunter had an unquict feeling that
if the Lill ran on much longer, and he
was seen waliiing out with his suileaso
in his hand, he might boe tapped on tho
shoulder by Mr. Yeo or the boots.

e felt that 1t was, in fact, time 1o
rejoin his friends. 1lis suitcase could
remain at the inn, as a guarantee of
rood faith, and also because Bunter was
too lazy to carry it. ] )

Bo, nfter putting out Lis fat little noso
inte the winter wind snd drawing it
hack agsin two or three times, lgilly
Buuter made up his fat mind to chance
Lk

AMre, Yeo had given lim divections for
getting to FPolpelly. He only had to
walk round the chiffs, keeping them con
liia right hand all the time, and then ho
‘.'l.'c}l.lltf arrive at D’olpelly Coomb. As
for o lift, that was out of tho question.
Na vehicle could get through the spow
piled on the roads.

Bunter had parked o substantial
lunch., [@le hﬂplﬂﬁ to arrive at Polpelly
in fimge for tea. ‘Thoughtfully, ho
packed a large number of rosy-cheeked
sapplea in his pocket, to devour en route.
Bunter was not wnuch given to looking
ahead, but he never forgob that he
unight ba hungry.

He started at lost,

e tramped up the rugged stroct and
rolled ont on the =nowy road that wound
along the base of the great clilis front-
ing the Atlantic.

It was heavy going! The snow was
thick, and Bunter's fect sank 1 if.
ot o vehicle—not o pedestrian was to
b =epn.

It waz ono of the lancliest stretehes of
coast on tho Atlantic side of Devone
shire., Here and there, throngh open-
ings of the eliffs, Bunter had a view of
the vast ocean rolling, glimmering
under the winter sunshine.

On his left was a wide waste of un-
trodden moorland. The road, or, rather,
track, was quite hidden by snow; bus
ihe range of eliffs was an wmmnistakablo
guide.
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Bunler patised every now and then fo
eat an apple, and then resumed his way
refreﬁheg, At long, long last he came to
the epot where the deep coamb opened
to the sea, and turned from the road.

It was downhill now to PQIFEHF, and
Punter plugged on more cheerfully. He
passed the old stone lodge, deep in the
side of the coomb, and plugged on down
the rugged path. Dolpelly Housze camo
in sight, itz ancient roofs and old
chiraney-potz backed by the high slope
of the coomb.

Billy Bunter arrived ot the great steps
that led up to the convtyard. There ho
pawaxl, fo get his DLreath beforo as-
conding.

From the direction of thoe house
strains of muste came to his fat cars
The beastz, it scemeod, had the wireless
on, after lunch—evidently - not thinking
abont Bunter, or missing him at all

Looking down the coomb towards the
gea, Bunter made gut two figures in the
distance. They were gcttiuf tho dinghy
out of tho boathouse, and getting it
down to the water, to launch it in the
eove. Bunter's rangoe of vision was
Limited, even with the aid of his big
gpectacles, and he eould not make them
ot elearly; but he guessed that they
were Tom Redwing and his father.

The other fellows, it scemed, were in
the house, and had the wircless on.
Bunter sguatted on o bouldor to rest,
before negotiating the steps. But he
vestaried after the interval, and noticed
that the sounds: of music from the house
had ceased, Semcone had shut off the
ratdio.

Blowly and laboriously Dilly Dunter
clambeored up the steps and rolled inte
the old gateway.

He paused thero for another rest,
leaned on the gateway, and groped in
his pocket for an apple. It was the last
of his sup; Iv; o hi% redd apple, very in-
viting to look at. Bunter dug his tecth
into ir, and took a large bite,
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** Stand back ! rapped out Count Zero, levelling
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Then, with his mouth full, and the
apple in his fat hand, the Owl of the
Remove plugeged across the showy conrl.
vard, to the preat doorway of Dolpelly
House, which sfood wide open.

Hounds of sharp voices reached Lim as
Lie uppmmhml, and a fat grin came ovey
his face. It sounded as if the fellows
wore rowing.,  Sinithy, of course, with
his votlen temper as usual.

Ile heard the Bounder's loud, angev
voLen :-:hﬂnt{ng, to boe let go. They were
handling  hun, 18 seemed. Bunter
grinned.  Serve the beast right!  He
hoped they were giving it to him hot.

Grinning, the fat junior reached the
big doorway, and blinked in through
his spectacles—propared to enjoy the
seene of Smithy getling a ragging from
tha other fellows., "Uhat was what it
sounded like,

LThe next moment Dilly Bunter's little
round cyes almost popped through lus
big round spectacles.

He blinked, amazed.

Vernon-Sinith was strugeling in iho
grasp of Horey Wharton and Bob
Chorry=—breaking loose from them.

But who was that that stood between
Bunter and the Greviriars gronp—with
his bock to the door and DBunter, his
arm raised, a pistol in his hand levelled
at the juniors?

Buntor goped.

LEven a3 he paped, Vernon-Smith
broke loose from the juniors who were
holding lmin. With & face white with
fury he made a spring towards the man
willt the antomatic,

“Stand back!™

Clount Fera's voice rapped,

Thoe Bounder did not heed it

DBunter, gaping, saw Wharton spring
after him, and eateh at his shoulder.
Smithy, savagely, wrenched himself
awar. It wps then that Billy Bunter
wolie up, as it were, vealising how
matiers stood, and it was then that the
fat Owl had a brain-wave. IIis fat hanad

his revolver at the Greyfriars juniors. Realisi
Bunter took aim with the apple. The missile crashed on the back of the Italian’s head, and the sudden, unexpected shock

ng how matters siood, Billy

m staggering forward, the automatic dropplng from his hand.

shot wp, wilth the apple in 1!  FEven
DBunter could not inisas wt that short
range, There was & swilt whiz, and the
apple crashed on the back of the
Italan's lLiead, and the sudden, unex-
pected shoclk sent hiin staggering fors
ward, The autoipatic crasiied on the
oaken planks, as Count Xero stumbled
to his kieees, and fell to the floor,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables.

RASH! )
@ The Ytalian pitchoed alinost at
smithy's  feet, Lz outspread

hends slap :niu% on the oaken
floor, bavely saving ]}:'u- aee from a erash
on the cak. The autematic shot past
the Bounder as it flew from Zere's hand,
and deopped within a foot of him.

For a split second Smithy stood paunt-
ing, nmazed; but lio wos guick on the
uptake., Ilo leaped at the fallen pastol.

Instantly be eluatched it up.

There wos a gasp of amarement from
the Famous Five, In the tense excife.
ient of the seone in the hall no one Tad
nbserved Bamter—least of all Count
Loro, whose back had been to the door.
The sudden change in the situation was
startling. The Italian was sprawling on
the flopy—the Bounder was clutching up
the avlomatic, Dunter was blinking in,
with ?npp;l:g cyes  behind lus  Lig
spoclacios,

Count Zerve leaped Lo his feef.

Hi: swarthy face was furions, Ilis
ack oves plittered round for the
werpon that hiad flown from his hand.

But that weapon was aleeady in the
Donnder's grip.

A= the Ttulian gained Lis fect Vernon.
Smilly swung if up, his eves blaziog over
it.

i :‘:‘{.“I'.r
Tiowncher,
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“Smithy 1 gasped Wharton.  Tor &
moment helia?.*ed that the Bounder
was about to fre and shoot the Italian
dlow n. _

There was nu doubt that Count Zero
Leliaved 8o, too—indeed, the Bounder
wonld undoubtedly have fired had the
Ttalian advanced upon him. But tho
count did net advance. As he saw that
the tables were turned, e made o swift
Lackward leap to tho door.

Smithy was botween him and the
open panel by which he had entered ; be
conld not escapo that way. DBut with
ihe agility of nii antelope, he leaped for
IE'!;!?' dﬂﬂ-riwam

wm

”t’}ur]-?ngh 1# pasped Bunter. ]

he leaping Italian erashed into him,
amid sent him =pinning. Bunter rolled
uff the step into the courtyard, yvelling.

Unliceding him, Count Zero bounded
away. He erossed the courtyard to the
ratoway witl the Aeetness of o deer.

“ Aftor him ! shricked Vernon-Smith.

He tore out of the door. After him
sushed the ¥amons Five. They wero
keen and cager to tackle the Italian
1. ;

l “T sav, you fellows:” spluttered Billy
Dunter. - _

He sat up dizzily, and set Liz spec-
tacles straight om his fat little nose. Dut
{hey tore past him unheeding.

“The DBounder was in the lead, the
count's automatic gripped in his hand,
half-raised. Pero was rupning with
amazing swiftness for the gateway on
the cooml. .

“Stop | yelled Vernon-Smith.

The count raced on.

vgtop!  I'Il shoot[”
Tounder.

Fero reached the gateway aud sprang
through. The Bounder, wE:h shut teeth
and glittering eyes, lired.

Bang

Tl count disappeared headlong down
the steps ont:ide the gateway., A yell
rang back,. :

“omithy 1 panted Harry Whavton.
£l ETQLITT_E!—-"""'”

“ He's hit 1" gosped Nugent.

With gritted tecth, the Bounder
rushed on.  Hé reached the gateway
with the Famous Five at his heels.

That the fugitive had been grazed by
the bullet was certain, from the yell he
had uttered. But it was clear that ho
lad not beeh hurt, for he was bounding
away up the coomb with almest in-
credible swiftness.

“There he goes 1" gasped Johnny Dull.

Even as ho spoke, the running man
vanished among the recks.  Vernon-
Smith ran down the steps—Harry
Wharton & Co. close hehind him.

In the dizlaneo down the coomb, Tom

roared the

Redwing and his father had left the.

hoat, &nd were ranning np towards the
house. Evidently they had heard the
shot at Dolpclly.

It was tho other way that Zero had
pone—up the steep path. Had he gone
down towards tho sea Tom and lus
father would have inforcepted him,

Butb ik was a steep way up the coomb
to tho road, and the fugitive was not
likely to keep up his speed for long.
Vernon-Smith dashed in pursut, fol-
lowed by the Famous Five.

“Thero he 131" shouted DBaob.

A running figure was sighted among
ihe rocks.

“He's making for the lodge 1
Wharton,

“We'll get him!"

The juniors tore on. Tho running
man disappearced again, and then reap-
pearcd, making for the old stone lodge,
whero the trail had been lost the pre-
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vious day. He vanished into the build-
ing, the juniors panting after him,

““Weo've got him now | hissed the
Bounder. “By gum, I'll give him some
of his own medicine if he shows fight |
Come on 1" ;

They rushed into the ruined Iﬂrﬂ%ﬁ.
Eagerly they scarched among the pile
of rubble. :

But no man was there! :

The previons day the snow-trail of the
man on the eliff had led them to the
ald lodge, and they had found nothing,
Naow they had seen. with their own eves,
tho fugitive Italian dash inte the build-
ing. But they secarched among the
rubble in vain. He was gone.

The Bounder panted.

“That scttles it1” he said, *There's
a way out from here—someo sccret way.
This iz the way they get inte Polpelly
il we could spot it, The man vesterday,
and now that scoundrel—"

“ Pretty certain now i* gasped Dob.
“Rut he's gone 1? .

“The gonefulness iz {ovrific ! panted
the Naboby of Bhanipur,

The Bounder savagely scanned the
thick stong wall at the back of the old
ladge. That there was a secret we
ithat led by some hidden tunnel to Pol-
pelly Houso was fairly c¢lear now—a
hidden way used by the smugglers of
old days, when the tough old squires of
Polpelly had been in the frea irade.
But it was too well hidden to bo dis-

covered, i i

“Let's get back!” said Bmithy,
betweenn his tecth. “ There's ancther
way to get at him; he left the panel
open! Come on 1™

And tho Grevfriars follows tramped
hack to Polpelly House, reaching it as
Tom ond lins father arvrvived from thae
Cove.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Spiral Stalr.

i 2AY, vou fellows ¥
E Billy Bunter blinked at the
juniprz as they came hurrying
across the eourtyard to tho house.

“ Don’t bother now, Bunter I” spapped
Vernon-Smith. X

“Wall, I like that 1™ exclaimed Bunter
im‘]ig'na}}t]ju “ After what I've done for
| G| —

’ “(th, shut up t*

“Look here, you beast—— Owl”
gasped Bunter, as the Bounder shoved
him unceremoniously aside and ran into
the doorway. .

Bunter sat down on the step with a
bump and a splutter.

“Ow?! Heast!” he gasped. “I say,
vou fellows—— Urrgghl I say, you
ungrateful beasts — grooogh — coogh—
who shaved your wives, you beasts—
I mean, who saved your liveg—
Urrregeh 1 .

But the juniors did not heed. BRunter,
it was true, had come in remarkably
useful for once; but they had no time
to waste on him, all the same. DBunter
could wait, and the hunt for Count
Ziero could not. ]

They ran into the house, leaving the
Ow]l of the Remove spluttering with
breathless indignation.

The secret panel, by which the count
liad entered the hall, and through
which he had planned to drive the
schoolboys at the pistol’s point, stood
wide open. Herbert Vernon-Smith,
with an eleetrio torch in his left hand,
the count’s automatic in lus right,
strode towards it.

“Get hold of samething, you fellows,

and follow oni” he said, over his
shoulder “This is a chance to get at
the rotter! Comne anl”

“Mind what vou de with that gumn,

Smilhy 1 said Ilarry Wharton, rather
dryly.

The Bounder gave him e lock.

"What would have happened to me
if that fat ass Bunter hadn't blown int™
he asked, between his teeth. “Well,
' telling you, that very same thin
is poing to lz.ap en to Count Zero if

et at him and he puts up @ fight!

avce for the goose is sauce for the
gander 1"

“My esteemed Smithy—" murmured
IIurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Cut it out!” snapped Bmithy., “I
mean every word of it, as that seoundrel
will find! You can follow me or nct,
835 you choosel I'm going ™ )

With that, Herbert Vernon-Smith
stepped through the open panel, Oazh-
ing his light ahead. Tom Redwing was
after him at once, and John Redwing
and the Famous Five followed, every
m'}nknf thern armed with a stouf ookens
slick.

Billy Bunter rolled into the hall, and
blinked after them in alarmed astonishs
ment.

“I sav, vou fellows”
“where are you goingf
fea ## .

Dob Cherry glanced round, with a

'k
& Follow on, Bunty, old bean?™ he
said, “We're going to look for the
giddy Italians in their den! We =hall
wa?} you to do the scrappingl Come
ol

“0h, really, Cherry—" .

Beb disappeared after his friends.
But Billy Bunter did_ not follow om.
Explaring the mysterious recesses of
Polpelly House, in scarch of desperate
men in the dark, had no appeal fox
William George Buntor. Diserction was

he welled,
What about

the better part of valour, and Eilly
Bunter prudently remained where he
was.

Heedless whether the other {ellows
followed him or not, Herbert Vernon-
Smith tramped into the hidden passage
hehind the oak wall. The juniors fol-
lowed him, with rather grim faces.
'They were keen enough to geb to close
quarters with the encmy, if it came to
that. But they did not like the lock
on the Bounder's faco and the way he
handled the captured automatice. Thera
wgs o hard and fierce strain in
Vernon-Smith's nature, and it was well
to the fore now.

“T.ook out herel
tho Bounder. )

The stone wall belhind the oak was a
couple of feet thick. A great block
had rollea out of place on some hidden
pivot, leaving a deorway., Beyond was
a wide passage, but after o dozen paces
it narrowed, ending at a spiral siair
that dropped away into black darkness,

Vernon-Smith flashed the light dowa,

Then he stepped into the opening.
FFrom the welf of darkness below &
sound came up. )

Tlarry Wharton bastily caught the
Bounder's shoulder.

“Hold on, Smithy!
hody below 17

“IT'm not deaf!™ snapped Vernop-
Smith,  “X ecan hear him as well as
vou. Ele's had ample time to got in
ahead of uvs, if there’s a secret tunuel
from the lodge—and we know there jo.

e lmmPnd down the winding stair.

Ilarry Wharton & Co. followed him,
Fyery one of them carried a light, and
iho dismal, musty old staircase was
well illuminated. Over one another's
shoulders, as they descended in singla
file, the juniors watched with wary and
uneasy eyes. They had to deal with a
desperabe man, and, though be had been
disarimed, there was little doubd that he
had olher weapons availalile. Tt was
not pleasant to thiok of the swarthy

Steps '™ =nappod

There's some-



Italian lurking in the darkness below,
with an auntomatic in hizs dusky hands.

But the Bounder, as usual, was utterly
reckless, and the other fellows backed
hirg up. They stepped on and down-
ward—an interminable distance, the
winding stair seeming to lead them into
the very heart of the carth. The un-
ending stair, as they wound on and on,
made them almost giddy,

But the Bounder, in the lead, stopped
at last. :

“That the jolly old terminusz?" called
Bob, from above him.

“Yes 1 snarled Smifhy.

“Thank goodness for that!™

The party stepped down ond joined
thie Bounder. He was flashing his light
Ehmlt him, with & savage, disappointed

e,

No further sound had been heard
from the inan who lurked below. But
that Count Zero had reached the spot
first, there was no doubt. Thoe way
riust have been open when he ordered
the juniors to descend from the hall as
his prizoners. But it was closed now.

The spiral stair emded In a stone-
walled callar, from which there was no
visible exit.

Vernon-Smith passed round the walls,
flashing his light and tapping on the
stone with the asutomatic.

Dot every wall was eolid, and the
huge stones fixed and immovable. That
there was & turning stone like the one
above was certain, for it was obvious
that an exit must exist. Dut it was
secured on the farther side, and the
pursuit was stopped.

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“Beafen again ! ho muttered.

He scanned the stone walls. Dut he
could not even pick out which block it
was that turned, let alone stir it
Porhaps it was as well for the reckless
fellow, with an armed and desperate
man lurking on the other side.

“We're done '™ said Bob.

“The donefulness s terrific !
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh.

The Greyiriars fellows turned back
to the spiral stair. It was useless to
linger in the chilly stone cellar, heavy
with foul air. Vernon-Binith lingered
after the rest, unwilling to give in; but
he followed them at last.

It was & weary tramp up tho almost
endless spiral stair. Every fellow had
had encugh by the time they reached
the tap.

They returned to the hall, and the

nel in the wall was clozed. Billy

unter, sitting in the old sea-captain’s
armchair by the fire, warming his tocs
at the glowing logs, blinked round at
them through las biﬁ spectacles. e
grinned at the Bounder's savage, dis-
appointed face.

“MNothing doing—what? asked the
Owl of the Remove breezily.

“IMot o thing, old fat man ! answered
Bob.

“1 rather thought so,” sawd Buntor,
with a nod. “I'd have come down with
vou if I hadn't been so tired, walking
here from Crewev., I fancy I'd have
spotted the rotters if I'd come. You
fellows are rather duds I

“Shut up, vou gabbling Owl!®
snapped the Bounder.

“That's what you call gratitude, I
euppose ™ snecred Bunter. “I'd like to
know what would have heppened to yon
if I hadn't come to thoe rescue! I saved
vour life, and all you can do is to keep
e waltmg for my fea!”

Vernon-Smith opened his lips for a
savage answer, DBut ho closed them
again. It had to be admitted that Billy
Bunter, for eonce, hiad been the right
man in the right place, It was like
Bunter, of course, to make the most of
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it. Bunter was no man to hude his light
under a hushel.

“I've been hanging ulp for days at
Crewey, walting for you fellows to come
back for me!™ said Bunter warmly,
“¥You mnever came! Why didn't you
come back for me?'’

“ Forgot all about yon, old fat bean,”
answered Bols,

“Beast! There’s a bill run up at the
Ship,” continued Bunter. 1 shall
leave that to you to pay, Bmithy! I
consider that it's up to you."
~ Yernon-Smith nodded, without speak-
ing. He was in a savage and bitter
ternper, buf, in the c¢ircumstances, he
tried to Le civil to Bunter. It was not

leasant to think of what might have

appenecd, had not the fat Owl weighed
in when he did,

“MNow, I'll toll vou what!” went on
Bunter. “I didn't want to hang on ot
Crewey by myself. But there's jolly
%':md grub at the Ship, as you know.
Yhat about all of us geing back there,
and leaving this rotten place? It's jolly
dangerous here, you know ] :

“(io back as soon as you like !™ saind
Smithy

“I don't mean that I care about the
danger personally,” explained Bunter.
“But I may not boe always able to pro-
teet you fellows! That's really whal
worries me. DBetter get out of this, I
think. ™

“ Fathead

“0h, really, Wharton—-="

Vernon-B2mith  fastened  the salety-
cateh of the mutomatic and slipped it
into his pocket. Thon he fixed his eyves
on the party,

“Bunter's right in one thing,'* he said
guictkly. *It's dangerons hore!  That
blighter Zero is pretty desperate, as
vou've seen. He may try to hold us up
again! If he does, Tl fire on him as if
he were o mad dog! I've got hiz gun,
and I'm keeping it—and I'm gni% to use
it if he puts it up to me. ut you
fellows never counted on_this sort of
thing | If you're fod-up, I shan't take
it amiss if you clear.”

“And yvou?" said Harry quietly.

Tha Bounder gave a harsh langh.

“I'm staying here! Y wouldn’t run
from that scoundrel to save my life or
s thomsand lives.”

“I hope we've got as much pluck as
you bave, Smithy ! said the eaptain of
tha Remove., *‘Ye're covtainly not
leaving you to it.”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Bhut up, Bunter !

“Shan't1” roared Bunter. *I jolly
well think—="

“Nou jolly well don't,” contradicted
Bob Cherry, *for you've jolly well got
nothing to do it with !

“Beast! I think—"

“Gammon !

“1 think 3

i Rﬂt [EE

“I think—"

“ Impossible ™

“Time to get going if we're going Lo
caten the tide I'* said Vernon-Bmith, In
the excitement of the hold-up, and wWhat
had followed, the juniors hiad forgotten
the intended l:':Tluratiﬁn of the Black
Rock Cave. The Bounder's words
reminded them.

“1 say, you fellows, yvou're not going
to leavo mme here alone ! yelled Buuter,
in alarm,

“"You come along, too!™ said the
Bounder, and he went out.

I zay, you fellows, I'm tired! And
hungry ! And—— Don't walk off whila
a chap's talking !™ welled Dunter.

DBut tha G l‘ﬂ_"-’?l"i-ft[‘ﬂ party did walls off,
and Billy Bunter. in great wrath and
inclignation, detached himsell from the

shricked Dunter.

armehair and followed. He was {irved
after walking o mile, and he was lazy,
and he had no taste whatever for ex-
ploring simigglers’ ecaves. But he was
not going to be left in the house of
mysteries on his own. With angry
grunts, he rolled after the Greviriam
party down the coomb to the cove.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Pulls Trigger !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
scanncd the great oliff with
watchiul cyes as the boat fol-
lowed the running tide swirling

in at the yawning mouth of the Black
Rock Cave.

They were keenly on the wateh this
time for a falling boulder from above.
But there was no sign of an coemy, and
the boat pglided under the great arech
of rock, all the crew feeling relieved
when it was safe under sheller,

They pulled up the cave on the swirl-
ing, decpening tide, Billy Bunter sat in
the stern, Llinking to and fro with un-
easy blinks through his big spectacles,
Bunter had been in that cavern once,
and he was fed-up with it, and he rather
regretted that he had left the hospitable
inn at Urewey,

“I say, wyou fellows, it's jolly cold
dere ! gprunted Bunter.

“That's bocause it's winter-time !" ex-
plained Bob Cherry gravely. * It's quite
a well-known fact that the temperature
falls in the winfer, Bunty.”

*You silly ass1” hooted Bunter. “It's
all rot coming to this rotten eave ! Whet
do you think you're going to find dwere¥”

*Chests of doubloons, old fat man, if
we'ro lucky ! Think of the jam tavts
vou could buy for thirly thousaml
dountloons.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Rot!™ grunted Bunter, “I don't
believe there are any doubloons, What's
g doubloon worth, anvhow ¥**

“The common-or-gavden donbloon is
worth about & guinea, I believe,”
answered Bob., “But the old Bpanish
doubloans are snid to be worth two or
three times as much as the modern
srticle. But even at a quid eoch, thirty
thousand doubloons would buy as much
tuck as you could park at a single
sitting 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“All bosh and Eliﬂ‘lr-'!" said Bunier.
“I don't believe there’'s any doubloons
ot all. I don't believe thero ever was a
Spanish galleon sunk in the cove, I
don't believe that old ase of a squire
ever got any doubloons off it and huried
fthem in the eave, and I don't Lelieva
that Marco Zero ever dug them up nnd
hid them somewhera olse—in fact, I
don’t believe there ever was a Marco
Zero, and, if there was, Count Zero 1sn't
tlescended from him. I don't believe
there's anything in it at all! So lel's
go back.™

Having dolivered this sweeping and
weighty opinion, Billy DBunter Llinked
at the Loat's crew, apparcently cxpeel-
ing themn to turn the boat and pull oul
of the cove again.

Instead of which ther grinned, and
pulled on up the cave with the tide.
r_nssing Bunter's weighty opiuion hy,
ike the idle wind wluch they repaided
not.

“* Bo you're going on®*" hooled Bunter,

“You've gu it ! assented Baoli.

“Well, if you run into danger, don't
cxpect me fo protect you, that's alll™
.:m?;rh‘:ﬂ Dunter. "I wash my hand:z of
1E.

“Thoey could do with a wash!” re-
marked Bol.

‘THe Mag¥er Lieaapr.—No. 1,455.



12

“Han, hia, ha 't

1] Yﬂ.h I:I:I-

Banter relapsed into dignified silence.
The diuﬁhy pulled on up the vast
cavern, the lantern wr_'llngm% on the
mask, easting a glimmering hght over
the swirling water, and the rugged,
soaring walls of dark rock.

High up the cave tho tide washed on
shelving sand, and there the erew made
it fast and landeéd. Far behind, the day-
Jight at the mouth of the cavern was
a small patel. The juniors turncd on
their torches.

“One of uz had better stop with tho
lioat, I think,” zaid Harry Wharton.
“ It would be rather more than a joko
if the cnemy hagged it and left us
strandod heve, ™

“Oh crikey!” paspod Bunter.

“Good epg!” agreed the Bounder.
‘l‘ ???u*-:l betler stop and rest your game
L.

Vharton nedded, and sat on the gun-
wale of the boat, which had becn drawn
1[;31 the sand out of reach of the lapping
tade.

With gleaming lights, the juniors
scattered about the great cavern, which
extended under tlm.I‘nlpeity cliffs to &
vast and unknown distanoe. They knew
ihat thern was a secret way from the
cave {o the house of Polpelly, used by
tha old smuggling squires, and they were
very keen to discover ik

Billy Bunter blinked doubtfully after
thom, and bhlinked at ‘Wharton.
Finally, ho attached himself to John
Redwing, and rolled off with Lim,
nppnmn‘t!]y considering it safest to keep
under eonvey of the sailorman. Harry
Wharton was left alone with the boat,
watehing the flickering light of his com-
rades* torches as they went farther and
farther up the great cavern.

The lantorn at tho mast-head showed
light for some distance round him,
gﬁmiering into the crevices and clefts
that split the rocky walls of the eave,
inte some of which the tido was
gurgling. Others were high and dry—
dark openings that led to umknown
distances,

By one of them, no doubt, lay the
seerct way to Polpelly House—but they
wera almost inmumerable, i

As lie sat on the gunwale, the captlain
nf the Greyfriars Hemove pictured in
his mind tho old days, when smuggloers
had tramped up the cave with their
hundles of coniraband goods, to bo con-
veved by the eoeret tunnel to tho houso;
and the siill older dg:j*a. when the sca-
faving squire had hidden the Spanish
doubloons in the sand, only to be robbaed
of them by the captive whom he was
holding fo ransont. Somewhere at the
hoitom of Polpelly Cove still lay the
votten Timbers of the galleon that
tough old ecaman of Elizabeth's days
had eaptured from the Great Armada,
and sailed home round Lamd's LEnd to
Polpelly,

And now, three hundrad and fifty
years later, a deseendant of the old
squire's prisoner was hunting for the
lost doubloons—the rival of Smithy and
hin schoolboy comrades. Times had
changed; manners and c¢vstoms had
changed; but the greed for gold had not
changed. The Epanish doubloona were
as etrong & lure ag ¢ver.

Wharton was thinking of it, when the
sound of a pcbble moving under a foot
caught his ear, and he glanced quickly
vound. From one of the dark openings
in- the eavern wall, a brawny, bull-
necked figure leapad=—and rashed 2t him
acrose the sand. -

“Beppo ¥ breathed ITarry.

[Inheeding & twinga of pain in hia
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bruised knee, he caughl up an oar, and
raised it over his head with both hands.

“Ielp 1" he shouied at the top of his
voice.

Hiz voice rang and echoed. up
cavern, repeating in the hollow with an
echoing boom. There was o shont back
from the distance.

* Bilenzio [ hissed Deppo.

tho

Ile appeoached the boat swiftly,
crouching like & cat.
“Btand back ! said Harvy, helween

his teeth.

The swarthy yuffian sprang, and he
swept the oar down,  But the Dbull-
neclied man was as active as a tiger.

He lcaped back, and the blow missed

him.

“Tlelp 1" roared Wharton.

Lang !

The Italian was springing after him
when the rear of an automatio

thundered through Black Rock cave.

The Bounder was coming at a burst
of spead, and he fired as he came.

A sharp shriek eame fromn the Italian,
and he staggered.

Wharton, panting, canght up a eudgel
from the boat. But it was not needed,
The bull-necked man was hit—the junior
could see o stream of crimson pouring
down his swarthy cheek, whora the
bullet had torn away a strip of skin
Beppo clapped a dusky hand to the
gash, spitting with [ury, and glaring
round at the juniors wfm camo racing
down tho eavern. Then he turned and
bounded away, and vanished into the
narrow, dark cloft from which he had
emerged.

————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
One Man Missing !

MITHY eamae panting up.
5 After Lim came Bob, Johnny
Bull, and IHurrce Singh. John

Redwing was in_sight, coming
along fast, with DBilly Bunter gasping
after him. Tom was at a farther dis-
tance, but he could be seen running
towards the boat. Trank Nugent was
not to be seen—but Wharton'’s shouts
had roached the ears of all the others
and drawn them to the spot.

ANl screne?” grinned the Bounder,
a3 he joined the captain of the Bemove
by the beat, the auntomatic in his hand.
“Lucky I had this jolly old gun, us }
think even you will admit.”

Wharton, gesping for breath, nodded

There was hittle doubt ihat Beppo
had intended to gel away with 1he boat,
with Wharton a prisoner; and the other
fellows, fast as they had come at his
call, would never have reached the spot
in time to prevent the ruffian from
carryving out hia milenton,

It was the bullet gashing his swarthy
cheels that lhiad stopped Beppo, and hn
had fled in timoe to escope o secoud,
which might have done more damage.

“IIe was hit!” panted Bob Cherry,
#T think—=

“He was hit all right!® =aid the
Bounder coolly. “I've done a good
degl of shooting practice, and I'm jolly
glad of it now. ‘I'hat spaghetti sports-
man has somethin’ to remember us by,™

“Oh erikey ! gasped DBilly Bunter.
“ 1 say, yon fellows, let’s got out of this!
I sav, it ain't safe here [

f 8afe na honses, old fat bean ™ said
the Bounder.  Smithy's oyea woere shin-
ing with execitemont, and he was
evidently enjoying the threill, “8o lang
as thero are some carfridges leit in this
jolly old popgur, they will mind their
p's and q'a.”

“I—F gay, mind it doesn’t go off
again 1” gasped Buater., Tho Owl of
tho Remove did noet hke firearms at
cloze guarters.

“It will go off again, quick, if that
black-jowled blighter shows up,” eaid
Vernon-8mith, "X shouldn’t wonder if
the other scoundrel is lurking abous

somewhere, too [
“Where's IFrank?” asked Harry
Wharton. Ha noticed that his chum

had not arrived with the others, and
Nugent was not in eight. It scemed
pnpossible that Frank had not heard
tha shouting cchoing up the cavern, and
1t wos impossible that ha had not heard
iha shot. Dut there was no sign of him
COMINE.

“Isn't he horo?” The Bounder stared
round,  “{Gueer that he basn't come.
Anybody scon Wugent?”

™I saw him & quarter of an hour ogo,”
saidd Dob. “Ho passed me, locking
into some cranny up the cave.”

it I1{e must have heard ™ zaid Harry.

“ Unless he's gone deaf I said Vernon-
Bmith. “I hope he hasn't tumbled into
some hole—the place is full of pitfalls,
Give him a well, Churr;ﬂ—ryuu*w got o
votee like a megaphone.

*Fathead ! enswered Bob.,

Ha %arn a yell:
“1lallo, balle, hellol Tranky! This
way, Franky!”

Bob's roar rang through the cavern,
echoing almoest like thunder in (he
Lhellows. Buat the echoes died away into
ailence, and there was no answer from
Frank MNugent.

Wharton's face grew anzious.

“Something’s ha Eenud to Iranlk @™
o muttered.  “We'd better look for
him at once ! But the boat—"

TWea can ch'ng it np the eand, giv,”
said John Redwing, “end I'll take the
vars and tho tiller out.”

*Lend o hand, everybody " said Bob.

All hands, except Bunter's, grasped
ihe boat, and 1t wes dragged up the
sandy Hoor of the cave to a distance
from the water. 'The juniora took out
the oars, and Jeohn lifted the tiller from
its place. Without cars or tiller, it was
unhikely that an enciny would attcmpt
to got away in the dinghy; and it could
ot be sent drifting, with tho tide ruu-
ming inte the cave, The juniors had ta
risk it, at that, if they were going to
srarch for MNuogent—and that was a
pressing necessity now.

IHack Rock Cave was almost lioney-
combed with eleflts and crevices and pat-
falls, and the fear was in every mind
that Frank might have taken a tumble.
And there was snother dauger, of which
they were all aware, Beppe had been
dofeated and driven offi—but if Count
Zero was lurking i the darkness up the
cavern, it was  pessible  that Frank
might have fallen in with him, and had
not had o chance to eall for help.

Leaving the Dboat, the Greylriars
fellowa tramped up the cave, flaching
their lights 1o nm.ll fro, and calling to
Nuopent.

Only the booming echocs answered
their calling voices,

For the first time in their explora-
tions they reached the limit of the great
ravern; rugeed walls of rock  that
barred further progress. ]

Mot a sign had been seen of Nngent.

Faces grow darker and more anxious.
Thoey h.-.,-'? now explored the whole of the
main cavern, eand  [oand  mnothing.
Exploring tho cvevices and tunnels that
openad in the rocky walls was angther
matter.  There were scorcs of them,
and  searching  them  all, ono after
another, was not a maller of houre, Lut
of duys, and a good many days.

Thoe Greyfriars party came to a half,
and exchanged grim  looks.  Billy
Bunter sat on 8 boulder and gasped for
Lreath. 1is fat littlo legs wore tired
out.

R

Wile's mot falken & fumble!™ said
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“* Help !-“ roared Wharton, as the blow from the oar raissed the Italian, *““Help!** Bang ! The Italian was about to

spring at him when the roar of an automatic thundered through the cave. Vernon-Smith was coming at a burst of speed,

Harry, in a low voice. “We should
lﬁfﬁ?i Lim calling to nsl Whero can he

There wans only one answer to that
question.  But nobody liked to utfer if.
In the dizmal silence Billy Bunter's
voice was heard :

I say, you fellows!™

“Don’t jaw, Bunter!”
N ernon-Smith.

snapped

“0Oh, really, S8mithy! What about
tea?"

Nobody answered that. The juniors
were not thinking of tea. Billy Bunter
blinked at them,

“We shall be late for tea, at this
rate1” he said. “Did any of you
fc]lnwa think of bringing =ome sand-
wiches?"

“Will you shut uwp!” hissed the
Bounder.
i Noe—1 jolly well won't!” retorted

Bunter. "If you think I'm going to be
starved, you're Jb-::-l]:.- well mistaken, sea’
I think yvou ought to have brought some

sandwichea. elfishness all round, as

nsual ¥ e )
‘“INugent’s missing, Bunter!” said
Harry Wharton quietly.

“Well, that's not my faunlt, but yours,”
anzwered Bunter. “I warned vou not

to eome to this rotten hole, and you
can't say I didn't! The best thimﬁ we
can do, 15 to get out, before anybody

else ia missing I

“(Oh, shut up ! grunted Johnny Bull.

“It might be me next!” eaid %unmr
warmly.,  “Suppose those beasts got
hold of mel”

“No such lueck !”

“ Heast | hooted Bunter.

“Wea've pot to find Nugent!” said
Smithy, between his teeth. * Better
separate, and search up and down thoso
clefpa—"

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Hcelier not separate, SBmuathy!” he
gaid., “If that wvillsin® Zero has pat
hold of Frank, 1t was because he canght
him away from the rest. He may be

and he fired as he came.

wabching for a chanee fo get hold of
another chap.”

“That's sense ! agreed the Bounder.
“But it's going to take a jolly lon
fime to search all these nooks an
crannies.’

Billy Bunter grunted.

No doubt he was concerned for
Frank Nugent, and his unknown fate.
But he was hungry. When Billy

Bunter was hungry, all other considera-
tions faded irto insignificanca. A

rolonged search in the ecave meant
being very late for tea—perhaps miss-
ing tea altogether, and perhaps

aupper, too!l

That prospect waz swiul!l And there
was danger in the cave—and Dunter
did not like danger.

Bitting on the boulder, resting his fa$
and wea limbhs, the Owl of the

Remove blinked round, through his big
spectacles, into the shadows outside the

radius of the lights carried by the
juniors. Every shadow aeemed, to
unter, peopled by dark, threatening,

fierce faces of swarthy Italians.

A glimmer caught his eye from a
dark opéning in the cave wall. It was
not & light; it was something bright
that lay on the sandy Hfoor, end
caught tha light from the juniors'
lamps and reflected 1t bacl.

Bunter blinked st it, wondering what
it  was. Headless of Bunter, the
juniors discussed whab was to be done.

“Not much good trying to Eiﬂk up
tracks in the sand,” said Bob. “We've
made too many ourselves, all over the

place, to pick up MNugent's.”
“Might be a chanee!™ said Harry.
"But A

1 say, you fellows!”

“Bhut up 1" yelled Bob

“But, I say 5

“Kiclkk that fab
Johnny Bull

“Will vou let a chap speak?” howled
Bunter, “I was going to say—"

idiot I growled

“Will you shut up "’ roaved Smithy.

“1 was going to say— Ik off,
yo.. beast!” howled ﬂunl:er, dﬁjging.
“I aay, 1 was going to say, Nugent
must have gone Lhat way—"

Bunter pointed a .fat finger at the
dark crevice in the rocky wall.

“:ﬂln{l why, you fat owl!™ snapped
Bmithy,

“Well, he must have dropped that
torch,” argued PBunter. “It maust be
Nugent’s, as all you fellows have got
yours.'

“What torch,
What— Oh!*

S8mithy broke off
darted at the ecravice.

On the rocky floor lay an clectric
torch. It was extinguished, and looked
as if it had been trampled on; but the
bright parts had caught the gleam of
the lights carried by the juniors, and
revealed it to Bunter.,

Vernon-omith picked 1t up.

“That's Nugent's " he zai.

“1 say, yvou fellows——"

vou blithering ass!

siuddenly, oand

“Fancy : Bunter talking sense [or
once !” said Bob Cherry., “Franky
came this way, yvou fellows, That's his

torch, and I suppose he dropped 1t
when he was collared. There's been a
it of a tussla here.”

That was plain cnough for the sand
was kicked up, and the torch itself had
been trodden on. The juniors could
picture the swarthy Italian, lurking in
that dark creviee, and suddenly leaping
out and seizing Nugent as he passed.
Evidently he had dragged his prisonor
into the crevice—and they knew now,
at least, the way Fronk hed gone.

Flashing his light shead, Vernon.
Smith led the way up the opening. It
was hardly more than three feet wide,
hera and there widenmi, and . again
narrowing, irregularly. The floor was
of rough, uneven rock, and gave no
sigin. DBut there could be little doubt

(Continwed on pane 16.)
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W that Frank Nugenl had
j{ pono that way, in the
grasp of his captor—
Rl Count Zero hatd had
J better luck than Lis man
Beppo,
i ut tho
sh:gped suddenly.
are, rugged rock comn-
franted him, where the
tunnel camo to an end. He fHashed the
light round, on dark rock—overhead,
where the roof was lost in darkness
Levond the reach of the light.

“Beaten againt® he said, between
his teeil.

He groped savagely, nlmost desper-
ately, over the reugh rock. But it was
usatural roclk—it was evident that no
seeret door conld exist there.

The juniors come o the end of a
blind alley: and, with something like
despair in their hearts, they turned and
tramped back into the eave.

Boundor

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Hidden Room !

i 0N 101" grinned Count Zero,
g TPrank Nugent looked
him.
He could not speal.

The light, suddenly turned on, re-
vealed the dnrk, awart—hﬁ face of the
ftalian count. In the blackness
hitherto, Frank had hardly realised
what was happening, so suddenly and
swiftly had it happened.

He had been seized from behind, a
little distancd from his comrades, ont of
their sight. His torch, dashed from
his hand, had fallen, and was trodden
nnderfoot, as he strove to struggle. He
could not call out—a strong hand was
clapped  over his  mouth, and his
struggles were futile, in the grip of a
museular and powerlnl man

at

Silenced, resisting desperately, but
una-:mlmilr. he felt himself dragged
over rough rock, in deep darkness. He

knew that he was dragged out of the
main eavern, for several times he
brushed on the rugged walls of the
fissure as he was dragged along.

When his unseen captor stopped at
last, it was to thrust o gog nto his
mounth, effectually silencing lum, and fo
buckle & strap round him, pinning his
avins down to his sides :

Then the amazed and bewildered
junior felt himself lifted on a powerful
shoulder, sling over it like a sack.
e felt himeelf swarving in the air, and
renlised that the unseenr man was
clambering up a rope-ladder. "

Nugent was not a heavy-weight; but
e heard his captor panting with the
exertion as he clambered up. It was a
test of strength, even for a powerful
man.

But the clamber ended, and he felt
himseli pitched down on hard rock.
A hand gripped his shoulder—but for
a full minute his -:a;;ltar did not stir,
waiting to recover his breath after
climbing the rope-ladder.

Then sounds in the darkness told
Frank that the rope-ladder was being
pulled up after him.
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1le heard it ratile down, coiling, on
the rock. Then the grip on his shoul-
der lifted him to his fect, and he was
forced to walk onward, 1 dense davk-
ness,

CAgain there was n_ halt. Then a
light flashed on. Frark Nugent stared
about him dizzily.

The swarthy, grinning face of the
Italian was before him. He knew now
into whose hands he had fallen—though
he had guessed it already.

Tho  buckled strap held his arms
pinned; the gag in hix mouth kept him
gilent. He could only stare at the man
who had kidnapped him

He was standing in n rugged tunnel
of rack. IF ha had hnpe§ that his
friends might be able to trace him, he
had to give up that hope now.

From the fissure in the cave wall, the
count had sscended by a rope-ladder,
which he had pulled up after him—
leaving no clue to the way he had
gone. Frank could guess that this was
the =ecret way into Polpelly House;
but his friends in the cave were not
bLikely to discover it.

He stood unsteadily, with the light
ﬁhmmermg on his face, half-choked by
the gap driven inte his mouth.

“"Have no fear, litkle signor 1™ smiled
the count. “You are a prizoner, and
yvour friends will jein you soon; but
vou are safe in the bands of a count

of Italy.”

Ha led the junior on again,
srhmltl:nlmqi!;[I over the rough rock of the
tunnel. The way sloped upward now,

and here and thers were steps in the
vocl, which chowed signs of having
been shaped by huwman hands.

This was the way the smugglers of
the old days had come, conveying con-
traband goods to Polpelly House,

The rugged tunnel ended, at last, in
a stair, up which the schoolboy was

forced to clamber, the count's hand on
his shoulder.

At the top of the stair a passage
opened. But it was no longer 8 rugged
tunnel of natural rock: 6 was buils
with solid stone blecks, Frank Nugent
knew now that he was under Pelpelly.

The count Etnpped at 8 door of
ancient cak. Ancient as 1t was, it was
golid and strong. The old lock on 1k
was rusted and useless; but a bolt of
more recent date was screwed on the
cutside.

Count Zero threw the door open.

Within was & faint red glow and &
feeling of warmth. Frank, sterving
round with dizzy eyes, saw the glow of
a fire. His captor lighted a hurricane
lamp that hung from a hook, and
thrust his clectric lamp into his pocket.
Then he removed the gag from
MNugent's mouth.

“You may speak now, ragazzo!"” he
said, smiling. “Your friends will not
hear yvou—you are far coough from
them, non & verof®” Jle waved &
duslty hand round the subterranean
roomt. ‘'These are your quarters—you
will make yourself at home, till your
friends join you."”

“Youn villain ! gasped Frank.

“This is where you would all have
come, had my hold-up been a success,™
gmiled Count Zero, “But the young
Vernon-Smeet, he beat me to it, as the
Americans say! Cospatto, that one,
boy aes he is, is more ready to use an
antomatic then I myself! But if you
come not all at onee, you come one by
one, little signor 1™’

“Ho that's your gamel” muttered
TFrank.

“That, as vou say, is my game. I
cannot search for the lost doubloons
with so many rivals on the sceme. I

must remove vou from ray way firsk
Here you will remain until—"

“You fool!” panted Frank. *“If my
friends fail to find me they will call o
the police——"

Count Zeove leughed.

“And you fancy that tho police will
find wyou?” he asked banteringly.
“Cospetto ! They will have to search
long and hard before they uncarth this
hidden nook. Theie are many scorets
in this strange old place, littla signor,
distovered by my ancestor, who was &
prisoner here so many ycars ago, and
written down in papers that I have read
in the Palazzo Zero st Milano. But
when 1 eanw here, seeretly, armoed with
these descriptions and plans, I was yet
a long time in finding out all that I
know now, I snap the finger at yowe
PﬂIlﬂ‘E-"

Frank stood silent.

If his friends failed to Bnd him, and
he knew they would, the police had no
more chanee than thgy had. I the
terror of the law did not influence the
Italien adventurcr, he had litile to fear.

“Make vourself at homea I smiled the
count. "“"So far as 15 possible I shall
treat you as & guest rather than
prisoner—as my ancestor Marco was
treated in the old days in the mansion
above us.”

He slipped the buckled belt from
Mugent's arms.

‘TIIH junior stood free, and he clenched
his hands. Buatb it was futile to think
of a ﬁtruggle.; he was little maore than
an infant in the grasp of the muscular
Ttalian,

“If my man Beppo has had luck you
will scon have & companion heve " said
Zera. “I will not say addio, as soon I
shall see youn again, senza dubbio.™

He stepped back into the stono pas-
sago and shut the door. Frank heard
the bolt shoot into the socket.

He stood breathinig hard, looking
about him in the hidden room. It was
plain that it had been prepared for
prisonara The Hoor was covered with
old rugs, doubtless brought down from
the house above; there were chairs and a
table from the same source. The
ancient barred iron grabe, rusted with
diznze. was sunk in the stons wall, 1n
the thickness of which waa the chimuery,
the smoke escaping by some hidden out-
let far away. Evidently the hidden
room had been occupied on occasion in
ancient days, doubtless as a hiding-place
in times of danger, in the perilous times
of Plantagenet and Tudor.

It did not take Frank long to ascer-
tain that there was no esoape from the
roon,

‘That there was some mesns of ventila-
tion wes certain, for the air was fnirly
frezh. But it must have been by means
of pipes bhidden in the walls or the roof.
The only outlet was the deor, and that
was bolted on  the outside. Irank
Nugent was a helpless prisoner.

There was fcod on the table—food and
drink in plenty. A heap of logs lay near
the fireplace., Havrd and ruthless as he
was in hiz pursuit of the treasurc ol
the lost galleon, the count of Italy was
no ruflian or crook—indeed, it seemed
that he was, in many ways, a kind-
natured man. But he was ruthlessly
determinaed to cavey oub his purpose, and
neither the liberty, nor even the lives, of
the schoolboys would have been allowed
to stand in hir way. He had said that
gnother of the party was likely to join
Nugent in hiz imprisonment if his man
Beppo had luck, and Frank listened as
ho moved about the hidden room for a
sound of footsteps, the sound of the with-
drawing bolt. .

But no such sound came to his ears



Dead silence reigned round him, un-
broken. Beppo, it seemied, had had no
luck. Leaden miinutes crawled ald:rwﬁg'
by, lengthening into weary hours, and,
savae for ihe crackle of the fire, no sound
hroke the tomb-like silenee of the Grey-
friavs junier's prizen.

Wi e iy

THE TWELFTH, HAFPTER.
Ko Luck !

L ¥ OTIING doing ! said Vernon-

N smith, between his teeth.

Ho hated to give in, and Jus

{fecling was moro than shared

by Frank Nugent's chums.  But they all
Luwow that there was nothing deing.

Night had fallen on the wild coast.
The tide had long cbbed, flowing and
swirling out of Black Rock Cove.

Sinee the discovery of thoe trodden
torch in iha fissure no sign had been
found of IFrank :*En?euh .

The juniors were toreed to realise that
o was no longer in the cave, or near
it. Ilo had been taken away by some
soeret means of egress which they could
not discever, - 3

More likely than not he was lndden in
some  remote  recess  under  Polpelly
House, where, as they knew, Zero had
his hidden den. .

Tho long and weary search, growing
more and more hopeless, had tired them
oul, especially Bunter, Mot that Bunter
was searching: he was too fatigued and
too hungry to think of anything but his
own discomfort. But he dared not be
left alone, and whorever tho jumors
moved, the fat and weary Owl rolled
wearily after them.

But they had to give it up at last. Tt
was clear that the search was fulile,
MNugent was gone, and tho way he had
gone was a secrct they eould not dis-
cover. LFor oll they knew they might
have passed close by it a dozen timoes
without secing or suspeeting 1. .

“Wo may as well get back,” said
Havry Wharton, 1n a low voige. * Wo
shan't find Frank here, that's a cort.”

““ More likely to find him at Folpelly,”
sald the Bounder “If we fnd him at
all, 1t will ba there.”

Wharton nodided. :

“Let's pot out, then,”™ ho said. .

They went back to the Loat. Billy
Bunter rolled after them, glad, at least,
that ho was going fo get out of the cave
at last.

The tide had receded far, There was
alill water at the mouth of tho cave, but
it was shallow within—too shallow for
the dinghy. The juniors had to drag tho
hoat a great distanca before it could be
launched egain.

‘It was_ lsunched at last, and they
crowded into i, Bunter plumping down
into tha stera seat with a groant of relief.
In grim silence they pulled away from
the cave acrozs the dark waters of the
vove fo the landing-place,

Theva they landed, and Bunter sat
down to rest, while John Redwing and
tho juniors carrie:d tha dinghy into the
boathouse and locked it up.

Then they tramped ap the paith in the
coomb, back to DPelpelly. Ilardly =2
vord was spolen as they went.

MNugent's absence clonded every face.
They did not belteve that he had been
Lharmed—it did not seem that their
rnemy had any object in harming hin.
But o was 8 prisoner, and the hopoe of
linding him and rescuing him was vory
faint indeed. It was an upexpected arl
nnlooked-for blow, and they havdly kuew
Lhiow to deal with the situation.

They reached Polpelly Houso at lastk
(1d Dan’l had a reacing five and lightod
candles to greel them.  The old oak hall
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leoked very bright and cheery and hoes-
pitable as the weary juniors tramped in.
The sea-cook was standing at the door,
lopking out for them.

“You'ro late, sir,” said Dan'l. “I got
spppet ready

“On, good!” gasped DBunter. ;

“T got it ready nour and narf age,”
sard Dan'l. “1 been a-keepmmg of it
warm. Ain't the other young gentle-
man eoming in i

“Nugent's been kidnapped I grunted
the Bounder.

"Hoy ™ Dan'l put his hand 1o his
car. “If he don't come in yet he'll have
his supper cold, and you ean lay to
ihat. I been keeping it ‘ot an nour and
a nayrf——"

“Iﬂh. go and eat coke, and don't

iher [

“Aw, ay, sir]l T'Il bring it in at
once 1" zald Dan’l, not hearing o wanl,
as uwsual. “If it’s epiled dou't Llamo

7

me. Nour snd & aarf ago I had [hat
supper ready.”

And Dan'l stumped away.

“I say, vou follows, f‘m fearfully
hungry 1* groaned Billy Bunter, falling
rather thau silting in & chair. "I say,
if yvou'd taken seme sandwiches—"

“Shut up, gzl

* Beast 1™

All 1he fellows were hungry., Tt was
dismal enough fo sic down to supper
without ear przsing chum, hlﬂﬂ;- it was
nseless 1o fast, and they ate their supper
in ghum silenee and in haste.  Billy
Bunter was still going strong when they
left. tho table oud gathered in a group
by the fire  Buuter wos not likely to bo
finished soon. He had a great deal of
leeway to mnake up.

The Rounder stood starving at the
erackling logs om the ancient hearth
with a black brow.

ontinued on next pagl.)

(1)
I wandered down the old familiar lane,
I saw the old lamiliar school again,
With all its joya departed !
1 heard no voive, or other cheerlnl sounds,
The school stood empty in ils empty grounds.
The Christmas vac bad started [

(3}

And Gosling zeemed to have the same idea.
Baid he : ** You're not supposed to come 12
hara
Until the school's sssembled 1 M
it Be good enough to let me in,” I said. "
it Tt happens that I've come o see the Head | °
Al which the porter trembled.

me in
To join

don’t lorget,

()
I then went on to visit Dr. Locke.
And gave our worthy Head n.';ﬂ:nﬂ of shock
When he was thus confronted.
l He qjl:;sligi}fﬂ ma = *f What ever brings yon

His voice was stern, his eye wag most 2evers |
{I very nearly shonted ©)

(8)
The doctor’s face relaxed into s swile. .
i 1'd like to see some samples of your style,”
He said, with kind inflexion.

I therelore showed him copies of {he rhymes

Which I have printed here al vanous tines.
A notable collection |

and beold ;

(11)
“ Now lake,"’ he said, * thiz Interview with
Graene |
It'a quite the worst example I haye seen,

The verses aro atrocious | 3
Please understand it’s liltle short of crime
To make ‘4 riot * and * deny it * thyme [

His glare was quite ferocionus |

———

(50
T stopped to hear the piecan wag his

chino,
¢ 1) gura sllow 1 wish vou'd take

yonr Chrislmas pazly ! ™
Baigd ¥ : * My friend, you fold me.

Yon never have been taken in ' as

yet I
You won'l start now, my hearty 1

{100
“ The print," Le said, *° is very clear

The drnﬁusa are 8
1) (19
And tastelully selected !
But of your poems, I will only say
I do not think that Tenoyson or

Gray
Will find their works neglected |

Contipning his serics ol interviews, our clever
Grevyiriars Rhymester beards a lian in ita den

in the thape of
DOCTOR LOCKE,
the headmaster of Greyiriora.

{2)
On duty bent, I rang the entrance bell,
Which voll faorth, as solemn &= a kaoell,
From under Gos n.g*l portal. ]
“ Pgme not within,'' I thonght I heard it say,
“ For ghosts live hers whila scholare are away!
Depart, you foolish mortal 1 ™

{4}
I walked through places grown lotlorn and

odd,
Until 1 tound old Fishy in the Quad,
His faco was melancholy,
His home iz in the far United Biates,
And 3¢ he spands the vac within the gates
Of Greyiriars—which is jolly |

"
“ Pargive me, sir, lor interrupling vou,
The fact is, I réquire ao interview,
It yau would be 80 willing !
They'za k!;mb!ilhﬂ in the MAGNET every |

WA
Twopennyworth of pleasure, g0 {o spesk—
And worth about a shilling 1 *

[: )]
He did not seems to Like my splendid verse |
Iodeed, he mutterad : ** This i§ rather worse
Than I anlicipated [ **
Alond he said : * You're now fn the Ramove,
I hope it won't be long e'sr you improve ]
Your powerd ars overraied [ *?

pleasurs o

{12}
He stopped o read ths posm through again,
Then“ma.da e & sndden bound to rench his
na,

And left me unattendad 1
1 bounded, too~—but not towards the Head |
I%eH an urge lor home, inslead.

The interview was edded 1
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“What are wa-Toing to do about it
asked Johnny Bull, at last.

“'We've got to find Nugent [ muttered
Srnithy.

“MNot much chance of that! Kid-
"Imj}pll'l 15 & matter for the police,'
sail Johnny. “What about getting
aver to Pilverton "

The Bounder gave an angry grunt.

“What's the good? Do you think o
policeman will find out anything that
we cani't find ow here? Or do you think
That Zero 13 & man to be frightened by
the sight of a policeman’s helmet 17

“1 think that it's a matter for the
authorities to deal with," answered
Jdohnny Bull quietly, “and one of us
ought to walk over to Pilverton at day-
light, and report what's happened at
the polico station,”

1 think so0, too, Smithy,” said
Harvry., “The mattor's s bit too serion;
upw o keep in our own hends.'

Yernon-Smath shrugged his shoulders
angrily, Clearly, he would have pre-
ferred to keep the matter in his own
honds, and earry on the strange con-
teat with Count Zero on his own.

“What do you think, Mr. Red-
aing ' asked Bob,

“The law's the law, sir!" said the
sadlorman.  “I think that the police
anthorities ought to be told what's
happened.”

Tom Redwing glanced at the
Bounder uneasily. He feared an out-
bweak of anpry temper from his head-
styong chum,

But Smithy, hesty and hot-headed as
he was, never failed in his respect to
Tom's father.

*[f vou think so, sir, I agree,” he
s=nid. “*No good trying to get across
the moor to-night; but if we haven't
got on Nugent's track by morning,
anvhbody who likes ean go over to Pil-
verton and call in the police.”

" IF there’s the faintest chance of get-
ting on Nugent's track——" said Bob
Uherry.

“We're going to try again down that
dashed  epiral  stair!’  growled tho
Pounder. “Thers must be a way
through below; and we've got a chaneo
of finding it.”

He tramped scress to the panel that
had the secret doorway in the hell, and
dvagged it open. The juniots prel;:am-:l
to follow him, little as they hoped
from another search in a place they
Ialml already searched thoroughly that
LLN,

But the Bounder, with en exclama-
tion of rape. stopped at the wall. Tho
oak panel had opencd to his hand;
bt there was no longer & cavity be-
voiul it The stone block was in its
}-!nm again, and the wall was solid.
ihe way to the spiral stair was
barved.

Ile shioved savagely at tho stona: but
it was fixed amd immovable. The way
waz shaf, and that was that!

Wiilly gritbing  tecth  Vernon-Smith
shinme]  the panel shuat again, [
varme back scowling to the group at
the fire.

“Beaten againt!” he said savagely.
“That villain beats us all along the
line, Tut I'll beat him yet! I—"

Ife broke off as & low, mocking laugh
e, The juniors started and stared
vorrnd them with startled eyes. Buk,
savee for themselves, the old oak hall
was empty. Yet they knew that it was
{'ount Zero who had laughed—and they
Lknew that Erom snmﬂuﬁiddcn spyhole
in the ancient walls he could see and
heas, unscen by them. The DBounder,
with glinting eyes, thrust his hand into
tle pocket where he carried the auto-
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matic. Pnt no sound came again.
The man who had leughed in mockery
of the DBounder's words was silent.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Another Man Missing !

AWN came up over Polpelly
D House, glimmering on the grey,
tumbling ses,

: At tho fhrst gleam of day-
light the Greyfriars fellows were up.
And for once Billy Bunier rose early,
too. He could have done with twe or
threc more hours in bed, but he did
not venture to remain in the sleeping-
room alter (he other fellows had gone
down.,

Grimbing discontentedly the fat Owl
of the Hemove followed them down,
finding ecomfort, however, in a Gar-
gantuan breakfast. The other fellows
breakfasted hastily, By the time they
hard finished the sun was well up, and
shining down into the coomb, Vernon-
Smith stood in  the doorway, and
stared out into the ghmmering sun-
ligghit.

Harry \hartom & Co. cexchanged
glances, It was clear that the Bounder
was unwilling for thn messagoe to bo
sent to the police station at Pilvertomn.
Dut all the other fellows had agreed
that that was what ought to be done.
The matter was getting rather too
serious to be kept in their own hands,

“Well, what about it¥? said Johnny
Bull at last.

l Tkhﬂ Bounder gave him rather a dark
Q1B

“Wea've pot & chanco of finding
Nugent,” e said. “We'vo got the doy
before us, io root over the place from
end to end. If we esn get at those
scoundrels, we can handle them.”

“It's vour place, Bmithy, and vou'ro
boss here,’’ said Harry Wharton slowly.
“But Nugent's missing, and he's got
to be found.”

“We can find him."’

“Looks to me as if wo_can't.
going to try, of course, but—-'

“Well, let’'s fry, ond mot so much

YWa're

T

jaw 1"  said the Bounder sourly.
;:f;]enf,y of time to call in help if we
ail."

Wharton locked at his friends. Three
members of the Co. seemad dubious.
But there was one who was not
dubious. That was Johony DBull
Johnny's mind was made up, and when
Jobnny's mind was once made uwp he
was very slow to change 1, if ho
changed it at all.

“Well?" said Bob, hesitating.

"My esteermnod  Smithy—""
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Perhaps—"" said Wharton slowly.

“Na perhaps about it ! said Johnny
Bull stolidly. “ A case of kidnapping
has to be reported to the proper
anthorities. We've no right to toke
the law inlo our own hands. You men
con hunt for old Franky, if you like.
You won't find him, as you jolly well
know! I'm going over to Pilverton to
do the right thing."” ‘

o

“Yon Lknow  bost,
snapped the Bounder,

“Yez, in this case, I think T do™
assented Johnny, with o nod. * Sorry
to put your kack up, Smithy. And if
you're tived of my company here, I'll

t ont na soon as yvou like—when

ugent's found. But I'm going to do
what I think right, and that's that |"

“0h, go to the police, or go to
Jeriche, if you like!” snarled the
Bounder. “I'm going fo hunt for
Nugent, and I dare say I shall have
found him by the time wyou get back

ML -

course I

with & bobby. Are you fellows going
to help, or are you going for a morn.
ing walk will that pigheaded ass?”

“We're gmn% to help., of course,"
gald Harry, “But I really think thab
Johnny's right, Smithy."

“(h, rats!”

“The ratfulness iz not terrific. my
esteemed Smathy,” said Hurrce Jamset
Eam Singh gently. “If we fail to find
the esteemed Franky, we shall be pre-
posterously glad to see Johuny come
back with an absurd peeler”

“We're going to find him,” grunted
Veornon-8mith.  “Bull can do as he
jolly well likes, and go to the dickens,
for all I care!

“I'm going to,”” said Johnny calmle.
“"And afler you fellows have hunted
about all the morning, and found
nothing, you'll be glad, as Inkr says,
to sea & bobby blow m. I don’t sup-
poze I shall be back much before noon.
Ig_sl”stiff going across the moor. I'm
B

And Johnny Bull put en Liz coat and
cap and started,

His friends went with him as far as
the gateway, and saw him trawmp up
the steep coomb towards the upper
road,

When ho was out of sight they went
back into the houss and rejoined
Vernon-Smith. It was going to be a
busy morning, though the chums of the
ERemove had little hope that anvthing
would come of it. Nven the Bounder,
in apite of his obstinacy, had to realize
how little chance there was of getiing
at the hidden cnemy.

Maore than one of the scerelz of the
strange old house had become kunown
to the juniors. But they had no means
of moving the solid blocks of stone that
barred their way, where they knew a
secret  passage to  exist. 'he only
method was to eall in helfly workmen
with the proper applisnces. And that,
they suppesed, would be the method
adopted by the police when they took
charge of the matter.

In the meantime, there was, or tho
Bounder persisted in  believing that
there was, 8 sporting chance of dis
covering some way inko the hidden den
of the ﬂﬂﬂ!‘l‘l%’ somewhere below  the

reat mass of Polpelly House. And

uring the sunny morning hours the
Removites root over the old house
a3 they had done many times before.

But 1t proved futile, as all but thoe
Bounder knew in advance that ir
would. Angry and disappointed
Vernon-Smith gave it up at last, and
led the way to the old stone lodge up
the ¢oomb. He cntertatned an obslin-
ata hope of finding the secret wav in
from the lodge. There had been a £all
of smow overnight, thongh the moruing
was fne and clear. Snow esrpeted the
path up the coomb, and lay thick round
the old lodge.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Somebody’s
been here [ remarked Bob Cherey,

Ha poin to the track of bools in
the snow leading up to the lodge.

“Wo know that this iz their way
in,* growled the Bounder. *If wao
could only get through after then '

He tramped into the lodge. The rest
of the party followed him in, picking
their way among the rubble covered
with snow. That somecne had Deen
on the spot already that day was guifo
plain, for the snow had been heavily
trampled. Tracks were picked wup
lending both inwarnd and oulward.

But the stone wall at the back was
an impassable barrier. That there was
a way in, they knew, but the know-
ledgo was useless. Ewven the Bounder
had to give up the idea at last.

“Ferhaps Bull was right,” he said
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ungraciously., “The enly way is to pet
the wall shifted, and the sooner we
gab going at it the belter. Pretiy near
time that ass was back, T should think."

They walked back to Polpelly House.
It was past noon now, but Johony Bull
had not yet returned. It was five
milos, acrozs a snowy and rugged moor,
to Pilverlon, and the geing was slow
snd hard. But they had expected him
back by mdday, if not sooner,

They sat down to a rather silent Junch,
Even the Bounder by that timo weuld
have felt it s rclief to see a police
officer areive, Billy Bunter was the only
fellow who enjoyed that meal. Bunter,
ha.p(}:li]y. could always find solace in
foodstulls,

After lanch the fat junior parked him-
self in the Lig armchair by the fire,

“1 say, you fellows, eall me if you go
out 1" he said. "I don't want to left
here alone. I'm not funky of that man
Yero, like you fellows; but the two of
them might como topether, vou know
and I'm not sure I could handle both of
them ot once,”

Which remark caused a grin to li%htﬂn
the clouded faces of the chuns of the
Removo for a moment,

Lunter snored in the armchair, whilo
the other fellows, in a gmup at tho
door, watched for Johnuy Bull to arrive.

. Every moment they expeeted to zco
him, but he did not appear. Tho cerly
winter dusk began te darken in the
coomb,

“What the dickens can be keeping
Iim  all this timef” pgrowled the
DBoMhder. “It's pretty thick on the moor-
land road, but he's had time to do it
lwice over nowl Can he have been
idiot enough to loso his way 1

“Ha ean't have lest his way in the
daylight,” said Harry.

*“ Buanter did.”

“Dunter's a  foczling idiot: Johnny
isn't.  Ile must have got to Pilverton
all right.*

|
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The door opened, and Beppo appeared, his dusky face bandaged, and a helpless ﬁgure- thrown over his

“Then why the dooce doesu't he comoe
baek ™

“Cooduess knows,  Unless—" A
dark doubt had been rising in Wharion's
mind, but he bad hesiteted to give it
utterance.

The Bounder started, and pgave a
whistle.

“0Oh, my hat! You don't think—"
He whistled again. Y By gad! Jf that
villain Zero was watching for him—if
he's got him—=""

"I thoupht of it when wo saw thoso
footmarks in the lodge,” said Ilarry, in
a low woice. “It’'s possible®

“Wea may sce him any minute ! said
Bob Cherry uneasily,

They walched from the «doorway as
the dusk deepened over the ecoomnl.
But they did not sce Jounny Bull—and
the thought was in every mind now that
they would not sce him returning at all.

“We woera fools to let him po alone,™
mutiered Redwing,

*ut who would have thonglhi—in the
broad dayhpht—" soid Bob, “I can't
gquite believe, oven now——>1"

“Whera i Le, then®”  muilered
Whavton,
Bob Jid not answer ihat, They

stared out into the darkening coomi 1n
grim silenge, DBunler's snore rumbled
through the hall.

" They've got lum ! 2aid the Bounder
at last,

There could no longer e any douli
of it. Johany Bull had not taken the
news of the kidnapping to Pilvertan;
there was no police oflicer tn b ox.
pected at Polpelly, Jolmny Dull, out
of sight of his friends, had fallen mte
fthe hands of the kidonapper, and even
while they wailed and watehed for Lo
with anxious hearts, he had  Joined
TFrank Nugent in his Iidden place aof
mmprisoument.  As  the darknesz of
anather winter night foll on Moelpelly,
they Luow b= knew i only too well!

vy

brawny sheulder like
a sack, ** Stand back, little signor 1* he said to Frank Nugent, tossing the unconscious Johnny Bull on to the rugs,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dogged Does It ]
ERAHK NUGENT gave n slart
There was & sudden break in
ihe dead silence that hung like
a leaden weight on the hidden room far
Through the caken door came the sound
of foolsteps and the grinding of a bolt
wilhdrawn.
that he had been days, if not weeks,
in that dreary silence and solitude; buk
his watch told him that, endless gs tha
hours, A night had passed, aud he had
slept soundly enougl, rolled in rugs on
the carthen Moor. No faintest ray of
when he woke his waich sgain told him
ihat 1t wos & new day above ground,
Now he was restlessly and  wearily
wountds from the stone passage wiiliont
stariled him, and he knew that his
caplor was coming—and he wondered
Greviviars pariy had fallen into the
hands of the man from Italy.
The door was flung open.
r chance of making a dash fof freedom,
But there was no chanee. Thae bpll-
necked Italian appeared, lis dusky facs
over his hrawny shoulder like a sack,
Behind him stood Count Zero—watch-
ing, Tho eount’s face velaxed inlo a
“Blaud hack, little signor ! Le sald,
Deppo  tosased his buarden ou to the
riygrs. 1o drew the deor shut, and the
The footsteps of the two Tlaliuns died
WAy, :
PBaut Frank Nugent was not heeding

and caught his breath.
bencailh  the house of mystories,
It seemed to the imprizanced junios
fime secmed, it was only a mafter of
dayhght penetrated to his prizon, but
pacitng e prison  room, when the
whelber it meant that another of the
Frank eyed it eagerly, ready (o lake
bandaped, and o helpless fipure 1heown
grin as he glaneed at Nugent.
holt was shot azain,
T e MigReT Lisranz.—No. 14535,
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1hier.  Ie dropped on his knees beside
ihe insensible figure on the rugs.

“Johnny "' he breathed.

it was Johnoy Bull, and he was un-
conscions, But even as Frank bent over
it with anxious face, his eycs opened,
and he blinked dizzily, Ho passed o
liand over his head. :

“ What—where——" he muttered.

“It's me, old man ! said Frank. “So
thes"va got you, tool™

“I got 2 rap on the head,” muttered
Jobnny Bull, ] o ]

I'ranl; helped him to o sitting posi-
t:ion, ond ho eat on tho heap of ruﬁ.
liis back to tho stone wall, rubbing his
Lead dazedly.

It was some minutes before he spoke
again. I'ranl: looked at him in miser-
abla silence. He was glad of the break-
ing of his solitude, but 1t was & blow
to eo¢ one of his comrades also in tha
hands of the enemy. Count Zero had
failed to kidoap them in & bunch, but
it looled as if he was scoring suceess in
taking them in detail.

“T.ihey’ve got me.” muttored Johnny.
“(3lacd to see you again, old man—
{lough I'd rather have seen you any-
where else.” - -

esame herve.” said Nugent, with s
faint sinile  “I suppose the fellows have
beon hunting for mo 7"

“Yes; and I was going to Pilverten,
to get the police hore, and they got me
at the top of the coomb,” said Johnny,
“That brute Deppo gave me a erack
on the nut—— Gum, it's aching I

There was silence again for o long
{tme.

But Johuny DBull rose at last. He
had been temporacily stunned by the
“erack on the nut,” and he still had &
Leadache. But ho was pulling himself
turcther, :

“How did they get youn herei” he
asked, i

“ugent told him.

“Np wonder weo never gob on vour
rack,” said Johnny, " Not much chance
of the other fellows dong se, either
They'll never find us, e shan’t ba
Found unless they t the pelice hece
anedl pull tha [IEI-E]‘!IES:Q old place to bits,
And Zero will stop that, if he ean.”

Johnny Bull procesded to make an
rvamination of the hidden room, scan-
ning every inch of the stone walls
Nugent, who had already dore so many
timesz, watched him in silence. _

“ MNothing deing, old chap.” he said
at last, “They've got us safe here”

“We'ro not stopping, if we can help
it, Franky. That blighter will get the
whaole party, onc after another, at this
rate, and then—=" Johnny broke off,
and, stooping his head, peered into the
narrow chimney that slanted away in
the thickness of the ancient stone wall.

Nugent grinned faintly

“No chance there, old manl!” ha
said.
Johnny Bull grunted. Tha chimney

was too narrow for ¢limbing., He turned
from it and wont to the door and gropod
aver it. But a door of two-inch oak,
holiod on the ouiside, was a hopeless
praposil ion.

“T've rooted over this beastly place
timo  and again”  said  Nugeat.
P here's no woy out, old chap. Wo've
pot to stick .Y .

“Stone walls do not a prison make,
nor 1ron bars a c!* erigd Jolinny, in
Lis stalid way. Weo're not stepping
hore.”

“Lead on, old bean, and I'H follow
Fazt enongh,” said Frank, with & grin.
“1 don't spot the exit mysell.”

Johwny Bl grunted. Johnny waa a
Yorkshiroman, with afll the dogged
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determination for which the natives of
that great county are famous. He rather
rescinbled the “tyke ™ of his native
county, which is said to bite alive or
dead [ He was not going to give in, at
fd%t :h'i!'ﬂl'ﬁ, g long as he bad a kick
i § P

He sat down to think it out,

Overhead the day waxed and waned,
antdd  the Greviriavs party, as the
prisonees knew, woera busy on the hunt
Bubt no sound came £o the hidden room,
It was impossible for the juniors to
find it, and it was, in a way, a relief
to hear no sound—for they koew that
if anyone came, it could only be the
count and lis confederate dragging in
another prisoner, It was certain that
the plotters woere walching for chances
to add to theiv “bag.” Dut the silence
was unbroken.

They ate, and replenished the fire, and
the weary hours passed. It was late in
the afternoon when Johuny Bull, having
ralled aside the rugs that covered the
earthen floor, went over it carefully,
seanping if, Frank watcling him with a
rather dismal amusement

“Looking for & way out there, old
bean ¥ he azked. “Nothing but the
jolly old =olid globe under us. We're
right under the foundations of tho
house,™

“That’s s0," agreed Johnny, with a
nod. “If it were a floor of stone flags,
like most we've seen here, there mifg t
be a zporting chance of finding one that
would shifi; the place secems full of
such dodges, but—=""

*Ruat it isn't,” said Frank.

“No; but—" Johnny wrinkled his
brows in thought. “I dare say those
walls are sunk pretty deep.  Still, wo'ro

below the foundstions, and i.herﬂ“a
carth under them and under nwa. Barth

can be shifted.”
“0Oh, my hat!” cjaculated Nugent.

“I'm not saying 1’z easy, or even
possible, to dig a way out under one of
the walle,” smid Johnny Bull stolidly.
“Bub we're not frightfully busy just
now, I'ranky, and doing something 1s
better than doing mnothing, Sitting
tdown and waiting for somothing o
turn up isn't Yorkshiro way.”

“T1°11 help,” said Frank.

Johinny Baull sorted out & pocket-knifa
from his pockel. Nugent had o knife,
too, but it was not much use for such a
task, DBut Johnny's pocket-knife was
of the same solid conctruetion as Johony
himself. It was big, it was lhicavy, it
was slrong, and it was provided with all
sorts of tools and gadgets. That the
task was hopeless, or very nearly hope-
less, was plain enough—certainly such
a possibility could not heve occurred to
the mind of their captor. Dut, as
Johony  declared, sifting down and
waiting for someithing fo turn up would
EOUVO N0 PUTROSe. It was botter to
maele o hopeless attempt than to do
nothing.

The earthen floor seemed almost as
hawvid as slene when Johony  Ball
tackled 1. But Johnny was a methodi-
cal youth, slow and steady and sure.
He tested the cnrth in spot after spot,
seeliing some-spot where it was not so
hard oz in oiher places.  And at length,
almost in the middle of the room, he
found o place wher: the knife sank in
more castlv,

“Mot much pood beginning there,”
yormavked Mupent., “If we're trying to
get vnder & wall we want to begin
close to the wall.” .

“We want to begin where the poing's
good, old chap.” answered Jolmny.
“Onea wo're under the top crust it will
be softer,'

T(h, all right!™

“Keep  those 1ugs

handy,” added

Johnny cantionsly. “If those Llightera
barge in we don’t want them tfo szpot
what weo'ra up to. Cover it up ot onca
if we hear o sound. See ¥

hand

With & strong and  steady
Johnny Bull begun to cxeavate.

It was hard going, bub ik was an un-
doubted fact that i the middle of the
carthen floor the ecaril was not so hard
packed as s the other places. Possibly
damp had alfected it there, or possibly
there was some other reason, Anvhow,
Johnny Buoll locsened the earth with
his knife, and as fast az he loosened it
Frank scooped it awar with his hauds
and piled it in a corner, with a rug
ready to throw over it if there was o
sound of alarm.

Clinl |

“What the thump-—
Johnny, in aslonizhment.

He had been ot work an hour, and
alveady he had an excavation o foot
deep, Suddenly his knife sirvek on
somelthing harder than earth. DBut it
was nob a stone; it was a meloallic elnng
that came back.

“What tho dickens—"" exclaimed
Nugent. He took the horricane lawmp
from its hook and Leld it over the hole.

Johuny cub and sconped at the earth,
In the ]iglrht- of the hurricane lamp o
sudden gleam met his eves. With a
5_&39 of amazemoent, ho clutched up a

isc of metal It was an ancient coin,
darkly discoloured, but gleaming bright
gold where the kmfe bhad struck .
Tho two juniors staved ak it bhlankly,
Silently Jehnny Bull rubbed it elean
till it shone in thae light. and the offigy
engraved on it could be distinguished
Eth_n saturnine features of hilip of

pairn.

It was & Bpanish doubloon of 1he
sixteentiy contury,

am o

exelaimed

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Asking For 1t!
HE L tezoro qui.”’

Herbert Vernon-Smith siared
at the words in faint, aucient
ink on the parchment.

The winter evening had set in wild
and dark. The Greviriars juniors were

athered by the fice in the hall. Dilly
f!unt{-r. in_ the big armchair, was
travelling slowly and steadily through
g cake, filling up any small spaces that
might have been left after an ample
supper.  Old Dan'l, stumping in the
kitchen, was humming & sta song, Johu
Redwing sat with o sombre face.
Whaorton, Bob, Iurree Singh. and Tom

were conversing in low tones wilh
clouded faces,
The DBounder, wilh knitied bresee,

seanncd the old fragment of parchmens
which had been tuken from Count Zero
a week or more agoe. The words in
“1l tesoro qui” meaning “the freasuye
here ™ were easy to read., The rest of
the parchment was coverced by what was
ovidently the plan of a building—and
that building was Polpelly House. Dut
the ink was so faded with fime that
little of it could be clearly froced. 3ladd
it been decipheralide it would have lea
Count Zero to the treasure ho souglt.
Az it was, it was simply cvidence that
the treasore was Lhere, bt o elue 1o
its  precize  locality. Vernon-Bmitl,
knitting hiz Lrows over i, was seokiup
to read the lost secret—wilh Liltle Mhpo
of suecccding wheee the count Do
fniled.

The other fellows hiad nob the slighilest
inlerest i the freasure now. heir
thoughts were concentvaled on theie
missing comrades. :

The Bounder looked up abl lad with
a slightly sarcastic expression on lus
face.



“Nolhing doing with this!” he
t;‘runl.'.t!d. "It never led that seoundrel
“ero to the doubloons, and it won't
lead s

“DBother the doubleons!™ grunied
Db Cherry.

“We'rs not thinking of the doubloons
now, Smithy,” =aid Harry Wharton
quictly.

“But you're not surprised o seo me
tLhinking about themn whilo Nugent and
Bull are prisoners somewhers in the
Ihanda of that villain!® encered the
Bounder,

Wharton made no answer to ihat.
Az a matler of fact, he was a little
gurprised that oven the Bounder could
continue to lake any interest in the
lost gold of the galleon in the eircumi-
ptahces,

“Well, [t’s not 1he doublooms I'm
bhotlieving  about 1 gnapped  Vernom-
Sutith. “Huob if we conld find them, it
wauld be the qnitk-}ﬁh way to get our
{ricnds oub of linbeo'”

" How do you make that out?” asked
Tiol,  “I don't see it.™ .

“You wouldn't 1" grunted Smithy.
“Tiut T dare say vyou'll ece it if
explain it in words of one syllable.”

“0f, den't be an ass!l’ eaid Dob
grufily.

“What do you think ihat man Zevo
is after?” demanded Vernon-Smith.
“Do you suppose he's risking penal
servitude for the fun of the thing?
Ilo's after the galleon’s gold—and if we
found it and got if away, his game
would bo np, e hasn't kidnapped
Nugent and };!-ull beeause he likes their
compang. e would let them go at
onee if his game was up here” .

“Oh 1 sand Bob, 1 suppose that's
sl‘:r-:u i
“The supposclulness s terrifie,”
azived Hurrce Jamset Ram Bmgil.
“ gt the findiulpess of the esteemed
doubloons ts as diflienlt as the findful-
nesa of our ahsurd friends"

ITarry Wharton fook the parchment
amd seanmed it, There was someibing
in what the Dounder sawd, and he
realised it If the gallcon's gold was
onea unearthed and removed to a safe
place Connt Xere's game would be up,
and he was not likely Lo linger at Pol-
pelly—or in Evngland at all.  Dut the
captain of the Remove chook s head
as b scanned the dim old decument,

The written words seemed to indicate
a spot outside the main building. But
the tracings that had accompauicd
them were guite obliterated, leaving a
Llank. The spot might have been somo
seoret passage running from the housc,
o an open place in the coomb, or even
the swveplers’ cave—there was no tells
g, It was an indication that the
ealleon’s gold was hidden somewhere at
Velpelly, and that was all.

Wharton threw the parchment on the
lalde again. ;

“I1'va heen {ryving to think it out”
wenl on the Bounder, * Wa learned
fromn Zere that his ancestor who was a
prisoucr hera spoited the old squire
lhurying the doubloona in the zes cave,
watching him secretly, and removed
ihem while the old bean was absent in
Lasndon. Ho wasn’t likely to lrave
!I|:Il"|._5|l in the cave, I giould think. Dub
B R —

“The wherefulness iz terrifie,™

“But be wouldn't have earried them
far,”” went on Bmithy., “ Thu;t-y thou-
ratel donbleons are a tidy weight; he
vk have mado a good many trips 1o
get 1hem shifted. }ﬁ} would cerry them
off to the nearcet spob where he
thought he conlid hide them safely.”

“Alost likely,” agreed Harry.

“1le eould hardly have moved the
chests they were packed in without help
—atw] hie eould have had po help, lle
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was a prisoner—allowed to wander about
where he liked, but a prizoner—with
people keoping an oya on him when he
took his walks abroad, Ile must have
carricd the doubloons off in sackfuls
And would he venture out into the
open—even at night$”  The Bounder
shook his head. X tell you, men, that
old hean Marco Zero got the doubloons
out of the cave, and never got them
farther than I’ulpc]]{; he banked them
in this house soanewhere,” :

“Likely enocugh, Smithy,”" said Tom
Redwing, with a nod, =

“Looks as if Count Zero thinks so,
too,” went on the Bounder. “He could
cxplore the eave and the coomb =il he
wanted to without trouble, but it's the
house he wants to get possession of,
Wo dished all hia plans by coming here
for Chrizstmaz™

Havry Wharton nodded.

“1 think you'ro right, Suithy,” he
said. “But—who's going to spot the
place, in a rambling old huilding like
thiz, full of secret passages like o dashed
vabbit-warren T :

“Zero hopes to, if_he gets a free
hand I*  answered  Vernon - Smith.
“We'vo as much chance as he has(”

“ Might have to pull the old place to
sicees, stone by stone, and then very
}Lkely there would be nothing doing,™
said Bob. _

The Bounder did not answer. e
picked up the parchment again, and
knitted lns brows over it.

Billy DBunter finished his cake and
yawnoed.

1 say, you fellows, what about bed 7%

“Go to bed, or go io the doocece.”
grinted Vernon-Smith,

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“ Pettor turn in, I think,” said Harry.
“We've gob to be up at daylight, to get
gver to Pilverton, Smithy.” :

“Well, go to bed; I'm not stopping
o LT
i You're not staying down alene, you
ass 1™ said Bob. ¥ ’_ﬁmb rotter Zoro is
watching for just such a chance. He
may have his eye on na this very muuute,
from some spy-hole”™ .

“I'm going to thrash out this dashed
parvchment,” growled the Bounder, * and
I shall do it better alena,  Get off to
Lied, and leave me to it 1

“ Nothing of the kind,” said Iavry.

Vﬂrnml-ﬁgunith gave him a grim lools.

“I'm asking you to leave me alone!”
he said, “Do vou ‘want mo to tell you
twice over that I don’t want your com-
pany ¥ :

Wharton coloured with anger. Dut he
suppressed the words that rose to his
lipe. Without answering, he took &
candle and went to the stairs, Dol and
Hurrea Singh followed him in silence,
and Billy Bunter rolled after them.

John Bedwing rose to his feet, looking
at "l.r'e.rnml-Emitih : . )

“T'm not leaving you alome, sir, with
that landshark i the offing,” said iho
sailorman. X

“I should have thonght it was for me
to say, in my father's house ! snapped
the Bounder.

Jolin Bedwing gave him oue look, and
wallted out of the hall.

Tom stood with a crunzon face. It
was the first timo that Vernon-Sinith
bad failed in respect to his father, Tom
did not spealk—lie was too hurt and in-
dignant to speak. He went to 1he slairs
after tho other juniors, and the Pounder
was left alope in the old Lall of
olpelly. )

Vornon-Bmith stood for seme nmiuuntes
by the five.

Then he heaped on more logs, and
maoved his chair nearer the hearth. Heo
picked up tho document again, and scb
scauning it, knitting Lis brows over 1t,
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Silence fell on the old house, brvoken
only by the wail of the wind m ihe
caomb. Tha hour grew Jater. Thea
Bounder's head nodded, and nodded
again.

Tha parchment dropped from his hand
to the floor, hia chin sunk on his breast,
and his eyes closed.

Ho did not stir, as thera camo o faint
elick in the silence, and g panel apened
in the old ogk wall. He did not stir, as
Count Zero, with notseless tread,
etnerged, and stood looking at Lifm, in.
the candle-light, with gloating trivmph
in bis swarthy face. Soft and silent as a
cat, the Itelian stepped towards the still
figuras in the chair—and wyet Ilevbork
Verpon-Smith did not stir.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Spanish Doubloons |

1 GD L D™ whispered TFrauk
Nugent.
“Gold 1" repeated Johnny
Bull.

They kuelt on cither side of the ex-
cavation, in the earthen foor of the
Indden room, staring at the gleaning
coin in the light of the hurricane lmnp.
In their amazement at the strange dis-
vovery, they forgot even the purpose for
which they had been excavating. Almosk.
.tp::illl:y::unﬂ, they gazed &t the old
Spaish doubloon,

Johnny Bull, at last, laid it down and
prasped his pocket-knife, and resmmed
sgooping.  Nopgent aided Tim, with
foverish  eaporness. Naither apoka
meain; but the same thought was in Loth
theiv minds.

That Spanish doubleon conld net hiave
eotirs there by aceident, buried a foof
under the earth. They gucssed—they
knew—what they would ﬁuﬁ, if they dug
farther.

And it was not long in coming. Clink,
clink, the knife sounded again, and half
a dozen discoloured coins furncd up
among the mould.

Then, a rag of angient rotten sacking.
It was & fragment left of a sack tLhat
had once held the coins.

Chinok, onlik, clink!

Tha musical sound was almest in-
cessant

More and more carth was seraped and
seooped away, and a mass of coing, onca
eticloscd it s sack that had rotbted awayy
lay nnder their handa.

Thev ran their fm;cra through them
—lmndreds of them=—-it looked as if there
woere thousands of them.

“ By pum ! breathed Johnny Dull,

“MThe treasnre " pasped Nugent,

Johnuy nodded, and grinned.

U zalleon's gold ! he gaid. “This is
whera that old Tialian johnny bid if,
theee hundred and fifty vears ago, when
he pinched it from the sca-cove. By
g 1

“Galleon's gold ! repeated Nugent.
“ And we've found 1t 1"

"Welve found it all right!™ chaekled
Johmny., “"No good to us here—Dbut
we've jolly well found k! Anvhow, if
isn't ours—it belongs to Bmithy's father,
and & whack to the Covermment—but
we've found it, right as raini®
i =¥ \3\-'}1;';'1_1 have thought of looking hera
or 7Y

““ Nobody! Faney that Llighter Zero's
face—if he knew "

MNugent started, and turned his oyes
on the door, and histened, The thought
of the count entering, and finding what
they had discovered, startled him, DBub
itheve was no sound. :

It was not likely that Zero would
cotne, till he came with another prisoncy,
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IIe had left ample food and drink in the
hidden room, and had no occasion for
coming, till another of the Greyiriars
paﬂ'{ fell into his hands.

All was silent and still.

“Faney—if ho knew!” prinned
Jolinny., * He picked ocut this room os
the safest ﬁl]ﬂﬂﬁ to park his prisoners—
and it jolly well 151 His giddy an-
oestor, {thres hundred and ffty years
ago, picked it out as the safest place to
hide the doubloons—and so it was, too!
If that old parchment had been a lhittle
plainer, Zero could have walked in heve
and bagged the loot. Thie 18 tho jolly
old spot marked on that parchment that
Smithy's got—"1l tesoro qui.' And
here's the giddy tesoro I

They stared at the glinting mass in
the excavation.

The upper layers of coins were dis.
coloured; but those packed lower, and
protected from contact with tho carth,
gleamed with & dull gleam. The glow
of gold was ghining from the earth, in
the light of the hurricane lamp.

“WWo've pot to keop this dark I went
on Johnny., Mot a hint of it to that
spaghetii eportsman when he comes
zgain. Eo's not gettrm.g; his thicving
fingers on this little lot?’

*No fear!™ agreed Nugent. " Detler
cover it up again.”

Johinny shook his head.

“Not likely! This 15 where we've
started, and where we're going on. I
suppose that was why it was easier to
dig here—because the ground had been
dug once, though it was a jolly long
time ago. Thess dashed old doubloons
are 1n the way—shift them 1*

“ But if they're seon—->"

“Chuck them in that corner, and weo
can put & rug over them. The hlighter
won't look under the rugs when he
eomes—why  should he?  Anyhow,
wie've got to get Ehemn out of the way.”

Nugent grinned. Johnny, in his
steady, stohd way, was keeping to the
business in hand. After the amazing
surprise of discovering the lost treasuro
Lios camo back to business—which was
striving to dig & way out of the under-
gl'mm:f prison. The Spamish doubloons
were waorth tens of thousands of pounds,
but at the moment they were simply an
:mlit:dlmcut in the way of Johnuy Bull's
ARk
. They had to be ghifted. And the two
junipra procecded to shift them. They
carried double handfuls from the ex-
cavation to the darkest corner of tho
room, where thoy piled the glinting
goins.

It was a long and weary task, for the
wtack of donbloons seemed almost inox-
haustible. But it was no harder work
than shifting the carth, which they had
seb themselves to do. Precious as the
old Spauizsh coinsa wera, the two juniors
soon grew quito indifferent zo the fact
that they were handling gold, instead of
carlle and stones. The treasure was
siinply a weight ¢o be shiftod, and they
worked long snd laboriously at the
strange task.

Quita a decp pit was laft when the
last of the doubloons hed been scraped
out and stacked in the corner, where a
conple of the old s were thrown over
thein, hiding them from sight.

Now they wero working in carth
again, scraping and scooping, the ex-
cavation growing deepor and dce;ix_-r
The displaced ecarth was growing bullsy
They threw it into the darkest corners of
the room, and stamped it down. Below
the surface 1t was damp and easier to
work. But fatiguo claimed Frank
Nugent at last. Ho was strong and
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slurdy, but he had not the untiring
strength of his stocky, muscular chum.

“Take a rest, old chap !” said Johnny.
“I'm keeping on for a bit. If we hear
them coming, chuck the rugs over this
hole, quick, and stand the table over
:%q.rm.u Ton Lo ono thoy won't spot any-

ing.

Hoeo laboured on, more slowly, but with
-‘.itrg!g{'.d ?arsistunm. Mugent, worn out,
could only sit and watch him now.

“Johuny, old bean,” he said at last,
“at this rate, how long do you think it
will take to tunnel under a wall 7%

Johomy Bull paused a moment or two
and considered.

“About ten days”
quictly,

“0Oh erikey t”

“Did you think we should do it in fen
minutes ¥ asked Johnny, with gentle
BATCAS.

“Oh, nol
found—"

“If we're going to be found, wa shall
be none the worse for having worked
here instead of sitting sbout doing
nothing,” said Jﬂhm‘ﬁi’. “And if we're
not going fo be found, we may be here
& good bit Ionger than ten days—if we
ever gef out alive at all! I'vo pever
been & chap to sit down and twiddle my
thumbs.™

Nugent did not answer. Johnny was
right, and he knew it; but the prospect
of such an interminable task was utterly
disheartening. But Johooy Bull had no
room for discouragement. It was an
almost hopeless hope but it was all
they had, and Jolinny, in his Idog
way, was getting his tecth into the bone.

ho answered

But if we're going to be

_“What ebout turning ini” asked
Nugent skt last. He looked at his
watch, “It's nearly eleven.”

“Hark 1" muttored Johnny.

There was & faint sound. Johnny
Bull jumped up, and Nugent, sl trace
of sleepiness gone, leaped to his feet.

Instantly two or three of the tattered
old rugs were ﬂl.mF across the excava-
tion and the table lifted over them, the
chairs put clese to it

I'ootsteps wers heard through the
thick oak of the door. Bomeone was
coming ; it sounded like more than one.

“They've got another !” muttered
Nugent.

Johnny Bull nodded.

They had no doubt that another of
the party had been caught napping,
and was being brought a prisoner to
the hidden room. Johnny gave a quick
glance vound. There waz little to
betray how the prisoners had been
occupicd, unless Count Zero etepped in
and made an examination of the room,
which he was not likely to do. But
their licarts beat as the rasp of the
withdrawn bolt sounded on the other
sude of the oak door.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. .
Tricked and Trapped !
OUNT ZERO, sofl-footed s g
C cat, slepped across tho oak
floor of the hall of Polpelly
towards the still Bgure in the
chalr by the Lire.

His black eyes plinted in the candle-
light; his gleaming white teeth showed

i a grin. ]
Herbert Vernon-2mith inade no move-
ment.

Ilc sat with his chin sunk on his
breast, the fallen parchiment lying at his
feet, hig left srm hanging by lus side,
his right hand resting in his jacket
pocket. His eyes werc closed, his
breathing quiet and regular. ‘he
Italian grinned in triwmph as he drew
DEATET.

The Bounder was at his mergv 1 Bug
the Italian was very cautious. He could
guess that the sleeping junior’s hand,
in his pocket, rested on the automatic.
And he had already had proof that the
Bounder could shoot straight, and that
he was ready to handla the weapon., It
was only because the Bounder was
armed, and ready to use the automatic,
that Zero had bLeen driven from open
aftack to cunning strategy. Bub oneo
the cool, hardy Bounder was disarmed
and overcome, there would be no
trouble with the rest: they would be
driven to the ptison-room under the
muzzle of a pistol. Onee Herbert
YVernon-Bmith was in his bhands——

There was a loaded stick in the
Ttalian's asp. He was taking no
chances. Onece within striking distance,
onga blow would huel the sleeping school-
hﬂ-‘f‘ senseless to the floor.

hen the game would be in Counk
Zero's handa.

Closer and closer he crept; his eyes
fixed on the sleeping face, which was &
little in shadow, If the eyelids were
elightly parted, he could not sce it in
the shadoew on Vernon-Bmith's face.

Closer and closer—¢ill he was within
six feet, and about to spring and strike.
And then-——

Bang |

The roar of the automatic came
simultanecusly with a sudden movement
of the junior who sgeemed so sound
asleap.

Curning and wary as a fox as he was,
Clount Zero was taken utterly by sur-
prise by the sudden movement and the
sudden shot.

Before he even knew that the Bounder
had ~stirred, the bullet smashed his
knee, and he toppled over and erached
on the floor.

He made a wild attempt to rise,
ghrieked, and sank back again. The
Bounder, on his feet in 2 flash, sprang
at him.

Spitting with fury, the Italian groped
in fis hip pocket—Smithy knew for
what. Ha kicked the pistol from the
count's grasp as it was drawn, and then
grinned down at the infuriated man.

“(Catch & weasel asleep, my pippin ¥
grinned the Bounder. ]

He grabbed up the count's automatic
from the floor, and glanced swiftly
round, weapon in either hand. Ha was
ready for s sight of Beppo, if the
count’s confederate came.

There was a shout. ringing through
the old house. John Wing came
dashing into the hall down the passage
from his room. ;

“Donse ry deadlights!” gaszped the
sailorman, thunderstruck at the sight of
the ecunt sprawling on the oak floor,
groaning, and Bmithy standing armed
like & gunman.

There was a patter of feet on the
stone stairs, and Harry Wharton came
runni in, followed by Bob Cherry
and rizlfurru&l Jamset Ram Bingh and
Tom Redwing. The shot, ringing
through the silent house, had startled
them &ll intc wide wakefulness. Only
Billy Bunter was still asleep, and his
rumbling snore echoed down the stair.

“Hmithy I shouted Wharton.

“Heallo, hallo, hallel What—"

“¥ou can bag him,” eaid the Bounder
eoolly., 1 don't think he's likely to
get away, with a ball in his leg. DBut
make sure of the brute [

“Count Zero!” gasped Wharton.

“Look out for the other blighter !*
sald Vernon-3mith, with icy coolness.
“Ho must bave heard the shot, and
may—

*Cospetto ! came in & gasping groan
from Count Zero., *Ah, furfante—{ur-
fantal Beaten—by a boy "



|

—_

“ Tricked and trapped !” sald Vernon-Smith, coolly, standing over the sprawling Count Zero, a.wea;mn in either hand,
“* Look out!’ gasped Bob Cherry, as from the open panel a

% Bagged like a rabbit!”

“Beppo ! ™ called the Count.
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bandaged, swarthy face appeared, and a knile gleamed in the grip of a dusky hand.

“Tricked and trapped!” saul the
Bounder coolly. “ Canght, my pippii—
bagged liko & rabhbit ¥

- %uppu 1 yolled the eount. Ile mado
wpather offort to rise, yelled with tho
pain of his wounded leg, and sank back
again. “Beppol  Presto-—prestiszimo |
Leppo 1

“Look out!” gasped Iigb.

There was a sound of running feet.
¥rom the open pawel, by which the
count bad eutered, a bandeged, swarlby
face glaved, and a kiife gleaed in the
grip of a dusky hand.

Beppo had beavd the shot; he had
heard his ‘master’s desperate yell. With
a swarthy face blazing with ferocity, he
Ieaped into the hall, knife in hand.

The juntors, grasping their cudgels,
Faced hint. © he DBeunder, cool as ice,
levelled an autamatic,

“ Drop that knife, you seanndree]l ¥ Lo
snapped.  “ Drop if, or——"

Beppo, wilh  Dblaxing  exes,
right at him.,

Bob Cherry struck with his stick, and
ihe bullmecked vafMian reeled as the
heavy blow CI‘II.S-I]L"EI o diis head. 1I:ll-
stantly the other juniors were lashing
out, and Beppo rolled over on the floor
under a rain of fierce Llows. Jolin Red-
wing wrenched the knife from his
grasp, and gripped Riin by Lis Lull
ne

“A rope here, Tom ! said the suiler-
man., “‘Irice up this swabl”

The bullnecked  rullian  struggled
ficreely. But the Greyfriars ellows had
L down, and they pinned him down,
and Tom Redwing bound his arms and
hig legs, reducing him to helplessness.
1lo lay panting with rage and ferocily
when lie had been sceured.

Tho count lay groaning., John Red-
wing quictly dropped on & knee by his
sicln to bind up his wound. The olher
fellows  looked at lerbert  Yernon-

leapaedd

Smith, who was grivning with fierce
clation, _

“8mithy,” multered Wharton, “how
t]lﬂ-‘_'”

“Vou pnever guessed I grinned  {ho
Dounder., “And if 1'd told you, that
villain wonld have heard as likely as
not, and I should never have caught
hima napping. I knew that if T stoyed
flown alone, and fell asleep in my char,
he wouldn't lose such o chance. 1 was
vight, I think, Mr. Zero?®”

“Al, [urfante ! groaved the count.

“ But—but—" gasped Bob. :

“Borry I had to forget my polisled
manners in gekting you fellows to leave
me alone 1 said the Bounder. * You'll
excuso me, in the giddy cirewmstances.”

“Oh ! gasped Wharlon.

Ho understood now.

“Mr. Redwing "—the Donder spoioe
more gravely—"1 beg your parden! |1
spoke fo you disrespeetfully. I wanted
to be left alone io catel dhat scoudred
iy a tvap ! I hope vou'll forgive mnt?

“Ay, av, sie ! answered John, ¥ XNo
harm done, sic™

U0, Smithy T mullered  Tom.
“And—and I thonpglit—"

“You thonght 1 waz a rolten, Jll-
teanpered owlsider, trealing your father
with  disrespect—"  pranled  {he
Bourder.

*I—I——"" stannnered Tom,

“Well, T had to Lo left alone, if I
was going to carry out my Jolly ohd
plan. Looks as if it wus a winner—
what 1"

*Bul—but dud you——"" gasped Dol

“I prelended 1o fall asleep in my
chair,” zaid the Douuder coolly, " Buk
I went to sleep with one sye vpen and
my hand on that jolly old auvlomuiic
ilint I borvowed fromn his nibs, 1 banked
on the roller waiching, nmlt Jumping
at 1o chanee, amd T gave him enough
ropn ta hang lamself 3

“ 0, Soathy 7

“Just when e got almost near cooigh
to erack iy nut with that hady Tittls
stick I let him lave 1t," sandl the
Bounder primly. “I was tempted (o
Tel hin have it right through his car-
Tk gl

"Rty 17

“But I'let bt bave it in the Jeg, and
weve ot i 1

“We'lve pob bim, all right ! assonfed
Teaby, with a glance at 1the white face of
the wonnded plotter, " Is—is ho el
lart, Me, Rurﬂving?"

Ay, av; ho'll be lawd on s beamn
emels for a2 while, while that les monds,”
said the sailerman. “He won't b
hopping about so lively for a few weeks,
sir.  Tut he'll gpet over it all vighd, af
that's what you mean."

Y1 den't eare a fearful Iot wheilier
le does or not,” drawled (he Dowulder,

“Yes oyour de, Bmithy 'Y osaid Toni.
bl up, aned don't be as ass
'The Bounder Llaughed,

“Well, porbaps I do,” he agreed.
“Dactor hion all you ecan, Mr. Roedwing,
Lyt all means.  Lift him on that setiees,
yorr chaps.  Make him  comnfortable.
We'll get 8 doclor to him ih the morn-
ing. You don't think he's pot o change
of making o breal, Mr, Redwing ¥

“1Io couldn™s walk to =zave Lis lify
=i answered Jolme ™ Notb if the house
was on fire 1"

The count was lifted to the sellee aml
maile as comfoviable as possible with
cushions,  John Redwing bandaped 1l
wound, Count Zero lay with Lis eyed
ghittering at Vernon-Smith.

“Cospetlo 1 You have me 7 he mula
{ered at last. ' But you have not tha
freasure. neither have you found your
friomia 1™ |

“Wa're going 1o find them, vld bean,
Jdon't vow make any mistake about
that,” =nid the Bounder, “The Ereqstive
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can go hang till we've done it. But it
won't take us long, I think."

“Idow de you make that out,
Bmithy 1 asked Harry. .
“We've t a guide now,” said

Nernon-8mith, “If Mister Zero_could
wallkk I'd make him lead us to Nugent
and Bull. DBut Beppo will serve our
turn.” ) .

“Oh? exclaimed Wharton. :

Boeppo glared at tho Bounder like
2 wild animal.

“Mai! Mai!” he snarled.

“Jf that means never, never's a long
word 1 said Vernon-8mith.  “Loosen
his legs, you men, and take hold of
his arms.  You'll stay with Zero, Mr.
Hedwing, won't you?! We'ro going to
take agiittla walk with Beppo.”

“DBut will he—=" began Bol.

“He will,” answored the Bounder,
with icy coolness, “becauss I'm going
o mako him. I'm not standing on
ceremony with & scoundrel who's kid-
napped our friends and shut them up
in' some underground den!”

S Aai, mai, gismmall”
Beppo. )

'flic Bounder picked up one of the
slicks,

“You're going to lead us te where
vou've shut up our friends, Beppo,”
e gaid, “and I'm going to thrash
vou like a dog until you do. our
game's up now, my dusky friend, You
atul your master are both giomg to
choler, and gou may as well chuck
up the sponge, here and now, IF you
want me to beat you to o jelly first
von've only got to keep me waiting!”

Beppo  eyed him  like 2o savage
auimal, but the Bounder's grim look
and his evident determination to earry
gub his threat daunted the ruflian, Ie
glanced ab his master.

“Andate !” snapped Count Zervo,

Aud Beppo, with a black, seowling
heow, lod the way, and the Greyfriars
jmui-:=1:'3 followed him through the seerct
pancl,

hissed

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Treasurg Trove !
it ALLO, halle, hallot”

H Frank Nugent and Jolinny
Bull jumped eclear of the
flaor n their astonishinent.

With  beating  hearts thcfr bk

listened to the footsteps in the pas-
sage, Lhe rasping of the belk as it
was withdrawn, The deor swung open,
and they fully expected to sce Count
Zevo  and  Beppo, with  another
Prisonet. ]
Beppo they did sce; but his avims
were bound, his bandaped face scowl-
g, And with him came, not the
court, but a crowd of Greyfeinrs
follovws, and Bob Cherry's cheery roar
filled the hidden room " with eclioes.
“Trank 1™ shouted Wharton,
“Harry, old man!” gasped Nugent.
o " Wowell, this beats it1" stuttered
Joliny Bull,

“Jlere wa are, here we are, here we
pre again !’ roared Bob, i

Anid in his exuberant satisfaclion he
gralbed Nugent aud Johnaoy, and
walized them round the prison-room.

“Chuck 16, assl” eﬁmnnd MNugoent,

“Tathead " roared Johnny Bull.

“Yurrah 1" roared Dob,

thew round.  “"Oh, my hat!”

wlurhing

They

erashicdd nto the fable, and sent it
spintiing.  Chairs Hew right and left.
Ttab  Cherery  staggerved, where the

talle had been, and gave e sudden
hawl as his foob weont throupgh o ropg
on (he floor inte a deep hole benealls
“ilullo! Why—what—yaroooop I

Bl sat down suddenly.
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“Ha, ha, hat!™

“W-what the thump!”® stuttered
Bob. “I've fallen into eomething!
What the merry dickeng—="

Harry Wharton grasped him and
pulled him up. Bob kicked tha rugs
asicle and stared blankly af thoe pit
in the Hoor. :

“What the dickens—" execlzaimed
the Bounder.

“Way out!” explained Johnny Bull.
“We nover cxpected to ses you fellows
drop in, and we started digging a
way out.”

* 0Ok, my only hat!”

“But how tho dickens did you find
us, and what iz that brute Zero dﬁinf:,
letting you do it asked Johnny Bull.

“Zero's taking a littlo rest in the
Liall, nursing his leg!” grinned tho
Bounder. “Jolly old Beppo guided us
here, becanse I was going to wallop
im black and blus if he didn'tl If
vouw'ro tived of this luxurious and com-
modious residence, what about getting
a4 move oni”

“What-ho 1” eaid Frank.

“We're getting the dogoes to chokey
to-morrow,” went on Vernon-Smith.
“They won't worry us any more while
we re looking for the treasure. What
are you grinuing ati”

“*Well, sz you fellows arc all here,
we may as woll take the treasure back
i-riﬂl': us ! remarked Johnny Bull care-
esaly,

*Take it back with us ' repeated the
Boundor.

“Yes,” grinned Nugent,
well put it in a safe place”

“What the dickena do you mean . by
iltat—if you wmean enything at sll?®
detngoded Smithy.

B"ﬁfust this—look I chuclided Johinny
i1id,

e steppad to the corner and whipped
the rups aside. There was a vell from
the juniors at tho sight of the stacks
of fg nish doubloons.

“The treasure!” howled Bob.

“Mav na

“The doubloons!™ %nsr.-ml Wharton,
“The galleon’s gold ™  articulated
Noedwing.

P P S P S R b P S P P o

SOLVING THE FAMILY
PROBLEM !

Parents of families are confronted every
wenter with the game problem of how io
prreavide  healthy  entertainment for  thesr
ehildren during the long evenings. Because
af the compelition of the many owlside
diversions, thiz 18 not always easy. More
and more parents, however, are finding
¢ solution fo this problem in home billinrds.

feiley " Home " Billiard Talles ore nof
foyx becanze every model 2 & perfect replica
of @ full-size fable, inchuling a slafe bed,
scientificallyy constructed cushions, durable
covering, efe. They are made in rﬁi-"ﬂ different
sizes, and exch fable 12 supplied complele
with aecessories, and 15 sond carriage poid
on seven days' free drinl. Most outstanding
of their many fealures e the fact that all
snodels can be oblained either for cosh or
easy Lerms. The wvery reasonalle sum of
4g. deposit brings immediate delivery of a
fiey *° Home ™ Billiard Teble.

Another famous model in the Iiley range
iz their Y Combine " Billiard and Dining
Tulile, which, as its name indicates, embodies
the funetronz of two entirely  different
siyles of tables. It ean bg transformed in g
Jewr secondse from a luzurious dinfng table
fo a perfect billiard table. Herc agatn,
there are varions sices and prilerns which
are affercd for cash or casy ferma.

The manufaclurers will glady send an
atbractive dré Idst of Riley Billiard Tables
an applicaiion.  heir address 78 E. J.
Riley, Ltd., Belbnont Works, dcoringlon,
E {J;:ipr. 04, 147, Alderagate Street, London,

“The esteemed and  rvidiculous
treasure [¥ ejaculated Huarreo Jamset
Bam Bingh, “This beats the ¢stim-
able and respectable Banagher ¥

Vernon-Smith cut across the room,
staring at tho stacks of doubloons with
salmest unbelieving eves. He ran
dozens of them through his fingers, as
if to make sure that they were real
Eeppo, in the doorway, gazed at the

olden pile, his eyes almost popping
rom his swarthy face.

“11 tesoro!” he gasped.
Il tesoro l”

“The jolly old tesoro, and ne mis-
take 1 said Bob Cherry. “ But when—
Luow e

“That old bean, Marco Zoro, must
have buried it here after he pinched it
from the sea cave I" said Mugent, “and
Johnny's idea of digging a way out——"

*“A spot of work never huris any
fellow 1" said Johany Bull.

“11 tesoro ! repeated Deppo, like a
man in a dream. “Il tesoro, sicurc!
Il tesoro trovato.”

“I wonder what my pater will say
to thiz!” grinned the Bounder. *“He
thonght I was an amss to put in the
Christmeas holidays here, hunting for tho
galleon’s gold! By gum, this will sue-
priso him! Load up, you men—there's
more than wo ean carry, but we'll como
bacl for the rest. It's worth it, what i

Count Zero's eyes turnod on  the
Greyiriars fellows as they came troop-
ing back into the old oak hall with
joyous faces. The Bounder walked
across to him and held np & fistful of
golden doubloons.

The Italian stacted viclently.

“Dio mial

Il tesoro!” ho breathed. “ You
have found it!™

“Thanks to »oeu!™ grinned {he
Boundor.

“To me?™ ecxclutmed Zero.

“It was hidden in the den where you
shut up our friends !

Count Zero lay silent for o moment ov
two staring at the golden doubloons in
the Tounder’s hand Then he shrugged
s shoulders,

“Eeea la fine del mio cammino '? he
gatd. It iz the finish !®

[ ] L] L] L § -

It was the finish, not only to Count
Zero's desperate game, but to the adven-
fures «of the GUreyiriars chums at
Polpelly.

The next morning John Rodwing
tramped acrozs the snowy moor te Pil-
verfon £ send a  telegram to M
Yernon-Smith in London.

That telegram  from  Smithy  was
certain to bring the millisnaire down to
Devonshire as fast as an express train
could bring him, in spite of the winter
weather.

The galleon's gold, packed in a roomy
trunk, was ready to greet his astonished
eyes when ho arrived.

But Count Zere and Lis man were not
there when he came.

The discovery of the treasure had
altered the Bounder's plans; and Lhe
could be merciful to a defeated encmy.

Vhen a man eame trudging through
the snow frem DPilverton with My
Yernon-Bmith's wired reply that he
would areive that afterncon, the
Bounder had azn unezpected word to
say to Lo count.

*Your gamo's up, old bean I hie said.
“My father will Le hero to<day {o take
charge of the treasure, and we're getting
out of Polpelly. You ean't do any more
harm—and you've had a hard knock;
and if vou lilie to beat it, beat it while
the going's good. Catel oni®"

The count smiled faintly.

(Continued on page 28.)
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DAN ot tre DOGGER BANK

By DAVID GOODWIN. . oiimes

Dan’s Brain-Wave !
ﬁENEETH CGRAHAM, son of &

millionaire shipowner, is resened

off the Dogrer DBank by ihe

eroew of the lishing trawler, Grey

Scal, .

His past life a mngffln blank, he is

riven the name of " Dogger Tran,” and

sipned on aa fifth hand under Skipper

Atheling, Finn Macoul, Wat Guiffiths
and Buck Atheling.

Aware of his nephew’s fate, and

knowing that he will be heir to the

shipowner's mwoney when his brother

Jdies, Dudley Grabam engages Jale
Rebow, commander of the Black
Squadion, & fleck manned by cul-
throats, to get Ienncth out of tha way
for ever. -
Arviving et Amsterdam, Dan oand
Bueck Atheling go  ashore, where

Iebow’s confederates make a frwitless
atbtempt on their lives

Late that night the two chums catch
the erew of the Adder, the DBlack's
flag=hip, smuggling, Boarding the
trawler, they imprison the two men lef
in charge and make for port.

Caught in a hurricane, they are
wrecked on s lonely sandbank, where
they discover an old Duotchman, named
Jan Osterling, gloating over & huge
pile of gold coins

After confiding in Dan and Buck, Jan
13 murdered by the two prisoners from
the Adder, who make good thelr escape.
"The two boys light a bonfire in the hope
of attrecting atiention from the main-
land, and then turn in for the night.

- ] 4

The dawn broke windy and wild,
with a grey sen and a grey sky., Butk
the bovs slept on in a heavy, death-
like slimbor—the sleep that  follows
heavy bodily and inental strain, It
was past noon when they awoke,

“There’s a fresh breeze,” said Duck,
a3 they stepped out into tha open, glad
10 be quit of the house of death. “I
heopo those slack-backed beggars on the

mainland  will horery up, i they're
coming.™ . .
“1¥* echoed Dan. “The wind's

westerly, too”

“That's what I mean,” said Buck.
“It'll bring the Dlacks wp flying if
ihat hoat the spies stolo reaches them.
'They olways kunow where one of the
fleat's likely to be. If she hammercd
away all night to westward—an' it's
preity cevtam she did—she may e’
found Eebow’s lot already. ¥You bet
he's routed out his other wvosszel, an’
come this way after the Adder. '].‘Emy’]l
meot him. Is thera no way off this old
sandbank ¥ Nobody seems to care what
happens hore”’

The bonfire had not induced the slow-
meoving inhabitants of the mamland io
como and investigate if they had seen
. All day the boys patrolled the
1sland, but effected nothing. They
fired guns to attract the attention of
distant fishing-craff between Baltrum
and the land, but to no purpese, It
WES a.s}lmugh the world shunned the
lonely island, its gold, its prisoners,
and its dead. . -

All night the boya took turns to
patrol the sea-front, for their anxiety
was growing  Late ncxt day, they
knew, Jan's nephew would probably
bring hLis beat across if tho weather

allowed. But the heavy wind raised &
furious zhort seca on the inner waters,
dongerous to any small eraft,

“If nobody comes? said Buck, as
thoy lay on the Eﬂ-ﬂ&hiHE—, peoring out
to zea by the gap next day; “we'll pull
down the barn and make a raft, It's
a dog's chance of fotching anywhere,
even then, for the cbb’ll mest likely
tako us out to sea. DBut I'm not geing
to stay hiere any longer.”

“T'm gameo,” zaid Dan, *if we ean
only get away. We can't hunt for the
pold, either.”

UiNob while Jan's above pground,”
sald Buck, *an’ the other money not
handed over to his nephew, as per con-
tract, Has it oceurrod to you that
we're alone here with a murdered man,
arid noboady to prove we didn'i &

“Hallo V? cxcloimed Dan, rising lo
iz feet and starving out to sea. *“ What
sails ave those?”

Duck rose and joined his ehum. Teor
g couple of minotes the boyvs watehed,
without speaking, thres small dark
smears that showed apainst the whites
and geeys of the tumbling sca, far in
the distance. Rapidly the dark zpois
approached, resolving thoemselves mito
sharp-peaked mainsails with naked top-
masts above; for thers was too much
wingd for topsails, The hulls were not
yob vizible,

1_"1";1;"!!_.\#" O '
e,

_-.:q;.'--.h_ 2,

The barrel siruck Dan's atiackers, sending a shower of blazing tar-drops over
them. Then men and harrel rolled off the roof together I

“Ar" said Buck, *it's the Dlacks at
last | ?Z’-?-uw is thers a chance of sav-
ing ourselves and Jan's money—or are
we to he—=""

He broke off and walked rg.%idl to
and fro wpon the dunes with shert
strides, his brows knif, his wits work-
ing. 'There seemed to him no escape,
no hope. The three swift black vessels
Et‘ the squadron raced up before the
Ireeze,

¥ Buck,” said Dan suddenly, *'lhow
will ihey land 7

*“Thera's & lot of surf on the beach,
an’ there's too much sea to anchor out-
sicke. They'll run in through the gap
here, between us and the next island,

and bring up 1o smooth water., All the
worse for ns,’
“Think 50?7 gaid Dan. “Dut theo

channel between isn't ten yards wida
at this tima of tide. Half the gap's
ey zand now, and the desp water
only & guiter through it. Jan told us
ihat it isn’t more than eight feet
deep”

“What's tha idea?®”

“T mean that there’s & fine bundle
of old seythe blades in Jan’s barn.
saw them yesterday, and some water-
logged beams. Now, connecting the
sevitho Dblades with those beams——"

Tuie Aagser LiBrakY.—No. 1,455.*
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“ome along ! interrupted Buck,
quickly gathering what his chum was
driving at., "Dan, you'voe a head
worth six o' mine'

The two boys rushed off towards the
house.

The plan was simple but ingenious
It might fail; but, as Buck sand, they
were gambling their lives against a
straw. It was a last hope.

They havled out a long wooden bean
ihat lhad onco been a derrick, so
clamped with iron and water-logged by
long soaking that it could not float.
There were old mortise-slots in ils side
that lielped the boya in their task.
Then zorting ouk the seythe blades tiey
Lound them tightly in the elots with
tarredl rope varn, of which thero was
prletat v,

Very soon the beam begpon to look’

like the jawbone of some Egma.t pre-
Listoric beast, with a row of gleaming
steel feeth six feet long sticking  wuypr
framn 1t, and leaning slightly forward.
The boys worked with feverish haste.
Lut did the work thoroughly and well.

At overy turn of their hands fthe
lean swift trawlers of tho Black Fleet

crept nearer. But the tide was againsh

them, and it takes a long Lime for a
vleewl gighted, hull down, to come
ClOs0.

The three dark smacks were still a
mHe nway when the strange weapon

that Dan's bram had conceived was
rendy. .
“Lmick ! eried Buck., “The I

grazs-rope from the shed, or we shall
e too late!"

They fastencd the rope to the beam.
made & couple of bowlines, harucssed
theinselves to it, and set off toward:
the gap between the islands, drvagomg
it aftor them. The strange weapon
was heavy—a load enough for a sivoems
horso=but the two chums succreded in
getting it over the dunes to the
chiavmel, whera the tide came fhrough.
A corner of the sandhills hid thems
from the three smacks atb sea.

THE MAGNET

The tide was out. They hauled the
beam laboricusly over the sands Lo the
narrow, deep-water channel, panting
and exhausted.

“Wao must swim for it1” said Dan.
“In with you!™

They plunged into the water and
swaln across, taking the slack of the
rope with them.

EBcevond was a2  waste of shallow
water and impassable quicksands, ox.
tending right away to the next izland.
But this did not concern Dan and
Buck. They hauled on the rope, and
slowly the great beam, with itz fear-
ful-locking teeth—the scythes were
Duteh, and nearly straight—glided into
the water.

The iwo boys dragged i to the
middle as near as they could judge, and
left 1t there, hidden, vicious, its steel
fangs 8 couple of feet below the surface
of tho water.

And even as they flung the rope
away the red peak of the first smack
came sweeping round the bend of the
channel !

Plunging into tho water agsainp, the
clhinms swam back rapidly to their own
bank.

The trowler's hull was still hidden by
the point of the dunes, and her crew
could zec nothing. !

Buck and Dan gained the sandhills
and sank down o recover their breath,

Right in the entrance te the gate-
way, as soon as she had luffed out of
the rough sea outside, the leading
irawler shot up into the wind and lay-
te. The others were still a mile from
the beach, standing on and off. The
leader had been zent on fo report.

“1I hope it works!” panted Buck.
“Mebow's an” old bird to caleh wilh a
trick like that!" ]

“He can't suspect  anything,
voturned Dan. 1 flatter myself it's a
rood dodge. OF course, there's plenly
of room for the smack fo mss the con-
traption altogether; but if she keeps in
the middle, as =he's suro to do in a

i
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slrange passage, she moust hit . And
it ¢an't lopple over  8he'll jam 1t
right apainst the bottom and spike hoy-
self. What are they stopping for "
“8onding a boat to take soundings
over the bar. "The shoalest waler's
just inside. She knows that. There'll
o plenty of water for her, though.”
They saw the boat hitched to the
trawler's stern again, and the sounding-
grow jump aboard. Then the trawles
squarcd away, and came looming up
the gatway like a tc-rptdcuhuat.
“Luecky the tde's strong,” com-
mented Dan. *8he couldn't anchor m
tha mouth or the middle in & tide like
that., Bhe's bound to go through.”
“U'ry to, you mean,” replicd Dan.

Helped by the strong current, in
gmooth water, and with e hooting
westerly  breeze, the trawler racod

along., She kept dead in tho middle, a
man heaving the lead smartly  Bul,
deep or shoal, nothing could have
stopped her.

The sloven, savage-cyed crow stood
glert and ready at their posts.

“It'a the Vulture!” multored Buek.
*Ah, ashe's got bV

Thoe black trawler gave a violent
lurch, stopped nearly dead, and then
drove zlowly on again. Te the wuu-
trained eye there secmed nothing very
wrong with her for -tho moment. A
volley of oaths arose from tho crew.
They thougit they had touched ground.

A~ tearing, ronding noise  burst
throngh her as she swung round, and
& man came rushing up from below
with a shriek. . .

“She's struck through the h:]ﬁﬁsl Lo
velled. “There’s devil's work here!
There's two great blades stickin' right
through her an’ rippin' bher up like o

log 1"

"E‘Im teawler was thrown infe wild con-
fusion. Foxey Backhouse—for it was
ho—had lold the truth, for onee. Two
of Dan's scythe-blades had pierced her
gkin, and as the strong lide twisted her
round they tore a couple of long gashes
in her bilge before they snapped off
chort.  “The water was pouring 1

irre=istibly.
“Ehe's

) hll'}hDJF‘
sindiing 17
e & %-.'un'l, stop their lunding, though,”
said Buck. “They've got the boat up.
They're geiling into her 1
’l‘llm frawler” began to seille down
into tho

“The

other boats have landed |

Iu the foam on the outer beaches wero
two dark masscs—thie boatas of the
smmacks at sea. They had dared tho
surf, and landed. A swurm of black
figures poured out of them and came
rushing towards the boat with ficrce
Cries. :

Dan and his chum were fairly taken
in the rear.

§1F

dowe 1™ eried LDan.

rapidly, Her erew crowded
boat and: headed for the shore.
“Took ouwt!™ shouted Dan.

Holding the Fort!

s O the housp 1 eried Buck., “It's
E the only chance now [
The boys turned and
gcudded towavds the farm., A
vell went up from the pursuers, and
then the race was run in silence—a raco
for lifo. _
Well did Buck and Dan know that if
they failed to gain their stronghold
first it would be the finish for them.
The boys had & start of a hundred
vards, and they ren as they had never
run before.
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The wen of the Black Fleet, Jake
Rchow al their head, swept aftor them
like o pack of wolves,

The pavty that hod been marconcd
on the farther bank, sceing the tables
turned, lwrried into their boat and
launched her, stuffing coats and jerseys
into the gaps in her side. They pulled
frautically for the shore of the island,
Init, short as the distanee was, the boat,
londed to her gunwales and lemking
like a sieve, could not cover it

Buck felt n glean: of satisfaction as,
glancing back over his shoulder, he saw
the boat founder in the middle of the
crock and leave. her crew struggling 1o
the water

But thers was ne timo for comment.
The boys set their tecth and ran. Jake
Rebow, now barely cighty yards away,
opened fire with a rovolver as he tore
along. The bullets flew wide, but the
boys could not stop to reply.

Tho house was gtill a quarter of 2
mile away Rebow’s long legs were
Lbringing him up [ast.

Suddenly he tripped over a tussock
and fell sprawling.

Past thoe fallen man, running like the
wind, came a big, long-limbed ruffian,
who travelled at an extraordinary pace
for his size. He outstripped all the
others with ease, and came uwp with the
boys rapidly. The houss was nearly
won, but he was close on their heels. A
Lknifo wag in his hand, but no pistol
" M Lead him in! gasped Buck, in a
strained whisper. “(Get him inside I

Dan nodded. Ho conld not speak.
They rushed round the house, to open
the back door, the ruffian behind =o
clase that they could hear the laboured
Lreath hiss between his teeth.

Right through the narrow entrance
into the big room swept the three, the
man almost within -striking distance.

The instant they were, mside  Buck
ddammed the door to and let fall the

ivon bar that closed it from “within. |

Dan, leaping aside, grabbed a chair
and brought it down on the side of
tha ruffian’s head with o crash that sent
kim rolling among the chaira on the
{loor, stunned, and out of the fight.

*Good 1 said Buek, panting. * That's
put paid to pumber one! Close the
shutters—quiclk "

A howl of rage aroso outside. The
shoet-iron shutters were quickly closed
aned bavred, and half a dozen bullets
vattled on them harmlessly.

The storming-party paused irrczolute,
fifty wvavds away. wo rifleanunzzles
ﬁ?“mﬂﬁ through the loopheles, and the

vs poured out a quiclk fire. Rebow's
voiee sounded in s hoarse order, and
tha attackers seatlercd, and threw
themselves. flat on the ground.

“*It's war now "' muttered Buck.

Dan mado a rapid tour of the room,
rpguring that every outlet was secure.
They saw how true was Jan's assertion
that the house conld bo held for a long
time against an armed foree. The four
windows looked to all guarters of thoe
compase, one commanding each side,
for tho house, like many old Duich
farmisteads, was practically only a
single large roor.

AWz well 1”7 he said, flinging open
the ammunition ecupboard.

‘e loaded a vifle, and BRebow's voice
wana heard outside. ;

“Keep down, an' creep up tae the
walls 1"

Before Dan could pet to hiz window
& thundering crash shook the door. The
enenty wers using o beam as a batter-
ing-ram.  But the great, iron-bound
ok stood the strain bravely, and the
attackers gave 1t up as a bad jobx
"There was & Iuﬁ in the attack—a
sinigter silence. Dan tock advantage
of it to bind the arms of the ruffian
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he ad felled, and who was regaining
cotsclonsness,

“There's a party rolling a harrel
up !” eried Buck. “And, by CGeorge,
theve's someone on Lhe roof 1Y

“What "

“They're goin’ to burn us out! That's
tar .in the barrel—surae thing! The
roof’s dry, and half-thatched, an’ therc's
a ladder in the shed.™
Al right 1" said _Dan coolly. " Let
ey get the barrvel up. I veckon I can
give ‘em as good as they bring 1"

“Look ‘sharp, then,” sai Buck
anxiously. “They're getting it up
now [

There was o platform:loft under the
ceiling of the room, and a ladder lead-
ing up to it.. Dan elimbed to the left,
loosed the catch of a little trapdoor in
the roof, and waited, a seven-foot rake-
hendle ready in his hand.

A mateh was struek outzide, and the
hiss of & torch followed. The thateh
waa so patchy that to fire it alone
would have done little harm. T'he
cnemy's intention was te light the tar-
barrel and ?nur its blazing contents
over the roof.. i

Dan opened the tra.[adnﬂr gently, and
thrust hiz body through.

Two l'iliuinu}usdnﬂ:inﬁ trawlermen
were on the roof, the barrel between
them. One had just thrust a torch into
the tar and set it ablaze. Below, watch-
ing intently, and lying on the ground to
ba out of reach of the loopholes, were
a dozen of Rebow's men.

The man with the torch gave a shout
on seeing Dan, and tried to overiurn the
barrel. Then a bullet whizzed past tho
boy's head. _

With a swift thrust of his rake-handle,
Dan hurled the barrel outwards, It
struck the two men violently, sending o
shower of blazing tar-drops over them,
and men and barrel rolled off the roof
tmﬁaﬂmr into the midst of their com-
rades, who yelled and danced energetic-
ally, forgetting all about the loopholes,
a5 the hot tar stung thoem.

Buck's rifle blazed off in the air, and
in ten seconds the tar-party was in head-
long fAight.

“They got it that time!” chuckled
Dan, beating out the burning spots on

the roof.,  He closed the trap and
deseended. Y1 think  they've had
cnough,”

“Not they ! returned Buck, fingering
hiz' vifle. * They're madder than ever,
Theyv'ra gathering for a rush! What
we've had is child’s play to what's
coming 1

And Buck proved to Lo right. The
enemy, grim and silent now, crepb up
cloze under the walls, and commenced
an attack terrific in its fury. They
pounded the doors, and dashed rocks
against the shutters.

Vith -a last thundering crash the
door broke from ils hinges.

The noise made by the falling door
was drowned in the terrific roar out-
side. Hoarse cries and the rattle of
deep-mouthed oaths rent the air, and

nbove all rose fhe hoarse wvoice of
Rebow :
“Rallv, lads—rally! The Duichmen
arc on to us!”
Arresied [
HE altack on the deor eeased,
E and Dan, seizing his oppox-
tunify, dragged the heavy oak
table across as o barvicade.
Next moment he was faivly daneing
with éﬂ}'. :
“It’s & gang of men from the main
land ! he eried excitedly, " They've
takon Rebow's men in the rear !
“Ry gosh, yvou're right I cried Buck,
“ Hold the door for all you're worth 1"
But thera was no ueed. The hot,
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heavy struggle round the daor, the
splinteving of timber, and the hoarse
cries of rage had ceased. The attackers
wiore ot beyond the feneing.  They tock
open order, and fired rapidly and nan-
ceasingly at sgmething that could not be
SEWIE,

“Who arn they?” cried Dan im
patiently. “ An’ what are they shootin’
with? Tt sounds like a volley o
blunderbuses ! Let's get out !

" Stay whera you are1” advised Buck.
“It may be a trick, an' our job 1s-to
hold the fort!l As for the firing, it's
heavy "dueck-guns by the sound! Sz
tight and keep your rifle ready 1

There was o rush from the mwvisible
ecnemy bekind the house, and the Black
Fleet broke and fled. A moment later,
a horde of big, hairy, fur-capped men,
armed  with  large-bore  duck-guns,
swarmed into the yard, yelling and
whooping. 2

“They're fenmen from the mainland
marshes 1" cried Buck. "(reat Scott,
thera's o couple o score o' 'em! Dut
they'll never cateh the Squadron men !”

A thunderous blow on the deor from
a musket-butt interrupted, him, and a
hoarse volco cried, in low Dutch :

ik ﬂp-&n IH_

“Come in, mynhcer—ecome in LS {8
turned Dan, dragging the table away.
“Jolly glad to see you !

"Hold on ! exelaimed Buck, spring-
ing forward. “Let’s sce what they're
gomg to do fivst 1Y

But the leader of the rescue-party, a
huig,'e six-foot-three  Low-Countryman,
holding a gigantic single-barrelled duck-
un, had already strode into the room,
olloived by half a dozen others. They
wore  light-haired, baig-limbed men,
mu%]lly clad, wearing caps and long
thigh boots—typical wild fenmen of the
Dutch marshes. ]

“Biraight men, at any rate,” sald
Dan to bamself,

The bip leader addressed him fiercely
tn low -German.

“Who arve you, and how did you get
heve £ )

“Bame to you !l zaid Dan. “You
must speak English, or I can’t bho eivil
to you l”

The leader put his head outzide the
door and shouted-:

* 1ans '

A small, dvied-up looking man came
in, awd, as he entered, the captain of
the party looked round the room
slowly, and noticed the bound Sauadron
prisener on  the floor, looking very
sullen and scaved.

The big fenman stared at him long
and gravely, but satd nothing., His
large blue eyes travelled from  the
wrisoner to the bunk in the wall, where
ay the dead miser, and he stoaried,

“Herr Cott " he said. “Jan Oster.

Iil'ﬁ!"

¢ cstepped to  the bunk-side . aml
looked closcly at the hody. Silertly he
beckoned hiz comrades, and tlhiey eamce.
The leader pointed slowly to the dead
FAL

“*Alurdered ™
tonguc.

The olhers looked wid understond,
while the boys stood still and silent.

The captain wheeled auickly round.

“ Aveest thoso eubs,” he sapd, *aml
take the man that iz bhound ! Dring
them oul=ide 1"

Iu an instant, Dan amd Buck wern
aeizedd,  They did uot resist, puessing
what the move meant, and feeling secnra
in their Inuocence,

“Take it quictly,” saul Danm in an
undertone, as they were led into the
vard. " We can elear ourselves, I hope
they won't take us_fo the courts injand,
thouslh; dud waste a lot of time.”

Tne Magxer Lapnary.~No. 1,455,
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“T don’t kuﬁw n,{mu-LI Lh&tﬂ H ni:r.!r] Btuhcg,
rather 5}”"“’ v.. "I rather hope
will. a wild lot. And i
hagmnmg o dnwn ot MG - trht thmg'n

ook pretty black againat us
“ Rot t* ﬁucl Dat. "Wa don't belong

to tho Black'Squadron.”
T e They wera léd

Buck did not reply.
into the ﬂp-an. benenth s i withered

tree, and u.g :&mn BB thcrhhfaﬂr?ihhra tha
partjr t- pursup-n;it é fy BneH)!
' .‘E l'jf um;l amp’tﬁmdaﬁv
rnngd'.i I: k emgued.

“They . didn’t catoh 'em I muttﬂm&
Bugk, “‘Kpew tfhﬂ wouldn’t.”

Blacks - outstrip their
haﬂ:s’ DUTSGEE ) er, launched
their bodts - fenmen arrived
on the beach,” The mw wam eveh th&n
boarding “their smacks in the ﬂm“iox
putting to sen. But thrco of Rebow's
crew statk upon the eand, ‘their
lips closad for ever.

The captain of the fenmen npulm to

nn‘gwa;r,u

againet

";g]itt, yoit two, alone?? '

"Wem yau the only-defenders ™
1 You saw
it, I'suppose. 'That is what bréught you

“Bure

them.”

hove,” imn't it 1

"* Monsense, boy |

‘ahead with your sham

refugo
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“Wall,
‘sourt ™ smd Dan.
You can’t soare us"

How' ¢ante you in the rooma with Jan
Osgterling's body 1"

“We took

Black Fleet's men, md held the bouse

GALLEON GOLD!

(Continued from page 24.)

“Gxazio tanto, littlg sigpog I’ he said.
“ But—"  He glaneed. at hiz bandagad

leg.

" %I’y chokey if you Iu.nq on ! said

Vernon-Smith. TAnd you're mot all

bad, thopgh you've given.us & pretty

tough stime, Your.man Beppo can got
oi_dowi to the cove, and you-can take
o -boat—and take your chanceil™

- Count :Zero -was not likely to refnse

such & chance.- An hour later, the two

® We're innocent,

‘there from the
thﬁﬁgt-,nrhauﬁi

Two -boys. to. keep

off that of tou How did on ¥tglians were gone.. And the chums of
come he:?a 5 Ehef = ‘Ereyiriaty: were glad enough to soe
“We werp wrockod in Friday's gale.” last of them.
“%} wircilad*:aml?” _ - - € B |
it E .r-ll‘ - - : ) .
“On the Adder! She’s & Sgusdeon .1 54¥, you fellows |

ship |
h-arp

“We capturad  Ther,

How did you: come tn' be on

E b d Bob Cher
E“ Y've ot?ean mmr——-h" Iﬂi? Bﬂlr
untor.

zli off
SAUZE ANE - “zammon "

the réqirning party, They weut into Ymuiden, Her crew were ashore—sll - : ;
tho hn:}uan, taged - aﬂma minutes, antd but two. We cla the stwo untler ‘Bépst] - I\“B b%l'l thinking. The
returned E e yrn- look was in  hatches, with anot pﬂtihat cami aboard El'“hﬁ Eﬂﬂd ere, . Eﬁmﬁr}lut- alter &ll,
the oye of m‘h o eaptain called on his own invite, and we bdd to run E!}}h isg) t”wﬂﬂ B,E:'- : i
forward the 'ﬁﬁﬂc “Withiered men, who before the gale. One of thé Men wént What 1" gasped Bob Cherry. I”ﬁ
answered to €he” t;mmu of Hans, and overboard bafura she struck: the sdmds; my aged ears, -:le-aalm 'ﬁﬂ" Laisten,
gave him ‘a curt-order; ‘Fho men drew The other two landed safely. It was mﬂﬂ! Did ryou B upler, !ﬂ
up in A EroAp *i:*emdn their u&pt&m, they who killed. . Jan Dut&rlu:gt" S “gﬂl ’met aye 1:13
save two, whg Held m:k and Dan  *What becamo of them after thak?” i‘ lia, ha!l” y

posite. the  grotp, .another in  “We canght them in the act. I shot _ .- ﬂh-‘ da - stop ...cackling }%.. howled
? of ¢ gﬁuﬁmn prisoner on the omne through the arm. but thﬁ?ﬂﬁpﬁ?' Bunter. - ﬁBIﬂmd if 1 seo il:\?thml to
loft-hand:s While we were attending to Jai, éﬂﬁk!u at +I'¥e .been. thi

Then Hrm:s turped tathe two boys

and Bpﬂ}m gqﬂd..jEng ish, Heé had
evidently be-m 2 shild

“The . ¢ m:;l t;crflla' ‘mﬁ to ask J‘D‘rj
how Jan uituwm by hus dan :
“Ho wa.a mi :mlﬁ’

The min tra
evident thaﬁ mas of-the fenmen undér-

stood the roply..

Hans spoke’ n:gﬁ!n

* By whomy 1"

“By two men.of the Bh-l:‘ii Fleet—=the
crews.you have 1 :

“Whera sfe they®’ .

“One .of them  lies f;ﬁrr& AN
poiated to the Bodieg that lay nhﬁamng:
on the sahd. -Tho .centre bne was, 1n
truth, hearded sconndrol who

escgped - with ity comralla In the
Duteh - boat.. "‘W‘Hmn thn other is. L

-lith nﬂt Eno &

oid, - st thie feran.
e ml t-mt'a found. j%ﬁ]ﬂ l‘ﬂ'ﬂ-ﬂl with the
miitdered mm# BN :qﬂu man -heside,
Aungier iy~ clean, for the ono
wi: fnd ‘gd ‘w:ﬂ Imng frﬂm -that
e w;; 416 gou: 0. fadgs nal”

5 g ARd - you

eried Dan. “I"ut it it thg hup -‘.li tfm

1
' nﬁWﬁ sorye: ot our own law’ on thél

[

nslated,” thoug h Tt vas

was dying,

they. stole the atid ,tﬁt
‘h-e;y l:ir{mght- tmqﬁatlmn

‘ate, .old chap
"Wm %!a Minwnpﬂkl" tnhtﬁ

awa
dm-.rr': upon: Hs “Wé apiked oné of theiy Bunter.. "Em’t. . Opan, -my mou
vegels- in . tho giiwﬁ and Held them *._.’m;hu;ru!: i ¥ou bgthng mi‘” R Al
till ‘you edame. Now you ha.:m thé ~ ““Well, there’s room——"" -
wholé story.” “Ha, h& hal
“Who are vou i "l’m ‘bean.- thinking; - what-  shout
“Dogger Dan, 'of the trmﬂ-.r Grey going baok: to Iﬂn-:!nn mth Bmithp’s
Ere-al A pater and -Ehuhldrug this? ‘Wlhat do.you
+“And you?"” pursued Hans, tuumsg to H":ihh Smithy 1"
Ri%Bhok Atheli &6 ikipper; 1 Dot Mibp e e w“‘““‘“"
i = {1 asling, mn ¢ thie Bkipper; laughid “lduite o0 sl s
a_a.m-;a vessel,” ho roplied. {!Sp-gEI. y as we've -arthnged.
“Roun ware w Lﬁ-ﬂ on _the” sands, mmdg SCLE
Friday.  What' did you &n batwaen thak She, ha!™.
time and Jan Osterling’s death?” w0 said Bunler. ‘"qu!
“We wént egg-hunting with’ hifn‘next right? “I'll “conic,” Smithy | T m
day. He was ‘murderod tho shmia hy° ai.ml: !tn":,“nu for the rest of the ﬂ'l:f. '
mght. said Dan. old &b _
u_knew he, was a wep,lthjr man, *] ‘immd - that ﬂm'” ﬂn-:';r “the
;md hnd fioney ip the houso'?™ - ;ﬁ
The hoys -wero - silent, though tho Hs., ha, hal"
-ﬂue-ahﬂn uht}tﬁﬂ; tod twice. _'Ehﬁ:n" And Binter did.
new n
would not a,u.g & mznrd ﬂﬁﬁe Eréa.surg, oA m“b' 2

or do nn:."thmg that niight betrdy the
dﬂu& man's trust,
(Dan and  Buck Jave been, in tight
griers Before, and come oul best,
"} drtune fevour them this time? " Be Fure
You réad wWext week's excidiy chaplerva

{IF{:.’,.:.-.I‘; {mf, ué:n:l'. wedk for -unoiher

rqfd ug' t:rl‘?y -Whirtdn ~d-+0p.,
centitled: "“BUNTER'S DID-~FOR, &
Wil F-E-}HTUNEP' e I8 one ~of Fronk
Richards extra- rptc,mi: and you'll enjoy
it "o end! . Be’sure to erder . -your

F m oL

of this popular adventure yarn, chums.) w;ﬂ;,r earlyl)

duu'ﬁs, mrd Ham gnmi:.'
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THE BOGUS

HEADMASTER!

By DICKY NUGENT

“Thera's only one drawback
about this New ¥Year party,”
sl Merry, of the St. Sam’'s
Fopurth., * ‘Lhe Head's coming.*

Jolly and Bright groaned, as
ithey gazed out of tho library
at the moonlit grounds of
Merry Manner, where Lhey were
spending part of the Crissmas
vaclk.

* Bust the Head ! ** said Jack
Jolly. * We see enuff of him
during the ferm. Why was
vour pater such a silly ass
a3 to invite the Head, Merry 1"

“Ha thought it waa up to
him, a3 Birchy entertained me
for the 8t. Sam's Jee Cornival,”
grinned Merry, *° After all, he
wasn't & bad host to us owver
Urissmasg, yvou know."”

* Traw—hut he's always his
hest az o lost and his worat
na a gpuest,” retorted Jolly.
“ You know what he's usually
like at parties! ™

“Yoa: he skoffa all thoe tuck
and makes ruds remarks about
everything and overybody,”
nodded Merry. ** But the paler
says he's nobt standing any
nonsense like that omn this
occasion. If the Head starts
any funny bizzincss he'll go
out on his neek. So perhaps it
will be all right.”

“We'll soon know, anyway.
Here he comes ! ™ saicd Bright,
a3 o taxi came volling up the
drive towards 1he house.

By tho timo they reached the
front doar, Legee, the footman,
wad alveady ushering in the
new arvival. One plarnse was
suflishant to tell Jack Jolly &
("o. that the Head was not in
ithe hest of hewmers. Thera
war £ glint in hia greenish eyes
nnd &8 bright red spot on the
end of his nosg—sure signs of
trubble !

“(tood evening, sir!" re.
marked Merry. A happy
New Year, sir?"

% Thanka, Merry—bnut it wen't
be very happy for your honnered
suests if you don’t look after
them beiter than what wou
do!”  rapped out  Doctor
Birchemall. **Why, mite I
nsl:, didn’t you szend a Rolls
Riea to mect me, instead of
leaving me {o come up from
{he siation in a paltry taxi 2%

Before Merry could answer

\
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E:fm fuestion
Major HMorry ] _ i i 1
hima&]fﬂppmreﬁ m 4 B g =—i SRR - ; == : PRI
on the seen.
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Merrc%r Manner, e
my dear Birche- - e =
Rartily. | Sou ldn’t | dire threat. M bough. B g I WI
wertily. " Sorry we couldn’t jdire threat. More guests were | bough, ut what about the [ Before I go, I must make a i ; &
send the Rolls, iy deer fellow. | arriving for the party now, and | custard iriflo he has just | confew. thg I'm neot Doctor LLIAM GREENE SP ills the Beans "re
It "Ihmkﬂ down,™ they seemed much more con- | ordered ? Shall I give him | Birchenall at sll ! ™
"Youn doen’t say so!" eggs- | serned with weleoming the new | that first 7" “"Wha-a-at §" COKER’S
claimed the Head with erushing | arrivals  than with Doctor| * Give it him-—yea!" eaid | DEverybody stared agarst.
sarcasm. ' Why didn't you | Birchemall. Major Merry. " But give it |They chought the Head ha:l

send another, then 7 But 1 am
forgetting, of corze, that you're
only a retired Army man and as
poor as a church mouse!”

“YWhat 2 What 1" roared
Mnjur Merry.

“That being the eazo, of
corae, my dear major, I Jreely
forgive vou,” grinned the 1ead.
“Pay the taxi for me, will
you 7 '*

“Good gad I ™' gasped Major
Merry.

_For a moment, lio looked like
ticking the Head off properly.
But, remembering in time that
ho was dealing with a guest, he
swallowed his wrath and sig-
nalled to the footman,

" Pay the {ax), Legoe,” he
ordered.

“ Well, that’s that!® re.
marked Doetor Birchemall, as
he looked eritically reund 1he
hall, * Not a bad -‘{itt.lc colinge
you've pob here, Major Merry
—though not quite up to my
class, of course. DLy the way,
in the circles I venaily move in,

it’as customary to aslk a puest )

if he feels peckish!’™

Major Merry's eves {winkled
hewmerously.

“Do vou feel peckizh Lhen.
Birchemall ¥ ** he asked.

“*Yeg, rather—{famished !

“ Good ! " grinned the major,

“Then in about an hour’s
timo you'll be able to do some-
ithing about it. That's when
we all sit down to dinner!”

“ Ha, i, ha ! "

“ You—you checky rotterst ¥
gasped ithe Head, as Jack
Jolly & Co. roared. **If this
iz the way you treat honnered
puests, I shall think twice
hefore honnering yvou with my
distingwished prezzenes again,”

But the chums of the Fourlly
were ¢uite unaffected by that

HAPPY NEW

YEAR ALL £

By HARRY WHARTON

Here's a Happy New Year {o readers all
over thoe world from '.I.III}-‘EEIE and the staff
And we mean

T

of the ** Greyfriars Hera
ity too!

We need hardly tell you that sur New Year
regolution ie to male our bright little paper

brighter and beiter than over.
peepers gpen, boyva and
ges that there’s one

irls, and you’ll soon
ew Yeor resolution
anyway that isn't going to be hroken ]

(Continued gt foot of cxtreme right-liand column )

It wasn't long before Merry
AManner waa f&reﬁy ringing with
the cheery chatter and happy
larfter of the swelling erowd.
Everyhody zeemed out to have
& i::-iI]gr good time, and the party
looked like being a gratosuxxess.
There was only one fy in the
oimtroent—ithe Head }

He bar into groups of
cuests and swanked about the
titled jentry he knew. He made
rude remarks about his fellow-
guests’ clobber.

It was when he sat down to
dinmer that he reached his top
note. He sprawled all over the

table and helped himself to
1r-

everything within  resch,

(EES Y

|

cluding other peopla’s helping:
—andl thon, 1.133 Edd insult tg;
mjury, he talked about the
had - table manners of Lis
navhours !

At last Major Merry'’s paticnce
came to an end,

5 I’E%Eﬂn !" he wispered to
the butler. * Throw Doctor
Birchemall out of the house on
ligneels 1 '

* Yes, sir!"” mermered i{ho
well'trained butler with =

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

him upside down over his
napper. Do youunderstand 1%

* Certainly, sir! ™ mermered
Fﬂdﬁﬂn, boughing again.

“ Hurry up with that trifle t »*
bawled the Head, across the
fable at that moment, and
Jack Jolly & Co., who had
overlicard the major's order,
arinned.

Podgson secured a cupplo
of wailers and gave them their
orders. The waiters seezed a
big bowl of custard triflo and
carried it between them to the
Head. Doctor Birchemall's
mouth farely watered when Lo
34w it.

2% M;; hat ! This is samething
like ! ** he eride. * Don’t trabble
about dishing it out. I'll have
the lot 1™

And the next momentl he oot
the lot!

Swoooosh ! Plap

“ Yaroooooo 1 ghreeked the
Head. * Uroonoo!™

*“Ha, ha, hal™

Major Merry's guesls farely
velled at 1he commieal site the
Head now presented,. Custard
triflo was in hia hair, eyes, ears,
and mouth; it was oozing

i steddily down his neck !

Before the Head Lnew quite
what was imc{]panmg, ithe two
waiters seezed him by the seatb
of tho frowzis and the seruff
of the neek and rushed him
towards the door.

* Wooooop ! Grongoo 1"
roared the Head, ' Whal's
thisfor ¥ *

" It's beeawse youw'rs upset-
ting the wheale party by being
such & swanking, ttl-mannered

rotter ! " eggsplained  Majer
Morry. * Throw lhim out,
men ! "

* Halfl a-minnit { " yelled the
Head, struggling  lurigusly.

gong otty.

“ il name's Sam Birchemall,
and '~ Doctor Birchemall’s
euzzen, if you want to know ! ™
cride the supposed Head. * IF
vou, want Dottor Birchemall
himaey., vou'll find him in tho
woodshod in the grounds! I
left him there bound and gagood
heforrge I went back to the
statioA®

Wity that, the solf-lionlfessed
imposier nocked aside lis
captors and dashed for the door,
A few ticks later he was swal-
lowed up in the nite.

Of corse, the story that the
Head ¢ £ 8¢t. Bam’s was a prisoner
in the wopodshed had to be
investigated ot onee, and shortly
afterwirds a search party,
headog ™= Major Merry hunself,
went fu wed for themselves,

Graje wag their serprize
to find that thero really was a

Erisnr"' in thoe woodshed,
R pgagged, just as they
had b~ told. Whai’s more,
tho proner turmed out to
he ncoe other than Doctor
Birchenall !

“Thank ™ hevven
eomo! ™ cride the Head, a3
they 1emoved hia gag. * Tell
me, jentlemen, what has that
raskal y cuzzen of mine Leen
a-doinz of ¥ Has he been pass-
ing himself off aa mo ¥ He can
easily do go, you know-—ive'ro
a9 like g2 two peas!”

“Then it’s trow !’ gasped
Major Merry. “ What o hbib
of itk we've found out!
Your szzen i3 a greedy and
boastfal rotter with eimply
awiial menners, and, but for
finding: this out, we ehould
alway have beleeved it was
on!t”

“ Perish the thought, major,”
grinned-the Head, I couldn't

Keop your yardsinit!

more damage f{o

chassis than

Wun Lung proved his ingenuiiy
by construciing a ** cyele
on tha chassis of a bicye
pedalling wvery hard to work the
propeller he actually flew 100
Tha Chings’s plane
then crashed—foriunately doing

fo himseif,
sover roared when he learned that
the bicycle belonged to him,

-

‘fIBIIE L
e. By
Slolt, and Fish.

the hicycle

Bol=

Eager fo start a rival paper fo
the ** Herald,! Skinner assems
hled a stafl consisting of Bnoop,
When Loder
called at Bkinner's study
imguire about a libellous state-
ment published in the flrst izsue,
Skinner's siafl bolted
had nobody to ** lean '’ on—and
when Loder bhad finiched he had

hardly a leg to stand

! Skinner

1 {5 o
%!ajred
parade the Kemove

skirling shrilly on the
he keeps in big elody

ta

on ! down 1?1

Redding that 1.000 pi
at o Highland gathering
onald Ogilvy was inspi

cerfainly * roused the clang ''--
out of the Remove studles I T~
Iortunately, be ** roused & M :
Tect, foo—0Ogilvy bad {o “phye glve “ points » to mazy pro-

Wingate and
Greyiriars at 2n

Ly
pera hai

d t

afsage their way through
IE fingl.
1 Raokwood,

beate

pipel

gilv) and

|

~ Kildare on poiots. Both

fessional hozers |

-

you've |

THRILLING
ICE RESCUE

Aa it secma that Coler i
ranning ail over the show teiling
evoryono he saved me from drown-
e ab the visk of his lifo Lhe
other day, I've decided to have
my say about it. Fero poes !

Coker’s version isthet I skidded
off towards o danper zone when
ho was teaching me to skaio and
fell in before he could stop me.
Tlealising what +wras ired,
Colcer gpeedily obtained a ladder
and erawled over it to the rescue,
thereafter hauling me out of the
water and carrying me to safoty,
regardless of the fearful risk he
ran of drowning himself,

minay

Now thero are somo
miztalkes in this little story. In

the frst place, I was teaching
Coler to skate—not Coker teach-
ing me.

Secondly, the reason I skidded
off into the danzer zone waz that
Coker tricd to keep himself
upright by grabbing me round
the neck !

It’a the rescue part of the vam,
however, that really pets my
goat, Actuaslly, I didn't need
rescuing at all, The waler was
only about three feet deep and
I could quito easily have waded
ont of it to the bank ocain,
But Coker wouldn’t let me ! He
just flung off his skates, got hold
of the ladder that unfortunately
lay near tho pond and rushed it
over tha ice towards me !

Naturally, I objected to being
“reseued.”  But all the abject-
ing in the world makes no differ-
ence fo Coker. The more I
ohjected, in fact, the moro hLe

be like that, if I tried ! Anywav,
all's well that ends well, I
sujjest that we all adjern snd
carry on with the merry party.”
‘LI;GMﬂ % i mmI Major
h . “Thisa way then, m
dear fellaw t” - Y

And he led tho way back
to Merry Manner.

The party turned out a
tremenjous suxxess and every-
bod seid  what a polite
jentleman Dactor  Birchemall
was and how much betier he
wis than lhia cuzzen Sam.

Az to Sam  Birchemsll, he
wag never seen again, When
Jack Jolly & Co. notigsed that
the Head's coat hore distinkt
tracea of custard irifle, they

e i > | scrapping for all we were worth
didu't give the game away on e Daddar

As Jack Jolly said, the Iiead
Iad learned hiz lesson. 8¢ no
useful purpuss would have been
served by reveeling the trewth
ahbout the Bogus Headmasier !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

T crawled out eventually, quite
unaided, and you can take my
word for it, if anyone was reseued
it was Coker himself—not me!

Gwynne repragented
5 inter-schools
boxing tournament—ang fought
: to the semi-
Wingate heat Bulkeley of
. Gwynne  Was
o by Eildare of 8t Jim’a.
In the final, Wingafa just heat

gt 1

Cedric Hilton of the Fifth hay
taken mp golf, and distinguished
him=el? by winning fhe ** Undev
17 ** championship at the Courl-

To revenge himeeli for a caning,
Skinner rang up Courtfield douhble
one douoble One, the number of 3
friend of Mr. Queleh’ with whom
he plays chess. Skinner made
somie very rude remarks, imitating
' Quelchy’s ** woice. But when
Mr. Queich came in unexpectedly
behind him, Bkinner experienced a
* ruds *' awakeping | The cane
“ rang ! on Skinner’s {rousers !

fleld Golt Club. Mr. Prout, bis

Form-master, felt almost ag

prond preseniing the cup 1o

Hilton as if he had won it hime

gelf. ** Prouty ** i8 never likely

to win a cup at golf, though-—--he
iz too mueh of a *' mug.”

conld

IT°S ASMALL WORLD
FOR SNOWBALLERS

Moans SIDNEY JAMES SNOOP

You often hear people say the world’s a small
place. Soitisl In fact, it'§ a jolly sight tou small
for chaps who go in for snowballing ! I've found
that out—to my sorrow |

If I thought thers was any
certainly slhouldn’t have taken

danger in it, ¥
it up. DBut I

didn’t think there was. I wos staying with Skinner,

and as Skinner pointed out, there wasn’t
4 mano we knew in the district. We could.
chuek snowballs at all and sundry and get
away with it, becauso nobody would know
who we wero |

5o we went out on this bright snd snowy
morung and started bombarding tho loeals
gcod and plentyl  Noturally, we avoided
anyone who looked young enough to Lit
barlk, and concentrated on old fogeya instead,
And for a time we certainly got good fun out
of it. Several times we scared old boys out
of their lives, and once wo even had the luek
to kuock one backwards into & snowdrilk !

And then it hopponed ! Owver the other sido
of & hedge we spotted & topper, bobbing up
p:m;lh ;.Im-;n as its wearer walked along tho
113
I Of course, wo promptly guessed it was somo
local bigwig, end equally promptly gathered
G ammunition. A topper on a enowy day
in the country was & chance not to bo missod
—in more senses than one! As soon as wo
had made sufficient anowballs, we chased alter
that bobbing topper and let fly.

Our aim was true. The topper flew off
the old boy's head and the rest u{'luur AL
nition e¢rashed around his neck.
mement wo chortled.

But then he turned round. We recognised
him in & tick. That, of course, didn’t matter.
E"n‘h:;t did matter was thab he recoguised us,

a0t

If wou ever heard of such fearful luck Lads,
our vietim wwas CQuelechy himself |

He didn't eay anything., Ho couldn’t!?
But, oli crumbs, won't he have it in for us
next ferim !

Oh, yes, the world's & small place, right
enough. Aas I said to begin with, it’s o jolly
sight too small for enowballora |

or a

—

(Continued from foot of column 1.)

It's no light tasl;, chums, preparing ihe
“ Herald " for the printers in our spare 1ime
ot Greyfviars, Games ond club meetings
and regs and trips out of gates take up o lok
of our time, and it's often a difficult task {o
whip in all the members of our stefl for &
session of nowspaper edit.inig. But when we
do get going, we make the fur fly—and very
proud wa feel of oursclvea when the resuls
of our efforts comes out each Saturday
morning in the good old Maewer, to be repd
in every quarter of tho globe!

My pala and T have bad a great time over
il feative scason, and we're looking forward
1 more great times when we start tho new
term ob nGm;;fri&m Outdoors, wo've sgmo
{ivst-rate footer matches to play and eross.
country running and rowing to follow later
on==and indoors, let's hope, there will ho
high jinks, joapes, and rags in euflicient
quantity to satisly the keenest appeliio!

Pepend on it, though, chuwms—however
erowded tho term may be, wo'ro always moing
in Lod time to keep the Y Hernld ' in tho
woud position it holds to.day—ihat ol tho
sest-known and most  poepular  schoolbuey
paper on earthol

—

CHANCE FOR INVESTORS!

Kanital needed for uncelk now shkoolboy
jermal, “*The Creylvinrs Gorger.” Thia
paper will make un instant popular ap}um'!.
Cirub-fonciera and tuek-drouncers will rally o
it in their thowsands! All we need is kapital
What  offvra 2=W. G. DBUNTER, Siowly
Mo, 7 lomove,



