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2 THE PENNY

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Desperate Deed.

. AVE they gone?”
“Not yet.”
Bulstrode grunted impatiently.

. He was sitting in the armchair in
his study, in the Remove passage at Grey-
lrial:s. Snoop of the Remove was standing
at the window, looking out into the Close.

The windows of the Lower Fourth studies
commanded a view of the gates of Greyfriars,
and Snoop was watching the gates. ~ Shoop
had been standing at the window, watching
the gates, for the last ten minutes, and he
was getting tired of it, but he did not care
to csay so to Bulstrode.

A tirade, or a book lurled at his head,
would probably have been the rcsult. Bul-
strode, sitting in the armchair with his fect
on the fender, before the fire, waited very
comfortably while Snoop watched.

But he was impatient. Harry Wharton & Co.
were going out that afternoon, taking their
skates, for a run on the river, and Bulstrode
was waiting till they were gone, to carry out
a little scheme he had in his mind.  The
bully of the Remove felt safer in carrying it
out when Harry Wharton was oftf the scene.

There was a sound of footsteps in the
passage, and the study door was pushed open.
Bulstrode started a little as the eheery, hand-
rome face of Harry Wharton looked in, and
}l_]e young captain of the Remove nodded to
lim.

“Hallo!” said Dulstrode.
were going out skating?”

“Just going.”

“Called in to say good-bye?”
Remove bhully, with a sncer.

Wharton shook hls head, pretending not to
netice the snecr.

“No.” he said; “I've ecalled in to ask you
if you'd like to come.”

Bulstrode started a little. He had not
expected that.

“You are a good skater,” said Harry. I
hear that the ice is as good as cver up the
river, though the thaw has made it rotten
near Greyfriars. Like to come? Wce're all

“I thought you

asked the

going.”

Bulstrode shook his head.

“Thanks, no. 1 can’t skate. I've hurt my
leg.”

* Nothing serious, I hope?”
“It was that Chinese rat, Wun Lung!”
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said Bulstrode. with a scowl. “He tripped
me up in the Close when we came out alter
morning lessons, and gave me a hack on the
shin 1 shall feel fog days to eome.”

Wharton's face sifadowed a little.

“That's very curious,” he said. “Wun Lung
is usually an inofenmsive little chap. It’s not
like him to trip a fellow up for nothing.”

“1t waen’t for nothing,” said Frank Nugent,
from the .passage. “I saw it happen. Bul-
strode was after him, and Wun Lung tripped
him up to get away.”

*“Ol, that alters the case!”

“1 was going to twist his pigtail,” said

Bulstrode. "1 wasn't going to hurt him.”
“No; only bully him,” said Bob Cherry,

looking in. “What a beastly bully you are,

Bulstrode! You seem to enjoy making your-

self a horror to small boys.”

“If that’s all you've got to say, you may
as well get out of my study,”
sneeringly.

“With pleasure,”
“Come on, Harry !”

Harry Wharton nodded, and stepped. out
into the passage. More thuan once of late he
had tried to get on better terms with his old
enemy, Bulstrode; but it was uphill work.

How was a fellow to he on cordial terms
with a bully? And Bulstrode, though he had
sometimes shown glimpses of a better nature,
never could be cured of his favourite pastime
of hullying younger boys.

The chums of the Remove went on their
way. Therc were seven of them—Harry
Wharton, Bob Cherry, Nugent, and Hurree
Singh, Tom Brown and Mark Linley, and
Micky Desmond.

They were carrying their skates slung on
tlhieir arms. Bulstrode chuckled softly as the
door closed behind them. He knew that they
would not have gonc so quietly .if. they had
known what was working in his mind.-

Five minutes after the Remove chums had
departed, Bulstrode left his study, and went
straight across to the school tuckshop.

He looked into the shop, caught sight of
the diminutive figure of the little Celestial,
and grinned.

Wun Lung retreated further into the shop,
the smile dying off his face. He knew that
the bully of the Remove meant mischief;
and he remembered; that Harry Wharton
& Co. had gone out.

In a moment it flashed into the little
Celestial’'s mind that DBulstrode had chosen
this moment because the Famous Four were
away.

said Bob promptly.

said Bulstrode’
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“Hallo!” said Bulstrode. “Bo you're
there!”

“Me hele!”

“Good!” said Bulstrode. “I want you Lo

come for a stroll.”

“Me no wantee comee.”

“Like me to lead you by thc ear?” asked
Bulstrode agreeably.

“Me comee.”

Bulstrode chuckled.

“Come on, then.”

He slipped his arm through Wun Lung's,
and led the Chinese junior from the shop.
Snoop was waiting outside. Bulstrode gave
him & uod and a sign to follow, and strolled
towards the gates.

Wun Lung walked with him, as he had
no choice in the .matter. The bully had a
tight grip on his arm, and he could not
escape. Wun Lung's eyes were growing
round with apprehension.

He had had many a rub with Bulstrode.
and as a rule the ecunning little Oriental
had suecceded in getting the better of it.

When Bulstrode resorted to brutality, he
could generally get Harry Wharten or his
chums to interfere, and more than once Bul-
strode’s bullying had reccived a check. But
now the coast was clcar for the tyrant of
the Remove, and he evidently mecant to
make the most of his opportunity.

Evegy time his injured shin gave a
twinge, Bulstrode scowled afresh, and his
grip tightened on the arm of the little
Chinec. If Wun Lung had not been as keen
as a ncedle—as he was—he would have
known that therc was a warm time coming
for him. .

Cunning, the natural resourcc of the weak
against the strong, was all the little Oriental
had to dcpend upon. MHe walked quietly
beside Bulstrode, secrewing up a grin upon his
yellow face, but as watehful as a cat for
a4 chance to escape.

Bulstrode walked out.of the gates, and
took the path through the trees towards the
boathouse. It was a lonely spot at this
time, because there was no boating at that
scason, and the ice on the Sark lhad been
thinned Ly the thaw, and was not in a state
to bear skaters or sliders. Bulstrode had no
fear of being interrupted. -

“Whatee you do?” murmured Wun Lung
at last. ’

Bulstrode grinned
pleasant’ way.

“I'in going to make you sit up, you young
heathen retter!” he said betwcen his tecth.
“I'll teach you not to hack my shins
again!”

“Wun Lung solly.”

“I dare say you are—now!”

“Me plenty solly—no hackee shin no mole.*

“No; you won't, I think, after I've put
you through it a bit,” said Bulstrode.
“Have you got the knife to cut off his pig-
tail, Snoopey?” .

“Yes, rather!” grinned Snoop.

Wun Lung gave a wail of horrog.

in an extremely une
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“No cuttes pigtail—no cuttee pigtail
“I'm jolly well going to cut it off, but
Il lick you first,” said Bulstrode, with a
grin. “Have you got the dogwhip, Snoop?
“Here 1t is.” L
“@ive him six,” said Bulstrode, gripping
the Chinese junior tight. ~“Lay them on well,

Wun Lung wriggled.

“No mindee lickee,” he murmured;
mo cuttee pigtail,”

“You’ll see.”

Snoop, not at all averse to the work, made
the lagh of the dogwhip sing round the limbs
of the Chinee. It was a cowardly act, for
the Celestial, in Bulstrode’s grip, had no
chance of either resistance or escupe.

But not a sound of pain came from Wun
Lung. .

He bore the infliction with Oriental
stoicism, and it was hard to tcll from his fuce
whether he was hurt or not.

“8hall I give him some more?”
with relish, “He doesn’t feel it.
to make him howl!”

“No; that's enough.”

“But— - .

“That's enough, I tell you'"

“Oh, all right!” said Snoop sulkily.

r1:'|Now, open the knife and get his pigtail
off!”

Then the stoic calm of the Celestial
changed. He began to struggle flercely, and
to yell at the top of his voice.

“Help! No cuttee pigtail!
tail! Helpt!”

“Quiet, you young fool!”

“No cuttee pigtail!”

As a matter of fact, Bulstrode would never
have dared to cut off the junior's pigtail, for
Le knew very well that he would have been
called to account for it by Dr. Locke; hut
the little Chinee fully believed that he was
it carneat. ‘Bulstrode's face was very grim,

“but

said Snoop,
You ought

No cuttee pig-

and 8noop, opening the knife with his teeth,

handed it to the Remove bully.

Wun Lung made a desperate effort, =nd
tore himself away.

In a second he was flying.

“8top!" roared Bulstrode, dasling in pur-
suit.  “Stop, vou young hound! I'll give
you another licking! Stop!”

But Wun Lung did not hecd.

*It's all right!" gusped Snoop, close behind
Bulstrode. “He's going towards the river,
and he’ll never dare go on the ice. It's too
thin to be gafe,”

“Good!"

Wun Lung had run out on the boat landing-
stage. Bulstrode and Snoop -dashed towards
him. The little Chinee looked at them, and
then look® at the level ice of the river.
Here and there the thaw had made little
streams of water on the ice, and it was mani-
festly unsafe, to the most casual glance, Wun
Lung had seen it, and stopped.

Bulstrode grinned, and dashed on.
no doubt of catching the fugitive now.
Lung waved his hands wildly.

“You goee back!”

Bulstrode laughed, and ran on. The litile
Chinee turncd towards the river, and made a
desperate hound upon the ice.

Bulstrode halted, as suddenly as if a shot
had struck him. His face went white. Snoop
staggered back in horror. .

The little Celestial's feet touched the ice.
and wenb clean through. Therc was a crash
of the breaking Ice, and down went ‘Wun
Lung, deep into the black waters. Water
welled up out of the gap and flowed over the
icy surface, and the two Removites watched
in_agony for the junior’s head to reappear.

But Wun Lung did not come up! The
gap in the ice, the black waters welling there,
remained all that there was to show that the
little Chinee had gone down.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
" A Terrible Secret.
BULSTRODE stood rooted to the ground.

Wun

e seemed to be unable to believe

his eyes ‘for some moments. Snoop
N leaned against the boathouse, unable
-& move or speak.

The next minute seemed a century to hoth
Ud them.

Surely the little Chinee must reappear! It
was impossible, incredible that he had gone
to his death in the frozen river!

Yet the gap was empty, save for the black
waters, and the ice was unbroken in any
other place that the two juniors could sec.

The current had undoubtedly swept the
little Cliinee away under the ice. If he had
come up in another spot, the thin ecrust
might have broken to let him through, But
the juniors’ eves swept the ice wildly in
vair for a sign of him.

He had

“Good heavens!” muttered Bulstrode at
last. “Good heavens! It—it can't be! He
can't be dead!” . .

“He is dead—drowned!"” said Snoop in a

shrill whisper. " He—he’s dead! And you
did it, Bulstrode!”

“Shut up!” o

“I—I won't shut up! You did it—you

know you did! It was you who made him
jump on the icc! I hadn't anything to do
with it! You know I hadn't!” .

“Will you hold your tongue?” ecried Bul-
strode fiercely, advancing towards Snoop with
contracted brows and his fists clenched.

But for once the sncak of the lemove faced
him without fear. The terror of the conse-
quences of what had happened to Wun Lung
was too great for Snoop to be afraid of Bul-
strode just then.

“No, I won't!” he exclaimed. "Hands off!

I'm going to the doctor—straight to -the
Head!”

“Stop !

“I--1 won't!”

Bulstrode grasped the shivering junior by
the shoulder, and jammed him against the
wall of the deserted boathouse.

“Look bere, 8noop,” he said desperately,

iy

gl

iU
1 u it
e

“it's no good making foold of ourselves about
this, Wun Lung has gone under the ice—"

“He’'s drowned, and you did it! "

“I didn't do it any more than you did,
come to that,” said Bulstrode, with a very
white face. “Good heavens, do you think I
meant to hurt the poor little beggar? I
wasn't even going to touch lhis pigtail! It
was only a jape. You know that.”

“He believed you were!”

“How could I help it? How could 1 guess
the mad young idiot would jump on thin
ice?” said Bulstrode helplessly.  “But it's
done now, and it can't be helped. No good
making [oole of ourselves about it.” .

“What do you mean?” said Snoop, with a
deep breath.

“I mean that we'd better lold our
togues,” said Bulstrode in a low voice. “No
one has scen anything. There’s no one here.
Look here, there will be 3n inquest over this,
some time. We don’t want to have anything
to do with it. I suppose they would hring it
in accidental—"  Bulstrode .stopped. He
could not bring himself to uiter the next
word. “I suppose they will bring it in an
¢ accident,” he resumed, “but we should both

1

3

be jolly well expelled from Greyfriars. That's
certain, even if we weren't sent to prizon.”

“It was you——""

“Better think it over, Snoopey.
in it as much as I.”

“You started the whole thieg!”

“How are you going to prove that?”

“You—you wouldn't deny it?”

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, dear!” groaned Snoop. “I—I know I
ought to go to the Head. It's no good trying
to keep it dark. It's hound to come out!
You know they always say that m-m-murder
will out!”

Bulstrode gritted his tecth.

“Hold your tongue, you fool!”

"}Ve‘d better go to the Head and own

You were

“Well, g0 if you like! I sha'm't!”

“You'll be sent for!”

“1 shall deny the whole storg!" suid Dul-
strode savagely, “You couldn’'t prove I had
anything to do with it!"

Snoop’s knees knocked togcther.

“You—you villain!”

“Well, shut up, then, and do the sensible
thing!” said Bulstrode roughly, “Do you
know that this might lead to hoth of us

NANNANANNNANNANNANR
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The little Celestial’s feet touched the ice, and went clean through. There
was a crash of the breaking ice, and down went Wun Lung, deep into
the black waters.
u
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being sent to a reformatory for years, any
utterly ruined for life?”

“Qh—oh, dear!”

“I'm not going to face that.” What did the
young fool jump on the ice for? He knew it
wouldn’t bear his weight. It was suicide—
those Oriental fools are always committing
what they call ¢ hari-kiri" for-nothing at all
—and it wasn’t my fault. Wun Lung had
only himself to blame.”

Snoop nodded.

His weaker and more cowardly nature was
quite under Bulstrode's dominion, and he was
already feeling that it would be a terrible
task to present himself at the Head’s study
and inform Dr. Locke that he had had a
hand in causing the death of his Form-fellow.

“Better hold our tongues,” said Bulstrode
in a low voice. “When he—when it's found,
they'll think he went sliding, and fell through
that's all.” i

“I—I suppose so0.”

“Besides, I—"

“I say, you fellowg—-"

Bulstrode broke off suddenly at the vojce
of Billy Bunter. The fat junior’s spectacles

THE PENNY POPULAR.—-No, 272,
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came glimmering round the corner of the
boathouse.

Snoop gasped for breath.

“It's all up!” he moaned. “Bunter saw it

“Quiet!”

“But he must have—"

“You know he’s as blind as an owl!”

Snoop gasped with relief as he remembered
that circumstance. Bulstrode, who was
quick enough to act in an emergency, drew
a cigarette-case from his pocket, and opened
it. e had to account somehow to Bunter
for the fact that he and Snoop were there
behind the boathouse, and for the pallor in
Snocp’s face.

“Take one,” he whispered—* quick!”

Snoop mechanically put a cigarette be-
tween his lips.

“I say, you fellows—— Oh, here you are!
What—phew {—smoking !"

Bulstrode lighted his cigarette.

“ What's that got to do with you, you por-
poise ?” he grunted. “It’s all right, Snoopey,
you needn’'t look scared; it's not a pre-
fect.”

Snoop mumbled something.

“Smoking, ¢h?” said Billy Bunter, blinking
at them. “Jolly good thing for you I'm a
fellow of honour, and won't give you away
to a prefect.”

“Oh, go and cat coke!"

“All right, Bulstrode, I won’t give you
away. Of course, it's really.my duty to do
g0, so that you can he cured of these heastly
habits. But I won't—I'm going to stretch
a peint in your favour. By the way, could
you cash a postal-order for me?”

“"How much?”

“Ten shillings.” © |

“Yes, hand it over.”

“Well,” said Bunter slowly, “the fact is,
it hasn’'t come yet. I’'ve been disappointed
about it, owing to a delay in the post. But
it’s coming to-night at the latest, and I will
hand it direetly over to you. I want the
tash in advance, because I'm getting into a
low state of health for want of proper
nourishment.”

“Qh, get out!”

“Well, if you could advance me five bob
off it—"
“Rats!” :

“8ay half-a-crown, then. You don't know
what a struggle I'm having with my con-
science not to give you away to a prefcet
for this filthy smoking,” said Bunter
pathetically. “I know I ought to tell Car-
berry, but I'm stretching a point in your
favour. One good turn deserves another.”

Bulstrode silently drew a half-crown {rom
his pocket, and handed it cover to the Owl
of tlie Remove.

Buanter’s eves glistened.
crown, or, ratlier, snatched it as if he were
afraid that Bulstrode might alter his mind,
and slipped it into his pocket.

“Thanks very much, Bulstrode. You
woulidn’t care to make it up to the full ten
shillings, I suppose, and take my pestal-
order wlhen it comes this cvening?”

“No, I wouldn’t,” growled Bulstrode.

“Well, ncver mind. Have you seen Wun
Lung?” .

Bulstrode started, and Snoop gave a moan.
Billy Bunter was too short-sighted to sece
the pale misery in Snoop’s face, or even he
must have gucssed something.

“No," said Bulstrode, as coolly as he could.

“Oh, come off, you know,” said Bunter,
blinking at him. “You left the tuckshop
with him, and I came along to scc what you
were going to do. Where'is he?”

“I don’t know.”

“I mean, what have you done with him?”

“I—I haven't done anything with him. He
told me he was going to take a. slide on the
ice,” said Bulstrode despecrately. “Then
8noopey and I-came here to have a smoke,
and he went down the river.”

“Well, I wanted to 'see him.” Bunter
hlinked along the frozen stream, and Bul-
gtrode trembled lest he should see the gap
in the ice, and wonder how it came there.
But the Owl of the Remove did not even
notice it. “You know, he spoofed me about
some tarts, and I should like to take him to
the tuckshop to see me eat this half-crown
—what I'm going to get for the half-crown,
I mean, of course. It would be awful fun

He took the half- |’

to cash the whole of my postal-order in
advance?”

“Yes, confound you!”

“0Oh, all right?!"

And Billy Bunter toddled off, and Bul-
strode and Snoop, throwing away the cigar-
ettes, walked quickly in another direction.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Missing.

ARRY WHARTON & Co. came back
bright and ruddy in the winter
dusk, with their skates slung on
their arms. They had had a jolly

couple of lhours on the ice up the river,
where some of the girls from Cliff House
had been skating, too. Marjorie Hazeldene
was a good skater, and always glad of a
chance to go on the ice; and, needless to
say, the chums of Greyfriars were always
glad to take her there. The junlors were
feeling very cheerful as they came in at the
gates of the school in the dusk.

“Nothing like skating!” said Bob Cherry,
as they came in.

His foot slipped on a fragment of orangec-
peel dropped in the gateway by Billy Bunter,
and he whirled along for three or four yards,
and sat down with a bump.

“Ow!” he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent.

Bob Cherry glared at him. -

“What on earth are you cackling and
gurgling about, Nugent?”

“Ha, ha, ha! That is something like
skating!” .

*(iroo!”

“You said there was nothing like skating,
you know, and then—"

“Ow! I'm hurt!” ' .

“Never mind; think—it might have been
me!”

That thought did not seem to afford Dob
Cherry muchk comfort. He rose, and growled
and grumbled.

“I wish I knew who put that orange-pecl
there!” he said. “I should like fo interview
him very much., I say, I'm hungry!”

“What-ho!” said Harry Wharton feclingly.
“Nothing like exercize in the kcen air to
give you an appetite.”

“Wun Lung said he would have tea ready
at six sharp,” said Bob Cherry. “He’s pro-
mised not to ecook any of his blessed Chinese
dishes, but to let us have something decent.
What’s the time now?”

“8ix just striking.”

“Good!”

The juniors crossed the Close to the School
House. They met Ogilvy of the Remove as
they went in. Both dug him in the ribs, and
the Scottish' junior turned round with a gasp.

“Tea ready?” asked Bob.

“I don’t know. I've been in the gym.”

Bob Cherry snorted.

“Aren't you invited to tea in my study.
and isn't it six?” he exclaimed.

“Yes; I've just come in for it.
Lu‘ng ggtting tea?”

“Well, he wasn't five minutes ago,” said
Ogilvy. “Bunter was inquiring for him, and
said he had looked in No. 13, and he wasn't
there.”

“The young bounder! Wy, if he’s for-
gotten to get tea I'Nl scalp him!” exelaimed
Bob Cherry indignantly. “Come on, you
ehaps!”

They ascended the stairs, and went alony
the Remove passage to the study at the end
—NXo. 13, tenanted by Bob Cherry, Mark
Linley, and Wun Lung, the Chinee. There
was no light under the door. Bol Cherry
pushed it open, The room was in darkness,
the gas unlighted, not a glimmer of fire in
the grate,

Bobh Cherry growled.

“Well, this is a ripping welcome home, I
must say!” he exclaimed. “Where is that
young bounder of a Chinee?”

“He jolly well isn’t here!” said Ogilvy. “If
this is the way you run your tea-parties,
Cherry, I'll be excused next time. I'll go
and see if there’s anything going on in Hall."

“What-ho!” said Tom Brown. “You can
call up when the grub turns up, Bob.”

“Faith, and I'm wid ye!” remarked Micky
Dcsmond.

And the three junlors walked off. Boh
Cherry lighted the gas in No. 13, and looked
round the room, There was no sign of Wun

to take him there and let him watch me cat. | Lung

You don't know where he is?”
“QOn the ice somewhere, I suppase.”
“The ice isn’t safe down the river.”
“Well, that's his look-out,”

“Yes, I suppose it Is. Well, I'm going to

the tuckshop—you’re sure you wouldn't care"
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“Well, I'm sorry,” said Boh. “I left the
shopping and everything to that—that toad.
I can’'t understand his' failing me like this.
It’s not like him. He's a queer little toad,
but he generally keeps his word. I suppose
you fellows are too sharp set to wait while
1 shop and get tea?” ’

Is Wun-

Friday.

“What-ho!” said Nugent emphatically.

“Let’s go into Hall,” said Mark Linley.

“Good! We can look for Wun Lung alter-
wards, and scalp him.”

“Jolly good!”

“There's some stuff herc we ean take into
Hall,” said Bob Cherry, opening the cup-
board door. “I've a lot of ham, and a pot
of marmalade in hand, as wcll as heaps of
bread and biscuits. Here—— Hallo, bhallo,
hallo!"

“What's the matter?”

“They're gone!”

Bob Cherry stared blankly into the empty
cupboard.

“Gone?”

“Yes,” every blcssed morsel!
has been herc!”

“A little joke of Wun Lung's,"” suggested
Nll;:Ient, grinning.

“If it is, I'll curc him of playing little
**More

Somchbody

jokes!” said.Bob Cherry wrathfully.
likely it's Bunter.”

“Yes, much mniore likely,” agreed Wharton.
“Anyway, if the stuff's gone, we'd better be
gone, too, before they've scoffed up every-
thing in Hall.”

“Good !" .

And the hungry juniors went down to tea.
They were in time to get a meal, fortunately.
Bob Cherry looked round wrathfully for Wun
Lung at the Remove table, hut the little
Chinee was not to be seen.

The conviction foreed itself upon Bob
Cherry’s mind that Wun Lung Lad taken the
food from the study, and was having a quiet

feed on his own somewhere. The little
Celestial had a peculiar sense of humour,
which his friends did not always exactly

appreciate.

“I'll warm him presently,” Bob confided to
Nugent, in a whisper. “By Jove!”

And Nugent nodded sympatheticaliy.

After tea, Bob proceeded to look for his
Chinese ehum. But Wun Lungowas not to he
found. About half an hour later Bob looked
into No. 1 Study, where Harry Wharton &
Co. were hard at work—not at their prep, but
studying Shakespearian parts for a forth-
coming performance by the Junior Dramatic
Society. .

Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh had
their parts in their hands, while Billy Bunter
sat in the armchair and blinked discon-
tentedly at them. .

“I say, you ehaps * began Beoh Cherry.

Wharton Leld up his hand wari:ingly.

“Hush!”

“Eh! What’s the matter?”

“We're at work.”

“Oh, rats! I suy—"

“Hush!”

“But—" °

“*Friends, Romans, countrymen. lend me
your ears,” ™ said Nugent impressively, “<I
come to bury C:wmsar, not to raise¢ him.” ”

*¢ Praise him,” you ass!”

“Rats! It's ‘raise him ! here.”

“Then you've copied it incorrectiy.”

“I don’t know. The word seems to fit—-"

“Ass! Look ab the Shakespeare there.”

“Oh, rats! Too much like work. 1'll take
your word for it. ‘I comec to bhury Cesar,
not to praise him. The evil that men do
lives after them——' " .

“Look here—-"

“8hut up, Cherry! * The
interred with their bones—’"

“Yes, but I say—"

“Go and eat coke! *8o let it be with
Ceesar.” ™

“I say, you fellows,” said Bunter, from
the armchair, “if you like, I'll he &rtage-
manager for you. Of course, I ought to be

goed is oft

Brutus. But as you’re too jealous of me to
give me . a show, I don’t mind stage-
managing.”

“But we do,” said Nugent promptly.

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

“Look lhere,” said Bob Cherry, “chuck that
pifiie for a minute. I can’t tind Wun Lung
anywhere.” .

“Well, give him a licking to-morrow.”

“1 don't want to lick - him,” said Boh,
looking worried. “I’'m afraid that some-
thing's happened to him.”

“Eh!” Wharton laid down his part on the
table at once. “What? Something happened
to Wun Lung?” . -

“He's missing !"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Disappearance.

(" ISSING !”
‘The chums of the Remove
repeated the word simultane-

ously. Bob Cherry nodded. He
was looking quite haruassed.
“I can’t find him anywhere, and nobsdy
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geems to kmow what's become of him,” he
said. “He hasn’t been seen all the after-
noon, and I heard that he missed call-over.
Where can he be, Bunter?”

“I don’t know,” said Bunter.

“Russell says he saw him with you in the
tuckshop.”

“0h, that was just after you chaps went
out,” said Bunter, “He treated me rottenly.
He took me to the tuckshop, and then pre-
tended to think that I wus going to treat
him, instead of his treating mec. He went off
with Bulstrode.”

“Bulstrode !”

“Yes, and then he went skating on the
river.”

“We saw nothing of him,” said Wharton.
_“No, Bulstrode said he went down the
Tiver.”

Harry looked alarmed.

“Down the river! DBut the ice isn't safe
lower down the Surk. Surely Wun Lung
knew that it wasn't safe?”

“He kncw it all right,” said Bob Cherry.

e’

.and he was there a long time.
.| may-have played some sort of rotten trick

and he did not look round as the juniors
<utercd.

“Bulstrode!" exclainmed Harry.

The Remove bully looked up at last.

“Hallo! What do you want?"

“Wun Lung is missing. Do
where he is?”

* How should I know?"

“That iz not an answer to my cuestion,”
said Harry quictly. *I know that once you
shut up a fag in a vault, your idea of a joke.
I think you

you know

on Wun Lung.”

“Well, I haven't!”
sneer.

“You saw him go on the river?”

“Yes. He said something about going on
the ice down to the village. I didn’t take any
particular notice at the tine.”

“Did you see him go on the ice?”

“No. He went down the bank.”

“When was that?”

Bulstrode yawned.

said Bulstrode, with a
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“Ths watchers in the dormitory held their breath.

“I told him myself; besides, I can’t under-
stand hig going skating, because I asked him
to come with us, and ke said it was too cold
to go skating.”

“It’s very odd,. then.”

“The . oddfulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Is it possible
that the esteemed DBulstrode has not spoken
in strict zccordfulness with the honourable
facts? Ho may have becn treating the un-
fortunate Wun Lung to the estecemed bully-
fulness.”

“I'm going to speak to Bulstrode,” said Bob
Cherry. .

“We'll come with you.”

The chums of the Remove left Study No. 1,
and went along to the next, which was
occupicd by Bulstrode, Hazeldene,.2nd Tom
Brown, the New Zealander. Bulstrode was
there. He was sitting in .a chair before the
fire, his eycs fixed on the glowing cmbers,

“I can't remember cxactly. I didn’t take
any notice of the time.”

“It may be a serious matter, Bulstrode. If
Wun Lung went on the ice, he may have gone
through. It’s not safe below the Pool, as
you know.”

“By George!” said Bulstrode, with a start.
“I didn’t think of that. I should be awfully
sorry if anything happened to him. Let me
see—I think it was about half-past three.”

“And you haven't seen him since?”

“No. Bunter may have. Ile was looking
for him, I remember.”

“No. Bunter says he hasn't.”
© “Well, the best thing would be to look for
him along the river,” said Bulstrode.

“I suppose so."”

The juniors quitted the study. As the door
closed, Bulstrode rose from his chair. His
face was haggard. Hc thrust Lis Lands decp

!

into his trousers-pockets, and tramped up and
down the room.

“I'm not to Llame!" he muttered. Tley
can’t say I'm to blame! I—I never m.cant
to hurt the young fool. How was I to know
that he would be such a mad fool? It's no
good my saying anything. either. It can’t
bring him back. "It docsn't matter whether
they find the—the body to-day, or to-morrow,
or the next day. Best to say nothing.” 5

He started as the door copened. Snoop
came in with a face so ghastly that it scemed
as if it had been chalked over.  Bulstrode
gave him a savage look.

“What's the matter?”

“They've missed him.”

“Him! Who?"

“You know who I mean. Wun Lung!”

1 don't know anything about it,” said
Bulstrode. grinding his teeth; and if you're
sensible you won't know anything about it
cither, Snoop. If you go about with a face
like that, you'll give yourself away at once.”

“I—I can't lhelp it!” groaned Snoop, sink-

S

B NNNAANAANANANANNANNANANANANANANANNAANAAANANNANANNANNNANNANANANANNANANANNANANNAANANANANANNANANNNR

ing into a chair. “I-—I feel as if evcrybody
can see it in my face." -

“So they can, you fool, if-you look like
that!” said Bulstrode.

“I can't help it. It’s horrible!”

“You fool! What's the good of giving it
away? Mind, if you let it out, you face it
alone. Anything you say about me I shall
demounce as a lic. You'd hetter think
whether you're likely to he believed or nof.
The fellows haven't fergotten how you lied
about Mark Linley, and got him sent to
Coventry.”

Snoop groaned. Trie enough, any state-
ment hic might make in accusation of anybody
had very little chance of being believed.

“What shall we do?”

“Do? Nothing; only keep our mouths shut.
What would be the good of talking? We
can’t help Wun Lung now.”

" THE PeNNY Porrran,—No, 272,
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“It's—it’s horrible!”

"Well, if you want to get sent to a re-
formatory for tem years you'd better go
about with a face Jike that!” said Bulstrode.

“0Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I know I shall give
it all away scon!” groaned Snpoop. “I1-1
can’'t listen to the fellows talking about it
without letting cut that I know something.
We may all be questioned, too, by the Head.”

“Well, you needn’t say anything.”

“That’s ali very well for you. I—I haven't
got your merve.”

Bulstrode gave him a
scotn.

“You cowardly worm!” he exclaimed. “Look
ticre, I'll tell you what to do. Put on an
illness, and get sent into the sanatorium for
a few davs. That will get you out of all
of it. Goodness knows, you look ill enough!
say you've got a cold.”

frioop hrightened up.

The prospect of getting out of the continual
cussion ¢f Wun Lung’s disappearance, and
away fromn questioning, was a solace to him.

“You think they'd believe me¥" he asked. .

“Look in the glass!” said Bulstrode, with a
sneer, .

“noop looked in the glass. He started as
ke saw the reflection of hiz ghastly face. He
icoked ill enough in all conscience. His skin
was almost colourless, and his eyes hollow,
and there was perspiration in big drops cn
l:is Torehead.

“You look sicker than most chaps do when
tliey go into the sanatorium!” sneered Bul-

glance of savage

<trode. “Go and speak to thc locusekeeper
it once!™
“I-I'll do it.”

And Snoop left the study, his knees knock-
ing togcther,

Bulstrode sat down to his table to work.
He had to do lis prep. It was necessary that
lic should keep up an appearance of being
absolutely undisturbed. But he could not
work. Dver between him and his words a
lace scemed to come—the frightened facc of
the little Chinee as he had turned on the
kank of the river.

Bulstrode rose at last with a suprressed
croan and left the study. He walked down
tfo the housckeeper's room, and found Mrs,
Lebble there. He inquired about Snoop.

“He is quite ill,” said Mrs. Kebble. *I
kave sent him into the infirmary, Bulstrode.
I think he must have taken a chill. He was
all of a tremble.”

“Ah! I thought he looked geedy,”
Bulstrode. :

He left the housekeeper’s room more easy
in his mind. Snoop, at all events, was out
«f the reach of questioning, and no longer in
risk cf blurting out the truth at any moment.

The whole schcol seemed to be discussing
tie disappearance of Wun Lung now.

Harry Wharton had gone to Wingate, the
captain of Greyfriars, to tell him what Le
feared. Wingate had at oncc seen the seri-
ousness of the matter, and he had promptly
informed Mr. Quelch, the missing hoy’s Form-
qaaster. Mr. Quelch ordered an immediate
search along the river.

Gladly would the Removites have jolned in
the quest of their missing Form-feliow, but it
was not allowed. -A dozen of the Sixth went
down the Sark with lanmterns to look for
{races of the missing lad.

The juniors waitced anxiously enough for
their return.

Nothing could he done—work was neglected,
every custommary amusement was dropped.
The juniors stood about in groups discussing
the matter in low voices. The shadow of the
wings of the Angel of Death scemed to have
fallen upon the school. . .

It was past the usual hedtime of the
juniors hefere the search-party returned. But
ro one thought of bed. Mr. Quelch, seeing
ic keen alarm and anxiety in the hoys’ faces,
aliowed them to remain up until Wingate and
the rest returned. Two Form-masters had
gone with the seniors to search.

They came in at last, muddy and weary and
despondent.

A single glance at their faces showed that
they had had no sucecess. )

Harry Wharton heard Wingate make his
report to Mr. Quelch,

“No trace of him, sir. There were a good
many holes in the ice towards the village,
but no sign of the hoy anywhere.”

Mr. Quelch nodded without speaking, and
went away to see the Head in his study.

Carberry the prefect came to sec the Re-
move to their dormitory. Carberry the hully
was quite subdued now.

He remembered many an act of brutality
towards the boy whose body, it seemed only
too prohable, was now lying at the bottom of
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the Sark. And Carberry was strangely gentle
that night to the juniors. The Remove went
to bed, but not to sleep.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘The Qhost of Wun Lung!

HERE was usually a buzz of talk in
the junior dormitories for some time
after lights were turned out, but on
the present night it was prolonged

much further than usual. With Wun Lung’s
empty bed in the dormitory, and the fate of
the, Chinese junior still unknown, none of
the Removites felt inclined for sleep.

For an hour, at least, they lay awake, talk-
ing over the mysterious disappearince of Wun
Lung, and gencrally agreeing that only one
thing could have become of him—that he had
fallen through the ice of the Sark.

Harry Wharton and his friends cherished a
faint hope that therc might be somc other
explanation.

Wun Lung was a keen fellow cnough, and
could generally be trusted to take care of
Limself, He had known that the jce was un-
safe. His skates, tco, were in lis’ room, so
if he had gone on the ice it was simply to
slide. Why should be do so? Yct, if that was
not his fate, what had become of him?

That was a question to which Wharton
could find no answer.

He turned it over and over in s mind, the
conviction forced itself upon him that they
would never see Wun Lung in life again; yet
a faint hope still struggled against that
conviction. .

The boys one by ome dropped oft to sleep.

Harry Wharton was one of the last to
slumnher. But there was one boy in the
Remove dormitory who did not sleep at all.

It was Bulstrode!

There was another sleepless lad, tossing and
turning, in the school infirmary—il! in mind
if not in body. Snoop suffered more than
Bulstrode. Bulstrode had hardened himself
into a desperale niood. He felt far less con-
cern for the fate of his victim than for his
own safety.~ But he could not sleep. He was
s?ic enough, apparently, but he could not
sleep.

He lay awakc and heard the clock strike
eleven.

Blackness lay upon Greyfriars—hardly a
star glimmered in at the high windows of the
Reimnove dormitory.

Still Bulstrode could not slcep.

Why was it that that pale, [rightened face
would ever keep appearing before his eyes—
open or closed, it was just the same.

The bully of the Remove groaned in spirit.

Why could he not forget for a few minutes?
What would he not have given to sleep? But
slecp refused to come.

“You {fellows awake?”
last.

The sound of his own voice in the stillness
o! the dormitory startled him, and he
shivered. Gladly would he have heuard a reply
rem anyone; but the Remove were fast
asleep now.

Only steady breathing answered the Remove
bully’s- question.

. The whole dormitory slept—save Bulstrode!

He turned and turned again. At last his
senses began to grow dimmer, and he hoped
that he was about to slecp.

Then suddenly he started into broad wake-
[ulness.

- There was a sound in the dormitory!

What the sound was Bulstrode did not
know—-and at any other timec hc would have
taken no notice of it, for the nerves ol the
Remove bully were generally good.

But now the falling of a feather would have
startled him.

He raised his head frdm the bedclothes, and
cast a quick, fearful glance up and down the
long, dark room.

What was that sound?

Was it a faint footfall?

And what—what was that glimmer of
light—that glimmer of faint phosphorescent
light that broke the blackness of the
dormitory?

Bulstrode gazed at it, [ascinated.

There was no doubt about it—it was no
dream. A strange, ghostly light was glim-
mering and gquivering through the gloom.

Slowly—slowly the outlines of a face
apneared in the midst of the glimmer.

Bulstrode pat up in bed, and sat still—
aching with fear, the sweat running down his
bedy. What was the [ace he saw in that
ghostly glimmer?

There was no mistake!

It was not fancy!

It was the face of Wun Lung. The face of
the missing junior, whose body lay at the
bottom of the Sark, i

said DBulstrode at

Bulstrode gazed and gazed.

Clearer and clearer the face came in the
strange, unearthly light, till Bulstrode could
distinguish every feature—the alimond eyes,
the strange olive skin, the pig-tailed,_ head.

It was Wun Lung!

The vision came ncarer to Bulstrcde's bed.

And as it approached, the Remove hully
found his voice.

A wild ycll-rang through the dormitery.

On an instant the light vanishcd—the vision
disappeared. There was a faint sound again
in the dormitory, lost in the noise Bulstrode
made, as he scramblied wildly out of hed.

*“Oh, oh! The glost! Help!”

“What on earth’s the.matter?”

“Who's that yelling?”

“What is it?”

“Help !t

“Bulstrode !”

“The ghost!”

“What on earth—"

“Oh, Heaven! The ghost!”

Harry Wharton, amazed and alarmed,
sprang out of bed, and lighted a candle.

Bulstyode was slanding beside his bed,
trembling in every limb.

He turned a ghastly look upen Wharton.

“What is the matter?” asked Harry, step-
ping quickly towards him, thinking that he
must be in a fit of some kind.

“The ghost!”

“What?”

“The ghost!”

Harry looked at him closely. It needcd
only a look to show him that Bulstrode was
in deadly earnest—in a state of shivering
terror. What was the cause of it?

“Bulstrode! What do you mean?”

“I saw it!” - i

“You saw what?”

Bulstrode gasped for breath.

“The ghost of Wun Lung!”

There was a general exclamation
dormitory.
now,
words.

“You've becn dreaming,” said Wharten
soothingly. “You've let the matter get cn
your mind, Bulstrode.”

“1t wasn't a drecam,” said Bulstrode, shiver-
ing. “It was real enough. There was a sort
of ghostly light, and then I saw his face—
Wun Lung's face.”

“But it’s impossible !”

“I tell you I saw him!”

*1t must have been somebody japing,” said
Nugent, *“though I hope- there’'s no fellow
here who would jape on such a subject.”

“Not likely!”

“Bulstrode dreamed it.”

“I didn't dream it,” said Bulstrode, shivcr-
ing, but a little calmer now. *“I don’'t under-
stand it, hut I didu’t dream it.” L

“It's jolly funny!® remarked Wharton
seriously. “But I tell you what. I'm game
to stay awake, if you are, to sce whether
the ghost returns.”

“Oh, he won’t come back to-night!® said
Bulstrode.

“Well, are you game to stay awake??

“If you like.”

Harry Wharton turned to Nugent.

“ What do you say, Nugent?? .

“] don't mind keeping awake,” said Nugent.
41 don’t think there's anything in Bulstrode's
varn, but it'l! probably quieten his nerves if
we stay up with him for a while.” :

“ @et some of your things on, then,” nrged
Wharton. “We'll take up our position by
the door. If Bulstrode's yarn is true, the
ghost is bound to make for his bed if he
returns.”

“« ANl right.?

The tlhiree juniors put on their coats and
trousers, whilst the rest of thec Removites
lay back on their pillows, and werc soon fast
asleep again. -

¢ Ready?” whispered Wharton ab lergth.

£ YCS-”

“Well, come along, and don't make a
noise.” N

Wharton led the way to the door, followed
by Nugent and Bulstrode.- They were: going
to lay in wait for the “ghost.” But would
the spectre make its appearance? That was
the thought that ran through each c¢f tke
juniors' minds.

in the
All the Removites were awale
and everyone hcard Bulstrode’'s wild

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Does Not * Savvy.”
‘e WELVE !” muttered Harry Wharton,
l The last hooming stroke of mid-
night ied away, and a more solemin
and - ghostly stillness ' seemed to
settle upon the dormitory.
A quarter of an hour passed.
Wharton gave a sudden start.,
A faint sound had reached his ears,
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® Look out!” he whispered. «Quiet!”

A shiver passed through them.

They knew that there was now somcone
else in the dormiitory—whether earthly or
unearthly, there was now anothcr there, close
to them in the darkness. «

The watchers in the dormitory held their
breath.

From the darkness a faint light glimmered
out—a dim, phosphorescent light that scemned
to tell of un unearthly presence.

It glimmered out ncar Bulstrode’s bed, now
unoccupied.

Harry Wharton's heart was beatinF hard.
But he did not flinch. Tle stepped lorward
to reach the door of the dormitory. Earthiy
or unearthly, the visitor to the dormitory
should not leave it unchallenged.

The light glimmered out more strongly.

In the pale, ghostly gleam a face appcared.

Billstrode set his teeth hard to keep back
a cry of horror. It was the Face of the
little Chinee—a face white, startling, gbastly,
as from the grave.

Surely that was no living face!

A soft voice was audible in the darkness:

“ Bulstlode ”

Bulstrode was silent,

The glimmering face moved on towards the
unoccupied bed.

“Dulstlode! Wake!"”

Still dead silence.

Nugent’'s heart was in his mouth. Bul-
strode’s teeth were hard set. Harry Whar-
ton silently opened the door of the  dormi-
tory, reached out to the eclectric switch just
outside the door, and pressed it.

Whatever was the secret he would know it.

The click of the switch was immediately
followed by a Llaze of illumination in the
Remove dormitory.

Nugent and Lulstrode, dazzled, uttered a
simultaneous exclamation, For the momen
they could see nothing clearly. " -

There. was another cry in the room—a
s startled cry.

Wharton jammed the door shub again, and
put his back to it.

“Wun Lung!” he shouted.

It was the Chinee!

In the blaze of electric light he was full
in the view of the juniors.

There he stood. Lisz almond eyes dilated,
moving from onc to another of the watchers
of the dormitory. .

He made a quick spring towards the door,
hut stopped as he zaw Harry Wharton stand-
ing there. .

. Wharton fixed his cyes upon ihe Chinese
junior.

“Wun Lung! The game’s up now!”

The Chinee hlinked at him in dismay.

There was no doubt that it was Wun
Lung, alive and well, and nothing in the
nature of a ghost. Already a smile was
lurking round the lips of the little Celestial,

“Wun Lung!” muttered Nugent. & Alive!™

Bulstrode gave a cry of rage.

“You young hound! Alive!”

The Chinee grinned at him.

“Me alivee, Bulstlode!”

“You—you young beast! You—"

“Me flighten you,”. snid Wun Lung com-
posedly. “What you tinkee? You euttee
off pigtail, Bulstlode—eh?”

“I wasn't going to touch it, you young
fool ! ’

“You sayee cuttee off.”

“Yes, hbut—
“You lickee Wun Lung—lickce with
whippee.”

“Yes, I mizht have guessed that,” said
Wharton sternly. “It serves :you jolly -well
right what you've gonc through, Bulstrode,
ag far as that goes.”

Bulstrode was silent. He felt that that
was true; and, indeed, at the present moment
there was more of relief than of anger in
his breast. -

“You young raseal,” wént .on Wharton;
“you jumped on the ice, knowing you would
go through, and swam away?”

The little Chineehodded and grinned.

“You swam away under the ice, and came
up further dowh the stream—"

“Among the bul-lushes,” murmured Wun,

Bulstrode made a gesture of rage.

All - the- time, -then, that he had been
enduring that terror and agony of mind
outside the boathouse, Wun Lung had beer
watching him and quietly enjoying the
scene! .

“And why did you not show up after-
wards?” demanded Wharton.

“Me tinkec punish Dulstlode. DMe ple-
tenidee dcad—me buzzee off,” said Wun
Lung cheerfully. “Aftel dalk mec sneakce
in back way—takee glub flom study cup-
hoald, and hidce in box-loom.”

“You" young rascal! You took Bob
Cherry’s grub, instead of getting tea ilor
us.”

S,

“What you tinkee?”

“And didn't you know how much anxicty
you were causing?” said Ilarry severely.
*You made the wholc scheol think you were
drowned. And then you played ghost——"

“Me puttec. Me wantec tinkee deadee,
makee DBulstlode sit up. Punish beastly
bully, me tinkes. You savvy?”

*“And then you played ghost—"

“What you tinkee?” '

“With a little phosphorus,” said Harry.
“You are a cunning little raseal. It serves
Bulstrode right; but what about the rest
of us? Didn't you thipk wec should cave
at all for your being drown=d4?"

The little Chinee
pentant.

“Me no tinkee.”

“You ought to have thought of that. It
was a mad trick to play.”

“Me flichten beastly bully Bulstlode.”

“Yes, you've done that.”

“Me ownee up in a week or so,” said Wun
Lung. :

“You young duffer! You were going to
Lkeep this game up for a week?” exclaimed
Wharton, in surprise.

“What you tinkce?” . -

“Well, I'm glad you're alive,” said Bul-
strode. “You ought to have a record lick-
ing for playing such a mad trick.”

“Velly good tlickce.”

“What will Mr. Quelch say to it?” said
Wharton. “IHave you thought of that? The
whole school has Dhecen upset, and work
interrupted, by your fatheaded jape. What
explanation are you going to make to the
Head?”

Wun Lung looked startled.

“Me no tinkee of that,” he aaid.

“What! You didn't think of that'!”

“No tinkee.” confesscd Wun Lung. “Me
only tinkee gonod japee—punish bully Bul-
stlode. Me solly.”

“My only hat!” said Wharton, surprised
hy the statement. He had bhefore noticed
the curious limitation of the Oriental
intellect, which seemed to cnable the little
Chinee to think only of a matter imme-

diately at hand, without considering the
future. “But you'll have to explain, Wun
Lung.”

“Me tinkee what sayee,” szaid Wun Lung.
“Makee up someting.”

Wharton frowned.

“You'll tell the truth,
You-—-"

Wharton was interrupted. The door of the
dormitory suddenly opcoced, and Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove, strede in.

“What does this mean?” hc exclaimed
angrily. “I think it is fortunate that I hap-
pencd to be working late this evening, ard
saw the reflection of your lighted windows
from mine in the Close. What do you mean
by lighting up the dormitory at this hour,
and being out of bed? What—-"

The angry Form-master broke off as e
saw Wun Lung.

He gazed at the Celestial for some moments
with his eyes almost starting from lLis head,
scarcely able to belicve what he saw.

“Wun Lung!” he gasped at last.

“Yes, sil,” said Wun Lung meckly.

“Boy! What—what does this mean?
—you are alive?”

“Me tinkce so,. sil.”

Harry Wharton plunged into hed to dis-
guise a chuckle. He fancied that Wun Lung
would he able to take care of himself.

“Wun Lung, you have just returned, I

you young duffcr.

You

looked comically re~
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Yes, sir.”

“Where have you been, Wun Lung?”

“No savvy.”

“You have becn absent more than a whole
day. We believed that you were drowned
in the Sark. Have you bcen in the river?”

“Yes, sil.”

The whole Remove were wide awake now,
sitting up in bed and staring alternately
at the little Chince and the Form-master.
Wun Lung was looking quite calm and
meek. He did not secm to be aware of the
scnsation his return was causing.

“Did you fall in?”

“Yes, sil.”

“And went under the iee?”

“Yes, sil.”

“But you got out again, evidently. Why
have you allowed us to Dbelieve that you
were drowned all this time?” demanded the
Remove-master.

Wun Lung’e face assumed an expression of
hopeless puzzlement.

“No savvy, sil.”

“What! You understand me well enough,
boy. You have hidden yourself away all
this time, and caused us great anxiety.
Why did you do it?”

“No savyy, sil.”

“Boy, answer mc!”

“Yes, sil.”

“Why have you played this outrageoua
trick?”

“Me no savvy.”

Mr. Quelch made an angry gesture.

“Yery well, you will answer 1o the IIcad
in the morning!™ he cxclaimed. “Go to bed
at once now!"” .

The Chinee turned in, and Mr. Quelch,
greatly perplexed, but much relieved in hix
mind by the safe return of the Chinee, ex-
tinguished the light and retired. Ie went
directly to inform the Illead of Wun Lung's
return before going to hed.

In the Remove dormitory Wun Lung waa
assailed hy a volley of questions. Te did
not answer one of them. The only reply that
came from the little Cclestial's bed :was a
succession of steady snores.

And, after shouting and threatening anid
hurling boots at him for some time, the
l{lemovites gave it up and allowed him io
sleep.

Early in the morning the little Chinee was
called hefore the Head. Whether he feli
any inward trepicaticn or not, his manner
as he appeared in the doctor's study was
calm as of old, and his smile was childlike
and bland.

Dr. Locke bent a-severe glance upon him.
_ “Wun Lung, you seem to have played an
inexplicable trick upon us. You have caused
us all to feel the greatest anxiety.™

“Me solly.”

“ Why did you do it?”

Wun Lung rubbed "his forehead thought.
fully, and did not reply.

“Have you no explanation to offer?”»

“No savvy.”

“Come, Wun Lung, you must know your
reason for this foolish action.”

“No savvy.®

“Is it possible, Mr. Quelch, would you
think, that his brain was affected by a nar-
row escape, and that he was not responsible

for his actions?” said the Head, aszide. «T1g
would certainly seem that he does no#
understand it hiraself.”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips. .

“It is possible, sir, but not probable. Yet

the possibility makes it impossible to use
very severe measures to make him explain.”

“That is what I think. Wun Lung, I shall
reflect upon this matter, and meanwhile I
hope you will see the advisability of making
o frec and full confession. You may go.”

And Wun Lung went.

The free and full confession
{na_de, but Wuin Lung was not calted up fol
judgment. It was not easy to deal with the
little Oriental as with an English hoy; and
the Ilead knew that le would reccive na
answer from Wun Lung except that he did
not “savvy."™ And it was a long time before
the gossip of 'the school reached the Head
and acquainted him with the true explana-

Wwas neves

Lung. “While Bulstlodc lookée at gappee in| presume. and that is why the light is on in | tion of the disappearance of Wun Lung.
ice, me lookee at Bulstlode flom the bul- | the dormitory. Is that the case, Whar.
lushes.” . ton?” THE END.
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FOILING THE FUGITIVE!

A Magnificent Leng Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School. '

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mr. Manders’ Cousin.

i HE beast!”
~The rotter!”
“The low-down Prussian!”

Thus Jimmy Silver, Lovell, ‘Rahy,
and Newcome, the Fistical Four of Rookwood
sehool,

The lamentations of the Classical chums
were loud and forcible. :

They were in a very wrathful mood.

They had bLeen over to the Modern side for
the purpose of ragging their rivals, Tommy
Dodd & Co. *

On thie way they had come into contoct
with Mr. Manders, the Modern master.

They had certainly been mnaking more noise
than was absolutely necessary, with the re-
salt* that Mr. Manders had come down on
them rather more heavily than usual.

The Fistical Four had received two swishes
of the cane on eacl hand, and as the Modern
master did not require any instruction in the
art of “laying it on,” the last quarter of an
hour had been a very painful one for Jimmy
silver & Co. .

“1 wish 1 was the Head!” remarked Jimmy
Silver at length.

*“EW?” exclaimed Lovell in surprise. “What
the dickens do you want to be the giddy
Head for?” .

“And I wish Menders was a hoy in the
Third,” went on Jimmy Silver.

“My hat! What ever for?”

“So that I could get a bit of my own hack
cn the rotter!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
lorcibiy. “1'd make the bounder sit up!
I"d give him lines by the million, and keep
lim. accupied from morning to might, @nd
vight to morning—Sundays included!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovel! & Co.

“If I had my way,” continued Jimmy Silver
wartmly, “he wouldn't be allowed to remain
av a decent school like Rookwood, ' 'The
chap's a Hun—a measly, low-down Prussian!”

“Quite so.” agreed- Lovell, “and he wants
a jolly good humping!”

“He wants boiling in oil, you mean!” suid
Jimmy Silver.

“Well, anything like that!” said Lovell
firmly. “He’s got to be shown that he ean’t
cane Ciassical fellows whenever he likes. And
it’s little us who's going to sliow him the
error of his ways.”

*“Qh, good!”

“The question is, what sort of whceze are
we going to work on the rotter?”

Lovell looked at his chums. Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcome looked at Lovell,

“Well?” said Lovell at length.

“Well?” said Jimmy Silver, Newcome, and
Raby in one voice.

“Haven't you got a wheeze?” asked Lovell.

“Haven't you?” quesfioned Jimmy Silver.

“No. I thonght you—"

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“I suppose the job will have to be dcne by
Uncle James,” he remarked. “Never mind.
Uncle James is not a back number yet. Look
here! You know Manders always keeps a big
fire_going in his study.”

“Does he?” qucried Lovell,

“Didn't you notice it blazing away when we
were in his study?’ demanded Jimmy Silver.

“I'm afraid I didn't,” said Lovell. I
{z‘gess I had my eyes on tglat blessed cane of
his,”

“Well, it was flaring away for all it was
worth!” said Jimmy Silver. “Now. my idea
is for one of us to pop into his study and
pull down the register.”

“What's the register?” asked Newcome
irnocentiy. "

Jiminy Silver glared.

“Fathead!” he exclaimed. “The register is
a thing at the back of the grate that allows
the smoke to go up the chimney.”
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“Well?”

“Supposing the register is puiled down, and
the smoke can’'t go up the chimney?”

“Then it'll come down,” said Lovell.

“0f course it will!” said Jimmy Silver
rather smappily. “It’ll all come into Man-
ders’ show, and blacken everything in the
room, What’s more, it’ll send Manders into
a blue fit when he enters the smoky room.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just the thing!” said Lovell.

“Trust your Uncle James in times of emer-
gepcy!” said Jimmy Silver grandly. “I'm
going to buzz along to Manders’ study now
and work the giddy oracle!”

“You'll want my assistance—"
Lovell. .

“Not at all!” said Jimmy Silver, with a
wave of the hand. “Too many cooks spoil
the jolly broth, you know, Besides, if you
come there's more likelihood of Mandcrs spot-
ting one of us, and we don’t want another
bust up with the old bird.”

“Oh, all right!” said Lovell
“Buzz off, Jimmy, old son!
do the thing properly!”

Jimmy Silver “buzzed off,” with the firm
intention of carrying out his scheme in a
proper manner.

The lecader of the Fistieal Four wended his
way towards the door which separated the
two houses.

He passed through into the Modern house,
and was soon in the corridor in which Mr.
Manders' study was situated.

Jimmy Silver crept slowly towards the
Modern master’s room and observed to his
satisfaction that the door was ajar.

He listened intently, but not a sound came
to his ears from inside the room.

Was Mr. Manders inside his study, or—

Jimmy. soon satisfied himself on this point.

Far, throwing caution to the winds, he
popped his head round the side of the door
and gazed wto the room.

Mr. Manders was not there. A bright fire
was burning in the grate, and the electric
light was full on, but of the Modern master
there was no sign.

Jimmy Silver crept Into the study, and was
socn standing before the fire.

He reached out, and tugged at the register
at the hack of the grate.

It did not move.

Jimmy tugged harder, but still without
result.

He was just preparing to make a stronger
heave than ever when the sound of voices in
the corridor could be plainly heard.

“Manders!” gasped Jimmy Silver, recog-
nising one of the voices. “What am I to
do?”

Jimmy Silver soon discovered the answer to
the question.

It would mever do for him to be discovered
in the Modern master's study. He must get
out -of sight—and quickly, too.

The Classical junior glanced round the
roomn, and his gaze fell upon a cupboard let
into the wall.

In an instant Jimmy Silver had hopped
across the study, and, pulling open the door
of the cuphoard, stepped inside, and pulled
he door close.

Next instant Mr. Mandera and his com-
panijon entered the room. The latter Jimmy
Silvét did not see, but his voice conld be
plainly heard.

1t was a deep, growling voice, and Jimmy
Silver did not like the tone of it at all.

“You must save me, Herbert—you simply
must!” urged the stranger. “Remember,
you are my blood relation. Surely you would
not like to eec me, your cousin, sent to gaol—
to spend years of mhy life herded amongst a
lot of common criminals!”

Mr. Manders stared hard at his cousin.

- *It's exactly what yoy deserve, Walter!”

began

resignedly.
And mind you

he said harshly. “You've committed .theft,
you've robbed your employers of two hundred
pounds——"

“A hundred and eighty,” corrccted Walter
Manders.

“Well, a hundred and eighty, then!” said
the Modern master. *“You've taken money
which is not yours, you've stooped to the
depths of & low-down criminal, and now you
come to me for help!”

“You're my cousin—iny blood relation.”

“1 know 1 am, much to my regret,” said
Mr. Manders coldly. *“You always were a bad
lot, Walter. I remember when wc were at
school together how you endeavoured to get
me expelled for an act yon committed!”

Mr. Manders’ cousin emitted a coarse laugh.

“I reckon that was very cleverly done,
Herbert!” he said gloatingly. “But there,
that’s a thing of-the past. and I always like
to- let . the past bury itself, My present
trouble is different, and—-"

“You are right, Walter,” broke in the
master, “and you have only yourself to blame
for it. You've committed an act of black-
guardism, and you must suffer for it. You've
disgraced the family name, and &

“Not yet, Herbert!” broke in the other,

“What do you mean??

. “The family name has not y¥ct been men-
tioned,” explained Walter Manders. “It may
never be mentioned unless—unless the police
get on my track, and I am hkrought up in
the police-court.” .

“Which you will most certainly be!” said
the. master. “No doubt by now your em-
ployers have put the matter in the hands of
the police, and that means "

“That I have got to clear out of this dis-
trict as soon as possible,” concluded the
fugitive.

“Yes!” snapped the Modern master, “And
the sooner you're gone the better. If the
police follow you here there will Lie trouble
—trouble that will revert on my shoulders.
The name of the school will Le blackened
if you are taken here. Lven my position will
be at stake. I may be discharged »

“You can prevent it.”

“ HOW?”

“By doing what I ask,” said the fugitive.
“Give me—lend me twenty pounds. With
that sum of money I could get out of the
country, and—and no one need know where
I have gonc. Your name will be kept clear,
and for all intents and purposes I shall be
dead.”

“But 1 haven’'t twenty pounds to give
you,” exclaimed Mr. Manders, pacing up and
down his study. “Where do you think I am
going to get such a sum of money from?
I'm not a millionaire, Walter.”

“You don't need to be a millionaire to
bave twenty pounds,” said Mr, Manders’
cousin craftily. “It is really a small sum
of money, and a man in your positiom——*»

“Nonsense !” cried the Modern master.
“You know very well, Walter, my salary is
quite a meagre one. I spend cvery penny
I earn and—? N

“You won't help me, then?»

“I can’t!® N

“Very well,” sald the fugitive, with &
downcast air, “you will have to take the
consequences. If I am eafight by the police
I shall’ be tried for theft, and—and then your
name will be brought into the case. You wlll
be disgrgced as well, and it will be your own
fault.”

“T must risk that.”

The fugitive moved towards the door.

“ Good-bye, Herbert!" he said. “I shall be
nabbed in the end; there is no doubt about
that. But for the present I intend to hide—
to hide in-a railway-truck in the goods siding
at Latcham. Should you repent, you will
know where to find me. 1 shall stay there
until—well, until the goods-truck is moved,
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T shall he carried with it, no matter where
it is going. Maybe it will go to London. 1
shail try and make my escape. But what
can a penniless man do? Surcly, Herbert,
you will—>

The Modern master made an
geslure.

“Tor Heaven's sake, Walter, drop the sub-
ject !» he exclaimed harshly. “I can't help

impatienb

you! I simply can’'t! You have stooped Lo
crime; therefore you must take the conse-
quences!™

“Ah!' You will be sorry, Herbert,® said

the fugitive, “You will regret the day you

refused me help and succour. I shall suficr,

but you—you shall suffer far more than I!”
Slam!

The door cf the Modern master’s study
closed with a bang, and the fugitive was
gone.

Jimmy Silver remained in his place of
hiding, fearful of making a sound lest Mr.
Manders should discover his presence.

The Classical junior could plainly hear the
Modern master pacing up and down the
study, muttering occasionally beneath his
breath.

Jimmy wondered how much Icnger he
would have {o remain in the cuphoafd. Sup-
posing Mr. Manders did not leave his study
until bed-time?

Jimmy Silver's fcars were short-lived, how-
ever.

After a few minutes Mr. Manders turned
Qnt the light .in his study and took his
depariure.

Jdimmy Rilver emerged from his place of
hiding, and listened intently to the sound of
the master’s retreating footsteps.

Then he, too, left the study.

. He had forgotten all ahout the intended
jape c¢n the Modern master. IHis mind was

full of the conversation which had taken.

place between the two cousins.

Unwiliingly e had hecome acquainted with
Mr. Manders’ secret; hut the sccret was per-
i(‘ectly safe with the leader of the Fistical
‘our,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver's Triumph!
TMMY SILVER entered the end study at

Rookwood.
“Well?? asked Lovell, looking up
from a book lhe was reading.
Jimmy Silver did not answer. He walked

straight to the easy-chair by the fire and sat
down.
“Well, I'm blowed!” exclaimed Arthur
Edward Lovell, in considerable surprise.
“What's the matter, Jimmy?” asked New-
cox‘n;.w“ Wouldn't the giddy wheeze work?"

Jimmy Silver locked up.

“Why, the chap’s gone potty!® remarkcd
Lovcll. *Where have you been all this time,
Jimmy ??

“Qut ! replied Jimmy Silver rather curtly.
“Qf course vou've heen out!” replied
Lovell. “I know that! You went to puil
that hlessed register down in Manders’ grute.
How did it work?®
Tt didn’t work.

Lovell gave hiz chum a wrathful glare.

“You don’t mean to say Manders caught
you in the aet?*

&0 NO.”

“Well, what the dickens have you been
doing all this time?®

“You might pass me that copy of the
‘ Magnet,” » said Jimmy Silver, pointing to-
wards the table and ignoring Lovell's ques-
tion.

Lovell passed the copy, and Jimmy Silver
started to read.

Newcome tapped his head significantly,

“Potty!” he exclaimed.

“ Absolutely !” agreed Lovell and Raby.

“We shall have to have the state of his
mind inquired into,” said Newcome. & We
can't have him going off his nut like this.
Jimmy, you ass! What's the matter?»

Jimmy Silver did not reply. His eyes were
glued on the Look before him.

At length Lovell & Co. gave it up in dis-
aust, and turned to their prep, thoroughly
convinced that there was something wrong
with the state of Jimmy Silver’s mind.

It was getting very near bhed-time when the
door of the end study was thrown open in
an unceremonious manner, and in strode
Townsend and Topham, the nuts of the
Fourth. =

“Hallo! What the dickens do you silly
asses want?® demanded Lovell wrathfully.

“Haven't you heard the news?” asked
Topham, .

»

“What news?”

« Why,” explained Topham ecagerly, “old
P..c. Boggs has come to arrest Manders!
He's committed some Irightful crime or other,
and—*

“What’s that?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
jumping up quickly from his chair.

«§it down, Jimmy, old son,” urged Lovell
blandly. * Don’t excite yourself. You know
your mind’s a bit unhinged, and—>»

“Qh, rats!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver im-
patiently, “I'm all right, only—"
. i Ohnly not quite,” concluded Lovell, with a
augh.
* «What's this ahout Manders?» asked
Jimmy Silver, turning to the two nuts.

“He's going to he arrested,” explained

Topham quickly. “P.-c. Boggs has just gone
in to see the HMead. It appears that Manders
has knocked down and robbed old Squire
Heath, Boggs says he took about a hundred
quid. Boggs is a Irightful exaggerator, and
I don't suppose the old johnnic had more
than ten quid on him.”

“ And Manders has heen accused of roh-
bing him?”» asked Jimmy Silver eagerly.

“Yes,” said Townsend, with a draw]. “It’s
jolly funny, though. I knew old Manders
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theft?” he asked. “What sort of a clve did
they have?” .

“Can't tell you that,” said Townserd. *All
I know is that P.-c. Boggs has come to take
old Manders in charge, and 1 guess that by
now he’s marching him to the lock-up.”

“What a silly fool that chap Boggs is,”
remarked Jimmy Silver quietly. "Trust him
for nailing the wrong party.”

“There he goes again,” laughed Lovell

hilariously. “It’s marvellous the implicit
faith he’s got in human nature.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, rats!” snorted Jimmy Silver savagely,
“I'm going to look into this!”

Jimmy Silver left the end study, and made
his way downstairs to the Hall, followed by
his chums, and several other [ellows.

Jimmy Silver arrived in the Hall,
crowd of juniors waiting there. .

“Hallo!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, in sunN
prise. “ What are you kids doing here?”

“Waiting to see old Manders carted to the
lock-up,” said Selwyn of the Shell.

“You've heard the yarn then?”

“What-ho!* cried Selwyn. ‘“Best news
we've had for a long time. I always did
think old Manders was a bt of a dark horse.

to find a

instant he caught sight of a hand raised in the darkness.

-]
g Jimmy Silver "hauled himself to the top of the truck, and at the same

-} NN
was a bit of a rotter, but I never guessed
he could do anything like that.”

“He didn’'t do it!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
confidently.

“Who says he didn't2”?

HI dO!”

“But you know nothing about it!® pro-
tested Townsend. “You hadn't heard about
the affair until I told you. How can you
possibly know that Manders isn't guilty?®
- “I'm sure he isn't!» )

“Ha, ha, ha!» roared Lovell. “Just like
old Jimmy! He always likes to he different
to everyhody else!”

“Not at all,” said Jimmy S8ilver mildly.
“But, all the same, I’m confident that Man-
ders is innocent. He’s a beastly outsider, but
he’s not a thief.”

“That's all rot!" drawled Townsend. “If
the police hadn’t got jolly good proof shat
he's the guilty party, they wouldn’t take the
trouble to arrest hlny.”

“The police make mistakes sometimes.”

“Nonsenee !”

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

“How do they know Mandcrs committed the

Tancy him having the ncrve to rob a chap of
a hundred quid!”

“Don’t talk piffie!” snapped Jimmy Silver.

“It ain't piffle!” said Selwyn rescntfully,
“It's the solemn truth, ard I'm jolly glad to
hear it!”

“Yaas, I must say I don’t fecl at all sciry,”
drawled Adolphus Smythe. “Only yesterduy
Mnn'(lcrs had the sauce to ¢anc me—nie, mind
you!”

“Serve you jolly well right!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver fiercely. *“I cxpect you deserved
it. If you will act like a shady ycung rotter
you must put up with the consequences'” 1

“Hallo, here comes Bulkeley!”

At that moment, the captain of Rcokwood
came up. There was a stern, serious lock on
his face. R

“Clear off to bed, you kids!” he exclaimed.

Smytihe looked at his watch.

“It isn’'t time ywt, Bulkeley,” he said.
“Another quarter of an hour before—"

“I told you to get to hed!” exclaimed
Bulkeley. “Do as you'rc told, arnd don‘t.

argue !”
THE PENNY PCPULAR.—No, 278
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“ Bup——"

“['ll feteh a cane to you in a minute,” said
the captain of Iookwood. ~Head's orders,
and they've got to bc obeyed.” .

Jimmy Silver walked towards the senior.

“I say, Bulkeley—" he hegan.

Bulkeley gave him a severe look.

“Don’t start arguing, Silver,” he said firmly.
“It's your duty to sct the Form an example.
The Head says you'vc got to go to bed. and
that's an cnd of it. Now then, clear off!”

Jimmy Silver smiled. i

“All screne, Bulketey, old man,” le said,
and then strode towards the dandy of the
Shell, who had made no move to obey the
captain’s command.

“Come on, Smythe!”
Silver, gripping the dandy’s ear.
to learn to do as you're told!”

“Ow! Yow! leggo ny
‘Adolphus Smythe. X

“Kim on, old son!" exclained Jimmy Silver,
and the, struggling dandy was dragged willy-
:nilly up the stairs. .

At the same moment, Mr. Bootles, the
Classical master, nppearcd on the scenc.

His prescnce was sufticient warning to the
juniors that it was time thcy made them-
selves scarce, and in less than a minute they
were all seuttling up the stairs.

Jimmy Silver and his chums halted on the
passage that overlooked the hall below, and
looked down.

At the same moment, .the form of Mr.
Manders, in charge of P.-c. Boggs and another
constable, could be plainly seen -making
towards the door.

Mr. Manders held his head low, and the
juniers notiecd that his face bore a pale,
worn expression.

“Poor fellow!" said Lovell sympathetically.
“Ie looks knocked to the wide. I wonder
whatever made him do it.”

Jimmy Silver turned round guickly.

“Haven't I told you he didn't do it?” he
exclaimed hotly.

*What-ho!” e¢xelaimed Lovell. “And we
don’t want you to tell us again. You’'re dead
off the mark this time, Jimmy.”

“1 tell you—-"

“Silver!”

Jimmy Silver jumped as the
Bulkeley came from behind. .

“Sorry, Bulkeley. old man,” said Jimmy
Silver quickly. “We're just going along.
We’'ll be in bed in a couple of shakes. Honcest
Injun!”

“You'd Dhetter,”
larks, mind!"

Jimmy Silver moved towards the captain

of the school.
" “I say, Bulkelcy,” he said softly, “I wish
you'd tell us what all the shindy's ahout.
Some beastly rotters are saying that Manders
has heen arrested for theft.”

Bulkeley nodded his head gravely.

- “I'm sorry to say, Silver, that it's true.”
said the eaptain. "There doesn't scem to be
much doubt about it, cither. Squire Heath
was robbed of twenty pounds in the lane
sbout a couple of hours ago, and a lctter ol
Mr. Manders’ was found by the side of him."”

“Phew !”

“I don’t know what to think ahout it, my-
self,” said Bulkeley seriously. *“Mr. Manders
came in just after tbe attack, and there i3
no doubt that he had been struggling with
somebody. The letter, too, leaves little doubt
but what he is the guilty party.”

“Manders is no more guilty than you are,
Bulkeley, old son,” said Jimmy Silver firmly.

“Ilow do you know?”

“And what's more, I know who thc guilty
party is!” ¢

“You do. But who—"

“Ta-ta, Bulkeley,” said Jimmy Silver. with
a laugh. “We’'ll be in bed in less than five
minutes. Come on, you fellows!”

Jimmy Silver darted off, dragging Lis chums
with  him, leaving the astonished prefect
gazing after him in amazement.

The Fistical Four strode along towards the
Ciassieal dormitory.

They pulled up short outside {he door.

“Look here, Jimimny, old son,” said Lovell
admonishingly. “We want to know what
you're driving at, and, what’s more, we're
going to find out. Now thern, out with it!”

Jimmy Silver drew his chums closer towards
him.

‘““Arc you chaps game for a little expedition
after ‘ light’s out?’ " he asked.

“What's the wheeze?”

“Would you like to prevent a grave injs-
carriage of justice?”’

“Wlhat are you driving at?"

“Bupposing Manders is innocent.”
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exclzimed  Jimmy
“You've got

ear!"” yelied

voice of

said Bulkeley. “And no

said

Jimmy Silver, “would you like to lend a hand
in proving his innocence ?”

“But he’s guilty!"” protested Lovell.

“He's not guilty!” declared Jimmy Silver
firmly. “But if you're not keen on the idea
I'll go over and see Toinmy Dodd & Co.”

“Oh, we're keen,” said Lovell promptly.
“But, look here, if Manders is not guilty, who
is?”

“I' tell you,” explained Jimmy Silver. And
he proceeded to tell his chums of the con-
versation he hiad accidently overheard in Mr.
Manders’ study that afternoon.

. “Phew!" gasped Lovell. ~What a rotter
the chap must he!”

“Quite so. A rotter like that would stop
at nothing, not cven to robbing the giddy
squire!”

“You think he did it, then?”

“What-ho!”

“Well, it's our husiness to ran him down,”
said  Lovell enthusiastically. “You think
then that he'll try to get to London in a
goods waggon ?”

“Pretty sure,” said Jimmy Silver. “Even
though he's got the squire's quidlets, I don’t
suppose he'll run the risk of travelling openly
by train.” .

“He'd be a fool if he did!”

“Of course,” said Jimmy Silver. “Now,
let’'s get into bed. Bulkeley will he along
soon to sec lights out.”

Without further ado, the Fistical Four
entered the Classical dormitory. and in less
than five minutes they were in bed, and
apparently fast asleep.

An hour later Jimmy Silver sat up in bed.

“You fellows awake?” he asked.

“What-ho!” replicd Lovell & Co.

“Well, buck up, then,” answered Jimmy
Silver, hegiuning to slip on his trousers.

The Fistical Four were very quiet, but very
quick, in their movements, and in less than
five minutes they were outside the dormitory,
and making their way towards a box-room
window, through which they intended to make
their escape from the rchool.

Another five minutes found tiwe juniors out-
side the school, and running for all they were
worth in the direction of Latcham.

It was a good distance, and the Fistical
Four were compelled to stop scveral timces to
take breath.

At length, however, they came in sight of
the station. .

They worked round towards the siding,
creeping stealthily along in order to keep
their presence sccret.

Most of the railway servanis lad gone
home for the night, hut Jimmy Silver caught
sight of two men, cvidently porters, in con-
versation some distance ahcad.

“Look here.” he said, in a whisper, *“you
fcllows had better stay here while 1 have a
look round. We¢ don't want to rouse sus-
picions. It I come across the giddy thief, I'l}
whistle, and you chaps had hetter buzz along
for all you're worth.”

“Right-ho, Jimmy, old
“Buek up, then!”

Jimmy Silver wended hLis  way
direction of a line of goods waggons.

There were quite twenty to {hirty of them,
and, of course. he had no idea in which one
the fugitive would be likely to he lurking.

The leader of the Fistical Four was very
quiet in his movements. Ilec crept slowly
from one truck to another, listening intently
for any sound of movement inside.

1t secmied that his efforts to clear
Manders were doomed to failure.

He passed along the line of trucks, until
at length lie came to the last onec.

He stopped, and put his car clos¢ {o the
sidi: of the truck. -

Next instant the sound of a mateh heing
struck conld be faintly heard, and Jimmy
Silver's licart beat quickly at the thought
that the fugitive irom justice might be hiding
in the truck.

In another moment the junior had hauled
himself to the top of thic truck. At the same
instant Jiminy caught sight ol a hand raised
in the darkness.

-Then Jimmy Silver let forth a piercing
whistle, and immediately the occupant of the
truck made a clntch at Jimmy Silver's leg.
| [ aa g o e o g g o W P s Y ]
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But Jimmy Silver was ready for the man.
He threw himself upon the prone figure, and
grappled with him in the darkness.

“Come on, you fellows!” exclaimed the
Classical junior excitedly, as he heard his
chums’ footsteps down below.

“Coming!” sang out Lovell; and a moment
later he was in the truck beside Jimmy
Silver, grappling with the {fugitive {from
justice.

“How are we going to get the rotter out
of liere?” asked Lovell.

“Newcome had hetter go and feteh a porter
or two,” said Jimmy Silver. *Newcome, old
scout, buzz along to the station and fetch a
couple of porters!”

*“Right-ho!” shouted Newcome, and hc tore
off in quest of the porters.

In less than five minutes he returned with
two burly men, and between them they
managed to secure the rascal securely.

“And now to get to the police-station, and
clear old" Manders,” said Jimmy Silver
excitedly., “This is the chap who robbed
the giddy squire.”

“I didn't!” exclaimed the fugitive.
wag—-—"

“Shut  up,

“lt

you Dbeastly outsider!” cricd
Jimmg Silver. “You can spin your yarn to
the police. I bet they won't believe it any
more than I do!”

“I tell you—"

“Oh, shut up, do,” roared Jimmy Silver
impatiently, “and get a move ¢n! We don’t
want to be out here all night!”

And Walter Manders got a move on with
a vengeance. The Classical juniors, " assiated
hy the two porters, dragged the unwilling
captive to the police-station at Cnombe.

P.-c. Boggs was about to retire for the
night wlhen the juniors and their captive
entered the station.
< “What is the mcaning of this?" he asked
angrily.

Jimmy Silver explained. He told P.-c.
Boges of his suspicions, and of their quest
for the fugitive. ~

“Werry well,” said Mr. Boggs., “wec shall
have to search the feller, and if 'e’s got the
notes on him, there won't be much doubt aa
to ‘is being the guilty party.”

In his usual official manoer, P.-c. Bogas
carried out the search, and when he found
cighteen one-pound notes 'in the captive's
pockets, he whistled with amazement.

“Well, I'm blowed!” he gasped.

“Good ecnough, isn't 1t?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

“Well,

I should say so,
said the

man in blue.

Master Silver,”
“But it's impossiblo

for your master to be released to-night. The
supcrintendent will have to go into the
matter, and lhe won’t be here until the

morning.”

“Right-ho!” said Jimmy Silver. “Mind you
let him go early. We don’t care much for
old Manders, but, all the same, we don't like
the idea of his staying lere longer than is
necessary.”

“You can trust me, Master Silver,” said
P.-c. Boggs grandly.

“Come on, you fellows,” said Jimmy Silver.
“It's time we got hack to the sclicol. We
shall miss our beauty sleep if we'rc not
carcful.”

Feeling thoroughly pleased with themselves,
and excited over their midnight adventure,
the Fistical Four trooped back to Rookwood.

. . . . - . .

The next morning Mr. Manders arrived
back at the school. He was looking very
white and anxious, but after a bricf interview
with the Head he brightened up considerably.

The fact was, Mr. Manders was very much
afraid the Head would disapprove of his stay-
ing at the school on account of his cousin
heing a criminal.

Mr. Manders explained how his cousin had
come to him for help, and Low he had reftised
it. He also told the Head that he had been
returning from Coomhe a little later, when
he had again come in contact with his cousin.
He suspceted his cousin had performed some
rascally deed, and had had a severe struggle
with him, in which the fugitive had escaped.

He could not, however, aceount for a letter
of his being found by the side of the squire.
His cousin must have taken it from his study
table duging their stormy interview.

The Head listcned to the master’s explan-
ation, took a_ cheerful view of the matter,
and assured Mr. Manders that the afair
would make no difference to his position at
the school. .

It was with a happy look on his face that
Mr. Manders, a little later, thanked the
Fistical Four for the part they had played in
Foiling the Fugitive!
. THE END.
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aw'fly wotten to be caught in the ﬁrst
THE FIRST CHAPTER. quartah of an hour, deah boy. 1 think——

A Sudden Surprise.

T was a glorious afternoon. The
Jim’s %outs were in great spults
Tom \Ierry called a halt in a deep
green glade in the wood near St. Jiin's,
“Now, you fellows know the¢ programme,”
he said. “Gussy and I havé got to have
five minutes’ start,”and then you track us
down. If we kccp out of your hands and
get hack to St. Jim’s, you’re beaten. Re-
member that we arve giddy foreign spies,
scouting- in advance of an invading army,
and do your best.”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boys! Ard wemel;i-
bal the motto ol thc Boy Scouts: ‘ Be pwe-
pared—""' .

“Oh, you won't get through!” said Jock
Blake confidently. “We shall have to fix
up somcthing clse after this. We shall lay
you hy thc hcoIs in ten minutes alter the
start.”

" Weally, Blake—"

Tom Merry laughed.

“1 don't think you will,” he remarked.
“We shall give you plz,nty to do all the
afternoon, I think, and when you get back
to St. Jim’s you'll find us having tea in the
study.”

“Rate!” shid Blake promptly.

“The contest closes at five o'clock,” con-
tinned Tom Merry. "“I{ you haven't caught
us by then, you'go hack to the school. But
if you see us outside the school gites we're
still Jiable to capture. That clear?”

St.

“Clear as mud!” said Monty Lowther
genially.
“Ready, Gussy?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Come on, then!'”

And Tom Merry and D’Arey disappcared
into the wood.

Figains took out a big silver watch to time
the start. Two or tbree other fellows took
out watchies. Fatty Wynn of the Fourth
took out a packet of sandwiches. Mean-
while, the two “hares.” plunged into the
depths of the wood. .

“Pway be careful not to leave any
twacks, Tom Mcwwy, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus, as Tom pushed through ‘a cling-
ing mass of brambles.

“Ass!” said Tom Merry. “You've left two
big _hoofmarks here! Look!”

“Bai Jovet 1 didn't observe that the
gwound was so soft!”

“Use your eyes" said hlS leader scverely.
“Now, follow me.’

Tom Merry flung hlmsc]f into the lower
branches of a big trece.” Arthur Augustus
fastened his eycglass in his eye and lcoked
after him in surprisc.

“Bai Jove! There's no time for playin’
twicks now, Tom Mewwy!” he expostu-
lated.

“Ass! Follow me!”

“What for?”

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

“Bai Jove! It will be howwidly wuff on
our clothes!” said Arthur Augustus, in dis-
may. “And tlm% bwarches are vewy dirtay
to take hold of.”

“I see you've forgotten your kid gloves,”
said the Chief Scout sarcastically. “Don't
ycu rememher thé motto—‘ Be prepared o

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“If you stand therc talking much longer,
the pack will he on the back of your
neck,” said the Shell fcllow pleasantly. *“The
time's up now, and they’ve started.”

Arthur Augustus sighed. Hia Boy Scout
costume was a picture ‘to behold—so clcan

But evidenily
it had to be sacrificed; and D’Arcy, remem-
bering that he was training himself to defcnd
his native land some day, heroically nerved

and neat and elegant it was.

himself for the sacrifice. With his eyeglass
fluttering loose at the end of its cord, he
swung himself into the trec.

Tom Merry worked along the branch, where
it penetrated the branches of the next tree,
and swung himself from one to the other.
The trees grew very thickly in this part
of the wood, and progress was easy for an
active lad with plenty of nerve.

Tom Merry had plenty of nerve; and
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy feared notlung but
soiling lis hands. But suddenly Tom Merry
found that his companion was stopping
behind,

He turned his hcad and peccred through
the foliage. He could see an clegant lep
among thc leaves; but that was all that was
visible of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

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

"Im caught, deah boy.”

“Caught! What’s the matter?”

“My beastly monocle has caught in the

hwnnches I
“Jerk it.”

-“If 1 bweak the stwing the glass will be
lost.”.

“Loge it, then,
matter?”

“Weally, Tom Mcewwy—"

“Buck up, you chump!
looking for us now!”

fithead.' What does it

The pack are

“Pway wait a minute!”

Tom Merry brecathed hard through Lis
nose.

“You fearful ass!” he murmured.

“I wefuse to be czalled a fedhful ass, Tom

Mcewwy !”
“Will you come on?”
“Yaas, when I've weleased my cyeglass.”
“Don't jaw; they may hear your voice.”
“Vewy well, dcah bhoy, I won't say a word.
Undah the circs, it would be more pwudent
not to speak to one anothah, deah boy.
Don't you think so?” asked Arthptli Augustus
with

innocently, as he struggled his re-
fractory monocle. .
“You chump! What are you doing now?”

“Extwactin’ my cycglass.”

“Will you come on?”

“Pway don’t call out like that, Tom
Mewwy. It would be thuch more cautious
not to uttah a word. T think we had bettah
keep our mouths shut, deah boy, as sound
twavels vewy fah in the open air, you
know, and they may heah us: It would be

“Shut up!” breathed Tom Merry,

“Certuinly, deah hoy! That’s what i'm
wecommendin’,” said Arthur Augustus, in
surprise. “1 cOnSIddh—

“You awful ass! Keep your silly head suut,
and come on! We're going to make for the
Poacher’s Glade first, and liec low for a hit till

they're quite off the track. Shut up, and
come on!» . :
The juniors worked their way along the

thick, heavy branches. D’Arcy had put his
eyeglass in his pocket now, so he was not
caught again by the strmg, and the two
scouts made good progress.

Tom Merry dropped to the ground at last,
in a track that wound through the heart of
the wood. They pressed on fast, treading
lightly in order to lcave no tell-tale tracks
for the pack to pick up.

Deep in the heart of the wood was a deep
depression of ground which was called the
Poacher’s Gladc. There was a story that a
poacher had been shot there upon some
occasion, and superstitious people in the
vicinity had fancied that his shade had been
seen revisiting the glimpses of the moeon in
the spot where he had mect his death.

But the juniors did not trouble their heads
ahout the ghost story. The two scouts
pressed into the glade, down the steep
declivity clothed with young trees and thick
bushes.

Tom Merry knew the wood like a hook. He
paused at a spot where heavy thickets clothed
an abrupt rise in the ground.

The acclivity was at least fifty feet, and
almost as steep as the wall of a house., Tom
Merry seemed to be scanning the thickets for
a passage through, and Arthur Augustus
tapped him on the arm.

“You can't get thwough theah, decali boy,”
he said.

“Why dot "

“The gwound wises on the othah side.
a wegulah hill.”

Tom 3Merry snorted.

“1 know that, ass! Therc's a hollow there
like a cave. I found it by accident one day,
and I remember it's close ber¢ somewhere.
Hark !”

A sudden sound camec throuch the weed,
close at hand in the thick trces. t was a
low, musical whistle—cvidently a sngl.al

it’s

Tom Merry and D'Arcy looked at one
another in surprise.
“Bai Jove!” murmurcd Arthur Augustus.

“That doesn't sound like one of the fcllows,
I've navah hcard that whistle before.”

“It was a signal.”

“Yaas, but—"

“Might be other scouts practisin’ here,” said
Tom Merry. *“Might be the Graninar 8chool
hounders. Anyway, they won't find us. Here’s
the cave.”

Hec drew aside a heavy mass-of foliage, and
a dark opening in the hillside was revcaled.
There was a slight sound bhehind the bushes,
and D'Arcy uttered an exclamation.

“There’s somebody in there, Tom Mewwy.”

“Only a rabbit or a stoat.”

Tom Merry plunged in through the thicket,
and D’Arcy followed him. Thie great mass of
folinge fell back into its place, and ccm-
pletely concealed their retreat.

It would have been difficult for any scarcher
to guess that anybody had passed through
that mass of vegctation irito the apparently
impenctrable hillside.

It was very dim in thc lLoliow under the
hill, and to the juniors, fresh from the day-
light, it sccmed densely black.
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Tom lMerry stumbled over a trailing root,
and fell forward on his hands and knees.

As he did so a hand gripped his collar from
the darkness, and the jumior, with a sudden
start, and a thrill like ice in his veins, felt
a keen steel point against his neck, and a
voice, soft and low and hissing, muttered in
his ear in some strange tongue he did not
understand :

*“Silenzio o la morte!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Amazing Encounter.

e ILENZIO!”
The word was hissed again, and the
sharp point penctrated a fraction of

an inch. into Tom Merry’s skin. The
lunior did not attempt to risc. The «rip that
was upon him was like iron, and the knife
was at his throat; and although he did not
understand the words that were spoken, he
understood what they implied.

He remained quite still.

D'Arcy came stumbling after him into the
cave,

Then  the grasp upon Tom  Merry was
relaxed as his unknown assailant saw that he
had two to deal with.

“Bai Jove!" '
figure leaped up, and Arthur
Augustus was grasped and hurled into the
ca»_'(le. He stumbled against the damp earthen
wall. -

Tom Merry “leaped to his feet.

The dark figure was between the two juniors
aud the narrow opening of the earthen cave.
In the dim light they vaguely saw a power-
fully-built man with a swarthy face—swarthy
hut strangely pale.

His eyes scemed to burn in their sockets;
and they saw, with shudders, that there was
a streak of red across his cheek-—a stain of
blood.  There was a glimmer of steel in his
right hand, and the hand was raised in
nenace.

The man was evidently a foreigner—a
Spaitiard or Jtalian. And the two amarzed
inniors, utterly astounded as they were,
recovered confidence a little as they saw that
the man was in a state ol greater frar than
they could be.

s he stood, harring them from the
rance with uplifted weapon, his head
thrown back, and he was listening with

painful intensity for some s=ound frem the !

“Look here——" began Tom Alerry.

The foreigner made a e gesture.
~8ilenzio, sotto pena della vita!”

“Bai Jove!” muttered Arthur Augustus,
The juniors were silent.

It was easy enough o guess what “silenzio »

.meant. It was still casier to read the threat
of the shining steel in the dusky, up-

raised hand. .

From the weed. camc a low, penetrating
sound—that s=oft. cleac whiatle which the
iuniors had heard while they were outside
the hidden cave,

At the sound of it the Italian's [ace
blanched yet whiter, and the hand that held
the knife trembled. .

*8ilenzio!”, he murmured, hut his voice now
was shaken, and more pieading than threat-
ciiing in its tone.

The juniors stood mute.
wonder.

Tom Rerry had expected to find the hidden
rave in the hillside untcnanted, unless, indeed,
by some animal of the wood. He was uiterly
astounded at this encounter.

Foreigners were not common in the quiet
neignbourhood of Rylcombe, and to find a
torcigner, ecvidently wounded, armed with a
deadly weapon and in a state of mortal fear—
that was a surprise the juniors could not
vasily recover from.  They stood and starcd
at the Italian in blank wonder.

The man wes cvidently heing scarched Isr
by encmies. That was the meaning of the
signal whistle. Who were they? Who waus
he?  What did it all mean? What tragic
mystery had the two Boy Scouts suddenly
stumbled upon?

“Silenzio! S8ilenzio, ragazai!”

There was a sound of Iootsteps in the glade
outside the cave, a brushing of the thickets,
a murmur of indistinguishahle voices.

Closer the voices came.

The Italian lowered his upraised hand. He
bent his head towards the juniors, and
pointed to the sereen of thickete.

*8ilenzio, signorinl. Sono morto se trovato.”

The juniors could not understand the words,
Lut they were in no doubt as to what the
inan meant, And. in spite of the rough
reeeption he had given them. they did not
feel hostile towards bim A man in fcar of
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They were lost in

his life could be excused for a little rough-
ness. And the man clearly was in fear for
his life.

The voices came nearer. The juniors were
silent save for their hurried breathing. The
Italian scemed hardly to hreathe.,  Every
nerve in his body secmed to he bent upon
listening.

The voices could he heard now, speaking
in a tongue the juniors could not understand,
but which was evidently quite clear to the
ears of their strange companion:

“Non e qui.”

“E sicuro?”

“Per hacco! Ho cercato, Pietro—non e
qui; andiamo.”

“Andianio ! responded the sacond voice.

And the footsteps passed on.

The sounds died away in the glade. 'T'lhe
Italian maintained the same attitude till
every sound was still. Then he drew a deep
breath. or, rather, a sob. The knifc was
trembling in his hand.

“They're gone whocver
Tom Merry.

The man started. It seemed as if, in lis
mortal terror, he had fargotten the presence
of the juniors. He fixed his fierce black eyes
upor: them now.

“Siete soli gqui?” hie demanded.

“l don't understand ynu.”

“Bai Jove! Ile's spes " in 1talian,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I know somc words of
Italian fwom singin' songs in it, you -know.
Pewwaps I can pitch it to him in his own

they are,” said

“Try,” said Tom Merry.

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

peered back through the foliaga.
He could see an elegant leg among
but that was all.
he
 I'm caught, deah
boy!" replied D’Arcy. °

the leaves,
“ Why don’t you come on 7"
called out.

.|
Tom Merry turned his head and %

ENANNANNANANNANANANANANNANANNANANT

The nran stared, as well he might. D'Arcy’s
words were the first line of an operatic solo,
and they meant “This and that one arc the
same to me.” But they were ltalian, at all
events, and the hest that ID’Arcy could do
under the circumstances.

“Non eapisco,” inuttered the man.

“Bar Jove! The chap doesn't undahstand
his own language!” said Arthur Augustus,
in surprise. .

“Don’t you speak English?”
Merry.

*Speak little English,” said the man, with
evident difficulty. “English spoken—yes. Me
Italian. Me Mareo Frulo.”

“Mareo Frulo!” repcated Tom Merry.
“What are you doing here?”

The Italian waved his hand towards the
screen of thiekets before the cave.

“I nemici!” he said.

“That means enemies.” said Arthur Augus-
tus. “He means that he's got cnemies who
are looking for him.” )

“Yes, so it scems,” said Tom Merry. “But
I'm blessed if I understand it. I don't see
wly he can‘t apply to the police for pro-
tection!” R

The man heard the .words, and shrugged
his broad shoulders,

asked Tom

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

“Non sarebbe—what you say -to good,” ha
replied. “Non capite—you no understand.”
_"No, I'm blessed if I do!” said Tom Mecrry.
“Are you going to stay here?”

Marco Frulo nodded.

“I\Jave you got anything to eat?”

“Np.”

“Ilow leng are you geing to stay?”

“XNon £0."”

“What on earth
Tom Merry, puzzled.
“He means he doesn’t know,” said D'Arcy.

“Ah, but you cant stay here without
food!” said Tom Merry. “Youd better go
to the police.”

“Non puo restare qui senze mangiare,”
said’ D’Arcy, grinding owt Italian with a9
much difficulty as Marco Fiulo found with
the English. *You can’t stey lere without
somethin’ to eat!”

Frulo shrugged his shoulders again. Evi-
dently hunger Lad no terrors for him in
comparison with the mysterious *nemici.,”
who were seeking him in thc recesses of Ryl-
combe Wood.

“Shall T go to the police for you, and tell
them how you're fixed?” asked Tom Merry,

Frulo shook his head energetically.

“No, no, signor! Ecco! Go way viz your-
sclf and say nozzing—zat is all zst I ask of
you. You do zat, or it is zat I—" He
touched the knife in his vest.

Tom Merry looked at Lim sternly.

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

“Wathah not!”

“Knife or no knife, you wouldn’t find i¢
easy to handle the two of us!” said Tom
Merry, grasping his stave. “But'if you're an
honest man we don't want to do you any
harm. 1f vou choose to stay here in lLiding,
1 suppose it's your own business, and we'll
say nothing about having seen youn.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“You say nozzing?”

“Yes."”

“(irazie, signorini, grazie—fanto grazie!”

“That means many thanks, deah hoy,” said
Arthur Augustus, with the gentle smile of
“1t’s all wight, my wman.

does that mean?” said

“Zen you go?”

“Yaas, we're goin'.”

“Buono, and say nozzing—nozzing!”

" Nothing ! said Tom Merry.

The juniors moved towards the screen of
tlickets at the mouth of the cave. Then Tom
Mcrry turned back. In the pallid, troubled
face of the Italian, he thonght he could read
that the man had suffered, and his impression
of him was that he was an honest man.

“Have you been here long?” he asked.

“Non capisco?”

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

*Ah! Venti ore!”

“’Twenty hours!” said D'Arey.

“Have you had nothing to eat?”

“Niente!" said Marco Frulo, with a shake
of the head.

Tom Merry drew a packet of sandwiches
from his wallet. The man's eyes fastencd
upon them with a hungry gleam. Tom Merry
held them out to him, and he scized upon
them with avidity, and devoured them with
evident hunger.

“Qrazie, grazie!” he murmured.

“I wish 1 had some more to give you,”
said Tom Merry pityingly. .“J.ock lere, are
you going to stay here to-night?"

*8i, signor!”

“And to-morrow?” -

“8i, signor!”

“But you'll starve?”

“No morri di fame—I not die of
hunger,” said Marco Frulo.

“By Jove! Look here, you can’t stay here
without any grub.,” said Tom DMerry un-
casily. “What do you say, Gussy?”

“It would be vewy wuff, deah boy,” said
D’Arcy sympathetically.”

“He looks to me like an honest man,” said
Tom Merry, in a low voice. *“The men look-
ing for him weren’t police, anyway. If ha
had done anything against- the law, it
wouldn’t be Italians who would be looking
for him, but English hobhies. I dare say
it's some row—some .giddy vendetta, you
krow—they go in for that kind of thing in
Italy. 1f the poor heast is going to stick
here over to-motrow, he ought to have some-
thing to eat. It's up to the Boy Heouts io
help strangers in distress.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Would you like me to bhring you
food?” asked Tom Merry.

The Ttalian grinned.

“The signorini is good—much good,” he said.

ze.

somo
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“But nen possible—if zey see him zem he
come——"

“They won't see me.,” =aid Tom Merry.
“Look here, I'll come back after dark and
bring you some tommy.”

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

Tom Merry laughed.

“I mean food—something to eat.”

“Qualchecosa per mangiara,”
Arthur Augustus,

“If ze signor bc so good—so kind—me tank
—tank—tank so much?!”’

“All right!” said Tom Merry.
Good-bye!”

“ A riverderci!” said Marco Frulo.

explained

“It’s settled,

“That's au wevoir,” said D’Arcy. “Au
wevoir, deah hoy!”
And the juniors plunged through the

thickets, and the Italian, within the cave,
carefully closed again the screen of bushes
that had saved lim once more from his
enermices.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught !

OM MERRY and Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy stared at one another blankly
when they were in the sunlight again.
It seemed like some strange drcam

that had happened.

. “Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, speak-
ing first. “I wegard that as a vewy wemark-
able occuwwence, Tom Mewwy, deah boy.”

“I should jolly well say so,” said Tom
Merry. “I hope we haven’t undertaken to
help a rascal—but he looked like an honest
man—and he ‘was hurt, too. It's up to us to
sec that he doesn’t starve in that blessed
cave, anyway.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry scanned the trees round them.

“I wonder where the fellows are——"

“Cooey "

“Bai Jove!

“Caooey !”

Tom Merty looked round anxiously.

The Cornstalk junior’s signal was answered
from different directions, and Tom Merry
realised that during the time they had been
in the earth-cave the scouts had been closing
in on them. They had left the place of con-
cealment now, and could not return to it, and
they had Lo take their chance.
~ "Bettah wun for it,” said Arthur Augustus,
“We mustn’t be beaten, deah boy. It was
beastly unfortunate wunnin’ into that
foweign chap just now!”

“Can’t be helped. This way!”

Tom Merry led the way through the wood.
He advanced very cautiously, peering through
the foliage as he advanced. The enemy were
close at hand now, and some of them might
be sighted at any moment.

A figure passed hefore Tom Merry's eycs
on the other side of a bush, and he stopped
suddenly, and made a signal to D!Arey. The
swell of St. Jim's halted hehind him in the
underbrush, breathing hard.

“Is it one of the houndalis, deah hoy?” Le
whispered.

“It/s somiebody; T can’t see.”

“Might be one of those Italian chaps—"

“I'm going to see.”

Tom AMerry cautiously parted the leaves
belore him. and looked. A man had halted
within six paces of him, knee deep in ferns
and braeken.

He was a powcerfully-built man, in the garb
of a sailorman, with an officer’s peaked cap.
IHe had a very keen face, and a very sharp
and prominent nose, and little grey eyes sct
closc together.

He was looking full towards Tom Jerry,
and the junior felt¢ for a moment that the
man must see him, but he did not. Tlie
leaves and twigs hid the St. Jim's junior from
sight.

The sailorman was looking ahout him
keenly, tco. Tom Aerry wondered whether lie
had anything to do wjth the party who were
secking Marco Frulo.

“He’s vamoosed !” -

The man uttered the words aloud, with a
savage snapping of the tecth.

“Bai Jove! He’s aftal that chap in the
cave, too, Tom Mewwyr!” D’Arcy murmured,
in the Shell fcllow’s ear.

“Yes—lush !”

The man swung on again through the
wood, trampling down the thick ferns, and
brushing against the bushez. There was a
sudden yell, and three or four figures came
leaping through the hraecken.

“Got one of them!”

“Collar him!”

“Hurrah ! .

The first voice was

That's Kangawooh !”

Jack Blakt’s; the

second wag TFiggins’. The St. Jim’s juniors
fairly leaped upon the sailorman, and bore
him with a bump to the earth.

In the thick underbrush they had not seen
him eclearly, and they had acted rather
hastily, under the hurried impression that he
was one of the “hares.” They had not ex-
peeted to meet anybody else in the shady
depths of the wood.

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

“Marco Frulo! It’s you, you swab!

s

Why

—what—"
“Hallo!" cjaculated Figgins. “It's not Tom

Merry—or Qussy, either. It’s a man!”

“My hat!”

“Qreat Scott!”

Tom Merry chuckled softly in the eonceal-
ment of the bushes, and D’Arcy smiled. They
were very silent; the scouts did not guess how
near they were.

“You young scoundrels!” roared the sailor-
man, sitting up in the grass and ferns, and
glaring and blinking_at the juniors. “You
—you—lucky for you I didn't shoot you!”

“Well, you are an ass, Blake, to make a
mistake like that!” said Figgins.

“Pidn’t you make the same mistake, you
fathead?” demanded Blake.
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knocking me over; accidents will happen.  So-
long!”

And the sailorman plunged away through
the wood.

“Well, that was a sell!” said Blake.
are an ass, Figgins!”

“Awful sell!” said Figgins.
chump, Blake!”

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

“Well, we didn't ask you,” said Blake.
“Now, don't waste time jawing, we’ve got
to find those hounders before five o’clock! It
would he too bad to let them dodge us.”

“Can’t let ‘em dodge us,” said Manners,
“especially that ass Gussy! It would le too
rotten—"

“Weally, Mannahs——"

Manners jumped.

“Hallo!”

“Why, he's here!” roared Blake,

Tom Merry hestowed a glare upon his com-
panion. Arthur Augustus, by his involuntary
remark, had given the game away with a
vengeance. Blake & Co. were rushing into

"You

“You are a

the thicket, and Tom Merry and IY’Arcy were
surrounded in a moinent.
a yell of victory.

“dot 'em!”

“Here they are!”

The scouts set up

As Tom Merry peered through into the interior a strange sight met his

eyes.
the sailorman was spezaking.

Marco Frulo lay upon the ground, bound hand and foot, while
1 guess we've got you now, Marco Frulol

“0Qh, don‘t argue!” said Figgins loftily. “I
say, sir, we're sorry we humped you over.
We took you for somebody we're looking
for.”

“Don’t often sce strangers in this wood.”
explained Kerr. “We're Boy Scouts at scout-
ing practice, looking for somec chaps. We're
sorry.”

“Yes, rather, sir!”

The man regained his feet, with a scowl,
muttering angrily.  But his  expression
clianged suddenly, and he spoke civilly to
the scouts.

“Well, it's all right, if it was a mistake.
Who might ycu be looking for here in this
wood ?”

“Some other scouts, who're dodging us,”
explained Figgins.

“Oh! Have you seen any strangers ahout
here by any chance?” asked the sailorman.
“I'm looking for somebody. too—a friend.
Have you seen anybody?”

“Not a soul, excepting ourselves!™
Figgins. :

“Not any Italians?”

“Jtalians!” said Jack Blake in astonish-
ment. “No fear! Don't see many Italians
in this part of the country,”

“Thank you, my lad!

said

Never mind about

“Hurrah!”

“Well caught!”

Tom Merry made a grimace.

“Well, you've got us!” he said gcod.
humouredly. "If anybody wants to boil
(fussy in oil, I won't say no!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—s"

“What did you give us away for, you ass?”?
roared Tom Merry. .

“I wefuse to he ealled an ass! I spoke
because Mannahs made use of an oppwo-
bwious expwession concernin’ me—--"

“I only called you an ass!” said Manners
cheerfully. “Under the circumstances, I
withdraw the word ass—-"

“Vewy good!”

“And substitute the words fatheaded idlot!”
went on Manners calmly,

“Weally, Mannahs-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“1 say, I'm getting pretty peckish!” re.
marked Tatty Wynn. “Let’'s get back to
teca. We've caught the hares, and I'm
hungry. Didn't you have gome sandwiches
with you, Tom Merry?” i
" "Yes, Fatty.”

“Have you eaten them?”

“Nos»
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“Going to eat them?” continued Fatty
Wynn.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Then you can hand them over to me,"” said
Fatty Wynn. “I'm awfully hungry. I always
get extra hungry in.this weather, you know.”

“Sorry, Fatty—"

“0h, dash it all, you can hand the sand-
wiches over if you're not going to eat them!”
said Fatty Wynn warmly. “Don't be a giddy
.dog in a manger!"”

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

“Well, my hat! Do you mean to siy thut
heef sand-

vou've lost them—lost good
wiches?" Fatty Wynn exclaimed in horror and
disgust.

“No, not exactly lost them. You sece, I
—I gave them away!”

Tom Merry coloured a little as he spoke.
He did not intend to mention the man hiding

in the earth-cave in the Poacher's Glade, but
already he was finding out the difficulties of
keeping a secret. R

“Gave them away!™ said Fatty Wynn in
dismay., “Well, you must be an ass!”

“Let's get back to the coll, deah boys!”
said Arthur Augustus D’'Arcy. “It's vewy
nenhly tea-time now.” .

And the scouts started for $t. Jim’s.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escaps!

HEN his chums were fast asleep that
night, Tom Merry left the dormi-
tory, carrying in his hand a small
bag, which contained food for the

my #erious Italian. .
All was quiet and dark outside the school,
but the captain of the Shell kept ou his way,

and at length passed through the wood, and

reaclicd the Poacher’s Glade.

The glade was dark and deserted, and Tom
‘Merry was reassured. He came through the
damp ferns and brackeu towards the cave;
and then suddenly stopped, with a start. A
light was gleaming through the foliage there;
a lantern was burning in the hidden cave.

“The awful ass, to burn a light here!”
muttered the junior. “1f those fcllows are
still looking for him——"

He Dbroke off. .

From the hidden cave under the hill there
came a murmur of voices. Marco Frulo was
not alone. . :

Tom Merry remained quite still for some
momcnts, and then he cautiously crept
towards the cave and listened. .

The thought had come into his mind now
that Marco Frulo's enemies had found him.
The man who was hiding in fear of Lis life
would hardly have been imprudent_ enough to
hetray his presence by burning a light in the
cave. And the voices—what did that mean?

As he drew closer, Tom Merry lhenrd a
voice in English—a voice he bad heard
before. It was that of the man with the
knife-blade nose, whom Blake and Figgins
hiad captured by mistake in the afternoon.

Tom Merry knitted his brows. -

All was clear now. Marco Frulo’s enemies
had found him, and they were in the cave
vow. What-had happened to the Ttalian?

The foliage hefore the cave had heen torn
and trampled, and no longer concealed the
opening completely. Tom Merry counld see
through into the interior, and a sturtling
scene met his goze.

Marco Frulo lay on the ground, hound hand
and foot, with the lantern light gleaming
upon his pale and hunted-looking face.

The big sailorman wa3 seated on a mound
close to him, with *his hand resting - on his
knee, and a revolver in his hand.

Two Italians were standing close to the
captured man, and one of them was wiping
away blood from a knife-cut across the face.
Marco Frulo had evidently not been captured
without resistance.

The sailorman was speaking.

“I guess we've got you now,
Frulo.”

Marco Frulo muttered indistinctly.

“Has he hurt you much, Beppo?”

The wounded Italian growled.

“Per Bacco! I am hurt!”

“We're going to make him pay for it,”
said the sailorman. “He's going to pay
twenty-five thousand pounds—eh, Marco, my
old chum?”

Frulo was silent.

“I guess you'd better go and get that cut
seen to, Beppo,” said the sailorman, lcoking
at the deep slash in his follower’s face. “You
can get it bound up in Wayland. Let the
gurgeon think you got it in a row with the
bargemen on the river. I can look after
our friend Mareo ‘now that he’s tied up.”
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Marco

“I bleed like vun stuck peeg!" growled
Beppo. .

“Now, Marco, my friend, you are going to
talk,” said the sailorman.

“Non parlero!” grunted the man lying on
the ground, making a sudden effort to break
loose from his bonds.

The sailorman chuckled.

"You can't get loose, Marco, old chum.
You won’t get loose easy when Joe Harker
has tied you up with sailor's knots.”

“Non parlero--non parlero!”

“That means that you won't speak, I guess.
I reckon we shall make you speak, Marco.
You are coming down to the coast with vus—
you are coming on a ship, Marco—and be-
tween here and Venice you will talk—what?
I guess you know lhow I shall persuade you
if you don't talk, my moan, What?”

“Bah! Non parleroi”

“You can go and gef that cut tied up,
Beppo, and bring back the trap—you and
Pictro. Get it as near the wood as you can,
and then come hack here. I'll lcok after our
friend Marco till you get back. Don't forget
the sacks in the trap, to cover him with.”

“8i, signor!”

Tom WMerry drew back hastily and took
cover in the trees. The two Italians emerged
from the cave and strode away, Leppo groan-
ing and grunting as he went. They disap-
peared into the darkness.

Tom Merry drew near the cave again when
they were gone.

The sailorman was still speaking; and Tom
Merry, 28 he saw the thin, kcen face in the
gleam of the lantern-light, almost shuddered
at the expression of cold and crue] determina-
tion upon it. -

“1 guess you are going to talk, Marco,”
said Joe Harker. “You are going to talk,
and you are going to write it down, every
word. I'm going to have that twenty-five
thousand pounds. Eh?”

“Non majt"”

“Never’s a long word,” said Joe Harker; “a
very long word. We've hunted you out,
Marco. You gave us the slip at Southamp-
ton; you've given us the slip since. We
nearly had you once; now we've got vou.
Savvy? Now we want the money—twenty-
five thousand pounds, Marco; though it’s not
in good British money. The secret that you
got from the drunken sailor in Leghorn;
you're going to- pass it on to me and my
pals—Beppo and Pietro. What?”

“Non maijl!”

“When you've got a cord tied round your
head, Marco, squeezing tighter and tighter
till your eyes bulge out, you'll change yonr
tune, I'm inclined to think.”

Tom Merry shuddered.

“You know where the money is, Marco--on
one of the islands in the Lagoon of Venice,
I guess. You're going to tell us.”

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

“Death, but silence!” grinned the sailor-
man. “We'll change your tune for you,
Marco, when you're on board the schooner.
You will see! Beppo and Pietro will he back
in half an hour, and then you're going away,
Marco, wrapped up in a bundle of sacks, in
case any inquisitive policeman should look
into the trap; and when you're on the
schooner—-" . .

The Italian groaned. He evidently 1enlised
his helplcssness in the hands of his relentless
enenly.

Tom Merry's heart beat fast.

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

There was nothing to stop them.

Tom Merry thought of the police; but he
could not have reached the ncarest police-
station. And then, the local policemen would
not have heen able to deal with this desperate
zang, armed with deadly weapons, and only
too- elearly prepared to use them.

What could he do?

He had come there to help the unfortunate
fugitive, and he had proof cnough now, if he
wanted it, that Marco .Frulo was a man
pursued by remorsecless rascals; that the right
was on his side. -

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

But what could the junior do?

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

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

The thoughts

raced through his head.

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

What could he do? He would not abandon
the Italian to his fatc. DBut what could
he do?

The sailorman yawned, and rosc from his
seat. He came towards the opening of the
cave, and Tom Merry crouched back in the
darkness.

The big man, his tall form shadowy in the
darkness, moved to and fro. At intervals
Tom Merry heard him give a faint chuckle.
The man was in _a state of glceful triumph,
as his chuckling indicated.

Tom Merry made up his mind.

He could not tackle the big rufian. by him-
self, but if he could get Marco Frulo free,
between them they might handle him.

Tom Merry, crouching in the dark shadows,
watched the sailorman pacing to and iro as
he smoked a cigar. And when the man’s
back was turned, and he was a dozen paces
away, -the junior made a sudden dash and
passed through the thickets into the cave.

Whether the sailorman had heard him or
not, he did not know. He bent over Marco
Frulo, opening lis pocket-knife with hurried
fingers. )

The hound man’s eyes gleamed up ab him
with new hope. .

“Amico — mio amico il ragazzo!" &t
breathed.
Tom Merry cut through the cords that

bound him with hasty slashes of the pocket-
knife. Outside, he heard the sailorman hum-
ming a tune. The man had not seen or hLeard
the junior; he did not suspect for a moment
that anyonc else was in the loncly glade ab
that hour.

A few more slashes of the knife, and Marco
Frulo was free.

The Italian sailor, lithe and active as a
panther, leaped to his feet. His sharp, black
eyes searcied round the cave, evidently for
a weapon.

His knifc had been taken away, and Tom
Merry was glad of it.  Villain and ruffian
as Joe Harker clearly was, Tom Merry did
not want to look upon a scene of bloodshcd
iu_the lonely wood that night.

Some sound had apparently fallen upon
the sailorman’s keen ears. e came back to
the entrance of the cave and looked in.

As he peered through the broken branches,
a glare of rage came into his eyes, as he
saw Marco Frulo free, and the junior stand-
ing by his side.

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

Crash!

There was a yell of pain from the sailor-
man ag the lantern smashed into his face,
and he staggered back blindly. The lantern
was instantly extinguished. Tom Merry
grasped Frulo by the arm.

“This way!” he muttered. .

He led, half-dragging, the startled man
through the thicket, before the cave. He
could hcar Joe Harker cursing in the dark-
ness as he rushed the Italinn towards the

trees. In a moment they were in the shelter
of the wood.

“Run for it!" panted Tom. “He's got a
pistol! Run!”

Crack!

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

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘The Secret!

N\ OM MERRY ran, and ran, his com-
panion panting along by his side.
For a few minutes they ran blindly,
at random; then Tom Merry remem-
bered the way, and they followed a heaten
track, where progress was easicr.

Frulo ran without ‘a word, cnly breathing
heavily.

They came out on the footpath at Iast, and
then over the stile into the road. Tom Merry
led his companion up the road for a short.
distance, and through a gap in thé hedge on
the opposite side, and into a dim building.
It was an old barn now disused, which the
junior knew well. There he stopped, panting.

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

Frulo leaned against the wall, breathing
hard.

“Grazie, signorino—graziet”

Tom Merry knew tha{ that meant thanks.

“That's. all right,” he said; “I was joily
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glad to get you out of the hands of that

sipotter! What did he want with you?”
f ;;:Il segreta!”

The—the what?"”

-~ “What you say—secret—secret of ze oro—

ge gold,” said Marco Frulo. “I am tcll by ze
sgailor who die in Leghorn—and he know—he
would find. Capite?”

“I think I understand,” said Tom Merry.

“They want to rob you!”

“Si, sil”

“Well, you're out of their hands now.”

Frulo breathed hard.

2.#*1 brought you some grub, as I promised,”
said Tom Mecrry ruefully. “But 1 dropped
the bag in getting you away. I'm sorry. Of
course, 1 didn't expect to find thosc rotters
there. But, look here, you won’t he able to
go back to the cave again, now that they've
-found it.”

“E’ ginsto!”

“You'll have to hunk¥”

“I go!” said Marco Frulo heavily. “But I
zink—I zink—how you say—I not get away
perhaps from zem. But 1 ly. Listen to me,
ragazzo. You save my life. Zey kill me on
.zc ship, for 1 tell zem nozzing.”

“The rotters!” said Tom Merry. “You can
go to the police for protcctinn, Frulo. We've

“got law in Lngland, you know.”

“Zat non good. Zat man, zat Harker, he
is il diavolo himself! Listen to me, you—
you are all ze friend zat is to me now. Sup-
pose zat 1 am kill. .1 not vish zat ze gold
losc itself. Capite?”

“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

“I give you a paper,” said the Italian in a
low, hurried voice. “You have carta—what
you say--carta per serivere?”

“Carta!” said Tom Merry, puzzled. “Oh,
paper! Yes. If you want to write, I've got
‘a pocket-book, and you can have a leai.

- And I've got a pencil. But—"
“Datemi—give- to me.”

= Tom -in. wonder, took out his pocket-

+-Book, and tore out a leaf, and handed it to
the . Italian, with a pencil.

Marco Trulo stepped to the door of the

. barn.

. Clear starlight fell into the ficld outside,
and it was light enough to write.

* The Italian spread the leal upon the cover
:%f the pocket-book, and wrote rapidly with
the pencil.

- Tom. Merry. did -not seec what he was
'writing, but he knew that it must be in
Itulian. He could not have read Italian, of
course, but he did not say that to Marco
Frulo.

- 'The man was In a state of intense agitation,
and Tom Merry wisely decided to let him
do as he chose without contradiction. The
Italian wrote with feverish haste, in the
clear and Dbeautiful caligraphy which cven
nneducated Italians generally usc. He
finished, and folded the sheet in two.

“Take zat!” he said.

Tom Merry took the paper.

" Listen, zen,” said Frulo in a. Iow voice.

"I have write zere where it is zat ze money
is. Capite?”
" *Yes,” said Tom Merry. guessing the mean-
ing ol the word “capite ” casily enough. *“I
understand.” .

“Zat is all mine, for 1 have il segreto—

. lhow you say—-" .

“The secret?”

**8i, 8i, signorino—ze secret. I have him from
z¢ sailor who die in Leghorn. I zink I find
him, but perche—perche—vat you say—per-

baps zat demonio—zat Harker—he find me
first—and le kill. Capite?”

“Yes; but—" .o

“But zen I give him to you.”

. "The secret?”
“8i, si. 1f I no come to you vizin, say,
feur day—four day—quattro giorni—you say
* four day—"
*Yes, four days,” said Tom Merry.
“In quattro giorni—four day—I come or I
. send, but if I do not I will give him to you,
because zat you save my life, amico. If I do
not come for him, it is because zat I am
* dead. Capite? Zen he is yours, signorino,
hecanse you good friend to Marco Frulo. But
for quattro giorni—four day—you no read—
- you no look at ze earta.”

“I understand. If you do not ask me for

the paper back in four days it helongs to

-me,” said Tom Merry,

“Certo!”

*“And I'm not to read it or look -at it.for
four days?”

-t 8i, sit”
“1 give you my word!” said Tom Merry.
“Buono, buono! I trust you. You are
onesto ragazzo,” said Marco Frulo. “Tt may
_be I live—zen I send to you; ozzerwise, you
kecp and you And! Zat is yours!”

“But I say—="

“Now I go—l fiy! Zey look for me
again—"

“But look here, 1 can't let you go away
into danger like that,” said Tom Merry, in
great distress. “Why not let me take you to
the police-station——"

Frulo shook his head. '

“1 go!” he answered. “You keep promise—
yYou guard carta—ze paper—four giorni—zen
he is yours if I no send. Now addio!”

“But look here——"

“Must go!”

“Hold on,” said Tom Merry. “I've lcft in
the wood the grub 1 brought for you, but
I've got some money, if that's any good.
Have you got money?”

The Italian shook his head.

“Leetle,” he said. *“Italian money.” N

“That won't bc much good to you here,”
said the junior. “I'll give youn all I've got—
you can pay it back when you come for the
paper, if you like, I've got nearly two pounds
—it will help you on your way.”

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

“If you will go, good luck to you,” sm'd
Tom Merry. “And, mind, I'm Keeping this
paper for you, and even if you don't claim it
in four days, I shall still congider it your
property. Good-bye, and good luck!” .

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

Tom Merry stood watching him till he was
gonc. Then he turned his steps in the direc-
tion of St. Jim's, utterly amazed by the
strange cevents of the night.

What was the paper the Italianp scaman
had given him? . ~

From what the man had szid, it was
apparently the clue to some hidden hoard of
money—somewhere in the isles and lagoons
of Venice!

More likely it was some wild tale of w
sailorman, which had deceived Marco Fr\lIQA
for he had evidently believed what he caid.

Yet the keen-faced satlorman nust helieve
it, too, since this was the secret for which he
was pursuing Frulo.

And Joe Harker did not Jook the kind of
man, certainly, to he taken in by a wild tale.
He was cool and cunning and calculating, by
no means the kind of man to be led away
upon a wild-goose chase.

Tom Merry’s brain was in a whirl as he
hurried back to St. Jim’s. X

Would he ever see Marco I'rulo again? If
he did not, the paper was his—for what it

was worth. Was it worth anything? he
wondered.
The junior reached the old school. In a

few minutes more he had climbed in at the
window. He made his way silently to the
Shell dormitory, and entered his bed without

waking a single junior.
I a great deal of thought on the
matter, he sewed it up in a corner of

his handkerchief, and kept that handkerchief
always in his pocket. .

The next day passed, and the next, and
Tom Merry did not bear anything of Marco
Frulo. He wondered a great. deal about the
man, and what had become of him.

On Saturday aftcrnoon the Boy Scouts of
8t. Jim’s had another run in thc wood, and
Tom Merry & Co. visited the earthen cave in
the Poacher’s Glade.

But in the cave, and the wood, they did not
find any signs of the strangers who had heen
there on the previous Wednesday. Marco
Frulo was gone, and Joc Harker and hiz fol-
lowers had gone, too—-perhaps in pursuit of
the Italian, or perhaps having given up the
chase.

Tom Merry thought a good deal about the
Italian sailorman, to whom he had taken a
liking in their short acquaintance.

If he did not hear from Marco Frulo by
Monday, he was to read the paper.

Then, according to what the Italian had
said, the secret would be his—if it was worth
anything.

Sunday passed without news of the Italian.

On Monday morning Tom Merry inquired
cagerly for letters. There was one for him,
but it was from Miss Priscilla Fawcett, his
old governess. That was afl. .

Tom Merry had told his chums, Manners
and Lowther, and also Jack Blake & Co.
about the mysterious happenings in the wood,
and, naturally, they were keen:to know the
secret of the paper, . .

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Document.

O0M MERRY decided not to run any
risk with thc precious paper. After
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After lessons that day Tom Merry’s chums
gathered round him eagerly as he came out
of the Form-room.

“Time!” said Blake,

“Yaas, wathak! Are you sure you've still
got the papah safe, Tomn Mcwwy?” asked
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy anxiously. “I have
been feelin® vewy uneasy ahcut it.”

“I've got it tied up in my handkerchief—
sewn up, in fact,” said Tom Merry. -

“Have you had it sewn up there all the
time?”

*“All the time!” said Tom.

“Bai Jove! Must have bcen a feahful twial
for you, not to change your handkerchief for
four days, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus
sympathetically.

“Ass! I've had two handkerchiefe—one
with the paper sewn in it, and the other not,”
said Tom Merry. *“The paper’'s as safe as
houses. 1f you fellows want to sec it——"

“What-ho!" -

“Come up to my study, then.”

“Yaas, wathah !

“What about getting it translated?” said
Blake. *The only chup who knows Italian, is
Brooke, of our Form.”

" Brooke's the c¢hap I was thinking of,”
said Tom Merry. “He'll do it ror us like a
shot. He’s always an obliging chap.”

“But he's a giddy day hoy, and he’ll he
gone,” said DBlake anxiously, Iy hat! If
Le's gone home we shall have to wait till to-
morrow for the translation.”

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that.”

“Look for him, then,”. said Tom DMerry
quickly. “If he's started home, collar him
and bring him back. Tell him it’s important.
and earry him if negessary. He's got to
come.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Blake and 1lerries ran away in search of
Brooke of the Fourth.

The Terrible Three proceeded to their
study, with D’Arcy and Digby.

As soon as he entered his study, Tom Merry
tcok out the hangkerchicf in which the
precious papers were sewn up. The fellows
stood round the table and watched him
eagerly. Tom Merry snipped through the
threads with his penknife, and took the paper
out. Arthur Augustus D’'Arcy screwed his
monocle into his eye, and regarded It with
great interest.

“*Bai Jove!
remarked. -

Tom Merry hesitated as he held the paper
in his fingers.

“1 supposc we can read this?” hc said. “I
mean, get it translated. It's doing the fair
thing by poor old Frulo, isn't it?”

“I think so,” said Manners. *He told you
plainly what you could do.”

“Well, let’s look at the paper,” said Low-
ther. ““We can't read it until young Brooke
gets here, but we can have a squint at it.”

“Yaas, I'm weally cuwioas about it, deah
boy.” . .

Tom Merry opened out the paper.

The writing upon it, in pencil, was easy
enough to read; the agitated hand of the
Italian had scored the lines deep. And this,
as the juniors looked at the strange document,
was ‘what they read:

Now we're gettin® to it!” he

“La cassa di danaro e sepolta fra le rovine
della capella di Santa Maria dell’isola, presso
Burano, nela grande laguna di Venezia. La
pietra ¢ segnata d'una croce rossa.

S Manrco FRrLO.”

“Well, my only summer chapeau!” said
Monty Lowther. “What does it mean?”

*Ask me another!’

“Yaas; I can’t wead it,” said Arthur Aug-
ustus D’Arcy, scanning the document through
his famous monocle. *I can see that it's good
Italian, and I can make out’' some words.
‘ Capella * is a chapel, and ‘ cassa ’ Is a box,
and ‘ Burano ' is an island near Venice, deah

hoys. ‘ Cwoce wossa ' means a wed cwoss.”
**Croce rossa’'—red cross,? gaid Tom
Merry. “Good! We're getting on. But what

does the whole bizney mean?”
“I weally don’t know.”
“\Vhere's that ass Blake?
bring Brooke—"
“Here they come!” .
The door of the study opened, and in
walked Blake, Herries, and Dick Brooke.
“Here you are at last!” said Tom Merry,
“Does Brooke know what’s wanted, Blake?”
“Yes; I've told him,” said Jack Blake.
“You want help in a translation,” said
Brooke, looking .round. “What is it—Latin
prose?” )
“No fear!” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“We haven't fetched you up here to ask
you to help us with our lessons.”
THE PENNY PoruLaR.—No, 272,
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“Wathah not!”

“What i3 it, then?”

“Italian.”

“Italian?” said Brooke, in surprise. “You

- chaps taking up Italian®”

“Not much.”

“We've got a paper in Italian we want
transluted,” explained Tom Merry. “I think
Brooke had better know about it, you chaps.
He can keep a sccret.”

“Certainly,” said Brooke.

Tom Merry explained the history of the
- Italian document in concise words. Dick
Brooke listencd with his cyes growing wider
and wider in astonishment.

“Well, my word!” he exclalmed. *“It
heats a novel! And that's the paper you
want me to translate?”

“That's it, my infant !

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!"

“I'll do my best,” said Brooke. “You
fnow, I'm not so weil up in Italian as in
Prench and Latin. It's a study I've taken
up for pleasure, not for profit, and I haven't
been able to give much time to it——"

“Qucer idea of pleasure some icllows have,”
murmured Iferries.

Brooke 1aughed.

“I'll do my best with the paper,” he said.
“If 1 can't manage it I've got an Italian
dictionary, and I'll work it out with that.
But let's see the paper.”

Tom Merry handed bhim the paper.

Brooke fixed his eyes upen it, and as he
-rend his eyes grew wider, and he gave.a low
whistle. It was evident that he was reading
casily enough the words that looked so utterly
1aysterious to the rest of the juniors.

"It was curious to see him standing there
reading what to the other fellows present was
totally incomprehensible,

“Well, my hat!” said Brooke at last.

There wns a general shout of inquiry.

“You understand it?”

“Yes.”

“All of it?” .

“Every word; it's quite easy.”

“Hurrah!”

“Bwavo, deall boyt You know, I couldn't
possibly wead that,” said Arthne Aneustue
D’Arcy, with the air of a fellow making a
very lmpressive and singular statement.

“Go hon!" murmured Blake.

“Let’s have the translation,” said Tom
Merry. “This is ripplng of you, Brooke!™

. “Yes, rather!” said Herries. “Good thing
to lave a giddy genius in the Form. Wricc
it out,” Brooke, old man.”

Tom_ Merry handed the Fourth-Former a
nen, Brooke sat down to write. He read
the paper over again, and then wrote out the
translation easy enough: .

“The box of money-is buried among the
ruins- of the chapel of Santa Maria of the
Island, near Burano, in the Grand. Lagoon
of Venice. The stone is marked with a red
CTOss. Marco FRULO.”

The juniors gazed at the words as they
ran from under Brooke's pen in breathless
interest. There was a buzz as his pen ceased
to-travel.

*The box of money!
. “Buwied, ‘deah hoys!
tweasure!”

“Near Burano, in the Lagoon of Venice!"

“Rurrah!”

Brooke rose to his feet.

“Looks to me as if there is somcthing in
it,” he remarked. “If that Italian chap
doesn’t claim the paper again, Tom Merry,
you are in for a good thing!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“No more mysterious documents to trans-
late?” asked Brooke, with a smile.

“No, thanks. Awfully obliged.”

“That's all right.  So-long!"” .

And Dick Brooke quitted the study.

By Jove!”
A wegulah buwied

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Qood News for Qussy.

N Tom Merry's study lhe juniors read
over the paper with great jubilation.

The mere idea of a buried treasure

appealed very mueh to their imagina-

tion, and a buried treasurc upon an- island

in the romantic Lagoon of Venice was, as
Monty Lowther put it, espeelally ripping.

And they had no doubt about it now.

The words Mareo Frulo had written down
80 hurriedly to give Tom Merry before his
flight were true!

Far away in the blue Adriatic, in a ruined
building upon an isle, lay the buried treasure
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—for the sake of which the unfortunate
Frulo was hunted down by Joe Harker, the
sailorman.

And the sum? Harker had said twenty-five
thousand pounds in English moeney! The
merexthought was dazzling to the juniors.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
“It would be wippin'! If that chap Fwulo
doesn’t turn up again the money is yours,
Tom Mewwy!”

“I hope he will turn up!” said Tom Merry.

“But if he doesn’t?” said Blake.

“If he doesn't,” snid Tom Merry gravely,
“I think it's because he’s fallen into the
hands of Joe Harker and his gang, and
they've kidnapped him! The best thing we
can do is to get this box of money removed
from where it is now, so that Ifarker can't
et his hands upon it.”

“Bai Jove! I wish we could go!”

“Why shouldn't we?” said Tom Merry.
“The vacation’s close now, and we ghall be
away from St. Jim’s. Some of us can get
away, at all events, and we can make up a
phrty to pay a visit to Venice. Dash it all,
Cook's tourists go there in crowds every
vear! These places aren’t so far away as
they used to be. You get to Venice in three
days by train, and then—"

“Bai Jove! I'll w'ite to my governah at
once, and put it to him!”

“Good egg!" said Monty Lowther., *“I'l}
write to my uncle. To raise the exes, how-
ever, I shall have to make a personal call
upon my uncle—another uncle. I'll take
your gold ticker with me, Gussy.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy turned his eye-
glass upon the humorist of the Shell in
astopishiment. : -

I fail to compwehend youn, Lowthah,” he
said. “How would it make any ditfewence if
you took my wateh when you called upon
your uncle?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You see, your watch is worth two or
4hree pounds——" cxplained Lowther.

“You uttah ass! My wateh is worth
twenty-five guinens!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus indignantly. “It was a birthday

pwesent from my patah, as you knew vewy
well.”

“And it isn’t rolled gold?’ asked.l.owther,
with a look of astonishment.

“You—you ultal wottuh!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“AH the Dbetter!” said Monty Lowther
blandly. “My uncle iz all the more likely

to lend me something on it.”

“You. fwightful ass! I did not know you
were alludin® to that kind of an uncle!”

‘Ha, ha, hat!”

Tom Merry picked up the two papers, and
pinned them together. Then he tied them
both up in a corner of his handkerchief, and
restored them to his pocket. Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arcy turned his eyeglass rather anxi-
ously upon the Shell fellows.

“Those papahs are awlly valuable, Tom
Mewwy!” e remarked.

“Worth their weight in gold!"” said Lowther
facetiously.

“Pewwaps you had hettah hand them ovah
to me to be taken care of, Tom Mewwy. They
are weally vewy valuable, and a fellow of
tact and judgment *

“Qh, ring off, Gussy!” said Tom Merry.
laughing. “Now, you fellows, we've pot to
the hottom of the giddy mystery, and the
only thing to he done now iz to make up a
party for the search as soon as the vae
hegins. All of vou write to your paters and-
kind uncles, and tell them it’s specially neces
sary for you to have a holiday in Venice this
vae, and that you expect them to come down
handsomely.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The idea of an excursion in the wonderfnl
city of Veniee, the Queen of the Adriatic.
during the coming vacation was pleasant
enough; the only difllculty was, that it
might not come off.

Some of the fellows were already hooked
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for the holidays; others were very doubdfel
whether their parents would allow them to
go upon an excursion so far afield.

There were a good many letters wriitem
during the following days. <

On Wednesday evening, as the Terriie
Three were sitting. down to tea In their
study, the door was thrown open, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy rushed in with
a letter in his hand. -

The swell of St. Jim's was in a state of
great excitement, and had completely for-
gotten the repose that stamps -the omste
of Vere de Vere.

“It's all wight!” he cxclaimed.

“What’s all right?” demanded Tom

“Huwway!”

“What the dickens—" .

“I've w'itten to my governah, and he's
w'itten back—" .

“Well, that's - happened hefore, ard neo .
harm come of it,” remarked Monty Lowther.
“Has he sent you a tenner instead of a fiver
this time, fathead?”

“Weally, Lowther "

“What's the news, Gussy?”
Merry, laughing. )

“Listen to- this, and .I'll -wead it out.”
Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon the
letter in his hand. *‘Sent too many fivahs
lately—" Ahem! That's not the place.
‘ Money wasted—' Ahem! ahem!”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“I haven't found the place yet, deah bepys.
O, here it is! ‘ My dear Arthur,—I wegard
your suggestion of a holiday in Italy as
quite sensible. Your former tutor, Mr.
Mopps, is about to- proceed to the North of
Italy to collect materials for a book upon
which he is engaged. If you and your
friends wish to spend a part of the vacation
in Italy, I can arrange with Mr. Mopps to
take charge ot the party, and I hope you will
find the excursion enlightening as-well - as

Merry.

asked Tom

amusing. Italy is a countwy peculiarly wich
in histowical associations——" That's ~ail.
the part that's intewcstin’, deah bays. The.

patah wuns on about Italy to a vewy gweat
length, but I won’t wead that cut, as he
isn’t your patah, and you're not weally
called upon to stand it. What do Fou
think of the ideah, deah boys?”

“Hooray !” B
“Mopps makes it all wight,” =aid Arthur
Augustus. “He's an Oxford man, you know
—an M.A., and a vewy tame and guict Lijtle
chap; stutters, and talks awful wot, you
know, and. ‘thinks gwecat guns of himself.
Wegular Oxford man, you know. He won't
be the least twouble to us.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. “I
fancy we dnay be a trouble to him.” .
“Don’t , explain that before we start, or
D’Arcy’s pater may alter his mind,” grinned
Monty Lowther.

Arthur Augustus. shook his lLiead wisely.
“Wathah not! You can wely on mg to be
diplomatic. It wequires a fellow of tact and
iudgmendi to deal ‘with a patah, you know.
But weally 1 think the patah is playin’
np splendidly this time. What do you
think?”
.“Ripping!” -
And the Terrible Three, jumping uj Trom
their chairs, clasped Arthur Augustusz I Arcy
in their arms and Z
study. in thie exuberance of their spirits.

“Weally,  Lowthah—weally, Tom Muwwy
—— Ow! Bai Jove! Yawophit::
Crash! B 3

.The waltzing juniors waltzed into tac ten-
table, and there was a terrific crash 2: the
table went .flying, and tea and tea-ih:ings
shot in a &tream to the floor.

Crash! Crash!

“My hat!"”

“Bai Jove!™ - A

Arthur Augustus rolled over, ard sat up in
the midst of broken crockeryware. He sut
there in a graceful attitude for a decimal
fraction of a second, and then leaped to L.
feet with a wild yell. )

“Bat Jove! I'm hurt!
wuined! Ow!” .

“Never mind, Gussy,” said Tom DJMerry
cheerfully. “You've mucked up our tea, kub _
xe'll come and have fea with you in Study
NO. 6-"

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, whose ivel-
ings were really too deep for words at that
moment, was led away by the Terrible
Three; and it was quite a quarter of an
Lhour before lie recovered the repose which,
upon xll occasions, ought to stamp the caste
of Vere de Vere.
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