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- BULSTRODE’S PREDICAMENT!
A Magnificent Long Complete Story, dealing with the
Early Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

© By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
+  Caught!

O ULSTLODE!"”
The Remove bully looked round.
Wun Lung, the hinee,  was

g coming towards him in a curious
fashion. ~ He evidently wanted to speak to

Bulstrode, and at the same time he did not
- care to venture too near. -

He came towards the Remove bully as he
might have approached a lion's cage if the
door were unfastened. As Bulstrode turned
round, he popped back two or three paces
with a sudden jump. The Remove bully
chuckled.

“What do you want, you yellow-skinned
worm?” he said, in his wusual courteous
manner. .

“Me wantee speakee!”

“Well, speak then, dummy!"”

“Bulstlode knowee boutee tleasuce in old
ch.‘m{;‘}‘ll‘?'t vmid Wun Lung. “Sayvy?”

“Supposee Wun Lung findee?”
Bulstrode started. The story that there
wis a t ure buried under the ruined chapel
of Greyiriats was as old as the school itself.
It was a treasure buried by the monks at the
time of the dissolution of the monasteries.

It was a sum of gold hidden by the Cavaliers
irom the Roundheads when they ecaptured
Greyfriars. It was a chest of ingots stranded
from a wrecked ‘galleon of the Spanish
Armada.

All three stories were current, and several

otl}er variations; but all agreed upon one
point—that there was a treasure hidden
somewhere among the ruins of the ancient
chapel.
. Many a half-holiday had the Greyfriars
juniors 'spent in grubbing among MOSS-Zrown
masonry and dark, damp pastages, in scarch
of the treasure.

There was hardly a fellow at the school, |*

from the head of -the Sixth to the smallest
fag, who had not had a “go” at it at one
time or another. Bulstrode, among the
rest, had several times hunted for it—need-
less to say, without success,

His eyes glistened as he caught on to what
the Chince s:uq. Wun Lung was such a deep
and cunning little rascal that it was quite
possible that he had discovered what was
hidden from all the others.

“You've found it, Wun Lung?" ejaculated
the burly Removite, coming closer to the
little Chinee in his excitement.

“Supposee  Wun Lung findee,” said the
Celestial; “supposce in big chest, ‘Wun Lung
not able to movee, Bulstlode help?  What
you tinkee?”
- I'll help!” exclaimed Bulstrode
€ ind, this isn't a jape, is it? If
it is, I'll skin you alive!”

“No sayvy!”

“Look here, you're not stuffing me up?” ex-
claimed Bulstrode suspiciously.

No savvy!”
“Have you really found the tre:
“Findee big chest—no open iid Wun
Lung mysteriously. “What you tinkee?
Supposee  Bulstlode comee help, we findee
goldee.”

The Remove bully hesitated for a moment.

“Buistlode comee?’ asked the littie
Celestial, watehing him with glistening eyes.

The Remove bully nodded.

“I'll eome.”

“Velly plenty good!”

“Lead the way; and, mind, if it's a fape I'll
squash you!” %

“No savyy."

Wun Lung glided off in the direction of
‘tl_lc ruined chapel, and Bulstrode followed
him.

‘The rnins were at some distance from the
schiool buildings, in the grounds. The place
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ure?”

was lonely, except when the juniors were
seeking through the ruins on a half-holid
This generally happened, however, on o
sions when the ground was not fit for play.

Now, while merry shouts rang from the
football-ground, there was not a soul to be
seen. among the broken walls and shattered
cagements of the ruined chapel. Save'for the
faint echo of the shouting from a distance,
the juniors might have been in some deserted
ruin’ far from all human habitations.

“Now, then, where is it?” asked Bulstrode
eagerly.

“Follow me.”

Wun Lung stepped down the narrow stone
stair leading into the crypt. At the bottom
was, u strong wooden door, which had been
repaired in modern times, and was gencrally
kept' locked to keep boys from venturing into
the crypt.

The doctor did not consider it
them without a senior in the part But as
Gosling, the porter, had the key, and kept
it hung up in a conspicuous place in his
lodge, it was not diflicult for anybody to
obtain it. A tip to Gosling would always
make him blind and deaf on such occasions.

“Is it in the crypt?” asked Bulstrode, as
he followed Wun Lung down the steps.

vvy soon.”

But. about the key.”

“Allee lightee.”

Wun Lung produced the key from a recess
in his loose clothing, and inserted it in the
lock. The door creaked slowly and heavily
open. ®

A damp breath
greeted them.

Bulstrode shivered slightly.

The crypt was ventilated by_:lir passages
in the stone walls, but these did not let in
a gleam of light. In the broadest day the
erypt was as black as ink.

Bulstrode blinked into the gloom.

“We shall want a light,” he said abruptly.
“Allee lightee.” .
Ab, you've got a lantern!”

What you tinkee?”

Wun Lung lighted the lantern, and stepped
into the erypt. Bulstrode followed him.
Round them lay blackness, with stone pillars
supporting a vaulted roof dimly visible in the
wavering light.

There was a scuttling sound as a crowd
of rats fled from the light and the footsteps.
Bulstrode uttered an exclamation as one
knocked against his feet.

Wun Lung looked round.

*Whatee mattel?”
Nothing. Lead on,”

“You followee -me.”

“All right.”

Wun Lung held up the lantern, and ad-
vanced into the crpyt. Suddenly he halted,
flashed the light round, and listened. He
stood for a moment or two in an attitude of
intense listening, his lips parted, his breath
coming and going quickly.

“What is it?” whispered Bulstrode.

“Yon heal nothin

“Nothing.” 2

“You no tinkee we followed?”

“I don't think so.”

“You holdee lanteln minute—me sce—sd8n

safe for

of air from the crypt

savvy.” .

Bu)lstmdc taok the lantern, and the little
Chinee, who scemed to possess .a cat-like
faculty for seeing in the dark, darted away
towards the door. Bulstrode waited with the
lantern in his hand. 3

A sound hoomed through the stillness of
the crypt—it was the sound of a closing door.

The-Removite gave a jump.

What did it mean? What on earth was
Wun Lung closing the door of the crypt for?
A sudden suspicion shot through Bulstrode's
mind like a flash,

He ran gwiftly towards the' door of the
erypt. - v

seconds. It was
5 not to be seen.
dently on the other

He reached it in a few
closed, and \Wun Lung
The little Chinee was ¢
side of it.

Dulstrode dragged at the door.
fast.

He hammered on it furiously with his fist,
and shouted to the Chince.

“Open this door! You young hound!
this door! I'l-I'll lick you!
door, do you hear?”

Faintly through the thick oak came the
sound of a chuckle from without. Then
silence. t

Bulstrode thought he could deteet the
sound of a light footstep retreating up the
stone steps to the upper air. %

After that, silence as of the tomb.

Bulstrode hammered on the deor and yelled.
But only the booming of his own voice in
the crypt answered him,

Ile was a prisoner!

He desisted his uscless efforts at last, and
stood silent, panting. He was a prisoner,
How long was he to remain so? He remem-
bered his past treatment of the little Chinee,

and he stood overcome with dismay, g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tho Swell of St. Jim’s.
3 Al Jove! Swell kicked, deah hoy!"

It was an appreciative voice from
the ropes round the junior football-
ground.

A youth in the mo
lieved by a f. v waistcoat, in the most
glossy of silk s, the shiniest of boots,
and the nattiest of spats, stood there, with a
gold-rimmed eyeglass jammed in his right
eye, watching the me.

Harry Wharton & . were playing. They
had resisted the temptations for ahout ten
minutes. But the afternoon was so crisp and
fine, and the time of D'Arcy’s arrival was so
uncertain, that they had ally decided to
join Bobh Cherry on the field.

And then, chasing the clusive leather, they
had naturally forgotten uall about Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy of St. Jim's,

They did not see the elegant junior step
from the station hack at the gates of Grey-
friars, and stroll in with an clegant saunter,
after paying the cabman double his fare,

Arthur ~ Augustus D’Arcy looked - round

ass, spotted the juniors play-
ing, er to the ground.

He stood looking on, with a keen and
appreciative eye.

For all his elegant ways, Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy was a d footballer, and he often
s]m{;l»riscd strangers by his form on the footer-
field.

His looks certainly did not indicate the
fact that he was one of the fastest and most
reliable of the junior forwards at St. Jim's,
and that he could kick a ball from midfield
for the very centre of goal,

Harry Wharton had just slammed the ball
into the met, and the swell of St. Jim's
clapped his. hands with an energy that was
somewhat perilous for his lavender kid gloves.

“Bwavo, Wharton! Well kicked!”
“Hillo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Baoh
Cherry. “I hear a familiar voice.”

“The familiarity of the voice is great!”

“Well kicked, deah boy!”

The chums of the Remove came over, warm
and glowing, to shake hands with Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy,

“I'm sowwy I'm late,” said D'Arcy, as le
raised his hat most gracefully. “The fact is,
it's a tewwifically long journay. I missed the
twain, too, by huwwyin'.back to bwush my
hat, havin’ forgotten it in the haste of the
moment.” "

“That was rough!” said Bob Cherry sym-
pathetically.

“Yaas, wathah, I wegarded it as wathah

It was

Open
Open this

clegant Etons, re-
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wufl, but I am glad you fellows have had a
good game, all the same,” sai ¥ Y.
“Pway don’t leave ofl no 1 shall
enjoy watchin' you, you know.”

*We're done,” said Harry. “It was only a
scratch match to fill up time. We'll be off
and get changed in a jiffy, if you'll excuse
st

Arcy.
weally

“Yaas, wathah!"
“Look after D'Arcy while we're changing,
will you, Linley?

Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire,
nodded cheerily. He had not been playing,
owing to the effect of a severe kick on the
ankle in a game the day before.

“I think I have met you before, deah
boy,” said D'Arcy, as the footballers hurried
away to get into their everyday clothes. “By
the way, I met a chap named Linley some-
whah. T forget where, and 1 think I forget
when, but I wemembah I met him. He was
a4 fwiend of a chap I know, whose name I
can't wecall at the pwesent moment. 1
wemembah he was a welation of Lord Linley.
You know the Linleys of Warwickshire?
Pewwaps  you are connection of that

a

3 d. The fact that he was
holarship boy,” that he had worked for
ving in a factory before coming to Grey-
friars, was well known all over the school,
but a fellow from St. Jim's naturally did not
know anything about it.

Mark wondered what the son of Lord East-
Wwood would say if he knew. Mark made no
secret of it, but, on the other hand, he did

not make it a point of thrusting the fact

“T think it will be a good one,” said Mark.
“Well, what do you want, Snoop?
Snoop, the sncak of the Remove, had just
come up.
“Mr. Queleh wants you, Linley.”
Linley looked embarrassed
Mr. Quelch is

“You'll excuse me, D'Are
my Form-master, you kno
“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!

I'll bave a look
wound.”
Mark Linley hurried away. Snoop gave a
chuckle, and Arthur Augustus looked at him
curiously. Snoop scemed to be greatly tickled
about something.

“Do you know who that chap is?" he
asked. %

s, wathah! His name's Linley.”
but do you Know where he comes

aas, he told me—Lancashire.”

“I don't mean that,” said Snoop. *“He's
a_scholarship boy—he came - here with a
blessed  scholarship — Bishop  Mowbray's
Scholarship for poor kids you know. He
hasn't any tin, and only two suits of
clothes. He, he, he!”

Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy jammed his
monocle very carefully into his eye, and
looked at Snoop without replying. = Snoop,
who had an idea that he was making him-
self very agreeable to the swell of St. Jim's,
proceeded, with another chuckle:

“They're as poor as church mice, you know.
Linley used to work in a factory, y-you'd
see it now if you looked at his hands. He's
awfunlly careful with them, you know; but
he can’t help it showing. He never joins in

attempt to ingratiate himself with the son of
Lord &\stwooﬁ havipg thus signadly failed.

was some minutes before the frown
vanished from the brow of Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. If there was anything the swell ol
St. Jim's loathed, it was snobbishness; and
he had observed the curious fact that
snobbishness is strongest in people of lower
socfal station.

Snoop made him feel quite uncomfortable,
and he was seriously turning it ‘over In his
mind whether his position as a guest in Grey-
friars really forbade him to give the cad of
the Remove a “feahful thwashing.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” A heavy kand
descended upon the shoulder of = Arthur
Augustus, and he  started, and his  eye-
glass fell to the end of its cord, *Wherefere
that worried look, my son?™

“RBai Jove!”

“Sorry! Did I startle you?"

“Oh, not at all!™ said D'Arey, rerove'ring
his eyeglass, “I wegard that gweetin' as
wathah wuff, but it is all wight. I was
fwownin', I am afwaid. I have just met o
feahful cad. I twust that person is not a
fwiend of yours—in fact, I feel that it is
imposs for him to be a fwiend of decent
fellows.”

Wharton followed D'Arey's gesture with his
eye. .

Oh, no; he's a worm!*" A
thah! I wegard him as 1\'I|c:\st.
“Howevah, it is all wight.
not put you fellahs out a lot by
awwivin' so late.” , 3
“Not at all. You're in good time for tea,

———y
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upon people's
shook his head.

“1 can hardly a connection of ti
family,” he said. “I come from Lancashir

Arthur Augustus looked thoughtful.

“I do not know any Lancashire Linleys,” he
remarked. “Do you happen to know the
Ponsonbys?  They are in Lancashire—vewy
old fwiends of mine—Sir Gewald Ponsonby,
you know."

Mark smiled again.

“I certainly have heard the'
said.

attention.

He smiled and

¢

be

name,"” he
Sir Gerald Ponsonby was the owner
of actory near where I lived.”

“Yaas, I believe he owns factowies, or
mines, or somethin’. Quite an old sport,”
said Arthur Augustus.

“I did not know him, however.”

Mark did not add that he had worked in
one of Sir Gerald's factories. There was no
need to shock the prejudices of a . visitor.
And Mark liked the elegant junior of St.
Jim’s very much, and he would have b
sorry to see D'Arcy stlifen up and draw a ay
from him.

Not that he would have blamed him for
doing so.

Mark had learned to be patient, and to
avoid judging people harshly even for un-
reasonable prejudi Prejudi are usually
a matter of training, after all, and are
imbibed unconsciously.

“That was a jolly good game of footah,”
said D'Arcy. “You chaps play vewy well, 3

- am wathah lookin® forward to our next match
with you.” %

1)

=

1—GEORGE KERR.
2_FATTY WYNN.
3_GEORGE FIGGINS.

any of the things

because he only ha

money. He, he, he!”
“Indeed!”

“He wused to work in a factory
Lancashire before he won that  rotten
scholnrahlp," said Snoop, “he did. Used to
work for his living, and take the money home
on a_ Saturday night, you know—about ten
boh.vl exy . He, he, he!” 5

“You uttah worm!" said Arthur Augustus,
his gathering wrath breaking through his
chilly politeness at last. “You feahful cad!”

Snoop started.

“Eh! What's that?" he answered.

_“I wegard myself as bein’ hound by the
fact that I am a guest here,” said DArcy,
"othn_hwnsu, I should immediat collah you,
“"f!“‘};w you a feahful thwashin'.”

“Why et

going on, you know,
ixpence a week pocket-

in

S

X wegard Linley with gweat wespeet. You
are a howwid toad! I weally wish I were
not a guest here, because I "shduld enjoy
thwashin’ you vewy much.”

Snoop turned very red, and stared in amaze-
ment at D'Arcy. The swell of St. Jim’s, with
his nose very high in the air, walked away.
Sn‘fmy stared after him dazedly.

Well, I'm blessed,” -he murmured—“I'm
blessed!  He's the son of a lord, I know—I
heard Nugent say so. Fancy his taking it
liko that!  Blessed if I can understand it!
I think the House of Lords ought to be jolly
well abolished.”

And Snoop drifted away discontentedly, his

No. 4 NEXT FRIDAY.

Robert Dighy, Ceorge Core,

Herbert Skimpole.

sald Harry. “Billy Dunter has been making
preparations for the last hour, and it will be
a spread. We've got to attend afternoon
call-over—we all have to show up there un
less we've got passes out—and then we can
get to the study.”

“Vewy good.” 'S

“Come into the hall with us, Wingates
taking call-over, and so it won't take mO
th‘:‘u; a few minutes.”

Faas, wathah!»

The juniors went in to call-over. N”“‘f:
Augustus D'Arcy looked on while the Remo
answered to their names.

There was one junior who did not answer
when Wingate called:

“Bulstrode !»

The captain of Greylriars looked UP and
round. & ~

“Bulstrode !»

No reply. :

“Is Bulstrode
“No, Wingate.
“Very well.” nt,
Wingate marked Bulstrode dowa as absehy
and finished the roll-call. There was D9 00y

else missing; Wun Lung answering
anl‘é

there?»
»

last, with a curious, lurking grin on.
Had Wharton observed him then be ¥
have guessed that something was ‘on’( the

at the present moment the captain ©
Remove was occupied with his guest: q in

Call-over finished, the junjors disperse
various directions. vo. 273
THE PENNY Porrran. —NO- =/
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‘“ Whatee mattel ? " said Wun Lung, as Bulstrode uttered an. oxclamation
as ono of the rats knocked against his foot.

‘&

The F:unous Four made their way to Study | thinkin’, deah boys,” said D’Are “This

No. 1, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy accom- | chap Bulstwode—I think I \\)Lllltl'ﬂb.lh
panied them. him—a big fellah, Vewy stwong—*

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bulstrode is Missed.

(3 NOTHER cup of tea, D'Arcy?”

“Thank you, deah boy!"

“Try the cake?”

“I can recommend that cake,”
cald Billy Bunter. “I had a snack of it my-
«elf while I was getting tea, D'Arcy., It's
prinie !

“Vewy good, deah boy!”»

There was a tap at the door, and Mark
Linley put his head in. He gave Arthur
\ugumw a cordial nod

“Have any of you teilows seen Bulstrode?”

le asked.

Istrode? No,” said Harry.

issing at afternoon call-over.”

“Yes. Mr. Quelch has been asking for him,

He was to show up an imposition by tea-
time, and he hasn’t nppmrcl{ )

* Trouble in store for Bulstrode,” said Boly
Cherry, with a shake of the hmd “T can’t
understand his'being such an ass, He knows

. that_Quelch means business.” -

“\othmg can have bappened to him, I sup-
pose,” said Nugent, remembering the
appearance of Wun Lung the week before.
“He hasn't been ass cnough to try to skate
on Lhe Sark now, I hope. The ice won't

s -very curious,” said Mark. “I think
shall have a stroll round and look for him."”
“Oh he’s all right!® said Harry, “He'll
turn up. lvcucr stay here and have tea
with us, Linley.”

But Mark smiled and shook his head, and
left the study,

“I wathah like that chap,” remarked
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, as the door closed
pehind the Lancashire lad.

“Good !” said Harry. “That's Mark Linley,
cne of the best—the very best! I wonder
what's become of Bulstrode? I suppose he’s
all right, though.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked lhoughtrul
A slight wrinkle appeared in his brow, and
he screwed his monocle more tightly into his
‘eye

It: seemed that deep thoughts were working
in his brain, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
offered him a new supply of cake without
cven attracting his attention.

«More tea?” asked Bob Cherry loudly.

Arthur Augustus started out of his reverie.

“No, thank you, deah boy =

“Try the cream pulfs.”

# Thanks, but L am weally ﬁnlshcd
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SHe was
m )

1 was

“Phat's the chap.”

“He scems to have disappeahed.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Oh, he'll turn up all right!»

“You nevah know,” said Arthur Augustus
seriously.  “I disappeahed myself once, and
I did not turn up again till I was found. You
see, I was kidnapped by a set of wottahs,
who shut me wp in a howwid place where
I could not even get a wash or a change of
linen, and kept a pwisonah for a wansom.®

“That's not likely to happen to Bul-
strode.”
“You nevah know, you know. Anythin®

may have happened. Pew

are not aware that in my

have studied the methods of shcrlmk Holmes,

and have become a weally wippin' amateuh

(Icucu\e t)
ly 2%

U3 Ynn wathah! Now, if Bulstwode does
not turn up, T should be qultc willin’ to look
for him in my capacity as amateur detec-
tive, you know. I have not the slightest
doubt that I should find him, and pewwaps
save his life fwom the ‘wottahs who are
holdin® him to wansom,”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

% Weally, Chewwy—>

“Excuse me, but I don't suppose for a
moment that anybody has kidnapped him
and is holding him to ransom,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “It's ro.nlly too rich, you know.”

“The richfulness is terrific.

“You nevah know, you know. If Ixulstwodc
does not turn up hy dark I suppose you will
begin ito look for him?”?

“Y suppose so, The gates aro locked by
dark.? 3

“In that case, I shall offah my services as
an amateuh detective” said Arthur Augustus.
“L have bad gweat success in that line at
St. Jim's, and I should weally like to give
you fellahs a little exhibish of my powahs.”

The chums of the.Remove smiled, but they
did not gaingay Arthur Auvgustus., Dusk was
falling now, and, tea being finished, the
juniors quitted the study, and descended to
the Common-room to learn whether anything
had been secen of Bulstrode.

Nothing had been learned of him.

It was known that Bulstrode was fond of
iknllng. and that the ice on the Sark was
quite unsafe, and so a certain _amount ‘of
anxiety was !clt on that score. Fellows had
been along the river looking for him, but
had found no sign of him there.

It was very curious that he had not
returned by dusk. To stay out after locking
up without a pass was a scrious matter. But

aps you fellahs

Friday.

the prefects, questioned by Mr. Quelch, teld
him that they bad not given Bulstrode a
pass.

The Remove-master was anxious.

He was in the hall when the chums of the
Remove came down, and he camie over at
once towards them, and addresced Arthur
Augustus D'Arey.

“You are_D'Arey, I suppocc" he said.

“Yaas, withah, sir!

"S}.mncr tells me that Bulstrode—a bcy
in my Form here—intended to meet you at
the railway-station,” said Mr. Quelch. “Did
he muJ, you?"

Arcy shook his head.

lh\e )nu =ccn hlm"'
“Not to-da

“Thank yo
Mr. Quelch walked away, looking somewhat
disturbed. e had questioned many boys in

the Remove, ong others, Skinner.  And
Skinner, lhlnkln;: that the matter might be
serious, had told him of what he knew of
Bulstrode's intentions.

Bulstrode had evidently not carried out his
intention of meeting rey at the station,
and SKinner wondered why. It seemed to
him that only some scerlous happening could
have Kkept Bulstrode from perpetrating an
intended strick.

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful as the
Remove-master left the juniors.

“I don't quite make this out,” he ex-
claimed.  *Why should l!ulstrmlu ;,u to the
station to m D'Arcy?

“Yaas, wathah!
said Arthur Aug
vy polite of Inn

I lnrdl) l\nc“ the ch'\p,

n
ah him and wescue him
if he is kept a p\\non'ﬂl somewhal to be
hcld to w n=om

“Most likely he intended some rotten jape,”
said Bob Clurr) “That would be more like
Bulstrode.”

“The likefulness would be terrific.”

“But he didn't go to “the wailway-
station,” said D'Arcy thoughtfully. “The
pwobability is that he disappeahed some-
whah betw the coll and the station.”
“Possibly.

“I weally think we ought to look for him,
deah bo; It will be time for me to weturn
t

St. Jim <l|ort|), and I should like to
place my serv as an amg ateuh detective
at your disposal tm then.”

Wharton smiled.

“Very well. I'm beginning to feel a little
uneasy about Bulstrode myself. IT'll get per-
mission from Wingate to go out and look for
him.”

ars captain willingly gave l!.c
chums of the ]lunou pass out of g
look for Bulstrode. g lanterns (o h;.ht
their way, the juniors started, and they
hunted along the lane towards Friardale.

30

Il.nlln hallo, hallo! W h.\t is it?"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
* Fairly on the Track.
”
footpwint, deah boy.”
.\rllmr Augustus D'Arcy was on his
now, with the light of an acetylene

Al Jove!”
bl(,)tll.llllltl’ll strecaming on tho ground

before him. In the exeitement of the
moment, the swell of St. Jim’s had even
l’orgottu\ the damage the knces of his
trousers might sustain, x\ cou\muug proof of

the deadly st he

The chums of the R muu gathered round
him.

D’Arcy was Knecling on the belt of grass
that ran beside the road at the side of the
Friardale lane. Harry arton & Co. did
not think there was anything remarkable in
finding a footprint there.

There might have been a hundred. But the
amateur detective of St. Jim's was greatly
excited, and evidently believed that he had
hit upon a most valuable clue.

The bright light of the acetylene lantern
streamed upon the fnn(pnu(

There it was—a ¢ in footprints, very
clearly marked in the grass.

“You see it, dc‘lh b

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratheriu

“I ‘wegard it as a cl

“But you don’t know \\ho made it.”

I wathah think it is the footpwint of a
kidnappah.”

Bob Cherry suppressed a chuckle.

“This sounds awfully like Sherlock Holmes,”
he remarked. Can you tell the colour of
hiis “eyes-and the bhup:. of his nose Irom that
roolprmt
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“Pway don't be fwivolous, Chewwy."

“1 was asking for information.”

“The chap who made this footpwint,” said
D’Arcy, screwing his eyeglass into his eye,
and scanning the print once more, “w a
chap who was capable of almost anythi!

“By George!”

“He was a vewy big man
dwessed, had vewy bad t a a vewy
stwong constitution. He was a man lost to
all weal sense of what is pwopah and scemly,
and therefore was. vewy probably a  kid-
nappah.”

“But how on earth do you make that out?”

demanded Harry Wharton.
. Jim’s gave a superior smile.
hserve, deah boys, and will
You sce that the impwession is
pah on one side than on the othah. I
take that to mean that the boot was worn
down on one side, and had not been wepaired.
A man who goes about with unwepaired boots
would natuwally be in a wathah wotten state
genewally as wegards attinh.  Therefore, I
deduce that he was waggedly dwessed.”

“Good !"

“The depth of the impwession shows that
there was a very gweat weight on the boot;

v, that the walkah was a big and
5

and waggediy

“You observe this cigawette-end which I
Ilqvc picked up close to the footpwint,” said
DArcy i inspection. "It is

awette, and they are sold
twenty for three-halfpence to silly kids. Now,
the chap who could smoke a cheap cigarette
this must have vewy bad taste. He must
also ;1:3 a stwong constitution to be able to
stand it.”

“Now, a man who goes about with boots
worn down on one side, and smokin® g
& is a suspiclous chy

wobably a kidnappah,
2 to his feet with quite the

deah boys,” said D’Arcy with a

y think that my deductions arc
wathah good, don’t you know.”

“They're amazing

“But suppose the ciga:
there by somcbody in
Nugent innocently.

“1 decline to suppose anythin' of the sort.
a detective, I deal in facts, and not in
ppositic
jood!" said Bob Cherry. “You can con-
sider you f ont of court, Nugent, with your
blessed suppositions. The only qu on now
is—how are we to follow up this clue?™

“Oh, don't be funny!"

“Chewwy is not bein’ fun
Augustus D'Arcy. *“He i wight. We
are goin' to follow up this clue. You see by
the diwection of the footpwint that the chap
who made it was leavin' the woad to get
gh the hedg:
What about that?
shows that he was goin' acwoss the

rette-end was chucked
passing?” suggested

ay,” said Arthur

And then?"

“Well, we must ascertain what he was up
to. I wathah think that this is the spot
where Builstwode was capchahed by the kid-
nappahs, and they pwobably cawwied him
thwough the hedge.

The Removites exchanged a grin as D'Arcy
went towards the hedge with the lantern in
}\i.\ hand, and his monocle firmly jammed in
13 eye

e.
¢ may as well look in the fields,” said
Wharton, in a low voice.. “It won't do any
bharm to look round, and we're in no hurry
to get back to Greyfriars. This is better
than evening prep, anyway."

Bob Cherry chuckled.

*Yes, rather! 11 stick to it."”

“But the clue—" said Nugent.

“That's rot, of course.”

“The rotfulness is terrific.”

“Come on, deah boys!”

“Found anything more?”

“Yaas, wathah! The -footpwints are
wepeated here in the mud, and they lead
wight acwi the field.” S

“ Amazin
Seems to show that the chap crossed the
said Nugent gravely. “That’'s sus-
picious in itself. Of course, chaps have
crossed flelds before.” 2

“Yes, I've seen 'em doing it,” said Bob
Cherry, with a wise shake of the head. * “I've
‘done it myself.” - Vg 1 _

“Yaas, but why did this chap cwoss the
field?” -demanded D'Arcy. 4

“Yaas, but why? My theory is that he had
kidnapped Bulstwode, and was ewossin® ova
to the wood to get out of sight, you '

“1 shouldn’t wonder—1 dou't think,
murmed Bob Cherry.

“Bulstrode is somewhere, anyway,” said
“Let's look in the wood. 1t won't

mur-

D'Arey followed the track across the field,
beat down in a stooping attitude, and keep-
ing the streaming light of the acetylator
Lefore him.

He gave a little chirp of satisfaction when-
ever he discovered a new footprint.

On the other side of the field was a wood,
and on the borders of the wood a muddy
diteh. In the damp soil by the diteh D'Arey
found the footprint again, repeated several
times, and suddenly he gave quite a chirrup.
“Bai Jove!"

“What is it now?" asked Wharton.

“ Anothah footpwint, deah boy.”

“By George!"

“Yaas, wathah! Look here!”

A smaller footprint, but of a very roughly
made and badly worn hoot, appeared in the
mud of the ditch close by the track.

D'Arcy’s eyes were blazing with excitoment
now.

“y

i Jove, I'd like Blake and Dig and
Hewwies to be here to see this!” he muttered.
“Hewwics always maintains that his wotten
bulldog, Towsah, can_follow twacks, and that
1 can't, you know. I should like him to see

thi

Harry Wharton grinned.

“What do you deduce from that?" he
asked.

“The villain joinad his accomplice here,
and between them they cawwied their vietim
into the wood,” said D'Arcy.

He moved off along the diteh, scanning the
ground.

“This is getting richer and richer,” sald
Bob Cherry. “What do you think really hap-
pened here, Harry

Wharton smiled. .

“Well, judging by the kind of hoots, I
should say that the fellows who have been
here were a couple of tramps. Probably they
were going to camp for the night in the wood,
Perhaps the chap in the lane caught sight of
the chap here, and came over to join him.”

I —— -

and the tall of his jucket was dipping

5

“Likely enough. And the kidnapping—"
“That's all rot, I imagine.”

“Same here!™

“Still, you never know,” said Nugent.
“Marjorie Hazeldene was kidnapped onec, yon
know, by some gipsy chaps.”

“Yes, but—"
ome on, deah boys!™

“Where are you going now?”

*Aewoss into the wood. Do you chapa
know that wood at all?”

“Oh, yes It's the priory wood, and W
know tty nearly every inch of it," sai
Wharton. “That's all right.”

“Good! Follow me!"
"l.olnk out! There's a jolly wide diteh to
mp!"

pl
“0h, that's all w
D’Arcy retreated few paces, took a run
towards the ditch, and jumped. He flew
through the air, and landed, but the jump
was really a little too wide for him.
There was a horrid squeleh, amd D'Arey,
falling a foot or more short of the firm earth,
plu:;):cd up to the knces in thick, slimy
nud.

Friday.

Ju

t, deah boy!™

Bai Jove!"
ha,

yelled  Bob  Cherry in-
_mean, I'm sorey I

escu

D'Arey made a desperate effort to drag
himself out of the mud, but the effort only
pushed him further in, and the swell of St.
Jim's sank to his waist.

* Wescue!” "

But for the moment the juniors of (Irc.y
friars were too convulsed to go to the rescuc

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Light Ahoad!

L ESCT deah boys!”
Im;l on, llﬂ"{ a
gasped Harry Wharton.

He took a fiylng leap acroas q‘l"
diteh: and, warned by D'Arcy's experiences
was careful to clear ‘it well. The o'.hcl‘;
(lnllnwed him, and landed safely upon terr
firma.

The lantern in D’Arcy’s kand showed lhgl':‘
light. The face of the elegant junior of St-
Jim's was a study.

His trousers had disappeared in the

ha!"
“1=1

hand !

mud,
into

| RV - |

“To reach the other side, perhaps.”

* ¢ Open the Joorl" shouted Bulstrod,
i Lo 1I’lI—I’Il lick you! Open _thl. door!

doorf

* You young hound, op’ﬂ! this

Do you hear 7*
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it, and there were spuashes of mud on his
siceves. v

Horror was in every fenture.

“Wescue!"™ he repeated faintly. *
My twousahs aré wuined! Bai Jove!

" Lend a’ band, you chaps!”

“Right-ho!" ‘ X P,

Wharton took the lantern from D'Arcy’s
hand, and set it on the ground. Then he
grasped D'Arcy's” jacket-collar firmly, and
Bob Cherry and Nugent took each one of his
hands. They pulled together—hard.

For some moments D'Arcy resisted their
efforts, being stuck too fast in the mud to
move; and at last he began to shift.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. “Don't c-c-choke
me, Wharton, deah boy! Don't pull my arms
wight out, you chaps!” 3

“It's all right. You're coming.""

“Yaas, wathah! Ow!"

“Another tug, and it's done!"

“Ow! Wow! Gwoo!”

With a sudden rush at last, D'Arey came
out of the mud like a cork out of a bottle,
and the Greyfriars juniors, not expecting him
quite so suddenly, went staggering back, and
fell. The four of them rolled on the muddy
ground, and D'Arcy collapsed on Nugent's
Ie .

1 Jove!s

5.
“Gweat Scott!”
*“Phew!”

g'nspud Bob Cherry. “T think
v Look at D'Arcy’s
a, ha, ha!”

The juniors picked themselves up. They
were all in a rather muddy state; but the
condition of D*Arcy’s clothes was what Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh would have described
justly as “terrific.”

He was simply caked with mud from his
boots to his waist, and there was a consider-
able quantity of it splashed over his sleeves
and his waistcoat.

His look, as he glanced down at his
trousers, made the juniors shriek.

3 ove, it's no laughin’ mattah, deah
boys. I'm in a feahful state.”

“We'd better get back to Greyfriars,” said
Harry.

“But we've not found
boy.”

“We've found all we're likely to find, and
that's mud,” grinned Bob Clerry: “Lot's
buzz off to Greyfriars now.”

“Yes, ratler! “Nuff mud for one night,”
1emarked Nugent; and the Nahob of Bhani-
pur murmured that the 'nuf-fulness was
terrific.

But Arthur Augustus D'Arey shook
head.

“¥ou fellows can go back if you like,” he
“I am goin' on.”
But, my dear chap—"

-5 eame out here to find Bulstwode, and
T'm goin’ to find him, deah boys. I'm not
#oin’ to give in, especially now that I am on
the twack.”

*“But your trousers?”

“It can’'t be helped, as Tom Mewwy says
when things go w'ong.  Aftah all, a paih of
twousahs are not so much to sacwifice for the
sake of wescuin’ an unfortunate chap fwom
the gwip of the kidnappahs.”

# l‘r;lut”yon'_rc wet."”

-~ Well, pewwaps it is 2 little damp,” ad-
mitted D'Arcy. “It is not weally wc?,' how-
¢ \"l:nh. In any case, I shall keep on.”

\}.’cll. if you keep on, I shall keep on with
you,” said Harry. *“So shall we all. It's all
1ight’s I was only thinking of you.”

"’{‘h:mk you vewy much, deah boy; but I
don't want to chuck a thing up whén I'm so
close on the twack, you know.” ¥

“Let's get on, then.”

“First of all, howevah, I will sewape off as
much of this mud as poss.”

“I'll lend you a hand.”

With grass and fragments of wood {hey
rubbed down the swell of St. Jim's, and
ceraped off the worst of the mud. But
D’Arcy's trousers were still in _a shocking
xt_atc when they had finished. However, as
D'Arey said, it could not be helped. He took
up (tihe lantern and led the way into the
wood.

Bulstwode, deah

his

=

. Here the ground was harder, and tangled
with creepers and thickets, and the guiding
footprints disappeared. ¥

© Arthur Augustus was at fault.

He went up and down and round about for
some time, the Greyfriars juniors patiently
following his lead, and waiting till he should
be tired out. = 3 .
< And he stopped at-last.
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It had been clear for some time that he was
going Tllt(! at random, and at length he con-~
Tessed it. '

% “I'm afwaid we've lost the twack, -deah

0ys ! A
*Looks like it,” said Wharton.

“You see, the gwound here wetains no
twaces of footpwints, and so it's wathah hard
to keep on the twack.”

“Yes, rather!” ¥

“Howevah, we are close to the kidnappi
wascals; 1 am sure of that. You see, havin’
captured Bulstwode and taken him into the
wood, they would natuwally look wound for:
some place to hold him a pwisonah while they
obtained his wansom.” ¥

“Naturally,” agreed Wharton gravely, while
Bob Cherry was taken with a sudden fit of
coughing,

D'Arcy glanced at him.

“Now, you chaps know this wood well,” he
said.” “Of course, I'm a_stwangah heah. Do
you know of any {IL’ICE in the wood where a
chap could be kept pwisonah quietly? I sup-
pose there are lots of such places?”

“Well, there's the old priory,” said Nugent.
“A chap was really shut up there once, not so
long ago, by an escaped lunatic.” =,

“Just the place!” exclaimed D'Arcy.
“Where is the pwiowy?”

“About a quarter of a mile from here.”

"]\JVet'll €0 and look at it.”

h (i 3

“Bettah go and examine that place first,
before we waste any more time wunnin'
wound,” said D’Arcy. “It's just the place the
wascally kidnappalis would select,.yon know,
to keep Bulstwode a pwisonah in, and it may
save a lot of time. I have vewy little doubt
but that we shall find them there.”

“0h, we'll go and look.”

“Kindly lead the way, deah boy.”

It did not take the junjors long
the ruin in the wood.

Suddenly Arthur Augustus blew out the
lantern. Z

*What on earth——" began Nugent.

“I saw a light!"

“A light! Where?”

“In the wuins!”

The acetylene lamp began to give out a
ghastly smell. Carbide of calcium has a most
delightful odour when damp, and that odour
made its presence felt. The iuniors sniffed,
nqt\ to say snorted, and retreated from

to reach

D'Arcy.

“What's the mattah, deah boys?” asked the
swell of St. Jim's, looking round.
*That blessed niff I
that's nothin’!”

it?” said Bob Cherry indignantly.
s—it’s unearthly!”
“Wats!”

“Phew! Drown that blessed
goodness’ sake!”

“Weally—ahem!” D'Arcy caught a whiff
from the lamp himself, and paused. “Upon
the whole, I think I will lay it down on the
gwound.”

And he did so, and the juniors moved off
from the spot for a few minutes till the
fumes should clear off.

Then Bob Cherry, to whom the lamp
belonged, recovered it.

Meanwhile, Arthur Augustus D'Arey was
creeping cautiously towards the rained priory.

“Bai Jove!" he ejaculated suddenly.

“What is it?”

“I told you I saw a light. Look!"

D'Arcy pointed, and the juniors started as
they saw the red gleam of a light showing up
against the darkness of the night.

lamp, for

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
‘Tracked Down.
“ HERE they are, deah boys!” said
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, in a tense
whisper. 2
The juniors crept closer to the
ruing, till they had a clearer view of the light.
It came from a fire, that was evident, and in
a few _minutes they were in full sight of the
fire. It was a fire of sticks and twigs, and it
burned cheerfully in the ruins. The night,
though cold, was” clear, and the flame
ascended dircetly towards the sky.

TO THE BOYS AT THE FRONT.
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The fire was built upon the stone fiags of
the old priory hall. Close by it a couple of
men sat. They had evidently just finished a
meal, which they had cooked at th'e fire.
Fragments of food and dirty utensils lay
about them,

The men were both raggedly dressed, un-
kempt, and frowsy. One of them, a slightly-
built man with a very red nose, was chewing
tobacco. The other, a larger man, but only
medium-sized, was smoking a short, black
pipe.

It was clear enough that the two men were
tramps, and that they had camped out for
the night, -taking advantage of t'hc fine
weather to the price ot a ledging. By
the fragments round the fire, too, it was
pretty” clear that they had found a frce
supper in the wood by snaring a rabbit.

The juniors watched them in silemce, the
two tramps totally unaware of their presence.

D’Arcy's eyes gleamed through his monocle.

“There they are, deah boys!”

“Well, I suppose they're the chaps whose
tracks we followed,” agreed Wharton,

“Yaas, wathah!”

“But onc of them

chuckled Bob Cherry.
smoking cheap cigarettes, either.”
“«0f course, a detective cannot expect to
he absolutely wight in evewy twiflin® detail,”
aid D'Arey foftily., “I have no douht wh:}t-
evah  that these Dboundahs are the Kid-
nappahs we are lookin' for, and that's the
pwincipal thing.”

“But where's Bulstrode?”

“You don't expect to sce
there talkin® to them, 1 suppose.
hie is hidden somewhere in the wuins.

isn’'t a Dbig man,”
*and (.lu-y‘rc not

him_ standin’
Of course,
1 sup-

shall have to take those chaps
and then rch for Bulstwode m
, deah boys.

“There are five of us, and we shall be a
match for them, I suppose. I wathah wish
we had bwought Bwown and. Linley n'lcnu
with us, but we shall manage all wight.”

“ But- »

“Sury you don't feel nervous about tack-
lin’ them, deah boy!”

“No, but—"

“Then come on.”

“Yes, but "

“It may be wisky, but we came out to
the wescue of Bulstwode.”

“It's not that,” said Wharton, half laugh-
ing and half d. “Do let me speak.
don't feel inclined to attack those chaps
when there isn't the slightest rcason to sup-
pose that they've ever scen Bulstrode in their
lives.” "

“Ha, ha! That's how I feel about it!"
grinned Bob Cherry.

*But they are the kidnappahs!”

“How do you know?”

“Unless my theowies are incowwect, they
are the kidnappahs!” said D'Arcy firmly.
“I am goin’ to make them pwisonahs, and
then search the vaults. You can back me
ap or not, as you like.”

“Of course we shall back you up!"” sald
Wharton. “That's all right. But to go for
a couple of harmless tramps—"

“Kidnappahs, deah boy! 2

“Well, I suppose we can_ make it up (."
them afterwards,” said Nugent. _“We'll
stand them a substantial tip if D'Arcy's

aking a mistake.”

“Yaas, wathah! But I assure you that a
chap of my expewience and tact is not at all
likely to make a howlah.” 3

And Arthur Augustus led the way towards
the fire. }

“Now, follow me,” he whispered; ‘when I
say ‘Go!" make a sudden wush and seize
them.” N

“Right-ho!”

The two tramps looked up suddenly as
D'Arcy stumbled over a stone. They sprang
to their feet with looks of alarm. No doubt
the fear was in their minds that a keeper
had come upon tliem, and that they were
to be called to account for the rabbit that
had fuornished their supper. At sight of the
five schoolboys they simply stood and stared.
Arthur Augustus waved his hand,

“Collah them, deah boys!"”

The juniors rushed upon the tramps.

The two men seemed too astounded to make
any' resistance. They were collared and
dragged down, and in a few seconds there
were two  juniors sitting on each of them,
and 'Arcy was surveying the scene -in
triumph through his eyeglass.

“Bwavo! Bwavo!”

‘'Wot's the row,

guv'nor?” gasped the

| tramp -with the red nose, upon whose chest

Wharton was sitting. “I swear we found
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that there rabbit dead!  Didn't we, 'Er-
bert;"
“'Pon my solemn davy, we did, * " sai
ESen ¥, we did, 'Enry!"” said
I am not lookin® aftah any wotten wab-
bits,” said D'Arcy loftily. “We are lookin"
lor' your pwisonah, you wascals!”
:l:nsouer!" gasped "Erbert faintly.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“'E's orf ‘i3 onion, *

Clean or! of it, 'Erbe
Ordah!" said D’Arcy.
wascal. T shall shortly hand you ovah to the
|151I|ce to be sent to penal servitude. If you
wefuse to give me any information, 1 shall
have you bound hand and foot, while I
search for your victim.”

“I 'ope he doesn't bite,”

Arthur Augustus waved

' Bind them, deah boy
A ‘Lﬁ:’)' ‘ere,” began 'Erbert, in hot protest,

I the law of yer. I tell you, young
gcnts_. ] ‘ave the law of yer!"

We'll risk that,” said Bob Cherry. “If
re making a mistake, as I'm jolly certain
e are, we'll stand you half a sov apivce to
m:'\lsc up for it.”

Erbert’s expression changed at once. He

“Shut up, you

said "Enry.
his hand.

had never picked up half-sovereign as
ily as that—not honestly, at Any rate.
ow you're talkin’ e re “Go
ahead, and do just as you like. Mind you

don’t spoil my evening-dress, that's all.”
And the two tramps were solemnly bound,

hand and foot, with their own belts, braces,

and neckerchiefs. Then they lay by the fire

and grinned at one another, while D'Arcy
l_'\'ll:_'htntl the acetylene lantern, and the
lescended into the v
Dark and gloomy look
:llu' priory. The bri

is heah somewheah!™ he ex-
e'd bettah shout. and see if we
ct his attention, deah boys.”

can attw

“Oh, all right!"

“Now, then, altogether— FHallo!"
“Good!"

“Hallo, hallo, Lallo!"

The s! anyg through the vaults with a

5 hoing and booming far
The sound died down, and the juniors
ned.
intly
“Help
“M-m-m-my only hat!" gasped Bob Cherry.
The Greyfria niors stood transfixed.
For it was Bulstrode's voice.

as from afar, came a reply.

A Trifling Error.
; B
tus D'Arcy did not seem at all su

ULSTRODE!"

The Greyir juniors  simply
prised. He had no reason to be. He had
expected it

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
s
gasped ont the name. Arthur Augus-
s that i}ulst\vmlc‘s voice, deah boys?"
ens

“Good!"

“Help!”

The cry was repeated, faintly but distinctly.
There was no doubt that it was the voice of
the bully of the Remove.

The juniors gazed at one another.

Was it possible, then, that D'Arey had
been right all the time—that Bulstrode had
been kidnapped, and he was hidden
here in these gloomy vaults?

Wharton did not know what to think.
D’ y was the first to act.
me on, deah boy: he exclaimed.

He held up the lantern, and marched on in
the direction of the voice. The cry was
repeated again and again.

“It sounds loudest e, deah boys.,” ex-

and looking at it with a puzzled expression.
“There does not seem to "be any door,;
howevah.” -

“1t's one of those blessed revolyving stones,”
said Nugent. “There are several of them in
this old place, and I've opened one myself.”

“Pway look, and see.”

D’Arcy tapped on the stone.

*Are you there, deah boy?*

From behind the stone wall, mutfied by the
thickness of it, came faintly the \olce of
Bulstrode.

“1 am here! Helpt”

*“What do you think now, deah boys?" said
Arthur Augustus, with pardonable elation.

“Well, we've found him."”

Nugent was feeling over the stone wall, His
fingers came upon a depression in the stone,
and he pressed it hard.

There was a faint grinding sound, and the
heavy mass slowly revolved.

A dark, narrow aperture was revealed.

D'Arcy flashed the lantern light into it, and
a whito face showed up from the blackness—
the face of Bulstrode.

* Bulstrode !*

The Remove Bully staggered out. e was
white, faint, exhausted, and covered with
grime.

“Wharton! D'Arcy! What! How did you
find me?” *

“1 twacked you down, deah hoy, and we've
capchahed the kidnappahs!™ said D'Arcy, with
great satisfaction. “They're pwisonahs, deah
boy!”

Bulstrode stared at him.

“What Kidnappers?"

“The wufMans who captured you, deah boy,
and shut you up here to hold you to wansom.”
“You're off your rocker,” said Bulstrode.
wasn’t shut up here. Wun Lung, the Chinec,
shut me up in the erypt at Greyfriars, for a
rotten joke on me, and I got here along the

tunnel underground.”

“Qweat Scott!”

“I got as far as the end of the tunnc
said Bulstrode. “I couldn’t get out. £
too exhausted to go back, and I sat there—
I'm blessed it I know how long. Then 1
heard your shouti and I can tell you I was
jolly glad to hear it!
D'Arcy's face was g study.

The amateur detective of St. Jim's had
never been go overwhelmed in his life.

Out of shi pity the Greyfriars juniors
avoided looking at Lim.
“Bai Jove aid Arthur Augustus faintly.

I'll break that heathen’s neck when I get
k to Greyfriars,” growled Bulstrode.
Then—then you weren't kidnapped at all?”
faltered D Arcy.

“Of course 1 wasn't!
you think I was kidn

“I found a clue—'

“Well, T n't, anyw

The juniors left the vaults in silence.

Bulstrode was so grim and ungracious that
it was impossible to feel much sympathy for
him. They returned to the upper air, where
the two tramps looked at them curiously, and
stared with astonishment at the sight of
Bulstrode.

“I'm sowwy we collahed yo
said D'Arcy awkwi
will you?

What on earth made
pped?”’

dleah hoys,”

There was a—a slight mistak

'Erbert grinned as he rose and rubbed his
limbs, and winked at 'Enry.

“Bless your heart, it's all right, eir!” he
aaid, biting the half-sovereign to mas
that it was a good one. *We don't mind.
We never had =o jolly good »L'(- in all our

little lives, sir. Haw, h b
“He, he, he!" cackled 'Enry.
“Good-night! i

rton.
® “Good-night, sir; and we're willing to be
captured again any night you like on the
same terms, sir!” 'Erbert called after the
;unljunrs. And 'Enry chimed in with “He, he,
he !

claimed D'Arcy, stopping at thc stone wall,

RjolololoYololotolorolc)
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Augustus D’Arcy was very silent daring the
return.  There was' to doubt that the
amateur detective of St. Jim's had been con-
siderably off the track, though by a strange
coincidence his investigations had led to the
discovery of Bulstrode. .

The juniors reached the school, and Mr.
Quelch, who met them as they went in, stared
in amazement at Bulstrode.

“Bulstrode! So you have returned?”

“Yes, sir,” gaid Bulstrode sulkily.

“Where have you been?”
; "‘I was shut up in the crypt, sir, for a
ark.”

T

at is rather too serious a matter for a
lark,” said Mr. Quelch sternly. *Who shut
you upt”

Bulstrode hesitated.

“Answer me, Bulstrode!”

Bulstrode looked uneasy and disturbed. He
did not want to sneak, and he assuredly did
not want the truth to come out regarding
Wun Lung's reasons for punishing him. It
occurred to him very foreibly that if he gave
the Chinese junior away, the investigationa on
the subject would end in more harm to him
than to Wun Lung. .
you please, sir,” he said haltingly,
“I—I don't want the chap punished-
don’t want to complain, sir.” WAt
“That is gencrous of you, Bulstrode,” £a
NMr. Quelch, eyeing * fthe Remove bully
narrowly, “und I must say unexpected, too.
But the whole school has heen thrown into &
state of disturbance, and I must insist upon
knowing the name of the culprit.” u
Wun Lung, sir," said Bulstrode r;luchm Liy-
jend \l\'\lll Lung to my study, Wharton.

s, sir."
Wharton found Wun Lung, who nearly fell
upon the floor at the sight of llnlstrudu.‘sﬂn
sent him to the Form-master's study. ‘.,“_"
Lung was in there for ten minutes. ‘"‘:;'
ho came out he scemed to be tying himse wL
into knots, or trying to do so. Whar
him in the Remove passage.
Turt, old chap?” he asked.
“Me cuttee into stlips, me tinkee!

» groancd

the Chinee.  “Qucichee layee it on D
\\'l}gt ynul tlnkﬁc’.’" ; 1 sib down."

*Come into the sy and sit ¢ ] fg

“Tankee, tankee, .u)t me no sittee down.
sald Wun Lung, with o wry face. “Bub

“I'm sorry for you,” said Harry. d trick
why on earth did you play such a-AG 0
on Bulstrode? You must” have known
would be a row.”

Wun Lung nodded. ayce

“Playee tlick, pleventee Bulsi.lodc o’izﬁcu
tlick on Massee D'Aley,” he said;
hu‘u\glﬂy thully lnut. t&m.kw“d’“""’

harton's brow darkened. y

“I think I sce. It serves Bulstr“‘:““ gl\:’L‘
well right, it he was going to jup¢ Lung-
of ours, though you went too far, ‘}' “"nh:\'!l'
But you've had your grucl and he

toucli you, I promise you that." . nsell

And Ilulntnlulc, who had Pmm‘5¥'|ug‘" ack
the satistaction of licking the Fh:ll- by the
and blue, was warned off so seriod: ’h‘i own
Famous Four, that, with a view ."{ sevcrcl)’
c(lumfnrt, he let the little Celestial
alone. nltt‘!"

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy stayed f)ll:'r'cd his
at Greyfriars, He had quite T€COYE . he
assurance and satisfaction by the mlowmﬂ
left by an early train on the
morning.

“You see, deah boys," o
Harry Wharton & Co., “the hc”-i
cannot be quite exact as to twil
1 started out to find the ml’fi_""
I found him, and that was Wed
was wequired. Any twiflin’ €
out the theowy of ‘the case a
mattah.” rinned. “n.

And the Greyfriars chums gD'-'\":’ wit
agreed that Arthur Augustus

wwa
: Was

The juniors returned to Greyfriars. Arthur

3 @
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quite right.
THE END.

By e
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dealing with the Early Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Classicals’ Victory.

U R-R-R-R!"
With an expressive. snort Jimmy
3 Silver cntcreld the end study at Rook-

-wood School
.Jimmy’s face bore a healthy look.
He wore a thick overcoat, turned up at t
neck, and the cakes of enow on his thick
boots bore evidence to the fact that he had
been out of doors.

Jimmy Silver's ehums—Lovell, Raby, and
Neweome—were seated round a roaring fire
reading, and Jimmy Silver's snort in no way
disturbed them from their books.

“Slackers!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, with
an_air of disgusf

Lovell, Raby, x\ml Newcome made no reply.

“l!e'\stly slackers!” grunted Jimmy Silver.

8till no reply.

“Lovell!” roared Jimmy Silver.

Lovell looked up slowly.

“Hallo, Jimmy, old son!" he smd chccrll)

“Get a book and take a ses e've got a
nppins. fire going. Nothing like a good fire
when it's freezing.

ine lot of shckérs you are!" remarked
Jlm]r:x}ly7 Silver.

“Fancy snthng mund a fire on a ripping
day like this!
Must kccp warm, old scout.”
Jimmy Silver grunted. -
“Oh, rot!"” he exclaimed.
thing to keep you warm. What you want is
a good snowball fight. Why, there's Tommy
+ Dodd & Co. out there in the qund, chuckiny
snowballs about for—"
ang Tommy Dodd & Co.!"

“Exercise is the

- But—"

“Get a book and sit down, Jimmy!” urged
Lovell.

“No fear!” exclaimed Jimmy,
going to have a snowball fight!”

“*Well, if that’s Llu. case you might as well
get on with it!” said Lovell Jmp“lcnll)
"“I'll get on with my book and—

ou won't!” declared Jimmy

*You're coming out with me.

“We're

forcibly.
Chuck that:

Out shot Jimmy Silver's foot, and Lovell's
book sailed up towards the ceiling.

“Here, what—" began Lovell indignanuy.

Bifr! BiMr!

Jimmy Silver's foot shot out twice in ‘quick
succession, and Raby and Newcome gave

their leader a savage glare as their books

were hurled out of their grasp.

In another instant Jimmy had ;mthcrcd up
the three books and locked them away in the
cuphoard.

“Look here, Jimmy—"
wrathfully.

“Get your coats on,” said Jimmy C-Il"ll)
“You can read those rotten books this—"

“Who says they're rotten books?” asked
Raby. “The ‘(Magnet's’ a tipping paper,
and l 11 dot you one on the nose if you say
it isn't.”

“Oh, it's all right at the right time!” said
Jimmy complacently. “The time for reading
books is the evening. It's afternoon now, and
I guCss you kids are coming out of doors.”

me other time, Jxmm\." said Lovell.

“Do you want Tommy Dodd & Co. to crow
over tihe end study?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Er—no,” faltered Loc|

“Well, tumble out, thcn" commanded
Jimmy q|her “Tommy Dodd and a whole
crowd of Moderns are pitching into our Jot
no end, and if we don't go to the rescue the
Classlcals \rill get a jolly good whacking!”

began Newcome

Jimmy Silver made an lmpnticnt ;_.csturc

“Come on, do!” he urged. nd_don't
stand there like a lot of boiled owls!”
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“Oh, all nght"’ said Lovell resignedly. “If
you insist—"

“I do!" said Jimmy Silver emphatically.
“Come on, Newcome, and you, too, Ra \Iul
Can’t have any slackness in the end study.”

Lovell & Co. slipped on their coats and
caps, and then Jimmy Silver led the way
out into the snow-covered quad.

Snow had been falling hard for several
days, and the whole country-side was en-
veloped in a white mantle,

The quad at Rookwood was literally alive
with juniore, and enowballs flew through the
air in large numbers.

A battle royal was taking place between
Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Modern side and
the Classical juniors, led, not exactly success-
fully, by Adolphus bm)thc the dandy of the
l\'hcll

At one time Smythe had held the honoured
post of leader of the Classical juniors, but
Jimmy Silver’s arrival at Rookwood had
caused the fall of the dandy from his high
position.

Smythe still maintained that he was the
right person to command the Classicals, and
whenever opportunity offered itself he lost
no time in taking the position of honour.

Adolphus was never a successful leader,
unld the present case was no exception to the
rule,

Tommy Dodd & Co. were overwhelming the
Classicals.

“Give 'em socks!" exclaimed Tommy Dodd,
hurling & snowball at the head of the dandy
of the Shell.

Jimmy Silver took in the situation at a
ulance, and clutehed his chums quickly by
the arms.

“Come on, you kids!” he cried. “Pile in
for all you're worth! Mustn't Iet those
Modern rotters beat us!”

The Fistical Four broke into a run, and
had to pass a portion of the quad com-
manded by Wegg & Co. of the Third.

Wegg and his chums were aiming snowballs
furiously at Fisher and his chums of the
Sccond.

Neither the Third-Formers nor those be-
longing to the Second could be considered
good shots. .

The result was that snowballs were flying
in all directions.

The greater majority of them missed their
targets altogether, and sailed towards the
Tistical Four.

One caught Lovell on the ear, and he
turned round, with a wrathful expression on
his face.

“Hi, you fags, look where \on re throwing
¥ beastly snowballs!” he  exclaimed.
Fourth-Form rotters!”
“@Give em beans!”
hat-ho!” said Jones minimus of. the
Second.

In another moment the rivalry between tde
Third and the Second had entirely disap-
peared.

They united their forces for the purpose of
nttucking the Fistical Four.

ome on, Lovell!” urged Jimmy Silver.
“Never mind these youngsters. Smythe & Co.
want our help, and—"

“Half a minute, Jimmy!” said Lovell, pitch-
L snowball towards the cheering fags.

im on, old son!” said Jimmy Silver; and
he dragged Lovell forward.

Lovell protested, but he simply had to go.

The Fistical Folr ran the gauntlet, and
although the chums of the faggery aimed
shower upon shower of snowballs at their
heads, the majority of them flew wide.

Jimmy Silver & Co. escaped damage, and
joining up with Smythe and his set, who were
gradually being beaten across the quad by
the excited Moderns, they helped to stem

exclaimed

hie tide,
The Fistical Four were, amongst the best

cricketers at Rookwood,
to aim straight.

At lightning qlu‘x] they made snowballs and
hurled them at the attackers.

Jimmy Silver caught ’lnmm\ Dodd full in
the eye with one, and Lovell man
score a bullseye on’ Tommy Cook's nose.

Newcome and Raby both declared  that
they sent Tommy l)u)lc reeling backwards
from a splendid shot.

Which was right was never proved:; but
fact ains that within a minute of
V er & Co.'s entry into the battle
ers of the Modern side had been
put out of nctiml

! Yow Yaroooogh!"”  spluttered
Tomm.\ Dodd, wiping the snow from off his
1

and they knew how

ged to

roooogh! Yo mumbled Tommy Cock,

ing his nose rucfully. &
“Yow-ow! th, an' the snow’s creeping

down my nee growled Tommy Doyle.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the Fistical Four
hilariously.

“Pile in. you fellows!” bade Jimmy Silver.
“Get 'em on the run

The snowballs whizzed through
and, ably led by Jimmy Silver, the C
gradually got the mastery over '.hur Ti

The Moderns were forced backwards.

Tommy Dodd tried hard to rally his forces,
but it was no good.

The Fistical Four aimed two snowballs for
every one received from the other side, and
Tommy Dodd and his followers were siowly
driven towards the gate

TllL Moderns were fo into a cornc

th s pelted them mere
er you like, Doddy!
Silver blandly.

thc air;
8

you

tters!
up,

O exclaimed
Back !

Dodd.
Yarooogh!"”

Right into Tommy Dodd’s mouth. went a
, and the Modern junior spluttered

“Better give in, Doddy!”

“I won’t! I— Yarooogh!”

“Going to—"

“No! I— Ow! Yow! Greoogh!”
on

“Will you give in

“No! I Ow! Yow!
Chuck it, you chaps!”

“Oh, good!” raid Jimmy Silver sublimely.
“You might have known you'd be \»h'ukul
as soon as little us came to the rescue.

“We'll get our own back to-morrow!
mumbled Tommy Dodd, gouging the tnow
out of his neck.
ny time you like, old son!” said Jimmy
ver. And the e turned to his chums.
“Come on, kids! me we got back to tea”

Yes, I give in!

re-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Unlucky Shot.
G Y hat! There'll be some damage
done soon!”
Thus Jimmy Silver as he and
his chums wended their way in
the direction of the House.

Jimmy pointed to where the battle royal
was still taking place between the Third and
Second Forms.

“Those kids can't aim for~ toffec!”
marked Lovell.

“If they're aiming at onc another, they're
pretty rotten shots!” said Jimmy silver.
‘Bub if they're tr)m" for the windows,

‘re doing jolly well!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Lovell. “There's
one )ust gone through one of the prefect's
windows!"”

“There goes another!” cried Newcome.

“My hat!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver con-
cernedly, "Thcy ought not to be so near
the House!"

“No Illnw) of ours,” said ‘Lovell.

“No, but— My giddy aunt! They've got
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that window again! I'm jolly sorry for them
if they've caught Beaumont's show! Hi,
young Webb! Stop it! You'll do some
damage in a minute if you're not careful!”

But “Young Webb"” "took no notice of
Jimmy Silver’s remark.

He was endeavouring to put Fisher of the
Second out of action, but as Jimmy Silver
said, had Fisher been twelve times as large
as he was, Webb would not have hit him.

“Webb!" bawled Jimmy Silver.

The Third-Former did not deign to reply.

“My hat!” exclaimed ddenly.
“Look who's ing out of the House!™

“ Beaumon! cried Jimmy Silver
chums in one voice.

. Beaumont, the bullying prefect, came rush-
Ing out of the House, a look of bitter rage
on his face.

The Sixth-Former clutched at the nearest
rd-Former, and cuffed him savagely on the
cars.

“I'll teach you to throw snowballs through
i he growled. “Take that—and
"

and his

Phree times the prefect brought his fist
down on the fag’s face.
Then he flung the youngster aside, and
ade a grab at Webbh.
an instant  the fight

In
brought to an abrupt conclusion, and many
of the juniors darted into the House. &

About four members of the Third Form

snowball was

remained—Stacey, Grant, Pipkin, and Webb.
The latter struggled ficrcely in the pr
feet’s grasp.
“Let me go
Ow! Yow! Y
You beastly little fag
“What do you miean by
snowballs into my window?”
“I'm s . Beaumont, I—"

laimed furiously. *“1

ed Beaumont.
ng your rotten

Yov
Beaumont
Youngsters,
into the
As fast as
in a

out right and left at the
nd they were scnt sprawling

one jumped to his feet Beau-
fearful rage, sent him down

imed Jimmy Silver to his
1y bully!”

looked up at the sound of

Jimmy Silver's voice.
“What did you say,

Silver?” he exclaimed.

F said you were a beastly bully!" cried
Jimmy Silver angrily. You've no right tao
hit those f. like that!”

“What! You dare to talk to me! You—
you—-"

Beaumont. spluttered furiousty.

Jimmy Silver i 5

“I'll “talk to " he said
calmly. “And more, il you don't

¢ those fags alone, you'll have us to
cal with !

* What—what—>
I mean what I !™ declared Jimmy
Silver I “Yo! ouch one of those
youn ain, and we'll all pile in on

you
$ hat-ho!" agreed Lovell & Co.
Beaumont gave them a savage glare, and
then sent Webb of the Third flying from a
stinging leit-hander.

*Come on, you fellows!" urged Jimmy
\'xl\'lt\lr. “Time we took a hand!”

“He.

The Four leaped forward, and

Ca
RT3 pml_thc bullying prefect in a most un-
onious manner.
" bellowed Beaumont, “let me go
this_instant.!” )
“No jolly fear!" said Jimmy Silver relent-
ssly. “You're going to be ragged for bift-
to those fags!”

I'l
You won't!” said Jimmy Silver blandly,
“You'll keep quiet like a good little boy!”
“I'll give you the hiding of your life!
“You'd like to, you mean!” said Jimmy
€

umont was in a fit of uncontrollable
, and words were choked in his throat.
. Roll him into the snow!” ordered Jimmy
Silver.

“Good biz!” said Lovell & Co. And hetween
them the Fistical Four got the bully into a
recumbent position.

Beaumont struggled and kicked savagely,
but he was no match for the determined
Juniors. :

- Jimmy Silver rubbed the prefect’s face into
the snow.

Lovell took the trouble to shove
nuantity of snow down
whilst Raby
bis sleeves,

a large
g the bully's neck,
and Newcome forced snow up

The fags locked on and grinned.. Many a
time had they sutfered at Beaumont's hands,
and it was a source of great satisfaction to
them to sce the bully treated in such a
manner.

At length Jimmy Silver turned to his
chums.

“I think we might let him go now,” he
said mildly.

“Well, we don't want to rob him of any
i aid Lovell.
! He looks as though he's en-

The Fistical Four rose from their captive.
Beaumont slouched to his feet, and was
about to throw himself on the juniors when
Jimmy Silver wagged a finger at him,
“Don’t be a silly fool, Beaumont ! he said
warningly. *“We're four to one, you know,
and we'll shove you into the snow again if
you get saucy
“T'll complain to the Head!" roared Beau-
mont. I'll get you expelled from Rook-

head!” said  Jimmy Silver.  “The
Head may be pleased to learn of the brutal
manner in which one of his prefects treats
the kids in the Third.”

*You—you—-"

Jimmy Silver laughed.

The fags
started to leave
tho pond, look-
ing utterly
crestfallon.
Fagging for
Beaumont was
not all beer and
> skittles, and
they had had

their full sharo

of work that
aftornoon. 7.
W 3
G ‘.l ) :
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“It's all right, Beaumont, you rotter,” he
said calmly. *“We've got you in a cleft stick,
and if you've got any sense at all, you'll
shut up and get indoors.”

Beaumont, muttered something beneath his
breath, and then walked into the House,
|l '\\i)n;; the Classical juniors roaring: with
1 hter.

“We've put a stopper to his little gamecs
for a while,” remarked Jimmy Silver, to which
his chums responded with:

“Hear, hear!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Paid in Full.

4 HE next day was Wednesday, a hali-
loliday at Rookwood.
Snow still lay as thick as ever on
the ground, and, of course, football
was out of the question. =

Jimmy Silyer & Co. did not mind.

It was with much regret that they can-
celled the footer-match, but, all the same,
they were anxiously looking forward to skating
on the river that afternoon.

Not being very wide, the river did not offer
much freedom of movement, but, as Jimmy
Silver said, it was something to have a stretch
of ice, no matter its width.

‘| ofi at once, and i

Friday. 9

Tommy Dodd & Co. had made up their minds

to spend an afternoon's skating on the river.

Webb & Co. of the Third had :wlso decided

to wend their way in the same dircction.

to be shattercd.

But the Third-Formers' hopes were doomed
Divectly after dinner, Beaumont called
Webb into his study.
**Come here, you little beast!” he exclaimed

harshly ‘What did you intend to do this

Y.
oon ?'
We were going skating on the river,” said
Webb feebly.

“Oh, you were, ¢h?” Beaumont laughed
eynically, . “ Well, I'm very sorry to interfere

art

with your arrangements, but I can keep you

busy ~this afternoon.
Heath's place?”

“Y-y-yes, Beaumont.”

“You know the pond in the grounds?”

“Ye-e-es.”

“Well, T want you and Stacey, and Gran
and Pipkin, and Lucas and Hamley to go
there at once and sweep all the snow ofl the
i explained Beaumont. e
But we're going on the river, Beaumont,
said the fag simply.

Beaumont glared at the youngster.
“You're going where send you,” ho
declared,  “And if you don't do as you're
told, I shall go straight to the Ilead and tell

You kupow Squire

‘.
<

- enowball®

him that you deliberately thre:
into my study yesterday."
B“But. \:e dldré;t, tﬁu{:y ghcm
caumont,” protestes ebb. e
“Don’t argue with me!” snapped tllf;fral
fect. “I say you did, and that's an < btain
it. Now gef along. You'll he able t0 ©2c.n
brooms and brushes from Mack. I'Ve %u."
Lim instructions to hand them over to ¥&

deliberatelys

The fag gave Beaumont a pleading 100Ky
“I say, Beaumont,” he sa’i)d. "Cﬂ{lhte ’jab

get some of the village kids to do
for you?” 3 «Cleat
“No, I can't!” growled the prefect. t the
it you haven't SWCPP il
pond ¢lear by the time I come do¥M:
ﬂnyByou alive!”
TRup w

. ands
“Clear out!” exclaimed Bcuumont‘]sﬂ{h"'
{nckmg up a cane, he strode towar
ag.

- P |

0D, all right, Beaumont, 1'm going:
Webb_ dolefully; and, turning quickly
heel, he left the Sixth-Former's st ’;;ernh“'

A quarter of an hour later &ix ';‘ the
looking fags presented themselves ﬁw
porter’s lodge, and were !um’"?d
necessary brooms and brushes. in gquff'

Then they set out for the pond i
Heath's grounds. ~No. 273
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They had not gone far down the road when
they.were overtaken by Jimmy Silver & Co.;
who, with their skates under their arms, were
making for the river. xS

_“Hallo, young Webb!" said Jimm; Silver
cheerily. “Coming to sweep the river for
us?” £

“No," replied Webb sorrowfully, - “We're
soing  to sweep the pond in old Heath's

unds,” -
gr.c_ns eep the pond‘?"

“Yos.

“Who for?"
*Beaumont.” ¢ Xy
wPhew ! whistled Jimmy Silver. “Who

ever's given Beaumont permission to use the
nd?"

0]

p"l'don‘t know, Silver,” faltered the fag;
“hut Beaumont’s ordered us to sweep it.
told him we were going skating on the river,
ynd he threatened to complain to the Head
for what happencd yesterday If we didn't do
as we were told.”

«“The rotten outsider!" excluimed Jimmy
Silver hotly.  “There’s no limit to that
chap's bullying.*

The leader of the Fistical Four knitted his
brows for a moment.

“Hallo! What's the matter with you?”
asked Lovell. 4

“I'm thinking,” said Jimmy Silver scriously.
«]f Beaumont can use the pond, why
shouldn't we?"

“] don't know,” said Lovell.

“Well, I'm going to find out,” said Jimmy
Silver promptly. “You fags had better get
along.” Jimmy Silver turned in the direction
of the school. “Come on, you fellows,” he
added. “I'm going to look into this
“Better come down to the rivel

sce  Bulkel,

declared

“I'm going to
Jimmy Silver firmly. “Come on!"

Jimmy Silver started back towards the
ﬁhool, and Lovell & Co. unwillingly followced
him.

The leader of the Fistical Four went up-
stairs to the Sixth Form  passage, and
entered Bulkeley's study.

“Sorry to trouble you, Bulkeley,” said
Jimmy Silver, entering tho captain's room
boldly. “But I want to chat to you about a
matter of great importance.”

“Oh!" said Bulkeley.

“YI understand that Beaumont’s %ot per-
mission to use the pond in Squire Heuth's
_grounds,” went on Jimmy Silver.

“That is so, Silver.” :

“I suppose the permission is extended to
the whole school,” gaid Jinfmy Silver.

Bulkeley laughed good-naturedly.

“You suppose wrong, Silver,” he said
genially.  “Squire Heath went away yester-
and I understand that before he went
eaumont asked for permission to use t
pond. The squire gave it willingly, and—

“Well, there's no reason why w
take advantage of hi: kindness,”

i\ said Jimmy
Silver. *We were never told th permission
had been granted for us to skate on the
pond.”

“And neither has it.”

“But you said Beaumont had—"

“Yes,” said Bulkeley. “I said Beaumont
had been granted permission for him and four
of his chums—Knowles, Catesby, Frampton,
and Medway—to use the pond, but nobody
clse. Even I have not been asked.”

Jimmy Silver kni i

“Blessed sauce!" he said fervently.

“Well, it can’t. be helped, Silver,” snid
B.ulkeley. “You'd better get along to the
river before it gets too crowded.”

“All right, Bulkeley ; sorry to have troubled
you.

Jimmy Silver lTeft the captain's study, and,
deep in thought, he went downstairs to where
2re waiting for him.

“Confounded  impudence!"  said =~ Lovell
wrathfully. “X bet that if permission had
been nsked for the whole-school to use the
pond, the:old squire would have granted it.”

“Quite g0.” >

«“And now those blessed rotters have got
the whole pond to themselves, with nobody to
interfere with them!” e
“8ure?” asked Jimmy Sily

, looking up.
‘ge'll. who's going to do it?" 5
Us ™

“0h, rot!” :

“Come along to the study,” said Jimmy
Silver, lnughing. “I've thought of a little
wheeze for getting our own back on Beau-
mont & Co.”

“Oh, good!”

Lovell & Co. followed Jimmy Silver up to
the end study, anxious to learn their leader’s
acheme for getting even with the bullying
prefect.

Meanwhile, Webb & Co. of the Third
trudged wearily towards the pond.

It was no light task which Beaumont had
set them.

But it had got to be done, and they started
sweeping operations, grumbling to themselves.

After about half an hour the fags had
swept the centre of the pond clear, and little
mounds of snow could be seen all round the
banks.

“I say, Webb, old son,” said Stacey, at
length. “Can’t we knock off now?”

“Wish we could,” said Webb. *“But Beau-
mont told me to wait until he came. He'll
flay us we clear off before the job's
finished.”

“The rotter!” '

The fags settled down to their task once
more, ahd really they worked very hard.

Beaumont’s cunning threat prevented them
from taking things casy.

At last, however, Webb announced that he
thought they had done enough.

ke ids,” he said. *We'll make our
te. 1 expect we shall meet that
rotter Beaumont coming in.”

The fags started off, looking utterly crest-
fallen.

Fagging for Beaumont was not all beer and
skittles, and they had had their full share of
work that afternoon.

Had they been allowed to skate on the
pond, it would have been different, but they
knew there was no chanee of that. Beanmont
was not the sort of fellow to give them per-
mission to skate in his company.

Beaumont came along with his friends,
Knowles, Catesby, Frampton, and Medway.

He gave the fags a savage glare.

“T hope you've done the job properly,” he
£aid curtly.

“Yes, Beaumont,” faltered Webb. “I sup-
pose we can go back now.”

“XNo, you can't!” snapped the prefect. “I'm
going to do some figure skating, and I shall
wit mh_\'nu to keep the ice well swept.”

Oh!”

The fifgs groaned in chorus, hut Beaumont
took no notice. He walked on with his chums.

The fags stood aside, and looked at one
another miserably.

In another five minutes, Beaumont and the
other Sixth-Formers were whirling across the
ice, enjoying themselves to the full. X

Beaumont started figure skating, and when
he came to grief, and the fags sniggered, the
bullying prefect gave them a glare that boded
them no good.

The Sixth-Former, however, was on his feet
again quickly, and continued his fancy
skating.

Beaumont certainly knew how to skate, and
gome of his movements were very graceful,

“This is far better than skating on the
river with a rotten lot of fags,” remarked
Knowles.

“Rather

* replied Beaumont. “Jolly decent
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portly old gentleman, with grey whiskers and
spectacles, making towards them.

The senlors continued their skating, whilst
the squire, with a look on his face that could
hardly be described as friendly,  strode
towards them.

The six-fags gave -him one glance, and then
shot off at a run towards the school. They
saw trouble coming for the Sixth-Formers.

“Huh!" grunted the squirc, as he stopped
before Beaumont, who was hard at work cut-
t{]qunguru cights. *“Wha$ is the meaning of

(57"

-

“Good-afternoon, sir!” said Beaumont
politely, gazing at the squire in surprisc.
“This is a ripping stretch of ice.”

“H'm!" muttered the squire. “This is
effrontery on your part, boy. Who gave you
permission to use this pond?”

Beaumont gasped.

* -you did, sir,” he replied meekly.
“Nonsenge!" exclaimed the squire. “I
should never dream of such a thing. Allow a

parcel of boys to use my pond! Am I dream-
ing—am I mad? You are either under a delu-
sion, boy, or clse you are guilty of taking an
unheard of liberty!™ P

“You gave me permission to use the pond,
faltered Beaumont.

“Nonsense, boy !"

said the equire, in a deep
voice. “Do you take me for a lunatic? My
pond is my own property, and I allow no one
to use it except my special friends.”

" gasped the prefect, dumb-
But——"
word!" snapped the squire. “T will
no explanation. Unlawful young

to

rascy Take your departurc this instant,
and never let me see you in my grounds
again!"

“But, squire—" protested Beaumont

refuse to listen to one word more!" ex-
imed the squire, with a wave of the hand.
“If you are not gone within five minutes, 1
will ‘give you in charge for trespass. D'you
hear?”

Beaumont heard all
more, he heeded.

The next minute or two the Sixth-Formers

right, and, what i3

were busily engaged in unscrewing their
skates. ]
Then, without wishing the squire good-

day, they turned and walked in the direction
hool. )

They were firmly convineed that the squire
was ecither addicted to drinking, or that he
had gone wrong in the head.

They little knew, however, that it was not
Squire Heath who had ordered them off the
“premises,” but Jimmy Silver in disguise!

Jimmy Silver & Co. met Webb of the Third
in the corridor a little later that day
“Well, how did you like the gic quire?”
asked Jimmy Silver, with a twinkle in his

eye.
“What do you know about the

squire,
Silver?” asked Webb, in surprise. “You
weren't thore.”
S n't 1?" replied Jimmy Silver. “Sup-

old you I was the squire.
You?” exclaimed the fag, dumbfounded.
1 say, Silver, surely it wasn't you ii

might have been.,” said Jimmy. “DBut
keep it dark, young Wehb. We don't want it
to leak out, you know. I reckon I've got ev
with that rotter Beaumont for you, thougl

“My aunt!” exclaimed the fag.
jolly good, Silver. You did the job fine.
can trust me not to say anything. I suppose
I can tell my chums. They'll keep mum!”

“Oh, all right!" said Jimmy Silver, and he
walked on towards the end study.

There was no doubt whatever that Jimmy
Silver had played his part well, and that he

I

d Lovell questioningly. of the squire to let us— Hallo, here he § i . " aes’ foe!

No g0,” said Jimmy r. and he related | comes a had got his own back on the fags' foe!

to his chums what Bulkeley had told him. The Sixth-Formers looked round to see a THE END.
"
e
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. us. You'll hear all about it when we tell | study of the carly Italian ts is most
Qreat Excitement. and I'lL show you the giddy clue to the [ interesting, my )';L{ug t{nrli:nds.?'oc

OM MERRY of the Shell smiled a .o Talking dbout Italian,* sald Tom Merry,
cheerful smile as he came out of the I have a paper ta show you, sir, that will
Form-room at im Manners

: interest you. It's in Italian,
¢ o should we. That's what we're goi “Indecd!” sai 3
nd [.4»:\(]1(;] looked 7 L"hwrfulv '“ﬁ' to }tul)‘ rori;' i ARy {"S:xf‘!t‘ lnﬂa:“r:tlll;i-r'“c‘ﬂ; :{:s way, sir,” said
: iwree, in dact, were in| I rémember you chaps searching for hid- o Py AT Ll I
s den treasure once before! ..n“ ] [ .\h_r_r). 1t's’ nbout, u ‘burled SAressies
¢ of the term at St. | blandly. v

Figgins | in Italy.
Jim's, and last lesson was over, Form work The New House fellows chuckled. TFig, L llt;n‘t‘:ﬁ)::-lr'gl::(:m‘“(!'! ”szlld s
had become & thing of the past—holidays | was referring to a great jape of the New “Tt, was :l) lt.xklri" ok ave it to me.”
filled &l thongtémand the chums of the | House juniors on Tom Merry & Co. But the | said “Tom - Merry. . Cha #imed Maro
Shell had special plans for that special v School House fellows only lughed. 3 fo' sald ho Seeret hout
Fion “This one is the genuine article,” said Tom

Frulo. Me said he had a seerct about 1"‘) l';":
Hence their joyous smiles. y Merry.,  “It—-  Hallo, who's this coming of money being burled uear Venice K
The Terrible T prepared tea in the | jng”

ue was a sallor chap after him, m\_mcld ‘{2:
study with unusual elaboration. It was the | “The door of the study opened, and next Harker, an awful bounder, and Frulo
last tea in the study “““t‘ next term, and | jpstant the form of Mr. ?

dodging him. This sailor chap wanted to kid-
opps was revealed. | nap the Italian, and make him show him

it was a very special one, too. “Come in, Mr. Mopps!" said Tom M\ W1 Ferety "

0‘]‘11;; Im""\‘lr(t)lr e 1l_ll‘tu h\ : poli_{ul hank o “I‘.'L\vhxt::en::ltgxul’;'\g::ﬂn{:&;’dl.ul:'or)'"' said ?Xr.

together, and they were expecting a & lank  you 50 much!” sa P e ! 5 i
Tom Merry &)('n. considered ll"c i 1D sald S Al Mopps in astonishment. *Are you sure that

.\ln{ms. entering the study.
Mr. Mopps was of a rather nervous disposi

- 5 5 vha
d stammered considerably. A s :

i 5 b A jig-Jig-joke,” said Mr. Mopps.
by their clders. In fact, their people b ay sit down, Mr. Mopps,” sid Tom "(:'hl. Ly{-yﬁ einy ity all fair m{:«‘l(s; uare.
My Ay e atis X s want y o : paper and te
uur“}txlt‘nr l“‘\ri,\‘-‘.h .\l!‘(lalppl,‘u;:":]t'sc to .g\u in ,”“ ¢ ‘r_“_”.“,r & crowd, sir, but so numy | you lﬁ‘lljl‘:i '}:)( ll’t.‘“‘lt:;l;o‘\;v“;‘:\l L'::I\ read Ital
charge of the part fellows were anxious to ¢ your acquaint- | like anything, sir.”

you have not been the vietim of a jig—

quite able to look after them es
trip to Italy, or to the North Pole,
matter. But that opinion was not

) a y A 3 v “ 9 ¢
Under the idance of Artemus Mopps, ::»‘“-\hn “sl h(‘!\‘:llll‘{\f §'g|\:t1!‘tfl;t I Of course,| “Quite so—quite so,” said Mr, MopDe:
M.A., the juniors would be all right, and | “pygeed s purred Mr, Mopps .8 “Frulo gave me the paper, sir, because b
DArcy had assured his chums that Mr. | «ypgeed, si A OLDES thought Joe Harker would collar him, “tll'

Mopps would not be very much trouble. X
Blake and Herries and Digby came in to L o Aoy $ < ¢
tea. Herries and Digby were already booked ‘E;";“l}l‘;;—,’“:‘:“l‘g“h‘;i,'l""‘f)f‘{rf:x,"”“l"‘l that item [ hasn't reclaimed it, so— et
for the vacation, and could not accompany «D-d-dear me!” said ‘\Ir).\l “Have you been able to read this extr
the party abroad. But Jack Blake We want you to recite 1t lﬂlms. ordinary paper?” asked Mr. Mopps.
coming, the total pnlx-({ nlumlgi‘l}-l g five— {d AYaun@rd 0 us after tea, | " “I got a chap to translate ity l‘r'n)hod"
Blake and D'Arcy, and the Terrible Three. SR - oo, 91 burnt the w in case Anybo',
Certainly it wauld have been quite easy to t's why we're all here, sir,” said Tig- Ul 1 w it . hearts

W v 5
prize’ " poem ¢ know all about your|he said if It didn't reclaim the l"ll"’r'uﬂ:

Oxford, sir," said Monty | secret was mine,” said Tom Merry.

it up to fifty., Heaps of fellows would :l‘l\:l“'"':‘"‘\‘i‘;i"““;h'c(;'rm||y ‘i"lto the game of 3}!3::“‘{1555 ‘é‘{.‘l‘,lh&"e{lz_' Elvk\,l::ogot. Mu.¥ orlginlnl
Iy have j 1 in the excursion, espe-| Lo ctl T ;L\(;ut,llpc respected leg. “We're | paper in my pocket. I carry it tied up 8
t! n of finances could have | "5yir “Nronng™ heam lmr. corner of my handkerchief for safety.” .o
arranged. Tom Merry &1 Liyhy u-‘gI vei t‘k“)c;(k"k M “1 am afraid it will turn out to be & e
all of which s ry kik-kik-kik. Hp-jufm," said'hlr. Mopps, with a sha cc(r’y

e 5 e id Mr. M. the head.  *But T shall certainly be ¥
e At = Sl i ai sthar: @Y0t rove our| *“Here it is, sir.” t
“Not yet,” said Tom Merry. May be | min: said Lowther. “Will you % L) < ¢ ockels

lwn“l:m)) nliml‘u‘: though. You fellows, re- r? you have tea| Tom Merry put his hand into his D

of N
and brought to view the handkerchief =)
which the document was tied. In ““:‘:h;n
moment the mysterious paper Was P‘“‘:\Imy
the table before Mr. Mopps. Tom 2

civii to Mopps. X ;h:\ll have the pip—"
i i “What?” e 4
I shall have the pip—the pip "

member, we've got to be very
WVe've got to get him interested in the giddy
to look for.”

ure trove we're going

fancy he won't take much stock in “I hope ‘nothing will happe 3 he P rant
8y ‘-‘i “lf\km " o S you thf l')]ip'x Nil‘?""mid Ig:,lm;l; here to give | gazed at the words once agaisd, which %
J | have to talk him round. Fe's| <1 shail have the pip-pip.| least & 4 i d fra le TOVOC.
o 15 e A8 Ao NS e | caine i i il 60 BT | ikl B SR S
vill be trouble erry . E " said ) 2 anly, o 4 A A a.
& I‘X‘hu‘ su;dy door opened again, and Figgins | down. “I am sure d Mr, Mopps, sitting | Burano, nela Grande Laguna di Venczy

¢ you g 7 SIVLID 4 (
came in with | kind, and we shall gce (;:’I 3;,? very kik-kik- | pietra e segnata d'una crosc TOSSA. 10."

& Co. of the New Hou y well togethor ATARCO FRU.

cheery smiles. House rows were off on the | in our little excursion. Y

i < i - 5 es, thank you, 1 ]
ast of the term, and Figgins and Kerr | will take muflins—yes, a Jyau, " 1058
E\‘ngd in were on the best of terms with the | pleasc. I like my m‘"‘s‘('ltc""ca}]ui\t‘:: ak tea,| Mr. Mopps adjusted his ub‘d'ﬂ"‘mfgesdocﬂ;

chums of the School House. > weak.. we-we- | over his pale-blue eyes, and read | ca
“Jolly lucky of you chaps to_be going. to And the feed commenced with great, ?‘EI."' written by Marco Erd s
for the vac,” Figgins said. If we | humour on all sides. Mr. Mopps Iun,‘t,hggo]d' ""Llr) }L v gaid Mr. Mopps: vb
0t booked -we'd tome and look after I:i“-l\ :s\clélom ;)r never met such nice, (‘l“licltc he h-llld-dm‘:le‘?'{ 'Tc. %ﬂluf E'This sW"““‘L
sked Tom Merry. ![\gr‘ns“\'['c},;"& é‘g}"cc'“""e young persons as ;i_&; it qu?t?:r ;?;L«:;d;?rrfn?l i’n G-R‘Fr""‘l“ e“;;cz“g
,” said Figgins. Their interest in his £ e mum-mum-man writes as 1 toot”
«Land of cakes, you know.” 7 touched him to the henrt,,o';{o;}o‘{,’g!z‘;‘ noem {)ul}cves Jin the existence of the toot :
“I'm going to try the haggis when I m at appreciation and respect for hig ]e-:ch_ an | treasure! ] e o ,\!erﬂ;i
Kerr's place,” said Wynn confidentially. “I've and it was very pleasant too to kuo;v"""’:' W1 am sure he did, sir,” sal it mysells or
never tasted a haggis. Kerr says they're 1”?. f':'m}e had reached the great public Bc&l’mlt :ngll CaniAeln be!levlnﬁ m\vho was ﬂ“{';y
ripping.” { . While on our journey fo Italy,” saiq \9 L ly‘ux seen’ that man Harker, s an “wmb‘
“What's this yarn about a giddy docu- | Mopps, beaming over his glnsses' “1 Mr. | him, you would think so. He W uldn"'
ment, and a treasure buried so.me_wherc_m )m‘vc Lhc_pl\l-plp—" » shall keen.and sharp beast, and hc’z. WO!
ITtaly or somewhere?” demanded Plggms.-".l. ve “oh, sirt” = d h\{_ﬂtllu: a mare's nest, I think.
heard about it. Nothing in it, of course?" I shall have the pip-pleasu Wathah not!” S
“That's where you make a mistakel” [ some instruction in the Italj Ir. Mopps read over the paper “9“'

en
en

Where are you going?”
“Going up North with K

3t and
re of giving you casd

: iyt i “ an tongue,” saj eribble ith 1
rinned Tom Merry. We've got a giddy [ Mr. Mopps. “I am an Ttalia ,” said | seribbled a_translation of it, W that
ﬁocumcn:. written in Italian—" . o o _s?lf. t\_‘ou are doubtless nwn:?gh::hlgl;r my- | which the juniors admired e :23-:. vl
“Then how do you know what it means? object in going to Italy ia.to collect maverin | | oy G mired the Latin hexameteln, 4
«Brooke of the Fourth translated it for for my book on early Italian poets :\t,e{‘m s 'g' mémey "P h‘:'.":x?. No. 2
¢ o S A SNBSS . i v - T X 'HE PENNY POPULAR.—=
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tuins of the chapel of Santa Maria of {he
iland, near Burano, in the Grand Lagoon of

Venice.  The stone is marked with a red
cross,”
“It very explicit,” said Mr.

is certainly
Mopps.  “It will be quite easy to take a
gondola from Venice to this island near
Burano, and visit the ruins of the chapel of
Santa Maria.  And if the chest is buried
under a stone marked with a red cross, it
should be casy to find it.”
“Yaas, wathah!”
Alr. Mopps beamed upon the juniors over
his gold-rimmed glasses. X
“1 suppose you are very eager to undertake
this search, my dear boys?”
“Yes, rather, sir!"
“What-ho !" -
“Then we will make Venice the starling-
point of our little excursion,” said the good-
natured Mr. Mopy and we will sce it this
chest of money exists.”
"gruvol!'E 5
“Oh, ripping!”
~ Tom Merry
on the shoulder.
“Good for you, Fatty!
you to wish us success—'
“Eh?" said Fatty Wynn.
talking about?”
“Didn't you say it was ripping?
“ch,'nnd 50 it Is—eo tender—"
“ERY"

‘E

* exclaimed Fatty Wynn.
ped the fat Fourth-Former

”It'a jolly good of

“What are you

““Simply melts in the mouth—"
“What—"
said Fatty

“Simply 2

“Spifling?” &
“What are you jawing about, you ass?"
“Eh? I was speaking of this cold chicken
said Fatty, in wonder. “What did you think
I was talking about?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fatty Wynn looked puzzled. All his atten-
tion had heen given to the cold chicken, and
lie had not heard a word about the treasure
ot the Venetian lagoon. But he did not ask
for an explanation. There was another cold
chicken, and Fatty Wynn started on that.

A bird in hand, it is said, is worth two in
the bush; and to Fatty Wynn, a cold chicken
on the table before him was worth any

-number of buried treasures on islands in the
Grand Lagoon of Venice.

That last tea of the term in Tom Merry's

study proved to be a most enjoyable gather-
. .ing, and in the excitement Mr. Mopps quite
forgot all about the reciting ®f his prize

ripping Wynn.

poem.
Il\'w:dlcss: to say, the juniors did not remind
him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In the Chops of the Channecl.

OM MERRY & CO. turned out the

- following morning in gréat spirits.

Mr. Mopps had stayed the night at

St. Jim's; he had brought his hy

down with him, and a start was to be m.

direct from the old school for Newh

where the party were to cross for Diepy
start their journey. -

Tom Merry & Co. had their packing done
very early. They had travelled before, o
they knew what to take, and what wuas more
important—what to leave behind.

A brake arrived in the morning to t:
five juniors and Mr. Mopps and their bagga
to the station. It was a splendid morn!
and all St. Jim's was in high spirits. The;
were fond of the old school, but holidays were
always welcome.

They caught the train from Rylcombe, and
changing at Wayland, boarded the train that
was to take them to Newhaven. They
arrived at the South Coast port right on
time, and poured out of the train in great
excitement.

The boat for Dieppe wus waiting for the
train. Porters carried the bags away in a
procession, and the juniors and Mr. Mopps
Iollowed. * X

The party walked on the steamer. It was
a fine, sunny day, and there was the pros-

‘pect of a good crossing. Which was a great
satisfaction to Mr. Mopps, who was not a
good sailor.

= “I hope you lads will not be ill in the bow-

by OW-

“We're goin' to. be aft, sir,” said Arthur
Augustus. *“You're more likely to be ill in
the bow, sir.” ~

“In the bow-bow-boat,” concluded Mr.
Mopps. 5 .

“Oh, that's all wight, sir! We're good
gailabs. We've been on the w before,"
said. D'Arcy. “I twust you will be all
_wight.”
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* sald Mr. Mopps, as the
*It looks like a Kik-ki
1 think I shall remain on deck
don’t think it will be wufl, sir," said
CY encouragingly. ¥
ea was not what a sailor would call
rough, by any means. But before they were
a mile from land it appearced to Mr. Mopps
that the hoat was rolling in the most hor-
rible manner, He sat on his deck-chair, with
bis complexion gradually changing to a
scholarly pallor, and then to an art shade
in_green,

Passengers strolled up and down the deck
chut!m::_ cheerfully. Mr. Mopps lcoked upon
them with a lack-lustre eye.  Probably not
onc of them could have rendered a transla-
tion of the “Early Italian Poets 7; but Mr.
Mopps would have given all his scholastic
attainments at that moment to be rid of the
dreadful feelings that were rising within him,

The juniors were very sympathetic.
Monty Lowther did not make any funny
remarks ubout fat pork. Mr. Mopps' silent
anguish would have touched the heart of a
Grand Inquisitor or a tax-collector.

An attendant came along the deck with a
:::l}ge h:hnitm,“\vhich l‘.\e[ planted conspicuously
helore Mr. Mopps. Mr. Mopps groane |
shook his hcnd.pl S d. G

“I—I don’t want that!» he murmured.

“Never mind. You will, sir,” said the man
consolingly.

“Grooh!»

And Mr. Mopps did. .

A fat Frenchman with a fat cigar halted
near Mr. Mopps, smoking contentedly as he
looked away towards La Belle France. A
whifl of his cigar smote Mr. Mopps. like n
discharge of artillery.

Mr. Mopps groaned. He reached out a
fecble hand and pushed the Frenchman, who
stared down at him in astonishment. Then
he understood and sympathised.

“Pauvre garcon!” he said. And he tcok
himsell and his cigar further away.

The steamer plunged on.

“Oh, did-did-dear!” murmured Mr. Mopps,
“How did-did-dreadfully the ship rollin
I suppose it would be no use speaking to tiw
captain to ask him if he can do something to
stut-stut-stop the ship rolling?”

“I'lln afraid not, sir,” said Tom Merry
ara V.

steamer
ik-calm

sea.
“1
D’

vely.
We shall be in soom, sir,” said Manners,
ve're nearly in the middle of the Channcl

rly ! groaned Mr. Mopps.
“Quite!” said Tom Merry. “We shall be
able to see Dieppe scon, sir. Buck up!”

“Groogh!”
. Mopps was insensible to
now. Years of anguish rolled by—at
, S0 it seemed to Mr. Mopps. But Mr,
Mopps, somewhat to his astonishment, did
not die. A shake of the shoulder brougint
him back suddenly from the Valley of the
Shadow of Death. He opened bis cyes
languidly.

“Dieppe, sir!? said Tom Merry.

“Groogh!” »

“We're getting into harbour, sir.

“Groogh !

“On land in ‘a few minutes mnow, Mr.
Mopps.” ¥

“@Groogh !

The steamer was still at last. Then the
juniors raised Mr. Mopps to his feet. The
tutor gazed round him with lack-lustre eyes.
But as he felt no further motion beneath his
feet he revived.

& We—we are really there at last!® he mur-
mured.

“Really, Mr. Mopps.”

“Thank go-go-go-goodness!”

They piloted Mr. Mopps gently .ashore,
accompanied by an army of “facteurs” with
ba

his surround-

With the firm land under his fcet MNr.
Mopps recovered wonderfully.  He even
smiled a- little as he took his scat in the
train for Paris. <

It was a dud-dud-dreadful crossing!™ he
murmured. € But I think I stood it pretty
well—pretty: well, eh?”

% \Wemarkably, sir.”

« After. all,” said Mr. Mopps, “the sea is
the ' natural element of the Rriton. Iy
braving the terrors of the waves, my boys,
we have mado England what she is.”

«We have, sir,” said Tom Merry solemnly.

The train started, with that delightful
swing-boat movement peculiar to F¥rench
trains. Mr. Mopps turned pale again.

«Did-did-dear me!” he said, “I—I wish
the train would not rock so!. It maukes me
'teél a3 it' 1 ‘were ‘on that dud-dud-dreadful

boat againl”
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“Never mind, sir,” said Monty Lowther.
“It's a comfort to feel that we belong to
a race of hardy Britons, who have always
ruled the giddy waves, sir!”

But Mr. Mopps did not reply. He was
wrestling once more with the inward demon,
and he did not seem himself again till Paris
was reached.

T

Mr.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In Italy.
HAT night the little party reached

Paris, and the following morning

they boarded the train that was to

take them to the-South.

Mopps had fortunately got over his
cknes nd his sea-sickness, and was
cheerful again
express  dashed away to the sunny
South.  Mr. Mopps had chosen the Simplon
route. The juniors, from the train windows,
watched the massive Alps rise into view.
They stopped a night in Lausanne, and the
next day took the train for Italy.

The wonderful beauty of the Lake of
Geneva burst upon them as the train ran on
by the shores of the inland sea

Some time after lunch the train plunged
into the Simplon Tunnel. Windows were
closed with great care, to keep out the foul
fumes of the tunnel. The train rushed on in
darkness,

For twenty or twenty-five minutes the ex-
press thundered on under the great mass of
the Alps, the atmosphere growing hotter and
hotter, and closer and closer. The juniors
gasped with relief when the train ran out at
last into the sunlight again.

W ave to descend at Domodossola,”
said Mr. Mopps; “the examination of luggage
for Italy takes place there.”

Bai Jove! Are we weally in Italy now,

tr.

qui
The

id Mr. Mopps, with a smile.
d from the train windows

awe. Italy, the land of

before them at last.
said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
i tmost a hushed voice. “It's  weally
1 v, you know—place where Julius Cuwesar
lived! a weal man, you Know--

though it doesn't seem like it when you wead

aid Mr. Mopps.

y descended for the examina-
tion of baggage. That = was not much
trouble—in graccful politeness the Italian
customs officials arc not to be excelled

Then the train rolled on towards Milan,

i zed from the windows. They

isappointed—as most travellers
are who enter Italy for the first time by
the Simplon Tunnel. But D'Arcy remarked

at it would probably improve further on.

3ai Jove! It's warmer here,” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy. “I say, I've got an Italian
gwammah in my pocket. I'm going to give
you chaps some tips

“Better keep 'em for the hotel waiters,”
eaid Monty Lowther. “I've heard that the
Italians are awfully keen after tips.”

“Some tips about the lu you ass!"
said D'Arcy, tauking out h » volume.
“Now we're in Italy we ought to talk Italian
as much as possib|

‘1 know some
ther modestly.

“Pway tell'me what you know, deali boy.”

Lowther reflected.

“Ice cream!” he began.

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Saffronnillo!"” went on Lowther cheerfully.
“Soho! Greek Streeto!”

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah! Now,
take the verb essere, to b snid D'Arcy.
“Essere, to be—Io sono, I am—tu sei, thcu

“Hold on!"
in! To sono, 1

“Yaas!”

And the par

vords already,” said Low-

ar!

said Lowther. “Let's get ib
e

“Tu sei—thou beast—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I weally considah that you might keep
your funnay bizney for the * Weekly' at St.
Jim's, Lowthah, you duffali. Avecte il cap-
pello nero del mio padre?” demanded D'Arcy.

“What!"

“Have you the black hat of my father?”
“Certainly not. I've got my own He
You uttah ass—it's an exercise!" shricked

D'Arcy. “No, signor, non ho il cappello
nero -del vostro padre—ho suo cappello
blanco.”

“What does that mcan?”
“It_means I have not your father's black
hat, T have his white hat.”
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“Dut you haven't got my father's white
a objected Lowtiher.
wegard you as a- chump, Lowthah.
When T say T have your father's white hat,
I don't mean that I have it—I mean—
“You mean you have his black hat?”
“No, you ass! mean—it's a lesson—"
“The more jt lessens, the better I shall
it!” yawned Lowther.
Ha, ha, ha!”
“Now you have to wepeat it in Italian.”
i<:ud B’Arcy.
A

“Have you my father's black

“Didn’t you ask me ii I have your father's
k cat?” asked Lowther innocently.

“You—you—you— I wefuse to give you

any instwuction in the Italian language, you
said Arthur Augustus,. closing
his volume with a snap. -

*Ha, ha, ha!”

And Monty Lowther remained in astate of
cheerful igmorance upon the subject.

Tom Merry & Co. grew more and . more
excited as the train rushed on to its jonr-
ney's end. Venice—the Queen of  the
Adriatic—was before them—Venice, the won-
derful land—and in a few hours they wege
to tread its streets, and to wander by the
banks of its car

The train was speeding on over the level
plains of Lombardy,

Glimp: to the north of white-capped
mount. in the far distance, and round
the level green, the far-famed plains of
Lombardy, wher¢ in the old diys Goth and
Hun had met in strife for the fragments of
the Roman Empire.

The very names of the towns, as they
passed them, were like music to the ear—
» Desenzana, Verona! At Verona, of

quoted to ane another from
and Arthur Augustus astonished
ngers by demanding:
neo, Womeo, wherefore art thoun

And now the Great Lagoon was in sight.

Across the wide, shallow lagoon to Venice
the train ran upon a bridge supported by
piles driven deep in the mud.

Round them gleamed the
lagoon.

Venice at last!

Venice, the cit
the streets are

waters of the

of dreams—the city where
waterways, where the foot
of a horse never treads, and where the grace-
full iding gondolas take the place of
cabs of other citi

The juniors des
the huge station
Canal.

nded from the trai

ce
at the head of the G

England,
, Turthier devel
carried the b

lini—for the
becomes a factev
into a

in

out of the station.
The ba were transferred a gondola,
which dr ) beside the landin t. " The
i descended the ps into the boat.

S 4 novel and exciting experience for

a large gondola, with two rowers,
and there was ample room for any amount of
luggage. In the little covered cabin in the
centre of the craft there was not much room
for five; but the juniors preferred to remain
outside it, to watch their novel surroundings.

Mr. Mopps sat in the as a shelter
from the sun, and the junio tood up among
the bags, gazing round them with wide eyes.

The vondoliers pushed off, and the gondola
glided down the Grand Canal.

“Venice at la id Tom Merry, “We're
really here! Wh, Tipping place|”

s between Wapping and the Shep-
herd’s Bush  Exhibition,” “remarked Monty
Lowther.

“Lowthah, you ‘are an
beast!” said Arthur Augustus.
wippin’! I wondah
Bwidge oi Sighs!”

“Nifls, doesn't it?” said Lowther.

“You must expect a canal to smell a
little, deah_boy. In fact, when you come
to think of it, the smell is wathah pleasant.”

Arthur Augustus Wwas_evidently determined
toﬂ:c sutis‘ﬂcld. 3

lhe gondoliers emitted weird cries as the
rowed on. They did not row in the w:yy
the juniors were accustomed fo rowing. They
stood upright” at either end of the boat, on

..& raised platform level with the gunwale,
cach armed with a single oar’ of immense
length. * g 3

. The Grand Canal, in the form- of
S, winds through the wholé "length

iwweverend
ug “It's simply
it we shall pass the

a letter'
of the

city, from the railway-station to the Grand
Lagoon.
- -Houses built flush with the water's edge,
piles dripping with moisture, doors opening
on the canal instead of upon a street—all
strange and new to the eyes of the St.
uniors.

he gondola rocked on its way to the sea.
The gondolier, according to Venctian custom,
called out the names of historie buildings and
palaces as he passed them, but as he ecalled
out in Italian—the provincial Italian of
Venice—the juniors were not much the wiser.

Out in the lagoon ships lay at anchor—
trading vessels aud coasting craft and a great
warship.

Fronting the capal and the lagoon, great
palaces turned now into hotels. The gondola
turned in towards the embankment. The Hotel
d’Inghilterra—English hotel—was before them
—a vast building, once the palace of a
Venetian nobleman.

- “Oh, bai Jove! It's wonderful—wonderful !
said D'Arey.. ve'll have a wamble ovah this
place to-mowwow, deah boys, and blow the
giddy tweasure!"”

rather!” .

They landed on the great granite quay. The
smiling and genial gondoliers extracted fro
Mr. - Mopps twice their legal due, ayd asked,
with gentle smiles, for “sigarro.”

Mr. Mopps shook bis head.

He explained in Italian that he did not
smoke, and bad no cigars about him.
Whereat the gondoliers smiled still more

He had missed the acenstomed sound of the
rising-bell at St. Jim's,

The large windows of the bed-room looked
out |]||-ou the Riva and the great lagoon, with

the Lido and the blue Adriatic far heyond.
Pi s fluttered on the window-sills and
the‘m‘cs of the gondolicrs could he heard

without,

Tom Merry pulled aside the mosquito-net
and jumped out of bed.

There was another bed in the room, with
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy asleep in it. ‘Tom
Merry squeezed . a  wet sponge over his
aristocratic . features, and the swell of St.
Jim's woke up quit ddenly. -

“Bai Jove! It's nin’ " he exclaimed.

“Time to get up, Gussy.”

Arthur Augustus sat up in bed and dabhed
his face. .

“You uttah ass, Tom Mewwy! T thought I
was out fu the wain for a moment. Bai Jove!
What time is it?” ¥

“Nearly eleven.” %
““Gweat Scott! D*Arcy tumbled cut of
bed. “This wou't do, yqu know. I can't
e you Kids gettin' into luzy habits now
we're on a holiday. * Early to bed, and
carly to wise,’ you Kknow. Wing for hot
watal, deah boy."” o

Blake and Lowther and Manners werc in
the adjoining room, and they were quickly
roused out.

The juniots looked from the windows at the
blue lagoon and the gliding gondolas and the
craft anchored out on the calm water. Some

His brain reel-
ing, Tom Merry
was dragged
I_nto the gondola
with the aid of

the boatman.

broadly, and asked for “pane.”
was still more puzzled; he had
about him, either.

Then one of them jerked out the French
word “pourboire,” and he understood, and
handed out the tips. In Italy there are
many names for tips, and a traveller, un-
accustomed {o the ways of the gentle Italian,
is a little puzzled at first at being asked for
cigars, or bread, or macaroni. .

Across the great quay was the imposing
facade of the palatial hotel. ¥

The party entered a wide vestibule, and a
magnificent individual bowed before them.

He might have been a Royal Chamberlain ‘in
a Royal Palace, but, as a matter of fact, he
was the hotel concierge. i,

Half an hour later, the juniors were sitting
down to a big dinner in a vast dining-room,
with “windows- overlooking the canal and
the lagoon, Arthur Augustus insisting upon
having macaroni for one of the courses,
assuring his comrades that when in Wome it
was a good ideah to do as Womans do.

Mr. Mopps
no bread

.THE FOURTH CHAPTER. _

: . Old Foes.

< OM MERRY was the first to wake in

the morning. -

The' juniors had slept soundly after

¢ their journey, and it-was a late hour

in the morning:- when Tom AMerry eat up in
bed and rubbed- his eyes. sk

|- VAV W W VWV |

of the vessels were so close in that they
could make out the features of the dark-faced
men lounging on the decks.

A handsome schooner was almost directly
opposite the hotel, and a couple of swarthy
Italians were smoking cigars on the deck, as
they lazily watehed the lazy scene around
them. Tom Merry's eyes turnel upon the
sehooner, and he gave a little start.

“Have you ‘got your glasses with you,
Gussy

“They are packed up in my bag, deah boy."”

“Get them out—quick "

“Certainly, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, bending
over his bag and rummaging among the
{wntly cked contents. “But what's the
uwWw,

“I think I recognise one of those chaps on
that schooner,” said Tom Merry excitedly.

“Bai Jove! I didn't know you had fwiends
in Venice.”

“Ass!  Tt's not a friend—it's an enemy-
You remember those two Italian chaps, who
were with Joe Harker in England, who were
helping him to chase poor old Marco Frulo.
I helieve one of them is on that schooner
yonder—or both.”

“Gweat, Scott!” .

" The -juniors rushed to- the window, whild
D'Arcy rummaged for the glasses. The two
Italians on tho schooner were in full view,
but one of them had his face turned l":-

The other, Tom -Merry was almast.
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was Beppo, Joe Harker's follower; and if one
was Beppo, the other was no doubt Pietro,
and Harker himself wus probably on the
vessel. The thought of meeting their old
cnemies on the very scene of the treasure-
hunt gave the juniors a thrill. &

“Buck up with those glasses!' shouted Tom
Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Quick!"

“Bai . Jove! They're not here!" said
D'Arey, in dismay. “They've been left
Lehind.”

“Well, you ass!"

“I'm sowwy,” said Arthur Augustus. “I'll

Jend you my eyeglass if you like.”

“0h, rats!”

The man on the schooner lounged below,
and Tom Merry turned away from the window,
disappointed. ~ He had only scen the man
once, on a dark night in Rylcombe Wood, and
then it was only a glimpse. But he was
almost sure that he recognised him.

*1 remember now hearing Joe Harker speak
about a schooner,” said Tom Merry. *“Ilis
game was to kidnap Marco Frulo, und make
him guide him to the place wherc the chest
of money is burled. Frulo may be a prisoner
on that schooner at this minute.”

“1 shouldn't wonder,” said Manners, staring
at the schooner from the window. "I haven't
scen any of the rotters, so I can't suy. Dut,
Jook! There's a chap going on board who
looks like a sailorman.”

Tom Merry ran to the window again.

A boat had pulled out from the quay, and
in the stern sat a man of powerful frame, with
high checkbones and little grey eyes set close
together, and a sharp nose like a knife-
blade. Tom Mer ave a shout.

“It's Joe Hark

“Gweat Scott!”

Tom Merry bounded to the door.

“Hold on!" roared Blake. “You can't 3o
downstairs in your pyjamas!”

“My hat! No,"” said Tom Merry, halting.

“And you couldn't do anything if you did,”
said Lowther. “Joe Harker hasn't done any-
thing you could tackle him for. They
wouldn't allow you to go on board the
schooner to look for Marco Frulo. You
haven't any evidence you could lay before
the authorities for a search to be made.”

_ “And it's really not at all likely that he's
there, you know,” said Manners.

“I suppose not,” admitted Tom Merry. “I
suppose that's a trading schooner—it looks
like it—and Harker may be simply here on
his usual business. But it's queer secing him

»here when we're here, too, looking for the
treasure. It looks as if that's what he's come
here for, don't you think?”

“In that case, Frulo must have told him.”

“He might have made him tell.”

“Yaas, wathah! The man is an awful
beast, you know,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “In any case, the sooner we get to

the tweasure, the bettah. I think we ought
to go to-day.”

“We'll tackle Morpy on the subject,” said
Tom Merry. “It isn’'t very far out to the

island of Burano; and the paper says that
the fisle of the treasure is close to Burano.

We can get there in a gondola in an hour, I
~ dare say. But so long as that schooner’s at

anchor there, Harker can't be looking for the
giddy treasure; so it's pretty plain that he
doesn’t know where it is, so far.”

“Might have roped it in already,™ sug-
gested Blake.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Not likely! He wouldn't stay in Venice
if be had it. The Italian Government would
have a claim to part of it if they knew. And
he would clear off as quick as he could if
he had laid hands on it.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Most likely he's nosed out that it's some-
where near Venice, and he's here just on
spee,” Blake suggested.

“Well, I suppose that's most likely.”

The juniors dressed, and Tom Merry tapped
at the door of Mr. Mopps’ room.

“Half-past eleven, sir!” he called out.
“Please do not wait for me, Merry!" called

back Mr. Mopps, in a faint voice. “I am
very fat-fat-fat—"

“My hat! You've changed since yesterday,
then !” murmured Tom Merry.

“Very fat-fatigued with the journey,” said
Mr. Mopps. “I shall not rise yet. Unfortu-
{mttely." still feel the effects of the tut-tut-

ut—- :

“The what, sir?”

“The tut-tut-train,” said Mr. Mopps. “And
I am rather sis-sis-sis-sick. Go down to I'reak-
fast, my dear boy, and don’t wait.” -
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“I suppose we can go

town, sir, after brekker?
"'\en. Merry. But do not go in a gondola.
You may meet with some accident if I am
not there to take care of you.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“Right-ho, sir!"

And the juniors went down to breakfast.

Directly “the meal was finished, they
went out, and strolled along the Riva dei
Schiavoni, past the colonnade of the Doge's
Palace, and into the great Square of St. Mark.

*Gondola, signori?”

“Boun’ gondola!”

“You go for a little sail?”

“Me very cheap.”

But the juniors resistéd the allurements of
the gondoliers, in Italian and English, and
walked into the great Piazza di San Marco.

The great square, the heart of Venice, the
scene of many a stirring episode in the old
days, lay blistering in the blaze of sun.

Pigeons innumerable fluttered round the old
buildings, and collected in crowds in the
square, feeding from the hands of passers-by.

Gondoliers basked in the sun on the water-
steps; beggars lay reclining by the pillars of
é)'llu Doge’s Palace and the old Cathedral of

out and look at the

Under the famous Clock Tower, the juniors
turned into the Merceria, the great business

street of Venice—so narrow that passers con- |*

timifally jostled one another in moving, and
one had incessantly to wait for room to pass.

“Bai Jove!" said Arthur Augustus. “I
undahstand now why they don’t have any
cabs or things here. It would be wathah a
Jjoke to see a taxi comin’ down this stweet at
a good spee %

They walked on, crossing endless little
bridges over sluggish canals, threading
shadowy alleys that -were cold and chilly
wherever the sun did not reach.

Then they emerged into the great square
again, into” the blaze of sun. vas like
getting out of a cellar into an oven Monty
Lowther renfarked.

Businesslike dealers in curiosities kindly
invited them to step into their shope and view
the contents, which were to be purchased at a
great barguin for ten times their value.
Almost every other shop scemed to b2 scoc!
with grotesque jewellery and with couvenirs
of Venice for happy visitors to take away.

A persistent dealer In lace—one of the
staple products of Venice—followed the juniors
quite a little distance in his earnest
endeavour to show them his goods.

“You come in, gentlemen,” be said. “It
will cost you anything.”
He ecvidently meant “nothing,” but Lis

English was not perfect.

Then by chilly by-streets,
Canal and the Rialto.

It was with a thrill that the juniors found
themseclves walking over the actual Rialto,
with the name of which they had been
familiar ever since they were old enough to
know Shakespeare.

Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy, whose courtesy
was inexhaustible, purchased something at
almost ev shop. When he had got to the
end of his Italian money, the dealers showed
perfect readiness to change English ve-
reigns; and when they were all gone, he had
no difliculty whatever in changing banknotes.

By the time they had “done” the Rialto,
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was loaded up with
a multiplicity of small parcels, the contents
of which he did not remember.

“By Jove!” Arthur Augustus remarked. “I
think some of you fellows might cawwy some
of these things. What am I to do with

to the Grand
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them?
“Chuck them into the canal!" suggested

ake. i

“Weally, Blake, I have parted with about
fifteen pounds for these things—"

“And they're probably worth
quid ! grinned Lowther.

“wats! I have a daggah here ths
belonged to Doge Dandolo himself—the
chap told me so! I wegard it as vewy cheap
at ten fwancs.

“Made in Birmingham, most likely."”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“More likely in Milan,” said Tom Merry,

i & an is a great manufacturing
city. They manufacture _nncir:nt coins, and
Roman antiquities, and things.”

“Ha, ha, ha!
“May as well get lunch out,” said Blake.
I don't suppose Moppy is down yct. This
place will do.”

They entered a small restaurant near the
Rialto. -

Directly the meal was over, they continued
their tour of inspection, seeing all that there
wus to sce in the magnificent city of Venice.

nearly a

=

a
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Wild Night's Adventure.

OM MERRY sat up in bed.

3 Midnight had tolled out.

Venice was sleeping.

Tom Merry stepped quietly from bhis
bed and moved to the window. ~He looked
out. Stars twinkled in the deep blue of the
Italian sky, and were reflected in the waters
of the lagoon. Dimly the shapes of the
anchored vessels were made out, looming up
in the gloom. Along the quay were rows of
moored gondolas, deserted for the night. The
schooner of Joe Harker was still at anchor.

Tom Merry dressed himself quietly. He had
made his own plans for that night, but he
had not told his chums. They would not
have wanted him to go alone, and he knew
that a crowd might have made his intended
expedition impossible.

Tom Merry quitted the bed-room quictly.

The hotel was very silent as he went
downstairs.

Only the porter was in the hall, and he
looked rather curiously at the junior. Tom
Merry gave him a nod, and went out with a
careless air, as if simply for a stroll on the
Riva degli Schiavoni.

But as soon as he was outside the hotel
his pace quickened.

ssed the Riva to the water's edge,
and paused on the steps down to the lagoon,
and gazed outwards towards the anchored
schooner.

Tom Merry intended to pay Joe Harker's
vessel a visit under cover of the darkness,
and to discover, if he could, whcther Marco
Frulo was a prisoner there.

Two lights burned dimly on the schooner,
fore and aft, as she rocked gently on the
almost motionless water of the lagoon.

Tom Merry stepped into onc of the outer-
most gondolas, intending to borrow it for the
crossing to the schooner. There was n move-
ment in the gondola, and he started as a
dark form rose into view.

*Signor!"

It was the owner of the craft, who had
evidently been sleering in the gondola. Tom
Merry was a little taken aback. He was will-
ing, of course, to pay for the usec of the
gondola, but the presence of the owner was
awkward, as his visit was to be paid sceretly
to the schocner. But hg had to make the
best of it.

“You go for little sail, sotto lo stelie?”
said the gondolier, always ready to do busi-
ness, late as the hour was.

Tom Merry nodded.

“Buono, signor!™
ill ¢ me?”

s S1ZNno!

“You speak English?”

The gondolier showed his gleaming teeth
in a grin.

“Leetle small English,” he said.

“] want to go out to that schooner,” said
Tom Merry, pointing to the dim shape of the
vessel on the lagoon.

The Italian understood the gesture, if not
the words.

“8i, signor,” he said, the inevitable reply.

“But I do not want them to scc me,
Tom Merry, speaking very slowly so tha
Italian should understand. *“It is a secret.”

The gondolicr looked puzzled, as well he
might. But he could not suspect the hand-
some, well-dressed young English signor of
wishing to visit the trading schooner secretly
for any dishonest purpose; and, after all, it
was not his business.

“I'Il give you twenty francs,” said Tom
Merry—"venti lire.”

The gondolier's eyes sparkied.

. Buono!”

“You take me?”
Si, signor!"

“@Go quietly. Don't wake them. Piano,
piano!” said Tom Merry, remembering in
time the Italian word for “softly.”

The gondolier grinned:

*8i, signor.”

And he loosened his craft. The gondola
giided silently out into the still waters of the
lagoon. T'hc long, heavy oar made hardly a
sound as. it swept through the water. The
gondola glided out towards the schooner.

Tom Merry kept his eyes fixed anxiously
upon the vessel. The gondola drew closer and
closer, and ranged alongside. If there was a
watch being kept on deck Tom- Merry would
be disappointed; but he had seen no sign of
a- watchman,

There were people on board, but they were
below. 'I.‘om Merry scanned the deck, and
then, whispering to the gondolier to wait for
him, he leaped lightly on board.

His heart beat fast as he felt the deck

under his feet.
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He was ‘on board Joe Harker's vessel. If
the adventurer discovered him—especially if
be had some guilty secret to hide—what
would be the result? Tom Merry remem-
bered the hard, desperate face of the man,
and he realised that he was going into deadly

- danger. But he did not hesitate

He crept silently to the companion-hatch.
It was open, and a light glimmered in the
little cuddy at the foot of the ladder; a
smoky swinging lamp burnt there.

There was no sign of anyone in the cuddy,
and Tom Merry crept silently down the steps.

¢ started as be reached the feot. A man

ing upon a scat by the table, leaning
on the table, with his eyes closed. A

heavily
bottle  was before him, showing the cause of

his heayy slumber.

om Merry knew the dark, hard face. It
Wwas that of Beppo, one of the Italians he had
fecn in the wood at Rylcombe with Joe
Harker. 5

There was a light in the adjoining cabin,
and a murmur of a voice. Tom Merry crept
to the half-open door. This placed the sleep-
Ing man between him and the ladder, and if

eppo should awaken his retreat was cut off.

But there was no hielp for it. He had known
that he was going into danger. and now that
he had found the danger he did not hesitate.

¢ peered into the cabin through the slit
between the door and the jamb. He had a
view of half the interior. He could sce a
bunk, with a man's form partly visible in it
=it man fally dressed.

The man lay in an uncomfortable attitude,
and Tom Merry conld sce that cords were
tightly tied about his wri

oubtless his feet were ¢q v well secured,
but the junior conld not see. heavy cloth
Wwas bound over the mouth, concealing the
chin, but the upper part of the face was
visible.

Tom Merry breatlyed hard.

He knew the face! He was lookin
Marco Frulo, the man who had given him the
i(‘llm' ,(o the hidden gold on the Venetian
sland,

upon

suspicions had been  well-founded.
o Frulo had told him that if he did not
Te m the paper it would be be e he
had fallen into the hands of Joe H and
his gang. And he had evidently fallen into
Joc Harker's hands. He was a prisoner on
board the schooner, and kept evidently with

K eyes were burning, and his
arthy pale 2 wan.

The ‘unfortunate Italian wa
!hc merey of the adventurer.
Tom Merry the clue to the t
of this—partly, doubtless, i
boy for hav ce
order that the buried gold might
into Joe Harker's hands. Better that any
e it than that the unscrupn-
adventurer should be the gainer. That
wits how Frulo had looked at it.

The voice Tom Merry could hear speaking
was that of Joe Harker, but he could not see
the adventurer without opening  the
farther. He heard the low, sharp, met
voice

helpless, at
He had given
in fear
tude to the
, partly i
never fal

c
¢ of Harker, and realised the threat con-

tained in thos
*Not

hard tones.

asleep, Marco, my old chum?
not.  You kinder wouldn't sleep ti
thy 's your own fault, Marco.”

No;
ied

The T n's eyes burned.
You're going  to tell me where those
dollars are buried, Marco, T reckon. Some.

where near Venice—eh2
that much.
the rest.

Frulo.”

TI\I\L‘ Italian shook his head.

“We're in Venice now,” went on Joe
Harker calmly. *“We've been here two days,
and T guess I'm running out of my stoek of
Patience. Marco. You haven't told me the
sgvrct. Marco, but you've told others—eh?
Guess whom I saw in Venice to-day—guess!
A scheolhoy, Marco; mighty like a young
whippersnapper I caught a glimpse of once
in a wood at a time when you got away from
me, .\I:xrco.v I guess I can put two and two
}():L‘U}leh \o&x‘\'e told him something, and
ie’s here—after you or after the ea 3
Marco.” Sore

A sudden gleam came into the hound man’
eyves. Hope, perhdps, had revived him, "I["Lg
adventurer, -doubtless, saw it, too.

Tom Merry heard- the unseen man give a
scofling laugh.

The

I guess I'm on to
_And I guess I'm going to know
You're going to tell me, Marco

“You won't be found-here, Mareco,
brat didn't see me, and he doesn't know I'm
here; doesn't know the schooner from Adam
Marco. You're in my hands, I guess; but

. I've. not. got any more time to waste over
you. Are you going to talk?”

Another shake of the head.

“It's your last night, Marco,” said the
adventurer, the tone of menace growing
deeper in his voice. “I guess I've been easy
with you. Beppo and Pietro would have
made you talk before this—ch? But [ @
it’s the end of the tether now. You're going
1k co. or I'm going to you.

to

We I I'm
finished here. We sail before dawn, Marco;
and we're going down the Adriatie—round to
Naples, I guess. I've got bus
1 can’t afferd to waste time. I gu W
enough getting you back from England when
you slipped me on an English ship. Marco
Frulo, my f{riend, you®are going to talk at
dawn, if not before!”
Iarco Frulo shook his head again.

I guess I shall make you, then. I guess
an iron bolt heated red-hot and slipped down
your back will make you willing to give up
all the treasures in the wide world if you'd
got 'em in your trousers-pocket, M;\n-u

The man in the bunk made no sign. i

“Nod your head if you'll talk. 1 puess I'm
not going to let you open your mouth. We're
too near the quay for that!™

Marco Frulo did not move. %
“Obstinate dog!” said Joe Harker, with

K, Ma v
ave Venice to-morrow mornin

deep anger in his voice. "L guess I nu-.\n'hufl-
s You'll
nd

about that iron bolt, Mar
the morning, when we up anchor
v from Venice. The a right bre
nd we're going-—si 1 gues:
broke off.
a sound in the cuddy as DBeppo
And then there was a
han's startled eyes rested

he shouted. “Un ra

\What?”

Joe Harker was at the door of the cabin
with a bound.

Tom Merry made a desperate spring for
the ladder.

The Italian was in the way, but he was
heavy from sleep, and his brain was still reel-
ing from his drinking.

Tom Merry grappled with him, and rolled
him over with a throw he had often practised
in the gym at the old school.
po crashed on the floor. &
gnor! Un spia—un ragazzo——

e yelled as he went down.
Tom Merry sprang over him and ran up the
ladder.

But the sailorman, big and heavy as
1s out of the cabin in the twinkling
and springing in pursnit. 4

£ p just missed Tom .\lrrry:{v:\nklc
he junio shed up the ladder. With his
rt thumping, the junior reached the deck
and rushed for the side.

Joe Havker leaped after him.

Tom Merry made a flying leap for the gon-
dola floating in the darkaess by the ide of
the schooner. And as he leaped Harker smote
him, and he missed the gondola, and plunged
1 y into the water.

Splash!

rom the rail the adventurer looked down
i Fresh from the lighted
he found it diflicult to sec in the
gloom. The gleam of the water ght his
eye. He saw the gondola a moment later, and
a dripping form dragging itself in.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Council of War.

OM MERRY dragged himself into the

gondola with the aid of the beatman.

His brain was reeling, and as he

climbed into the gondola he sank

down exhausted, the water dripping from his

;lycnchcd clothes and forming & pool round
rm.

“Signor! Signorino !” spluttered the
gondolier.

Ttom Merry panted, and struggled to his
eet.

“Shore—quick!” he exclaimed. *Quick—
subito! Riva degli Schiavoni!”

*8i, signor!”

The gondolier swung out the long oar, and

.the gondola glided back to the quay.

As it bumped on the steps Tom Merry
jumped out.

The water ran down him as he stood.

MHe looked out in the lagoon towards the
schooner. A moving shadow in the starlight
caught his eyes. The schooner was in motion ;
the mainsail had filled out before the brecze
that blew off the shore, and the vessel was
gliding away towards the Lido and the wide
Adriatic beyond.

Tom Merry clenched his hands. -

His first idea had been to call help—to

rouse the police, the portwatchmen, any
—to get help to rescue Marco Frulo.
But it was too late!
What was he to do?
To leave Marco Frulo in _the hands of the
unserupulous adventurer? Yet if he told his
story, would the police helieve it? Would not
they think it was some wild, boyish
fancy—a dream, or an invention? And tie
schooner was gone. To search her it would be
necessary to send a vessel in pursuif. Tom
Merry knew that it was hopeless. The VOI‘;
of the gondolier interrupted his hurriec
reflections, He took out bis purse, and plaes
a couple of gold louis in the man's dusky
hand, and, without waiting for his prefuse
thanks, he hurried back to the hotel. ¥
The hall-porter looked at him in amaze
men o
“The signorino has fallen_in the water:
he exelaimed.

Yes,” said Tom Merry, and he hurried “l‘;
to his room without further cxplmmt[on.l dly
turned on the clectric tght, and hurrlc““‘
stripped off his wet clothes and tm\'ellclldlm
self down. Arthur Augustus awoke, an

up in bed, and blinked at him.

Joye! Where have you beem
What have you been up to,

15 }

you

L o want
“Call the other fellows, Gussy. W¢ y i
a council of war.”
“Vewy well, deah boy.” 1d
Arthur Augustus, amazed as was, "";?,I]‘c:l
see that it w serious matte He 'E‘ nners
out of bed, and called ce und Malfp
and Lowther from the adjoining room-
three juniors came in in :unnzcm\-nt.'n
saw I'l‘nm Merry towelling himself dowily
simply stared. g?”
W on earth have you been agings

he

nded Lowther. om

""hllill:: into the lagoon,” said T

v grimly, en
& You might have be

Scott!
ejaculated Blake.

“I came jolly near it.”

"'!Iu\\‘ ou carth did you come

“Toe Harker

{o tumbic

flst helped mc."l o juniors

“Joe Harker!" exclaimed al
together A Gy ¢
“Yes," Tom Merry hurriedly cxv“_‘ll“ to st
ot uboard the schooner. 1 wanted
whether Marco Fruto was there. g1 e
“You checky ass te go without us*
claimed Blake wrathfully.
Yaas, wathah!" g it's too
‘Don't chip now, you chaps; o ,golds
scrious. I got on hoard from # arc?

and got down below, and these “;’5‘; turkey

Frulo tied up in a bunk like a K e WO
for Christmas., Joe Harker an tl}lﬂ'qu
Italians were there, on the schooners e’

was in the cabin with poor nhl":;l‘éwﬂnﬂﬁcr:

seen us in Venice to-day, and
He was threatening toy put Fr\ll;’o 5
torture to make him give away th

“The rotter!”

“They found me there, ﬂ'}d
me.”  Tom Merry shivered. “If
got hold of me, I don't think I
got oft the schooner alive. I €X
to fire after me in the water,
He knocked me into the sea as
the ;.'r'mdoln. The gondolier I’

ou ché

or-
“My hat!” 3 ¢
4 What's going to be done 1o & Gehoon®

"CI:\H the police, and collar ther:
‘She's gon jors 108" gne
one!” exclaimed all the j“"':r:ﬂb"’i,cl%rc

hat

had
ve

ould h,f:l':‘

ur? he ‘"5'"

1 jumpe

ulle

arly
;.lenfk"'

"
P2

“Yes. They must have cut t n
}v:\s ‘\\‘:liskling away down fhe 1ago®

got to the quay.” 2

*Then It'sqnlly up!” said Blakes
whistle. .1 don’t YhIk-

“All the same,” said Tom, ° lﬂ‘l nim ‘“.:f“
Harker will go far away. he? gan‘le}yul"
ing. He knows the treasure, 'here
near Venice; that's why he'S S ceure cgef
hasn’t told him yet, but if the¥ g “f,t
he will—he's hound 'to, poor My ok LG
docs as he's threatened to do- 108¢ g~ we
Harker knows he has no time “"gﬂfp

10+
and he will put pressure on ¥r%
st find him at the island of Saf C
—unless we get there first. 1y
“Yaas, ‘::ngllnll L b honlﬂ!“‘g
“I suppose so,” said Lowther :n the %
“We'd hetter get off first thin Tt
ing, without waiting for -“"R,pegtlon"
down. Then he can't ask any 4 gof"”
“That's so,” said Blake. ol TAFE
—No-

“Yaas, wathah!” g

“You all agree to that?” ask
THE PERNY PorUL(-
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the wide lagoon, and lighted the
quictly left the hot
The spade and the pickaxe and the crow-
who had rowed Tom Merry out to the
rise over Vcenice—not an uncommon excur-
and the little craft swept -away over the
the schooner. But they had not expected
The gondolier pointed.to an island ahead.
Burano?”
understood, and knew the islet. BE oty
earlier date; but, like many of the environs
The  gondola plunged her bows into deep

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
3 Victory !
AWN flushed up pink and rose over
D towers and roofs of the Queen of the
Adriatic. <
In the first rays of the sun the five juniors
el. 4
hey had a bundle of rolls with them for
breakiast in the gondola. It was all they
needed.
bar were placed in the gondola Tom Merry
engaged, and the juniors had cach taken a
stout stick. The gondolier—the same man
schooner the previous night—asked no ques-
tions. The young English signors desired a
“promenade ¥ on the lagoon to sec the sun
sion. That Was all, the gondoller thought.

“Burano,” said Tom Merry to the Italian;
and the gondolier shoved out the long oar,
still, shadowy waters of the lagoon.

Tom Merry & Co. looked about them as
the gondola glided on. There was no sign of
fo see her. The gondola moved on over the
ln%on_n. and Venice became a blur of white
buildings behind in the rising sun.

“Burano?” asked Tom Merry.

“S8i, signor.”

“You know the island of Santa Maria, near

" Andiamo_ al isola di Santa Maria, presso
Burano,” said Arthur Augustus.

Aad the gondolier nodded.

The gondola approached the little islnnd.
There. were vestiges .of buildings upon it.
It had evidently been inhabited at some
of. the sea-city, it had fallen into ruin and
solitude with the dark days that had come
upon the one-time Queen of the Sea.
mu_d. and the gondolier made her . fast.
m:éw juniors plunged ashore through the

They did not need to ask where were the
ruins of the old chapel of Santa Maria.
Across the island they could sce fragments
of a building—the only onc that had been
of any size. .

They tramped -across the little island, a
rising crest of land hiding them from the gon-
dola: * The gondolier .was not likely to be
curious. He was too accustomed to the
manners and customs of tourists, who seck
all kinds of things, in all kinds of places,
that totally lack interest to the nativ

The gondolier sat down to roll cigarcttes

and smoke until the juniors returned, in
the comfortable consciousness that he was
to be paid by the hour.
he juniors tramped into the ruins. '
The sun was higher in the hea OW,
and “the ‘rdys: were bright and warm. They

fell into the ruins of the old chapel—masses
of masonry overgrown with weeds, closc by
a choked-up canal full of foul odours.
The juniors' hearts were beating hard.
Tom Merry paused in the shattered gate-
way of the_ chapel and looked seaward, and
uttered a sudden exclamation. ;
“Look " . .

In ‘the far distance a sail appeared, and
the juniors could make out the graceful form
of a schooner beating up to the isle against
the” wind. R

“The_schoonah!” ejaculated D’Arcy.

“So Joe Harker is Jcnmlng!"

“He'll be too late!" said Tom Me
*“But we've got no time to lose. Buck up
_ “Look for a cross marked in red on a
stone!" said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”
searched through the ruins of ile old

"

Blake gave a sudden shout.

“This way!”

In an obscure corner, shadowed by a frag-
ment of the shattered wall, Blake had come
upon one of the flagstones of the floor, upon
which-appeared the graven form of a cross in
dull red. Excepting for the *“croce rossa,”
the flagstone was exactly like all the others
tliat formed the ancient floor of the chapel.

The junfors gathered round the spot with
shining eyes.

They had found it!

Thtre{cnult_i be no doubt about it; it was
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‘the “pietra segnata d'una croce rossa,” as

Marco Frulo had written it down.

“Quick’s the word!” suid Tom Merry.

llg unwrapped- the crowbar and set to
work. g
He jammed the end of the crowbar into the
interstice between the marked stone and
and next, and dragged upon it with all his
strength. -

The flat, thick stone slowly rose.

Tom Merry tilted it back. h

Underneath was the eoft rarth, with no
sign_ that beneath it a_treasure lay concealed.

“The spade!” said Tom Merry.

Blake handed him the spade.  The pick was
not needed. Tom Merry shovelled out the
soft, muddy carth with feverish haste. There
was a sudden shock of the spade.

“It's here!”

The- spade had  struck comething harder
than earth. Tom Merry hastily shovelled the
earth away, and the log of a wooden chest
was revealed. Then all the juniors bent them-
selves to it, and the chest was dragged out
upon the flagstones.

It was a sea-chest, about two feet long,
made of oik, and it was very heavy. The lid
was locked down, but a blow of the pick
f]:]nttt’red the lock. Tom Merry raised the
1.

“My hat!”

The story was tru
deceived them, and he had not been d
himself by the tale of the dying seaman
Leghorn, : 4

The chest was crammed to the very brim
with money—gold pieces of twenty francs and
twenty lire, English sovereigns, ~German
twenty-mark pieces, and coins of other Kinds
with strange inscriptions, Greek and Russian,
that the juniors could not even read.

Gold—the treasure at last! 3

Prepared as they were for the sight, the
juniors could hardly believe their c. 2

Blake knelt by the chest, and ran the coins
in golden cascades through his fingers breath-
lessly.

“My only hat!” he said. “It's true! Real
gold!” The giddy treasure!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry looked out to s

The schooner was close inshore now. It
would not be long before the rival treasure-
seekers were on the scene. Tom Merry spoke
a few hurried words. 5

The juniors closed the chest again, and hid
it from sight with chunks of masonry and
loose bricks. The chest was hidden—safe from
the eyes of Joe Harker, even if he had learned
the secret of the stone marked with a “croce
rossa.”

Then the marked flagstone was replaced,
and the signs of the excavations leared away.
All looked as it had been before the juniors
came to the ruined chapel.

“We could clear off now and take the g
treasure with us,” said Tom Merry. *
that's not the programme. We're going to
reseue Marco Frulo if we can.”

“What-ho !"

Keeping close in cover among the masses
masonry, the St. Jim's juniors watched
schooner with eager eyes. The vessel glided
close up to the shore, and the sails dropped.

Three men could be secen moving on her
deck, and the juniors watched them bring a
fourth man up from below, evidently hound,
and place him in a boat. The boat was low-
ered; Joe Harker and Beppo took. the oars,
and pulled to the shore. Pietro remained
alone on hoard the schooner.

Tom Merry set his teeth.

“They're coming,” he said: “and they're
bringing Frulo with them, as I expected. Lie
low! This is where Joe Harker gets the sur-
prise of his life!” . '

The boat plunged bows into the mud, and
disappearcd from the eyes of the juniors hi
den in the ruins. There wasx sound of heavy
footsteps crunching the old stones, and two
men came  into the ruined -chapel, leading
between them a  third—whose arms were
hound behind his back. .

1t was Marco Frulo. His face was pale and
anguished.

Joo Harker looked round with a grin of
triumph. i

The juniors lay very low in their cover,
grasping their cudgels, and waiting for 'the
word from Tom Merry.

Joe Harker stared down‘!{thc marked flag-
stone.

“We'll soon see if he's tolt the truth,” he
said. “Heave that stone up, Beppo!”

e—Marco Frulo had not
lc(‘l‘l\'(;d
n

iddy
But

Friday.

whisper. There was a sudden rush of feet {n
the old ruins. 3

Joe Harker swung round with an oath.

But even as he spun round, clutching out
his revolver, Tom Merry's cudgel descended
upon his head with stunning force, and the
adventurer gave onc faint groan and fell like
a log.

He was stunned. 5 -

Beppo leaped up with a snarl like a cat,
knife in hand. But a stick smote his knife,
it whirling. Another crashed upon
and another across his arm, and he
yelled with anguish and fell.

“Done 'em!” roared Blake.
St. Jim's!" " 3

Marco Frulo gazed at the juniors like a man
in a dream. g

Tom Merry opened his pocket-knife, and cut
_the Italian’s bonds. :

““It’s all right, old son!” he exclaimed.

“Qh, signor—" 3

«Tie those chaps up,” said Tom Merry.
«There's enough rope here—they used plenty
of rope 6n poor old Ftulo. The other rotter
on the schooner will come to look for them
cooner or later, and he can look after them.”

And Joe Harker and Beppo werce bound
hand and foot.

Then the treasure-chest was dragged out,
and Marco Frulo, still dazed with joy and
gratitude, feasted his cye pon the contents
Z_the heaps and piles of gold coins. Then he
began to talk in rapid Italian with excited
gestures.

The juniors did not follow the words, but
they understood what he meant, and they
shook their heads.

No; we're not going to take it, or any of
sakl Tom Merry decidedly. *“It's yours,
Prulo—all yours. That's settl
Oh, signor! Quel generositn—

Thé chest was fastened up, and Marco Frulo
carried it across the I sland to the gon-
dola. The gondolier stared at the sight of the
stranger, and Frulo talked to him in fluent
Italian.

The juniors would have been surprised if
they had known that he was airily explaining
to the gondolier that he had been on the
island the day before, searching for mineral
specimens for the young English strangers,
and that he had a box full of stones of no
use to ybody but a tourist.

Knowing the ways of touri the gondolier
was quite satisfled, and he simply shrugged
his shoulders at this one more sample of the
mad ways of those English!

“Hurrah for

Mr. Mopps had missed the juniors, and he

waiting anxiously for them when they
came in. His breath was taken 1y when he
heard of the adventure they had been
through. ;

Marco Frulo deposited his treasure in Tom
Merry's room, whenece he removed it in bags
lent him by the juniors, taking it .'\\\'.'n"h'.)
some place of safety best known to himself. -

o

The juniors asked no questions; it was no
S Neirs.
The Italian w deeply carnest in his

endeavours to persuade the English boy
take one-half of the treasure, hut they \':'2"(!3
not. At last,"to g the grateful seaman
they agreed to take hundred pounds. g
Mr. Mopps kept a very careful eye upon his
charges after that. But the dangerous adven-
tures were past, and when the holid was
over they came back to St. Jim's, with won-
drous tales to tell their schoolfellows there
Indeed, on the first day of the new term
what was left of the hundred pounds—it wag
not much—was spent in" a royal feed in To
Merry's study

n
, to which came Figgins &

and a crowd of other fellows, to (hson;s ((l(l’t
good things provided by the returned travel-

lers, and to listen with intense intere, g
story of Tom Merry’s trip. Se Seet LONHS
THE END.
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plete Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
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““HIS FALSE POSITION "
By MARTIN- CLIFFORD.

Please order ycur copy of the
PENNY POPULAR in advance!

The scaman bent over the stone. 8
Tom Merry gave his companions a quick
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