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CHAPTER 1.

JACK BARRY'S FIRST DAY AT SCHOOL—HE MAKES
A FRIEND AND AN ENEMY-—THE HINT OF A
STRANGE SECRET.

¢ Hallo, new boy, what's your name?"”

¢ Jack Barry.”

¢“1 hope your father's a gentleman?”

““I hope so, tool”’—coolly.

:' No cheek! What is he?”

‘ You seem to take a great interest in my affairs. I wouldn’t
let other people’s business worry you go much, if I wers you, or
you may have an attack of heart-disease!” quoth Jack Barry
curtly, turning away.

Jack Barry was a lad of about fifteen, and this was his first day
at Elmbridge School. He was getting just a little tired of being
asked his name. Besides, he did not like the manner of his
questioner, a boy some ten or twelve months older than him-
self, whose manner was decidedly bullying.

¢* Look here, my good fellow, I'm not going to stand any bloom-

Dead NMan's Coverxran.
By H. S, WARWICK,

Author of “A Belt of Diamonds,” &c., &c.

ing cheek from you!’’ cried the other, for Walter Leeson saw that
two or three of the little group of boys standing-by were laughing,
and he felt that the snubbing which the new boy had given him
was responsible for their mirth.

. “You'd better take care, or I may have to give you a lesson
in respect!” he cried. “ What can you do?’ Do you play
cricket?” “No.”

“Or football 7

¢ No!” answered Barry curtly. ;

¢ Oh, you milksop! Why didn’t you bring nursey to taks
care of you? Anyway, you've come to the right place to get
your softness knocked out of you! We don’t stand molly-
ooddles here, do we, boys?” cried Leeson.

“J gee. Then you very kindly think of taking me in hand, and
making me less of a milksop?’ asked Jack Barry blandly.

His would-be tormentor was somewhat amazed. He could
not make this new-comer out. Dense-headed as he was, Leeson
could perceive a strain of irony in Barry's retort.

By reason of his strength, Lceson had acquired a cerfain
amount of authority over a good many lads of his own age in

g = the school. And vet this new-comer,
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who was shorter than him by an inch
>r more, set him at defiance! He
{ could see that the boys near wers
grinning.

{ The bully felt that his power
would be lessened unless he made
the new boy realise that he would
have to keep a more respectful
tongue in his head.

So he answered threateningly :

“Yea; jolly soon, too!”’

Jem Barry smiled.

¢ Although I'm English, T haven't
been in Hngland long,” he said
calmly. “I've been living in
America. Most Yanks have plenty
of bounce, as you know, so I'm used
to hearing brag. And that's per-
haps why I take more notice of
actions than mere words.”

“ Why, you young cub—"" began
Leeson, raising his clenched fist.
The other interrupted him.

“Oh, I'm not to be frightened
like that!”’—standing with his hands
in his pocket. ‘ Boys,” Jack said,
addressing those standing by,
told vou just now that I'm not much
of a hand at cricket or football. T've
never had the chance out there.
They are both glorious games, and
now that I've come to England to
live, I mean to go in for them hot
and strong.”’ :

He paused for a moment. His
words rang out manly and true, and,
approving the sentiment, his listeners
began to feel that this ‘‘ milksop ™
had some grit in him.

““As for this whipper-snrapper,”
he went on, calmly surveying the
angry Leeson, “I've one word for
him: I can’t play cricket or football
yet, but I have mastered the science
of using my fists. I'm a peaceabls
beggar; but I stand no nonsense.
And anyone who interferes with me
runs the risk of getting his head jolly
well punched!”

His words, and the cool tones of
self-reliance with which be said
them, won Jack Barry more than
one friend among the increasing
knot of onlookers.

No one liked Walter Leason,
though many were afraid of him.
Tt was a refreshing novelty to ses
the bully set at defiance.
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“You threaten me, then?”’ stormed Leeson, growing in-
furiated at the jeers of the crowd.

** You are at liberty to take my words anyway you please!”
retorted Jack contemptuously.  “Their meaning is plain
enough, I think.”

“T take it that you are inviting a sound thrashing, and you
sha'n’t be disappointed!” cried the bully.

The scens was a part of the playground at the back of the
gymnasium-buildings. It was the place where the school fights
generally came off. The boys scented a fight now of more than
usual interest.

The bully, confident in his own strength of musele, was
evidently well pleased at his success in provoking an encounter
in which he had no doubt that he would be an easy wictor.,
}I‘{nwe:\éer, as though he thought it sounded rather magnanimous,
e said:

"1 give you the chance of apologising.”

Jack Barry only laughed.

“ Never was a good hand at eating my own words,” he an-

swered carelessly, ‘I enly apologize when I am eonscious’ of
being in the wrong. My candid opinion of you is that you
are a bully and a coward. But keep your bullying threats for
those who fear them. If you want to fight, ©m your man!”
. Jack had rubbed shoulders with the great world in his wander-
ings abroad with his father. This experience had been in-
valuable in teaching him a self-reliance older than hiz years.
And his active life, and his father's judicious iraining, had
hardened his muscles, and given him no little skill in the art of
self-defence.

Hence his confidence in himself was by no means unjustified.
And the fight began.

No one was
topped very

% came into smart collision with his chin,
teeth rattle lilte dominoes.

Forgeiting, in his passion, the litile science he ever knew,
Leeson made a wild rush at Jack, striking out furiously. Our
Lero stepped back, easily parrying the blow; but in so doing
his foot slipped, and he fell.

By this tume all the evil passions in his onponent were roused.
ending down, Leeson would bave struck his fallen foe, amid

ol”

attaek by striking at Jack.
e to find that his blow wa

en cries of ** Sham
pmioclied him from behind.

“ No, you don’t, you coward!” cried a clear young voiee, that
came from the boy of about Jack’s own age, who had in-
tervened to prevent foul play.

With an angry cry, Leeson shook his captor off, but not be-
fore Jack Barry had sprung to his feet, none the worse for his
fall. The ring of onlookers saw that a dangerous light had
come into Jack's eye. Tt was as though he now fully realised
the nature of his opponent, and would give him no mercy.

"T'he fight that fellowed is still talked of in FElmbridge School.

At.ﬁrst Jack stood on the defensive, and not one of the heavy
slogging blows that Leeson aimed blindly &b his lighter oppo-
nent reached its mark. The more desperate he grew the
wilder became his blows. Jack remained coolly on the defen-
sive. He was biding his time.

Then, when Leeson was winded his punishment began—
punishment short but severe. With the blow on his forehead
that grassed him, the bully’s defeat was decisive. Sullenly he
acknowledged that he had had enough.

There was little sympathy for Leeson, whilst our hero found
himself the object of murmurs of congratulation from hi
school-fellows—for what true British boy does not like to see
the tables turned upon an aggressor?

But Jack broke away from the little group, and, singling out
the boy who had frustrated Leeson’s attempt at foul fighting,
walked towards him. Holding out his hand, he said:

“I bave you to thank, old chap, for coming to my assist-
znce when Leeson wanted to take a eowardly advantage of me.
TI'm jolly grateful!”

 Oh, 1t was nothing! I am only too glad you tock that bully
down a peg. Your name’s Barry, ism’t it? I think I shall

only at that moment a pair of arms

like you, Barry. My name’s Crofton—Tom Crofton. Come
along for a stroll.”
He linked hie arm in Jack’s as he spoke. The two boys

walked away, exchanging confidences.

“Don’t T wish I could mill like that, Barry!” exclaimed
Crofton enviously.

“Do you? Well, let’s make a bargain. Tll teach you to
box, and you shall coach me in the games English hoys play.
I've never had the chance of learning them.”

“That’s a bargain. But how is it you've never played these
games when you were at school in America?’’

““ Ah, T've never been to a school before. You see, Pve lived
such a roving life, and my father has been the only school-
master I've ever had. Tt was he who taught me how to use
my fiste. He taught me other things, too!” And a note of
affectionate pride came into the boy’s voice as he spoke of his
father : “He taught me to hate lies, he bade me stand up for
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the weak, to hate anything mesa or underhand—but there, I'm
boring you.”

*“Not a bit of it! You have just come to England, then?”

“Yes. Dr. Bennett is an old friend of my father’s—they
met in America. That is8 why I came to his school. I've only
been in England a couple of days.” 3 ;

“Your father, then, has stayed behind in America, I sup-
pose?”’ said Crofion. >

A curious expression came into Barry’s face that puzzled his
new friend.

“1 don’t know that that is & question I have any right ic
answer,” he said slowly. Then, seeing the look of surprise with
which Tom Crofton met this odd reply, ks continued: ‘‘Yes,
I ‘think T’ tell you. You and I are going to be chuuus, and I
know I can trust you. My father is in England. But it is
absolutely necessary that no one should kmow it. Oh, don’t
mistake me! It is not the English law he is afraid of. He ig
not hiding from the police. But he is guarding a secret which
a band of scoundrels would saerifice even human life to learn!”

‘“Good heavens!” Tom COrofton was startled. “ Bub surely
the police could protect him? Could he mnot have these
scoundrels imprisoned?”’

“My father does not know his secret foes by sight, or even
by name. The chief of them is known as “the Tiger’; so much
he knows, not more. My father believes he has thrown them
off the scent, otherwise his every footstep would be dogged.”

Just then the schoolbell rang for tea, and as they walled to-
wards the schoclthouse, Jack ehanged the subject.

Deeply inderested though he was by this hint of a strange
secret, Tom Crofton understood that his friend wished to say
no more aboui this matter, so he refrained from asking further
questions.

He little dreamed how this chance acquaintanceship was very
soon to lead him across the dark threshold of mystery, into a
veritable maze of strange adventures.

CHAPTER II L
THE STORY OF A HIDDEN TREASURE -A MYSTERI-
OUS SOCIETY OF CRIME_A SPY!

The two boys soon became fast chums, and their growing
friendship induced Jack to tell Tom COrofton more of the secret
at which he had hinted.

“It has occurred to me,” he said, as he and Tom went out
for a stroll on the next half-holiday afterncom, “that I had no
right to pique your curiosity the otker day without telling you
further. I won’t ask you to keep as a secret what I am going
to say, as I know I can fully trust you——-"

“Of course you can, old chap.”

“ Well, you shall know all. We spring from an old Irich
family, that once lived in a great mansion not far from the
coast near Dundalk Bay. The Barrys had always been loyal to
the Stuarts, and, after the young Pretender’s rising in 1745, it
became known to the Government that cur family had secretly
aided the rebellicn. From a private source the head of our
family heard that he was to be arrested, and his lands forfeited
to the Crown. He determined to hide his wealth, and eseape
abroad in disguise with his son—his wife was dead—until the
storm should have blown over. This is a long story, old chap,
I'm afraid; but you wouldn’t understand the rest of it if I
didn’t begin at the beginning.”

“Go on. I'm awfully interested. The story is just like a
romance,’”’ said Tom. ;

The

“The coast on that part of Ireland is very rugged.
cliffs tower upward to an enormous height. Half-way up the
eliffs is a cavern looking out over the sea. Anyone would say
that it was inaccessible unless one climbed down by & rope. But
those few in the secret knew that a narrow, underground tunnel
led from the interior of this cave directly into a cellar in the
mansion of the Barrys. My ancestor Rupert Barry tock the
bulk of his fortune, in gold and jewels, which he, of course,
could not carry with him in his flight, down this secret passage
and buried them there. The entrance to the tunnel he had
strongly walled up, to keep the secret of the hidden fortune
safe. Then he and his son got out of the country just in time,
and crossed. over the sea to Ameriea.”
*“Did he come back again only to find the fortune stolen?”’
“No,” answered Jack. ‘““ We have reason for believing that
it still lies hidden there. Waell, the fugitive died without ever
coming back, and for generations the family either forgot the
story of their wealth m Ireland, or treated it with disbelief.
Thus fer nearly a cemtury and a half the freasure has lain
buried in that secret tunnel, unsought for, because unsuspected.”
““Then how did you come to learn the secret?”’ asked Tom.
“In a curious way. One day my father received a letter
from England, from a friend of his called Mr. Handford——"
“Mr, Handford? Why someone of that name lives at the
‘Grange, only a couple of miles from here. Can it be the same !
“Yes; it is the same. It was he who introduced my father

Surely you have not missed it? What? Seeing that new feature ‘in “THE RAMBLER."




One Halfpenny. THE

and Dr. Bennett. Mr. Handford is fond of dabbling in an-
tiguarian matters, and by chance, in a very old book, he stumbled
across extracts from a letter written by the exiled Rupert Barry
to a friend in England, which mentioned the existence of the
treasure. In this letter my ancestor did not give many details,
bus he spoke of having made a careful chart of the loeality of
the hiding-place, and also of the particular cleft in the cliff-
side, by which entrance would have to be made to recover the
fortune.

1" He spoke of having for safety put this chart into an oak-
chest.

** Buch was the news my father received from Mr. Handford.

“Then commenced a hunt for the oak-chest, which had gons
out of the possession of our family a generation or so ago. At
last it was found in the possession of the daughter of an old
servant. There, in a secret drawer, was found the chart, care-
fully stowed away.” .

** By Jove! how exciting!” cried Tom. *“Go on.”

" My father foolishly spoke of his discovery; the story got
about. Then we learnt that a gang of unscrupulous men had
vesolved to steal the chart. Efforis were made in America to
obtain it. The house was broken into; my father received a
note threatening his life if the treasure-chart was not given up.
He was fired at just before we left America.”

“But this gang you speak of——" interrupted his friend.

‘A band of criminals whose daring deeds have from tima
to time cauzed a sensation, both in America and on the Con-
tinent. So far the police have not succeeded in breaking up
this desperate league,” answered Jack. “F¥or safety, my
father sent the chart to England, to the care of Mr. Handford,
letting it be known that 1t was no longer in his possession.
‘I'his baffled the rogues for the time. We have reason to belisve
that the leading spirit of this gang has his headquarters in
Liondon, so my father came to England secrvetly, and in dis-
. hoping thereby to throw these men off the scent, other-
wise his footsteps would have been dogeed.”

** It seemws incredible that at the end of the nineteenth century
such things are possible!” cried Tom.

“ Yet they are possthle—nay, actual facts. A detective told
us that this gang is responsible for many crimes that have set
ihe world wendering. The members are crafty and cunning;
they stop at nothing to effect their evil ends. We may bhe sure
they will not give up this quest without a struggle. Xven now,
no doubt, they are hunting for the whereabouts of my father.”

“ Then is the fortune so very great?”’ 3 ‘

“ 1t is supposed to be worth three-quarters of a million!” was
the stariling reply.

*“ Three-quarters of a million!” Tem gasped.

“Yes; the Barry diamonds were known all over Europe.
But now, old fellow ”—looking at his watch—* 1 must ask you
to leave me. I have an appointment here this afternocon with
amy father. Wo cannot be too careful, so we arranged to meet
at this quiet place, where we are not likely to be seen by any
of cur unknown foes.”

Jack had not long to wait before his father came. Mr.
Barry told his o that he was going that night to the Grangs
to see his friend, Mr. Handford, when the final arrangements
for the reecvery of the fortune would be made.

“Tt will make us rich, boy, beyond our wildest dreams!”’
cried Mr. Barry enthusiastically. ‘It is well to be cautious;
but I think we have outwitted the scoundsels, and the risk is
sver. Once we have the treasure and have banked it, these
bandits will no doubt accept their defeat, and see the futility of
harassing us any further.”

Risk over, Edward Barry? Even as you speak perils are
crowding in your path, and soon you will carry your life in
your hand! No, darker perils than you dreamed of have to be
encountered ere that coveted treasure lies within your grasp!

“ Mr. Handford has been in Ireland,” went on Mr. Basry.
“He has explored the locality, and by the aid of the chart
has located the cavern-opening. There is no doubt the story is
true in every detail.”

Father and son sauntered on together for some time, talking

earnestly. Then they said good-bye, and parted. :
Through a gap in the hedge a man crept stealthily and fol-

lowed ¥dward Barry. They had been spied upon after all!
There was a smile on the evil face of the man who followed
in the gathering dusk.
d “Then, as we suspected, you are in England, Edward Barry,
and the chart was sent to your friend at the Grange!” he mut-
tered to himself. “My agent in San Franciscc had his wits
about him, in advising me to keep an eye on his son—through
thos young cub I have discovered what I wanted! Yeur dis-
guise makes you lock very different from the photogreph I
have of you, Edward Barry; but I have penetrated it! Now
fook to yourself, matched as you are against the Tiger! In the
oaming struggle for that hidden hoard none shall bar my path!”
T*hus, across broad seas, from ‘the new world to the old, these
human bloodhounds, of whom this man was the chief, had
tracked their quarry. :

In Next Friday's
“UNION JACK.”
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CHAPTER IIL
LEESON’S PLOT— “NOT EXACTLY!”—A BATTLE
ROYAL IN THE DORMITORY—WAPSHOTYT IN THE
WARS - GERBIBLE NEWS. :
That night. after tea, during the intervening half-hour. before
evening * preparation,” i

;) Tom said to his friend:
“Tve got some news for you, old chap.’
“ Pleasant news, 1 hope.” L :
“Wall, T think youll be glad you knew of it in time.
r > s S g 2.
There’s a whisper going round that Ieeson and one or twe
: Fple il A e g
kindred spirits in hig dormitory mean to play some kind of prac-
tical joke on you to-night when we're all supposed to be asleep.
“Thanks for the tip. Forewarned is forearmed. I happen
to bar unpleasant practical jokes, and I sha'n’t stand much of

Leeson’s tomfoolery.” :

*“ Rather not! 1've got a plan,” said Tom. *‘ The other four
chaps in our dermitory are decent enough fellows, and none of
them have too much love for Lieeson. Besides, there’s au old
foud between our dormitory and Leeson’s. We had more than
one midnight set-to last term. We’re pretty equally matched—
six in each dormitory, you know. I've passed the word to the
other chaps, and so when Leeson and his pals come to pay their
respects to you, they'll find-—"" -

“That they've yet to catch a weasel asleep! By Jove! they
shall get more than they bergain for!” cried Jack.

_““Prep” over, the boys had supper, and then retired to the
dormitories.

“T,ads,” said Tom Crofton, jumping on to a bed, and ad-
dressing his five. companions in approved stump-orator style,
“as T've told you, we may expect an invasion to-night by the
enemy—that is, Number 5 Dormitory. Though the attack 13
doubtless, aimed merely at one of our number, loyal co'mrad(?-
ship demands that the afiront shall be resented by us as a body! A

 Hear, hear!”’ was the response in low bub emphatic tones.

“ Boys, we've beaten ’em before in many a glorious en-
counter, and we'll beat 'em aguin to-night! Remember, Eim-

bridge School expects to-night that every boy in cur dormitory

will do his duty!” :

“Hear, hear!” exclaimed * Podgy” Wapshott, in forgetful-
ness of all prudence, with an amamng strength of lung-power,
at the same time stamping enthusiastically—a proceeding which
brought a reprimand from Tom Crofton upon his devoted head.

“ Shut up, you old ass, kicking up all that row! You forget
that Nature endowed you with Yuch depth of lung that you'd
make your fortune if you were put in a side-show, and labelled
¢ The Human ¥oghorn’!” s

And Tom shied a pillow at the corpulent one's head, which
caused Wapshott to advance upon his tormentor, puffing and
blowing like a grampus, with a very fierce, stand-no-nonsense
sort of expression on his face. ;

Rut 22 he saw that Tom was mischievously soaking a snonge,
for which missile he probably weuld be the target, Wapshoti
changed his mind aboub retaliation, and decided to * forgive e
Tom, which was prudent of him. :

The lights were put out, and the youths of Elmbridge
Academy were supposed to have supk into slumber.

The’ dormitory door of Number 5 was almost opposite in the
long corridor, and about half an hour after the lights had been
put out, and the junior-master, Mr. Crockett, had been the
round to see that everything was as it should be, the door of
our hero's dermitory was eautiously opesned.

T.eeson’s head appeared in the moonlit room. He looked
round furtively. -

Evervone scemed to ba fast asleep.. That Wapshott was no
one could doubt, for his snores came at regular intervals, like
the firing of minute-guns at sea.

Teeson beckoned to several cther boys outside, who followsd
him in on tiptoe

One of thewa was carrying a basin half-full of water.

©* Now, Jone aid Teeson in a whisper, © put that basin
carefally on Barry's bed.” 3 )

This was 4 favourite practical joke of Leeson's—an invention
of which he was proud, though theove was litile enough to be
proud of in such an ill-natured * joke.” He would balance a
basin half-full of water on the bed of a slesping boy in such a
position that the first movement of the sleeper was enough to
overturn the water, saturating the bedclothes that covered him.
 But hefore Leeson’s ally Jones could accomplish this amiable
design, Jack suddenly showed himself very wide awake indeed.

“ Not exactly!” he exclaimed, leaping frem the bed.

His example was instantly followed by the other inmates of
the dormitory, except Wapshott, who was enjoying his * beauty
sleep.”’

Jone

, a boy with rather less courage than a rabbit, promptly
deposited the basin on the neavest chair, and prepared for
fiight. His intention was thwarted by a lusty blow from Tom
Crofton’s bolster, which sent him sprawling upon the peace-
fully stumbering bedy of Wapshott.

“LIFEBOAT DICK.”
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Wapshott, only half-awake, yet vaguely understanding that
some outrage was being committed on his corpulent form,
grabbed hold of Jones’s hair with a frantic cluteh, and held on
like grim death, even yet not quite sure whether he was not in
the midst of some fantastic nightmare.

Meanwhile Jack had flown at Leeson, end, taking the prac-
tical joker more or less by surprise, managed to get his head
in chancery ; =

A struggie ensued ; but Tom, coming to second him, the two
chums turned the tables very neatly on the instigator of it all
by forcibly thrusting Issgon’s head into the basin of water
which he had brought for Jack's discomfiture. He presented
a pitiable object as his head emerged dripping wet, whilst he
spluttered in articulate rage:

“Good fun these practical jokes of yours, ain’t they, Le{?;
gon 2’ grinned Tom Crofton.- *“ Shampooing is cheap to-day !

Behind them a general melés was in full swing, the other
oceupants of the dormitory belabouring the invaders with
bolsters. Altogether it was a very pretty scene.

It was left to Wapshott to add the finishing touch.

Jones had struggled free from his grasp, leaving a good deal
of hair in the fat boy’s hand; but, unappeased by this sacri-
fice, Wapshott arose in his wrath, puffing like a motor-car, and
hurled his pillow at the boy who, he believed, had deliberately
assaulted him.

" His intention was of the best, but his aim was deplorably
uncertain. The pillow whizzed over Jones’s head, and was
flying through the open door, whea a spectacled face appeared
there, stern and glaring, jus’ in time to receive the missile, the
weight of which made him stagger, and knocked off his eye-

Jasses.

b Oh, lor’! T'm n for it!” groaned the wretched Wapshott.
“TIt’s old Crock, and I’ve broken his window-panes!”

Immediately he dived under the bedclothes, and pretended to

be tranquilly sleeping.

It was remarkable how soon the angry voice of the junior

master, as he groped for his spectacles, caused the enthusiasm
of the combatants to dwindle.

At onece hostilities ceased.

“This is disgraceful—positively disgraceful!” Mr. Crockett
gpluttered. “ Wapshott ”—at the mention of his name the fat
boy started as violently as though a cannon-ball had whizzed
by him—“I suspect you areethe vingleader in this! It was
you who hurled that bolster at me—an act of gross insub-
ordination I shall not fail to report to Dr. Bennett!”

Wapshott feebly groaned. He vividly pictured to himeelf
those few minutes he was likely to spend in the doctor’s study
on the following day. Very little would be spoken during the
visit—no, the doctor would probably not say much; it would

in another way that he would convey his disapproval of the
breach of discipline. We need not say more than that after
such interviews the transgressor would display a pathetic dis-
inclination to sit.

Mr. Crockett took down the names of all the boys, then sent
back the invaders to their dormitory. The others retired to
their beds, with gloomy forcbodings of what the morning would
bring forth.

“Tt will be a regular field-day for the doctor to-morrow,””
Wapshott was heard to say mournfully. “There’ll be a run
on canes at the village shop!”’

“ Anyway, whatever happens—and there will be mo end of
a row!—we gave Leeson ‘what cheer!” There’s some conso-
lation in that,” said Tom Crofton. i

“Yes. By the way, did you hear a couple of pistol-shots
“}‘1}}1&? tt}}o row was going on?’ Jack said reflectively.

o.

“I did. Only faintly, mind you. Yet I’'m sure I heard
them—a couple of shots fired in quick succession, a long way
off. Poachers, I suppose.”’

The morning came. More than one boy went downstairs
with no appetite at all for breakfast.

Contrary to custom, the doctor was not at his accustomed
place that morning.

A report got about that before breakfast a messenger had
come, and the doctor had been seen leaving the house with a
white, scared face. @

It was said that something had happened—what, no one
knew, yet something terrible.

Before morning school began the doctor returned. He
looked white and haggard.

He sent for Jack Barry to come to his study.

With an infinite compassion the doctor broke the news.

He had been sent for, he said, by the police to assist in
identifying a man who, from letters found on him, was believed
to be the father of one of the pupils at Elmbridge Academy.

That man was suspected of having wilfully murdered Mr.
Handford, of the Grange, and his name was—Idward Barry !

HIl HIL
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CHAPTER IV.
AT THE OLD GRANGE—A SFARTLING INTRUSION—
“ MURDER MOST FOUL!"—WHAT WAS ON THE
ROOF?

But we must hark back to the preceding night. ;

The dusk had fallen as Mr. Barry, after leaving his eom,
made his way up the long avenue that led to the Grange.

In response to his knock the door was opened by a man of
a somewhat forbidding cast of countenaice. Oddly enough,
the expression on the man’s face caused a momentary feeling
of mistrust to rise up in Edward Barry.

But, telling himself that his prejudice was a foolish one, he
asked for Mr. Handford. Ho was at once shown into his
friend’s presence. :

It was the first time these two had met for some years, and
their greetings were cordial,

They sat, down to dinner, waited upon by the manservant
who had opened the door. Dinner over, they retired to the
library. This was a long room built out from the rest of the
house, which was used by Mr. Handford for his experiments,
for he was an onthusiastic scientist and astronoinr. The room
wag lighted by electric light.

Kindred, the manservant, came in with coffee, and asgked if
anything further was wanted.

“No, Kindred, we shall not want anything further,” said
Mr. Handford. “It ds your evening out, I believe. You can
g0 as soon as you please.”

“Very good, sir.”

There was a sort of covert emile on the man’s face as he left
the room. :

“Not a very prepossessing man in appearance that servant
of yours,” said Mr. Barry.

“No; rot that T am influenced much by appearances, or I
suppose I shouldn’t live in a house that people tell me is
glocmy and desolate-looking, with only one servant to disturb
the silence,” Mr. Handforl rejoined, lighting a cigar. “ Still,
there’s something in the man’s looks I don’t quite like. I've
only had him a few months, and it has struck me lately thas
I,wasn’t particular enough ebout his refarences. I often think
I'm too easy-going, you know,” he laughed, “as nc doubt you
noticed, contrary to the usual rule for valets, I have allowed
my man to wear a beard. He lbegged to be allowed to retain
his beard as his throat was liable fo cold. So I told him he
might wear a dozen beards if he liked. But T have sometimes
wondered if he had some deeper motive——?

“You mean——’

‘YAs a disguise. But there, T expect I'm uncharitable, for
really I have no tangible grounds for my suspicions. Living
in a bxg, lonely old house alone gives one too much time for
bx:ooc}mg. A queer old house it is, full of secret panels and
winding passages—not unlike your old ancestral home in Ire-
land in that respect. .Ah, a lucky find that of mine that led
to the discovery of the existence of those missing Barry jewels [**

Ag he spoke, Mr. Handford went to a secretaire, and, un-
lock}cng a drawer, took out a small sheet of time-stained parch-
ment.

. “Yes, although ever since that chart was unearthed, I've felt
it safer to carry this about with me,” said Mr. Barry. From

his pocket he had taken a small revolver, which he placed on the
table with a grim smile.

Mr. Handford picked it tp.

“TLoaded, I suppose?”’ he asked.

“Yes; all the six chambers.”

“A pretty toy! I like the chasing of the metal part of the
handle. Your name is engraved on it, I ges.”” Mr. Hand-
ford put the weapon down on the writing-desk, as he went on
talking : “ Well, as you know, I got back from Ireland to-day.
I thoroughly investigated the locality. The old house whera
Rupert Barry lived still stands; it is a farmhouse now. I
made a point of getting to know the people, and pretending
to be an antiquarian, they let me see over it With difficulty
I made out what had once been the entrance from the house ta
the secret tunnel. What solid masonry ! The good people whao
live there would have been incredulous if I had told them thag
what is now part of a wall had ever been a doorway. It ds
whitewashed over. No, if anyone has set foot in that tunmnel
since your ancestor hid his family treasures, he has reached it
by the mouth of the cave—a possibility that I think we may at
once dismiss.””

“And even if anyone had, who would dream that a fortune
lay buried at their feet?”’

Handford smiled.

“Who, indeed! The people about there call it Dead Man's
Cavern—some old legend, I suppose. The cliff is sheer, and
the cave mouth gapes thirty feet below the summit. A hun-
dred yards below thunder the great breakers of the Irish sea.
A difficult descent, Barry.”

OUR NEW SERIAL IS GOING STRONG.
BEGIN THIS WEEK. ¥
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¢ That is a detail. You will be ready to start to-morrow?’

“Yess Ihavemadeall arrangements. I have procured a stout
rope ladder by which the descent can be effected. You have a
head steady enough for the feat?”’

“Oh, yes!” said Edward Barry, with a smile.

¢ That is well. Thousands wouldn’t tempt me to do it. Buf
then T'm older and far from strong. I can wait at the top and
let down a basket to you, by which the treasure can be brought
bit by bit to the surface.”

*We ghall arouse no suspiolon, you think?”

“ My dear Barry, I am already looked upon as a crack-
brained antiquarian in that part. I ehall introduce you as a
kindred spirit—only, if possible, more crack-brained stall!”’ Mr.
Handford cried, with a laugh. “ So, should anyone see me
laboriously hauling the basket to the top of the cliff, they will
assume that you are an enthusiastic geologist, fossil-hunting,
and the only comments we should cause
would be that we were fools for our

aing!”’

* Everything shapes well. And this
listle piece of time-yellowed paper is the
charm that is to bring us good luck,” said
Edward Barry, looking at the chart, with
its diagrams and notes in crabbed hand-
writing, the ink on which had faded tex-
ribly during the hundred and fifly years /
since it was written. ‘“Hallo! What-,
ever's up there?”’ e

Mr. Barry had suddenly noticed a,
round disc of glass, in circumference
barely as large as a plate let into the
ceiling. /

The moon, hitherto concealed, bad at
that moment sailed from behind the
masses of dark clouds, and the moon-
ight, suddenly chining through this dise,
had attracted Mr. Barry's attention by
its odd effact.

AJr. Handford la

‘“ Oh, that is

He broke off abruptly in the middle
of his sentence, crying harshly: * What
was that?”’

They knew that Kindred was out, yet
b men had distinctly heard the door

a

’L}ghed.

They turned in time to sce the figure ff
of a man standing just within the door.

The next moment the intruder vut a
finger on the brass knob on the wall just
by the door—he seemed to know where
it was—turning off the electric light. |

At once the room was plunged in
darkness, except for the moonlight that
entered through the disc in the ceiling
and between the half-drawn curbains over
the window. .

The same thought flashed through the
brain of each of the startled men—that
the intruder had come with the object of
stealing the treasure-chart.

** Who is there?” cried Mr. Handford.

There was no reply.

He remembered that his friend’s revol-
ver lay on the writing-desk. He seized
it and fired at the figure he could see
faintly outlined against the darkness.

His hand shook, and the bullet, miss-
ing its mark, imbedded itself in the
lintel of the door.

Kvidently the intruder had not ex-
pected this reception, for he uttered an
ejaculation. The next instant he returned fire, with fatal
effect.

With a shriek James Handford fell.
further concern for the logt fortuns
bullet in his brain.

For the moment Edward Barry had
suddenness of the athack.
and a struggle ensued.

His revolver dropped in the struggle; but, freeing one hand,
the murderer drew @ life-preserver from his pocket, and struck
his adversary with it on the head as they swayed to and fro.

Still Barry kept his hold, though his grip was relaxing. Then
another fierce blow from the heavy weapon, and he fell sense-
less by the side of hiz dead friend.

“ Now my road to fortuns is clear. The chart is somewhere
about, and in another minute will be mine.’’

As he spoke the assassin’s foot touched the revolver that had

FUR FUN Read the

They thrust

He would have no
, for he lay dead with a

stood stupefied by the
Then he flung himself upon the man
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falien from his hand. He picked it up and dropped it into his
ocket.

5 Strapped to his waist was a dark-lantern. Sliding back ita

shutter, he flashed the light across the room, in search-of the

chart which had been in Barry’s hand when he opened the

door.

Then by chance a stream of light was flashed from his lantern
upon the disc in the ceiling.

For a second the man paused, absolutely still.

He saw something there which terrified him.

This man, who had not shrunk from murder in pursuit of
his evil ends, was a coward, and a mad, unreasoning terror
geized him,

Through that disc he saw a single eye—like the eye of &
human being, only Iarger, far larger, glaring down at him.

What was it?

the bully’s head into the basin of water he had &
brought for Jack’s discomfiture.

CHAPTER V.

THE DISAPPEARANCE OF THE CHART—A TEMPO-
RARY CHECK—ARRANGING CIRCUMSTANTIAL
EVIDENCE—WORK FOR THE POLICE.

An overwhelming panic seized the murderer.

That steadfast, staring eye, that seemed to transfix him, held
him spellbound for a moment, and drove from his brain all
thought of the errand which had brought him to the old house.

Yielding to an impulse, he turned and fled out of the fatal
room, down the broad flight of steps, as if pursued by furies.

But greed of gain was this man’s master passion. As the
cool night air beat upon his temples, his presence of mind—and
with it his avarice—returned.

“Bah! T was a fool to let wild fancies overcome me! Thak
chart, I mustn’t lose that.”

& But it required the exercise of all his nerve to re-enter the

ouse.
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He paused a short time as if to pull himself together, then
he stepped inside. A

Flashing his lantern in front of him, he was startled to see
a prostrate form lying outstretched at the bottom of the flight
of steps. Looking closer he saw that it was Edward Barry.
Evidently he had only stunned his second victim slightly, and

arry had recovered sufficiently to drag himself down the stairs
l—-or had he fallen down them ?—for he lay as dead, quite sense-
esg. .

Stepping over the body, the man known as the Tiger re-
entered the room that had witnessed his crime.

He feolt almost afraid of looking up at that strange dise.
But a glance reassured him. The staring cye he had seen was
no longer there. He saw only clear moonlight.

“ A trick of the fancy,” he told himself. “ After all, what
could there have been? Ovarstrung nerves do play one strange
tricks like that at times.”

Yet for all his words, the room held vague elements of
terror for him; that dread, silent figure there, white-faced in
the streak of mooalight, unnerved him.

He hunted round. Nowhere was the chart to be found.
Yet he had seen it distinetly in Edward Barry’s hand.

At any rate it had vanished—had disappeared during thab
interval of terror when he hod rushed from the rcom.

A thought struck him. Perhaps it was still on Barry’s per-
#on. He crept out of the room, with a sense of relief to be
away from that still ghastly figure. .

Down. the creaking stairs he went, and ben# over the inert
body at the foot of the flight. His search was fruitless. The
chart was not there. :

Where could it be? Perhaps, he thought, Barry, with the
last supreme effort of his failing strength, before he staggered
out to the head of the stairs, had concealed the charb in some
hiding-place at hand; behind a secret panel, no doubt. Old
houses like this were sometimes full of such places. :

Yes, that was the solution, he felt sure. His search upstairs
bad been so thorough that Le must have found it, had it been
there.

He was baffled ;. but only baffied for the time, he told him-
eelf, as he stole out of the house darkened by the shadow of
his erime. He would come again-and hunt till he found what
he sought. There was no one to forestall him.

Barry himself, now lying in heavy, deathlike stupor, would
not be able to recover what he had hidden—and this human
tiger smiled at the thought. For, with fiendish ingenuity, the
assassin had set himself to finish what chance had begun—to
leave seemingly conclusive proof that Edward Barry had mur-
dered James Handford !

The injuréd man would no doubt lie there until he was
found on the next morning—for 1he assassin was well acquainted
with the household arrangements—when the woman, who acted
as day servant. on hev arrival early the next day, would find—
what she would find. Naturally her first step would be to
summon the police.

And so the Tiger would be able to throw the guilé on
enother’s shoulders. What a master-stroke of policy that was!

* * * » *

¥* *

Early the next morning the woman who came each day te
do certain household worl was startled to find the door open.

She walked in, thea recoiled in terror.

With a scream she rushed out, and when she entered again
two policemen accompanied her.

At the foot of the stairs, moaning and muttering deliricusly,
lay a man whose hand even yet was grasping a assive gold
watch and chain, afterwards identified as the property of Mr.
Handford.

Upstairs the morning light fell through a carious round
disc of glasy in the library roof upon the body of the master
of the house, stark and ecold.

*“ This delirious chap shot the old gent,” cne of the police
sagely gave as his opinion, “and was making off with the
plander, when, in his haste, he falls down théte stairs and gets
concussion of the brain or something. Tt ain't often we can
lay our hands on a murderer zo rear his vietim.”

One other sirangs fuet was elicited.

Mr. Handford’s servant, Silas Kindred, had disappeared.
After a while it became kuown that he had taken a late train
to London on the previous night. The police at once insti-
tuted inquiries for the missirg man.

The newspapers made great harvest cut of the semsational
news, and the account of the crime was read eagerly.

Not the least interested of these readers was the man who
enjoyed the sobriquet of the Tiger. As he read he chuckled
evilly to himself.

“1t was & happy thought of mine %o put the dead man’s
watch and chain m hig haad! That will hang him.”

Thus circumstances looked very ugly for Ildward Barry—
not that he knew, for he was lying deliricus in the hospital.

LiB8RARY, Bvery Friday.

CHAPTER VI

THE CORONER’S INQUEST—A BULLET MARK ON
THE DOOR—THE VERDICT—A MIDNIGHT VISIT
TO THE OLD GRANGE--THE OHART FOUN
THE BOYS SEE ‘A STRANGE SIGHT IN THE .
FATAL ROOM. -

The coroner held the inguest on the body of James Handford.
The jury found that the deceased had met his end by wilful
murder. Edward Barry was committed for trial at the next
assizes, whilst a warrant was issued for the arrest of the dead
man’s servant on the charge of being accessory to the crime.

The woeks passed on. Of Silas Kindred the police could
find no trace. He had vanished as completely as if the ground
had swallowed him up. And, in oblivion of the charge hanging
over him, Jack’s father lay in the hospital, raving and delirious,
bettween life and death.

But, terrible as the injuries to his head had been, they did
not prove fatal. Slowly he begw to miend, but his reason
seemed hopelessly gone.

At last he stood in tthe dock. He looked vacantly round in
a pitiable way. It was evident that he had no idea of his
position.  When called upon to plead “guilty” or “not
guilty,” he seemed unaware that he was being addressed. He
mumbled”some vague, incoherent words.

The counsel for the Crown dwelt briefly on the known facts
of the crime, and of the circumstantial evidence: the faci that
@ revolver, bearing the name of the prisoner, was found in the
room, one chamber of which had been discharged, of the dead
man’s watch discovered in the grasp of the eccused. It was a
suspicious fact that (as had been discovered was the case)
the prisoner had recently come to England in disguie and
under an assumed name. Robbery appeared to have been the
motive, though, of course, several circumstances combined to
make the case exceedingly difficult: $he mental state of the
prisoner, which- was such that he had been unable to insiruet
the counsel for the defence; and tthe disappearance of the dead
man’s valet under circumstances that pointed directly to a
share in the crime.

Witnesses were called, among them being Dr. Bennett, who
bore testimony to the friendship existing between deceased and
priscner, and his own past friendship with the latter.

Lhe counsel for the defence spoike: He dwelt on the un-
likelihood of a man of competent means abtacking and mur-
dering his friend for gain. Te mentioned a strange fact,
which he wished to bring strongly to the consideration of the
jury : that on the night of the crime two shots had been heard
coming from the direction of the Grange, and had been re-
marked on at the time by the hearer; the person who had
heard the shots was the son .of prisoner. Unfortunately. he
could not give evidence, as he lay dangerously ill, but he would
call a boy to whom the fact of heaning two reports had been
mentioned at the time.

“ What does this prove, gentlemen of the jury? I assert
that it is a significant fact, when I add that the police, on
searching the fatal room, found a bullet embedded in the linte!
of the door. Now the room had been quite recently painted,
but the bulet had entered the woodwork since it was paintad.
This iz easy of proof. Gentlemen, oue revolver, with one dis-
charged chamber only, was found by the police. Yet two
shots seem to have been fired on that night. 1 submit, genile-
men, that we have yet the murderer to find, sud that, when
the truth comes to light, i will be found that it was the bullet
of that other revolver that pierced James Flandford's broin
and the revolver was taken away by the real assassin as he fled
from his vietim.” g

But this point was deprived of its effect in the judge’s sum-
ming-up. He pointed out that, granting the facts, the second
revolver—if there had been a second—might have been taker. by
Kindred in his flight.

The jury retired, came baek, gave their verdict.
Edward Barry guilty.

As everyone had expected, medieal evidence was fortheoming
to show that the prisoner was insane. Edward Barry was sen-
teuced to be “ detained during her Majesty’s pleasure,” in one
of the State eriminal asylums.

The news of his father's terrible conditicu and the charge
against him, proved a shock so great to Jack as to produce an
attack of brain-fever.. For weeks he lay on the borderlund be-
tween life and death. <

He came back at last to life, and the world about him, a
ghost of the light-hearted boy that had been.

When he was out and about again, he had a good deal to
live through; for, of eourse, everyone knew that his father had
been tried and found guilty of murder, and that probabls
the loss of his reason had saved him from the gallows.

Manifestly it was unfair to make the lad suffer for his fa
supposed sins, and many of the boys were manly and sjrapa-
thetic enough to try to act towards him as though that awful

They found
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orime had not been committed. But meaner natures, like Les-

son’s, acted in a manner that was as galling as it was pefty.
But through that perifod of silent persecution Jack Barry

walked with his head high, too proud to show how deeply he °

felt.

And all the while Tom Crofton stuck by his chum with
heart-whole loyalty. In Dr. Bennett, too, Jack found a real
friend, Soms gchoolmasters might have declined to retain as a
pupil the son of a condemned man. But Dr. Bennett only re-
membered that the boy was practically friendless, and deter-
mined to do his duty towards him.

All day long Jack brooded over the mystery that had clouded
hig life. That his father could be guilty was a possibility he
refused to entertain for a moment.

“I’d give ten years of my life, Tom,” he said, “to find the
actual murderer, and bring home the guilt to him. That the
missing servant knows the secret I feel confident—probably he
is the actual culprit. Tom, I've been thinking lately that I
should like to go to the old Grange. It sounds like a wild-
-gi)osg' chase, I know, yet perhaps we might stumble across a
clue.

Tom gave a little shiver.

“Tt’s empty now, and given over to the ghosts and rats. At
night it is an eerie, desolate place,” he said. “ You didn’t
hear the rumours, Jack, for you were ill at the time; but it is
reported in the village that the dead man walks. Anyway,
more than one claim to have seen a dark figure in the grounds
after nightfall.”

Jack cried excitedly:

“Tom, are you game to go with me to the old house by
night?” .

““Well, the prospect isn’t inviting. Still, if you were bent
on going T wouldn’t hang back. But surely the daytime would
bo better? We could get in unobserved,” was the answer.
don’t think I'm a particularly nervous chap; but I admit that
there is something uncanny about that house I don’t like. Be-
sides, the doctor wouldn't let us go.”

“We could get there without the doctor knowing. Hawven’t
you told me yourself that last term you and another chap, for
a wager, climbed out of the landing window on to the roof of
those cuthbuildings and back again without being detected?”

¢ Yes, that's true. There’s a loose bar outside the window,
which we can remove and replace. But why not go by day?”
argued Tom.

“T1 tell you. Of course, you don’t believe any more than
I do in the existence of ghosts. And if a figure has been seen
in the grounds of the Grange, that figure was flesh and blood.
Who could have so great an intervest in visiting this place by
stealth as the murderer, anxious to hide any possible clue to
his identity ?”

“By Jove! I never thought of that!” cried Tom.

“ Now you see why I want to go at night. We may see this
mysterious figure—may be able to find out the guilty man!”’

“J believe you are right!” cried Tom, sharing his friend’s
enthusiasm.  And Tll go with you.” :

“T shall be glad to have you with me, old fellow,” said Jack
warmly. “T feel that in a way it's my duty to go. If we are
cautious, there is nothing to be afraid of.”

And yet, perhaps, each of the lads felt his heart beating
faster that night as they stole into the avenue at the end of
which the old Girange stood, lonely snd desolate, with the wind
moaning drearily round its eaves.

But they had teo much pluck to think of turning back; be-
sides, too much was at stalke for them to forego the quest which
they had in view when they made their cautious descent by the
landing window.

They both wore tennis-choes, to deaden the sound of their
footstep, and they had equipped themselves with a dark-lantern.
Bach carried a short, heavy stick, in case they were called upon
to defend themselves.

The boys stood and looked up at the dark, silent house for a
moment; then they looked for a means of emtrance.

They had expected that their only means of getting-in would
be by smashing a pane cf glass to admit of the catch being
slipped back.

But this expedient was not needed. :

They found a small window at one side of the house un-
fastened.

¢ Bvidertly it was by this window that the person whom the
villagers thought a ghost made his entrance,” Jack whispered
to his companion.

Ags noiselessly as possible thev opened the window, and with
fast-beating hearts climbed through into the dark passage.

They closed the window and listened.

All was silent as a tomb.

They could hear ne one moving, though they waited several
minutes. 3

““ Whaoever the noeturnal visitor is, he has not come here to-
night, I think—mot so far, at any rate,” said Jack. ¢ The
house iy empty.”
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“We had better go forward,” said Tom.

“Stop a moment. I have an idea,”” rejoined our hero. “Hf
he comes to-night, ke will no doubt enter by this windew, so
we’ll just lay a trap for him; then if he does come we shall
be prepared. I picked this up outside.”” Jack took from his
pocket a smooth round stone, in size rather bigger than a
marble.

This he placed carefully on the top of the lower sash.

“No one can open that window without causing the stone
to fall,”” he said. “If we hear it crach down we shall know
the mysterious intruder is here.”

Then they made their way along the passage, through the
hall, and up the staircase. The great houss was wrapt in
silence, broken only by the creakings of the stairs, and the
scurrying of half a dozen rats to their holes.

There was a sense of desolation all about which touched them
with a feeling of awe.

Up the stairs and along the dust-encumbered corridor, and
into the room which, from the newspaper description, they
judged to be the fatal room.

It smelt horribly close and musty. Most of the furniture had
been removed, but the great heavy curtains still hung in folds
by the window, through which the moonlight flooded the :o0o0m.

As they stood there a sadden feeling of despair came over
Jack. What clue could that bare room afford?

Was his father always to lie under that terrible charge of
murder?

Then a strange thing happened; it was almost like an answer
to his thoughts.

Tom was standing by the old-fashioned grate, with his hand
on thie mantelshelf, when he suddenly gave a violent start. He
had heard a sound, which reacted on his overstrung nerves.

It was a footfall on the gravelled path outside.

As he started, he clutched at the mantelshelf. He felt it
move, as though loose, and some plaster fell. Looking closer,
he found that 1t was but loosely held in its socket, and that it
had come forward from the wall several inches. Very little
pulling would have dislodged it altogether.

Then, siravitanéously he and Jack espied something that
made the latter’s heart leap.

Tt. was a piece of paper that had been pushed out of sight at
the back of the loose mantelshelf.

Jack seized it. Hes saw at onece that his conjecture was. right.

It was the chart!

More quickly than it takes to tell, the explanation of a part
of this murder-mystery presented itself to his mind.

By some opportunity his father had been able to hide the
chart there from the murderer of his friend, just before he had
escaped from the room, only to crash senseless to the foot of
the stairs.

This was the motive that had drawn that mystericus figure,
which the villagers had seen more than once, to make nightly
visits to the old Grange. Doubtless it was the murderer hims-
self revisiting the scene of his crime in order to hunt for the
coveted chart.

And whilst these thoughts flashed through Jack’s brain, he
felt that in all probabilty the footstep that had just mow
startled them down below outside the house was that of the um-
known assassin come to renew his search.

*“ Be shall never have it!”’ muttered Jack.

Hoastily he put the chart into his pocket.

At that moment they heard the stone they had placed to
give warning erash down.

The unknown man was making his way m by the window, as
they had anticipated.

“Quick! We must hide behind these curtains. We haven't
time to get out of the room unheard. Be ready to use your
stick on the first intimation that our presence is discovered,”’
Jack whispered.

Silently the two boys coneealed themselves behind the heavy
folds of the curtains, as light footsteps made their way upstairs.

The next mement an evil-faced man entered the room.

Jack, watching through a small hole in the moth-eaten cur
tain, noticed that the man’s first action on entering was to
glance uvp apprehensively at one particular place in the ceiling.

The look of dread was succeeded by an expression of relief.

“T am a fool!” the man muttered to himself, *‘ to expect to
see anything there. Yet I always look for it each time I enter
this cursed hole! That eye seemed so real that even now I
could half-faney it was no wild delusion. It seemed to stare
me through and through.”

He began gently tapping on the polished boards, once passing
so near to where Jack was standing, that the boy held his breath
lest his breathing should reach the man’s ear and betray his
hiding-place.

PBut the intruder soon abandoned this task, and commenced
tapping on the wall, which was half calk-panelled, as if to dis-
cover any part that sounded hollow.

But if there were any secret panels they were deftly con-
structed. The boards gave back no hollow sound.
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“Curse my luck! T seem doomed to failure!” the man
muttered angrily. “Yet the chart must be hidden here!
Three times I have searched, yet without avail. But 'l find it,
even if I have to pull down half this boarding !”

He paused for a moment. Then he continued impatiently :

“Yes, I am a fool to think to find the secret hiding-place
this way. I must bring tools to wrench this oak-panelling from
the walle. Ah! What was that?”

He had started violently, as a dark object struck against the
window-pane. He recovered his self-possession with a laugh.

“Only a bat! My nerves seem all out of order. I mustn’t
drink so much brandy. And the mémory of the dead man
always comes back to me so vividly in this room!”’ He
shuddered. ““T’ll leave my search to-night. I am only wasting
time in trying to find the secret place without tools!”’ he mut-
lered aloud, as though the sound of his voice gave him courage.

He went out of the room.

The bhoys listened for the closing of the window behind him,
end then ventured out from their place of hiding.

They could hear his retreating footsteps on the gravel of the

ath.
> The two boys looked at each other in eager excitement.

“ Were we not wise to come? I have little doubt in my mind
that it was that man who fired the murderous shot. As I
watched him, Tom, that conviction grew in my mind till I felt
almost tempted to—well, to make a fool of myeelf I’ he said,
with a short laugh, “and ruin everything by springing upon
him. Of course, we should have been no match for a man of
his build.”

“ Wonder what he meant when he spoke of a terrifying

=
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Picking up the revolver,
he fired at the shadowy
form in the doorway.
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‘eye’?”’ muged Tom.
queer little skylight.”
“We may solve that mystery, too, with patience,” Jack re-
joined. “Be sure I don’t mean to lose this clue. Come
along.”
Quickly they made their way back to the school.

CHAPTER VIL

AN INTERVIEW WITH THE DOCTOR—LEESON OVER-
REACHES HIMSELFIMPRISONED IN A LIVING
TOMB—THE ESCAPE.

So important did this discovery seem to them, that the two
boys decided to inform Dr. Bennett of their escapade and its
result, feeling sure that under the circumstances he would not
be severe.

Directly after brealfast on the following morning they went
to_his study, and told him what the reader already knows.

He reprimanded them sternly, not only for their serious breach
of rules, but also for incurring the grave risk of falling into the
hands of so desperate a scoundrel. Then he said that under
the circumstances he was disposed to punish their offence lightly
on their undertaking not to break bounds again, and merely
imposed on each a slight imposition.

“It was a wild notion for you lads to hope to track a villain
down,” he said. “But you certainly appear to have made a
discovery that may lead to important results when the police
ars inf,ormed of it. I will lay the facts before them without
delay.’

One portion of their adventure Jack withheld.

He told the doctor nothing of
their discovery of the chart.
He felt that to do so would serve
no useful end.

The police would doubtless re-
quire its possession, and Jack did
not feel inclined to relinquish it.
Moreover, were the fact published,
the man who had been searching
for it would naturally have no
further motive in visiting the
tenantless house.

Soon after the two boys had
gone, Leegon appeared and tapped
at the doctor’s study-door.

He came out again in a few
minutes with a malicious smile on
his face, and, finding the two
chums in the playground, came up
to them.

“I say, you thvo, the doetor
wants to see you. You are to go
to his study at once.”

Wondering why they were
wanted, the boys obeyed. Just as
they reached the study-door, Lee-
eon remarked malignantly :

“You two are going to catch it
hot, I can tell you!”

At that moment the door
opened, and Dr. Bennett appeared.

“Coms in, boys. You, too,
\ Leeson.”

The three of them entered.

““ A few minutes 2go,” began tie
doctor blandly, “ Leeson came to
me to give me the information
that you two boys tcok a mid-
pight stroli, quite againgt all rules
lzet night.”

Leeson was grinning. Jack
found himself involuntarily clench-
_ing his fists. But the sneak’s face
began to fall as the doctor went on.

“1I did not tell Leeson that you
had already made full confession
of your offence. I sgent him to
bring you here in order that I
might inform kim, in your hear-
ing, that I strongly disapprove of
tale-bearing in my school. It fos-
ters a bad spirit in a boy if one in
authority encourages such a prac-
tice. I won’t have spying or tale-
bearing in my school! You hear
me, Leeson?’ said the gentleman
sternly. ~““As it is, Barry and
Crofton, I let you off the impogi-
tions I gave you. Leeson, I hope
you will try. to cultivate a better
#pirit.”’

‘Tt seemed to be in connection with that

“’LIFEBOAT DICK.”
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Very crestfallen was Leeson
as he slunk away. And all the
satisfaction he obtained out of
hig intended revenge was to find
himself sent to Coventry by all
his schoolfellows as soon as the
pretty little story got about.

Dr. Bennett laid the story of
Jack’s visit to the Grange be-
fore the police. A watch was
accordingly set.

For two nights nothing hap- #
pened. On the third night a
thickset man came as far as the
gate. But he did not enter.
Perhaps something aroused his
guspicion, or perhaps he caught
a glinipse of the plain-clothes
men in hiding. At any rate he
at once turned and bolted.

The police immediately gave
chase; but a delay in opening
the rusty iron gate gave the man
a start, and they lost sight of
him in the darkness.

For a few nights longer the
police watched. But the man
did not come again. Evidently
he was alarmed to find that his
movements had attracted atten-
tion. )
Then the boye heard that at !
last a new tenant had been found
for the Grange.

The months passed by, and no
new discoveries were made, and
a sense of despair began to grip
Jack’s heart.

Beanwhile, his father remained
an inmate of the asylum. He
was not regarded as a dangerous
patient; it was merely that his
reason was impaired, his memory
gone. In many ways he was
just like a child.

His head comtinued to give
him much pain, and at last the
chief medical man decided that
the operation of trepanning was
necessary, as there were signs
that part of the skull was press-
ing upon the brain.

The operation was performed ;
then the patient gradually grew

better. His senses became
clearer. He even began to re-
collect .bygone events.

But of all that had happened
on the night when the murder
took place, his mind remained a
hopeless blank.

Words fail to picture his men-
tal agony—all the horror of
gradually realising his position, which fuller knowledge came to
him as the dark cloud began to lift from his brain. = And a fierce
imipotent hunger grew in his heart to regain his freedom.

T am not guilty!” he would ery despairingly. “ Why do
you keep me shut up in this living tomb?”’

Of course, his utterances only tended to confirm the belief in
his madness.

And so, as the weary months rolled on—each day finding a
slight increasing improvement in his mental powers, if none in
his memory of that period that seemed as if blotted from his
brain—Edward Barry’s martyrdom increased. :

And there was the certain knowledge that he was a prisoner
for life.

Surely enough to make a man lose hig reason completely.

Thus like centuries the leaden hours crept by, until one night
his chance came. :

Unlooked-for, unexpected, through a disaster that neverthe-
less brought him good fortune, his chance came.

How it occurred no one knew-—there was no time for such in-
quiries in the wild hurry and confusion.

For one dark night a red, lurid glow lit up the stariess sky
and the country-side. And the terrible news was bruited for
miles around that the grest criminal agylum was on fire, and the
mad inmates in danger of being burnt alive.

Fire! In the presenee of that terrible foe order and dis-
eipline have to go by the bouard.

Whilst all the attendants and warders were thinking only of
fighting the flames, Edward Barry, unheeded in the confusion
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A knife was in his hand. With it Lhe began to saw the rope.

and excitement, stole out at the back, and, with the strength
lent by despair, scaled the high wall of the exercise ground.
Once more he was free. .
Free! .
For a minate he stood, with the cool night air beating on his
fevered temples, scarce daring-to trust his semses. Only ihe"re
behind him was the greas burning building, where lately he
had been a prisoner—and before him lay life and liberty.
“ Free!”
. Over the wild open country he ran, as though hunted by
Dbloocdhounds, searcely daring fo look round lest he should find
himself pursued—tearing along with panting breath, some-
times plunging almost up to his knees in the soft marshy
ground, racing for dear life.
But- free!

CHAPTER VIIIL
A SECOND VISIT TO THE OLD HOUSE—A STRANGE
MEETING—A LIGHT IN ONE OF THE WINDOWS
OF THE TENANTLESS GRANGE—“THE PAST IS
COMING BACK TO ME!”
A litile more than six months had elapsed since that dark
deed was committed in the old Grange.
The new tenants had come, careless of the evil reputation
now clinging to it.
But they did not stay many weeks.
Perhaps the remembrance of what had once happered within

In next Friday's
“UNION JACK.”
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= ity wally was a more unpleasant memory to be faced than its

Yenaots had expected.

Servants did not care to come, on account of the uncanny
:_ales told of the place, or if induced to come stayed but a little

ime.

o a few months saw the tenants’ departure, and the last van-
foad of furniture removed, leaving the old place once more to
the rats.

‘When he heard that the Grange was once more empty, the
thought came to Jack Barry that probably a renewed hunt
would be made for the chart, by the man who seemed bent on
obtaining possession of it at all costs.

And so it came about by an odd coincidence of chance—or
was it fate ?—that on the day after his father had escaped from
the asylum, Jack had obtained permission fromi Dr. Bennett to
watch with Tom Crofton outside the old house, to see if nightly
mysterious visits would begin again.

They had heard as yet nothing of the fire at the asylum.
News does not travel fast in country-places, and although a
daily paper was delivered at his house each day, Dr. Bennett
more frequently than not forgot to open it.

At first the doctor had demurred about granting permission,
Fearing that harm might come to the lads.

But when he saw how feverishly eager Jack was, and how
vertain he was that his plan would ultimately lead to the
clearing of his father’s name, the old dominie reluctantly con-
sented that they should hide in the grounds and watch.

“ But you must not go inside the house again, as your fool-
hardy impulse led yow to do before,” was his injunction. As
#6 was, he felt misgivings about having given his permission.

“T wonder if I've been an old fool!” he muftered to him-
solf more than once after they had gone. “Only I couldn’t
resist that poor lad’s pleading—he was in such deadly earnest.
For whether his father is innocent or not, his son believes him
guiltless. And if he thinks he can help to clear his father’s
name, well, I have no right to discourage him, even if I think
his hope is but a will-o’-the-wisp. By jingo! I like that boy!”

Meanwhile, Jack and his chum had set out on their errand.

They reached the gate, and looked down the dark, desolate
avenue of trees.

On the lounely road not a seul was to be seen.

They pushed open the gate and entered.

At thst moment Tom plucked his friend’s sleeve.

“Jack!” he whispered, “.we ave not alone. There iz some-
one hiding there!”

His words were true enough.

Standing back under the shadow of the trees wag a tall, spara
figure, that stood motionless watching them as they entered.

But the next moment, with a cry, the man came swiftly for-
ward to them.

“Jack! My boy—my boy

And, lost in amazement, Jack cried “ Father!” as Edward
Barry gripped his son’s hands and drew the lad to him in
wild joy.

Tom Crofton looked on in bewilderment at this strange

P

soene.

¢ Tom, this is my father,” Jack told kim, adding: “ But,
father, how came you here?”’

¢TI escaped last night from my place of captivity,” Mr.
Barry said, with a shudder. “A fire broke out at the asylum,
and I got away in the confusion. Whether my escape be
known or not, I have had no means of ascertaining. Tt may
Pbe they think I perished in the flames. Under cover of the
dark night T made my way to the house of an old friend in the
suburbs of London. There—thanks to his generous pity—I
was able to change my clothes; otherwise I should have been
anfailingly recognised and recaptured. Jack, boy, they say
I am mad. But it’s not true! I'm sane now. You believe it,
don’t you, Jack?”’ he asked piteously. :

< Of course I believe it, dad!” emed Jack.

“Yes, I'ma sane now, only I can’t remember. I only know
that some terrible eveat with which my fate was linked cccurred
in yon house; that in consequence my reason left me for a
#ime. And T was injured, too, about my head. I fell down
some steps, they tell me. My memory of what happened thers
i3 a blank—a blank! But the clus lies in that dark house!”
he oried. “.And I have come to find the clue to the events of
that night, which will give me back my memory !”’

“They say you—you murdered your friend there, father !”
maid Jack; “but I rever believed it. I wouldn't believe so
foul a slander of you. And I think you may to-night bse
%g:u:igil}t face to face with the man for whose crime you suf-

od I’

“Ah, yes! Mnurderers are often drawn by scme strange in-
uence we cannot understand to revisit the scene where they
ook human life. Jack, your words scemed to have touched

gome chord of memory—something forgotten. Vague, discon-
gaoted thoughts seem to shape themselves in my mind; bub
when I try to grasp them they elude me. But I think that
e tiniest fact associated with the events of that night would

dvery Friday.

be a clue whereby I could remember overything !’ he said ex-
oitedly. “Ah! What was that?’

‘What, indeed?

Up in one of the windows of the house a light had sud-
denly flashed—a light that moved, then suddenly died out. It
was as though someone had struck a match. 3

The rats were at work!

Exoitedly Jack told his father of the mysterious man whom
they had seen hunting for the chart.

“Did you hear him speak ?”’

Then Jack remembered the man’s look of fear as he gazed
up at the disc in the ceiling.  He told his father of this.

“The disc! Ah, I remember it! I remember speaking of
it to Handford. And he said—what did he say? And what
happened then?”’

Mr. Barry passed his hand over his brow with a puzzled look
on this face.

“It's no good,”’ he said wearily; “I can’t remember! 1T
can’t remember!”’

“But if you sww the face of the man——" Jeek began
eagerly.

“Yes! If the man you saw is the murderer, and I were to
see his face, that might cause it all to flash back into my
mind! That light we saw just now may mean he dis there.
Can we get into the house?”’

He was starting forward, but Jack grasped his arm and
pulled him back.

“Hush! Back out of sight!” he whispered excitedly.

The slight wind had carried to his ears the sound of foot-
steps coming down the road.

Noiselessly they stepped back into the dense darkness cast
by the shadow of the trees.

Then they saw a figure pause at the gate.

The mystery was deepening.

The figure at the gate looked up and down the road, as if
rtotascertain whether he was unobserved; then he entered the
gate.

It was evident he did not suspect the presence of the three
who were watching him so keenly; the wind kad borne the
sound of their voices in the cpposite direction.

Nevertheless he looked suspiciously on either side of him as
he walked down the avenue, and it was noticeable thai fhe
carried something in his right hand which in the dim light
looked like a revolver.

Who was this man, and who the person in the house?
were they accomplices?

Jack had already made up his mind that this man in the
avenue was the man they had seen in the fatal room, for his
evident caution showed that he was alive to the possibility of
being watched, after the unsuccessful attemapt of the police
to capture him some months ago.

Surely he must think the prize in prospect worth the win-
ning to run such risks!

Mr. Barry was trembling with excitemenit.
the figure seemed familiar to him.

“That is the murderer!” he whispered hoarsely, after the
figure had passed. “The past is coming back to me! ‘iThe
past is coming back to me!”

Forgetful of prudence, he would have started forward, but
the boys restrained him.

The figure stopped and looked back down the avenue, as if
to thoroughly satisfy himself that he was not being watched.
Then he stepped behind the shadow of a tree.

Though he was out of sight, Jack knew he was still there.

“ Wait!"” he whispered earnestly. “It is a ruse on his part.
He wants to make sure that the pclice are not on the watch
before he dare venture inmide. With his revolver he could
make i fight of it out there, but once in the house he would
be trapped. Ah, there be is again!”

The figure was again visible.

Giving a last look down the avenue the man walked stealthily
to the house. No doubt he was satisfied in his mind that, had
any of the police beea on the watch, they would have emerged
from their hiding during those few minutes of his disappear-
ance, thinking he had entered the house. But in this case dia-
mond had cut diamond!

The next moment the figure disappeared.

This time Jack knew that the man had made his way into
the dark, silent house.

And

Something dn

CHAPTER IX.

A ORY FOR HELP—FACE TO FACE—OUTWITTED
ONCE MORE—AN EYE WII'NESS OF THFE CRIME
“We must follow!” cried Edward Barry excitedly. * Iate

led m!e kere to-night to solv: this dark mystery, and clear my

nams ["’
“There are ab least {wo men in that house,” said Jack, “ ard
you are weak. We shall be carrying our lives in our hands.”

HURRY UP, BOYS! AND ORDER NEXT TUESDAY'S NUMBER OF
“THE RAMBLER.” 1d.
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Jack was no coward, but knew that the cause they had et
heart would not be advanced by roolhardiness.

“ To-night I have the strength of half a dozen men!” cried
Edward Barry. “If they are armed—well, I am armed, too.
I have a revolver. I mean to confront that man face to face.
1}\?:]: ’I ghall enter the house alone, you must not share the

ek 1

“If you go, then I go, too!”’ said Jack firmly.

“And I!” added Tom. :

“You are brave lads,” said Mr. Barry. “ We must use
caution, and take the villains by surprise—cover them with my
revolver before they can find their weapons.”

Ag he spoke, Jack’s father took off his thick woollen stook-
ings and put them on again over his boots to deaden the
gound of his footsteps.

They crept to the window by which they had entered on
their former visit.

It was open. They climbed silently in.

Mr. Barry had his revolver in kis hand.
gripped their sticks firmly.

A strange surprise awaited them. >

From upstairs came the sound of scuffling of feet, the
laboured imprecationg, as of two men engaged in a terrible
struggle.

‘What could it mean?

Up the creaking stairs and into the fatal room the %ric
hastened.

Then they saw that a life-and-death struggle was taking
place there in the moonlight that streamed through the cob-
webbed window.

One of the combatants had been forced down, though still
maintaining the struggle; the other, in whose hand gleamed a
murderous-looking knife, was the man whose entrance to the
house the new-comers had just witnessed.

The man beneath was evidently exhausted—all his failing
strength was directed to prevent the uplifted kuife from being
plunged into his body.

 Rushing forward, Jack strack the winning man’s right hand
with his stick. The knife dropped.

“The murderer! James Handford’s murderer !’ .screamed
Edward Barry, as he saw the face of the owner of the Imife.
Itl was the man called Tiger. “I remember all! T remember
ell!

As he folt the blow on his wrist the Tiger leapt to his fest,
ghaking off the relaxing grip of the man he had meant to kill.

There wae the look of a hunted beast in his eyes as he faced
the three who bad entered so unexpectedly.

Edward Barry tried to grasp his rovolver. But he was
trembling from head to foot. The excilement of finding his
memory return seemed to turn him dizzy.

If only he could grasp nis weapon and hold it to the seoun-
drel’s head and make him prisoner; but the supreme moment
found him suddenly powerless. His boasted strength had left
him. He staggersd back zgainst the waill.

With his eyes fiercely bent on Jack, the
hand towsards his pocket where his revolver <

It was Tom wi btedly saved his chum’s life.

Quick as the Ti a had been, Tom was 23 ready.

As the man’s hiand ad from the pocket, Tom desperately
gtruck at him with r stick.

The revolver flew an’s hand aeross the room.

“Tend me your revolver, father!” eried Jack, rushing across
to his father.

But before he could guin poesession of it the Tiger, with an
oath, had rushed f nging it after him.

Revolver in hand, Jack darted to the -door.

i it they heard the key turned in the lock.

The two hoys

=

Tiger darted hig

B

ad escaped them.
= man has escaped us!” faliered Mr. Barry,
ch. I am wesker than I thought. The
udden flood of memory was too much for me.”

Meanwhile the man whose life Jack's timely intervention
ad, rose, white and trembling. For .the
t the power of speech.

“The past has all come back to me!” cried Edward Barry
again, whilst the two boys tried vainly to burst open the door.
“You—you are the murdered maun’s servant, Silags Kindred,
and he who would have killed you is your late master’s
assaesin. But how te prove my innoceunce?”

Struggling to regain his epeech, the man he addressed at
last found words.

“I ean and will prove it!”’

“You? How can you prove it?’

The answer came back: “I saw ihe crime

3
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CHAPTER X.
SILAS KINDRED'S STORY-—THE WITNESS ON THE
ROOF—“THE ROYAL PARDON.
The door was of oak, and, despite their efforts to burst is
open, for a long téme the lads failed to make any impresgio (‘
on it. At lagh it flew open, with part of the lock wrenched

off.

But the long delay occasioned had given the Tiger ample
time to make his escape. ;

“You saw it?’ Mr. Barry cried incredulously, in reply to
Silag Kindred’s words.

“Yen:”

“Then you can testify to my inunccence?’

“T can, and I will. You've saved my life to-night, and I'll
repay that debt by cleansing your name from the stain of
guilt,” said Kindred solemnly.

“You say you saw the crime—I am bewildered.
not an accomplice of that man?”’

“No, Heaven forbid! I've been a bad lot in my time, buk
T’ve never spilt human blood. Listen, and you shall hear my
story.

“71’d been in prison—I may as well out with it. I’d been
a valet, and I had stolen from my master. I was arrested and
sentenced to a term of imprisonment.

“ Before my time had expired I was let out on ticket-of-leave.
My temper wasn’t improved. I knew I was watched by the
police, and the thought that Scotland Yard was on the look-
out for me to make another slip and land me in limbo again
maddened me.

“So I decided to efface myself if I could. I omitted to
report myself, and slipped off quietly. The police losi sight
of me. i -

“ Hitherto 1'd always gone clean-shaved. Now I grew a
beard and mousiache. That altered my appearance more than
youw'd think. 1 felt I could throw cff my past and begin a
new life without fear of detection. ;

“By the aid of some ‘cocked’ references I got the place
here as manservant to Mr. Handford. He was an easy-going
gent. He allowed me to wear a beard, since I explained L
was subject to a weak throat. Well, to be as brief as I can.
got wind as how you and the master possessed the secret of
some big hidden treasure between you.

“ T thought I'd like to know more about it. So on the night
of the murder, as you and he sat chatting here, I determined
o spy on you.

“How? 1'Iltell you. Have you noticed that disc of glass up
there in the ceiling? Mr. Handford had it put there; it was
part of an invention of his that he never finished; something
to do with a fixed telescope, for he was mad on astronomy, and
that is a strong magnifying lens.

“Well, I got upon the flat, leaded roof. I thought I'd be
able to see you there. I watched you for a time. IHow gqueer
you looked through the lens, magnified, as you .wers, till you
seemed like giants! When I looked again a man had stolen
into the room. Then I saw the murder ake place———"

“Yeot you did not come to our help, or even tell the police,”
interrupted Mr. Barry.

“T'm coming to that. Just after he knocked you down
with his preserver, the murderer looked up and saw me wateh-
ing him through the lens—that 8, he would ses one eye.

“7 recognised the man. Iis name is Lester Rawdon, other-
wise known as the Tiger—one of the most desperate ruffians in
London. Tt was not likely I was going to face himn when I was
unarmed and he had & revolver, which he would not have
thought twice about using on me.

“1 climbed down in a hurry from my perch and made my
way to the town. There was the intention in my mind te go
straight to inform the police.

“But on the way thoughts came to me. I said to myself
that by the time the police arrived the Tiger would have flown,
and only a couple of dead men there. 1 thought you were
done for.

“They might say I was the culprit, irying to put ‘em off
the scent. They might alsn, in the course of ther inguiries,
discover I was a ticket-of-leave man who had failed to report
himself. Who'd have believed my story of seeing the inurder

You were

through a skylight?

“T decided to bolt. It wouldn’t do to be mixed up in ihis
affair. They might hang me before they found I was innocent!
I took the train to London. Next day the papers were full
of the murder. ‘Where's the valet? they asked. I knew the
police would be hunting for me, with that warrant out for my
arrest.

“To throw off the scent enyons who might have fraeced
wme to London, I shaved my face clean. Then 1 fell out of
the frying-pan into the fire. A plain-clothes wan spotted ime
as th;efticketof-]eave, and 1 was nabbéd for not having reported
myself.

MAXWELL E&COTT is the author of next week’s “UNION JACK” story.
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“T kept mum, you may bet, about being the valet. I Lknew
that, having run away, would look like guilt. So I was sent
back to quod to do the six unexpired months of my sentence,
and those clever police never for one moment dreamed that the
missing valet in the big murder case was the man they had just
gent back to prison !

“I came out again a few days ago, and T made my way here
because—well, because I knew of a recess behind a secret panel
where my late master often placed valuables, and I wanted
anything I could find. Whilst here I was surprised by the
Tiger. I told him what I knew of the murder, and said he
must pay me for keeping mum. He attacked me—the rest
you know,” concluded Kindred.

“You are ready to swear to what you have just told me in
a court of law?’ asked Edward Barry eagerly.

“Yes. Your coming saved my life, and I'll do it at what-
ever risk to myself. And I may get into trouble, you know,
for by keeping silence I have made myself an accessory after
the crime. Bus I'll speak out and clear you, never fear. And

ou 7"’

“I shall give myself up to the police, fully confident that
%ow I can prove both my sanity and my innocence,” said Mr.

arry.

And so it proved. It was not long before Edward Barry
was a free man—released on ““the Queen’s pardon,” since the
law never admits that it has errved.

As for the Tiger, the police could find no trace of that cun-
ning scoundrel.

CHAPTER XI.

BY THE IRISH SEA—THE HUNT FOR THE LOST
TREASURE—THE TIGER AGAIN—RETRIBUTION.
On a desolate part of the Irish coast a man and two boys

were standing.

Before them were the bestling crags and the sheer descent
of the cliff, half-way down which gaped the mouth of the
cavern where lay tho treasure buried by the dead-and-gone
an%estor of the Barrys ere he fled across the sea into a land of
exile.

At last the time had come when that hidden hoard was to
ytield itself up to descendaats of the man who had once owned
at.

The recovery of the gold and jewels had to be effected
secretly. For although the treasure had rightfully belonged
to the Barrys, and Edward Barry felt that morally he was
justified in claiming it, yet the fact remained that after the fatal
’45 the Crown had confiscated the land and possessions of the
man it had called traitor; and the estate had now passed
into other hands.

How the law stood on the point, Edward Barry did not
quite know—he thought probably the lord of the manor could
claim the treasure.

But Mr. Barry had made up his mind that he—and he
alone—should be master of his ancestor’s wealth. Accordingly
he had laid careful plans to find and remove the treasure with
the utmost secrecy.

In their role of geologists, Mr. Barry, Jack, and his chum
Tom Crofton excited but little notice in the village. So they
had been able to openly make preparations for the descent.

There was no one in sight to watch them descend. ?

They had securely fastened a rope ladder to a couple of stou§
stakes driven into the earth some distance away from the edge
of the cliff.

Jack went down first.-

The rope swayed horribly, and a false step meant death.
But Jack had the coolest of heads and the steadiest of nerves.

They watched him go down till he reached the lodge of the
cavern opening. Then the necessary implements were lowerasd,
and finelly Mr. Barry and Tom safely made the descent.

By aid of the chart, they had 10t much difficulty in finding
the place they sought.

It was some twenty feet from the opening, where the cavern
had narrowed into the winding passage that had once led to
the ancestral home of the Barrys.

Lifting the pick, Jack struck the first blow. They heard the
echoes ringing away down the winding tunnel.

Pick and spade soon did their work.

The hearts of all were beating rapidly.

Soon they would see if their labour was in vain—if by any
fate they had been forestalled.

No, the treasure was there—found at last!

It was like Aladdin’s cave, there in the light of the lantern;
yellow guineas innumerable, and jewels that a princess in the
¢ Arabian Nights” might have worn—glittering diamonds,
blood-red rubies—ithe price of a king’s ransom !

Yet, at that moment of {rmiumph, Edward Barry’s thoughts
guddenly wandered back to the memory of one fatal night,
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when his friend, whose tragic doom robbed this joy of half its
pleasure, had spoken exultantly of their secret.

“ The scoundrel, who in his avarice recked nothing of blood-
shed, shall even yet be brought to justice!” cried Edward
Barry, as he stood there with the treasure at his feet. “So
far he has baffled the police. Now that T am rich T will spare
no expense, leave no stone unturned, to bring him to the
gallows!”

7 Even as the words were on his lips a strange sound startled
hem.

It came from above their heads—a low, evil laugh.

They heard it distinctly, though it came from the ground
above them.

‘Whose laugh was it?

“ What fools we were not to Ieave someone at the top, to
see to it _that no one played #ricks with the rope ladder!” ex-
claimed Jack’s father.

It struck him that the laugh might come from some farmer's
lout, who intended to play some ill-natured, practical joke-—
perhaps cut the rope.

He walked swiftly to the mouth of the cave, and crying
out ““Hallo! you there!” began to ascend.

Then his blood suddenly froze.

Over the edge of the cliff above an evil, mocking facd
appeared.

It was that of the murderer of James Handford!

“You are at my mercy now! You thought you'd done with
me, but I've been on the watch!” cried the Tiger exultingly,
with a mad gleam in his eyes. “Go to your fate!”

A knife was in his hand. With it he began to saw at the
rope.

“ Murderer of James Handford—
He did not finish his seatence.

The name of the man he had slain made the Tiger pause
and shudder.

Suddenly his eyes dilated, as though some awful vision had
nisen up before them.

He shricked: “ Why do you haunt me, James Handford?
Your dead eyes pierce me! You beckon, and I must follow !”

Flinging up his arms, the Tiger made a step forward, then
fell, almost striking the man on the rope dadder as he crashed
down.

Far below the teeth of the jagged rocks caught him, and the
rising tide carried the body out to sea.

An ezil ending to :m*evil life.

* *

)

cried Edward Barry.

» #

That is the story of how the lost treasure came back afior
many years to its rightful owners, and here this tale must end.
Perhaps some other time I may be able to tell you, dear reader,
more about the schooldays of Jack Barry and his chum Tom
Crofton.

THE END.

on feom the Sea.

MAXWELL SCOTT.
Is Published in RNext Friday’s
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By reading this Introduction you can begin this

enthralling Serial now.
~ Witty Will Wynn is a boy clown in Professor Romah’s
“Temple of Matchless Mirth,” situated, when the story opens,
at Oldham. After the perfcrmance is over for the evening,
Will Wynn is left in charge of the show. He is having his
gupper when he hears shouts, and, going out, discovers that a
nuwmber of caravans and tents are ablaze. A lion breaks loose.
‘Will lassoes it, and, getung tangled in the rope, is dragged along
the ground.

A rufanly-looking man sets him free, and taking him in his
armg, quite unseen, carries him to a house in one of the lowest
parts of the town. In the meantime, Professor Romah dis-
covers his loss, and seeks his clown in vain. Next day a man
comes to Romah, and says that his master, a Mr. Copples,
wishes to gee him at once about Wynn.

The evening after Wynn was carried off, Dan who cap-
tvred him and an accomplice, take him out of the town to a
gloomy-looking building. Here they halt, and order Will to
climb a pipe which runs up the side of the house, enter a little
window, and open the front door for them.

Will climbs up at once, intending to alarm the inmates.

Then the thought strikes him that if he were to do so they
might not believe him, and charge him with burglary, so he
decides to escape.

He enters a room, and, to his great surprise, finds a young
lady there, dressed in walking attire. She tells him that she is
about to run away from her guardian, Mr. Copples. Ada
Graham is her name. Together they leave the house. They
are walking along when Will hears Dan speaking; -so they
crouch down under a hedge. Dan and his friend Mike appear
on the scene, and see the pair. Will knocks Dan down, but is
stunned by Mike. Mike is about to take Ada Graham’s jewels,
when a dog springs at his throat. Professor Romah proceeds
to Mr. Copples's, and is shown up to®him.  Copples offers
Romah £2,000 if he will give Wynn to him. Romah tells him
that he has disappeared, and goes off. Copples discovers that
Ada has left him. Meantime, Wynn and Ada safely reach the
show. Dan calls on Mr, Copples.

CHAPTER VII.
TRAPS AND TRAPPERS.

“Well, my good man, and what may you want with me?”’

Mr. Copples spoke sharply, and Dan, as he twisted his cap
in his hand, regarded the miser sideways, in a half-shy, half-
defiant way.

*1 understood as how you had lost a little gell,”” said he.
“Well, I can tell you where to lay your hands on her a treat
But good information is worth paying a good price for. Say
twenty quid, and I'll speak the tale.

“Which asylum have you recently escaped from? The young
lady is my legal ward. Doubtless I shall have no difficulty in
finding her for myself. But if you know where she i3, and de-
cline to tell me without payment, I shall simply lock you up
on a charge of abduction with a view to_blackmail.”

This reception fairly staggered Dan. He wondered whether
he was awake or dreaming. Joe Swilley, Mr. Copples’s man,
grinned consumedly.

“‘Lock me up?”
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“Most decidedly. Evidently you have come here to extort
money. Any honest man would give such information as you
boast without demanding gold.”

““ Ain’t a pore labouring man to be paid for his time?”’

““ At the rate of £20 an hour? You had better send the lad
for the constable, Swilley.”

Dan’s fears were excited to the utmost.

*“There’s no call to do that, mister!”” he whined. ‘‘ What I
know I'll tell you freely, an’ I'll skip off sharp as a cat out of
a bag. The party has made her way to Oldham, and I expect
you will find her with Romah, the showman.”

© Ah, now you talk like the semsible man doubtless you are.
It pays best in the end to be straightforward.”

“Yes, I know!” returned Dan savagely. The discomforted
rogue would have given much to have been able to ‘‘jump ™
on the miser, while as for that blinking, jibing Swilley, one
dare not even hint at the awful things he felt against him in
his dark heart. ‘“T'll say good-day, and—and thank you!”

“Not so fast—not go fast! We may do a little business to-
gether yet.”

“Oh!” came from Dan incredulously.
they were ‘‘ getting up ”’ for him next.

‘““Was the young lady alone?”’ {

““ Alone? No. If she had been we should have—I mean,
governor, she was with that varmint, that slippery toad, Witty
Will Wynn. Oh, my butchering bones! I'll twist the life out
of him when I do get hold of him!”’

‘A very proper speech. My sentiments to a TV’

‘“Ere, govenor, air you a-getting at me?”’

“Not in the least. You spoke about £20 just now. Are
you ready to earn that sum?”’ :

“Tn course, so long as the work ain’t menial, and regular
hours are not expected.”

““You bring that boy to me and the money shall be yours.”

‘: Is tl;at right ¥’
5.0

«

He wondered what

“Well, I reckon I shall soon ‘claim.” I kidnapped him once,
and I can do it again.”

“What did you want him for?’ Mr.
question with the keenest anxiety. . ;

«"That’s neither here nor there!” sullenly answered Dan, his
cheeks flaming. *‘ Before the week is out you shall have him.
I suppose you want him alive?”’ He lowered his voice, and
peered into the other’s eyes with more resolution than he had
yet displayed. <

Mr. Copples did not answer. He stood stock still, and; re~
turned the ruffian’s querying gaze with interest. Mr. Swilley
seomed like one turned to a statue, and there was a greab
silence. :

“ My word is my bond,” said the miser at Jast. “T said £20
on production of the boy. If he should be so unhappy as to
die on the journey the money would be yours all the same.

“T takes yer!” roared Dan, with an extensive malediction.
“T'vo got yer set, me pretty toolip, and Tm your man!
don’t say as how the job couldn’t be done this very night. So
long as the young rat is outed you stumps up?”’ v

Copples was somewhat nonpluseed at the brutal openness with
which Dan discussed the projected horrible crime. Here was
“ straightforwardness’’ with a vengeance. As specious words
were not likely to deceive the scoundrel, Mr. Copples, making
a virtue of necessity, dropped into candour himself. :

T should want undeniable proof of death. I do not design
to be played with. Twenty pounds are not to be found for the
asking.”’ : .

“Your friend has a dry, hanging lip,” said Swilley sarcasti-
cally. ““I will bring him up a mug of ale, while you settle
your affairs between you.” i A

Outside the door, Joe rubbed his hands with every manifeg
tation of triumphant cunning.

Copples asked the
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- “They shall plot and do their murders alone,” muttered he.
‘I will have no hand in such work. The deeper old Hunks
Copples plunges into crime, the tighter and tighter becomes my
g’l“.ﬁ; of him—the nerrer and surer comes his wealth to me.”

e drew himself e beer, and sat down in the great cellar
to ea: e it with As he drank, he smiled and smiled,
and st in smiied.

Y ery -good,” Dan: “Tl bring the body hers.  Lor,
you could not have ~ven me a job as so touches me heart. The

coszed whelp !
¢t him 1”

. The fellow’s enmity puzzled Mr. Copples; but he reckoned
it fortunate for his dastardly schemes.
a rather dangerous thing to ‘cart
ggested he.

I shall put him in a sack. Among others filled
w.th potatoes, he'll look like one of the same. But look here,
g{ ven.v, I shall want a bit of ready to work on. I'm fair
BLon

“Oh, of course. That’s quite right.
out a shilling in your pocket.
had 7’

" Heavens! You do want 'em done for at first price, with
95 per cent. off at that. I ask you, as a reasonable man, what’s
the use of half-a-dollar? Why it don’t run into eight quarts,
which is only an evening’s refresher.”

" The less you have now the more you will have to take
when we come to a settlement.”

“ Yez, T know. it is half-a-thick’un or nothing!™

The miser grinned in & diabolical way as he mostly did when
cempelled to part with money. His expression was like that of
& man in the agonies of having a stubborn tooth drawn.

Heo rang the bell, and Joe Swilley returned.

. “Take this worthy gentleman '—his tone was so acid that
it seemed to bite those who heard it—*‘and give him as much
beef and ale as he can manage——""

“That will cost thee a pretty penny, master!” put in the
regue referred to, with a leer. 2

*1 leave him in your hands till to-morrow, when he will
depart on certain business we have agreed on.”

* All right. Come along. Let’s see, what's your name?”

“ Tt happens to be Dan. But names don’t count. Call me
‘brother.” ” - He slapped him heavily on the back with his
vonderous hand. “Birds of a feather, you know, brother—
birds of a feather!”

They . left the apartment, Joe almost staggering under the
weight of Dan, who, in access of affection, had put his brawny
arm round his neck.

For some time Mr. Copples remained held by his varying
thoughts.

. At last such a brightness as might come from the evil place
lit up his sardonic features.

© Ay, that shall be the way!” he muttered. * Once he brings
the boy here, murdered and murderer shall both go down the
trap to the awful place where all traces of their existence will
rapidly disappear. All evidences of the crime and the criminal
will be done away with, and I shall be freed at last from the
menace of that shocking villain, Joe Swilley.”’ :

* By heavens, *brother, you have fine times here!” roared
Dan. lowering at a draught another pint of the cream-topped
amber fluid. He took it from a quaintly fashioned brown
mug, and found it deliciously cool. He did not spare the beef.
A couple of pounds disappeared before the activity of his
roughly-used knife. ““Oh, ves, ’tis a rare place. What have
you to do but to eat and drink your fill. Smoke, then eab and
drink again? Brother, if you want an assistant in that business
I warrant to keep you merry so long as tongue will wag and
legs hold. Another and another. Hencore, hencore! and
burray!”

Joe eyed his guest with no very pleasant expression.

““Some dogs,” said he, ‘" are made for indoorz, some for out-
side. T am intended for the house, and you for the road. You
would look too well after our property if you were here.”

* Ah, T always thought there was a tidy bit of swag here to
be bhad for the finding.”

i “Did you now?’ Joe's eyes twinkled. “It would take
some finding, all the same. No, my lad, Mr. Copples is not the
gentleman to leave anything of value in an unsafe place.”

Dan lit his pipe, and, soothed by repletion, sank into a semi-
dreamy state, which allowed him to do more than keep the
tebacco going.

Nothing worth relating occurred $ill Dan was shown into the
rough apartment which was to serve for his bedroom.

* There’s your bed, and you can suit yourself what time you
turn out in the merning.”

As Swilley went away he gave a sigh of relief, for he was
distinctly glad to be rid of his boisterous companion.

* Never mind,” he said to himself, thinking of the annoy-
ance he had endured. ‘I may have the satisfaction of getting
the fellow hanged yet.”

Why it will be a regular labour of love to

about the
e

ht. It won't do to be with-
There! what do you say to
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Soon Dan was in a deep sleep, and so continued for about %
oouple of hours. When he awoke he felt fresher than was
usually the case.

“That ale must have been a first-olass lot,” he reflested, as
he restlessly tossed and turned. He did not feel at all like
going off again.

“Now I have the chance, it would not be half a bad idea to
get acquainted with the lay of the land in this house. Perish
me! if I don’t have a go at it some day. There must be heaps
of lovely quids here. If any of ’em does fox me, it won't
matter. 1 can easy make an excuse.”’

He got to his feet. From force of habit there invariably
were silent matches and a bit of tallow candle in ome of his
poekets.

Be lit the latter, and crept out on to the landing. There was
nothing to direct him which was the best way to turn. He
choose the right, because in that direction there was carpet.

Presently he stood by a handsomely-polished caken door.

From his point of view it suggested wealth within.
Cautiously he turned the heavily embossed brass handle. It
vielded readily, without noise, and his ugly feet sank into rich
pilo of great thickness.

Y’.i.‘he deor behind him swung back quickly, and shut with a
click.

The placs he was in was handsomely furnished in antique
style. Costly ornaments adorned it, and there was ehina there
80 rare and ancient that one piece would fetch enough to keep
o simple man all his days.

Dan was no connoisseur of such art.
ed him.
eyes feil on a high and elaborately cirved cabinet, doubt-
less many hundreds of years old. If had ueither handle nor sign
of lock.

*1 reckon there is scmething good in there,” said he, shaking
Lis shock head sapiently. “It's one of them old things with
secrel spri Blessed if T don't see whether T can’t ferret out
the trick of it!”

e suceeeded quicker than he had expected; but al once had
reason for cursing his * good luck.” The docrs flew apart with
a seream. From within sprang out a terrible thing—neither
man, nor monkey, nor like aught besides ever seen on earth.

Dan set up a yell of supremest {error. Then he dropped to
the ground, where he lay writhing in a white sweat of fear.

Plain gold and silver

CHAPTER VIIL
UNDER THE KNIFE.

“Witty Will Wynn! Witty, Will, Wynn! Hooray!

Hurrah! Bravo!”

These and similar cries came from thousands of throats. The
merchants on the platforms stopped their cackle. The
steam whistle of the roundabout gave a scream of delight. The

g
ghost illusion lady forgot to take money. The Fire King
allowed that he was beaten to bust, and the Living Mermaid
said: ‘‘There, now!” By that mighty conccurze the good news
was roared out, a very thunder of voices proclaiming the good
news that Witty Will Wynn had at last returned.
i i that everyone there was acquainted with
n. But his disappe i caused a
ghout the town, and his recovery pro-
ment, which naturally ran to its fiercest

e Dag

sor Romah saw the commotion from afar, and he waited
in an agony of impatience for the lad to reach the Ornate
Temple of Mirth and Marvel.

“Drat the people!”” said his portly spouse, ‘‘they are so
crowding round the boy he'll never get here. Why he’s got a
girl with him!”’

Teading Ada Graham by the hand, Will did bis best to force
his way as quickly as possible through the tightly packed mass
of humanity to the show. As for that cunning old Sharp, he
was g0 well acquainted with mobs that he passed among the
legs with the greatest unconcern, and without being once trodden
on. He scrambled up the steps, and fawned upon his master,
who was too anxious for the arrival of Willy to bestow on him
all the caresses he deserved.

Healf a minute later, the boy clown and Miss Graham stood
on the platform also.

“ Pleass take care of her, madame,” said he. ‘ Later I will
tell you all about my adventure.” He made a darb into the
show. ;

“Come here!” cried Romah. * What the dickens are you up -
to now 7’

“7 am going to get into my togs to be sure. There will be
such a run on the show to-day you will get tired taking money.
But they won't ceme in till they see me in my war-paint.”

“ What a genius, what a precious genius! Ain’t he now
cried madame ecstatically.

“T am sure he is very olever,” ventured Ada shyly.
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“ (Mever? Heo's better than clever—he’s good!” sententiously
declared the professor.

“ Come into the paydbox with me, you precious lamb,” said
madame to Ada. It was evident to madame that the girl was
of a superior class—one of the quality, maybe—and that was
suficient to make her effusive, ‘‘and we will see what some
bread-and-cheese and beer and an onion will do for you.”

“Ho, ho! Hi, hil” eried Tommy Welch, champion cackler.
“Return of the great, little, small, large champion waistcoat-
splitter, Witty Will Wynn! Remember, ladies and gentlemen,
it is only here that vou can see this phenomenon of mirth, and
bear in mind the charge is therepence, and threepence only.
One price to all classes, including the blind, and that charge
threepence !”’

Then Witty Will himeelf makes a somersault on to the plat-
form, spick and span, white and vermilion, a tricky, natty little
package of mirth.

“Hallo! Here we are again! I say, Mr. Welch, why don’t
you pay me back that sovereign you never borrowed? Do you
know, sir, why some people call this town ‘ Rusty ’?”

“ Indeed 1 do not, Mr. Wynn.”

“Because it's Old—ham. CGood-morning, Mr. Professor, I
am glad to see you alive and well. How is Mrs. Professor, and
all the professorettes? My word, but you do faney yourself
behind a good cigar!”

* “Why should you suppose that now?”

“‘ Bocause I never saw you in front of ome.”

Thén more whirling in the air, the clash of cymbals, streams
of music from the great organ, every coneeivable varisty of
contrivance for ear-splitting—such a hideous din as made one
_suz;f‘ that Babel had come again, madder, more frenzied than
before.

And how they poured into Romak’s Temple of inextinguish-
able laughter, and home of exhaustless optical delusions! No
sconer was one house * out’ then another immediately took
its place. Of a truth, on that day there was “no waiting.”’
When the welcome time for closing did at last come all con-

acted with the show were dead beat.

Will accompanied the professor home to get a good square
meal into him before retiring to his bed in the show, and Ada
was, of course, with madame.

Now, and for the first time, was our hero able to give a full
acoount of his strange adventures. The recital was often in-
terrupted by expressions of astonishment and indignation.
V/hen the Romahs heard that Miss Graham had come from Mr,
Copples’s establishment their amazement was boundless.

“There is more in this than meets the eye,” remarked the
professor.

““ Ag the monkey said when he shook up the egg-box !’ chimed
ma

¢

me.
‘he young lady is welcome to stay with us until she de-
cides on her future plans. But if Mr. Copples has a legal claim
on her I must not defy him. I should have to give Miss
Graham up to him if he claimed her, or run the chance of
being locked up. Of course he may never think of looking for
har hex"e. Why should he? So we won’t bother #ill the trouble
comes.”

Ada expressed her gratitude, and Will made tracks for the
show, where Sharp was waiting his arrival with some im-
palience.

On the following afternoon, and while a pause in his work
allowed him a chat with madame, he espied, moumting the
steps, the form of Copples.

“ Miss Giraham ! cried ke hurriedly, “ get from here by the
door at the other end of the show. Copples is coming!”
the needed no second bidding—did not wait for some in-
& tions he would have given her. Like a gleam she passed
away, and soon had the stupendous temple some distance be-
hind her.

Watching his time, narrowly celeulating “his distance, Will
threw himself on the platform on his hands; then hands-over-
head, and over, and over, and over till his feet landed on that
portion of Mr. Copples’s anatomy usually supposed to contain
his dinner. The impact sent him fiying from the tov step into
the midst of the gaping crowd beneath, to the frantic delight
of the general, but to the irritation of the few who received
his full weight. But to assuage the feelings of even these
there was his tall hat, and that was promptly crushed in over
his face.

“Toppers.” are not regarded with favour in Oldham &t any
time. So much malicious joy was shown in the concertinaing of
this one. Copples evineed most miraculous wrath, and he was

sh enough not only to abuse all “the scum of Oldham,”

£
but to strike cut right and left.
>

they ripped up his coat the whole length of the baek.
sone made sure of his watch. His waistcoat was torn to
ns, and his shirt fluttered in the breeze in ragged strips.
got him down, and would undoubtedly have *‘ punced”
Tie., kicked] him to death, had mot the police rescued him,
though at some peril to themselves.
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“T,o0k here,” said the constable, who had dragged him from
his assailants, and when they were without the erowd, * what
do you mean by this, eh?” He shook him like a rat. ‘‘ Any-
time you come here there’s a rumpus. Poking your nose where
it is not wanted, I expect. You ought to be ashamed of yeur-/
self at your time of life. You clear out, and don’t let me get
hold of you again, or you'll know gomething!”

2 g H?ow dare you talk to me like that! Don’t you kunow whe

am 7"’

“You're a great nuisance.”

“ My name’s Copples—"

“T don’t care whether it's Copples, or Bopples, or what, I
know Jyou are always inciting people to break her Majesty’s

2ce.

“q ghall report you. You are a disgrace to the force.” :

“TThat's it, is 1t!” He seized the ill-fated wiser by such
collar as remained to him, and treated him to a very fine
variation of  policeman’s knuckle.”~ “I reckon we had betieg
give him a night’s lodging, Tom,” said he to his mate:

“Yah! Too much trouble. Gave him a lift in the breeehes
and have done with him.”

So Mr. Copples was ignominiously expelled from that paradiss
of shows. He limped away wretched and forlorn enough, and
focling in his rageful heart that he could even go go far as
spending money to be revenged.

“T's a pity 1 happened to catch the old gentleman,” said
“ Of course it was an accident.”

“ Of course,” agreed the professor, who secretly had en joved
the catastrophe amazingly. ; |

T wonder where Miss Graham has gone to?”’ continued Will, |

“Sodol. ILebushope that she does not fall into bad hands.”

“ She has a wonderful lot of common sense and eourage, »
said the witty one. An old man could not have lo
sagacious. ‘I think she will know how to take care

When business was over that night he went out b
discovering some news of her. True, the late hour was um-
propitious for the success of such an inquiry. Nevertheless
there were certein places where he thought it just pe
hear of her.

The show-ground itself proved unproductive, so he wandered
farther afield. {2

e was not aware that from the moment he left Romah’s
temple he was shadowed by one who craftily follows
b ever geen. Sometimes the s
hed in the darkness of a cart, in the shad
gs, or lurked in the mouth of a court. But

building [
lose sight of his prey, or betray his own nresence. A
Silent, subtle, and deadly, the mysterious form was scarcely |

a yard behind our hero, when be was putting f®key inte the|
side door of the show. which, as we have explained, was on thel
ground level. : '

As the bolt slipped back, the stranger drew a knife that|
glistened in the moonlight, raised it high above his head ready |

* to bring down with overwhelming force to Will’s heart.

{(T0 be continued, in next Friday’s UNION JACK.)

Whose adventures make you laugh so,
are Lanky Larry and Bloated Bill

This week they are funnier than ever.
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I fully intended publishing the result of the * Favourite
'‘Authors Competition’’ this week, but the Fates—or, rather, my
readers—were against me. So many have tried their luck that
my assistants have not yet been able to go through all the
letters. I can promise you the result next week, however.
Probably I shall give away some extra prizes, as there were #o
many competitors.

Speaking of the competition reminds me of a letter which
®ame with one of my reader’s attempts. Here it is:
42, Scotia Street, Glasgow.
' Dear Editor,—I am trying for your puzzle, and I hope ib
i3 no catch.—Yours truly, W. R. MaIr.”

Now, what do you think of that? - What o pity it seems that
& small—very small, I trust—percentage of readers cannot be-
lieve, if they fail to get a prize, that the Editor is dealing fairly
with them. 3

I am quite sure that if the doubters will write to some of the
winners next week, they will soon [be satisfied that when
the Kditor of the UNION JACK offers prizes, he awards them.

T am not quite sure how it stands now, ‘ Perplexed,” but a few
years back the Victoria Cross had been most often awarded
to the following regiments: Bengal Staff Corps, 35; Royal
Artillery, 30; Royal Engineers, 22; 24th Foot, 16; 6th
Larncers, 13. r—

All of you know Mr. Maxwell Scott’s name, T am sure, and
I am equally sure that you all like his stories. Well, next week’s
Un1ox JACK will contain a particularly good story from Mr.
Scott’s pen, specially written for the UNION JACK, entitled:

“LIFEBOAT DICK.”

Order a copy now, or you may not get one.

The Akkas, who live a short distance to the west of the
Lake Albert Nyanza, Central Africa, are the smallest race of
mankind, “X.” They were discovered in 1870, and more re-
cently investigated by Emin Pasha. ey are fully grown,
but four feet in height, while a living Akka woman, of whom
Emin Pasha sent careful measurements, was barely three feet
ten inches in height.

The “St. Hubertus,” a German sporting journal, contains
an account of the “dogs of war’ which have been added to
the Jager regiments at Lubben. The dogs are intended for
postal service. Kach company has two dogs—sheep-dogs, after
many comparative experiments, were chosen as the best race
for the particular work. A dog master is appointed, whose
duty consists chiefly in drilling and exercising his four-footed
subordinates. Fach dog hae a small leather bag fastened to his
collar, and in this are placed the letters and notices which he
has to convey between the department and headquarters. As
the dogs are to be used also for the seeking out of the wounded
and missing, it is a part of the education of each dog to be
familiarised with every dndividual soldier belonging to his
owWn company.

Bank of England notes are made from pure white linen
outtings only, never from rags that have been worn, “Clerk.”
So carefully is the paper prepared that even the number of
dips into the pulp made by each individual workman is regis-
tered on a dial by machinery, and the sheets are carefully
counted and booked to each person through whose hands they
pasg. The printing is done by a most curicus process in the
bank building. Thers is an elaborate arrangement for seouring
that no note shall be exactly like any other in existence; con-
sequently there never has been a duplicate bank-note except by
forgery. The stock of paid notes for seven years is said to
amount to 94,000,000, and to fill 10,000 boxes, which, if placed
side by side, would stretch over three miles.
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It will, perhaps, interest some readers to know how much
fuel a locomotive burns. This, of course, depends upon the
quality of fuel, work domne, speed, and character of the track.
On luggage traing an avemge consumplion may be taken ab
about 1 to 1} pounds of coal per carriage per mile. With pas-
senger trains, the carriages of which are heavier and the speed
higher, the coal consumption is greater. A luggage train of
thirty carriages, at a speed of thirty miles per hour, would,
therefore, burn from 900 to 1,350 pounds of coal per hour.
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DO NOT MISS IT!

It will be the most fascinating story of the Red
Indians you have ever read!

It will make you jump with joy!

It will make you sit up and purr!
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