‘Schoolboys’ T reasure!’

A SPLENDID NEW LONG, GOMPLETE TALE OF SCHOOL LIFE:

Also in this issue

SIDNEY
DREW'S
| GRAND
¥ SERIAL
i S’I‘ORYI

: BILLY BUNTER
| AND HIS MINOR
GET JAMMEDI

ae.)




if, L *THE "MAGNET" LIBRARY, . No, 217

- Fi
P T e
MEAD 9Xenien o - |

- NEW NUMBERS! :
3 New additions to “The Boys’ Friend” 3d. Complete Library.
"ON SALE, THURSDAY, APRIL 4th,
No. 187: “Under Japan’s Flag.”

A Stirring Story of Adventure during the Russo-Japanese War,
By DAVID GOODWIN.

No. 188: “The Caravan Detective.”
A Splendid,  NEW, Long, Complete Story, full of Novel and
Thrilling Incidents. 'By 8. CLARKE HOOK,

No. 189 : “The Fourth Form of St. Basil’s.”
A Rattling, Complete Story of School Life. By HENRY ST. JOHN.

et “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3d. Complete Library.

-




NEXT
TUESDAY :

A Grand School Tale of
the Chums of Greyfriars.

“HARRY WHARTON & 0.S WINDFALI:!"

LW:::::::::::::::““““W‘MM““WW X
The Editor will be obliged If you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend. 5
g
AN :

/[~

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
; Muslc Hath Charms.
“{ JOUTSIDE!"
*"Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejaculated Bob Cherry, of
the Remove Form st ra,  "“That ds
like war! m

Gosling is on the giddy warpath !

at Greyfriars, and Wharton, C
and Nugont, the chums of the Remove, were in
chatting under the elms, w! loud and warlike to
Gosling the porter broke pon t ears.

hey turned at once in the direction of the school
Gosling, the purter, was the possessor of a particularl;

o, 217,

Coprright o the United States of Americs.
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A Splendid New,

Long Complete School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at

Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

which frequently brought him into troublo with
iars juniors, and  froguen ith tramps and

the rexfria with
mendicants who passed the school on the high-road to Court-
field. Gosling's tones, at present, dicated that his bad
temper was 3 Bob Chorry oxpressad it fairly ou tho go.
' Houteide!" roared Gosling. ** W, says is this ‘ere.
! Never in me born days!
Gossy is cight this tim

“1 think
It was certainly a peculiar sceno that was being enacted at
the schoal gates.  The big iron gates stood wide open, as they
gencrally did in the daytime. A barrel-organ on wheels stood
in the open galeway, and two swarthy Italians were strivinm
t3 wheel it into the quadrangle, and Gosling the porter, lis
rugged faco crimson with wrath and indignation, stood in
the way, barring their progress.

Tramps sometimes tried to get in at the school gates, seel.
ing what they might devour; but it was the first timo that o
hurdy-gurdy had been whoeled in, and it was not surprising
that Gosling was wrathful,
ide!" roared the porter. “I never ‘eard of sich

Houtside ! Your sort ain't allowed ‘ere! Qi

rd of sich che

My only hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,

153

ne of the Ttalians—a short, thick-set fellow, with a verr
: Neapolitan face and bright, black eyes, and & gaudy
chicf round his neck —waved his swarthy hands at
a3 he remonstrated in fuent Italian, The other
organ-merchant—a little, broad-shouldered hunchback—stecd

April Sth, 1912,
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between the shafts of the o

*"Go hont 1” yelled G Don't you hunderstand!
Your sort ain't pom“bed m e

““Non'eapis ! gaid’ the Ttalian in the rad neclmrv

L]nei ﬂepmcalhgly& “Goodl We play m

T'll capisco yer, whatever that means!” snorl.od Gushng:

“ Houtside! If I could hlk your blessed lingo, I'd give it
to you plain enuff ! Git hout I

an, and was trying all the time
u:g s resistance.

gun capisco
outside 1"
“ 8i, &, sipnor—we come m4 said the hero af the red

nockerch!!f, ev;danl]y pretending ta misunderstand. *‘ Good
music !

And he gmtly pushed Gosling aside, and the hunchback
wheeled the organ in’with a gaick movement, and rushed it
right along the gravel path into the Clase.

The chums of the Remove had just fime ta jump aside, to
avoid being run into_by the hurdy-gurdy.

Bob Cherry burst into_a roar.

“ Ha, ha, ha! My only hat! Ha, ha, ha!

Wharton and Nugent hmﬁhed toq; ﬂu\y cuuh] not help it.
The Italian in the red neckerchief mado a deep bow to the
juniors as he follawed his comrad

" music, signori!" he exclimed. * 'Wo play 1o you,
Me. F Good-

and you giva. s the copper elice  Cosare.

ng ] Tank

Fcllu Canm hurried after his comrade. The hunchback

was making good speed with the hurdy-gurdy, and he was
fairly in_the Osu now, Gosling stood gasping, alniost over-
come with_ Indignation st the impudence of the lhnarnnt

‘music- mcmhm

¥ hey glspmi Go:lmg “My he; The i nmpmencn
of it A 'ﬂrd -gurdy in the Close of Nylhwl' Wot is
)l1h|s “ere schoo coming to? Where are the perlice? My

i Ha, ha, ha 1 :

It ain’t no Inughmlg matter, Master Wharkon,
ihe 'Ead nyT Wot 1 saye is this 'ere,
them raskils hout. My h

But |ha ums of the Remove were l:mghmg too much to
do anything of the sort. Guslm{ tramped after the Ttalians,
and lf;e juniors followed him, aﬂshmg They wondered,
too, what the Head would say when he heard the strains of o
barrel-organ within the sacred precincts of Greyiriars.

The sight of the barrel-organ drew fellows from all sides.
Jupiors came crowding up in amazement, shouling with
laughter. Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain of Greyiriars,
came to his stus y window as he rd the disturbance in the
Close, and gazed upon the scene in umnuhmmt He threw
the window open, and waved his hand to the music-merchants

“Go away | ho shouted, * Youw're not allowed in here !
“’!ul dues Goslmg mean by letting these fellows in? Go
away !

Felice Cesars !.nnk off his hat, and made a bow to the
cnphln of Greylriar

od musio, Ilznnr "
an ass] Go aws,

i, signor; we p{ly' e
didn't say pl: I ‘said go away!” shouted t]m Sixth-
Tormer, exusperal o Cm t_you speak English?”
him lll right,” said Felice Cesare, mﬂ: a broad
- Verree good | Aleo play music—verree good music !

ssima !
Guslmg 1 shouted Wingate.
Gosling, eouldm keep them out!” yelled Bob Cherry.
Hao, he, ba! It's no good, Wingate; they are s;mp!y
'bound to play!”
“Ha, ba, ha 1"
The hunchback was turning the handle now, and the
'r}m:\_mful strains of a music-hall tune smote the air with
Fellows El.thered round the organ on all sides. The
Ttalians had halted it 'befure the School House, quile as if
it were n Tegular pitch, and they were sure that their efforts
would be a) ?reultad The unaccustomed strains of discord
attracted fellows from far and near. The windows of the

Wot will
golz might lend a

er
B

House were soon crammed wit tonished faces. Seniors, in
outray dignity, yelled to the organ-men to go away. Juniors
yelled to Lbern to sip on, enjoying the joke.
"My hat 1" ejacul ated Coker , of the Fifth. *This is
pnrne I wonder what the Head will say ! Ha, ha, ba !”
o, it!" roared John Bull, of the Remove. * Guind
away
““Gocd music!” waid Felice © “Goed!  Buonal
Tank you
-1 ! went the hurdy-gpurds. .
Go:hnf! came up panting.
AGKET LrmRany.—No. 217

“Go hout!” he mal'cd; in & frenzy. “Do you want to
git me the sack? Go hout!” 2
“ Nan capisco "

‘ That mesns that he doesn’t undersund bot Tl bet he
jolly well does understand,” ed” rg ‘Wharton. 1{5
looks & tough cu-iorner {oo—if Gossy Inrs ands on him."

10, chuckled Nugent,

Gcn‘tmg had camplelu'ly Tost his temper. He rushed npon

Mr. Cesare, and laid hands upon him, and strove to 1
him towards the gates. Cessre's hroad grin vanished Wotpe,
znd & look of ferocity that startled the juniorscame upon hhis
dark Southern face.  He returned grip for grip, andiin
moth?ir JInnment Eoslmgg h“\’fa \iem fiying in the air, and
the schiool rier upon his

“ Hurr: Fﬂ y gb Cherry. * First round % Julius
Cresar ! GDI

“Go it Gassy 1" yelled Bulstrode.

“I'l hold your hat!

Pile into him

“Play up, you chaps 1

«Hurrah! Go it I

But Goﬁ'hng did not seem }llnclélfed ‘;n ‘; 8%'“ ’ Helylny
u staring up at the blue Apzil sky, seemingly in
.ﬁua |tatzh' Thew‘ﬁm?rlzlﬂ music-merchant glared down at

him, and the little man at the organ ground on ‘manfully.
The tune " was changed mow for -a Neapolitan -air, “and
“'Santa Lucin' was wailing out from the orgin. The dis-
cordant strains pensmcsd every cormer of Greyiriars. Dr,
Locke, the revered Head of that -nc-ent seholastic foundation,
came to his window, and gazed out specchlessly into the
The organ was almost under his window ; “and Felice
Cosare seemed to imagine that the silver-haired old gentleman
had come to the window in order to hiear better the strains of
melody from the hurdy-gurdy. - He took off his hat, and
howed with a cheerful grin.

 Good music, fignor ! Feco? You like 2

* Dear me ! ead. “ Where did these men
come from! Goshing!

Dear me! Oh,
wlm: a dmrlfnl noise
* Ha, ha,

" Boya‘ anunde theso men to go—give. them money—
anything—but get them. outside the gnml” exclzimed the

Enrmn'imary [
Dear me!” -

Hum:l‘ in great distress.
Pass hat_round, you :lups'“ roared Bob Cherry.
:h:!t" ha, I"J‘at Tt's worth paying something to get rid of

i X shuul('l say so, begadI” gasped Mauloverer, of the
Remove, stopping his ears. ** Give them anything to make
them leave off I”

“ Pags the h.ﬂ:; and pay, pay, pay ! grinned Nugent.

* Ha, ha, ha?

Felice e !ahng round his rl%geﬂ hat.  The
laughing Iel]au's R sappera’ into the Noapolitan
certainly n & very g hn.rvnn osling had staggered
to his fneh Iml. he showed no dosire to come ta close quarters
with the herq of the red neckerchief lﬁnm. In that moment,
when Cesare’s grip had closed upon Gosling_had felt
himself in a grasp of ifon, and he renl:md that Lh‘:;geapoman

mcr

than ]:e loo!
“ Now you'd bewe L, said u—r‘ , ta)
?eaana on Q.he shoulder. “ We r: mll:]zsy lumrl{j,nr the nI:pn‘s‘E
t's ri] merns to rip the gi atmosphere, in fact!
Bl yomaSetcer cor

“ Non clp:scn. signor !

“ Ha, ha, }u You'd beewr understand, or you'll get the
order of the boot.”

Wingate came w'ruthful]y out of the house with two or
lhree prefects. He pointed to the gutes, and then to -the

& Gct Jout " he said,
Bavvy 1"

Cesare looked at the stalwart captain of Greyfriars with a
critical eye, and apparently he decided that it was time he
unders

* Capiscs, signor ! he suid, making a_great bow, and he
spoke to his comrade in the dialect of Naples, which bears
% much, resemblance to'good Ttalian as chalk boars, to chaepe:

And the little hunchback, zrmn!hg ceased to grind at the
organ, aud took up the handles, and wheeled i D
of torture 2way to the g

A crowd of laughin

Outside, in the roa
once moro, and bowed.

“Me come agam‘" he snr]
Musica di Napoli! Tank yon!"

And the hurdy-gurdy went rnlhng down the road with the
two Neapelitans, and a crowd of Greyfriars fellows remained
in the gateway, yelling with Jaughter.

' Get ont, or you'll be chucked out !

]umnrs followad.
Ifelice Cesare took off his ragged hai

“ Good music! Buonissima !
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Neapolitan certainly metted a good harvest.

The owner of the hurdy-gurdy passed round his hat. The laughing fellows tossed coins into it, and the
“You'd better cut wmow,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
(See Chapter 1,)

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Jam for Bunter.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. entered the School House,
after the doparture of tho music-merchants, still laugh-
ing. The incident had been very fumnny; but one of
 the juniors was looking yery thoughtful. It was Fisher
T. Fish, the American junior in the Remove. Fisher T. Fish
was very keen in some things, and he prided himself very
much upon his Yuankee smartness. And he had a truo

American prejudice on the subject of  Eyctalians.”
1 guess there's more in those guys than mests the eye,”
Fisher ']‘.‘I"uh remarked, as the juniors cntered the School
ause. *‘ That merchant Cesare is deeper than he looks.”
Chel

*Brigand in disguise, perhaps?” suggested Bo
grinning.

“X puess you can cackle, but he's all thera,”
T. .Filﬁ with s wian wesr of the et Dk
Lotics the way thoso black eyes of
place—looking round all the time

“Ican't say I did,” said Nugent, laughi
late hell, T grucss I did,” said Fisher T. i “and T caleu-
tale that thoso Eyetalians didn't come into Greyfriars just
u:'ﬂ‘!‘.;l the giddy organ.” ¥

2 hat did they come for, then?" asked Harry Wharton.

o+ To spy round, T reckon.'

i But what should ther want to
sked Johnny Bull,

said Fisher
1« d sou follows
his were all over the giddy

v round in Groyfriars
ent.

s
he veplied.  * That
Nmi:]r)'tl' LrsrazT.—No.
TUESDAY:

“HARRY WHARTON & €0.S WINDFALL!"

galoot Cesare isn't an ordinary organ-grinder, you can beb
vour hat on that. He had his reasons for coming here, aud
he came in with an organ and an organ-man as an cxcuse.
That’s my opinion. I shouldn't wonder if he belonged to
some gang of eracksmen.”

th b

a, ha,
“ Well, you'll sco what you'll see,” said Fisher T. Fish, with
of an oracle
, I don’t think there's much doubt about that,”
assented Harry Wharton. “ But I don't think we shall see
our friend Cesare again. Look here, you chaj we shull
have to buck up, or we shall be late for the pionic.”

* First picnic of the season, too—we mustn’t bo late,” said
Frank Nugent. ‘Tt would be rotten io let the girls get
there from CLff Hovse first.”

* Yes, rather !”

“ Buck up, then,” said Bob
asket in my stu

crry. ' The grab's ready
T'll have it down in a

Res.

Bob Cherry hurriod up to his study in the Remove passage.
The door of the study was shat, but a sound of movemont
within warned Bob Cherry that it was not upoccupied. Bob
shared No. 13 with two other fellews, Mark Linley and littl:
Waun-Long, the Chi but it was neither of those upon
whom his eyes fell as he opened the door.

A fat junior was knccling beside the basket packed for the
picnic. . The basket had been opened, and Billy Bunter was
busily engaged in transferring its contents to his own person.
Iis juws were busy, and while he was devouring sandwiches,
he was cramming bags of tarts and other delicacies into his

By FRANK RICHARDS.
Order karly,
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:apacious, pockets. Ha was so doeply engrossed in that
fronourable tesk that ho did not even hear Bob Cherry enter.
Bob C}:Ierry paused on the threshold of the study, in amaze-
and rage,
r a morﬁant there was no sound in the room save the
eteady champing of the jaws of the Owl of the Remove.
Then_Bob Cherry rushed forward and kicked.
Eilly Bunter's back was to him, and be offered a fair target,
nn‘:lcl'm}?_ Cherry's heavy boot came upon him with a biff.
1

Dunter was hurled forward over the basket he was rubhil:g.
znd he rolled sideways on tha floor, and there wes & squelch.
ing sound as the tarts and cakes in his pockets were flattened
by his wm&ht.

“Owl Grool OhI"

“You young villain!" 'roared..Bnb Cherry.

“Qw] "Oh, really, Cherry—'

“ You—you—you—->="

Bob Cherry's voice failed him as he saw what havee the
Owl of the ove had made in the basket. It had been

well packed with o choice selection of delicacies for the
picnic in the old priory in the wood. Marjorie and Clare, of
(liff House School, were coming to the picnic, and the chums
©f the Remove had been lavish in laying in supplies for such
a special occasion. But anythi;

Greyiriars if Bunter got upon

eatable was not safa in
" o econt of it. While the
Removites had been witnessing the peculiar scene in the
(lose, Billy Bunter had not been idle.  The carefully-packed
lunch-basket was a mere wreck.
* You—you fnb.purghrl" gasped Bob Cherry.

“ Ow—ow—ow '
i * roared a voico along the passage.
ong are you going to be with that basket{”
% E:];Lmﬁrs ab 161" shouted back Bob Cherry.
The intended plonickers came racing along the passage.
cre was a roar of wrath as they crowded into the study.
Rilly Binter scrambled to his feet, and backed away round
the table in alarm.
*I—I say, you fellows—"" he began fecbly.
“Vou rotter I” howled Nugent,
“ He's cleared out the blessed basket '
“ You—you see, I—I asked
nie, and you wouldn't have
o fellows being selfish. I—[—
‘He's scoffed half of it, or more
** And the fat beast was stul
“ Bump the cad " shouted Hazeldene.
“Hold on! He's got his pockets full! Clear the fat
thn‘sL's pockets cut before you bump him!” said Johnny
ul .

you if I could come to the
1 ‘seid Bunoter. *I don't

" roared Bob Cherry.
his pockets, too '

The juniors rushed upon Bunter. The Owl of the Remave
made an ineffectun] effart to dodga out of the study. He
was collared by half a dozen pairs of hands, and held fast,
\vri%{;hng like an eel—or, rather, like a table-jelly.

“Ow! I eay, you fellows—"

‘' Bhut up, you cad ! Clear out his pockets "

The juniors cleared out the bags of tarts, and cakes, and
buss, and fruit that the Owl of the Remove had packed into
his pockets. Every pocket was crammed; but the stolen
gaods were not much use when they were recovbred. They
:J:Ed been squashed out of shape Bunter’s roll on the

cor. .

TExclamations of wrath broke from all the juniors as they
L r\'nged the burst oranges, and crumbled cakes, and
squnshed tarts.

No good " said Wharton savagely.
“You—you might as well let me
gesgped Bunter,
““You shall, you fat rotter!" said Bob Cherry, and he
hi up the tarts cnd lathered them over Bunter’s fat

have them, then!”

The fat junior yelled and squirmed. . :
But he was in for it. The juniors held him fast, while
and jamsyomges, snd oranges were x uashed and
squelched over him. . The face of mz Hunter
of jam and other stickincss when Bob Cherry

shed.
There I" gasped Bob. ' Now you've got 'em!”
"“Gro-0-0-0-0h I
“Bump the cad "’ shouted Nugent,
1 D};', really! Ow!l Groo! I sssay, you fellows!
!

Bump—bump—bump !

The fat person of \Eillism George Bunter descended upon
1he study carpet once, twice, thrice. Clouds of dust rose
om the carpet, and wild icll: from William George
nter. The final bump sent him rolling under the table,
d from the refuge he declined to emerge. “The exasperated
juniors picked up the raided basket.

Tre Maexzr LiBraky.—No. 217

Read the grand ne:
Juniors of St. Jii

* We shall have to &nt this packed agein!” snorted Bob
Cherry, * Come on! We shall be late, now I

The juniors hurried out of the study. =

Billy Bunter emerged from under the table, gasping and

Beasts! Yow!”

Harry Wharton & Co. hurried down to_the tuckshop.
They lost no time, and the havoe made by Bunter was set
right.  With the basket full ngain, they sallied forth, and
took the path through the wood to the ruined priory.. Tho
schaol clock chimed out three as they loft the gates of Grey-
friars behind them. It was the hour at which they should
have arrived at the old priory, and burry as they would,
thoy st bo 1ate now. The girls from Clift Housa,would
reach the rendezvous first, snd the juniors murmured
anathemas upon Billy Bunter as they hurried on through the
warm April sunshine.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
An Amazing Raids
G E'RE here first!”

It was Miss Clara who spoke. *
Marjoria Hazeldens end Clara Trevlyn, the
girl chums of Cliff House School, had entered the
old priory from the footpath that led up from the sea. Very
bright and charming tie two schoolgirls looked, in their
white dresses and pretty hats and parasols. Merjorie glanced
round the old priory. It was a beautiful spot. The ruins,
which had been ruins for many centuries, were moss-grown,
and bushes and flowers gmw along the fallen masses of
masonry, and thick irees shaded the-stone ‘portal which gave

access to the vaults under the priory. From those vaults o
subterranean passage ran o tEe old chapel of Greyfriars,
which the juniors had explored more than once, though it
was out of bounds. The ruins were shady and solitary. It
was evident that the Removites from Greyfriars had not yet
arrived, )

Miss Clara gave 2 slight sniff,

“Late!” she said. And added: * The bounders!™

“Oh, Clara ! murmured Marjorie mildly.

“The bounders!” repeated Miss Clara, with emphasis.
She had picked up many.expressions liko that from the boys
of Greyfriars. *The duffers! I'm hungryl”

Marjorie laughed. x e

“Well, I'm hungry, too!” she said. *'But they won't be
long. I dare say something has happened to delay them.”

“Rats!” said Miss Clara energetically.

Murjorie smiled, and sat down n’pon & moss-grown mass of
masonry near the old doarway of the stairs to the vaults.
Miss Clara, who was always full of energy, walked about
instead of sitting down, and cut the he_ads%m_n flowers with
her parasol. Suddenly she uttered a little shriek.

“1 believe they’re here all the time 1

Marjorie locked up.

“What is that, Clara " i

“There's somebody in there I said Miss Clara, [minﬁns
with her parasol to the arched stone opening of the ol
doorway, screened with bushes and shrubs. “ I heard some-
bﬂd}{mme in there! They are hiding to startle us!"

“ Nonsense !” said Marjorie. * Harry Wharton would not
anything so silly as that!”

“Well, there is somebody there!"”
Tt was the wind.”

“ Rats!" said Miss Clara again, .

She pushed the twigs aside, and looked into the shadowed
cavity. Inside the old stone archway was damp and earthy
nir and deep shadows. Miss Clara reared into the gloom,
and Marjorie looked in over ber shoulder.
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moved in the deep recesses, and the two girls
A o e o ‘moment they caught sight of a dim
}lu::nin tho deep gloom, and the next moment lh-v wera
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The :nll‘ggglel *,

running as hard as they could out of the priory, frigh
scarcely knew what.

o, tl'i‘ﬂl-n"nm n;s surnabody there’

“Yes ik wasn't—-="

allo !
H'"°_}"5u°rr_o,§ tho ruins upan the fonipaih, and th

gasped Clara,

exclaimed a cheery voice, as the

E',',';;f.".’f.'s,m.m came out of the wood and raised their
d Clara halted, breathicssly.
?3'5"’.'.',3;;" ot bt late!" said Herry Wharton.
et Gat 8t the lunchbasket, and it delayed usi .
B‘e‘ the matter " exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he noted

this mr[u' pals and startled faces, ** Where were you bolting

__I mean, running to
#The

hore's somebody in the ruins "’ gasped Mar,
“Yes? 'Anybody dangerous?” aske Yugen
« Ho—it—I don't know who it was—was iding in the nld
nehwlyl" gasped Clara. “ We—we looked in! I—I

‘host of Greyfriars!" said Johnny Bull
"""ﬁ uifa.'fne; the priary and the oid chapel at

Oreylrines, you koo " aid Miss Olara soverely.
frightened ! it -
“Bome tramp, very likely ! said Harry Wharton. “ Any-
, we'll scon see who it is!  You nced not be alarmed now
w'l';n.nh;umm entered the ruins, the girls accompanying
{hem, with some trepidation. e lunch-basket was set
down, and the juniors dragged lsnle the screen of bushes
at the mouth of the stona archw
A flood of sunlight fell mta thc dark recess, and the
juniors plunged into it. At their feet opened the marrow
stairway that led down to the vanlts. But abova the stairs
there was mothing living o bo seen, save a lizard crawling
on the stones.

“1 was

“Au you sure you saw somebody here?” asked Wharton

dubiously.
WWell I thought T did." said Marjorie. “If thero
| was noybndy here, Ee must have run away while we were
Bomu kid from tha village, parhnTs, lnrkmg‘ mggcstcd

* 8till, wo'll look in the vaults if you like.
‘";llgllt as wall " said Johnny Bull. “I've got ‘plenty of

it on ! said Harry Wharton.
Btriking matches, the juniors dﬂsecnded the rhmp ﬁtns}:o

“Iv's jolly quecr"' said Nugent, after a long pause,
“ Jolly queer!” said Wharton. * Bat we can’t do any:
thing: Tho matches are neatly all gope. | Let's i;ct out.”
There was evidently nothing else to be done. he juniors
ascended the stone Steps, and came oub into the upper

chamber,  The gl;rla looked at them anxiously.
** Somebody's been down there, striking matches,” said
Wharton. * But thcra s no sign of him now. It must have

been some traing
+ Then where is he now 7" asked Hazeldene,
Muet huva scuttled off, I suppose.

n
Toe pitors away to the opening of the arch very
thoughtfully. The incident was certainly very curious, and
they could not help wondering. But as they emerged into
the sunlight again, a iresh discovery drove all thought of tho
mysterious lurker of the vaults from their mine
Bob Cherry pointed to the spot where he had set down
I'n lunch-basket.
'li"'hwm’ Sors. ‘LA d blankl; h b
e juniors stared blanl yalte;mt!
“Gone " ejacuiated Whart, g
w Bomebody's maided ous Basket

"Grm. Scuu‘"

The juniors dashed through the ruins to the footpath. It
was deserted. They searched the ruins, and tho bushes, and
the surrounding trees; but it was all in vain. The lunch-

et had vauished, without leaving a si ehine

thered at last in the old riory ngain, with dismayed
he [scts were only too clear. = While they had been

the stone chamber and the vaults, someone I
raided the lunch-basket, and made oﬁ with it; and he was
out of reach of pursuit by this time.

vell, my only hat!"” muttered Wharton. “We're clean
t must have been Bunter followed us from Grey-

said Bob Cherry.
u off I"" growled Johany Bull.

“ What price the picnic

)
‘It cannot be ]ielped and it was not your fault,” she said.
“Come to Clitf House to tea instead ; we will have the picuic

:nohhar half- holulny o
. ood

egg!" said Miss Clara.
And there was ev:duntly nothing clse to be done.
ed away towards CLff Houso

steps into the vaulta. Marjoric and Cla
lup of the lln:l, and Hazeldene stayed mth thom to reassure
ent, the lunch-basket, Iymg in the old
p:lm-y ouulﬁe Uw lorc-en of thickets, was [orgotten
hoﬂnm of the stono steps, tho maiches glimmernd
nth E::Lnnn Fm upon the deep and gloomy vaults stretch-
ing away to the left. To the right lay the pessage which led
undurgmund to the school—damp, dark, unchanged from tho
days when it had been an avenue of escape to the monks of
Greyfrinrs in times of danger. A rev nlung stone, of which
ths Gr! friars fellows all knew the secret, Iocked the open-
the passege, and the-stone was now closes
juniors ed about them, shivering a lm{n as the
dl!nn air from the ﬂaef vaults str ick upon them.
can see,” remarked Bol: Ch!rrv
£ Wc can’t go through the vaults without a lamp,”
ton. “ Matches wouldn't be much good.  Anyway, if
Um-h;; any. 'prlchcal ,01..-;- hanging about here, he ean’t do

Lot's
S THoG on 1 mT-.md Johnny Bull suddealy.
* What's tbe mat
* Look h
~ Johnny Bull struck a fresh match, and stooped, looking at
something that had caught bis eye upon the Earli:y ﬂnn!g
It was & hall-burnt. match,
- . Somebody’s e here!" he exclaimed.
We've been using matehes—
" Wax vestas,” aaid Jobn Bull, " That's a wooden match.
wnn t d ropped by one of us.”

cs a8 were struck again, and the juniors looked with
o the match on the ground. It was quite dry and
k d had evidently not been on the ground there very
hn!al Ii had not been dropped by one of them, and it was
ear that someone else had been in the vault a very short
. time beiurr

The juniors looked round them quickly and anxiously

Someone had Iately been in the old vault. Was he there
Sill? Why was heifa hiding ? If it were some tramp who
-houwhh" rofuge in the ruins, there was no reason why he

Puld not show himaelf. What did it mean?

Was A strange mystery.
Tos Maoner Lisnany.—No. 217.
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mth their girl chums, bre-lhm vows of vengeance upon the
Owl of the Remove, if it was he who had ruided the lunch-
basket. But waa it he? Wharton had his doubts; and yet,
if it had not been Bunter, who had it been? It was o
mystery |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.
ILLY BUNTER came out of a bath-room sniffing ‘end
B gnmtmg with energy. He had had to use sosp and
ot water and enefgy in great abundance to clean the
jam and other stickiness from his fat visage, and neither
washing nor cnergy was agreesble to Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was in an extremely bad temper,
and he was frowning majestically us he rolled down the
Elmge Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, met

im on the landing, and stoj

“ Wherefore that L
Temple, with a grin.

Bunter sunorte

“T've hu-n Jammed all over the chivey by a set of rotters.”

*Ha, ha, ha!

“ And I've had to wash.”

“Awful I said Templo sympathetically. “I know how
uml. must have made you suffer. Buch a novelty for you,

"Oh rather !" raid Dabney
easts ! said Billy Bunter, and he rolled on down the
passage with a d:ecuntenu-d grunt

Other fellow in misfortune could hope for sympathy, but
the Owl of the Remove never could. rhaps that was
because he did not den-rlc any; but that view of the case
never occurred to

Sammy Bunter, R wmianown i U dowe ol whis
looking very discontented. Saminy Bunter belonged to the
Second Form, and he was just about AL popular in the Second
as William George w e Res He was us lLke
Bunter as one re4| is like lnulhﬂ i mdred but for the differ.
mcetin age and size it would have been difficult to tell them
apart.

oppe:
ordly frown, my noble duke?™ nsked

5
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3 came n Sammy's fat face as he saw his

major. He heard of Billy Bunmr or-

tunes, and nppu!nl.ly found something amusing in them.
¥ou haven't been to the ?1“ nic after all1” he remarked.

'_Nu, ruwhd Bunte 'he rotters! They' ve left me
behind; alter all I've donu for those fellows, too !’

“What have you done for them" asked SBammy.
“Mind your own hxmneu
Bunter minor. chuckled.

“Look here, I've got an ides,” he remarked. _“They're
going o have that 305 g ;uemc Py B L L
the;

s Yel confound them."

Logk here,” said Bunter minor, sinkin hm voice, “ yo
knﬂw there’s o secret passage from the o Lm m
the nnry—you went elong it once—why shcml qt
'F

on spot, and see if there's anything -goin
]eavn th- grub for a nnnu!.o or two. without watching ab—
Billy Bun'.er‘a eyes gleamed behind his spectacles.
i G g 1" “he exclaimed.
Come on, then!” said Bnmmy “I'd have gone ulone,
y I dnn 't care nbloul going into that hole by myself. It's

Jnlw dark and lon

** We can take Wharton's bike lantern,” said Bunter. "1
don't want to take my own. - A chap might fall dovn in that
place, and the lamp might get broken. li won't be a minute
gctnng it. Xou get some matches.”

‘Three minutes later, tho two Bunters werc in_the old
chapel ‘of Greyfrinrs. The old ch‘ el was o ruin, some
damucn from the one that was used by the school. In the
midst of the shattered walls a stone stair led down into the
crypt. The juniors knew the way well, and they were soan
in the erypt below the chapel.

There Billy Bunter lighted the lantern. Wharton's lantern
was of the acetylene variety, and once lighted, it shed a
biilliant illumination. Billy Dunter shivered a little es the
cold air from the a'rpt struck upon him.

"Roﬂen‘ gr&veynrd place I” he grumbled.

v bo a_feed at the end of it,” said Sammy.

iml thnl‘. ﬂmuj}lt reanimated Billy Bunter.

The subterranean passage made almost a straight line from
Greyfriars, ‘pa.mng under the roed and under the wi
u ru, act, a short cut, though by no mezns a n}eumt

BJIIy Bunter went ahead, with the bicycle lantern in his
band, the light streaming upon the dark, damp walls of
ancient stone,- and upon the damp earth, where unclean
things scuttled away from the unacoustomed rays. Bunter
minor followed him close behind. The silence in the sub-
terranean passage was heavy and oppressive, the air thick
and unpleasant.

“ Rotten placeI" growled Sammy Bunter; and his voice,
though he spoke in a low tone, seemed to boom in deep
echoes through the subterranean recesses.

Billy Bunter gave a sudden start.

- hat was t n.t?" he qnculated.

“ What was what,

- %&?kchm' Sn"sﬁp’ tor? led Sam

. at are you mng or 1" grow! my.

heard something.

Only an echo,” said Sammy ; but he peered uneasily round
in thi: deep shadows tlu-o\u;h his spectacles. “ Don't be an
aas The!e 5 nuhudg here."

swear I heard a footstep !" muttered Fnnter.

K WsJI :hep, it would only be some chap exploring the
plac

“The door on the crypt was closed.”

“Well, there’s nobody here. Get onl™

Bunter moved on_slowly.

The Owl of the Remove was not of the stuff of which
heroes are made. The place was very silent and very lonely,
and Bunter remembered the weird story of the ghost of
Greylfriars, Of course, he did not believe in ghosts—in the
duylight, above !(round. at all events. But here in the dark-
ness and the solitude, and the creepy silence, ghost siorics
seemed much more probable.

He hauncd with uneasy intentness ss he nd\nnrpd ‘1(~
slow footstops. Sammy listened, too, and probably bot
them wnuld .'n.“n iven up the enterprise, ‘and bnnw
rotrent, mli they did not wish to confess their cowa:

ar.

““Bunter halted aguin suddenly.

This time an unmistakable sound had come echoix
“booming through the subteiranean passage.

Tlhie sound was faint, but the deep silence cnd the
form of the passage gave it n deep and hoilow ec
lerous to the startled ems of the jun
" W-what was that?"" gasped Bunter.

** B-b-b-blessed if I know 1" ahm.ared Sammy.
“Ikit sounded like—like—-
Tre MianeT Lisraky.—No.

o L:Le somebody drawing a cork,” said Bammy. “It weg
s
Bul. it couldn't be!”
Might have been the wind e
1- ooik 1" muttered Bunter, in ﬂmhng temes. ** Theve's

a lLlight ¥

It was true:

He had lawered the lantern in his hrmr and r.he rays fell
only on the, ground, and ahead, from the deep gloom of the
pagsage, came

‘" Somebody's-

Bunter's uezh chattered. But s-mmy u.ught him;, ﬁ_g I,ha
arm, tmh an exclamation of relief,

“Tvs exploring

lEhmmnr of another light.

ton and his lot, of course, They're

the Fass:go.

“ Come on, let's see!”

They moved on slowly.” In the side of the assage o stone
cell was hollowed out, and in the cell -was the ghmmering
43 ht. It came from a lantern that was standing upon a
ledge of the stone wall.

In the lantern light the two juniors caught sight for a
moment of a strange figure.

A basket lay upon the ground, evidently e lunclrbasket,
and several eatables had been taken from jt, and some bottlea
of ginger-beer and lemonade. Beside the basket a strénge
figure was seated upon a_block of stone—the figure of a man
in monkish garb, with the cowl over the face, pushed back
just sufficiently to show the mouth., The two juniors gazed
upon the figure spellbound with terror. | The stranger caught
up:h: e{ them af the same moment, and sprang to his fect.

The lmtem dropped from Billy Bunter's hund, and smashed
on_the stone floor.

e next instant there was a wild pattering of feet, vs the
two juniors dashed back in frantie terror along the pussuge
to Greyiriars.

Whether they were pursued or not they never knew.
They fled at frantic speed, lnllmﬁldcwn and pickini
selves up again in wild haste, till limmer of hg
the crypt et the end of the patsage told them that tl

at _the school again.

ey made a rush for the narrow siair leading upward,
and jammed upon it together. The stair was Loo narrow for
two to pass at once, especially two. persons of the girth of
the Bunters. They crammed together, and Billy Bunter gave
his minor a savage shove and sent him reeling back. He
scrambled upwu..rd himself, and burst out into the April sun-
shine in the old chapel, white and panting with fear.

Sn'nmv emerged o minute later, gnspmg.
o . “You rotter !
" Dow sbeuldns have gob in

them-
t from
ey were

the wa; snarled Bunter.

I've Tete Wharion's lamp

“Oh dear! Ow! I shall be illl
there! Ow!"

* Blow Wharton's lamp! Oh!” gasped Sammy. * Do you
think it was a—a—a ghost ?”

“I—1 supposs 01" Bunter cast a glance of dread buck

at the entrance to the crypt. * Let's get out of this!”

Aud they got out.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Change for a Sovereigm.
ARRY WHARTON & CO. came back to Greyiriars at
dusk, very well pleased, wpon the whole, with the
A afternoon, in spite of tho * frost” that the picnic in
the old priory had proved. They were still very rauch
puzzled by the mystery of the lunch-basket. But it seemed
as if they would not be able to unravel it.
Upon reflection, it seemed unlikely that Bunter had mdcd
it. and if it wae mmnhndf else who had been hidde
ruins of the priory, ho had leit no sign behind, excepting the
burn: match in the vault. As the lunch-basket Bad “only
been horrewed from Mrs. Mimble, the chums of the Remove
hed the pleasure of paying for it, Mrs. Mimble ngreemg
tu |he money if the basket was recovered—an unlikely

tﬂmg with Mre. Mimble, the juniors went into the
ouse, and they scovered at onee that something
usual way “on.” Fellows were coming in from the river
the playing-fields, and & crowd was gathering in the
oom passage, and the chums discovered Billy Bunter
e centre of it. e Owl of the Remove appeared té be
centre of Ktlrucudu
Funter was holding forth, and Harry Wharton &
acd_the crowd of fellows, to learn what was going
Most of the juniors were laughing. It wee very
:t Bunter's statements, whatever they were, wera
corded the amount of credence ususlly given to
statements—none at all.
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“ Idaguet

In the flickering llght of the candles, surrounded by an eager, excited crowd of junlors, Harry W'h-rlai and
Yernon-Smith faced each other, “Go it, ye cripples!” sang out Bob Cherry.

{See Chapter 1

said Bunter.

T nssure you tollogs t}m j¢s perfectly true
“There he was, h horribla evos that
lared like—like ﬁru, yuu ]mow T oy ng like—

ke mn)ﬂupq
You bet " said F!!her T. Fish.
“ Oh, really, Fi sh—'
* Bunter been sceing ghosts?" asked Wharton, Ilughmg
**¥es," grinned Temple, of the Fourth. "“ He's been
sxplorin; !g the passage £rumhthehcrv?t, and he found the ghost
i

of Gregtriars thero.” Ha

he passago from the crypt!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
"Ez:,(, hat! Then it was Bunter who raided the lunch-busket,
after all I

Ho burst through the grinning crowd, and caisght the fat
junior by the collar, and shook him.  Bunter wriggled in his

Eray
v, aw, ow! Don't sh-shake mo like that, you fathead !
You'l ‘make my gi-gig-glasses fall off, you silly as, and

““hura: the grubi”

* And if they bib-bib-break, you'll have to pip-pip-pay for
them !I' stuttered Bunter, -

‘* Where's the lunch-basket " roared Bob Cherry, * Look
here, you chaps, we wera going to picnic in the ald priory,
and snmebad} was hanging round the ruins, and raided our
grub ! If that porpoise hao been along the secret passage,
that's what he went for '

1 dtd—dn‘]—d\d—"
" pxcleimed Nuge
ronred Bunter. 1 d- dun 1

; I did-did-didn"t
“What were you doing in the u'ndcrgrvun:! pus!nge, then 1™
demanded Bob Cherry.
Mu;mz'r Lisrary.—No.
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“T went to explore it!" gasped Bunter. "“Ow! Lemme
alone! I had Jonly got half-way through, when I saw the
gig-gig-ghost "

“Rats I"

M On my honnan" said Bunter, with a great deal of

demanded Bob Cherry. * My ‘dear chap,
You've nover given & sign of having

you haven't any !
'

"m. really, Cherry—""
* Ho says he came on the ghost of Groyfriars in the under.
ground Ea!snge i chunl:lm‘] Bolsover, of the Remosve. “1

suppose he saw a shadow.”
‘It was the ghost, or else somebody dressed up
ghost 1" said Bunter. **I had a Light, and I saw him Rloarly,

I'had Wharton's bike lantern—'
*Tho dickens you did!”
" Did you bring it back 1"
‘“Oh, no! 1' m sincercly sorry, but when I saw the ghost
I dropped it——
“Dropped the ghost!” asked Nugent.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ No, you mss; I dropped the lantern, and I think it
broke—

““You chesky young villain!" roarcd Wharton.
twelve-and-six for that lamp.'

T shall ooy for it, of Sourse!” said Bunter, in a vory
dignified way.  I'm expecting a postal-order this evening,
und I slmll seme for the lamp at once !

“Yes; I think I can seo you doing it!" grinned Bob
Cherry. * You'd better make him go back and fetch the
lamp, \‘i barton, and the glass can he mend,

wouldn't go back into that

exchimed Wharton angrily.

“I gare

e
pa:saga for—for

By FRANK BICHARDS.
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posuds ™ aid Billy Bunter, “T've bad enough of 11 Fou
can go if you like I'"

* ¥0u blessed funk 1 said Wharton. .,
“Well, you'd funk going if you'd seen what I've seen!
said Billy Bunter. “1 date say soud funk going i oy

i

Ass!" " i
¥ don't know,” said Vernon-Smi
{rinrs, with his unpleasant sneer.
into tho passage and fetch the lamp,

"Daﬁeu think I'm afraid, you ass
Well, yes, I do, as & matler of fac

Wharton flashed angrily. There was bitter blood between
himself and the Bounder, since the contest for the captaincy
of the Remove, in which Harry Wharton had proved tha
victor, “The Bounder had donc his very best since then 1o
prove a thorn in the side of the now Form captain,

#Oh, don’t row with the Bounder " said Dob Cherry,
puiting his arm through Wharton's and drawing him away.
" He's not worth it !”

The chums: of the Remove walked away together. They
left the crowd: of fellows still listening to tho wandrous
descriptions of the ghost Bunter had seen. Billy Bunter
had a fertile im.

the Bounder of Gray-
Let's see you go alone
Wharton 1"

ination worthy of a poet or a newspaper
reporter, and he drew thrilling pictures of what he had and
had not seen.’ How much of his yarn was to be_ believed

‘El_! a puzzle, which the juniors solved by belicving ueone
of it.

Wharton amnd Nugent wont inta No. 1 Btudy 4o do their
E:apnrntkm. They were busy at their work when Billy

unter cama in_ half an hour later.

The fat junior blinked deprecatingly through
Elasses. on’s hand had slidden towards an ¢

“1 say, you fellows-—""

Frank Nugent pointed to the door.

““ Buzz off 1" he said laconically.

*It’s about that lamp "' said Bunter.

“Have you fetched 1t back 1" asked Harry,

Bunter shook his head.

“Oh, no! I—I ean't go back into the pasrage! TIf you'd
teen that grisly skeleton, with the bones rattling and the
chains clanking—""

“ A skeleton 1" asked Nugent.

““Yes; a_frightful skeleton, with gleaming jaws and
glistening ribs——"

“Didn't Jou say he was dressed like an old monk of
Groyfriars 1
**Yes, certainly; in fowing robes and—"

“ Well, if he was dressed in flowing robes, how could you
sec that he was a g\i’ddy skeleton, with gleaming ribs and
things ¥'* demanded Nugent.

em! You see—— I——. Ahom!"

'[“ Yes; I can sec you are lying!” said Wherton. " Buzz
of

*“But about the lamp,” said Bunter, changing the subject.
“I don't want you to be put to a loss. You say the lamp
cost twelve-and-six ?

Y

his big
ny ruler.

give me seven-and-sixpence change
for the lamp " said Bunter, with

* he repeated.

£ out a fat hand. Nugent
& ruler, and the Owl of the Remove
*'Oh, unll{‘.’ Nugent—""

harton.
“it's like this. I'm

~order this evening for a sovereign, and
aand it to_you entire, if you give me the
change. You might as well hand that
1I..--: rather short of money. It will be all the
sap
5 will _exclaimed Wharton wrathfully,

ou are going to spoof me cut of seven-and-
bieaking my lamp?”
it's all the same to

. I suppose, if you have

sang Nugent softly

e.
ive you two seconds to get out of this study I he said

r back to the doorway.
t I say, you fellows .
Wharton stepped tbwards him. The Owl of the Remove
rolled hurriedly out into the passzge.
Vharton slammed the door. "
A voice yelled through the keybole the next moment.
Tue MaeNer Linrart.—No. 217.
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“Yah! You're afraid to go into the secret passage to
fetch the lamp! Cow ! Yah|"

Harry Wharton tore the dno:mnpnn_. There was & sound
of fiying feet in the passage, Billy Bunter was gone.
Wharton closed the door of the study sgein, and returned to
his work with a knitted brow.

“  THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
« Wharton Accepts the Challenge.
OHNNY BULL loocked into No. 1 Study a litile later,
J '.rlglh a cheerful grin. Yll]fhlrm and Nugent bad fnithed
their prep., and were about to go %
i Cgmilrj»g for & sprint round the Close I asked Bull.

“Right you are!” .
‘It was dark in the Close, only a few stars glimmering im
the sky. Nine o'clock rang out from the clock-tower ns the
juniors quitted the School House. Mark Linley had joined
them at the door, and the four juniors crossed to the gravel

ath. Harry Wharton & Co, generally bad o sprint before
£ riyeep themselves fit. The evening was very fine,
the close of a beautiful day in early {gnl.

The foar juniors sprinted down the path to the e
Gosling, the porter, was standing at the doorway of his lodge,
and Nugent hailed him.

iScen tho organ-merchants again, Gossy, old men 7"

ed.

! Which I , Master Nugent,” he replied. f

The juniors stopped. They were surprised by the informas
tion. They had not expected that Felice Cesare and his
«l:w.mrndc of the barrel-organ would come back to Greys
riars.

*You don't mean to say they brought the organ back '
ceked Wharton.

t the horgan, Master Wharton,” said Gosling; “and

¢ was only one of them—the raskil who laid his.’ands
cn mel He come back by ‘imself !

“Cesare, he_ca imsclf,” said Johnny Bull—"a
descendant of Julius of that ik, I dare sey. What did he
want, Gossy #""

“T'dunno " growled Gosling, I se im "anging shout
in the road by the wall, and I calls to ’im, and tells 'im
T'll set the dog on ’im if he don't bunk! ’E shows 'is teeth
‘e was a dog isself, and bunks |"
What on earth could he want?” said Nugent, puzzled.
You remember what Fishy said, FD“ chaps? " That Italian
hap may be on the make, after all.” o
shouldn’t wonder."”
{ 1 sees 'im agin, I'll set the dog on "im, and no error !"
said Gosling, “ me I says is this ‘ere—we don't want them
illy furriners erc!”

hat " exclaimed Bull suddenly.

ere "

Johany Bull pointed in the direction of the gate. Outside
in the road a dim figure could be scen, and & dark, swarthy
{ace was pressed against the bats of the gate. Two gleaming
black eyes were staring into the dusky quadrangle.

“The Italian I”* i

Goeling uttered an exclamation :

" My heye! ’Ere he is again!"

The porter caught up a stick, and rushed down towards the
school gates. The swarthy face vanished at once.

The juniors continued their sprint round the Close in a
state of wonder. What did the Italian want et Groyfriars?,
It seemed progty clear that he was no ordinary orgunman,
and that he had some interest in the school apart from
collecting coppers for the doleful tunes played on the hurdy-

gurdy.

“Fish might have been right,” Wharton said, s they
returned to the School House. * The fellow may be hanga
ing about hero for what he can get. 1t's curious.”

‘He doesn’t striko one us being & cracksman, though,™
said Mark Linley doubtfully.

* Well, no; I shouldn't think so.
thief, as Fishy calls it.
hnnfung round the school. _

The juniors thought about it a good deal before bed-
time. There was something in the swarthy face and glitter-
ing eyes of the Italian that impressed "itself upon their
minds. Yet it seemed rather too far fetched to imagine
that the man had any scheme of robbing the schocl. He
would hardly have shown himself so npenlz if that had been
his inteotion. What he could want at Greyfriars was a
mystery,

“ Bed-time, you kids!" Wingate said, looking into the
junior common-room, as Harry Whartol Co. were dis-
cussing the matter; and the Remove marched up to their
dormitary. ) .

In the dormitory, while the Remave were turning in, the

More likely & sneak-
,,Hemust have some reason for

ad?® " TOM MERRY'S MASQUERADE 1 1= ate gosk's, gRM ", Lvrary.



talk ran on the dubject of Billy Bunter's mysterious adsen:
ture. The pmlors pnnlatad in tnkmy :t comically, much to
the annoyance of the Owl of tho Rem

“ Anyway, I'll jolly well bet that ncne of you dare go
into the secret passuge and fetch the lam :{mnk!" said
Bunter spitefully. ou can cackle as much as you
but ou wouldn't dare to do it.

h I 'll get it back to-morrow !” said Wharton.

thrmn swung rcmnrl upnn the fat junior. A reply like
that from s “rotter” like Billy Bunter was not to be
tolnrnlad }:f the captain of the Remove.

“ What did you say " he exclaimed sharply.

Billy Bunter promptly retreated behind Vernon-Smith.
Wharton's lip curled. He saw at a ﬁlnm‘c that the Eounder
had a hand in the matter now,-and had inspired the Owl of
the Remove with his unusual courage.

“I said rats !” retorted Billy Bunter.
BO into l.he cr t after cznrk. ah!"

“Why, yon fat P —
*Yah! nuu a funk!

“You're afraid to

Yah!'!

Wharton made a movement towards Billy Bunt
‘Vernon-Smith stood in the way, and Harry Wharton paus
hing his hands,

vou looking fnr trouble, 8mith #"* he exclaimed.
The Bounder sneered
“You're nob goin
unpleasant truths,” lho said.

Remove, and the Remove have a right to,
skipper not to be s funk, That's my opinion.”
ear, hear!" said Bolsover and Snoop wgethe-

Wharton turned orimson.

“Do you think I'm afraid to go into the crypt?” he ex-
claimed.

“1 know you are,” said Vernon-Smith.

“ Pyt up your hands, you cad !’

Tho dormitory door opencd.

 Get into bmf you kids " said Wingate, frowning. * Now
then, no rowing here. Tumble in at once, or you ‘Il hear
from me.”

And the threatened encounter topped. The Remove
turned in, and W:nfﬁta ulnninuhcd lhu light and retired.

h mlo Bunter for telling you
ou are captain of the
expect their

As soon as the door had -closed behind the uphln of Grey-
friars, the voices of the Removites broke out at anc

“Are you going to fetch the lamp, Wharton? I Biped the
thm sp-telul voice of Snoop.

“No!" growled Whart

 Funk ! said \'mun Smith.

Wharton st up i

“TLook hare, 8 nmth—

‘ If you don't want to be ealled a funk, you'd better prove
thet you're not one,”’ yawned the Bnunder. “A Form cap-
um is ealled upon to show some pluc!

#Go and fetch the lamp yourself, you cad!" said Frank
Nugent.

'S0 T will,” said the Bounder promptly, *if Wharton will
xwg and gwe the place to a better man.’

hear I'* said Bolsover.

b 1} tho follows think L should go and get-the lamp, T'll.go

wllhn 1y enough,” said Harry Wharton angrily.

o Enew that the Bounder was {rying to provoke him, but
It. was too galling to be called a funk—and he realised that
if ho did not take up tho challenge, » good many of the
Remove would believe the Bounder’s ecousation. And
Harry Wharton was not afraid to venture into the crypt
after dark, unpleasant as the task would be. He had courage
Ear eater thin iunm at.

Well, go, n!" said Bolsover. *If anybody called
me a funk I'd ge, to prmo that I wasn't.

“Oh, ynu o a ass!” said Bob Chm-_y

21 u fellows," came a voice from Bunter's bed,
“don't yml !I.unk it's hmu we had a new Form captein?
Ide; ise o coward m; ? f 1

ou must feel a frightful amount of contempt for your-
o uckled John Bull.

eall B —"

"Yuu d better go Wharton,” said Mark Linley. * These
silly asses will never let you hear the end of it if you don't.
And «hen vou como back, I should think that even Smith

have the dscency to beg your pardon.”

bkt I l1 do that—if he goes," said the Bounder.,

Wharton slipped out of bed.

*You've called mo a

“T'l go fast enough,” he said.
funk, Smith. I'll go into the crypt, just to prove to the

felloivs that you've lied; and to-morrow I'll call on you to
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put the gluv-s on wu,h me in the gym. for giving me the
trouble.

“T shall be ready,” drawled the Bounder. * But T won't
E;E‘ you unlss you bring the lamp back. I'm not going (o
fght 2 funk.”

“ Can't be expected fo,” said Sno

Whacten begen to drsss hitmelf quictly i the durkness
He was feeling very angry. but he meant to go through with
the task now.

‘ You're going, Harry " asked Nugest, sitting up in bed.

“Yes, Frank

“Shall T coms with you?’

“If he's afraid to go ulnne‘ sneered the Bounder.

“I'm going alone, Franky,” said Wharton guietly.
Farll ‘cotne and alp gau vt of tho windaw, and. wait
" said the Bounder, ’l‘?lm out of bed
ik of lenving the dorm. and getting spotted

for you, if you li
i Hare he
by che prefects
ou can do as you like.”
Bolsover joined the Bounder. Nugent and Bob Cherry
turned out of bed, too. Wharton put on a pair of rubber

sho

“Where did you loave the Jamp, Bunter " he asked.

“ Half-way along the pessage,” said Billy Bunter. "I
had just reached the cell in the wall there, when I saw tho
horrible spectre-

““Oh, don't pilo it on!” said Dob Cher

“He was sitting there, clanking hm c]xnms. and his

sk

“Shut up!" roared Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton moved uictly towards the dormitory
door. He ‘opengd if Tho light in: the possage had been
turned out, ns it generally was when the juniors were in
bed. From the passage window it was ensy to descend by
means of the thick, r.luaxmg ivy into the Close.

Frank Nugent opened the window mfl.l%

 Here's o lantern, Harry,” whispered Bob; “ and a box
of matches."” . $
' Thanks, old man!"

Mind how you X down."

“ That's all right.

Wharton swung himself out of tha window. The darkness
swallowed him up in o moment, and the juniors abovo
lnutene& anxiously to the rostling of the ivy as he descended.

low from darkness below announced that he
had Tandod safely.

‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Encounter,

ARRY WHARTON looked cautiously about him, and
erossed the dark Close in the divection of the ruined
chapol. It was very dark in the quad. The moon,

which was rising, was as yet hidden by banks of
heavy clouds. A few silvery rays ped through, and
glimmered upon the windows. of the Sehool House.

Wharton's faco was set as he tramped on. Dark as it was,
ha rhd not slacken his speed; ho knew every inch of tis

e captain of the ove was feeling very angry.
Hn had beea badgered into undertaking this task, and the
closer he camo to it the more unpleasant it soemed. But he
was not one to falter in anything he had undertaken.

He kept his oyes well about him as he wenl.. it was far
from impossible that ho might be **spotied” by some master
or prefect making his rounds Iate at night. And any junior
found out of his dormitory at that late hour was certain of
& severe punishment—especially the Form captain, who
should: naturally have been rather more than less circum-
geot in_his conduct than tho rest of the Form. The fact

at hs had been challenged, and called a funk, would not
ba Inkc]y to excuse him in the eyes of Mra Quelch or the

Hurry Wharton reached the old chapel, and entered the
ruins.
Dark end silent lay the masses of shattered masonry.
He made his way among them cautiowsly, and approached
the steps that led into the nryé!t beneath the chapel.
here was o door at the head of the stairs, which had onca
been kept fastened to g‘:uvm juniors from venturing into
the unsafe recesses of secret passages below the school.
Some adventurous fellows who wanted to explore the crypk
!nd broken the lock, and it had never been mended since.
was Gosling's duty to see to it, and Gosling was not
alwns az: keen ns he should have been on gotting his dutics
one.
‘Wharton found the door leading into the er;
just as it had been left by Billy Bunter an
their flight.

wide open,
Sammy after
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A noisome breath came from within, .and he shivered,
Courageous as he was, and although he did not believe
that any real danger lurked in those dark recesses, the Jjunior
halted for & momen

te place was so dark and silent end solitary that it
struck him with a chill to the very marrow of nes.
_ From the clock-tower in tho distance came tho chimes of
half-past ten.

The sounds echoed faintly through the ruined chapel and
the hellow erypt below, and st desolately upon Whai-
ton's ears. :

For a moment he stood undecided, and almost made up
kis mind to go back, and throw the enterprise up altogether,
_ But the thought of the mockery he would meet with in
the Remove dormitory, and the triumph of the Bounder,
restrained him.

He had undortaken 4o go, and be could not retreat now .

without confessing that the Bounder’s insinuations were well
founded, and that he ** funked " 3

esides, what was there to bo afraid of 7 Darkness and
damp could not hurt him, and he was no coward.

He descended courageously into the cr_v}:t.

There he struck & match and lighted the lantern. He
could not do so before, in case the light should be seen from
the school. A light in the Close at that hour would certainly
have caused inquiry if it had been observed.

The erypt was durk aud gloomy. Opposito the stairs
opencd the narrow aperturs in the stone wall which gave
access to the secret passage. The stone door which had once
concealed the opening had long : n removed.

Wharton crossed the crypt with a firm step, and entered
the passage. . Z

It was no darker than by day, for no ray of sunlight ever

cnctrated to those gloomy depths; it was no mare silent,

or no sound from the upper earth could enter through those
heavy walls of stone. But it seemed diffcrent, somehow—
pidnight, and the terrors of midaight, scomed fo encompass

im.

A lizard whisked across his path, and a toad blinked from
a recess in the erumbling stone, and scuttled away from the
light, and he started.

. Then, impaticnt
junior strode forward.
ilence as of the grove encompassed him. .

He strode steadily forward, his rubber shces making no
sound upon the fingitones with which the paesage was paved.

The light of the lantern gleamed ahead of him, causing
strange shadows to play on the stone walls, and in the
recesses of the passage. =

He knew where was the spot described by Bunter, half-way
through the subterrancan passage to the old priory.

Sudderily he started, and came to a halt.

A deep, echoing sound had come dully and heavily through
the close air.

What was it?

He swung round, and leoked back. The sound had come
o behind him—he was certnin of that. What had caused
some old stone crumbling from its place, er—or what?
stened intently, The sound was not repeated. Could
¢ been caused by the door of the erypt slumming in the

But there was no wind, and the door wns heavy.
it was closed, it mattcred little, ns thero was no
ening upon it. He would only have to push it from

to make it open again,
¢ listened for a lulF minute, with straining ears, but
there was no repetition of the sound,

He pressed on his way again.

He was drawing near to the old cell which marked the
middle of the long passage, and he kept his eyes about him
now for the broken lantern.

He had to take that back with him, as a proof that he had
made the venture. failed to it, and returned
empty-handed, Vernon-8mith & Co. would declare that he
bad been no further than the erypt. He kuoew thak.

He uttered a sudden low exclamation.
re light of the lantern had fallen upon something that
on the stone floor—something that gleamed and glittered
o rays.

“as the acetylene lamp.

The lamp, brightly polished and glittering, threw back
rars, and theimkun glass that lay round it glittered, to

lamp lay just where Billy Bunter had dropped it
was any mysterious lurker in the subterranean recess

d not disturbed it harton reached the lamp, and

red to securo it. His grasp had just closed upon the

bandle, when o sudden sound smote upon his ears.

It was the sound of deep breathing—the deep,

b ing of a sleeper. -

a moment the blood rushed to Wharion's heart

He was not alone in the subterranean passage

Tur MieNET Lisrary.—No. 217

Read the grand new stor
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b himself for his nervousness, the

steady

Someone eles was the meone. close at hand, whose

re—80] £
brenthing came clearly through the silence and the

dee
A« Luiibiza To. 6 bacd sud tbe:brolin lamip: b the

Wharton stood half-stooping, petrifed.
o“]‘?‘:;h?;m m.ﬁfa ulzmﬂ sound, or tge :ﬁuﬁ: of the broken
glass as he moved the lamp to lift it reached alert ears. The
steady breathing stopped suddenly, and there was dead
allonce in the DAREY. tant followsd; the rustling of clother,
as someone moved. 2 ,.

Wharton's heart beat like o hammer. )

In the cell opening out of the passage, just round the
corner of the stone wall and out of his sight, was someone—
whom ? (hink

to think.

B e e artagag 1o ibé vadins of tha lickn

light, and he caught a momentary glimpse of a monkish robe
1. .

mA :r;o:f ‘terror broke from his lips, and he spun ronnd and

ran.

B , that sudden and fearful sight was too
e e e Tad mob T i iy e
“K’ill;]u Eg-u;o o t.

angtghi:d,, swishing on the stone, came the rustle of the
monkish garments, and he knew that he was haingg:ursu,,d,

The being—whatever and whoever it was—was following
him.

it. .
madly slong the passage.

boy's heart scemed to leap into his mouth.

e e e acond 1o blow out the Iantaca, that its light
might not betray him, and then he ran on like a deer.

o came panting and gasping into the crypt, and dashed
across it in the pitchy darkness, stumbling over loose stones.

‘He clambared up the steps,.and plunged st the doorway,
and recled back from the hard wood of the docr.

e romembered the sound he had ‘heard; the door had
closed, after all, wind or no wind. It apened outwards, and
ac there was no [astening, it should not have resisted his
rush upon it. . He threw out his hands upon the wood, and
pushed frantically, but the door did not budge.

From behind, in the dense darkness, came that horrible
rustling. The fearful figure of the eubterrsnean passege
was drawing closer to him, and the door was fast. :

The full horror of it flashed upon Wharton,

Somehow, he could not tell how, the door had been
fastened outside, by accident or design;_he had not time to
think. It was fast. He wasa Enwm-r in the crypt, and the
unknown something, the being edlml_ duu]xtbed mdzt? sleep
in the s nean passage, was drawing cloter and closer—
cln:::f, “‘!ﬁ":[."im breath fanned his cheek as he crouched in
tarror on the stairs. 5

« &« s a4 « T » 4 v ‘= a2 @

At the window in the dormitory passage, the four juniors
waited quietly for Harry Wharton's return. He was certain
to be gohe somo time, and if they left the window unfastened,
he could return easily enough without their assistance. But
they resolved to wait for him; at all events, Bob Cherry and
Frank Nugent did. Probably Vernon-Smith and Bolsover
had other thoughts in their minds. Before ten minutes had
elapsed, the Bounder uttered a suppressed exclamation.

“ Cave .

There were footsteps on the stairs. The lower hall was
lighted, and looking over the banisters, the juniors could
sce the form of Loder, of tho Sixth, the mcst unpopular
prefect at Greyiriars.

' Loder !"" muttered Nugent.

There lse to be done. The prefect would
The S othing else to be done. e prefect woul
kave fen:a:agy lllciﬁerl to catch the juniors out of theix
dormitory, and report for punishment to their Form-master ;

but they did not mean to gratify him to that extent.

1f he discovered them at the window, too, he would be
to examine the [astenms of the window, and to fasten

. and Harry Wharton would be shut out.

The four juniors scuttled sileritly along the passage.

Nugent, and Bob Cherry, and Bolsover whipped into bed.

They heard the footsteps of the prefect pn‘zfdalcug the

ed.

nassace, and die away. Bob Cherry sat up in

“ He's gone 1" he said.

* Quict I said Bolsover. .

* But he's gone. We can get out again—"'

“Stay where you are. It means that he's on the watch”
e=id tha Bully of the Remove, ' You know how he would
Jike to catch us napping. And if he’catches us, he will

2% * TOM MERRY'S MASQUERADE 1" 1= = enk s S5 g >
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The armoured figure clanked up the hall towards the astounded House-master, The juniors yelled with

laughter, and even the masters who were present “could not help smiling. *D'Arcy |” gasped Mr. Railton,

©Yaas, sir, Here I am, I was tryln"this get-up on, and it won't come off,” said Arthur Auguslns,!n great

distress. “1 trled to get It off, sir, and the beastly thing won't budge!™ (An amusing incident in ** TOM

| MERRY'S MASQUERADE," the splendid long, com tale of the famous chums nf St. Jim's, which is

contained in this week's isswe of our popuwlar Companion Paper, the “ Gem” Library, Price One
Pumy ) Order a copy to-day.

examine the window. You don't want Wharton to be shut And the other fellows thought o, too. After all, tha
have to ring up the House to gat in Bounder of Groyfriars knew his own business best. _And any
discovery by Loder would be fatal to ﬂt\ru Wharton's
chance of re ng the dormitory undetected
ernon-Smith. ovites waitad in 8 state of considerabla
3 ¥ anxiety. Vernon-Smith did not come in, and they wondercd
. become of him. 1f he had hidden in one of the
“He hasa't come into the dorm. with us!" exclaimed other dormitories, it was curious that he did not return to his
Nugent own as soon as the coast was cloar. That might mean that
“"My hat!" Loder suspectal something, and was on, the watch in the
as Loder got him, T wonder?” exclaimed Johnng Bull, passage, and that Vernon-5 t. The anxicty af
rd chocse on Smithy if he hus, I guess,’ remarked the juniors incroased as tho minuts Pumed, aid e Bownder
Fish did not ap
going_to_&ee,” sai slipping out of 1> d At the same time, the Boundor, as n matter of rm wan
gain. *'Smithy is a cad; by I'm  climbing down the ivy from the passage window.
not oing to leavs h;—n in the lurch. waited till Loder was gone, and had then fulluv\e
atier stay thers,” said Bolsover unel track of Harry Wharton. The Bounder's face wore a sa rm"
take care of himsell. He may bave dod| smile as he dropped from the ivy to the ground.

e all together, an

‘her dorms." His plan lind been mada beforehand. He had intended to
** Havk 1" c]acu.m-d Micky Desmond. raise a falso ulnrm to get rid of the juniors from the passage
‘ Bottar lie low !" said Bolsover. window, and the coming of Loder had saved him the trouble.
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Thn Bounder hurrleﬂ away in the direction oi the old clu 1.
He T s, badgerod 3 "bantans frto
\cnturmg into the crypt simply for the Dlxrpoin of mﬂ:chn
a troublesome and “nekun“ task upon his successful riv.
in the cunteat for the captaincy the Remove. o
Bounder’ nthnna went further than that. It was his intention

to fallow arton secretly to the old chapel, andto closo the
door of the crypt upon him, and give orough auu.
and the uoldr{g pro-

arted and unscrupulous
ceeded tn carry ‘out that plan w1th er!ocs“unﬁen.
Tt was onsy enough 10 do. ' He Enew his way sbout the
huned chapel quite well in the darkness. He reached the
sm:w‘f to the crypt, and pushed the heavy door shut. It
creaked dismally upon its hinges, and closed with a heavy
t!:nd & sound that reached Harry Wharton's ears, as we
bave seen, in the subterrancan passage. -
'l‘he Bounder chuclkled softly.
To jam several fragments of stone under the edge of the

exel
to me The Bounder chuckled again

“I rather thml: he will be sorry he entered the or ot a.t

sl ,? the youn rascal muttered complacently, and {ay
time he's been there for an hum— or two, he

himsel{—hang him! I'll get back now, and I'll be the o

to volunteer to go and look for him; and as I lhl" OPI.II !hc

door, no ove will suspect how it came to be faste:

And the Bounder chuckled again.

His chuckle died away suddenly.

There was a clink in the -hnduw:r ruins of the chapel, s a

stone moved under a footstep.

The Bounder started.

He had believed that he was alone in b
possible that Wharton had elread,
emerged ? The Bounder turned col
was the case, he
cowardly revenge.
d upon his mind what the Remove would say—and
do—if ‘they knew, if they found out that his challenge to
Wharton had been only a Y device for luring the Form-captain
into the crypt, at his mercy, so that cuuld take his
mwnrd]* revenge upon him,

will be sorry (or

W
k, &
Ii ﬂuﬁ

hia fas
at the Lhwght
very act of his

been caught in

Bul &\lrei_f it could not be W‘hnrlnn, it must be ono of the

r fellows come to look The Bounder

hu eyes in the darkness, hls ham beating nuzently. He
could see nothing but the dim, almost formloss masses of

fallen masonry. * Who was it that was moving in the ruins so

closo to him, yet unseen ?

His heart was beating so loudly that it seemed to him that
he could hear its beats. The moon climbed past the banks
of_clouds, and a glimmer of light fell into the ruins.

Bounder, crouching n!nlus'. the entrance of the.crypt,
ezared sbout him snxiously. A dim, shado: form for a
uioment loomed up in the glimmer of mocnl.lwz
Varnon-Smith caught his breath.

re was too tall for that of a junior, ard it must be
ter or & pr efect—a mlamr{: ulk! Hae was
’i gure was coming dxrcct{_'r towards him, had

ook his courage in both hands as it were.
ught ; and it was bolder and safer to awn

"ed r.hu he had left the dmmltory to explore n?é
ght he would be punished hm. the master would

B kookmF at the door of the . And Vernon-

was feverishly anxious to get th mevmhle interview

before Wharton began hammering on Lh: inner side of

oor. That might come at any minute n

Bounder made up his mind.” He rose mect and walked

towards the dim Egure.

hou ple:se, sir-

wa udden in
'llu- Bnund:r hurried ol
“Iis L su'AVEHlDI) Snmh.
He brol 3
For from the dimly-secn form cama & sharp exclnmn;iun
~that made the hlood rush to his heart with terror

istinguishable exclamation.
I left the dorm—

acen

Hn “knew tha Italian voice—he knew that the ejaculation

was Iralian. Annthm momem and he knew the dusky face
and the gleamin,

it vt TiehianeFeliee Cosmro—the man who had com
into the Close of Greyfriars with the hunchback and lha

orgaa.

or o moment Vernon-Smith’s heart stood still with fear.

What was the man doing there? He remembered hearing
tho juniors say that Gosling had said the Italian had been
seen lurking about the school; he remembered Fisher T.
Fish’s surmise that thé man was spymg out the place, with
the intention of robbing it. It mns be so—clse why was he

AGNET Lizzary.—No.

-and it

I.J?e{';z, suznl.uag into the ruins of the old chapel in'the darkness .
of the nj
‘fhe Boder's blood almost fraze in his veins. Tor
sake of his reve.ngo upon Whnrbon, he had lu.'ed Is:msel[
in the power man
character ooulg be seen as the moonlight glaamed upon his
mnﬂhy fu-e and hard, glittering eyes,
““Oh!” murmured the Bounder. “Oh I-Inven "

i Psr baceal Clne " muttered the Itali

Vernon-Smith stumbled as he turned to ﬂ But the ruins
were round him, and tho broad-shouldered Italian blocked
up the rra_y of escap

advanced] upor. himi auickly. Hiia hands gray

ot Vernon e, e the Dousder: Herdly Enowing. whas
he did, steuck out at him savagely, and drove his way past,
A savage exclamation left the lips of the Neapolitan as he
reeled under the Bounder's hlnw, but his grasp tightened

upon Vernon-

Tho terrified junior opened his to ory for help,
Better discovery, better canings md utmga without number,
than what might await him at the hands of the Neapolitan
desperas

But a

werful hand was placed over the junior’s mouth,
oked back the cry he would have uttered.  The
Neapolitan had divined his intention. In the rwminl grasp
of Felice Cesare the Bounder was orushed to the ground, and
Il‘: knee was planted on his chest, the hand still pressing upon
moul
“ Silenzio )" multered a sava s volee; then in English:

“Bilence, of my knife! You understand?’

Felice Cesare could evidently speak Eﬁ?h’}i when he chose.

‘The Bounder understood only too well, and he col]npseo’
almost fainting, in the grasp of the Neapolitan ruffan.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
In Strange Hands,

et ILENCE, on your lifel”
The knife was no empty threat. Tn the dim
glimmer of the m(mnljghl Vernon-Smith caught a

glitter of steel, and dered.

Whe was this man? What did he want? Whoever and
whutever he waes, it was very clear that he was a desperate
wan; that his visit to the school with the organ had been a
mere pretence, and that he was upon some desperate errand
there.

Cesare removed his lw-d from the Bounder's mouth; lhlre
no fear now that the junior would utter a cry.

l er of cold steel in the moonlight was sufficient to Lnsure

thal

Speak in whispers, signorino,” said the Neapolitan, “Tf
ig)u Taise :mx: vcm:e you will raise it for the last time, caro.

‘ou_understand >

o 1.1 Vi mmtere«] Vernon-Smith.

Inwardly he was enathematising. his folly. DBut for his
revr.-ngn[uf spite, he might have Eeen safe in_the Remove
dormitory-—safe among his Form-fellows. He shuddered and
trembled as he lay in the mwer{ul grasp of tho Italian.

**Who are you?’ asked Cesa

“TT belong to this school."

The Neapolitan peered at him.

“I think I saw you nmong the boys to-day when I came
mth the orgl:.n," he said.

*Yes,

L “-hntynre you doing out of the schiool at this hour?"

was useless to lie. Vernon-Smith stammered out the
whole story in broken e
'lhc N:upalmn chuckled E;!mly
r bacco! You are a hater after my_own heart!” he
“ It would be bad for ;Du—]le_y’-ﬂ! I should tell this
nren.\' story to your masters.”

V..a ncn -Smith shivered,

“Yes! he muttered. .

“Hno no fear; I am_ not going
\Jnmln:n. rinnin, “So the

Wharton—is shut up in the erypt. 5

“Yes; or in the underground passage.’

“ Aud where does this pussage lead to?”

“'T'o a_ruined priory in the wood.”

“ And & man could pass through, and ga out inte the wood
that way?" asked the Italian, showing an interest Vernon-
Emith could not understand in the matter.

* Yes, easily.”

T shall not betray you Lo your masters, caro amico,” said
the Neapolitan. * But one good turn deserves another, as
ou English say. You must tell me something I want to

now, and you need say nothing about this meeting. Lei

i

to do s0,” said the
hn]—t'his boy vou call

b Yca. said Vermm Smith, understanding that that meant
“Did he understand ¥’

03 - g "
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“ Buono 1" said Cesare.
‘:Bubl_—buh if you are going %o rob the school it will come

u

Clsare uttered an exclamation.

"“_Eab t].%e sclhm:és’ aﬁre ynuh:f;#“

‘ernon-Smit! red up at in amazement.

to ses that this guess at the Neapolitan’s im.emﬁn:’:n::l:
mistaken one. =

“T—I thonght—"" he stammered.

Cesare ririn.ned.
10, You thought that 1 was hete 10 xob the school! Hs, hal

o, signorino; there is nothing in thi
X did ol come e o rob” : oo wiaol ta tempk, ma,

en—then why are you ere?”’ - il

HL AT Torkiag or & eipndri T el Vermon it
canfh S e Tialisn; end th

*8i, si!"” said the Italian; and the Ttalion “Yes”
sev ke he hising of o serpent an it i e
‘A_m‘l . Vernon Smith understood ' very clearly that the
*‘friend"” the Neapolitan was locking for would have no
causs to bless a meeting with Felice e. It was & fos
the man was seeking ; though why he should be secking him
within the precinots of Greyiriars Bchool was a mystery to
the junior,
_“1 ghink perhaps you
signorino,” said Cesare;

per bacco.”
& There—thore aze no Tialians harel” gespad the jusior
“My friend

Tho Neapolitan lsughed again sofily.
“Bui my friend is not an Italian,”” he said.
is an Englishman, he was once belonging to this school.
Do you understand? He js what you say, an old boy.”
“Ax old of Greyfriars?”’ said Vernon-Smith.
icuro! Certainly!” said the Neapolitar. ' And you
shall tell me if there is latcly come an old boy to visit the
=0

said the Bounder; “not since the Old Bo:

cl nd that was three weeks ago.” e’ Toster
1t is but twenty-four hours since he came.”

‘' At night?” ejaculated the Bounder.

“ Sicuro—at night.”

1 have not seen him, or heard anythin
Verpon-Smith, with an astonishment that
see ;ns gimu.m:.hi;' ‘What i&hw nga ?

“ Never mind his name, if you know nothing of him,” sai
the Neapolitan drily. * This man, Iyuu uumg rehend, holdi
somnething that heluﬁp to me, and T shall take it—perhaps
his life with it!” His white teeth fashed for a moment.
“PBut I guessed that he did not come openly. And in the
Clnscuhzriaftoda 1 et tléat_ tl_m;i;rere ruins, and 1 said to
myseli, ‘1f my dear friend is in hiding, i i
iding himself, Per bacco ! . thet, i rbers B &

% Oh, you think that he is hiding among the ruins here?”

azement.

can tell me something of hi
m:& if you know, you shull-t:ﬁ:

of him,” said
e ruffian could

Voron-Smith exclaimed, in am:

y !
“1 understand!_ That is quite possible, ol
B e 5 uht Dresking e Toralri e
may be the chap that Bunter met.” g

SWhat s that?” s

ernon-Smith burriedly explained. H,

to be able to give some information to o uly too wiad
knira glittering so near to him. Vernon-Smith would willingly
have Detrayed anybody and everybedy to the wman just then,
to put the ruffian into a humour with him. !

Tli,.- N%:lpohtlnmlutsltn lﬁd attentively.

* Per bacco! ink you are right!" h i i
3 doop brest, 10 g 55  ghos s o
the ghest story, having once been at thi i
hink ohie L ahall i my friond 11 “oheet! Seprisit

ere !

']'Ié:' N“Wi‘nm chnckllbd. .
“8icuro! For I was close upon his track on

he cumihed ; sad T pearohed tho 3oos. sl The pap 4nd
then 1 said to myself, he had climbed the wall of the school.
But theu it was dawn, and I could not search for him, But
1 shal find him; and I know that he came here. Per bacco!
Allulythn-"entram:e to this passage, you say, is here?”

5.
o Buono! I—"  The Neapolitan broke off suddenly.

Fmi{[ Crasht
t wa: a sudden, terrific eommotion in
oy Bakie the tatiened dooe was beatmg e
apparently with a heavy stone.
fernon Smith started.
“1¢'s Whartan!" he muttered.

Some-
upon it,

Crash!
o) he seemi to be muth prowed!® grh
Nooiotilan. * Perhups he bas ek our Triond the iomch. tog

has been frightened.”
Crash !

“Good heavens!” muttered Vernon-Smith, turni 0

I morec Shought of that 1T s i hing ahee

rbout that! It's enough to turn a chap' 5 kst
e Nacaryy » orail
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“1f he_has seen the ghost he shall tell me about him,"
said the Neapolitan, ** I will release him: You had better
g0, caro nmico—and say nothing about what has happened,
or you will be called upon fo explai W'i? &u hut your
schoolfellow up in_the crgpere!psvlﬂ“! fright” has
turned his brain. Ha, ba, ha!"

Vernon-Smith shuddered.

*‘ Heaven forbid!" 3

The Neapolitun rel him.

(ol And not s word! 1 do no harm hers; I merely
laokl for my friend, you un:iejitnrd'j] m;t i gu:mru. It
is ali simple. You may go! Dut the uth, or yeu
may s 1pm that P oS tsare has & poniard. G

" I shal nothing.”" =

vemnsﬂf.h, mlrﬁnli-ng in every limb, hurried away.

rash | T
Tt was the last blow on the door from inside. There was a
sound of the stona ratiling down the steps within, as it fell
from the hands of him who hil wielded it. 3
‘Che Ttalian glanced after Vernon-Smith as he disappeared,
ped to the door of the crypt and dragged away
the wedges of stone from the outside,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Friend In Need.

ARRY WHARTON in thoso few fearful minutes had
lived through a lifetime of horror. The discovery that
the door of the erypt was fastened on the outside had
almost stunned the unfortunate lad.

The rustling behind him was close—the dreadful form,
whatever 3t whs, was at the stairs he had mounted—a hot
breath came from the darkness and smote, eek.

Hardly knowing what he did in his excitement and terror,
Wharton drove out his fist, and it encountered something
lmlﬁJ in the bhckl_nn&. and there was g m

en a heavy fall!

The it | ehogver ho was, bad fallan under the heavy
and sudden blow, and rolled off the steps back into the crypi.

Wharton, his heart beating like o hammer, his back against
the door that would not budge, stood With his hands up on

ory-

Torror thrilled him still, but there was no longer su
natural dread mingled with it, for the refistance his knuckles
had encountered, and the sound of the heary fall and the
exclamation, had shown him that, whoever his enemy wa:
it was an enemy of blood. It was no spectre hav
ing the dusky depths of the subterranean passage, but a
human being, who had chosen, for reasons of his own, te
array himsoll in the old monkish garb

“You hound!” panted Wharton. Stard
back I” .

Thero was another exclamation.

He heard the unseen form rising, he heard once more the
rustling of the garments. But though he braced himself for
an attack in the d:rdknw. '_.hgoat{ id not come. Thers
was a rustle that died away into silence.

Wharton's sonses wore ingling, but he realized that the
unknown had retreated—that the presence was gone. Who.
ever and whatever it was, it had gone back the way it had
come, as if the words he had uttered had been enough to
exorcise it. 1 wh i i i

Whartor, remeined whero he was, panting, for some
minutes.  No sound came from the silence—the horror was
Db rolumming.

was it—what was it?

b s e ould not guess. But he felt afevorish
desire to escape {rom the cry‘:t before it should roturn. Thr
villain, whoever he was, might have gone for & light—for o
‘weapon.. At that thought Wharton turncd upon the fastenc
door and smote at it h:avi!g with his fists, and drove his
boots hard ngainst it. But the door did not budge.

The junior, gasping for breath, descended from the stone
stops and groped in the derkness till he found a stome. Me
clambered on the steps again, and begen ta beat upon the
door. Even if he alarmed the whole of Greyiriars, he m
escape from that fearful place. The crashing of the st
echoed with a sound like thunder through' the crypt and ti

asSAges.
sublerranenn D Wharton's hands at last, and orashed
down to the Bagstones below. The junior groaned. The
battering had had no effect upon tha door; it had nof budzed
the_fraction of an inch. N )

e wouiot % guinst the door, panting. What was he to do?
Ho could not open it, and af any moment that Thing might

You villain?

turn. .
“A‘:nhu roeled on the door he felt it move. His hlega:t
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bounded with joy. The door swung open, and he staggered
out into the open air.
Then his strength failed him, and he fell, and the moonlit
.ki and the ruins swam round him in a dizzy cloud.
omeone had opened the door from without—he knew that
—and that someone was bending over him holding something
to his A bitter taste burnt in Wharton's mouth, but
quid revived him. He sat up, and stared wildly
m. The Neapolitan replaced the flask in his pocket,
upported Wharton's head upon his knee, gently enough.
You are better, signorine 1" ;
Wharton gasped.
*Th Ital;
Felice Cesare nodded with a grin.
Exactly—the Italian!” he agreed.
l‘nr_ you, signorino.” .

T opened the door

Thank you I . i
lh:m::n "" said the Neapolitan, shrugging his broad

b ; t is a“pleasure to do you a small service,
signorino, _v_ll)enlyu\_l_ were so liberal with tho centesimi to-
day to the poor Ttalian music-merchant.” There was no sign
of the knife now, and Felice Cosarc’s voice was very soft.

Wharton stared at him. r -

" But what are you doing here at night?” he gasped.

I look for body—a friend of mi hom T suspect
of playing ghost for a good joke in the cellars here—what
vou call them?!"said the Neapolitan. N,

arton started. .

‘“Playing ghost? Then—-""

" You have secn someono?" asked Cesare, watching his
face narrowly as the moonlight gleamed upon'it, showing up
the deadly paleness of it. i

Wharton nodded, end panted. .

*Yes, a man. I—I was duffer enough to think it & ghost
for a minute. It came after me, but when 1 hit out I knew
it was & man. He's gone now. I—I nover had such a scare
in my life! Thank you for opening the door! I—I think 1
should have gone right off my dot if I hadn't got out of
that horrible place ! And Wgnrw“ passed his hand across
hu‘bmw, which was burning and clotted with perspiration.
\]' Itr\:'ns umf%{: tI?Isli“I::T] ITlou anhm. signoring,” said the
Neapolitan. "' T thin] im who play ick—a rascal
Who has robbed me, " BT E

Wharten started.

*“Robbed you?”

*“Sjcura! T laok for him because he have robbed me, and
soon 1 find him, I think well. He has fled, you say 1"

“Yes, ho has gone.’”

** And there is other end ta the possage, is it not so?"

“}:.“' it opens in the priory in the wood, off the Friardale
road.

“Buono! For the safety of the place it is best to close up
this door,” said the Neapolitan. *“He shall not get out this
way, is it not g0?" *

** Yes, yes!" said Wharton, with a shudd
. The Neapalitan closed the door of the crypt. He carcfully
jammed in fragments of stone under tha door, rendoring it
as sccure as it was before he hed opened it for Wharton.
He gmnncl as he secured the door.

* Per Bacro! It is secure now!" he exclaimed.

Harry Wharton staggered to his feot.

" Yes but I—T have left the lamp inside!".

Neapolitan grinn
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" You weuld not go in again for that, signorin
Wharton shudr]ere%. .
* No, not to-night. But—but you—you have no right here,
T thank fau for releasing me from that horrible pl but
vou would get into trouble if you were scen here,”” said
Wharton uncasily, ;

"I go at once!" said Cesare. *'1 am to look for my friend
who have robbed me, you understand. I think that he is
there. Now that the door is safe he must go by the other
end, and I go to stop him or to follow him. Capisca Lei?
have no more time to lose here. It is pleasure to have
served a noble signorino. Buona notte "

“Good-night—"" !

*You say nothing of having to have met me?” said the.
Neapolitan. 1 1 do not return. It is enough—
and you do not talk?" )

* Excopting to the fellows in the dormitory, not a_word.”
said Wharton. *T'm very much obliged to you, and if sou're
not coming iuto the school grounds again there's no need for
me to mention that you have been here.”

“Sicur! Buona notte I )

The Neapolitan moved out.of the ruins. Wharton followed
him, and watched him climb the school wall, and heard him
drop intg the road on the other side. He listened. In the
silence of the night he heard the footsteps of the Italian die
.nm.g in the distance. .

There was no doubt that the man was gone. And Wharton
was guite assured that he had no harmful intentions towards
Greytriars, whatever he might intend towards the man who,
us he declared,”had robbed hi And yet— If therc was
o chanco that the man had boen deceiving him, be hod no
right to allow the school to run risks.  The junior stop

uictly away to the kennel of the mastiff near Gosling's lodge.

n occasions when there had been burgleries in the neigh-
bourhood Gosling's ‘dog had been turned loose of = night,
and on s occasions it would. have fared ill with any
stranger .who had sought to enter the school ]Inx:mch'.
Wharten unfastened the dog’s chain wnd set him loose. IF
the Neapolitan kept his word, and did not return, thero was
no harm dome; if he had been deceiving the junior the
loosening of the dog made it impossible for him to do harm
or to return without the alarm being given. i

Leaving the dog loose in the Close, Harry Wharton hurried
back to the School House.

He clambered up the ivy, and found the window unfastened,
and in a couple nF minutes more he was inside, and stoaling
cautiously slong the passage towards the Remave dormitory.

H Here hoe is

“That you, Wharton, old man?”
“Glad you've got back![” 3

“The gladfulness is terrific, my worthy chum " murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The exclamations broke ‘ont in suppressed tones from the
Removites as Harry Wharton came mto the Remove dormi-
tory and clated the door softly behind him.

““YWhere have you been?” Frank Nugent exclaimed.

** What's kept you such a time?”
*Have you got the lamp?” demanded Bolsover.
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The man who had emerged from the vaults turned deathly white, and stag;:r:i-b'ank a pace. “Cesare!" His

mortal terror,

husky, scared voice reached the ears of the hidden juniors. It was easy to see that the man was a prey to
The next Instant the Italian came towards him with a bound.
he hissed. * At last!”

“ Geoffrey Doirain!”
(Se: page £0.)

“Blow the lamp!” said Bob Cherry. “ Has anything
Iugag‘cnod?"

* ¥es,” said Wharton quictly.

in bod. . He hud bédt ta'bod & quarbéc
n the Removites the explanation
a box-room while waiting for the
return to the dermitory. No one as
¥et doubted his statement, and he had the advantage of
telling his story fitst, before the Removites knew what had
happened to Harry Wharton.

" Have you got the lamp1"” the Bounder asked.

" No; I'left it just inside the crypt. The fellows can see
it thore for themselves to-morrow morning if anyone here
donbts my word,” said Harry Wharton very quirt]’y.

1 don't think anybody here doubts your word, old son,”
said Bob Cherry. “ But why the dickens did you leave it
inside the crypt after fetehing it out of the passage?™ .

MaerET Lisrant.—No. 217,

“Because I had to drop it and fight—and your lantern,
too,” said Harry Wharton.
“Fight?" yelled Bob. * Fight whom1"

“The g-g-ghost? said Billy Bunter. o
“Somcbody dressed. as o ghost, at all events,” said
Wharton quictly, sitting on_ his bed and breathnig hard.
“7 think I must have taken it for a ghost at first—T hardly
knew what I took it for—but I bolted.”

**Same as I did,” said Bunter.

‘' Yes, same as you did, Billy,”" said Wharton.
ved me, and Tan me down in the erypt.”
ood heavens ™
ou must have been in a blue funk,” said Bolsover.

“Yes,” said Wharton quietly, “I was in s blue funk. T
think you would have been, or anybedy, especially when you
found the door shut.”

* The thing
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** How could the door be shus” said Russell. “ There's no
Tastening on it.

* Bomeone had mnnu‘ged to fasten it from the outside,” said
Wharton. ‘I for u.nd it blocked—shut. I ecouldn’t open it.
I hammered and hammered, and then the Thing was upon
me. I hit out at it, end it fell. I wonder I didn't go out

of my senses then, shut u E‘ in the dark with the creature.
But it left me, and then the door was o nud after T had
I.ned.to hammer |t open with a stone, an

Very o said Vnmnn-Sm:tl\
the dnur sl1ould gst blnci:ed a.hut in that wa,

Very cuious, indecd, Harry h.mm, in an
bminous tone—'*so jolly c'uncus. Smith, "that we' ledgmng to
look inte it. The J.oor was shut from outsi bits of
stone wedged underneath it so that it couldn’t be opened
[mm inside. must have been done on purpuse by some-

E'who wanted to shut me up in the cﬁrg’[

‘aith, and it was a dirthy trick ! sai oky Desmond.

T want to know who did said Wharton. ** I think you
fellows will agree with me lhnt it was a chap in the Remove
hu ou hit to be howled out.

es, rather!” said Bob Cherry emphatically. * We'll
hm—'s a rather uo wcounl- aF whnl: you were doing out
of the dorm., u nleue.

i I’Ivl told yﬂu what vras dmg. said the Bounder
sullenly.

‘‘ Heold on!” nxn'lmmed Bolsover, “ If Wharton was shut
up in the erypt, as he says, how did he et qu It seems
.that the door could be opened, after all.” .

':g: ‘"fx oyened fram oumde" said Harry.

y W

A atmug(r—that m&m ¢hap who came here with the

Dr&an—Felmo Cesare.”” » 5% 4;
‘here was a.general emlamutmn cf ammment

“ Do you mean to ssy {‘ om Naj pln was

within 'ﬁ: walls of Grsﬂnm"'

R Curious how

in the nhl?ei Bnoop
cxolaimed. v What was he dofag thero ab night?
* Looking for somebody he snspected fo be hiding in the

crypt, he told me, and I think he must have hee.n ughn for
there was cortainly somabody in_tho crypt. I don't think he
was o genuine organ-grinder, either. He made nse of that
man and_his organ to come in, and spy round Greyfriars,
just na Fish sug ested.”
“ 1 guess you' alwnyﬂ find me on the mark,"” said Fisher
T, th mmplme
h th:l: 1 maid Bolsover rudeLv “ You want us
to b |(-H: ehat wou were shut up in the crypt, and that thia
Iuhw chap droj S})ed from nowhere and rescued you. You
oan’t mle it on like that and expect us to swallow it.”

“1 don't_care twopence whether you swallow it or not,
Bolsaver. You're e rotten cad, anyway, and I suspect you
uE being in this plot with Smith. But never mind that. If

he Bounder came back into the dorm. with Bob Cherry and
l\iughnl, all's well. If be didn't I know that he slipped out

e bouse, and festened up the door of the crypt after I
was m it

¥ You've got no proot 1" gnecred the Bounder
o I dD:l t want any proof. I Dn wang to lﬂmw whether
‘you were out of the dormitory,"”

" He cortainly wes ot of the dormitory,”

“ Yes, rather!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
upstaics, sod e had ta ent. Nugont sad T

and Balsn\cr
came back to the dorm., but Vernon-Smith didn't. He came
in a jolly long time afterwards with a yarn of having hidden

in a box-room till the coast was clear. In fact, he hadn’t
been here more than ten minutes when you eame in.
thought it queer at the time. I know Loder wouldn't be
hanging about the passages all that time. Vernon: Smith was
no more in a box-room than I w

The Bounder gritted his toeth,  His plan would have
worked out successfully, but (ur the unforeseen presence of

o my lurker in’ the passage, and of the
Italian in the ruined chapel, circumstances that the acutest
plotier could oertainly not haye foreseen. 1i Wharton had
romained an hour or so shut up in the crypt, and then
the Bouudnr hud volunteered to scarch for him, and bad
opened the door he had fastened, ke would have stood clear
But now, with all his cunning, the Bounder did not see how
he was to avert suspicion.

Harry Wharton came a Imla nnaren to Vernon-Smith's bed.
“ Huvo yon anything to " he askod, between his teeth

« Nothing to you," said. “the Bounder sullenly. T don’t
see that I'm cu]JLd upon to defend mysclf to you. T was in
the box-room.”

“That is a lie "

“ You can think so if you choose, said the Bounder, with
a sneer. since ‘we're speaking so plain! lon't
believe a word of your yarn about the door of the crypt being
closed, or about ‘that Italian dropsing from the sl\wa to let
you out.”

¢ Hear, hear!" said Bolsover -
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Wharton set his teeth.

He reached out, lm‘l _grasped the Bounder’s bedclothes, and
""E;M them imm i, The Bounder started up with an
exclamation.

What dn you mean {” he demanded ercely.

et or?
#To fight me!" said Harry Wharton grimly,
< Tdiot] Tl ght you to-morsow in the 5. if you lika

Not_ne

0 You i fight mo now, or you'll take a licking now, " anid
‘Harry Wharton, his eyes gleaming. ““ T haven't been through
what I've been through to-nigl t for nothing, You'll gui
up and take your licking, you cur! Ycu were ready enough
to get up tn shut me up in the erypt.

" Beﬁtnr go it, Smithy,” chuckled Bulstrode. ** You wern
acc’uswa_ Wharton of beng s funk an l.mur ago, and now
Son’;e gnt to prove that you're not ong.”

e prefec
" Blnn— the prefeots! You needn't make a row with
stockinged feet, unless yau howl when you're hurt, and you're
und to do tl at ("

Hm ha, ha!"
e Bounder mu,nd his teeth.

“1 te]i. you T won't ﬁxht now !

“You will 1" said Harry Wharton,

The next moment his grasp was upun the Bounder, an’l
Vernon-Smith rolled out of bed, sid landed upon the
dormitory floor with & hnr: bump,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fignt by Candle-Light.

ER‘\TON SMITH ‘was upon his feet in a moment.
were olenched, and his eyes were blazing
\uth rnﬁo
under  w:

no coward, although he was so
cunning l.nd cautious hy nature that he generally avoided
combats in which he was not sure of gaining the uppor

But he had a suvage temper when it was roused, and it wa3
roused now with a vengeance !

“ Are you ready now{'' asked Harry Wharton scornfully.

“ Yes,”" said the Bounder, between his teoth. “T'll |ma..h
ynu' ,Hang youl I wish you had broken your neck in the

er;

iy Thank you! Get a light some of you chaps I"*

The fellows were willing enough to do that

The Remove dormitory at Greyfriars had been the scene
of some exciting happenings, but & fight by candle-light was

something o lnuie nut of the common.

Candle-ends and erns were soon produced from the
boxes.  The Remuvm:: were always prepared for the possible
need of illumination after lighta out.

Candle-ends were set up on washstands, and a wavering light
illaminated the dormitory.

Vernon-Smith dressed himself in shirt and trousers. It was
tllltl agreed that the combatants should fight in their socks,

i Wharton had already removed his boots, and be stripped
m h.q shirt.

The whole Remove were now up, and gathering in excite-
ment round the ring, with the exception of Billy Bunte
Nothing but the rising-bell could extract William George
Bunter from his bed once he was settled in it; and not eve:
the r:sm%hrll b

but fcr tm: fear of a prefect with a cane to
ut even Bunter propped himself upon a pillow to

Bubitrode ;ppmnmd himself referee, and extroctcd a watch
from under his pillow to keep time.

“ Ready. you chaps?” he asked.

Wharton stepped fow ard.

“I'm quite rcMh‘.

“8o am L" said

“ Go it, ye cripples!” sang out ‘Bob Cherry.

In the flickering light of the candles, surrounded by an
eager ring of excited juniors, the adversaries ' went it."”

Wharton's face wes set, and his eyes were gleaming, and ho

attacked the Bounder with stcady persistance. Vernon-
Smith had o content himsclf with the defensive, Wharton
was still thinking of his fearful experience in the orypt, and
he knew that he owed it to the cowardly trick the Tounder
had played him. And he meant to make Vernon-Smith pay
for it dearly. iy

Vernon-Smith was driven twice round the ring, and
Wharton followed him, their stockinged feet making hardiy
any sound—not 50 much as thmr deep, hoavy breathing. Thay
were watching one another like cats.

Suddenly Vernon-Smith fe:nled and rushed in.

But it cost him dear,
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His feint was guarded, ‘aud as Be laid himself open to
Wharton's attack, the Remove captain drove out right and
Jeft, and then right again, and the Bounder of Greyfriars
fell wn.h a heavy bump to the Hoor,

w 1" B}uullwd huzen-

s T:mc I" said Bulstrod
Wharton stood waiting. Vernon-Smith was lifted up by
Bolsover, gasping and wheezing. It was a knock-down that
would have proved a knock-cut for many fellows, but the
Bounder was game.
His head wes singing from the blows, but he was in &
_groater Page than ever, and more keen to come on.
o ¥|m|: up, old man !" said Bolsover. .
“ Timg

The
munnuﬂ the att

versaries tocd the line again. Vernon-Smith com-
_this time, springing at his foc like a wild

the winds, and attacked savagely,
savage onﬂa\aghk

Hs threw science to

He met Vernon-8mith's furious attack wi
and the Bounder reeled back, and reeled back again, md
ugun crashed to the floo

wy
in Bolsover picked him up. The Remove bully was

lmkmg grim. He did not tlunk that the Bcundnr hnd much
chance left now. Indignation had lent Harry n,h
it seemed, two fellows’ strength, and the Bulml.l!r llmp!y ad
not & look-in ngunst him.

* Going on?" asked Bolsover indifferently.

The Boundcr snarled,

e qu, hang you

** Oh, pile in, lhen‘"

* Time !"' said
Vernon-Smith fou ht hnrl in the third round. Though all
the fellows believed that Harry Wharton's accusation was
just, and that the Bounder hui shut the door of the crypt

upon him, they could not help admiring the Elghl. he put up

L

an hour after_midnight, as he was dropping ‘into a doze, he
heard a sound of Joud barking in the Close, and he started
up in

t was Goeling’ 's dog, evidently, and something had alarmed
him. The barking continued for rome minutes, and thes

Did it mean that the Ttalian had tried fo return, in spito
of his word? Perhaps he had_ failed to find tho ruined
Erlurs in the wood, or the opening under it, and had come

ack to recommenco his eoarch at reyfnur; But if so, tha
dog had made him clear off, for the barking died away after
a time, an occasional whine telling that the watch-dog
was still on the alert.

Wharton fell asleep at last, and dreamed of Italians, and
organ-grinders, and spectre_ monks -and dogs chasin, ghosta
in ru:ngd crypts, till the rising-bell clanged out on Iie clear
air of the April morning, and he woke to a fresh day.

THE _ CHAPTER.
The Mysterlous Document,
ARRY WHARTON was out of bed at the first clang of
the rising-bell that morning,

¢ was tired from his adventures overnight; but
he was keen to get down w the crypt and discover
whether there were any signs the Neapolitan baving

returned, and also to find the lmup be hed |cF t there.
hen he quitted the dormitory, a dozen fellows of the
Remove went with him. Vernon-Smith dni not come. Ha
was no longer interested in the matter. t Bolsover and
Snoop went with the party, to make sure L'a.e, the lamp was
really in the  Crypt, and tﬁut Wherton bad really fetched it

now. The Bounder had plenty of pluck and d

But the third round el in grim defeat.

went down again, under & stunning 'lrm:r-cue. and
Erf}:'ed on the floor, and it was evident to that he was
cle

Before Buislrm‘]e could call time, however, there was & yell
"?QBD

A Tootstop had sounded in tho passaj

The juniors made a wild rush to thelr beds. There was
no time to blow out the candles, and, in fact, no time to get
into bed, for, before thoy could dive in, the dormitory door
opened, and Wingate appeared on the threshold.

The captain of Gmglnlrs stood gazing in upon an astound-
ing scene w

& ernon-Smith still lay upon the floor, Wharton was stand-
ing over him, half & dozen juniors were in bed, and the rest
diving frantically in

* You young raseals 1

Wingate advanced into the don

‘8o you've been fighting hcm o he “exclaimed.

“Yu" said Wharton quictly.

“T must say it is a nice time of night to choose for a
serap,” said Win, ** You will take five hundred lines
cach, and stay in the noxt half holiday to write them.
report this tu our Form-master, ¥You other kids who were
out of bed will take a hundred lines each. And if there's
any more of this Tl como m a_canc, and yowll
remember it till the end of the next vacation.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

* There won't be any more row, Wingate, old man.
wouldn't do enything {o disturb you for worlds nnd wnrlds
We didn"t know we had broken into your beauty slecp.”

“ Bhul. up, you cheeky young rascal! Now, into bed with
you!

The junmr: turned in. The Bounder groaned a little as ho
crawled into bed. He had paid doarly enough for his cun-
ning plot that night. Wingate moved round the dormitory,

wllwwd up all the candles, blowing them out carcfully

ullel\b,y
ot going to collar our candles, Wingate?" Nugent
ask

2 Yu. you young bounder I

An But, I sy, candles cost moncy, you know,” said Ogilvy.

Shu up, and go to sleep 1"
“ T tell you w! tﬁ ngalc. uld man.
t at a reduction,” Ogilvy sugges
‘Wingate laughed. He made a bund!e of the candles, and
urrmd them aul, of the dormitory, and, with a last warning
to the Removites to keep quiet, he closed the door on them.
The Removites fell asleep onc by onc; but it was a long
time before the Bounder t. And Harry Wharton, too,
was wakeful for a long . He could not help thinking
of the strange encounter in the ruined chapel, and wondering
what was the mystery of the man hiding in the subterranean
Passage, and whether the \e-:pn an had found him. Once,
AGNET LIBRA:
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out of
Gosling was In the Ulote & they went out; ind be was
looking extremaly il-tenipored.
““Top of the morning t yez, Gossy " said Micky Desmond

o
cheerfully. ““ And phwy are ye: looking so amiable 1"
osling snort

‘' That blessed do loose last night, somchow !"" he said.
“Tve "ad s segler job petiin him back inco the kenrel. ~ Ha
was barkin' last night suthin’ moi. a pore man who wants
o might's rest arter a 'ard day” u work I

ight have been burglars,” ted Ogilcy.

" Yes. 1 thort it mi; I\t be lhnm lessed 1litnlians agin ™
said Gosling. “Wot I eays is_this ere, all furriners orter
be shoved into prison, I says! Wh esn t they l.ecp in their
own country, I says? That's wot 1 o

" Afier they caimn hers (o bring you o Fematitul music, 4602
said Frank Nugent rzpmmlafuly “They say that music
hath charms to soothe the savage breast, Imt it doesn’t seem
to h;}“ that eﬁa:e on a savagoe Gosling 1"

Gosli I]’:? grunled and the Removites walked round the

ouse to the ruined chapel. They stopped before the

door of the erypt. It was blocked up, as the g«eapu]ﬂnn had
left it the previous night.

That was a4 proof, at all events, that Cesaro had mot
returned and penetrated into the crypt. If he had come
back, Wharton's device of letting loose the dog had been
suceessful.

Harry Whnrlon drew away the wedges of stone,
opened the

Bob Cherry llglsbed a bicycle-lantern, and descended the
stone stair, and the rest of the juniors followed him down.

The rays of the lantern glimmered in the blackness of the
crypt.

(Jn the foor, closo by the foot of the stone stnir, lay the
broken acetylene lamp, and near it the lantern Wharton bad
used to light his way.

“ There ’%o u are ' said Bob Chera triumphantly. ' Will
any of you bounders soy now that Wharton didn't fotch the
Jamp out of the passage

Bolsover gave a grunt.

“Well, 1 suppose he did " he muttered.

' Well, yes,” said Snoop. “ Hereitis! After all, it wasn '
mncil nl Athlng to do! .-\n)'body could have dn: it !

self, for instance,’ grinned Nugeut. * Why, you
wouldn t hum tho pluck to go down the passage now, in the
daytime I""
And Bnoop held his peace. He 1new l}mt that statement
was quite correct, and so did the other fellow
Hnllo—hllln—hnliﬂ"' exclaimed Bob Lllerr_r suddenly.
ran across tha crypt, nnd picked up o fragment of
1!|:]7cr that lay upon the floos

Wharton uttercd an exclamation. Ho guessed that it was
something that had dropped from tho lurker 4n the erypt
when hd knocked him down off the step

“Weo haven't any procf that Whnrtnn really met anybody
down here,” said Bolsover obstinately. *“ I expect that was
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e casp of nerves. Blessed if I know why anybody should
uﬂ;um o rotten damp hole like that subterranesn passage for
nof

"Rnlher steep, of course,” agreed Snoop.

Bob Charty el iy
“ Here' o proof, you duﬁare " he exclaimed.

“Whl s lhnk ™

‘ Lot’s sce it, Bob."”

The juniors gathﬁmrl oagerly round Bob Cherry. There
was _writing upon Eeger, in a_heavy, foreign-lookin
hand. The B![llllll ]on unlike English capitel letters,
although they were quite decipherable. Bul the language
in which the Jines were written was unknown to the juniors.

“1Is it French?" exclaimed Nugent.

“No; I should know it

“Not German, anyway !’

““No fear!"”

‘It must bo Ttalian!" eaid Harry Wharton. ¥ T can't
read_it, but 1 know how it looks when written, of course,
It's Italian, right enough !"

“ But the iu.lum was outside the crypt, you eaid!"
e\clnnned Johnny Bull, in astonishment.

" This was dropped by the man who was playing ghost.”

“*Then be's an Italian, too?"

“ Perhaps.”
«Let'a got it out into the daylight and have & good look at
& "‘Gimd ulstrode.

Much exmed by their discovery, the juniors crowded out of
the crypt and into the oarly sunshine in the ruined chapel.

There Bob Chur:[v smoothed the paper out on a flat stone,
end the juniors spelled eagerly over the mysterious wori
Ricercate nella Casa del: Fauno in Pompei, abuw la
Eesta pietra nn&sn-ln ia [on(aha. \a voi lu trovarete.”

That wa R

Thero uu\ no signature.

Tho style of the hand: showed that it had been
written by a foreigner, and uw anguage, as Harry Wharton

said,” was certainly Italian,

But though most of the juniors could have read French,
and had s good try ot German, Italian was boyond their
powers ns lioguists.  Italian was not in the Greyfriars

iculum, and was pot even among the extras.
Well, weo can’t read " said Johnny Bull.
Might l%“ u *Dago" dictionafy and spell it out, I
remarked Fisher T. Fish. * You can guess a Iot o
in it. Iontana must mean fountai
“* And casa must mean house,” said l\ugem
“ And l’nmpe]—thntl a town in Ifal

uess "
words

u of Mount Vesuvius
lvg. who was strong on history.
with two I's at tim end in this country—
Dut it must the sam ce.”

means stone," said Bob Chorr,y, after a long

think.

i What does sesta mean?”

“Give it up.”

23 ixth, 1&“""‘” think," said Harry Wharton.

* Vory

“ We could get all the nouns and artioles out of an Italian
r.h tionary, but dictionaries d.an conjugate the vorbs,'

;.

Ogilvy remarked thoughtfully. “And Ricercate is plainly a
{arm of verb, nnd 50 15 trovarete.'
‘s, rather i’
“We'll read it, somehor aid Harry Wharton, “It's

e jolly qucer document, anyway! And
queer the ink looks?
“Sort of faded dne red ink,” said Bob Cherry.
“Something more tl nn that.”
1 What do you mean?” asked Bob, iii a startled tone.
“Look at it closely.”
Bob Cherry did so.
Then ho shuddered.
it bo— But it's impossiblo 1"

o you notice how

[ helmw it is.”

"(mf)d lieavens ! muttered the § juniars, in horror.

They scanned the paper anew, with shudderin ln!ercst
Thera could be little doubt about it. The dull which
the paper was written was no ordinary k. The Iiuld that
had dyed the pen had been drawn from human veins.

““This is horribl ugent muttered.

“ Jolly |‘|lert‘§t:n said Bob Cherry, after s use.
“Chap ma ﬁm Gut of reach of il or penail, and
stuck a pen mto lus arm to write with it. Must have been a
e‘m% with & jolly nerve‘ too!"

should say 'so!" said Wharton, with a shudder. * And
he must have considered it fearfully important to write this
down, to take such o step to get his mk What can it
possibly refer to?

Tir Macwer Limrary.—No.

“Blessed if I know!"

“Buried tressure, perhaps” said Johuny Bull ngarl_v
“Chaps have found dooumenn giving clues and things
buried treasure, you know

There was a laugh.

are was a story, once, of a gldr]y Greyfriars treasure,”
Bulstrode remarked. *“But I don't suppose that chap was
looking for it down there, and I don't see why & clue should
be written in Italian about it. Anybody know the Italian
wﬂrd for truuurn?"
m. smd. Frank Nugent, who had come upon "the

wo
$ Weli thkt isn't here.”
““More_likel the o paper is a recipe for making mac-
llbﬂ;li

a, ha, hal"

“Then why doel it mention a house in Pompeii?" said
Harry Wharton.

‘ Perhaps it's a bakery.”

“ Ass! Pompeii is a dead city! Nobody lives thera! It's
been a doad and buried place for eighteen hundred years "

“ Longer than the memory of the oldest inhabitant,” sug-
gested Ogilvy, and there was a laugh.
“Well, we'll keop this paper, anyway," said Harry

Wharton. *If the owner comes to elaim it we may givo it
to him, if he can -prove his olaim. But if it’s the chap who
sonredume last night, 1'll jolly well give him a swollen nose
a8 wel
A?d the juniors returned to the Bchool House for break.
ast.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gone!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. thought a great deal over the
peculiar incident of the crypt, and the finding of the
i Harry Wharton's mind that when Mr. Quelch nsked
paper, during morning lessons. Indaed it ran so much
him where Ma gua Charta was signed by whom, he
said it was by Felice Cesare, at Pompel al: answer which
made Mr. Guelch :urn, and hruught Harry Wharton &

reward of o hundred lines.

The juniors talked amongst themselves about the puper‘
which Bob Cherry had handed to Wharson lor safe keepiog.
Some of them attuched importance to it, and some did not.
But there was one who was very curious on the subject, and
that was Vernon-Smith, when he heard of the mysterious
document.

Aftor morning school, the Bounder stopped Wharton in
tha Clogs. The Bounder’s face” was dark and bruised from

he conflict in the dormitory of tha previous night, and one
uf his eyes was partly closed.  Wharton thought for a
moment that he was about to recommence hostilities, but he
was mistaken.

2 vllnl. to speak to you about—"" the Bounder was

Fegia

i Wail "I don't want to speak to you!" said Wharton
erisply.

Vernon.| Smith flushed.
may be im rhmt' ha
blcusd Ttalians.
chaé)el ruins last I'llg'hl"
arton gave him a quick look.
" Ynn admit that you were there, then, alter all?”" he

“The Bounder shrugged bis shoulders.

*“ Evidently " he said.

“ You nld 1

“(Oh, we've had ell that out!” said the Bounder impa-
tiontly. “ You've hammered me, and I've déne some ham-
mering at you, and it's over. Let's talk sense. 1
prised in the chapel ruins by that fellow Cesare. He said
there was a man hiding about Greyfriars—he !usﬁpﬂed in |
m—yPt nr the underground passage—who had robbed

said.  “It's about thuse
mon, Felice Cesare, in the

"Ha dndn I. say what, but he said the fellow was an cld
Creyfriars boy.

harton whistled softly. &
"Thnl would lcrount r & lot of things,” he remarked.
“Veos. Asl the man is in hiding because he's

said the Dounder. “The rotter
“By Jove!" "
1 shouldn't ¢ wonder if that paper s what he wants,” said
m:_k]aoundn_ the paper the fellows say you have in your

1t is possible,” said Whaston slowly,

“Will you show it to me?” the Bounder asked.

““You cannot read Italian.”

“No. I should like to
can get some chap to transiate

ke a copy ef it, though, and I
it to me," said the Bounder,
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Wharton hesitated. .

#No," he said. “ You admit that you shut me up in the
crypt last night. After that, I think it's a rotten cheek of
o to ok me angiking. A% the gaper may bo of import
Yoce: and until we know what it is sbout, I don’t think it
3 good idea to let anybody take a copy of it. Afterwards,

v L
thepfhu\mder set his teeth
#¥ou won't show it to me?™ he asked.
“No, I won't.”
Vernon-Smith turned on his heel and strode away.
Wharton rejoined Bob Cherry, and explained to him the
Bounder’s request. :
" g ! said Bob Cherry. “Keep the paper, m
" son. I there's anything in it, it's ours, not Smithy's—an
it looks 28 if he thinks there’s something in it—and the
Bounder is a ]oll;r keen chap. We'll keep it to ourselves.””
“Quite right!” said Frank Nugent. “I wonder if we
shall come across that mysterious chap again? It's clear
now who had our lunch-basket.”
“Yes, that's clear.”
#Vernon-Smith says
Wharton thoughtfully.
tali

he's an old Greyfriars boy,” said
““That would account for a good

many things. The an went off to look for him in the
old: priory last night. If he found him—"
Bob Cherry whistled.

“1f he found him there was trouble, T should say.”
Wharton's look grew very grave.
“The Ttalian chap helped me,’’ he said, *but Smith says
the man drew a knife on him. He scems a pretty desperate
sort of character, anyway. We might take a trot along to

the priory, and see whether—whether anything's happened-

there.

" Good egg!"

The chums of the Remove walked down to the gates. The:
were really feeling a little anxious, and were willing to ri
being late for dinner.
uitted the school gates, and taok the footpath
through the wood to the old priory.

They found it silent and still, with the A
falling in floods into the old nocks and crannies,
shattered walls and windows.

“ Nobody here !”" Bob Cherry remarked.

The ohums of the Remove looked round them.

The old ;rmry certainly seemed to be quite deserted.

Harry Wharton pushed nside the screen of bushes that
the old archway, and entered into the dark, damp

aperture.

There was no one there.

The stone door leading into the sublerranean passage was
closed. Bob Cherry had brought his bicycls lantern, and
he lnﬁed it.

“8hall we have a look along the passage?” he agked.

Wharton nodded.

“We'll take a stick apiece with us,”" he said.

“Good idea; in case we meet his ghostship.’”

It waa the work of a few minutes only to tear from the

icket three stout sticks. Then, with the lamp lighted, the
ohums of the Remove plunged into the subterranean passage.

_ and noisome it seemed after the brilliant sunshine
above ground.
e was no sound save that made by their own faint
footstepa,

Was the mysterious lurker of the erypt still there? Whar-
ton hardly thought so. After the meeting of the previous
night, surely the man would know that he was discovered,

would go. Wharton felt that it would bo his duty to

cquaint tho Head with the matter, unless he found out thay

e man was gone. )

But the man was evidently gone. In the cell, in the centre
of the underground passage, the juniors found signs of him.

re was the lunch-basket they Lu] lost the previous after-

non, and fragments of eatahles and empty bottles round it.
There was a monk’s robe lying on the stone floor, just as it
bad been cast off

I sunshine
amid the

[
tl

The juniors stared at these relics. Tt came into Wharton's
mind that the man in hiding had thrown off his ise, and
fi Jiatel! in the crypt, feeling

v afte

that his hiding-place was no longer secure.

He had succeeded in frightening the Bunters away by
g!::\ng ghost, but he had doubtless realised that he would

ive more trouble with Wharton, and he had gonme. Or he
might have secen Felice Cesare or heard his voice. - At all
events, he was gone, and he had left the monk's robe behind
him, ‘The juniors looked at it; it was of a coarse and cheap
 oloth that was quite modern, and roughly stitched together.

Ho made this himself,”” said Nugent. * Must have bought

i cheap somewhere, and cut this robe out and mnde
i up. You see, it's only pinned in places, and that's & man's
| '&:mm wherever it is sewn—clumsy enough. But it shows
i 4 the chap knew the story of the ghost of Greyfriars, to
@ this disguise on at all.”
m}ﬁ:ﬂ,‘ we've got the lunch-basket,” said Bob Cherry,

it up.
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Wharton turned his head suddenly in the direction of the
pl\!!ﬂ-lgu to the priory.

“ Hark 1 : .

A footstep rang with a hollow sound in the stone passage.

The juniors grasped their cudgels; they were ready for the
ghost of Greyfriars if it appeared. A hfuru came into the
circla of light from the lantorn, and they recognised the
Neapolitan, Felice Cesare. S reeosn

The Neapolitan grinned at the juniors and raised his regged

at. "

i iorno, signori 1" )

e Blorite’ el cxclaimed Bob Cherry. “So is
you, is it? What the dickens are you doing here?”

A saw you in the ruin yonder, sygnors, and followed. Last
night T could not find the eniranca here.’ The Iialian's
black eyes glittered upon the abandoned robe. ‘* Ha, my
e friend 15 gone !"

““He ran towards the robe, picked it np, and searched through
it with quick, eager Bngers. . !

Ho threw it to the ground again with an exclamation of

disappointment. A
Py be has taken it Addio, signori!”
And the Neapolitan hurried back the way he had come.
“\What was he looking for, I wonder?” Nugent muttered.
Wharton tapped his pocket, where the mysterious document

srposed.
“'{Ihiahpa?r;r, T fancy,” he said.
o o
“T0'i¢'s his, he cari have it; but ho'll have o prove hi

@
vight to it first,” said Harry; *and we shall have to see the
man who left it hera before’ we know about th 1 shouldn't
wonder if we never sce him again, though.”

““He will come back to look for the paper, if it's valuable.
He must miss it sooner or later,” Nugent remarked.

“G ; and we may spot him. Well, there's nothing more
to see here. It's pretty plain that Cesare didn't meet him
last night. Let's get out.” 5

And the chums of tho Remove made their way out of the
subterranean passage. They had found that the man who
had played the ghast of Greyiriars wag gone, and they won-
r]crevi as they retreced their steps to the school, whether
they would ever see him again.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
At Close Quarters.

HE juniors were late for dinner, and they received
twenty-five,lines each from Mr. Quelch, which they
took with grent equanimity. After lessons that day
they repaired to No. 1 Study,. where they scanned the

paper over and over again, striving to make out its meaning.

Again and again they read it over: * Ricercate nella cusa
del Fauno in Pompe: abasso Ia sesta pietra passato Ja fontana,
o voi la trovarete.” What did it mean? To a fellow who
koew Italien the meaning, of course, would have been clear
at a glance. But to the juniors of Greyfriars it was a hope-
less puzzle. With an Italian dictionary they might have made
out some of it; but there was not such a volume, so far oy
they knew, in Greyfriars, and the ‘only person in the school
who knew the langusge was the Head, and naturally they
did not entertain the idea of asking Dr. Locke to_translate
for them. He would have wanted to know how they came
by the paper, in the first place; and they could hardly explain
to the Head about the excursion to the erypt aiter lights out,
and the rest of the story.

** Besides,” Wharton said thoughtfully, “if this paper
belongs to somebody, and holds a secret, we've no vight o
make it public. We shall have to know more about that
before we show it to anybody who can read it."

And the other fellows agreed.

Harry Wharton & Co. were very keen to see the man who
had evidently dropped the paper, and they thought it pro-
bable that he wnuf return to search for it. With that idea
in their minds, they visited the ruined priory after tes. The
oV ning? were drawing out now, and it was still daylight
|'V ::Jt hey strolled into the ruins in the heart of Friardale
Wood.

The old priory was deserted. The juniors sat down to rest
upon a shattered wall, as the sun sank.lower behind the erest
of the Black Pike.

Suddenly, from the gloomy archway that gave entrance to
the vaults, they heard a sound.

Harry o sprang up.

“Listen! He's there, by Jove!"”

“Cover |" muttered Bob Cherry. * We'll watch the beggar
as he comes out.”

" Good I"

The juniors dropped quickly behind the wall. Through
the broken brickwork they watched the bush-screened n]r; 5
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There was & rustle as tho thickets at the entrance wers
parted from wif & man stepped out inta Tiew.

g:qha juniors gaz 3 ::im angeﬂg.]

@ wes o man of medium size, slimly built, with 1
tind harassed-looking face. He glanced guickly to right and
Isft as he emerged from the ardh.” He Ld an_extinguished
lantern in his hand, which he hid in a recess of the thicket,
wridently to be used a on some fresh occasion.
He stood out clear in the light of the sunset, his brows
tnrrﬁgnled with deep thought.
- *“He's been looking for %he paper!” murmured Wharton.
He's the mant"
:: g!f Tfuubt ab:iltwf.hi:_t.” i

all we spe —
*Hoeld on! pLoakl" e
A second figure appeared in the ruins, fi the directi
of the Wwood. Tho juniors secognised Felice Cesare.

.The man who had emerged from the vaults evidently recog-
E'fﬁ? ahm-n. too. He turned deathly white, and staggered

“g.‘qa.a?:
. His husky, scared volce reached the ears of the hidden
Juniors. It was easy to see that the man wes a prey to
m%rl:al [terlr_m-. ards

e [talian came tow him with a bound.

“Geolfrey Dorrain] A lastl” o oo

* Stand back! I- am armed !"

Cesare gave a savage laugh.

Ho did not stand back, He was upon the other with the
spring of a tiger, and the man he had called Geolirey Dovrain
went to the ground with a crash.

In snother second the Italian's kuee was upon his chest,
and tho swarthy hands were grasping at his throat.

he juniors rose quickly to fheir feet.

They were behin ann ow, and he could not see them.
As they hesitated, the Ttaliah'a voice rang out savagely.

The prper—the paper! “Quick! Julio’s paper !’

“1 haven't it !

,“Liar! Why have you been hiding from me if you haven't
the paper? Give it to me, or you shall mever leave this place
2

s
have lost It1™
it

ive !
P ety
* Lost .
“In the passage there last night!" gnsped Dorrian. “T
swear it is trucl T fled last night, after 1 was discovered
there, and this morning I discovered that I had lost the
raper. and I returned. Fool! Do you think that I should
save returned here !O.PIB!!H'!E r

it Fou,bad & copy

“But you had read it—you can tell me what was upon
' cried the Neapolitan,

ves; bu
You will lie to ma ! exclaimed Cesare. *I know
’lufva the paper! You say you have lost it !’

“Bomewhere in those aceursed passages, or perhaps in the
crypt—I don't know | Release mo ! 1 tell you T have not got
the paper !"
“1 shall search you—-"
 You cam search me, if you like!" said Dorrian sullenly.
E‘h(- Nea Eolltm'l oyes glittered snvagely.

Ii you have the paper I shall take it " he said. “If vou
have not, I shall search in the passages for it; but I shall
have no rival in the search. Do you understand? Capisca
Lei? You havo chosen to put yourself in this matter, to
becoms my rival in the search for the trensure. You must

in!

Dorrian's face became ghastly,

“Are you mad? Would you murder me?"”

“Bicuro !"

¥ You—you— Tha police—"

The Neapolitan langhed.

“The police will not find a body bu
mi amico! It is yourself to blame !
between Julio and myself1'”

The n wnsg;up_i‘ng in his pocket for a weapon.

rrian.

in thosa recessos,
v did you interfere

* shrieked

The juniors of Greyfriars wore spellbound for a mowment
with horror. This ruffian came from u land where life'was
beld cheap—where the knife was the natural weapon of the
bravado. Probably, in the narrow strcets and alleys of his
rative Naples, tho ruffian had laid more than one erime to his

coount.  But it was only for a second that the juniors were
petrified by the horror of it. As the Italian’s hand come
irom his coat, they hurled themselves upon him.

Three strong pairs of hands rasEed the ruffian, and he was
dragged over backwards upon the brolfen fagstones.
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Crash! § .

The fall half-stnnned the Neapolitan. The knife, not yet
opened, clattered from his hand upon the stones. The trio
of juniors flung themsclvos upon him—Bob Cherry's knee
was planted upon his chest, and Wharton and Nugent held
his wrists in & grip of iron. The rufiian struggled, but he
struggled in vai

“VYou murderous hound I exclaimed Wharton. * Hold
him, you chaps!"

ave gob bim I said Bob Cherry breathlessly. “Eeep
still, you rotter, or we'll jam your napper on the stone, and
kegp vou aui

“Maladetto . w

] suppose that's s swear-word in Ttalian!" grinned Bob

Cherry. “Give him a crack on the napper, and shut him
up I
o I%nlﬂflm F’! P
o _fear . " B

“I—1 will go guietly " said Cesare. *I—T will go away!
It wes but a joke; it was to frighten the fellow! "I
swear—" :

“ You've sworn quite enough, and you can chuck it!" said
Bob Cherry. * And you're telling lies, and you may as well
chuck that, too 1"

i %ignni:inn—‘-"

Ok, shut up " ’

rrin hnd staggered to his fect. He was white, and
trembling in every limb. Wharton looked round at him.

“Don't be ncnn}e’d," he said; “we've got this brute! He

n' ou an arm now.'

T T s bt wholly without  tguch of soorn.
Darrian was evidently not of the stuff of which heroes aro
mnde, There was not one of the chums Greyfriars who
would not have shown more courage.

! " stammered the man. "Youjiyou haye
saved my lil That horrible ruffian meant to murder me [

“Ha will have to scttle with the police for that, sir,” seid
Bob Cherry. “ We are witnesses. And therc’s his knife
yonder!" 3 .

The Neapolitan turned pale. The ruffian, who did nct
shrink from any crime, changed colour at the mention of
the police. Stranger as he was in England, and to British
law-abiding ways, he knew enough to know that the kmife
cennot be used in Britain &s in the mountains of Southern
Toaly.

“Signori!" he stammered.

“Shut up, you rascal!”

“Let him go!" said Dorrain, 1
prosccute him! Good heavens! I wish that I had never
ontered into this matter at all! T have lost the paper, and
I have run all this Frightiul risk for nollxmi!

‘A paper written in r Ttalian 7" asked Wharton.

“Yes.  What do you know—"

“Wa have found it.”

The man gave & cry.

“You have found the treasure clue!”

“Por bacco!" muttered the Neapolitan.
own—""

f you can prove that the paper is yours, you shall have
it, sir,” said [:{lrry ‘Wharton. . “We found it in the crypt.
I suppose you were the fellow T knocked down Inst night1”
”fYt was you, then?”

“Yen™

“1—T do not wish to

“If I had

The Neapolitan strugﬁled.
“Signori, lot me go! ; e 40 by

“We'll lot you go to the police-station in Friardale!” said
Bob Cherry. "%\'c won't let you go anywhere else, you
murgemus villain I

““Signori, prego—

Ot ohecse 1! T dor’t understand that lingo, anywar !
And you're going to the police-station, if you talk rards
of it!"”

“No, no!" exclaimed Dorrian. ‘Let him go!"”

“ But he would bave killed you !"" Wherton exclaimed.

It is nothing! Let him go!”

The juniors looked at cach other dubiously. It was evident
that the man was afraid of the Italian—that he was too much
afraid of him even to bave him arrested.

s You'd better let us take him to the station, sir,’
‘Wharton.

" said

“No, no! I shall not charge him!"* 3

“Tt will be safer for you not to do so!" grinned the
Neapolitan, **And you, signorino, had better give me tho
paper I

Wharton looked at him sternly, )

WTshall not give it to youl” he sid. “E
belonged to you, you have forfeited it by your action.
T lenow very well it is not yours.”

“Tflie's poing, talic care of that kuife,” said Bob Cherry;

“Even if it
But
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*and wo'll kick him out of the place, so that he'll have
something to remember us by 1"

‘' Hear, hear!” said Nugent.

And the Neapolitan was allowed to rise to his feet. e
looked savagely at the boys for a moment, but he could not
hup; to tacklo three sturdy lads, with stout sticks in their

ands.

“T go,” ba muttered ; “ but I shall return—-"

‘'Sounds like Catiling’s speech in the Latin lesson!”
grinned Bob Charry.  Now, let's dribble him as far as tho

o

“ Hurray I

_The three juniors ran ot the Neapolitan. If his intended
vietim refused to charge him, he could not be arrested; but
they were not disposed to let him escape wholly without
punishment. Thoy charged him themselves—in another sense
of the word. The Neapolitan turned to run, and as he did
50, threa henvy boots erashed upon bim behind, and he went
spinning forward.

" Yow!" ho roared.

“Goit! Goall” roared Bob Cherry.

But the Neapolitan ran like a hare, and the boots did not
reach him again. With a final yell of rage, he disappeared
into the weod.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Story of the Treasure of Vesuvius.

T YARRY WHARTON & CO. turned back into the priory.
Dorrian had sunk upon a shattered stone, and he was
still very white. He had had a narrow escape, and it
was evident that he was not o man of strong nerve.

He was certainly, from appearances, the last mon in the

world to enter into a contest with a powerful, unscrupulous

ruffian like Felice Cesare. He gave the juniors a haggard
look ns they rejoined him.

‘““He is gone:"” he asked.

 Yes,"

‘‘ Take care—he will not loso sight of you !"" said Darrain,
with a shiver. * You do not know him; ho is a bloodhound !
For o week he has been tracking me, and I have hardly
slept or ate. I wish from my heart that Julio Ciro had never
given me the clue to the treasure of Pompeii I*

He paused for a moment. His eyes wandered uneasily
round the ruins. He seemed to sce the savage face of the
Neapolitan in every shadow,

“ Listen to me,'" he said. _* If—if that man seeks the paper
from you, give it to him. I do not ask you to return it me—
I have had more than enough of it! My nerves ure
shattered! T did not know it would mean this, or I would
i:ever have taken it from Julio Ciro I™

“ But what is the blessed thing 7"’ asked Wharton curiously.
“It sounds like a giddy romance I'

The man thuddered.

“That paper was given me by a_dying man—Julio Ciro,
a native of Nuples. He was o guide on Mount Vesuvius,
and he discovered a hidden hoard of gold pieces there,
buried, so he supposed, I:{ some rich man during the
revolutions in Naples. He did not dare to remove them, or
to say & word on the subject lest he should be robbed and

erhaps murdered by the others. Bui some of them—and
especially this man Felice Cesare—came to suspect him, and
he fled Trom Naples to save hia Iife. He hud & blan of
returning there secretly, in some_disguise, to remove the
treasure, or of employing some DBritisher whom he eould
trust, to do so for him.

“ He bad guided me once when I was travelling in Naples,
and he knew my address in England, and came to me, and
told me his s‘.arf‘. He had nothing to prove it, true; but 1
knew he was telling the truth. After discovering the hiding-
place of the gold on the mountain, he had drawn a chart,
which he had hidden in the ruins of Pompeii, in 5 place
here he could easily recover it if he wanted to. You under.
stand that he dared not carry it about him—he might have
been robbed of it at any moment. Twice, he told me, he had
been  seized and searched in Naples, and once nearly
murdered.”

The juniors of Greyfriars listened with breathless interest.

It seemed to them like a strange tale from some distant
clime they found it hard to understand; it seemed to bring
the far-off voloania land of Southern Ttaly to theit eaindes
a land where the hearts of the people are as voleanic and
wild as their soil.

““He told me his story,” said Dorrian, in a low i
“ andd then he left my house, tnd he was sEuok dewe Ll
&he road, a dozen yards from my window! I found him

ying |

ood heavens !

“1 beliove it was Cesare’s hand that struck him dewn—I

do not know. We came up too late to save him, and the
assessin fed.”

Dorrian gasped for breath.

It was evidently in his mind
Tue 0. 217.
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hew he had narrowly escaped sharing the fate of the
unfortunate guide of Noples.

."“*He was dying,' " he said. *But he wished to tell me
his secret first ; he did not want the treasure to lie unclaimed.

nd he wrote that papor down, with his failing strength,
with u quill dipped in the bloed from his wound. And then
he expired.”

*Pour chap!” suid Bob, Cherry. .

1 ke[pl the paper,” said Dorvian. * It refers to the hiding-
plage of the cEm in_Pompeii; but I do not know Tialian,
and I have not read it. I should have had it translated to
me, but I have had no time. Cesare has been on my track,
He entered my room that night, and I narrowly esca
him, Against such a man the police could mot protect me.
1 leit my house, intending to make a secret journey to Italy,
Thrice ¥ have had a narrow escape from death. And then I
determined to go into hiding, and thus shake the bloodhound
off my track.”t

“And so—"

“I was near this place then, and I knew he was near ab
hand. T had fled from my inn at the dlght of him, and I
knaw he was_closs behind me; and I ed the school wall
at night, and so eluded him. had brought some things
with me, intending to hide in the subterranean passages. As
T was an old Greyfriars boy, I knew all about the place;
and T meant to play the ghostly monk if anybody shomld
penetrate by chance to my hiding-place, That was why
made_the robe you saw me in. And twice yesterday 1 was
surprised in my hiding-place.” . s

First by Bunter, and then by me,” said Wharton.

“I-1 am sorry I frightened you. But I was more
rightened myseli, 1 thiu{,” ‘said Dorrian. ‘‘ At the sound
of & step, I Tearcd Felice Cesare. After you fonnd me, I
thought it must lead to searching, and I decided to %u I

again from my llidingAglncc. But this morning 1 found
t%mt 1 bad lost the paper. returned for it. And you know
the rest.”

* And this paper contains the elue to the tremsure-chart?”
caid Harry Wharton, taking the paper from his pocket and
mi,)aomgng it curiously.

rrian nodded.

“ And you believe in the treasure?®

“Certaimly! I believe it was mot at all uncommon for
people thers to bury their money when there were publio
disturhances—and Naples has more revolutions and wars
than most countrics, befora it was joined to the kingdom of
Itely, I have not the slightest doubt that the gold pieces
are there; bat I have no intention of looking for them,” said
Dorrian, with a shudder. *“I will pever touch that paper
aguin. If I should go to seck the treasure on Mount Vesuvius
now 1 should find Felice Cesare and a gang of his associates
there, and my life would not be worth a moment’s purchase.

““Nice cheerful sort of chap to run up sgainst on a dark
night!” remarked Bob Cherry, with a grin. “'I wish I bhad
o chance of going there with a dozen Greyfriars fellows!
We'd risk Cesare and his friends and their pig-stickers!”

“What-ho!" murmured Nugent.

*Take care of yourselves!” said Dorrian. “¥on think
that Cesare has gone; and I am c}.lune certain that he is watch-
ing us at the present moment. He was watching me, unseen,
‘when Julfo Eivo gave mo that naper weitten in bis owvn blood,
He is watching us now; and if you give me that puper I shall
not reach Fria ive.””

The juniors glanced round them uneasily. They could sea
no sign of the Neapolitan. But there was ample cover for
the ruffian if he had returned to watch them.

“Then you do not want this paper, Mr. Dorrian?* asked
Harry Wharton.

Dorrian shivered.

“1 will never touch it again!”

“ Findings keepings, if the owner doesn’t want [ said
Bob Cherry, *“It's ours! We'll get the Head to tramslato
it to us, and have & go at the treasure in the vacation.”

“ t & ripping idea " .

Dorrien smiled faintly.-

“I fancy your headmaster would hardly permit you,” he

said. “I think you will be quite safe. Keep the paper if
vou like; but my advice to you is to leave it here for the
Neapoliten to find.”

“ No fear!”

“II you take it with you he will attack you in the wood
before you reach the school.”

“ Goed ﬂ!gﬁ Then we'll get in before dark,” said Harry
Wharton. “ You're safe without the paper, and we'll risk
Cesare. {ood-bye!”

And the juniors quitted the ruins without delay.

n
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
i The Secret.
adows were deepening in the wood as the juniors
took tho footpath that led-back Lo the schosl. 1t eemed
hardly likely to them that after what had happened the
disarmed and defoated ruffian would linger to atteck
them. But Dorrian's warning made an impression upon their
minds, and thoy wero very much om their guard as they
tramped along the darkening path.

But the man did not appear,
. *'No sign of him yet,” said Dob Cherry, s the road came
into sight and the glimmer of the lamp at the cross-roads
came through the gathering gloom. N

* No, but—— Look out !
lsfz::dm the bushes by the path a derk figure suddenly

It was fortunate that ihe juniors were upon their guard,
for the ITtelisn had & heavy bludgeon in his hand, and e
swinging upon them savagely. If they had been token L
surprise two of them at least would have fallen, stunned,
before they knew what was happening, and the third would
not have had much chance ageinst the powerful ruffian.

But the chums of Greyfriars were on the alert.

Throe cudgels went up in o flash to guard the savage sweep
of the Neapolitan's weapon, and in the crash of the meeting
weapona it was whirléd from his hand and flew away among
the bushes. His wrist was jarred by the shock, and he gave
& cry of pain. .

,c.--h:htp - fa it
_ Bob Cherry's stick came ecrashing upon the man’s head:
it was no time to stand upon ceremony, and the juniors’ blood

Was up,
Felice Cesare reeled backwards.
Ci ! Crash! -
‘Wharton and Nugent struck at him, and he fell into the

pat

There was blood upon his face now, and he lay gasping,

at the mercy of the Juniors he had sivagely attacked °
ou scoundrel I exclaimed Wharton angrily.
wero lot off once ; but you won't bé allowed to

The Neapolitan grozned, and pressed his hand to his head.
i‘He has had rether a rapping!” grinned Bob Cherty.

Ho might have killed us though—I don't believe the brute
cared whether he did or not.' -

";hc paper muttnrﬁd Cesare hoarsely.

* Yes, we've got it, nd we're going to keep it I said Harr
Wharton. ** Dorrian is afraid to take it, but we're not. I’i'!er
got it here 1" tapped his packet.

The Neapolitan's biack oyes blased.

1 will have it, if it costs your life!” he hissed.

Wharton leughed scornfully.

“Vou don't seem to have been very successful so far,”
he remarked. ‘I think we shall be a match for you, you
coprardly scoundrel.”

£ a little over!” grinned Bob Cherry.

The ruffian groaned again,

“We'll march him to the station now, and cherge him,”
said Nugent. “He will get three months for this, and givo
the police time to look into what Dorrian was speuking about.
If tho awful villain has committed a murder he will be
punished for it

The Italian made a sudden spring to his feet. He was
certainly hurt, but not nearly so bndf as he had pretended.

0 had Tuiled in his attack upon the juniors, and he was only
thinking of escape now.

“Colfar him 1 yoaved Bob Cherrs.

The juniors rushed upon the Neapolitan.

But_Cesare dodged them, and dashed into the thickets.
They followed him & dozen paces, but the deep, dusky wood

d swallowed him up.

_“Uold on!” exclaimed Wharton, halting. “It's a bit too
risky to chase him in the dark. Let's get to the school, and
tho Head can telephone the police-station.”

And the juniors went out into the road.

*1 suppose we shall have to tell the Head about it now,”
Frank Nugent remarked, as they tramped away towards
Greyirines. .

* Yes rather! The police must know, They will want to
Took for that villain.”

“Ha wil

“You
0 this time "

will bolt out of England if he has a chance,” said -

Bob Cherry. “We may meet him again_in Naples, if we
have a chance of getting there in the vacation to look for the
giddy treasure.

“Wo'll have a try, anyway,” said Harrs Wharton, “ My
uncle wns going to take me on a long trip this vac., and he'd
take ma to ltaly'it T asked him, If you chaps sould come,
and Johnny Bull, too, it would make a splendid heliday;
and if we bagged the treasure, that wotld be ripping !~

“ Weo'll work it if we can,” said Nugent. ““ And as we've
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ot to tell the Head zbout this, an;

im to translate the paper for us.
50 T suppose he can read this."

** Yes, rather!”

The juniors reached the scheol, end made their way at
ouce to the Head's study.

Dr. Locke was there, and he locked n some surprise at
the dusty and excited juniors. He was still more sarprised
when he heard what the? had to tell him.

“*Bless my soul [ exclaimed the Head. * Extraordinary ("
o T thouglt we ouglht to tell you, sir,” said Harry Wharion,

The police ought to look for this Italian chap.” :

“Yes, indeed | L will telephono for them at once. I will
also communicate with Mr. Dorrian, and persuade him to
help the police as much as he can. I remember him very
well; he was heve when I was first headmaster of this school,™
said Dr. Locke. *I remember he was always a very nervous
lad. Wail & few minutes.”

The juniors stood waiting while Dr. Locke rang up tho
police-station in Courtfield and communicated with the in-
spector in charge there.

Ho laid down the receiver-at last and turned to the juniors

ay, we may as well ask
@ Teads Dante and Tasso,

again. -

**Under the circumstances, Wharton, T shall say nothing
about your-expedition into the secret passage last night,” he
said. "It was a very reckless thing for you to do, a
against all rules; but as you have told me of your own accord
T shall say nething about it.”

::Ihm’m you, sir!” § this i et

am very curious to see this paper yon mention,” sai
the Head. v TSR

Harry Wharton laid it upon his desk.

** We thought you might translate it for us, sir, as you know
Halian,” he said difidentls

** Certainly, certainly ! said the Head.

He put on_his glasses, and.read over the paper. He uttered
an exclamation of surprise:

! Dear me, dear ma "

The juniors watched him eagerly. Tt was curious to their
eyes to sec the Head take in at & glance the meaning of the
written words, which were a mystery to them,

“You can read it, sir?” Wharton exclaimed eagerly.

' Quite easily!” Dr. Locke said, zmiling.

“Oh, Rnod i : s
“I will write the translation out for you,” seid Dr. Locke,
dipping his pen iato the ink. * Look "

@ wrote a line:

“Bearch in the house of the Faun in Pompeii underncath
the sixth stone past the fountain, and you will find it.”

“4It,"” said the Head, with a smile—"*it” is evidently
the chart you have spoken of, which indicates the precise
spot upon Mount Vesuvius where the gold pieces are hidden

f, indeed, they are there at all. About that, of conrse, we
know nothing. I have travelled in Naples, and I am awaro
that to the natives there the truth is quite an unknown
quantity. They are a very pleasant people; but Baron
Munchausen wss a monument of verscily in comparison.
What use do you boys wish to make of this paper?’

“We hupe({ we might go to Naples in the vacation, sir,

and search for the treesure,” said Harry Wharton.
e Head smiled agai X
“Yes, I guessed that,” he said. “That would naturally

occur to you, But that rests entirely with Jou parents and
guardians, I do not know that there would be any danger,
a3 this Italian rafian is certain to be arrested in a few doys
at the most. But you will have to consult your people about
it, of course. the paper—it is yours.”

‘And the juniors quitted the Head's study.

They did not speak again till they were within the walls
of No. 1 in the Remove passage.

Wharton closed the door.

““We've read the clue, and we know where to look for the
map!” he said. “Now, I've jolly well made up my min
that I'm going to Naples this vac.,, to look for the giddy
treasure i

*What-ho!" said Bob Cherry emphatically.

““We've ot to bring pressure to bear on our people to get
permission,”  sai rry” My uncle will be quite willing
to take three or four fellows with me when he takes me
nbroad this vae. And I think I shall get him interested in
this treasure hunt—he's an old spart, you know. We've got
to worl it.” -

““Hear, hear!}.

Ana so the juniors made up theiv minds. But whether that
trip to the land of the teorching sun and the volcano was
ever to come off was another matter!

THE END-

(Next aweek's grand long coniplete tale of the ehwing of Greyiriars
i entitled, ** HARRY WHARUON & CO.'S WINDFALL by Frank
Iticharids.” Pleass order your copy in adrance)
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farern, Hal Honour, the gmeinser, bowever, Taakes a stranga o sazs 1hah wkbin bwo mEDRS Iu will Testiae the w hole tzov. Puaciual

{2 Tha hour Eanour Talhls 1 peox the miniature aeronel be has construcled rises o black arater foto the ruathioe’ abave, o
first Joad of passengers, consi hing-Lung, ﬂnn-w-n, and O'Rooney, Immediately m- aeronsl nce more Gane
Wage, who bas been Liightened by n“ﬁm.,, Tenps cul and rushes away, finally taking refuge in o free. The Lrishman ldm:m-t:s e talsh bin
mme-

back, but the Fskimo pelts him with Irlut, which bursls upon bim
0'Rooney fios

diztely becomes a mass of leaves and robl

bitehing & little nearer to the Eskimo, who "has, -l leagth, desconded from the

in sticky masses, causiag him (0 roll on the gron
s this aﬂrcm&l! dificult to remove, nd Jrhill h! is 't sha

here!
F iuicelt, he keepa

fres,

(Now go on with the alnr”

Ching -Lung's l‘ioﬂlln Hunt.
“ OP'll have him in minute," Barry O Raont‘y thuug]n
clenching his teeth, ** and then Oi'll scarify him !
““Nico apples, hunk I “* Butterful,
You like 'sm, hunk ! 3
“ Loil " Ban-_v came pearer still

said Gan-Wage.
* Whoy, Oi could

liveon em "
“¥o' are funny man "
Gan-Waga 1nn{ed “t him with deep intcrest.
pause, o ai
“Dut Ibbly po'iry o' tll me—bow sho dopart
* Depart, yez wes? Yez manes how does she go.
% ¥o "ant_able go

After a

“Same t'ing,” answered Gan-Waga.
widout departin’. I never forget her. Bhe tou much butterful
and sad. Mako r.enn come rippitty-drippin’. I say it now,

but must ery doin”
i Ou ‘y to see butterful mug aga-n,
to hear butterful smilt
Dn to give one b huwarm gitt,
dee run ten billion mil

And, remarking * Dere butterful gift!" Gan whipped the
melon from behind him, hummanng 1t down on Barry's head,
2nd went fiying towards the villag

e last’ straw breaks the uumela back, and that last

fruit broke Barry O'Roonoy. He was utterly
ted. All his anger gave place to anguis
he scraped t.b- sticky stuff away, &nd
541 ‘about_him in_misery.

No doubt it served him right for n.ttnmptmg to frighten a
reor, innocent, ignorant savage of an i

“"He began to wonder where tho 0 o A igporance
came in. There was no doubt that it was all on his si

Hs, and not Gan-Waga, had been the dupe. Sick :nd sad,
©'Roopey put his knife away. He was in such & horrible
ondition of stickiness that hu was afraid to go back to the
village. X

How the men would laugh and chalf! Beaten by the inno-
cont Gan-Waga! He writhed at the thou--ht

“Therg's ono thing sbout ut,” he sighed, * Oi can punc!.

‘em av_they rub ut mn too harrd ; bul., fnr the loife
0i wouldn't be scen loike this. What's to be done? Shculrl
Qi go down to the river?”

]—f could wash his clothes there, and they would quickly

the sun.

it slow and painful step he Timped into tho woods, Tho
moment his figure vanished Ching-Lung darted out, guessing
"Rooney's purpose, and ran headlong to the village.
And as he ran he bit the bullets out of helf a dozen Mauser
cartridges, leaving the cases blank and harmless
Quick as thought he snatched up several rifics, and, making
suro-that the magazines were empty, put a blank cartridge
into_tha breech of cacl
* Maddock I he j?"cli ”Jﬂel Where are you!”
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Three men came running out of Barry’s house.
' Come quick!” said Chin; Luug, in great excitement
* There's n gnnﬂa in the woods !

“ A gorill:
* It must be‘ saw o great, shaggy brute there. Take
these rifles—they're loaded. Have you got nné cartridges?
? It doesn’t mutter, for I have plenty. Come along!
Hurry up, or we'll lose him! Run as if the police were on
your track!”
The thought of a hunt lent them wings.
before they gnmbd the belt of woodland.
Ching-Lung felt sure that O'Rooney would keep in the
;yp-ﬁx' spaces as much os possible, and take the nearest way
o the rivor.

It was not long

To an eye even less skilled than Chipg-Luhg's the Irish
man’s track was pmmli lain.
‘Don't make a noise, lads! We mustn’t startle him 1"

ledly were the words out of his mouth when Maddock
irod on s basking sneke that glided away with such an angry
hlss that the startled bo'sun could not restrain a yel

oney, plodding dismally towards the river, heard it
and turne: plle

Crouching down, he waited to find out the meaning of it. A
moment later his heart sank.

He saw four of his comrades advancing direct for his hiding-
place. He would have forfeited his whﬁe year's salary rather
than have been discover:

His one chance was to Hy, and he took it.

But ho was seen.
here he i, lads—thero he is " shouted Ching-Lung.

gorilla, by Jupiter
"Afkr him—after him "

O'Rooney absolutcly burled himself through the under-
growth, and the shouting pursuers came crashing after him.

To his horror, the Irishman saw a broad, verdureless glads
before him. If he tricd to cross that he must be seen. It

was too late to double, for they wers close behind.

** 0"l monkey for ut,” groaned Barry, “ or Ol‘]l doie!"

He climbed the fist convenient tree. was denso
iullng; above, but they scemed a terrible dlslrmn from the
ground.

Ile had hardly shinned up the smooth trunk a dozen feeb

hcfnm the hunters bicke from cover.
ora_ho is!”
Threo rifles oracked, and were answered by a ferrible yell
The shaggy monster slid down intp & thorn-bush.

o't go mear for & minute!” cried: Ching- Lung warne
muly “They are lurublu brum, and he may be only
wounded.”

And then the jaws of three of the hunters dropped and the
blood fled from their checks as & muffled voice from among
tho I.homa wailed :

unded, is ut? Ow, murther, Onn dead! Oi'm shot
:‘nmugh the henrrc and me blood s on yer souls!”

'RANK RICHARDS,
=y - Order karly.
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Relates How Barry 0'Rooney was a Cold but Lively Corpse,
_and How the Hunters Fell into o Real Hornet's Nest.
Ching-Lung could not restrain himself any longer. Drop-
ping his rifle, he throw his arms round the trunk of a slendey
tree, and laughed until the tears came.
His strunge conduct horrified the men more than ever. They
thought the terrible discovery that they had murdered a
uman being had turned his brain,

h.ll?“fmﬂi, thic:m stirred,  Suddenly Ching-Lung dashed his

3 eves.
“ Ity all right " e said, in a hoarse whisner, * We've not

burt him. The cartridges were all blanks. It's O'Rooncy.
Ho funcics he's shot. Listen to bim !
hen—then it's only a joke, sir?" gasped Maddock.

“ That's all. Gan-Waga threw a lot of sticky stuff over
bim, and he was off down to the river to wash.”
rThrcq eves closed in three knowing winks, and six rows
°';5E1“" grinned with delight.
suppose it's fo ir g™
i 1 10mPOSC it's sufe mavw, sirt” said Maddock,
A hollow L'E;J_gn rdnmdfrvm the thoras,
o 20, ves, Oi'm dead, and me blood is on yer sowls
““Good gracious, sir!’ 1 behieve it's & men i
A corrpse, yez means ! wailed the hollow voice.
shot in noine places. Ob, murther—murther !
Ehmg—'f.\m;[ s tecth began to chatter.
Great m-mercy, boys 1" he pented.
I:“wr:': an ape ! Did.lonr Eyc: deceive us
-n-no, sir. 'd i *ail
R sco'd its shaggy ‘air !
“ Don't_tell no loies!" groaned the voice. ** Qi ain't got
L?.ll\]. Tell no loics, but lave me to rist. Bedad, don't
dishozour tho mem'ry of a murthered martyr, whose blood
= on yer sowls! Avaunt wid yez, and tuke the last curse of
a g cowld corpse I
z-Lung clutched his temples wildly.
This is an awful country I" he groaned. “It's a casc’of
be transmigration of souls that thesc nricsts teach. The soul
[ some peor man—a Frenchi
Ut's a
Frenthman !
i Hu" got into this ape,” went on Ching-Lung, ** and the
i+ Ut's another loio! Di'm no ape. but a corrpse !
Let ua By I said Maddock. ' *' My 'air's standin' on end,

“T fancy

“ Oi'm

What does it mean?

man—a | chm; y
loicI” said the muffed voice. ' Oi'm not a

Floy, yez murtherers!" roared Barry,
murthered corrpse to doie in paoe I
It's coming—oh, it's coming [ shricked Ching-Lung, in
of horror.
es of dread, the four men huddled together and
other, The thorns began to crackle, and the
he corpse appeared.
sizt. chaps” whispored Ching Lung.
He set the example by swooning gracefully. The others
dropped 1o tho ground, und lay thore apparently sensoless.
Barry theust out his head, and cyed the four mationless
gurcs vacantly.
o ~Ot's & quarc sensation to be a corrpso!” he muttered.
Oi wondher av all corrpses grow whiskers loike Oi do?

“ Floy, and lave

Oi've at laste noine bullets insoide me. Now, am Oi dead, or

am Oi not "
He folt his back carefully with his hand.

Anyway, bein” shot at is an aisy d'ith, for O don't faal
much pain, 0i'd betther wroite n few loines to tell ‘em where
Oi put me will, and to let 'em know that Qi want brass
handles on me coffin, and not thim ugly bleck things. Oi

must be a ghost, at laste, or they woiidn't have dhropprd
down loike that at scein’ me, Faith, Oi'll haunt, that gintlc-
man wid_the pi

nigtail iv'ry noight for Bity years!"

ng?i}:: g-Lung moaned goftly. Burry felt his fancied wounds
** Bedad " he said, gasping with astonishment. * Oi must

be bullet-proof ! Qi dznn'l: _believe Oi'in hurrt at all, at all

And they couldn't have missed, for they weren't ten varrds

eway. Faith. this is a knockout! 0i must be a livin carrpse,

;ﬂ‘:]gl m badly in need o' a wash. OUll lave "em to slape ut

He crawled painfully out of the thorn-bush, still feeling
ri‘l“m-l! over {or possible bullet-wounds, and made for the
vor,

He was beginning to think it was all a dream from first to
last. When he was out of sight, the four men swoke from
:hﬁ\r swoon and doubled up with laughter.

Let’s follow him I"" said Ching-Lung. ““ I want to ece the
end of this!"”

The others were quite as eager as h
keop out of sight and to make no noise, ther took up the
pursuit. The river flashed through thé trees, glowing in the
vivid sunshine. 3
® MaoNeT LiprarY.—No. 21

wself, Taking care 10

« He's talking to himself ! w! “Geo
stoady
They could hardly
within view of the Irishman.
smoking his pipe, cngaged in conversation with an enormous
frog that was perched on @ stone opposite him. The frog
was not in the least alarmed, and it watched Barry stolidly.
* Misther Frog,” said the Irishman, ' afore Oi had “the
suprame joy of mateing a sinsible gintlemen loike yerself, €
i must admit,

ered Ching-Lung.

ain their mirth when they came
He was sitting on a log,

was carefully thinkin' the matther over. Oi
between yerself and me, that whin thim guns went off, and
©i slithered down, Oi thought Oi was a goner.

“"Now, here's the argiment. Oi was about tin yarrds away
from the guns. Thoy missed me. Considherin’ the matther,
Oi've niver sccd Misther Ching-Lung miss at three hundred
vards. Whoy did he miss, and whay did the others miss?  Ad
& yaller ginticman of deep larnin’, Oi put the question.”

“Cecrouk " remarked the frop. i

“ Hoax, did yez say? Mo dear sor, Oi belaves yez. Ut
& hoax—that faintin' was a hosx. That wretch of a Gan
Waga towld thim, and they stherted to hunt me, edad, sor,
but OP'll be a wid the rogues—O7'll be avin wid thim!
Misther Frog, Oi should loike to shake yez boic the hand.
There's o janius about yer remarks that shows talent. Well,
gaod-boie to yez! Oi'm plazed to havo met yez!”

The frog dived into the water, and Barry began to undress.
He took off hiz outer garments, and began to wash thom.

When he had managed to get rid of the stickiness, he
looked round io meke sure that there were no alligators in
the vicinity, end decided to have a swim.

a3 ho removed his nether garments he sang merrily :

# Av Oi wes o merman bold,
Livin' at the bottom o' the sea,
©Oi'd have oysthers enough for supper,
And carrtloads of shrimps for tea™

Then he balanoed himsclf for a moment on the bank, and
dived into the cool water.

“What's that buzzing sound, sir "' asked Maddoclk.

It sounds like bees,” answored Ching-Lung. ' I've been
wondering what it was myself."

He orept towards the edgo of the bank.
of sight, but he scemed to be enjoying himsclf by the way he
splashed. Again ho broke into a song suitable to the occasion,
for Barry was fond of dropping into song and poetry :

O'Rooncy was out

* Av Oi was a merman bould,
With s tail instead of fate,
Ut would puzzle me to cloimb & laddher,
And, bo jabbers, ut would fummox mo to skate I™

The buzzing sound grew louder. Ching-Lung glanced up.
and saw a large hornet's nest in the fork of a tree above his

ead.

And_then the spirit of mischiel cntered him again, and
fickle Fortune faveured him. ;

A long stick was Iying close st hand. Pecping over the
bank, bo saw Barry foating on his beck in the middle of the
river,

Ching-Lung whipped garment after garment upon the end
of the stick, and hung them on a branch just over the hornet's

nest.
All he left was Barry's boots and shirt. Then be dropped
the stick into the river, and saw it swicled away by the

current.

“ It'll take him some time to find a stick as long os that,”
@ thought, ** if there's another in the whole wood. Poor old
Burry! Il's a shame to rub it in like this; but s trind to
do me a time or two, I'll make it up to him. As Lord says,
*Whatever will become of me?’ must have been born.
under o mad star [
He heard o sniggering in tho bushes, and sniggered him-
self. Barry was unconsciously singing another of his dittic:
and the ditty was quite appropriaste. His lusty voice rang
from mid-stream :

* Av Oi sat down on o wopses's nist,
And the wopscs said, ‘ What cheer !
D'yez think Oi'd stay to :.lf( “Good-day '?
No, no, me lads—0i'd elear 1"

Chuckling, grinning, and sniggering, they woited for the
swimmer to come ashore. He arrived glistening, and Ching-
Lung could not help admiring his muscul ngth of limb
and development of chest. He lighted his pipe again, dricd
himself in the sun, and then pulled on his shirt.

Not till then did he discover the absence of his clothes

“Where, in tho name o' jumpin' jellyfishes!” he gasped.
“ What's become o' me duds?"”

He glered round him, and sat down to think. At that
moment Maddock sniggered.

e
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a‘u tm Very good,

lance
up &

-ni an upward
es. Barry pick
ow, yez rascals,' he rcared, *‘come out, or Oi'll be
Nmr dbroppin’ this among

iees, and they rose to their feet

ch Barry joined.

ats & purly joke—a purty joke I

Ching:Toog, ™ You take it well 2
e iam-. “Or'm always

“Av Oi sat down on a horpets’ nest,
And the hornets said, * What cheer ?”
D'yez think 0i'd stay to eay ' Good-duy 't
0, no, me lads—no blessed fear!’

They were under the tree. Barry Sung off bis «hirt, hurled
the stone right into the centre of the nest, and dived headlong
into the river,

The pést fell, and with it thousands of infuriated insects.
Burry had uwmd, There was no escape but by plunging into
iho stream, and into it they rolled,

Preparations for the Ascent—Some Poetry and a Hen-Hunt
—Spinning Yarns—Where 15 the Aeruuaut?—lus;:alr—
The Globe of Fire,

Luckily, the hornets did not pursue, but all the men hmk
care to keep under weter az long as X
mightily plrmd wllh bimself. His neat little trick mndu
amen: deal, and he could hardly coneeal his
delight wlum |hs heads of his tormentors bobbed up one by
cne. They laughed, teo, and, following Ching-Lung’s lead,
:Im(sk hands with the Irishman,

They landed about a quarter of a mile lower down, after
spleshing and shouting to scare off any alligators that mlghl.
kave been in the vicinity. As it would have been risky to g
Eack far ("Rooney's clothes beloro nightiall, Maddock eot off
to the village for others, while Barry remuined in the shade.

he sun was so powerful that it would have blistercd his skin
had he walked back unprotected.

Muaddock retnrm,d after a short delay. The little aeronef
had mado the second voyage aucucs:[ulliv and had commenced
the third. awever, at present, Honour's vessel was
raving lives, and not luggage. The. clothe the borsen had
managed to get hold of were » weird and strange lot. It was
hard to say whether Barry looked more like a tramp in very
low water or a walking scarecrow when he had got them on,

The acronef showed as a black speck against the snow of
the great pesk. They watched her until she dropped out of
right into the tunnel

2 Scrun el Strmge‘ " muttered ClRooney, shaking his

y wonderful indade

2t ghty wonderful 7

“ Whoy, l" that's hap) ened s " yez arroived to disthurb
the paceful counthry loife of & pnrr little orphaned Oirish
bhoy l6ike me! Dear, dear dear | was pace and joy
! !I yu came to worrit an Oirish bhoy. But, bedad, sin’' yez

ut ain't been the samo, and that's what Oi calls a

I mrlm shame. There's original poethry for yez! Doesn't ut

foire yer sowla 2"

The; oy ol ull groaned sadly and doef
“* 1t's beautiful,” sighi i ung;
to take on an empty stomach.

* but it's rather risky

: 5 " NE -
s, Coe [ Maguet” orn, |

ate ould grandmother said about

That's jest what me

grub whin ti wasn’t anythin’' to ate in the mansion wa
used to inhabit, barrin’ a thrifle for the pig. But, as Oi
was remarkin' afore the poethry got howld o' me, ut's
sthrange mdade. Forsk s Hostona, ghott, thin a foight

wid Sthorland Sahib. Thin that big birrd comes along, and
Oi take o roide on him. Ay coorse the hu-nl starrts to moult,
and dbrops me down a coal-mine. Next Oi become a collier,
and afther that a gonllar. Och! Ut's a quare loife. Loife
fa;an! dlmfp is funny, loife in gaol is rather tame; loife ain't

lot's o’ money, loife widout's an orlful 3um-. Loife
Pum on him and choke him before I lose my reason r
molu«.i hing-Lung. * Barry, have pity on us!’

k_here, Mr. O'Rooney,”

waid Maddock selemaly,

wo ro desperate men.

s wh-a was the last wurrd, plaze?”

n 1" yelled Maddock. ‘*Men, not gorillas!™ )
go'onl Oi begs ser puddenl = Min—eh?  Oi'm

listhenin’ "’

“We're desperate men!”. roared Maddock. * And, by
hokey, sir, be careful, or we'll not leave yer gunug!: life w
fill a thimble. Don't go too far! Our blood is up |

"Rooney coughed and murniured ¢
K

-, Thmr kleo
mooh

So IIu:
Black puddens will
Be cheapish scon.” .

g I:un tn the ground, and
'y swore to

Then they fell upon him,
rolled himn for twenty’ vards

be good, and never to offend again untnl the next fime. They
yrould b rolled him home, culy the sight of a Tt wander-
ing fowls reminded them that they were hungry. A hot chase

ensued, and ended in_the mm‘aie of three roosters. The air
had given them amazing appetites.

Everything they had left ind had been looted by the
thieving natives. Mules, pomt"s uﬂm. clothing, ammunition,

and medicine—all had vanished ing-Lun) :hur_kled as he
thought of the medicine. thieves m d_too freely
certainl,

in the pills ond drugs they

It aII depended now oo L]»
engineer could pot manufactuse
the expedition must coms to a smndmll Thu, might, of
course, be able to purchase mounts and baggage-animals
somewhere close at hand; but when Ching-Lung mentioned
it to Darry, the Irishman shool his head.

- Bul thero must bo plenty ol ponies in Tibef,” said Ching-
Lung, and money is money."

ggin’_yer honour's pardon,” said O'Rooney, ‘‘money .
ain't, and OVl tell yez whoy. Ut is money, and ut ain'i
monéy. Av that spalpeen Sthorland Sahib manes no mors
mischicf we can buy horses, but av he manes mischief nn‘ex
a horrsc will all yer goold buy widin a hundre
this swate 5 Av he tells 'em not to sell to us, se uzey
dugen't, for ha'd sheot tevp down ar they did"
“1t seems strango that he should have such 1

Y Wait a mo’, sor! Oi know a slhraniaer I.hmg I.Imn that.
Av ut wosn't for the prastes Tibet 'ud a good counthry
:i“d @ rich wan.' Sthorland Sahib manes to be king of it some

ay."

it
ionaire’s p.nns. Even the
ponies, and without them

CORNER. NEW FEATURE!

THE_"MAGHET" LIBRARY PUZZLE

PUZZ —How can you tle up a friend wllh =|gm

bl lh"in[.‘.\lk
brink bis hands behind him. and passiag each loop over his
respective little fingers, puil the knats taut. Do not ha

more string lhln you require to comnect MIB llﬂ[!r with
the othes n bring up the young man d slij
the: - vlnlnunt hands, This wl]l !i..i hlm n!n:l)'.

m under
unless your Knots are poor ones,

PUZZLE Ko. 2—Hand & riend an erdinary
medicine bottle and an ordinary straw. Ch
nge bim to It the bottl: by the straw
without first Ulllut the bottle,
declared the feat impossible, bend
and slip it into the bottle.
 shioulder ™ of the hnll!e. ennbling you easily
10 bring off the t

PUZZLE No. 3.—How can you cause a coln,
placed beneath an Inverted tumbler to dis-
a:lwur without touching the coin or the
glass ?

PUZZLE Ne. 4 —How can you balance a ‘penkniie on the
zd::dnl the blade unly without forcing the blade into the

(The answers to the above pixles will be printed, with
cxplanatery diasrams, ox this page In mext Tacsday's
MA ” T Library. Mecanwhile, try to solve them your-

‘lmz \hnym Limsrary.—No. 2
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. Ohlog-Lung went on plucking the rolti thoughtfull Mter
®ll, even if tho bangdit suocce , and conquered {'w bet,

would not be so wonderful. Mahomet, who conquered prncue
ally three-guarters of the then luown world, was only a
poor merchant. Napoleon was nothing; and in China, his
own country, more then one rebel had made himself an

. emporor. Honegade though he was, Btorland Sahib was &
mah of pluck and power, If he won it would have been
good for Tibet. He would quickly drive out the priests. But
would ho be satisfied with Tibet, or would he be always
Ixuaumq the Indian end Chinese i 1

“Hally, old poultry-picker " cried a cheery voice, that
ruu::d Chin Lun; from his reverie.
o looked up, and saw Thurston.

“Hello, Ru, my Little Boy Blue!” said Ching- Luhm

“ Hast thou arrivenest! What pews from yonder coal-mine?
* Everything famous, my boy, and everybody fine. They'll
be all aboye ground in a couple of hours.’
Inrli:ed the tidings thou bringest are O.K., sweet youth!
iy Benjarmin DMacddock, looking 13 ficsh 43
& smoke-dried haddack, ready to cook some grub. What-ho!
Tom, art thou here also? Seize that other cockerel, and get
the -wl off his ribs. The question is, did you bring any
) had some just before wo left.”
Barry heaved a sigh of relief that sulxnﬂud like water hmng
suursd down a griting. There were six of them already to
ine off three fowls, ond if the others had been hunagry it
would have been & wrefchedly poor meal.
The aeronef was once niore rising towards the peak, with
the indomitable engineer at her helm.
We've no bread; and no spuds,” said Maddock, sighing.
1 ought m ave told Mr. Honour to brmg suma
“By Jove, it's not too late yet!” Rupe:
the sun? [ll soon let him*know, |l he [} onl) Iouk buck
Lord gave the things to me just as I was starting, in case I
should want. to sij
o took o couple of mirrors out of his breast-pocke

“Good old heliograph!” laughed Ching-Lung. “I can
work it. Toss it over, ronny.

“Plaze yez don't give the keind gintleman sun-
sthroke,” [ Rocn

Holding one mirror sglms{ his breast and the other in his
Ieft hand,

Ching-Lung caught the light mth the latter, and
reflected it on to the first ly. Then, by
tho mirror in hia laft hand, ko sen; out a serigs of long and
shart fashes from the other. The message road:

“ Pleasa @ some bread and spuds. We are starving.
. Thank you."
“‘She’s stopped,” said Thurston, watching the vessel
ﬂnough his field- glnnsas. “ He's signalling with flags."
‘Can you muake it out?"
“I can make out ‘Rc— re,"
“'Ropeat,” T')l bet. He rhdnt understand at first. Tl
maks it shorter.’”
And the mirror ﬂnshed out:
“ Bring back r:llml::
““He's signalled * Yes,'” said Rupert; “and she's movin,

again. Why, you'll have the stull before the fowls are cook
ow beautifilly he manages her I

“Did yez rimember the whisky, sor?’ asked DRWney
mournfully.

And they all loughed.

A great roaring fire was built, for the ruined house was
dismal without one, despite the glm’lnua sunlight outside.
They were like men delivered from a living grave, and so
‘lght henrted and merry that mon l fecble joke raised a

u was impossible to imagine o man who could recover bis
spirits more quickly than Barrs O'Rooney. He had already
forgiven Gan-Waga for I.Ilrmlmg a small fruitorer’s shop at
him, and ho screamed as loud, . n the stery
orilla and the “ doiein’ corpse ™ was tald, And,
baforn the listenars had finished holding their sides, the drons
of serews was heard, the fowls were done to a turn, and the

all-ul. little acronef had rescued another batch of men from
cir gloomy prison in the heart of the great mountain.
(Jm journey more and all would be saved. They checred
the gellant cnzinecr as the jittle vessel again rose in the
air and winged her way cm\anln the peak. Sho was working
splendidly.
nngle hitcl.

Exery serap of her machinery ran without a
Tuilt a8 ahe had been built, sho was n masier.

ung and his hungry comrades soon made short work

d, with pipes alight, they gathored round the

ooney told them & ghost story of a

rdling and_hair  kind. The spectre used

Hdppear on a dark bridge ne ative village with its

under its arm, wail nlacd' lood! DBlood " throw
Maaxer Limmrany.—No

its head into the river, and then dive after i, end then venish
with a hollow plunge.

It was o long yarn, but O'Ronney told It well Then
Prout gave one, and Maddock gave one. Not to be outdone,

ce related a thrilling tale, \-\lnch he called ¢ g;,

oodle ; or, the stery of the Gore-st alned Gi To
was ]us( at the exclting part, wlmrﬂ the bad villain was going
to thmw the hero nff o top of St. Paul's at a hot-potato
man, who wus ]ust passing, wju-n Ching- L"meil"mi“'d ujp.

“ Great oo he cried. * What time is 1t

“Nenrly sm n said Rupert, looking nt his watch.

Then the aeronel ought to have been here long ago—two
hours ago!

He dmt(\! out of the house, and a sudden fecling of alarm
sprang up in every ]

What was the season of this long delay? Had some acci-
dent occurred to the machinery of the acronef?

The others hurried ipto the yard. o crimson sun was
just hanging like a fireball over the western hills. It tingod
their anxious faces with red, and threw long shadows. The
snow of the peak was like blood, but no moving speck ap-
peared upon it. Stars wake beginning to tremble faintly o
the grey espanse of heaves

“ What can have iuppened Ching?" whispered Tharston.

$Porhaps, nothing at all. 1 hope s fervently.”

1t—

“* Hush, old chap!” Hush!"

The same horrible -tlmufhl was in the minds of both, but
the idea was too dreadful there have been a recur-
renos of the strange, natural phenomeng that had caused tho
wreck of the Lord of the Skies? Had the littlo aeronefl been
robbed of all her power when in the very mct of mounting
tho shaft, to be hurled back into the abyss shattered and
ruined? Tf so, where were_the two fn'l]int men who had
plnuned and built her and given her li

In silence they gazed at the peak, fear and doubt in their
oyes. The crimson faded to yellow, the yellow to grey, and
huge masses of shadow gathered among ‘the crags. Despzir
began to fill their hearts. ~Gan-Waga sat on the ground,
:noamlg and rocking )umaelf o and fro.

dock, Prout, Rupert.

Chmg Luny beckoned the threo men he could trust the

and they followed him into the gloom.

TENaie adked Tharston anxously

sy am afraid it is far from well, my lads,” answered Chi:
Lung. * Something is amiss. Knowing how terribly anxious
we should be, the chief would never have delayed so long if
all had been right. Let us take the most hopeful view of

the case.”

“\Vhwh is that, sor?” Prout muttered sadly.

“ That some tnﬂmg accident has happéned to tho machinery
of the ueronel; one thst, though not serious, may toke u
Jong time to repair. W can do nothing.”

“ That is the bitter part, Ching. At least, we can do
notbmg to-night.”

‘ B e may turn up, md \[-driock

“ Depend upon it they wi

“ Hush, hush, Rupcrtl" said (.hmg-Lung, laying his hand
an_his friend’s arm.

Thurston bit. his lips, but all knew the unspoken words
were * unless they are dead.” Surely Providence would not

rmit the two splendid men who had tailed so gallantly with
Deain and hand for the rscue of their comrdaes to die in
their hour of triumph?

There was one thing certain, and like a star of hope. Only
death or grave imjuries conld keep Ferrers Lord and
Hal Honour prizoners for long. Dificulties and obstacles
that would have n insurmountable to ordinary people
were child's pley to these two giants of soience,

“] know one thing,” said Prout, “and, by hokey, it's as
sartin num to me as I'm sartin sure I seo that star up
Fyonder

M ¥hat's that, Tom?" ,

“That they'll let us know what's happened, your 'ighness,"
answered Prout sturdily. T don’t know 'ow they'll do it
bui; they will do it. Mnrk my words, wo'll hear from them ™

¢ If we den't, \\e 'l find them,” smd. (;hmg Lung. * Living
or dead, we' them or rselves.”

“We w thcy answored, * Ty got to tunnel through
the mountain.”

There was no more yarn- spmmug and no more laughtor.
Darkness fell, but it did not bring the aeronef. A bright
Vellow-faced Mungoli peered in at them through
indow, but-they fled when O'Rooney rapped the

ng-

moon rose.
door and

spored Ching-Lung at last, “ we must start to
mountain_to-morrow.’’ -

The Irishman nodded

“So we must, sir; but moighty few'll iver rache the tap,
and fewer shtill will come back. "Ut's a d'ith-thrap!”

“f?.ﬂ:“d':;%"z"é‘é‘.‘r’.ﬁ;‘iﬁa?ié"" “TOM MERRY'S MASQUERADE 1™ ' ™= o an SR W™



“ That is \\hal we ca: tell, but we mus go. Where
can-wo get. 5
G oind thim, sor. av yezlll give me yer company.’

Most of the villagers who had fied before Storland Sahib
had yeturned to their miserable hovels. Barry bored a hole
in tle handle of his cudgel, and fastened it to his wrist with
& piece of string. Prout, certain that the millionaire would
find eome means of commuticating with them, had appointed
himself a sentry.

“ If we had on]y brought 'he wlre]ess eelugnnhm apparatus
with us!” thought Ching-Lun

+ T Bur Tegrels webe wesless. The Bpp&r-\l.\ls bad been Ief
behind, and quick and desperate action must be their watch-
word. I they could reac Telhe mouth of the shaft, Ching-

L\rng knew that he could send a message to Ferrers Lord and

Hal H: if only death had not sealed their eyes and
closed their gars for ever.

His rla.n was a simple one.  Out of a faw old ncwapa}[:en he
bad already constructed a small parachute, which he had
\'TEI hted accurately. He m(ended to let this float down the

afs. A light, caused b petroleum, would
be attached, which coul mt im] to Jlltmct Lhi attention of
the -mpnsoned men if only death had g

He set out with O’Rooney, an reod u.m way into
{he mearest cottage by the sm:pln rne!hod of kicking down
the door. The filth and squalor of the place sickencd Ching-
Lung. A man, wretched in health, and almost mad from
smoking ihe deadly opium, told them that no vopes were to
be had in the village.

“Then we must do without,” said Ching-Lun|

‘* Impossible, sor. Oi've hearrd tell that ut's l  dangerous
job to cloimb little m’“hlﬂ! loike Mont Blanc and the Matter-

orn in Europe, and they're.only mole-hapes to that. peak.
opes we must have. There's an ould thafe of a ﬁshaﬂmn
' beyant the river, and he 3 sartin to have ropes.”

Let s go to him at once.”

** Not. much, sor,”” afiswered Barry, with a wink. ** Whoy
walk whin yez can roide? OF some o' these, yuller
blackguards at wance, Bedad, and won't I throunce "em av
they ain’t quick?”

arry went into the street, and begen to yell homb]u
Three or four men eamo runming out, and, brandishing
cudgel, O'Rooney drove them into a corzer. His ]angmge
was more forcible thnn lite.

"8 gs!” he bellowed. + Pigs, reptiles, vsrmm,
weasels, rats, listen to me! Go to the house of Kiraz-
djalar, and bring all the ropes ye can find.  Say I necd them,
and if he refuses, fecd the crocodiles with his carcase. Go,
monker-faced. uacless fouls! 1 aim the Khan.  Obey, or iy
Bu

O'Rooney gave them a tap on the head all round as a
reminder of what they might expeet, and they started off in
the moonlight. ChmiLnng, who underetood the language
.nrl well, could not iling.
ou're not very ing or gentle, Barry.”

** Boothin', is ut?” A big shillelagh in a fist tlma. knows how
to use ub is the fo-nesl. £00| mi or Tibet. Whin
Oi firrst came, sor, Oi stharted siy re

in the , and ut knock em. For
wakes afther yez eud hear *em yeoll Joike as if the fmm-angmes
was comin’ av only a floy settled on their brain-boxes, the oy
uthnt sore. In their lingo they call me the ‘ head-breakin’
aivil.” ™

They walked up and_down the di
the messengers returned, - They brougl
of excellent Tope.

 Now, we wunt same iron-shod sticks, Baxiy.”

" L;bm that o me, sor. How many?”

- 0,']'! hnve the miserable blacksmith st 'em in no teime,™
said

(,hmg Lung had been thinking deeply. The task before
him was terrible and perilous. He had made up his mind
ot to risk the lives of more than three men in s dem!mtu
attem) t. to reach the mnuth of shaft. He knew that all
ol enger to go, and chance would select the three.
Thurslnn or himself must remain behind, for the men could
not be left without a leader.

**Rupert,” he seid, * will you resign in my fovour, oid
chap?”

““No, old fellow.”

“ Then you 1A>ss up. T call * heads.” ™

“You win,” said Rupert, " so I shall remain behird.”

Then came the selection of the three. Ching-Lung wrote
all the names down on pisces of paper, except Gan.Wage's
Tho scraps of paper were shaken up in a helmet, and Rupert
drew threo of them. O'Rooncy’s name came ovt firsl. The
two others that chance picked out were tough old salts, who
had sailed to the North Pole in the Lord of the Deep.

Maddock, Prout, and Joe gmmb]ed at thm i1l Iuok and
Prout went sullenly back to his

"' Don’t be down-hearted, lads,” smr] Ching-Lung cheerily.

parrow street until
% with them two coils

member, you ara coming with us as far up os the snow-
1 we geb lost, there muse be no attempt at rescue,
.mnr Lrersnt.—No. 2
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for that may mean more loss of life still.. You are wnder
Mr. Thurston's command. I should advise you to wait here
a waock, and if vou seo no more of 1 in thaf time, try to got
hack jnto India, But cheer up. I'm cortain all will come

i Hs-re, lads; here, lads! Come Tnck g

It was Prout’s thunderous roar. ey rushed out.

“ What’s that—what's that?”

Tifty eyes stared through the derkmess towards the peak.
High up & little light was shining. s it a star? It grew
]alger, righter, rounder. Surely, too, 1t. was sinking slowly?

ho breeze was driving it towards them.

globe of fire 1" cried Thurston, as he raised his glasses.

“ Yes, old chap ¥ Felled Ching-Lung. ‘' A Ere-balloon and

a message.

A Message Comes from the Millionaire and Hal Honour—
Good News—Barry 0'Rooney Finds Himself under Fire
—The Mysterious Boat,

As_the ﬁery globe passed averhead, the cheering men
Tan in pursuit. Under ordi circumstances, the paper
balloon would continue in the air until the buoyancy given to
3% by the burning wad of cotion-wool was exhausted. That
ie to say, it would continue afloat -the flame went out,
or becamo top feeble to heat.the air sufficiently to sustain
the paper globe.

Such balloons have been knawn to remain aloft for many
hours, and to travel wonderful distances They did not
doubt that it had risen up the shait, and they Ir_vn:w that their
comrades had despatched. the aenial inessepger.. In sending
it aloft, Ferrers Lord and. the_cbgineer had not trusted enor-
mofisly to chance. In their underground prison il was im-

assible, of course, to tell in'wha# direction the wind blew,

ut such & keen observer:as: Hal Honour wonld not have
failed to study the weather during his journeys to and iro.

Ching-Lung remembered all this as he dathed -after the
balloon. al Honour knew that the conditions of the
wenther were fayourable for launching the flimsy aerostat.
He knew that the light breeze would waft it towards the
village, and that the Light could not fail to attract attention.

And such men as Ferrers Lord and the enginecr, men who
woeighed all chanoes, and mado allowance for everything,
wou d not d:mmh a messenger whose capture might necessi-
tate chase of miles. The balleon in some way would
dEIJVc'r up s news at the very instant the men who
sent it on its voyage had determined it should do so.

: dlmd barely travelled a bundred yards when O'Rooney
shouted :

* Bedad, ut's chuckin® out ballast she is! ani Féz
don't get a few sand-bags dhropped in yer oies!”

A dark abject was falling sw;ftly, and with it what ap al.red
to be o bright spack. ilelieva 08 magid, which had
served to steady it and l.'l-pltu 2 ballon hecled
over, burst into fAame, and was con: mo& in a moment,

“A letter, lads!" cned Ching-Lu picking something uj
from tho ground. * Maddock was TEhE" i

“How did they work it to let it fall?” asked Rupert.

w A5 easy as easy. A litle Tit of bootlace did the tnnL"

e, sor? Oi've heard of people geitin® the * boot,
which manes. Oi take ut, the same as gettin' the sack nu-lhe
chuck. Sa.runly that letther gnt lgi‘lmk, for Oi seed
In the wurrds o' the poet Byron

4 What bosls ut av w0 ot dh boot, |
Into the cowld, has
It depends upon’ the Toiodd o Bt 2
‘And the soize of the Kicker's feet.”

(o8 Ronney ended the rhyme with a howl, as Prout solemnly
kicked him.

“Thank you, Tom," scid Ching-Lang. * We are all much
ed to you. If O'Roomey, gnveu us any more of that
o St e

“ By hokey I” answered Prout, spitting on his hand. * He
won't nesd any court-martizl, but he'll heyeﬂm’ for yards .,f
court-plaster to patch his ugly face. I'm about sick of

“Is ut a jokel” asked O'Roon :5 S Av ut is, koindly
explain ut, bekase 0: \nat to shmoile.”

Ching- 04 dlevery the leter
g e e Th attached

to the lower pm of the pa) globe b,'r weca of silk
thread. ross the thread a few inchea of ordinary mohair
bootlace had been. tied. . This lighted ut either

nd, and had smouldered steadily: Doubtless Ferrers Lard
and the engineer had experimented to find out how lon,
bootlaco would smoulder until the fire severed the th 2"‘“

By FRANK RICHARDS,
Qrder Early.
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allowed tha packet to fall. Then, having caleulated the time
the balloon would take to rise through the shaft, the strength
of tho breeze, ns Honour had reckoned it, and the distancs
between the mouth of the shaft and O'Rooney’s house, they
had sent off the fire-balloon.

The roceipt of the message proved the wonderful accuracy
of their calculations. When they reguined the house, Ching-
Lung read the contents of the envelope by the light of tﬁe
fire.  The handwriting was that of Ferrers Lord.

“You need nat be uncasy. We trust that this message
will reach you, but to make more sure we are sending off
several other fire-balloons. The meronef worked badly just
as we were about to start, and will need to be n\'nrhnuleé,

“Wae shall have her in proper order in a fow hours. The
boarings became slightly overheated. The metal is not quite
so hard as I could wish. In any case, we shall not attempt
to leave the cavern before morning. Let mo advise you to
keep a watch..—~FERRERS LORD."

Prout led the cheers that followed.
* What’s that about kecping a watch, Ching?" said Rupert,
** I supposa it means look out for Storland Suhib,” answered
Ching-Lung. *“ It's pretty sure to be known everywhere that
our airship entered the mountain and never came back, The
brute won't be_satisfied until he knows whether we are
dead or alive. It would be ugly for us if his pirates came
now. We're i)rrfty bard -up for rifles and
L s the worst of going shooting gorillas.”
** And foindin’ horrnets'-nes put in Barry. ' Ut's four
roifles yez have lift to the dirrty horrnets.”
‘' Then here goes to fetch them back, Barry. I'll take you
mi"l’mut with me, for the gents with the stings are all in

“*Safe in thirr littlo cots,
Dhramin’ swate dhrames of bliss,
And_whin yez kiss & hornet,
Plaze moind the ind yer kiss.'

“ Av yez don't,” added O'Rooney,
#vex'll foind throuble."”

Tho men glared at him, and then one by one, without
spesking a sicgle word, they left the house.

The moon was brilliant, the night porfect, though slightly
chilly. Tt was still early, and none of the men were fatigued.
Rupert suggested that they should all go in a_body to recover
tho rifles they had left on the bank of the river.

“T'vo got no objection,” said Ching-Lung, * the more the
merrier, my bouncing boy. An evening strall will do us
good Tall in there, or fall out, just as you please.”

* There's no risk of catching fever by going near the river
at night, is there?” 5

* Never a bit, sor,” said O'Rooncy, * We don't get much
faver in Tibet. It stands too hoigh intoirly. ¥et con alwars
malko sartin of Livin® hero till yoz doip.

** That's cheerfulI” laughed the prince. * Quick march !

Thl{ struck into the belt of wood. o undergrowth,
though dense, .did not impedo them to any serious extent, and
tho shafts of moonlight squgflcd through the branches.
They made enough noise to frighten away any beasts of prey,
and before half an hour had pussed they gained the bank of
the stream.

. Barry O'Rooney struck & tragic attitude as ho gazed &t the
silver water.

amid & stony silence,

n eried Joe.
' said Maddook,

Still, the Irishman neither spoke nor stirred. P
him in tho back, byt that only cheied & prant.  Jo wod-r
his toe, and one of the men forced a prickly leaf down the
back of his neck. Barry's eyes rolled in fino frenzy.

" d on."”

lU( is done!” ho said tragically. * Lea:
« Whnl's‘i}onof" asked Ching-Lung, smiling.
Barry pulled his old helmet aver hi: fe i
P “m& i r his eyes, folded his arms,
“Ho's composed another poem,” said ;
wrstch will bo— Goo-whoosh | I'ny stung )
Joo grabbed his ear and jumped. Something had hit him
with peinful force. Then one of the men let out a yell, and
clutched the back of his neck. Tho next moment Prout snd
Maddock wero both clutching their faces, and dancing abant
as if seized with toothache. ©

“ The

(Another long instalment in next Tuesday's issue
of ‘‘The Magnet” Library., Please order your copy
in advance, Price fd.) -

“HARRY WHARTON & Co.'s WINDFALL,"

By Frank Richards.
This is the title of our next week's magnificent long, com-
pllel.o tale of the famous Chums of Greyfriars School, which

tells of their further adventures in search of the secret
treasure, the clue to which hes been entrusted 1o Harry
Wharton.  The bunt leads the band of searchers on to
Ttalian soil, and many are the adventures encountered bofore

e last exciting e@nmd when the treasure is at lengih
brought to light. You will, one and all, enjoy

"HARRY WHARTON & Co.'s WINDFALL,"
eo don't forget to order in advance!

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

W. C. 8, Kennington.—Thanks for letter and suggestion
for_n competition, which I will consider. k

V., Tidmarsh.—Glad you appreciated the photographic
hints so much. Binks, the ex-bootboy, who afterwards came
to the college as a pupil, left again for some other school
more suited to his peculiar circumstances. .

Ixion, Rawtenshall. —Any well-known brand of metal polish
will answer vour purpose.

D. Hazeld Liverpocl.—I do not ber that Frank
Richards has ever mentioned the Christian names of the
characters you mention. You had belter name them your-
eolf, sccording to your own fancy. I am afraid I cannot
undertake to supply bound volumes from this office, but I
will insert your request for the early numbers of TaE
Maexer and “ The Gem " Libraries in *“ The Back Numbers

anted "’ column on the Chut pago of our compunion paper,
if you will send up the reguest in proper form, with vour
name and address ettached. The idea you mention in your
postseript is one which I will consider.

A. and D. M.—Alonzo Todd has left Gresfriars again.

G. 8. M.—Thanks for letter. I wish yon fuck in your ne
sphere of life, and hope you will be successful in obtainiu
THE MAGSET and “The Gem ™ Libraries wherever you are.

Joe L. (Winnipeg).—Thank you for vour letter and the
efforts you are making on behalf of the good old MadNET.
If you are disappointed at not secing & reply to your letler
before, I must ask you to.remember that mo reply can be
inserted for at least four weeks after I have received a
lattor, and many letters have to be held over much longer,
awing to the cnormous number I am requested to reply to.

Quintin D. (Lisburn).—Thanks for letter. Your suggestion
for a threcpenny number has been mede to me many times,
but circumstances have, up to now, prevented me from
carrying it out, as I have explained before. Sometin
perhaps, but I canpot promise how soon.

A MESSAGE FROM AUSTRALIA,

In & welcome leiter, one of the members of our popular
Free Correspondence Iixchange, who signs himself ** A Galden
City Reader,” mentions the eatisfuctory results which
followed the insertion of his roquest for correspondents
among fellow readers living in certain parts of the British

sles.

This is the first part of his lotler:

“ Bendigo, Victoria, Australia.

*Dear Editor,—The request for correspondents, resident
in either Dublin or London, has brought forward 16 dute ten
answers—three from Dublin, six from London, and onc from
o namesake of mysell in Fast Wemyes, Seotland. T was
very pleased to hear from them all, and have answered their
letters, and sent photes of parts of Victoria, and illustrated
papers to some."”

My Australia chum’s correspondents must have been v
pleased with the result of their letters, also, T am sure.

THE EDITOR.

Pris
Eydney, Adel

pled aud published by tho Proprictors at 23, Douverie Street, London, England, Agents for Augtralin: Gordon & Gotot, Lid, Malbourne,
da

ide, Brisbane, and Wellingron, N.2 1 for South Africer Gent
175, Queen Sireet West, Torcato, | fulerinson o vy irbene?" 440

pe Town and Johanuesburg: Canada:
a3, April 6th, 1912,
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
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ns -mh & g(rl g o {age 1616 who 2 dikm i g tham: 5 i wishév-tig
: ] ugnet,
?F‘umll.m&;theld&.eor ndmthGBll | ageg
“Blisknaat: Ring; G roemwichT e L T
aiban, of 2, Waldes: Stzent;. New Road, B, Tordon,  Lotdan, N, Begiasds
rrespond with a girl reader of nboub ‘M years of read Tre

l!' :

C. " Day, of 178, Dunstana Rosﬁ E:lst Dulwich,

fwishes to r]dmth  airl reader of Tnswézu
i and ] :

iow to exchangi hotographs.
eties Q]nb, Sk J-me.u Street, . L h Bireet,’ Tow Law, i
with e ek would Tod 3f ¥ T dcx_ vmg u the, Suu‘th =

Owing ta & to ny Rotice that the tcllitles alfered by THE GEMY Fres Correspondeiice b Tk
e £ h““’f rrhly un’;crupuhuu <ritns, resulting in inconyenlence and anasyanicy o n bang
& down the Exchange forthwith. - Readers are
::.ur snu!y regrats that ucess-ty has compelled. hm tn take this drastic step,
ers who have nlvuml: m“ in requem wulch canrlgt now be publ Jsiud
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Thig Thursday's Number of ““The Gem " Library, the cover of which s reproduced below, containg!

“'TOM MERRY'S MASQUERADEY’

A splendid new, long, complete school tale of the famous chums of 8L lim's. By Martin Clifford,

Complete.
Storles
for ALL.

and

Evary

Story
L)

GEM!

| TOM MERRY DUPES THE SCHOOL—AND P.C. CRUMP. THE VILLAGE BOBBY !l . 7
B 8418




