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                                          THE FIRST CHAPTER.

                                                Music hath charms.  

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, of the Remove Form at Greyfriars.  “That sounds like war!  Gosling is on the giddy warpath!  Kim on!”
  “Houtside, I says!”
  “Ha ,ha, ha!”
  It was a half holiday at Greyfriars, and Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent, the chums of the Remove, were in the old Close, chatting under the elms when the loud and warlike tones of Gosling the porter broke upon their ears.
  They turned at once in the direction of the school gates end if gosling, the porter, was the possessor of a particularly bad temper, which frequently brought him into trouble with the Greyfriars juniors, and frequently with tramps and mendicants who passed the school on the high road to Courtfield.  Gosling’s tones, at present, indicated that his bad temper was, as Bob Cherry expressed it, fairly on the go.
  “Houtside!” roared Gosling.  “What I says is this ‘ere, I never ‘eard of such cheek!” Never in me born days! Houtside!”
  “My only hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.  “I think Gossy is right this time!”    
  It was certainly a peculiar scene that was being enacted at the school gates.  The big iron gates stood a wide open, as they generally did in the daytime.  A barrelorgan on wheels stood in the open gateway, and two swarthy Italians were striving to wheel it into the quadrangle, and Gosling the porter, his rugged face crimson with wrath and indignation, stood in the way, barring their progress.
  Tramps sometimes tried to get in at the school gates, seeking what they might devour; but it was the first time that a hurdy-gardy had been wheeled in, and it was not surprising that Gosling was wrathful.
  “Houtside!” roared the porter.  “I never ‘eard of such goings hon!  Houtside!” You’re sort ain’t allowed here!  Git out!”
  One of the Italians—a short, thickset fellow, with a very dark Neapolitan face and bright, black eyes, and a gaudy red neckerchiefs round his neck—waved his swarthy hands at Gosling as he remonstrated in fluent Italian.  The other organ-merchant— a little, broad shouldered hunchback — stood between the shafts of the organ, and was trying all the time to push it in, in spite of Gosling’s resistance.
  “Go hout!” yelled Gosling.  “Don’t you understand! You’re sort ain’t permitted in ‘ere.”
  “Non capisco, signor.” Said the Italian in the red neckerchief deprecatingly.  “Good!  We play music!  Good!”
  “I’ll capisco yer, whatever that means!” snorted Gosling.  “Houtside! If I could talk your blessed lingo, I’d give it to you plain enuff!” Git hout!”
  “Non capisco!”
  “Houtside!”
  “Si, si, signor—we come in!” said the hero of the red neckerchief, evidently pretending to misunderstand.  “Good music! Good!”
  And he gently pushed Gosling aside, and the hunchback wheeled the organ in with a quick movement, and rushed it right along the gravel path into the Close.
  The chums of the Remove had just time to 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 laughed, too; they could not help it.The Italian in the red neckerchief made a deep bow to the juniors as he followed his comrade in.
  “Good music,signori!” he exclaimed.  “We play to you, and you give us the copper.Me Felice Cesare.  Good morning!  Tank you!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Felice Cesare hurried after his comrade.  The hunchback was making good speed with the hurdy-gurdy, and he was fairly in the close now.  Gosling stood gasping, almost overcome with indignation at the impudence of the itinerant music-merchants.
  “My heye!” gasped Gosling.  “My heye! The imperence of it! A ‘urdy-gurdy in the Close of Greyfriars! Wot is this ‘ere school coming to?  Where are the perlice?  My heye!”
  “Ha, ha ,ha!”
  “It ain’t no laughing matter, Master Wharton.  Wot will the ‘ead say?  Wot I says is this ‘ere, you might lend a ‘and to keep them raskils out.  My heye!”
  But the chums of the Remove were laughing too much to do anything of the sort.  Gosling tramped after the Italians, and the juniors followed him, laughing.  They wondered, too, what the Head would say when he heard the strains of a barrel-organ within the sacred precincts of Greyfriars.
  This sight of the barrel-organ drew fellows from all sides.  Juniors came crowding up in amazement, shouting with laughter.  Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, came to the study window as he heard the disturbance in the Close, and gazed out upon the scene in astonishment.  He threw the window open, and waved his hand to the music-merchants.  
  “Go away!” he shouted.  “You’re not allowed in here!” What does Gosling mean by letting these fellows in?”  
  Felice Cesare took off his hat, and made a bow to the captain of Greyfriars.
  “Good music, signor!”
  “You ass! Go away!”
  “Si, si, signor; we play!”
  “I didn’t say play— I said go away!” shouted the Sixth-Former, exasperated.  “Can’t you speak English?”
  “Speak him all right!” said Felice Cesare, with a broad grin.  “Veree good!” Also play music---very good music!  Buonissimo !”
  “Gosling!” shouted Wingate.
  “Gosling couldn’t keep them out !”  yelled Bob Cherry.  “Ha, ha, ha! It’s no good, Wingate; they are simply bound to play!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The hunchback was turning the handle now, and the mournful strains of the music hall tune smote the ear with discord.
  Fellows gathered round the organ on all sides.  The Italians had halted it before the school house, quite as if it were a regular pitch, and they were sure that their efforts would be appreciated.  Unaccustomed strains of discord attracted fellows from far and near.  The windows of the House were soon crammed with astonished faces.  Seniors, in outraged dignity, yelled to the organ men to go away.  Juniors yelled to them to keep on, enjoying the joke.
  “My hat!” ejaculated Coker, of the Fifth.  “This is prime! I wonder what the Head will say! Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Go it!” roared John Bull, of the remove.  “Grind away!”
  “Good music!” said Felice Cesare.  “Good!  Buena!  Tank you!”
  Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r!  Went the hurdy gurdy>
  Gosling came up panting.
  “Go hout!” he roared, in a frenzy.  “Do you want to git me the sack?  Go hout!”
  “Non capisco!”
  “That means that he doesn’t understand, but I’ll bet he jolly well does understand!” grinned Harry Wharton.  “He looks a tough customer too--- if Gossy lays hands on him!”
  “And he’s going to!” chuckled Nugent
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Gosling had completely lost his temper.  He rushed upon Mr. Cesare, and laid hands upon him, and strove to propel him towards the gates.  Cesare’s broad grin vanished at once, and a look of ferocity that startled the juniors came upon his dark southern face.  He returned grip for grip, and in another moment Gosling’s heels were flying in the air, and the school porter lay on his back.
  “”Hurrah!” roared Bob Cherry.  First round to Julius Cesare!” Go it!”
  “Go it, Gossy!” yelled Bulstrode.  “I’ll hold your hat!  Pile into him!”
  “Play up, you chaps!”
  “”Hurrah!  Go it!”
  But Gosling did not seemed inclined to “go it.” He lay upon his back, staring up at the blue April sky, seemingly in a dazed state.  The victorious music merchant glared down at him, and the little man at the organ ground on manfully.  The chain was changed now for a Neapolitan air, and “Santa Lucia” was wailing out from the organ.  The discordant strains penetrated every corner of Greyfriars.  Dr. Locke, the revered Head of that ancient scholastic foundation, came to his window, and gazed out speechlessly into the Close.  The organ was almost under his window; and Felice Cesare seemed to imagine that the silver haired old gentleman had come to the window in order to hear better the strains of melody from the hardy-gurdy.  He took off his hat, and bowed with a cheerful grin.
  “Good music, signor! Ecco!  You like?”
  “Dear me!” gasped the Head.  “Where did these men come from?” Gosling! Extraordinary! Dear me! Oh, what a dreadful noise! Dear me!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “ Boys!  Persuade these men to go---give them money---anything---but get them outside the gates!” exclaimed the Head, in great distress.
  “Pass the hat round, you chaps!” roared Bob Cherry.  “”Ha, ha, ha!  It’s worth paying something to get rid of that music!”
  “I should say so, begad!” gasped Mauleverer, of the Remove, stopping his ears.  “Give them any thing to make them leave off!”
  “Pass the hat, and pay, pay, pay!” grinned Nugent.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
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 Felice Cesare was taking round his ragged hat.  The laughing fellows tossed coppers into it, and the Neapolitan certainly netted a very good harvest.  Gosling had staggered to his feet, but he showed no desire to come to close quarters with the hero of the red neckerchief again.  In that moment, when Cesares grip had closed upon him, Gosling had felt himself in a grasp of iron, and he realised that the Neapolitan music merchant was more dangerous than he looked.
  “Now you’d better cut!” said Harry Wharton, tapping Cesare on the shoulder.  “We’re much obliged for the music.  It’s ripping!” It seems to rip the giddy atmosphere, in fact!” But you’d better cut!”
  “Non capisco, signor!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!  You’d better understand, or you’ll get the order of the boot.”
  Wingate came wrathfully out of the house with two or three prefects he pointed to the gates, and then to the organ.
  “Get out!” he said.  “Get out or you’ll be chucked out!  Savvy?”
  Cesare looked at the stalwart captain of Greyfriars with a critical eye, and apparently decided that it was time he understood
.  “Capisco, signor!” he said, making a great bow, ynti spoke to this, it in the dialect of Naples, which bears as much resemblance to good Italian as chalk bears to cheese.
  Under the little hunchback, grinning, ceased to grind at the organ, and took up the handles, and wheeled his instrument of torture away to the gates.
  A crowd of laughing juniors followed.
  Outside, in the road, Felice Cesare took off his ragged at once more, and bowed.
  “Me come again!” he said.  “Good music! Buenissima!  Musica de Napali! Tank you!”
  And the hardy-gurdy went rolling down the road with the two Neapolitans, and a crowd of Greyfriars fellows remained in the gateway, yelling with laughter.

                                   THE SECOND CHAPTER.

              
                                            Jam for Bunter.


HARRY WHARTON & CO.  Entered the school house, after the departure of the music-merchants, still laughing.  The incident had been very funny; but one of the juniors was looking very 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 Yankee smartness.  And he had a true American prejudice on the subject of “Eyetalians.”
  “I guess there’s more in those guys than meets the eye" Fisher T Fish remarked, as the juniors entered the School House.  “That merchant Cesaree his deeper than he looks!"
  “Brigand in disguise, perhaps!" suggested Bob Cherry, grinning.
  “I guess you can cackle, but he’s all there!" said Fisher T. Fish, with a wise wag of the head.  “Did you fellows notice the way those black eyes of his were all over the giddy place---looking round all the time?"
  “I can’t say I did!" said Nugent, laughing.
  “Well, I guess I did!" said Fisher T. Fish; “and I calculate that those Eyetalians didn’t come into Greyfriars just to play the giddy organ."
  “What did it, for, then?" asked Harry Wharton.
  “To spy around, I reckon."
   “But what should they want to spy on round in Greyfriars for!" asked Johnny Bull, in astonishment.
  Fisher T. fish shrugged his shoulders.
  “I guess they had their reasons!" he replied.  “That galloot Cesaree isn’t an ordinary organ-grinder, you can bet your hat on that.  He had his reasons for coming here, and he came in with an organ and organ-man as a excuse.  That’s my opinion.  I shouldn’t wonder if he belonged to some gang of cracksmen!"
  “Ha, ha, ha!"
  “Well, you’ll see what you’ll see!" said Fisher T.  Fish, with the air of an oracle.
  “Yes, I don’t think there’s much doubt about that!" assented Harry Wharton.  “But I don’t think we shall see our friend Cesaree again.  Look here, you chaps, we shall have to buck up, or we shall be late for the picnic."
  First picnic of the season, too---we mustn’t be late!" said Frank Nugent.  “It would be rotten to let the girls get there from Cliff House first!"
  “Yes, rather!"
  “Buck up, then." said Bob Cherry.  “The grub’s ready packed in the basket in my study.  I’ll have it down in a brace of shakes."
  Bob Cherry hurried up to his study in the Remove passage.  The door of the study was shut, but a sound of movement within warned Bob Cherry that it was not unoccupied.  Bob shared No. 13 with two other fellows, Mark Linley and little Wun- Lung, the Chinee; but it was neither of those upon whom his eyes fell as he opened the door. 
  A fat junior was kneeling beside the basket.  The basket had been opened, and Billy Bunter was busily engaged in transferring its contents to his own person.  His jaws were busy, and while he was devouring sandwiches, he was cramming bags of tarts and other delicacies into his capacious pockets.  He was so deeply engrossed in that honourable task that he did not even hear Bob Cherry enter.  
  Bob Cherry paused on the threshold of the study, in amazement and rage.  
  For a moment there was no sound in the room save the steady champing of the jaws of the Owl of the Remove. 
  Then Bob Cherry rushed forward and kicked. 
  Billy Bunter’s back was to him, and he offered a fair target, and Bob Cherry’s heavy boot came on him with a biff. 
  “Ow!"
  Bunter was hurled forward over the basket he was robbing, and he rolled sideways on the floor, and there was a squelching sound as the tarts and cakes in his pockets were flattened by his weight. 
  “Ow!  Groo!  Oh!"
  “You young villain!" roared Bob Cherry.
  “Ow!  Oh, really, Cherry---"
  “You----you—you----"
  Bob Cherry’s voice failed him as he saw what havoc the Owl of the Remove had made in the basket.  It had been well packed with a choice selection of delicacies for the picnic in the old priory in the wood.  Marjorie and Clara, of Cliff House school, were coming to the picnic, and the chums of the Remove had been lavish in laying in supplies for such a special occasion.  But anything eatable was not safe in Greyfriars if Bunter got upon the scent of it.  While the Removtes had been witnessing the peculiar scene in the Close, Billy Bunter had not been idle.  The carefully packed lunch basket was a mere wreck.
  “You---you fat burglar!" gasped Bob Cherry.
  “Ow---ow---ow!"
  “Coming, Cherry?" roared a voice along the passage.  But how long are you going to be with that basket?"
  “Bunter’s at it!" shouted back Bob Cherry.
  “Oh!"
  They intended picnickers came racing along the passage there was a roar of wrath as the crowded into the study.  Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet, and backed away round the table in alarm.
  “I---I say, you fellows---!" he began feebly.
  “You rotter!" howled Nugent.
  “He’s cleared out the blessed basket!"
  “ You---you see, I---I asked you if I could come to the picnic, and you wouldn’t have it!" said Bunter.  “I don’t like people being selfish.  I---I---"
  “He’s scoffed half of it, or more!" roared Bob Cherry.  “And the fat beast was stuffing his pockets, too!"
  “Bump the cad!" shouted Hazeldene.
  “Hold on!" He’s got his pockets full!  Clear the fat beast’s pockets out before you bump him!" said Johnny Bull.
  But the juniors rushed upon Bunter.  The Owl of the Remove made an ineffectual but effort to dodge out of the study.  He was collared by half a dozen pairs of hands, and held fast, wriggling like an eel---or, rather, like a table-jelly.
  “Ow!  I say, you fellows---"
  “Shut up, you cad! Clear out his pockets!" 
  The junior’s cleared out the bags of tarts, and cakes, and buns, and fruit that the Owl of the Remove had packed into his pockets.  Every pocket was crammed; but the stolen goods we’re not much use when they were recovered.  They had been squashed out of shape by Bunter’s roll on the floor.
  Exclamations of wrath broke from all the juniors as they surveyed the burst oranges, and crumbled cakes, and squashed tarts.
  “No good!"  said Wharton savagely.
  “You---you might as well let me have them, then!" gasped Bunter.
  “You shall, you fat rotter!" said Bob Cherry,  and he caught up the tarts and lathered them over Bunter’s fat face.
  The fat junior yelled and squirmed.
  But he was in for it.  The juniors held him fast, while tarts, and jam sponges, and oranges were squashed and squeezed and squelched over him.  The face of Billy Bunter was a mask of jam on the other stickiness when Bob Cherry had finished.
  “There!" gasped Bob.  “Now you’ve got ‘em!"
  “Gro-o-o-o-o-o!"
  “Bump the cad!" shouted Nugent.
  “Oh, really!   Ow!  Groo!  I s-s-say, you fellows!  Ow !"
  Bump---bump---bump!
  The fat person of William George Bunter descended upon the study carpet once, twice, thrice.  Clouds of dust rose from the carpet, and wild yells from William George Bunter.  The final bump sent him rolling under the table, and from the refuge he declined to emerge.  The exasperated juniors picked up the raided basket.
  “We shall have to get this packed again!" snorted Bob Cherry.  “Come on!" We shall be late, now!"
  The juniors hurried out of the study.
  Billy Bunter emerged from under the table, gasping and groaning.
  “Ow---ow---ow!   Beasts!  Yow!"
  Harry Wharton & Co.  hurried down to the tuckshop.  They lost no time, and the havoc made by Bunter was set right. With the basket full again, they sallied forth, and took the path through the wood to the ruined priory.  The school clock chimed out three as they left the gates of Greyfriars behind them.  It was the hour at which they should have arrived at the old priory, under hurry as they would, they must be late now.  The girls from Cliff House would reach the rendezvous first, and the juniors murmured anathemas upon Billy Bunter as they hurried on through the warm April sunshine.
                                 THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                     An Amazing Raid.

“WE’RE here first !"  
  It was Miss Clara who spoke. 
  Marjorie Hazeldene and 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 the two schoolgirls looked in their white dresses and pretty hats and parasols.  Marjorie glanced round the old priory. It was a beautiful spot.  The ruins, which had been ruins for many centuries, were malls-grown, and bushes and flowers grew along the fallen masses of masonry, under thick trees shaded the stone portal which gave access to the vaults under the priory.  From those vaults a subterranean passage ran to the 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 a 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 like that from the boys of Greyfriars. “The duffers! I’m hungry!"    
  Marjorie laughed. 
  “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. 
  Marjorie smiled, and sat down upon a moss-grown mass of masonry near the old doorway of the stairs to the vaults.  Miss Clara, who was always full of energy, walked about instead of sitting down., and cut the heads from flowers with her porasol.  Suddenly she uttered a little shriek. 
  “I believe they’re here all the time !" 
  Marjorie looked up. 
  “What is that, Clara?  ” 
  “There’s somebody in there!"  said Miss Clara, pointing with her porasol to the arched stone opening of the old doorway, screened with bushes and shrubs. “I heard somebody move in there! They are hiding to startle us!” 
  “Nonsense!” said Marjorie. “Harry Wharton would not do anything so silly as that!” 
  “Well, there s somebody there !"  
  “It 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 air and deep shadows. Miss Clara peered into the gloom, and Marjorie looked over her shoulder. 
  A shadow moved in the deep recesses, and the two girls started back.  For a moment they caught sight of a dim form in the deep gloom, and the next moment they were running as hard as they could out of the priory, frightened at they scarcely knew what.
  “There was somebody there!" gasped Clara.
  “Yes; and it wasn’t---"
  “Hallo---hallo---hallo!" exclaimed a cheery voice, as the girls emerged from the ruins upon the footpath, and the Greyfriars juniors came out of the wood and raised their caps.
  Marjorie and Clara halted, breathlessly.
  “Saul sorry we’re a bit late!" said Harry Wharton.  “Bunter got at the lunch-basket, and it delayed us.  But---"
  “What’s the matter?" exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he noted the girls pale hand startled faces.  “Where were you bolting---I mean, running to?"
  “There---there’s somebody in the ruins!" gasped Marjorie.
  “Yes!  Anybody dangerous?" asked Nugent.
  “He---it---I don’t know who it was---was hiding in the old archway!" gasped Clara.  “We---we looked in!  I---I was afraid---"
  “Oh, it’s only the ghost of Greyfriars!" said Johnny Bull cheerfully.  “He haunts the priory under the old chapel at Greyfriars, you know!"
  “Don’t be funny!" said Miss Clara severely.   “I was frightened!"
  “Some tramp, very likely!" Said Harry Wharton.  “Anyway, we’ll soon see who it is!" You need not be alarmed now we’re here!"
  The juniors entered the ruins, the girls accompanying them, with some trepidation.  The lunch basket was set down, and the juniors dragged aside this screen of bushes at the mouth of the stone archway.
  A flood of sunlight fell into the dark recess, under the juniors plunged into it.  At their feet opened the narrow stairway that led down to the vaults.  But above the stairs there was nothing living to be seen, save a lizard crawling on the stones.
  “Are you sure you saw somebody here!" asked Wharton dubiously.
  “Well, I---I thought I did." said Marjorie.  “If there was anybody here, he must have run away while we were going---"
  “Some kid from the village, perhaps, larking!" suggested Nugent.  “Still, we’ll look in the vaults if you like!"
  “Might as well!" said Johnny Bull.  “I’ve got plenty of matches."
  “Come on!" said Harry Wharton.
  Striking matches, the juniors descended the dump stone steps into the vaults.  Marjorie and Clara remained at the top of the stairs, and Hazeldene stayed with them to reassure them.  For the moment, the lunch-basket, lying in the old priory outside the screen of thickets, was forgotten.
  At the bottom of the stone steps, the munchies glimmered with flickering light upon the deep and gloomy vaults stretching away to the left.  To the right way the passage which led underground to the school---damp, dark, unchanged from the days when it had been on avenue of escape to the monks of grey friars in times of danger.  A revolving stone, of which the Greyfriars fellows all knew the secret,blocked the opening of the passage, on the stone was now closed.
  The juniors looked about them, shivering a little as the damp air from the deep vaults struck upon them.
  “Nobody here, that I can see." remarked Bob Cherry.
  “We can’t go through the vaults without a lamp." said Wharton. “Matches wouldn’t be much good.  Anyway, if there is any practical joker hanging about here, he can’t do any harm.  Let’s get out." 
  “Hold on!" exclaimed Johnny Bull suddenly.
  “What’s the matter?"
  “Look here!"
  Johnny Bull struck a fresh match, and stooped, looking at something that had caught his eye upon the earthy floor.
  It was half-burnt match.
  “Somebody’s been here!" he exclaimed.
  “We’ve been using matches---"
  “Wax vestas."  said John Bull.  “that’s a wooden match.  It wasn’t dropped by one of us!"
  “Phew!"
  Wax vestas were struck again, and the juniors looked with interest at the match on the ground.  It was quite dry and clean, and had evidently not been on the ground there very long.  It had not been dropped by one of them, and it was clear that somebody else had been in the vault a very short time before.
  The juniors looked round them quickly and anxiously.
  Someone had lately been in the old vault.  Was he there still?  Why was he in hiding?  If it were some tramp who had taken refuge in the ruins, there was no reason why he should not show himself.  What did it mean?
  It was a strange mystery.
  “It’s jolly queer!" said Nugent, after a long pause.
  “Jolly queer!" said Wharton.  “But we can’t do anything.  The matches are nearly all gone.  Let’s get out."
  There was evidently nothing else to be done.  The juniors ascended the stone steps, and came out into the upper chamber.  The girls looked at them anxiously
  “Somebody’s been down there, striking matches." said Wharton “but there’s no sign of him now.  It must have been some tramp."
  “Then where is he now?" asked Hazeldene.
  “Must have scuttled off, I suppose."
  “Queer!"
  The juniors moved away 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 fresh discovery drove all thought of the mysterious lurker of the vaults from their minds.

  Bob Cherry pointed to the spot when he had set down the lunch basket.
  It was gone!
  The juniors stared blankly at the empty spot.
  “Gone!" ejaculated Wharton.
  “Somebody’s raided our basket!"  
  “My hat!"
  “Great Scott!"
  The juniors dashed through the ruins to the footpath.  It was deserted.  They searched the ruins, and the bushes, and the surrounding trees; but it was all in vain.  The lunch-basket had vanished, without leaving a sign behind.
  They gathered at last in the old priory again, with dismayed faces.  The facts were only too clear.  While they had been searching the stone chamber under the vaults, someone had raided the lunch-basket, and made off with it; and he was out of reach of pursuit by this time.
  “well, my only hat!" muttered Wharton.  “We’ve clean done!" It must have been Bunter followed us from Greyfriars!"
  “Clean done!"  said Bob Cherry.  “What price the picnic now?"
  “Looks as if it’s off!" 
  Marjorie smiled.
  “It cannot be helped, and it was not your fault!" she said.  “Come to Cliff House to tea instead; we will have the picnic another half-holiday!"
  “Good egg!" said Miss Clara.
  And there was evidently nothing else to be done.  The disappointed picnickers walked away towards Cliff House with their girl chums, breathing of vows of vengeance upon the Owl of the Remove, if it was he who had raided the lunch basket.  But was it he?  Wharton had his doubts; and yet, if it had not been Bunter, who had it been?  It was a mystery!
                             THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                    A startling discovery.

Billy Bunter came out of a bath room sniffing and grunting with energy.  He had had to use so under hot water under energy in great abundance to clean the jam on the other stickiness from his fat visage, and neither washing not energy was agreeable to Bunter.
  The Owl of the Remove was in an extremely bad temper, undo he was frowning majestically as he rolled down the passage.  Temple, Dabney & Co. , of the Upper Fourth, met him on the landing, and stopped.
  “Wherefore that lordly frown, my noble duke?" asked Temple, with a grin.
  Bunter snorted.
  “I’ve been jammed all over the chivvy by a set of rotters!"
  “Ha, ha, ha!"
  “And I’ve had to wash!"
  “Awful!" Said Temple sympathetically.  “I know how that must have made you suffer.  Such a novelty for you, too!"
  “Oh, rather!" said Dabney.
  “Beasts!" said Billy Bunter, and he rolled on down the passage with a discontented grunt.
  Other fellows in misfortune could hope for sympathy, but the Owl of the Remove never could.  Perhaps that was because he did not deserve any; but that view of the case never occurred to him.
  Sammy Bunter, his minor, was in the lower hall, also looking very discontented.  Sammy Bunter belonged to the Second Form, and he was just about as popular in the Second as William George was in the Remove.  He was as like Bunter as one pea is like another; indeed, but for the difference in age and size it would have been difficult to tell them apart.
  But a grin came upon Sammy’s fat face as he saw his major.  He had evidently heard of Billy Bunter’s misfortunes, and apparently found something amusing in them.
  “You haven’t been to the picnic after all?" he remarked.
  “No." growled Bunter.  “The rotters!" They’ve left me behind; after all I’ve done for those fellows, too!"
  “What have you done for them?" asked Sammy.
  “Mind your own business."
  Bunter minor chuckled.
  “Look here, I’ve got an idea." he remarked.  “They’re going to have that giddy picnic in the ruined priory, ain’t they!"
  “Yes, confound them."
  “Look here, " said Bunter minor, sinking his voice, “you know there’s a secret passage from the old chapel here to the priory---you went along it once---why shouldn’t we get on the spot, and see if there’s anything going?  If they leave the grub for a minute or two without watching it---"  
  Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles.
  “Good egg!" he exclaimed. 
  “Come on, then!" said Sammy.  “I’d have gone alone, only I don’t care about going into that hole by myself.  It’s jolly dark and lonely."
  “We can take Wharton’s bike lantern!" said Bunter “I don’t want to take my own.  A chap might fall down in that place, and the lamp might get broken.  I won’t be a minute getting it.  You get some matches."
  Three minutes later, the two Bunters were in the old chapel of Greyfriars.  The old chapel was a ruin, some distance 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 soon in the crypt below the chapel.
  Their Billy Bunter lighted the lantern.  Wharton’s lantern was of the acetylene variety, and once lighted, it shed a brilliant illumination.  But Billy Bunter shivered a little as the cold air from the crypt struck upon him.
  “Rotten graveyard place!" he grumbled.
  “May be a feed at the end of it." said Sammy.
  And that thought reanimated Billy Bunter.
  The subterranean passage made almost a straight line from Greyfriars, passing under the road and under the wood; and it was, in fact, a shortcut, though by no means a pleasant one.
  Billy Bunter went ahead, with the bicycle lantern in his hand, the light streaming up on the dark, damp walls of ancient stone, and upon the damp earth, where unclean thing’s scuttled away from the unaccustomed rays.  Bunter minor followed him close behind.  The silence in the subterranean passage was heavy and depressive, the air  thick and unpleasant.
  “Rotten place!" growled Sammy Bunter; on to 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.
  “What was that?" he ejaculated.
  “What was what, ass!"
  “Look here, Sammy---"
  “What are you stopping for?" growled Sammy.
  “I heard something."
  “Only a echo." said Sammy; but he peered uneasily round in the deep shadows through his spectacles.  “Don’t be an ass!  There’s nobody here."
  “I—I’ll swear I heard a footstep!" muttered Bunter.
  “Well, then, it would only be some chap exploring the place."
  “The door on the crypt was closed."
  “Well, there’s nobody here.  Get on!"
  Bunter moved on slowly.
 The Owl of the Remove was not of the stuff of which heroes are made.  The place was a very silent and very lonely, and Bunter remembered the weird story of the ghost of Greyfriars.  Of course, he did not believe in ghosts---in the daylight, above ground, at all events.  But here in the darkness on the solitude, and the creepy silence, ghost stories seemed much more probable.
  But he listened with an uneasy intentness as he advanced with slow footsteps.  Sammy listened, too, and probably both of them would have given up the enterprise, and beaten a retreat, only they did not wish to confess their cowardice to each other.
  Bunter halted again suddenly.
  This time an unmistakable sound had come echoing and booming through the subterranean passage.
  The sound was faint, but the deep silence and the narrow form of the passage gave it a deep under hollow echoing that seemed thunderous to the startled ears of the juniors.
  “W-what was tha?!" gasped Bunter.
  “B-b-b-blessed if I know!" stuttered Sammy.
  “It---sounded like---like---"
  “Like somebody drawing a cork!" said Sammy.  “It was a pop!"
  “But it couldn’t be!"
  “Might have been the wind---"
  “L-l-look!" muttered Bunter, in shaking tones.  “There’s a l-l-light!"
  It was true.
  He had lowered the lantern in his terror, and the rays fell only on the ground, and ahead, from the deep gloom of the passage, came a glimmer of another llight.
  “Somebody’s there!"
  Bunter’s teeth chattered.  But Sammy caught him by the arm, with an exclamation of relief.
  “It’s Wharton and his lot, of course.  They’re exploring the passage."
  “Oh!"
  “Come on, let’s see!"
  They moved on slowly.  In this side of the passage of stone cell was: out, and in the cell was the glimmering light.  It came from a lantern that was standing on 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 on the ground, evidently a lunch basket, and several eatables had been taken from it, and some bottles of ginger and lemonade.  Beside the basket a strange figure was seated upon a block of stone---the figure of a man in monkish garb, with the cowl over his face, pushed back just sufficiently to show the mouth.  The two juniors gazed upon the figure spellbound with terror.  The stranger caught sight of them at the same moment, and sprang to his feet.
  Crash!"  The lantern dropped from Billy Bunter’s hand, and smashed on the stone floor.
  The next instant there was a wild pattering of feet, as the two juniors dashed back in frantic terror along the passage to Greyfriars.
  Whether they were pursued or not they never knew.
  They fled at frantic speed, falling down and picking themselves up again in wild haste, till the glimmer of light from the crypt at the end of the passage told them that they were at the school again.
  They made a rush for the narrow stairs leading upward, and jammed upon it together.  The stair was too 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 upward himself, and burst out into the April sunshine in the old chapel, white and panting with fear.
  Sammy emerged a minute later, gasping.
  “Ow!" He gasped.  “You rotter!"
  “You shouldn’t have got in the way!" snarled Bunter.  “Oh dear!  Ow!  I shall be ill!  I’ve left wharton’s lamp there!  Ow!"
  “Blow wharton’s lamp!  Oh!" gasped Sammy “Do you think it was a---a---a ghost?"
  “I---I suppose so!" Bunter cast a glance of dread back at the entrance to the crypt.  “Let’s get out of this!"
  And they got out.

                      
                                   THE FIFTH CHAPTER.


                                     Change for a Sovereign.
 

HARRY WHARTON & Co.  came back to Greyfriars at dusk, very well pleased, upon the whole, with the afternoon, in spite of the “frost” that the picnic in the old priory had proved.  They were still very much 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 raided it, and if it was somebody else who had been hiding in the ruins of the priory, he had left no sign behind, except in the burnt much in the vault.  As the lunch basket had only been borrowed from Mrs. Mimble, the chums of the Remove had the pleasure of paying for it,  Mrs. Mimble agreeing to return the money if the basket was recovered---an unlikely contingency.
  After settling with Mrs. Mimble, the juniors went into the School House, and they discovered at once that something unusual was “on”.  Fellows were coming in from the river and the playing fields, and a crowd was gathering in the Form room passage, and the chums discovered Billy Bunter in the centre of it.  The Owl of the Remove appeared to be the center of attraction.
  Billy Bunter was holding forth, and Harry Wharton & Co.  joined the crowd of fellows, to learn what was going forward.  Most of the juniors were laughing.  It was very clear that Bunter’s statements, whatever they were, were being accorded the amount of credence usually given to Bunter statements--- none at all. 
 “I assure you fellows that it’s perfectly true.” said Bunter.  “There he was, a giddy old monk, with horrible eyes  that glared like —like fire, you know, and chains rattling like ---like anything. 
  “You bet!” said Fisher, T. Fish.
  “Oh, really, Fish---"
  “Bunter been seeing ghosts !"asked Wharton, laughing. 
  “Yes,” grinned Temple, of the Fourth. “He’s been exploring the passage from the crypt, and he found the ghost of Greyfriars there. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!" 
  “The passage from the crypt!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “My hat! Then it was Bunter who raided the lunch-basket, after all!" 
He burst through the grinning crowd, and caught the fat junior by the collar, and shook him. Bunter wriggled in his grasp.  
  “Don’t shake me like that, you fathead! You’ll make my g-g-glasses fall off, you silly ass, and---" 
  “Where’s the grub?” 
  “ And if they bib-bib-break, you’ll have to pip-pip-pay for them!" stuttered Bunter.
 “Where’s the lunch basket?” roared Bob Cherry. “Look here, you chaps, we were going to picnic in the old priory that is is is he home and somebody was hanging around the ruins, and raided our grub! If that porpoise has been along the secret passage, that’s what he went for!"
   “Ow! I did—did――did——” 
  “He admits it!" exclaimed Nugent. 
  “I didn’t !" roared Bunter. “I d-don’t! I did-did-didn’t do it!  Ow!"
  “What were you doing in the underground passage, then?” demanded Bob Cherry.  
  “I went to explore it!” gasped Bunter. “Ow! Lemme alone ! I had only got halfway through, when I saw the gig-gig- ghost !"
  “Rats !"
  “On my honour!" said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.  “I—"
  “Your what?" demanded Bob Cherry. “My dear chap, you haven’t any!  You’ve never given a sign of having any!"
  “Oh, really Cherry—” 
  “He says he came on the ghost of Greyfriars in the underground passage!" chuckled 
Bolsover, of the Remove. “I suppose he saw a shadow.” 
  “It was the ghost, or else somebody dressed up as a ghost!" said Bunter.  “I had a light, and I saw him clearly.  I had Wharton’s bike lantern—!" 
  “The dickens you did!" exclaimed Wharton angrily. “ Did you bring it back ?"
  “Oh, no!  I’m sincerely sorry, but when I saw the ghost I dropped it—” 
  “ Dropped the ghost!" asked Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “No, you ass; I dropped the lantern, and I think it broke—” 
  “You cheeky young villain!" roared Wharton. “I gave twelve and six for that lamp.” 
 “I shall pay for it, of course!" said Bunter, in a very dignified way. “I’m expecting a postal-order this evening, and I shall settle for the lamp at once !" 
  “Yes; I think I can see you doing it!” grinned Bob Cherry. “You’d better make him go back and fetch the lamp, Wharton, and the glass can be mended."
  “I—I wouldn’t go back into that passage for—for  pounds!”  said Billy Bunter. “I’ve had enough of it !  You can go if you like!” 
  “You blessed funk!” said Wharton. 
  “Well, you’d funk going if you’d seen what I’ve seen!” said Billy Bunter. “I dare say you’d funk going in any case !”
  “Ass!”
  “I don’t know.” said Vernon Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, with his unpleasant sneer.  “Let’s see you go alone into the passage and fetch the lamp, Wharton!”
  “Do you think I am afraid, you ass?”
  “Well, yes, I do, as a matter of fact!”
  But Wharton flushed angrily.  There was bitter blood between himself and the Bounder, choose the contest for the captaincy of the Remove, in which Harry Wharton had proved the victor.  The Bounder had done his very best since then to prove a thorn in the side of the new Form captain.
  “Oh, don’t row with the Bounder!” said Bob Cherry, putting 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 the wondrous descriptions of the ghost Bunter had seen.  Billy Bunter had a fertile imagination worthy of a poet of 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 was a puzzle, which the juniors resolved by believing none of it.
  Wharton and Nugent went to No 1 study to do their preparation.  They were busy at their walk when Billy Bunter came in half an hour later.
  The fat junior blinked deprecatingly through his big glasses.  Wharton’s hand had slidden towards an ebony ruler.
  “I say, you fellows—”
  Frank Nugent pointed to the door.
  “Buzz off!” he said laconically.
  “It’s about that lamp!” said Bunter.
  “Have you fetched it back?” asked Harry.
  Bunter shook his head.
  “Oh, no!” I---I can’t go back into the passage!  If you’d seen that grisly skeleton, with the bones rattling and the chain’s clanking---”
  “A skeleton?” asked Nugent.
  “Yes; a frightful skeleton, with gleaming jaws and glistening ribs---”
  “Didn’t you say he was dressed like an old monk of Greyfriars?”
  “Yes, certainly; in flowing robes and---”
  “Well, if he was dressed in flowing robes, how could you see that he was a giddy skeleton, with gleaming ribs and things?” demanded Nugent.
  “Ahem!  You see---  I---   Ahem!”
  “Yes; I can see you are lying!” said Wharton. “Buzz off!”
  “But about the lamp.” said Bunter, changing the subject.  “I don’t want you to be put to a loss.  You said the lamp cost twelve and six!” 
  “Yes, ass !” 
  “Well, if you’ll kindly give me seven and sixpence change out of a sovereign, I’ll pay for the lamp!”
  Wharton stared at him
  “Change for a sovereign?”
  “Yes!” said Bunter, holding out a fat hand.  Nugent made a swipe at it with a roar, under the Owl of the Remove jerked it back just in time.  “Oh, really, Nugent---”
  “Where’s the sovereign?” demanded Wharton.
  “Well, you see, ” said Bunter, “it’s like this.  I’m expecting a postal order this evening for a sovereign, and when it comes, I’ll hand it to you entire, if you give me the seven and sixpence change.  You might as well have a hand that to me now, as I’m rather short of money.  It will be all the same to you, I suppose?”
  “You cheeky villain!” exclaimed Wharton wrathfully. “Do you think you are going to spoof me out of seven and six as well as breaking my lamp?”
  “Oh, really, it’s all the same to you, I suppose, if you have the postal order when it comes---”
  “In the sweet by-and-by!” sang Nugent softly.
  “Oh really, Nugent---”
  Wharton rose from the table
  “I give you two seconds to get out of this study!” he said grimly.
  Bunter backed to the doorway.
  “But I say, you fellows---”
  Wharton stepped towards him.  The Owl of the Remove rolled hurriedly out into the passage.
  Wharton slammed the door
  A voice yelled through the keyhole the next moment.
  “Yah!  You’re afraid to go into the secret passage to fetch the lamp!” Coward!” Yah!”
  Harry Wharton tore the door open.  There was a sound of flying feet in the passage, and Billy Bunter was gone.  Wharton closed the door of the study again, and returned to his work with a knitted brow
                                  THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                Wharton accepts the challenge.


JOHNNY BULL looked into No. I Study a little later, with a cheerful grin.  Wharton and Nugent had finished their prep., and were about to go down.
  “Coming for a sprint round the Close ?” asked Bull.
  “Right you are!”
  It was dark in the close, only a few stars glimmering in the sky.  9:00 rang out from the clock tower as the juniors quitted the schoolhouse.  Mark Linley had joined them at the door, and the four juniors crossed to the gravel path. Harry Wharton and Co. generally had a sprint before bedtime to keep themselves fit.  The evening was   very fine, the close of a beautiful day in early April.
  The four juniors sprinted down the path to the gates.  Gosling, the porter, was standing at the doorway of his lodge, and Nugent hailed him.
  “Seen the organ-merchants again, Gossy, old man!”
  Gosling snorted.
  “Which I ‘ave, Master Nugent.” he replied.
  The juniors stopped.  They were surprised by the information.  They had not expected that Felice Cesare and his comrade of the barrel-organ would come back to Greyfriars.
  “You don’t mean to say they brought the organ back?” asked Wharton.
  “Not the horgan, Master Wharton.” said Gosling; and there was only one of them—the raskil who laid his ‘ands on me!  He came back by ‘imself!”
  “Cesare he called himself.” said Johnny Bull---a descendant of Julius of that ilk, I dare say.  What did he want, Gossy? ”
  “I dunno!” growled Gosling.  “I see ‘im ‘anging about in the road by the wall, and I calls to ‘im, and tells him I’ll set the dog on him if he don’t bunk!  ‘E shows his teeth as if ‘e was a dog ‘imself, and bunks!”
  “What on earth could he want!” asked Nugent, puzzled.  “You remember what Fishy said, you chaps?  That Italian chap may be on the make, after all.”
  “I shouldn’t wonder!”
  “If I sees ‘im agin, have set a dog on ‘im, and no error!” said Gosling.  “Wot I says is this ‘ere---we don’t want them raskilly furriners ‘ere!”
  “My hat!” exclaimed Bull suddenly.
  “What’s up now? ”
  “Look there!”
  Johnny Bull pointed in the direction of the gate. Outside in the road a dim figure could be seen, and a dark, swarthy face was pressed against the bars of the gate.  Two gleaming black eyes were staring into the dusky quadrangle.
  “The Italian!”
  Gosling 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 the sprint round the close in a state of wonder.  What did the Italian want at Greyfriars?  It seemed pretty clear that he was no ordinary organ-man, 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, as they returned to the School House.  “The fellow may be hanging about here for what he can get.  It’s curious.”
  “He doesn’t strike one as being a cracksman, though!” said Mark Linley doubtfully.
  “Well, no; I shouldn’t think so.  Mre likely a sneak-thief, as Fishy calls it.  He must have some reason for hanging round the school.”
  The juniors thought about it a good deal before bed-time.  There was something in the swarthy face and glittering 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 school.  He would hardly have shown himself so openly if that had been his intention.  What he could want at Greyfriars was a mystery.
  “Bed-time, you kids!” Wingate said, looking into the junior common-room, as Harry Wharton & Co.  Were discussing the matter; and the Remove marched up to their dormitory.
  In the dormitory, while the Remove were turning in, the talk of ran on the subject of Billy Bunter’s mysterious adventure.  The juniors persisted in taking it comically, much to the annoyance of the Owl of the Remove.
  “Anyway, I’ll jolly well bet that none of you dare go into the secret passage and fetch the lamp lack!” said Bunter spitefully.  “You can cackle as much as you like, but you wouldn’t dare to do it!”
  “Oh, I’ll get it back tomorrow!” said Wharton.
  “Rats!”
  Wharton swung round upon the fat junior.  A reply like that from a “rotter” like Billy Bunter was not to be tolerated by 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 glance that the Bounder 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.  “You’re afraid to go into the crypt after dark.  Yah!”
  “Why, you fat duffer---”
  “Yah! you’re a funk! Yah!”
  Wharton made a movement towards Billy Bunter.  Vernon-Smith stood in the way, and Harry Wharton paused, clenching his hands.
  “Are you looking for trouble, Smith?” he exclaimed.
  The Bounder sneered.
  “You’re not going to pitch in to Bunter for telling you unpleasant truths!” he said. “You are captain of the Remove, and the Remove have a right to expect the skipper not to be a funk.  That’s my opinion!”
  “Hear, hear!” said Bolsover and Snoop together.
  Wharton turned crimson.
  “Do you think I’m afraid to go into the crypt?” he exclaimed.
  “I know you are.” said Vernon-Smith.
  “Put up your hands, you cad!”
  The dormitory door opened.
  “Get into bed, you kids!” said Wingate, frowning.  “Now then, no rowing here.  Tumble in at once, or you’ll hear from me.”
  And the threatened encounter was stopped.  The Remove turned in, and Wingate extinguished the light and retired.  As soon as the door had closed behind the captain of Greyfriars, the voices of the Removites broke out at once.
  “Are you going to fetch the lamp, Wharton!” piped the thin, spiteful voice of Snoop.
  “No !” growled Wharton.
  “Funk!” said Vernon-Smith.
  Wharton sat up in bed.
  “Look here, Smith---”
  “If you don’t want to be called a funk, you’d better prove that you’re not one.” yawned the Bounder.  A Form captain is called upon to show some pluck!”
  “Go and fetch the lamp yourself, you cad!” said Frank Nugent.
  “So I will,” said the Bounder promptly.  “if Wharton will resign and give the place to a better man!”
  “Hear, hear!” said Bolsover.
  “If the fellows think I should go and get the lamp, I’ll go willingly enough!” said Harry Wharton angrily.
  He knew that the Bounder was trying to provoke him, but it was too galling to be called a funk---amid he realised that if he did not take up the challenge, a good many of the Remove would believe the Bounder’s accusation.  And Harry Wharton was not afraid to venture into the crypt after dark, unpleasant as the task would be.  He had courage for greater things than that.
  “Well, go, then!” said Bolsover.  “If anybody called me a funk I’d go, to prove that I wasn’t!”
  “Oh, you’re an ass!” said Bob Cherry.
  “I say, you fellows!” came a voice from Bunter’s bed, “don’t you think it’s time we had a new Form captain?  I despise a coward myself!”
  “You must feel a frightful amount of contempt for yourself, Bunter!” chuckled John Bull.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh, really, Bull---”
  “You’d better go, Wharton!” said Mark Linley.  “These silly asses will never let you hear the end of it if you don’t.  And when you come back, I should think that even Smith would have the decency to beg your pardon!”
  “I’ll do that---if he goes!” said the Bounder.
  Wharton slipped out of bed
  “I’ll go fast enough.” he said.  “You’ve called me a funk, Smith.  I’ll go into the crypt, just to prove to the fellows that you’ve lied; and to-morrow I’ll call on you to put on the gloves with me in the gym. for giving me the trouble.  Press”
  “I shall be ready!” drawled the Bounder.  “But I won’t fight you unless you bring the lamp back.  I’m not going to fight a funk!”
  “Can’t be expected to!” said Snoop.
  Wharton began to dress himself quietly in the darkness.  He was feeling very angry, but he meant to go through with the task now.
  “You’re going, Harry?” asked Nugent, sitting up in bed.
  “Yes, Frank.”
  “Shall I come with you?”
  “If he’s afraid to go alone!” sneered the Bounder.
  “I am going alone, Franky!” said Wharton quietly.
  “We’ll come and help you out of the window, and wait for you, if you like.” said the Bounder, slipping out of bed.  “I’ll share for the risk of leaving the dorm. and getting spotted by the prefects!”
  “You 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 shoes.
  “Where did you leave the lamp, Bunter?”
  “Half-way along the passage.” said Billy Bunter.  “I had just reached the cell in the wall there, when I saw the horrible spectre---”
  “Oh, don’t pile it on!” said Bob Cherry.
  “He was sitting there, clanking his chains, and his skull---”
  “Shut up!”  roared Johnny Bull.
  Harry Wharton moved quietly towards the dormitory door.  He opened it.  The light in the passage had been turned out, as it generally was when the juniors were in bed.  From the passage window it was easy to descend by means of the thick clinging ivy into the Close.
  Frank Nugent opened the window softly.
  “Here’s a lantern, Harry!” whispered Bob; “and a box of matches.”
  “Thanks, old man!”
  “Mind how you go down.”
  “That’s all right.”
  Wharton swung himself out of the window.  The darkness swallowed him off in a moment, under the juniors above listened anxiously to the rustling of the ivy as he descended.  A low whistle from the darkness below announced that he had landed safely.
                                          THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
                                                 A Terrible Encounter.
 Harry Wharton looked cautiously about him, and crossed the dark Close in the direction of the ruined chapel.  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 peeped through, and glimmered upon the windows of the schoolhouse.
  Wharton’s face was set as he tramped on.  Dark as it was, he did not slacken his speed press; he knew every inch of the way.  The captain of the Remove was feeling very angry.  He had been badgered into undertaking this task, and the closer he came to it the more unpleasant it seemed.  But he was not one to falter in anything he had undertaken.
  He kept his eyes well about him as he went; it was far from impossible that he might be “spotted” by some master or prefect making his rounds late at night.  And any junior found out of his dormitory at that late hour was certain of a severe punishment---especially the Form captain, who should naturally have been rather more than less circumspect in his conduct than the rest of the Form.  The fact that he had been challenged, and called a funk, would not be likely to excuse them in the eyes of Mr. Quelch of the Head.
  Harry Wharton reached the old chapel, and entered the ruins.
  Dark and silent lay the masses of shattered masonry>
  He made his way among them cautiously, and approached the steps that lead into the crypt beneath the chapel.
  There was a door at the head of the stairs, which had once been kept fastened to prevent juniors from venturing into the unsafe recesses of the secret passages below the school.  Some adventurous fellows who wanted to explore the crypt had broken the lock, and it had never been mended since.  It was Gosling’s duty to see to it, and Gosling was not always so keen as he should have been on getting his duties done.
  Wharton found the door leading into the crypt wide open, just as it had been left by Billy Bunter and Sammy after their flight.
  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 these dark recesses, the juniors halted for a moment.
  The place was so dark on silent On solitary that it struck him with a chill to the very model of his bones
  From the clock-tower in the distance came the chimes of half past ten.
  This sounds echoed faintly through the ruined chapel and the hollow crypt below, and struck desolately upon Wharton’s ears.
  For a moment he stood undecided, under almost made up his 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 undertaken to go, and he could not retreat now without confessing that the Bounder’s insinuations were well founded, and that he “funked” the task.
  Besides, what was there to be afraid of?  Darkness and damp could not hurt him, and he was no coward.
  He descended courageously into the crypt.
  There he struck a 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 crypt was a dark and gloomy.  Opposite the stairs opened the narrow apertures in the stonewall which gave access to the secret passage.  The stone door which had once concealed the opening had long since been removed.
  Wharton crossed the crypt witha firm steps, and entered the passage.
  It was no darker than by day, for no ray of sunlight ever penetrated to those gloomy depths; it was no more silent, for no sound from the upper earth could enter through those hefty walls of stone.  But it seemed different, somehow---midnight, and the terrors of midnight, seemed to encompass him.
  A lizard whisked across his path, and a toad blinked from a recess in the crumbling stone, and scuttled away from the light, and he started.
  Then, impatient with himself for his nervousness, the junior strode forward.
  Silence as of the grave encompassed him
  He strode steadily forward, his other shoes making no sound upon the flagstones with which the passage 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 subterranean passage to the old priory.
  Suddenly 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 looked back.  The sense that come from behind him---he was certain of that.  What caused it, some old stone crumbling from its place, or---or what?
He listened intently.  The sound was not repeated.  Could it have been caused by the door of the crypt slamming in the wind?  But there was no wind, ande the door was heavy but if it was closed, it mattered little, as there was no fastening upon it.  He would only have to push it from within to make it open again.
  He listened for a fool 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, had he kept his eyes about him now for the broken lantern.
  He had to take that back with him, as proof that he had made the venture.  If he failed to find it, and returned empty handed, Vernon-Smith & Co. would declare that he had been no further than the crypt.  He knew that.
  He uttered a sudden low exclamation.
  The light of the lantern had fallen upon something that lay on the stone floor---something that gleamed and glittered in the rays.
  It was the acetylene lamp.
  The lamp, brightly polished and glittering, through back the rays, and the broken glass that lay round it glittered, too.  The lamp lay just where Billy Bunter had dropped it; if there was any mysterious lurker in the subterranean recesses, he had not disturbed it.  Wharton reached the lamp, and stooped to secure it. His grasp had just closed upon the handle, when a sudden sound smote upon his ears.
  It was the sound of deep breathing---the deep, steady breathing of a sleeper.
  For a moment the blood rushed to Wharton’s heart.
  He was not alone in the subterranean passage.
  Some one else was there---someone close at hand, whose deep breathing came clearly through the silence and the darkness.
  With the lantern in one hand, and the broken lamp in the other, Harry Wharton stood half stooping, petrified.
  Perhaps he made some sound, or the clink of the broken glass as he moved the lamp to lift it reached alert ears.  The steady breathing stopped suddenly, and there was dead silence in the passage.
  The sound of a movement followed, the rustling of clothes, as someone moved.
  Wharton’s heart beat like a 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?
  He had no time to think
  A dim figure came springing into the radius of the lantern light, and he caught a momentary glimpse of a monkish robe and a cowl.
  A cry of terror broke from his lips, and  he spun round and ran.
  Brave as he was, that sudden and fearful sight was too much for his nerves.  Bunter had not lied, after all; that terrible figure proved it.
  Wharton dashed madly along the passage.
  From behind, swish in on the stone, came the rustle of the monkish garments, and he knew that he was being pursued.
  The being---whatever and whoever it was---was following him.
  The boy’s heart seemed to leap into his mouth.
  He paused a second to blow out the lantern, that it’s light might not betray him, and then he ran on like a deer.
  As he came panting and gasping into the crypt, and dashed across it in the pitchy darkness, stumbling over loose stones.
  He clambered up the steps, and plunged at the doorway, and reeled back from the hard wood of the door.
  He remembered the sound he had heard; the door had closed, after all, wind or no wind.  It opened outwards, and as there was no fastening, 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 subterranean passage 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 was a prisoner in the crypt, and the unknown something, the being he had disturbed in its sleep in the subterranean passage, was drawing closer and closer---closer, till its hot breath fanned his cheek as he crouched in terror on the stairs.

      *   *   *   *   *   *   
  
  At the window in the dormitory passage, the four juniors waited quietly for Harry Wharton’s return. He was certain to be gone some 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 see the form of Loder, of the Sixth, the most unpopular prefect at Greyfriars.
  “Loder!” muttered Nugent.
  “Cut!”
  There was nothing else to be done.  The prefect would have been very pleased to catch the juniors out of the dormitory, and report for punishment to their Form- master;  but they did not mean to gratify him to that extent.
  If he discovered them at the window, too, he would be sure to examine the fastening of the window, and to fasten it, and Harry Wharton would be shut out.
  The four juniors scuttled silently along the passage.
  They heard the footsteps of the prefect pass along the passage, and die away.  Bob Cherry sat up in bed.
  “He’s gone!” he said.
  “Quiet!” said Bolsover.
  “But he’s gone. We can get out again---”
  “Stay where you are.  It means that he’s on the watch.” said the Bully of the Remove.
“You know how he would like to catch us napping.  And if he catches us, he will examine the window.  You don’t want Wharton to be shut out, and to have to ring up the House to get in.”
  “By Jove, no!” 
   “What do you say, Smithy?” 
  There was no reply from Vernon-Smith. 
  “Smithy!  Are you there?”
  Silence !
  “He hasn’t come into the dorm with us!” exclaimed Nugent.   
  “My hat!”
  “Has Loder got him, I wonder?” exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
  “Hard cheese on Smithy if he has, I guess.” remarked Fisher T. Fish.
  “I’m going to see!” said Nugent, slipping out of bed again.  “Smithy is a cad; and I’m not going to leave him in the lurch.”
  “Better stay there!” said Bolsover uneasily.  “Smithy can take care of himself.  He may have dodged into one of the other dorms.”
  “Hark!” ejaculated Micky Desmond.
  “Better lie low!” said Bolsover.
  And the other fellows thought so, too.  After all, the Bounder of Greyfriars knew his own business best.  And any discovery by Loder would be fatal to Harry Wharton’s chance of regaining the dormitory undetected.
  But the Removites waited in a state of considerable anxiety.  Vernon-Smith did not come in, and they wondered what had become of him.  If he had hidden in one of the other dormitories, it was curious that he did not return to his own as soon as the coast was clear.  That might mean that Loder suspected something, and was on the watch in the passage, and that Vernon-Smith knew it.  The anxiety of the juniors increased as the minutes passed, and the Bounder did not appear.
  At the same time, the Bounder, as a matter of fact, was climbing down the ivy from the passage window. He had waited till Loder was gone, and had then followed in the track of Harry Wharton.  The Bounder’s face wore a sneering smile as he dropped from the ivy to the ground.
  His plan had been made beforehand.  He had intended to raise a false alarm to get rid of the juniors from the passage window, and the coming of Loder had saved him the trouble.  The Bounder hurried away in the direction of the old chapel.  He had not badgered and bantered Harry Wharton into venturing into the crypt simply for the purpose of inflicting a troublesome and unpleasant task upon his successful rival in the contest for the captaincy of the Remove.  The Bounder’s plans went further than that.  It was his intention to follow Wharton secretly to the old chapel, and to close the door of the crypt upon him, and give him a thorough scare, and the cold-hearted and unscrupulous young rascal proceeded to carry out that plan with perfect coolness.
  It was easy enough to do. He knew his way about the ruined chapel quite well in the darkness.  He reached the stairway to the crypt, and pushed the heavy door shut.  It creaked dismally upon its hinges, and closed with a heavy thud, a sound that reached Harry Wharton’s ears, as we have seen, in the subterranean passage.
  The Bounder chuckled softly.
  Two jam several fragments of stone under the edge of the door occupied him but a few minutes.  The wedges fastened the door more securely than bolts or locks could have done.  No force that Wharton could exert from within was likely to move the door.  The Bounder chuckled again.
  “I rather think he will be sorry he entered the crypt at all,” the young rascal muttered complacently, “and by the time he’s been there for an hour or two, he will be sorry for himself---hang him! I’ll get back now, and I’ll be the one to volunteer to go and look for him, and as I shall open the door no one will suspect how it came to be fastened.”
  And the Bounder chuckled again.
  His chuckle died away suddenly.
  There was a clink in the shadowy ruins of the chapel, as a loose stone moved under a footstep.
  The Bounder started.
  He had believed that he was alone in the ruin.  Was it possible that Wharton had already finished his task, and emerged?  The Bounder turned cold at the thought.  If that was the case, he had been caught in the very act of his cowardly revenge.
  It flashed 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 device for luring the Form captain into the crypt, at his mercy, so that he could take his cowardly revenge upon him.
  Clink!
  But surely it could not be Wharton, it must be one of the other fellows come to look for him.  The Bounder strained his eyes in the darkness, his heart beating violently.  He could see nothing but the dim, almost formless masses of fallen masonry.  Who was it that was moving in the ruins so close to him, yet unseen?
  His heart was beating so loudly that it seems 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.
  The Bounder, crouching against the entrance of the crypt, stared about him anxiously.  A dim, shadowy form for a moment loomed up in the glimmer of moonlight.
  Vernon Smith caught his breath.
  The figure was too tall for that of a junior, ande it must be either a master or prefect---a master by the bulk! He was caught!  The figure was coming directly towards him, had perhaps seen him.
  The Bounder took his courage in both hands as it were.  He had to be caught; and it was bolder and safer to own up.  If he admitted that he had left the dormitory to explore the ruins by night he would be punished; but the master would not think of looking at the door of the crypt.  And Vernon-Smith was feverishly anxious to get the inevitable interview over before Wharton began hammering on the inner side of the door.  That might come at any minute now.
  The Bounder made up his mind.  He rose erect and walked boldly towards the dim figure.
  “If you please, sir---”
  There was a sudden indistinguishable exclamation.
  The Bounder hurried on.
  “It is I, sir---Vernon-Smith.  I left the dorm---”
  He broke off.
  For from the dimly-seen form came a sharp exclamation that made the blood rush to his heart with terror:
  “Per bacco!”
  He knew the Italian voice---he knew that the ejaculation was Italian.  Another moment and he knew the dusky face and the gleaming black eyes.
  It was the Italian---Felice Cesare---the man who had come into the Close of Greyfriars with the hunchback and the organ.
  For a moment Vernon-Smith’s heart stood still with fear.
  What was the man doing there?  He remembered hearing the juniors say that Gosling had said the Italian had been seen lurking about the school; he remembered Fisher T. Fish’s surmise that the man was spying about the place, with the intention of robbing it.—it must be so---else why was he there, stealing into the ruins of the old chapel in the darkness of the night?
  The Bounder’s blood almost froze in his veins. For the sake of his revenge upon Wharton, he had placed himself in the power of a midnight robber--- a man whose desperate character could be seen as the moonlight gleamed upon his swarthy face and hard glittering eyes.
  “Oh!” murmured the Bounder.  “Oh, Heaven!”
  “Per bacco!  Chie?” muttered the Italian.
  Vernon-Smith stumbled as he turned to fly.  But the ruins were round him, ander the broad shouldered Italian blocked up the way of escape.
  The man advanced upon him quickly.  His hands grasped at Vernon-Smith; and the Bounder, hardly knowing what you did, struck out at him savagely, and drove his way past.  A savage explanation left the lips of the Neapolitan as he reeled under the Bounder’s blow, but his grasp tightened upon Vernon-Smith.
  The terrified junior opened his mouth to cry for help.  Better discovery, better canings and beatings without number, than what might await him at the hands of the Neapolitan desperado.
  But a powerful hand was placed over the juniors mouth, and it choked back the cry he would have uttered.  The Neapolitan had divined his intention.  In the powerful grasp of Felice Cesare the Bounder was crushed to the ground, ander a knee was planted on his chest, the hand still pressing upon his mouth.
  “Silenzio!” muttered a savage voice; then in English: Silence, or my knife!  You understand?”
  Felice Cesare could evidently speak English when he chose
  The Bounder understood only too well, and he collapsed, almost fainting, in the grasp of the Neapolitan ruffian.
 
                                        THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.


                                               In Strange Hands.


“SILENCE, on your life!”
  The knife was no empty threat.  In the dim glimmer of the moonlight Vernon-Smith caught a glitter of steel, and he shuddered.
  Who was this man?  What did he want?  Whoever and whatever he was, it was very clear that he was a desperate man; 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 hand from the Bounder’s mouth; there was no fear now that the junior would utter a cry.  The glitter of cold steel in the moonlight was sufficient to ensure that.
  “Speak in whispers, signorino.” said the Neapolitan.  “if you raise your voice you will raise a tip for the last time, cave.  You understand?”
  “Yes!” muttered Vernon-Smith.
  Inwardly he was anathematising his folly.  But for phase of the vengeful spite, he might have been safe in the Remove dormitory---safe among his Form-fellows.  He shuddered and trembled as he lay in the powerful grasp of the Italian.
  “Who are you?”
  “I---I belong to this school.”
  The Neapolitan peered at him.
  “I think I saw you among the boys today when I came with the organ.” he said.
  “Yes, yes!”
  “What are you doing out of the school at this hour?”
  It was useless to lie.  Vernon-Smith stammered out the whole story in broken gasps.
  The Neapolitan chuckled grimly.
  “Per bacco!  You are a hater after my own heart!” he said.  “It would be bad for you---hey?---if I should tell this pretty story to your masters.”
  Vernon-Smith shivered.
  “Yes!” he muttered.
  “Have no fear; I am not going to do so!” said the Neapolitan, grinning.  “So the boy---this boy you call Wharton---is shut up in the crypt.”
  “Yes; or in the underground passage.”
  “And where does this passage lead to?”
  “To a ruined priory in the wood!”
  “And a man could pass through, and go out into the wood that way?” asked the Italian, showing an interest Vernon-Smith could not understand in the matter.
  “Yes, easily.”
  “I shall not betray you to your masters, care amico!” said the Neapolitan.  “But one good turn deserves on other, as you English say.  You must tell me something I want to know, and you need say nothing about this meeting.  Lei capisco?”
  “Yes !” said Vernon-Smith, understanding that that meant “Did he understand?”
  “Buono!” said Cesare.
  “But---but if you are going to rob the school it will come out---”
  Cesare uttered an exclamation.
  “Rob the school!  Are you mad?”
  Vernon-Smith stared up at him in amazement.  It was easy to see that this guess at the Neapolitan’s intentions was a mistaken one.
  “I---I thought---” he stammered.
  Cesare grinned.
  “You thought that I was here to rob the school! Ha, ha!  No, signorino; there is nothing in this school to tempt me.  I did not come here to rob.”.
  “Then—then why are you here?” gasped Vernon-Smith.
  “I am looking for a friend.”
  “ A---a friend!”
  “Si, si!” said the Italian; and the Italian “yes” had a sound like the hissing of a serpent as it came from his lips
  “And Vernon-Smith understood very clearly that the “friend” the Neapolitan was looking for would have no cause to bless a meeting with Feliec Cesare.  It was a foe the man was seeking; though why he should be seeking him within the precincts of Greyfriars school was a mystery to the junior.
  “I think perhaps you Can tell me something of him, signorino,” said Cesare; and if you know, you shall tell, per bacco.”
  “There---there are no Italians here!” gasped the junior
  The Neapolitan’s laughed again softly.
  “But my friend is not an Italian.” he said.  “My friend is an Englishman, and he was once belonging to this school.  Do you understand?  He is what you say, an old boy!”
  “An old boy of Greyfriars?” said Vernon-Smith.
  “Sicuro!  Certainly!” said the Neapolitan.  “And you shall tell me if there is likely come an old boy to visit the school!”
  “No.” said the Bounder; “not since the Old Boys’ footer match---and that was three weeks ago.”
  “It as but twenty four hours since he came!”
  “At night!” ejaculated the Bounder.
  “Sicure---at night!”
  “I have not seen him, or heard anything of him!” said Vernon Smith, with an astonishment that the ruffian could see was genuine.  “What is his name?”
  “Never mind his name, if you know nothing of him.” said the Neapolitan drily.  “This man, you comprehend, holds something that belongs to me, and I shall take it---perhaps his life with it!” His white teeth flashed for a moment.  “But I guessed that he did not come openly.  And in the Close here today I saw that there were ruins, and I said to myself, “If my dear friend is in hiding, that is where he is hiding himself . Per bacco!”
  “Oh, you think that he is hiding among the ruins here?” Vernon-Smith exclaimed, in amazement.
  “Exactly!”  
  “I understand! That is quite possible.  By Jove!” the Bounder exclaimed, a light breaking upon his mind.  “He may be the chap that Bunter met!”
  “What is that!”
  Vernon-Smith hurriedly explained.  He was only too glad to be able to give some information to the Italian---with the knife glittering so near to him.  Vernon Smith would willingly have betrayed anybody and everybody to the man just then, to put the ruffian into a good humour with him.
  The Neapolitan listened attentively.
  “Per bacco! I think you are right!” he said, drawing a deep breath.  “in guinse but as a ghost---aha!  He would know the ghost story, having once been at this school! Sapristi!  But I think that I shall find my friend!”
  “You are sure he came here?”
  The Neapolitan chuckled
   “Sicuro!” For I was close upon his track on the road, and he vanished; and he vanished; and I searched the wood and the fields.  And then I said to myself, he had climbed the wall of the school.  But then it was dawn, and I could not search for him. But I shall find him; and I know that he came here.  Per bacco! And the entrance to this passage, you say, is here?” 
  “Yes.”
  “Bueno!  I---”  The Neapolitan broke off suddenly. “Hark!”
  Crash!  Crash!
  It was a sudden, terrific, commotion in the crypt.  Someone inside the fastened door was beating wildly upon it, apparently with a heavy stone.
  Vernon Smith started.
  “It’s Wharton!” he muttered.
  Crash!
  “And he seems to be much pressed!” grinned the Neapolitan.  “Perhaps he has met our friend the monk, and has been frightened.”
  Crash!
  “Good heavens!” muttered Vernon Smith, turning white.  “I---I never thought of that !  I---I was sure Bunter had lied about th at!” It’s enough to turn a chap’s brain!”  I---I ---”
  “If he has seen a ghost he shall tell me about him.” said the Neapolitan.  “I will release him.  You had better go, caro amico---and say nothing about what has happened, or you will be called upon to explain why you shut your schoolfellow up in the crypt—especially if the fright has turned his brain.  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Vernon-Smith shuddered.
  “Heaven forbid!”
  The Neapolitan released him.
  “Go! And not a word!  I’d do no harm here; I merely look for my friend, you understand, and nothing more.  It is all simple.  You may go! But the silent mouth, or you may learn yet that Felice Cesare has a poniard. Go!”
  “I shall say nothing.”
  Vernon Smith, trembling in every limb, hurried away.
  Crash!
  It was the last blow on the door from inside.  There was a sound of the stone rattling down the steps within, as it fell from the hands of him who had wielded it.

  The Italian glanced after Vernon-Smith as he disappeared, and then stepped to the door of the crypt and dragged away the wedges of stone from the outside.

                                           THE NINTH CHAPTER.


                                               A Friend in Need.

HARRY WHARTON in those few fearful minutes had lived through a lifetime of horror.  But the discovery that the door of the crypt was fastened on the outside had almost stunned the unfortunate lad.
  The wrestling behind him was close---the dreadful form, whatever it was, was at the stairs he had mounted---a hot breath came from the darkness and smote his cheek.
  Hardly knowing what he did in his excitement and terror, Wharton drove out his fist, and it encountered something hard in the blackness, and there was a muffled cry.
  Then a heavy fall!
  The unknown, whoever he was, had fallen under the heavy and sudden blow, and rolled off the steps back into the crypt.
  Wharton, his heart beating like a hammer, his back against the door that would not budge, stood with his hands up on the defensive.
  Terror thrilled him still, but there was no longer supernatural dread mingled with it, for the resistance his knuckles had encountered, and the sound of the heavy fall and the exclamation, had shown in that, whoever his enemy was, it was an enemy of flesh and blood.  It was no spectre haunting the dusky depths of the subterranean passage, but a human being, who had chosen, for reasons of his own, to array himself in the old monkish garb.
  “You hound!” panted Wharton.  “You villain! Stand back!”
  There was on other exclamation.
  He heard the unseen form rising, he heard once more the rustling of the garments.  But though he braced himself for a new attack in the darkness, the attack did not come.  There was a rustle that died away into silence.
  Wharton’s senses were reeling, but he realised that the unknown had retreated—that the presence was gone.  However 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.
  Wharton remained where he was, panting, for some minutes.  No sound came from the silence---the horror was not returning.
  Who was it—what was it?
  He did not know---he could not guess.  But he felt a feverish desire to escape from the crypt before it should return.  The villain, whoever he was, might have gone for a light---for a weapon.  At that thought Wharton turned upon the fastened door and smote at it heavily with his fists, and drove his boots hard against it.  But the door did not budge.
  The junior, gasping for breath, descended from the stone steps and groped in the darkness till he found a stone.  He clambered on the steps again, and began to beat up on the door.  Even if he alarmed the whole of Greyriars, he must escape from that fearful place.  The crashing of the stone echoed with the sound like thunder through the crypt and the subterranean passages.
  The stone rolled from Wharton’s hands at last, and crashed down to the flagstones below.  The junior groaned.  The battering had had no effect upon the door; it had not budged the fraction of an inch.
  He reeled against the door, panting.  What was he to do?  He could not open it, under any moment that Thing might return.
  As he reeled on the door he felt it move.  His heart 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 sky and the ruins swam round him in a dizzy cloud.
  Someone had opened the door from without----he knew that—and that someone was bending over him holding something to his lips.  A bitter taste burnt in Wharton’s mouth, but the fiery liquid revived him.  He sat up and stared wildly round him.  The Neapolitan replaced the flask in his pocket, ande supported Wharton’s head upon his knee, gently enough.
  “You are better, signorino?”
  Wharton gasped.
  “The Italian!”
  Felice Cesare nodded with a grin.
  “Exactly---the Italian!” he agreed.  “I opened the door for you, signorino.”
  “Thank you!”
  “Niente!” said the Neapolitan, shrugging his broad shoulders.  “it is a pleasure to do you a small service, signorino, when you were so liberal with the centesimi to-day to the poor Italian music merchant.” There was no sign of the knife now, and Felice Cesare’s voice was very soft.
  Wharton stared at him.
  “But what are you doing here at night?” he gasped.
  “I look for somebody---a friend of mine---whom I suspect of playing ghost—for a good joke in the cellars here---what you call them?” said the Neapolitan. 
  Wharton started.
  “Playing ghost! Then---”
  “You have seen someone!” asked Cesare, watching his face narrowly as the moonlight gleamed upon it, showing up the deadly paleness of it.
  Wharton nodded, and panted>
  “Yes, a man.  I---I was duffer enough to think it a ghost for a minute.  It came after me, but when I hit out I knew it was a man.  He’s gone now. I---I never had such a scare in my life!  Thank you for opening the door! I---I think I should have gone right off my dot if I hadn’t got out of that horrible place!” And Wharton passed his hand across his brow, which was burning and clotted with perspiration.
  “It was enough to give you scare, signorino.” said the Neapolitan.  “I think I find him who play the trick---a rascal who has robbed me.”
  Wharton started.
  “Robbed you?”
  “Sieure!  I look for him because he have robbed me, and soon I find him, I think well.  He has fled, you say?”
  “Yes, he has gone.”
  “And there is other end to the passage, is it not so!”
  “Yes, it opens in the priory in the wood, off the Friardale road.”
  “Bueno!  For the safety of the place it his best to close up this door!” said the Neapolitan.  “He shall not get out this way, is it not so?”
  “Yes, yes!” said Wharton, with a shudder.
  A Neapolitan closed the door of the crypt.  He carefully jammed in fragments of stone under the door, rendering it as secure as it was before he had opened it for Wharton.  He grinned as he secured the door.
  “Per Bacco!” It is secure now!” he exclaimed.
  “Yes, but I---I have left the lamp inside!”
  The Neapolitan grinned.
  “You would not go in again for that, signorino!”
  Wharton shuddered.
  “No, not tonight.  But---but you---you have no right here.  I thank you for releasing me from that horrible place, but you would get into trouble if you were seen here!”  said Wharton uneasily.
  “I go at once!” said Cesare.  “ion to look for my friend who have robbed me, you understand.  I think that he is there.  Now that the door in safe he must go by the other end, and I go to stop him or to follow him. Capisco Lei?  I have no more time to lose here.  It is pleasure to have served a noble signorino.  Bueno notte!”
  “Good-night---”
  “You say nothing of having to have met me?” said the Neapolitan.  “I go, and I do not return.  It is enough---and you do not talk!”
  “Excepting to the fellows in the dormitory, not a word.” said Wharton.  Press “I am very much obliged to you, under if you’re not coming into the school grounds again there’s no need for me to mention that you have been here.”
  “Sicur!  Buena notte!”
  The Neapolitan noved out of the ruins.  Wharton followed him, and watched him climb the school wall, and heard him drop into the road on the other side.  He listened.  In the silence of the night he heard the footsteps of the Italian die away in the distance.
  There was no doubt that the man was gone.  And Wharton was quite assured that he had no harmful intentions towards Greyfriars, whatever he might intend towards the man who, as he declared, had robbed him. And yet—  if there was a chance that the man had been deceiving him, he had no right to allow the school to run risks.  The junior stepped quietly away to the kennel of the mastiff near Gosling’s lodge.  On occasions when that had been burglaries in the neighbourhood gosling’s dog had been turned loose of a night, amid on such occasions it would have fared ill with any stranger who had sought to enter the school precincts.  Wharton unfastened the dog’s chain and set him loose.  If the Neapolitan kept his word, and did not return, there was no harm done; 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.
  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 of minutes more he was inside, and stealing cautiously along the passage towards the Remove dormitory.

                                       THE TENTH CHAPTER.


                                           Down on the Bounder.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
  “Here he is!”
  “That you, Wharton, old man?”
  “Glad you’ve got back !”
  “The gladfulness is terrific, my worthy chum !” murmured Hurree Jamset ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  They exclamations broke out in suppressed tones from the Removites as Harry Wharton came into the Remove dormitory and closed the door softly behind him.
  “Where have you been!” Frank Nugent exclaimed.  “What’s kept you such a time?”
  “Have you got the lamp!” demanded Bolsover.
  “Blow the lamp!” said Bob Cherry.  “Has anything happened!” 
  “Yes!” said Wharton quietly.
  The Bounder sat up in bed.  He had been in bed a quarter of an hour, and he had given the Removites the explanation that he had been hiding in a box-room while waiting for the coast to be clear for his return to the dormitory.  No one as yet doubted his statement, and he had had the advantage of telling his story first, before the Removites knew what had happened to Harry Wharton.
  “Have you got the lamp?” the Bounder asked.
  “No; I left it just inside the crypt.  The fellows can see it there for themselves to-morrow morning if anyone here doubts my word.” said Harry Wharton very quietly.
  “I 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 fetching it out of the passage!”
  “Because I had to drop it and fight—and your lantern, too!” said Harry Wharton.
  “Fight?” yelled Bob.  “Fight whom?”
  “The g-g-ghos?!” said Billy Bunter.
  “Somebody dressed as a ghost, at all events,” said Wharton quietly, sitting on his bed and breathing hard.  “I think I must have taken it for a ghost at first---I hardly knew what I took it for---but I bolted.”
  “Same as I did.” said Bunter.
  “Yes, same as you did, Billy.” said Wharton.  “The thing followed me, and ran me down in the crypt.”
  “Good heavens!”
  “You must have been in a blue funk.” said Bolsover.
  “Yes.” said Wharton quietly, “I was in a blue funk. I think you would have been, or anybody, especially when you found the door shut.”
  “How could the door be shut?” said Russell.  “There’s no fastening on it.”
  “Someone had managed to fasten it from the outside!” said Wharton.  “I found it blocked---shut.  I couldn’t open it.  I hammered and hammered, and then the Thing was upo me.  I hit out at it, and it fell.  I wonder I didn’t go out of my senses then, shut up in the dark with the creature.  But it left me, and then the door was opened, after I had tried to hammer it open with a stone, and failed.”
  “Very queer yarn!” said Vernon-Smith.  “Curious how the door should get blocked shut in that way.”
  “Very curious, indeed!” said Harry Wharton, in an ominous tone---“so jolly curious, Smith, that we’re going to look into it.  The door was shut from outside, and bits of stone wedged underneath it so that it couldn’t be opened from inside.  That must have been done on purpose by somebody who wanted to shut me up in the crypt.”
  “Faith, and it was a dirthy trick!” said Micky Desmond.
  “I want to know who did it!” said Wharton.  “I think you fellows will agree with me that if it was a chap in the Remove he ought to be bowled out!”
  “Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry emphatically.  “We’ll have a rather precise account of what you were doing out of the dorm., if you please, Smith.”
  “I’ve told you what I was doing.” said the Bounder sullenly.
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Bolsover.  “If Wharton was shut up in the crypt, as he says, how did he get out?  It seems that the door could be opened, after all!”
  “It was opened from outside!” said Harry.
  “By whom?”
  “A stranger---that Italian chap who came here with the organ---Felice Cesare.”
  There was a general exclamation of amazement.
  “Do you mean to say that organ grinder from Naples was in the chapel, within the walls of Greyfriars?” Snoop exclaimed.  “What was he doing there at night?”
  “Looking for somebody he suspected to be hiding in the crypt, he told me, and I think he must have been right, for there was certainly somebody in the crypt.  I don’t think he was a genuine organ-grinder, either.  He made the use of that man and his organ to come in, and spy round Greyfriars, just as Fishy suggested.”
  “I guess you’ll always find me on the mark !” said Fisher T. Fish complacently. 
  “Oh, it’s too thick!” said Bolsover rudely.  “You want us to believe that you were shut up in the crypt, and that this Italians chap dropped from nowhere and rescued you.  You can’t pile it on like that and expect us to swallow it.”
  “I don’t care two pins whether you swallow it or not, Bolsover.  You’re a rotten cad anyway, and I suspect you of being in the plot with Smith.  But never mind that.  If the Bounder came back into the dorm with Bob Cherry and Nugent, all’s well.  If he didn’t, I know that he slipped out of the House, and fastened up the door of the crypt after I was in it.”
  “You’ve got no proof!” sneered the Bounder.
  “I don’t want any proof.  I only want to know whether you were out of the dormitory.” said Wharton.
  “He certainly was out of the dormitory.” said Ogilvy.
  “Yes, rather!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “Loder came upstairs, and we had to cut.  Nugent and I and Bolsover 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 until the coast was clear.  In fact he hadn’t been here more than ten minutes when you came in.  I thought it queer at the time.  I knew Loder wouldn’t be hanging about the passages all that time.  Vernon-Smith was no more in a box-room than I was.”
  The Bounder gritted his teeth.  His plan would have worked out successfully, but for the unforeseen presence of the mysterious lurker in the subterranean passage, and of the Italian in the ruined chapel, circumstances that the acutest plotter could scarcely have foreseen.  If Wharton had remained half an hour or so shut up in the crypt, and then the Bounder had volunteered to search for him, and had opened the door he had  fastened, he 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 little nearer to Vernon-Smith bed.
  “Have you anything to say!” he asked, between his teeth.  
  “Nothing to you!” said the Bounder sullenly.  “I don’t see that I’m called upon to defend myself to you.  I was in the box-room.”
  “That is a lie!”
  “You can think so if you choose!” said the Bounder, with a sneer.” Under since we’re speaking so plainly, I don’t believe a word of your yarn about the door of the crypt been closed, or about that Italian dropping from the skies to let you out!”
  “Hear, hear!” said Bolsover.
  “Wharton set his teeth.
  He reached out, and grasped the Bounder’s bedclothes, and dragged them from him.  The Bounder started up with an exclamation.
  “What do you mean?” he demanded fiercely.
  “Get up!”
  “What for?”
  “To fight me!” said Harry Wharton grimly.
  “Idiot!” I’ll fight you tomorrow in the gym., if you like.  Not now!”
  “You’ll fight me now, or you’ll take a licking now.” said Harry Wharton, his eyes gleaming.  “I haven’t been through what I’ve been through tonight for nothing.  You’ll get up and take your licking, you cur!  You were ready enough to get up to shut me up in the crypt!”
  “I didn’t !”
  “Liar!”
  “Better go it, Smithy!” chuckled Bulstrode.  “You were accusing Wharton of being a funk an hour ago, and now you’ve got to prove that you are not one.”
  “The prefects---”
  “Blow the prefects!” You needn’t make a row with stockinged feet, unless you howl when your hurt, and you’re not bound to do that!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The Bounder ground his teeth.
  “I tell you I won’t fight now!”
  “You will!” said Harry Wharton.
  The next moment his grasp was upon the Bounder, and Vernon-Smith rolled out of bed, and landed upon the dormitory floor with a heavy bump.

                                     THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.


                                            A Fight by Candle-light.

  
VERNON-SMITH was upon his feet in a moment.
  His hands were clenched, and his eyes were blazing with rage.
  The bounder was no coward, although he was so cunning and cautious by nature that he generally avoided combats in which he was not sure of gaining the upper hand.
  But he had a savage temper when it was aroused, antied was aroused no with a vengeance!
  “Are you ready now!” asked Harry Wharton scornfully.
  “Yes! said the Bounder, between his teeth.  “I’ll smash you! Hang you! I wish you had broken your neck in the crypt.”
  “Thank you!” Get a light some of you chaps!”
  The fellows were willing enough to do that.
  But the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars had been the scene of some exciting happenings, but a fight by candle-light was something a little out of the common.
  Candoe ends and lanterns were soon produced from the boxes.  The Removites were always prepared for the possible need of illumination after lights out.
  Candle ends were set up on washstands, and a wavering light illuminated the dormitory.
  Vernon Smith dressed himself in shirt and trousers.  It was tacitly agreed that the combatants should fight in their socks, and Wharton had already removed his boots, and he stripped to his shirt.
  The whole Remove were up now, and gathering in excitement round the ring, with the exception of Billy Bunter.  Nothing but the rising-bell could extract William George Bunter from his bed once he was settled in it; and not even the rising bell, but for the fear of a prefect with a cane to follow.  But even Bunter propped himself upon a pillow to watch.
  Bulstrode appointed himself referee, and extracted a watch from under his pillow to keep time.
  “Ready, you chaps?” he asked.
  Wharton stepped forward.
  “I‘m quite ready!” he said.
  “So am I!” said Vernon-Smith.  
  “Go it, ye cripples!” sank out Bob Cherry.
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 In the flickering light of the candles, surrounded by an eager ring of excited juniors, the adversaries “went it”.
  Wharton’s face was set, and his eyes were gleaming, and he attacked the Bounder with steady persistence.  Vernon Smith had to content himself with the defensive.  Wharton was still thinking of his fearful experience in the crypt, and he knew that he owed it to the cowardly trick the Bounder had played him.  And he meant to make Vernon-Smith pay for it dearly.
  Vernon Smith was driven twice round the ring, and Wharton followed him, their stockinged though feet making hardly any sound---not so much as the deep, heavy breathing.  They were watching one another like cats.
  Suddenly Vernon-Smith feinted, and rushed in.
  But it cost him dear.
  His feint was guarded, and as he let himself open to Wharton’s attack, the Remove captain drove out right and left, and then right again, and the Bounder of Greyfriars fell with a heavy bump to the floor.
  “Phew!” ejaculated Nugent.
  “Time!” said Bulstrode.
  Wharton stood waiting.  Vernon Smith was lifted up by Bolls over, gasping and wheezing.  It was a knock-down that would have proved a knock-out for many fellows, but the Bounder was game.
  His head was singing from the blows, but he was in a greater rage than ever, and more keen to come on.  
  “Buck up, old man!” said Bolsover.
  “Time!”
  The adversaries toed the line again.  Vernon-Smith commenced the attack this time, springing at his foe like a wild cat.
  He threw science to the winds, and attacked savagely, and Wharton receded a little before the savage onslaught, with several marks of it showing upon his face.
  But the captain of the Remove recovered in a moment.
  He met Vernon-Smith’s furious attack with driving blows, and the Bounder reeled back, and reeled back again, and again crashed to the floor.
  Again Bolsover picked him up.  The Remove bully was looking grim.  He did not think that the Bounder had a much chance left now.  Indignation had lent Harry Wharton, as it seemed, two fellows strength, and the Bounder simply had not a look in against him.
  “Going on!” asked Bolsover indifferently.  
  The Bounder snarled.
  “Yes, hang you!”
  “Oh, pile in, then!”
  “Time!” said Bulstrode.
  Vernon-Smith fought hard in the third round.  Though all the fellows believed that Harry Wharton’s accusation was just, and that the Bounder had shut the door of the crypt upon him, they could not help admiring the fight he put up now.  The Bounder had plenty of pluck and determination.
  But the third round ended in grim defeat.
  He went down again, under a stunning upper-cut, and crashed on the floor, and it was evident to all that he was licked.
  Before Bulstrode could call time, however, there was a yell from Bob Cherry.
  “Cave!”
  A footstep had sounded in the passage
  The juniors made a wild rush to their beds.  There was no time to blow out the candles, and, in fact, no time to get into bed, for, before they could dive in, the dormitory door opened, and Wingate appeared on the threshold.
  The captain of Greyfriars stood gazing in upon the astounding scene with a clouded brow. 
  Vernon-Smith still lay on the floor.  Wharton was standing over him, half a dozen juniors were in bed, and the rest diving frantically in.
  “You young rascals!”
  Wingate advanced into the dormitory.  
  “So you’ve been fighting here!” he exclaimed.
  “Yes.” said Wharton quietly.
  “I must say it is a nice time of night to choose for a scrap!” said Wingate.  “You will take five hundred lines each, and stay in the next half holiday to write them.  I shall report this to your Form-master.  You other kids who were out of bed will take one hundred lines each.  And if there’s any more of this I’ll come up with a cane, and you’ll remember it till the end of the next vacation!”
  Bob Cherry chuckled.
  “There won’t be any more row, Wingate, old man.  We wouldn’t do anything to disturb you for worlds and worlds.  We didn’t know we had broken into your beauty sleep!”
  “Shut up, you cheeky young rascal!  Now, into bed with you!”
  The juniors turned in.  The Bounder groaned a little as he crawled into bed.  He had paid dearly enough for his cunning plot that night.  Wingate moved round the dormitory, and collected up all the candles, blowing them out carefully one by one.
  “Not going to callar our candles, Wingate!” Nugent asked.
  “Yes, you young bounder!”
  “But, I say, candles cost money, you know!” said Ogilvy.  “I---”
  “Shut up, and go to sleep!”
  “But I’ll tell you what, Wingate, old man.  You can have the lot at a reduction!” Ogilvy suggested.
  Wingate laughed.  He made a bundle of the candles, and carried them out of the dormitory with a last warning to the Removites to keep quiet, he closed the door on them.
  The Removites fell asleep one by one; but it was a long time before the Bounder slept.  And Harry Wharton, too, was wakeful for a long time.  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 Neapolitan had found him.  Once, an hour after midnight, as he was dropping into a doze, he heard a sound of loud barking in the Close, and he started up in bed.
  It was Gosling’s dog, evidently, and something had alarmed him.  The barking continued for some minutes, and then ceased.
  Did it mean that the Italian had tried to return, in spite of his word?  Perhaps he had failed to find the ruined priory in the wood, or the opening under it, and had come back to recommence his search at Greyfriars.  But if so, the dog had made him clear off, for the barking died away after a time, only 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 chasing ghosts in ruined crypts, till the bell clanged out on the clear air of the April morning, and he woke to a fresh day.

                                   THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.


                                    The Mysterious Document.  

HARRY WHARTON was out of bed at the first decline of the rising bell that morning.
  He was tired from his adventures overnight; but he was keen to get down to the crypt under discover whether there were any signs of the Neapolitan having returned, and also to find the lamp he had left there.
  When he quit the dormitory, a dozen fellows backspaceof the Remove went with him.  Vernon-Smith did not come.  He was no longer interested in the matter.  But Bolsover and Snoop went with a party, to make sure that the lamp was really in the crypt, and that Wharton had really fetched it out of the subterranean passage.
  Gosling was in the close as they went out, and he was looking extremely ill tempered.
  “Top of the morning to yez, Gossy!” said Micky Desmond cheerfully.  “and phwy are yez looking so amiable?”
  Gosling snorted
  “That blessed and dog got loose last night, somehow!” he said.  “I’ve ‘ad a regler job getting’ him back into the kennel.  He was barkin’ last night suthin’ crool, to a pore man who wants a night’s rest arter a ‘ard day’s work!”
  “Might have been burglars!” suggested Ogilvy.
  “Yes.  I thought it might be them blessed Hitalians agin!” said Gosling “Wot I says is this ‘ere, all furriners orter be shoved into prison, I says! Why can’t they keep in their own country, I says! That’s wot I say!” 
  “After they came here to bring you beautiful music, too!” said Frank Nugent  reproachfully. “they say that music hath charms to soothe the savage breast, but it doesn’t seem to have that effect on a savage Gosling!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Gosling grunted, and the Removites walked round the School House to the ruined chapel.  They stopped before the door of the crypt.  It was blocked up, as the Neapolitan had lifted the previous night.
  That was a proof, at all events, that Cesare had not returned and penetrated into the crypt.  If he had come back, Wharton’s device of letting loose the dog had been successful.
  Harry Wharton drew away the wedges of stone, and opened the door.
  Bob Cherry lighted 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
  On the floor, close by the foot of the stone stair, lay the broken acetylene lamp, and nearly it the lantern Wharton had used to light his way.
  “There you are!” said bob cherry triumphantly.  “Will any of you bounders say now that Wharton didn’t fetch the lamp out of the passage?”
  Bolsover gave a grunt.
  “Well, I suppose he did!” he muttered.
  “Well, yes!” said Snoop.  “Here it is!  After all, it wasn’t much of a thing to do! Anybody could have done it!”
  “Yourself, for instance!” grinned Nugent.  “Why, you wouldn’t have the pluck to go down the passage now, in the daytime!”
  And Snoop held his peace.  He knew that that statement was quite correct, and so did the other fellows.
  “Hallo---hallo---hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly.
  He ran across the crypt, and picked up a fragment of paper that play up on the floor.
  Wharton uttered an exclamation.  He guessed that it was something that had dropped from the lurker in the crypt when he knocked him down off the steps.
  “We haven’t any proof that Wharton really met anybody down here!” said Bolsover obstinately.  “I expect that was a case of nerves.  Blessed if I know why anybody should stick in a rotten damp hole like that subterranean passage for nothing!”
  “Rather steep, of course.” agreed Snoop.
  Bob Cherry held up the paper.
  “Here’s the proof, you duffers!” he exclaimed.
  “What’s that?”
  “Let’s see it, Bob.”
  The juniors gathered eagerly round Bob Cherry.  There was writing upon the paper, in a heavy, foreign-looking hand.  The capitals looked quite unlike English capital letters, although they were quite decipherable. But the language in which the lines were written was unknown to the juniors.
  “Is it French?” exclaimed Nugent.
  “No; I should know it if it were.”
  “Not German, anyway!”
  “No fear!” 
  “It must be Italian!” said Harry Wharton.   I can’t read it, but I know how it looks when written, of course.  It’s Italian, right enough!”
  “But the Italian was outside the crypt, you said!” exclaimed Johnny Bull, in astonishment.
  “This was dropped by the man who was playing ghost.”
  “Then he’s an Italian, too!”
  “Perhaps.”
  “Let’s get it out into the daylight and have a good look at it!” said Bulstrode.
  “Good egg!”
  Much excited by their discovery, the juniors crowded out of the crypt and into the early sunshine in the ruined chapel.
  There Bob Cherry smoothed the paper out on a flat stone, and the juniors spelled eagerly over the mysterious words. 
  “Ricercate nella Casa dei Fauno in Pompei, abasse la sesta pictra passato la Fontana, e voi la trovarete.”
  That was all.
  There was no signature.
  The style of the handwriting showed that it had been written by a foreigner, and the language, as Harry Wharton had said, was certainly Italian.
  But though most of the juniors could have read French, and had a good try at German, Italian was beyond their powers as linguists.  Italian was not in the Greyfriars curriculum, and was not even among the extras.
  “Well, we can’t read it!” said Johnny Bull.
  “Might get a ’Dago’ dictionary and spell it out, I guess!” remarked Fisher T. Fish.  “You can guess a lot of words in it.  Fontana must mean fountain.”
  “Ander casa must mean house.” said Nugent.  
  “And Pompei---that’s a town in Italy!”
  “Place that was ruined by an eruption of Mount Vesuvius in the first century.” said Ogilvy, who was strong on history.  “Generally spelled with two I’s at the end in this country—Pompeii.  But it must be the same place.”
  “Pietra means stone.” said Bob Cherry, after a long think.
  “What does sesta mean?”
  “Give it up.”
  “Sixth, I should think!” said Harry Wharton.
  “Very likely.”
  “We could get all the nouns and articles out of an Italian dictionary, but dictionaries don’t conjugate the verbs.” Ogilvy remarked thoughtfully.  “And Ricercate as plainly a form of verb, and so is trovarete.”
  “Yes, rather!”
  “We’ll read it, somehow.” said Harry Wharton.  “it’s a jolly queer document, anyway!” and do you notice how queer the ink looks?”
  “Sort of faded deep red ink.” said Bob Cherry.
  “Something more than that.”
  “What do you mean?” asked Bob, in a startled tone.
  “Look at it closely.”
  Bob Cherry did so.
  Then he shuddered
  “Can it be---  But it’s impossible!”
  “I believe it is.”
  “Blood!”
  “Good heavens!” muttered the juniors, in horror.
  They scanned the paper annew, with shuddering interest.  There could be a little doubt about it.  The dull red in which the paper was written was no ordinary ink.  The fluid that had died the pen had been drawn from human veins.
  “This is horrible!” Nugent muttered.
  “Jolly interesting!” said Bob Cherry, after a pause.  “Chap must have been out of reach of ink or pencil, and stuck a pen into his arm to write with it. Must have been a chap with a jolly nerve, too!”
  “I should say so!” said Wharton with a shudder.  “And he must have considered it fearfully important to write this down, to take such a step to get his ink!  What can it possibly refer to?”
  “Blessed if I know!”
  “Buried treasure, perhaps!” said Johnny Bull eagerly.  “Chaps have found documents giving clues and things to buried treasure, you know!”
  There was a laugh. 
  “There was a story, once, of a giddy Greyfriars treasure!” Bulstrode remarked.  “But I don’t suppose that chap was looking for it down there, and I don’t see why a clue should be written in Italian about it.  Anybody know the Italian word for treasure?”
  “Tesoro.” said Frank Nugent, who had come up on the ward in a song.
  “Well, that isn’t here.”
  “More likely the paper is a recipe for making macaroni.” grinned Tom Brown.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Then why does it mention a house in Pompeii?”
  “Perhaps it’s a bakery.”
  “Ass!” Pompeii is a dead city!   Nobody lives there! It’s been a dead and buried place for eighteen hundred years!”
  “Longer than the memory of the oldest inhabitant.” suggested Ogilvy, and there was a laugh.
  “Well, we’ll keep this paper, anyway.” said Harry Wharton.  “If the owner comes to claim it we may give it to him, if he can prove his claim.  But if it’s the chap who scared me last night, I’ll jolly well give him a swollen nose as well!”
  And the juniors returned to the School House for breakfast.


                                     THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.


                                                          GONE!

HARRY WHARTON & CO.  thought a great deal over the peculiar incident of the crypt, and the finding of the paper, during morning lessons.  Indeed it ran so much in Harry Wharton’s mind that when Mr. Quelch asked him where Magna Carta was signed, and by whom, he said it was by Felice Cesare, at Pompeii ---an answer which made Mr. Quelch stare, and brought Harry Wharton a reward of a hundred lines.
  The juniors talked amongst themselves about the paper which Bob Cherry had handed to Wharton for safekeeping. Some of them attached 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.
  After morning school, the Bounder stopped Wharton in the Close.  The Bounder’s face was dark and bruised from the conflict in the dormitory of the previous night, and one of his eyes was partly closed.  Wharton thought for a moment that he was about to the commence hostilities, but he was mistaken.
  “I want to speak to you about---” the Bounder was beginning.
  “Well, I don’t want to speak to you!” said Wharton crisply.
  Vernon-Smith flushed.
  “It may be important.” he said.  It’s about those blessed Italians.  I met that man, Felice Cesare, in the chapel ruins last night.”
  Wharton gave him a quick look.
  “You admit that you were there, then, after all?” he exclaimed.
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
  “Evidently!” he said.
  “You cad!”
  “Oh, we’ve had all that out!” said the Bounder impatiently.  Press “you’ve hammered me, and I’ve done some hammering at you, under it’s over.  Let’s talk sense.  I was surprised in the chapel ruins by that fellow Cesare.  He said there was a man hiding about Greyfriars---he suspected in the crypt or the underground passage---who had robbed him.”
  “Of what?”
  “He didn’t say what, but he said the fellow was on old Greyfriars boy.”
  Wharton whistled softly.
  “That would account for a lot of things.” he remarked. 
  “Yes.  As I work it out, the man is in hiding because he’s afraid of Cesare’s knife!” said the Bounder.  “The rotter drew his knife on me.”
  “By Jove!” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder if that paper is what he wants,” said the Bounder---“the paper the Fellows say you have in your pocket.”
  “It is possible!” said Wharton slowly.
  “Will you show it to me?” the Bounder asked.
  “You cannot read Italian.”
  “No.  I should like to make a copy of it, though, and I can get some chap to translate it to me!” said the Bounder.
  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 you to ask me anything.  And the paper may be of importance; and until we know what it is about, I don’t think it a good idea to let anybody take a copy of it.  Afterwards, perhaps.”
  The Bounder set his teeth.
  “You 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.
  “Good egg!” said Bob Cherry.  “Keep the paper, my son.  If there’s anything in it, it’s ours, not Smithy’s---and it looks as if he thinks there’s something in it—and the Bonder as a jolly 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 he’s an old greyfriars boy!” said Wharton thoughtfully.  That would account for a good many things.  The Italian went off to look for him in the old priory last night.  If he found him----”
  Bob Cherry whistled.
  “If he found him there was trouble, I should say.”
  Wharton’s look grew very grave.
  “The Italian chap helped me!” he said, “but Smith says the man drew a knife on him.  He seems 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.  They were really feeling a little anxious, and were willing to risk being late for dinner.
  They quitted the school gates, and took the footpath through the wood to the old priory.
  They found it silent and still, with the April sunshine falling in floods into the old nooks and crannies, amid the shattered walls and windows.
  “Nobody here!” Bob Cherry remarked.
  The chums of the remove looked round them.
  The old priory certainly seemed to be quite deserted.
  Harry Wharton pushed aside the screen of bushes that covered the old archway, and entered into the dark, damp aperture.
  There was no one there.
  The stone door leading to the subterranean passage was closed.  Bob Cherry had brought his bicycle lantern, and he lighted it.
  “Shall we have a look along the passage?” he asked. 
  Wharton nodded.
  “We’ll take a stick apiece with us!” he said.
  “Good idea; in case we meet his ghostship.”
  It was the work of a few minutes only to tear from the thicket three stout sticks.  Then, with the lamp lighted, the chums of the Remove plunged into the subterranean passage.
  The dark and noisome it seemed after the brilliant sunshine above ground.
  There was no sound save that made by their own faint footsteps.
  Was the mysterious lurker of the crypt still there?  Wharton hardly thought so.  After the meeting of the previous night, surely the man would know that he was discovered, and would go.  Wharton felt that it would be his duty to acquaint the Head with the matter, unless he found out that the 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.  There was the lunch-basket they had lost the previous afternoon, and fragments of eatables and  empty bottles round it.  There was a monk’s robe lying on the stone floor, just as it had been cast off.
  The juniors stared at these relics.  It came into Wharton’s mind that the man in hiding had thrown off his disguise, and fled, immediately after the encounter in the crypt, feeling that his hiding-place was no longer secure.
  He had succeeded in frightening the Bunters away by playing ghost, but he had doubtless realised that he would have more trouble with Wharton, and he had gone.  Or he might have seen the 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 cloth that was quite modern, and roughly stitched together.
  “He made this himself!” said Nugent.  “Must have bought the cheap cloth somewhere, and cut this robe out and made it up.  You see, it’s only pinned in places, and that’s a man’s sewing, wherever it is sewn---clumsy enough.  But it shows that that the chap knew the story of the ghost of Greyfriars, to shove this disguise on at all.”
  “Well, we’ve got the lunch-basket!” said Bob Cherry, picking it up.
  Wharton turned his head suddenly in the direction of the passage to the priory.
  “Hark!” 
  A footstep rang with a hollow sound in the stone passage.
  The juniors grasped their cudgels; they were ready for the ghost of grey friars if it appeared.  A figure came into the circle of light from the lantern, and they recognised the Neapolitan, Felice Cesare.
  The Neapolitan grinned at the juniors and raised his ragged hat.
  “Buon giorno, signori !”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  So it’s you, is it?  What the dickens are you doing here?”
  “I saw you in the ruin yonder, signori, and followed.  Last night I could not find the entrance here.” The Italian’s black eyes glittered upon the abandoned robe.  “Ha, my dear friend is gone!”
  He ran towards the robe, picked it up, and searched through it with quick, eager fingers.
  He threw it to the ground again with an exclamation of disappointment.
  “No; he has taken it.  Addio signori!” 
  And the Neapolitan hurried back the way he had come.
  “What was the looking for, I wonder!” Nugent muttered.
  Wharton tapped his pocket where the mysterious document reposed.
  “This paper, I fancy.” he said.
  “My hat!”
  “If it’s his, he can have it, but he’ll have to prove his right to it first.” said Harry; amid we shall have to see the man who left it here before we know about that.  I shouldn’t wonder if we never see 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.
  “Good; 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.”
   And the chums of the Remove made their way out of the subterranean passage.  They had found that the man who had played the ghost of Greyfriars was gone, and they wondered, as they retraced their steps to the school, whether they would ever see him again.


                                    THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
     
                                            At Close Quarters.

The juniors were late for dinner, and they received twenty five lines each from Mr. Quelch, which they took with great 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 nelia casa del Fauno in Pompei abasso la siesta pietra passato firstla Fontana the, e voi la trevarate.” What did it mean?  To a fellow who knew Italian the meaning, of course, would have been clear at a glance.  But to the juniors of Greyfriars it was a hopeless puzzle.  With an Italian dictionary they might have made out some of it; but there was not such a volume, so far as they knew, in Greyfriars, and the only person in the school who knew the language 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 crypt after 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 right to make it public.  We shall have to know more about that before we show it to anybody who can read it.” 
  Anid the other fellows agreed.
  Harry Wharton and Co.  Were very keen to see the man who had evidently dropped the paper, and they thought it probable that he would return to search for it.  With that idea in their minds, they visited the ruined priory after tea. The evenings were drawing out now, and it was still daylight time when they 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 crest of the Black Pike.
  Suddenly, from the gloomy archway that gave entrance to the vaults, they heard a sound. 
  Harry Wharton sprang up.
  “Listen!  He’s there, by Jove!”
  “Cover!” muttered Bob Cherry.  “We’ll watch the beggar as he comes out.”
  “Good!”
  The juniors dropped quickly behind the wall.  Through the broken brickwork they watched the bush-screened arch.
  There was a rustle as the thickets at the entrance were parted from within, and a man stepped out into view>
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The juniors gazed at him eagerly.
  He was A man of medium size, sullenly built, with a peal under arrest looking face.  He glanced quickly to right and left as he emerged from the arch.  He had an extinguished lantern in his hand, which he hid in a recess of the thicket, evidently to be used again on some fresh occasion.
  He stood out clear in the light of the sunset, his brows corrugated with  deep thought.
  “He’s been looking for the paper!” murmured Wharton.  He’s the man!”
  “No doubt about that.” 
  “Shall we speak to him---”
  “Hold on!  Look!”
  A second figure appeared in the ruins, from the direction of the wood.  The juniors recognized Felice Cesare.
  The man who had emerged from the vaults evidently recognized him, too.  He turned deathly white, and staggered back a pace.
   “Cesare!”
  His husky, scared voice reached the ears of the head in juniors.  It was easy to see that’s the man was a prey to mortal terror.
  The Italian came towards him with a bound.
  “Geoffrey Dorrain!” At last!”
  “Stand back! I—I am armed!”
  Cesare gave a savage laugh.
  He did not stand back.  He was up on the other with this spring that of a tiger, hand the man he had called Geoffrey Dorrain went to the ground with a crash.
  In a another second the Italian’s knee was upon his chest, and the swarthy hands were grasping at his throat.
  The juniors rose quickly to their feet.
  They were behind Cesare now, and he could not see them.  As they hesitated, the Italian’s voice rang out savagely.
  “The paper---the paper! Quick! Julio’s paper!”
  “I haven’t it!”
  “Liar!” Why have you been hiding from me if you haven’t the paper?  Give it to me or you shall never leave this place alive!”
  “I---I have lost it!”
  “Lost it!”
  “In the passage there last night!” gasped Dorrian.  “I swear it is true!  I fled last night, after I was discovered there, and this morning I discovered that I had lost the paper, and I returned.  Fool!  Do you think that I should have returned here otherwise?”
  “You had a copy?”
  “No.”
  “But you had read it---you can tell me what was upon it?” cried the Neapolitan.
  “Yes, yes; but---”
  “Bah!” you will lie to me!” exclaimed Cesare.  “I know that! I must have the paper! You say you have lost it!”
  “Yes, yes!”
  “Where?”
  “Somewhere in those accursed passages, or perhaps in the crypt---I don’t know! Release me!  I tell you I have not got the paper!”
  “I shall search you---”
  “You can search me, if you like!” said Dorrian sullenly.
  The Neapolitan’s eyes glittered savagely.  
  “If you have the paper I shall take it!” he said.  “if you 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 have chosen to put yourself in this matter, to become my rival in the search for the treasure.  You must die !”
  Dorrian’s face became ghastly.
  “Are you mad?  Would you murder me?”
  “Sicure!”
  “You---you---  The police---”
  The Neapolitan’s laughed.
  “The police will not find a body buried in those recesses, mi amico!  It as yourself to blame!”  Why did you interfere between Julio and myself!”
  The Neapolitan was groping in his pocket for a weapon.
  “Mercy!” shrieked Dorrian.
  “Bah!” 
  The juniors of Greyfriars were spellbound for a moment with horror.  This ruffian came from a land where life was held cheap---where the knife was the natural weapon of the bravado.  Probably, in the narrow streets and alleys of his native Naples, the ruffian had laid more than one crime to his account.  But it was only for a second that the juniors were petrified by the horror of it.  As the Italian’s hand came from his coat they hurled themselves upon him.
  Three strong pairs of hands grasped the ruffian, and he was dragged over backwards upon the broken flagstones.
  Crash!
  The fall half-stunned the Neapolitan.  The knife, not yet opened, clattered from his hand upon the stones.  The trio of juniors flung themselves upon him---Bob Cherry’s knee was planted upon his chest, and Wharton and Nugent held his wrists in a grip of iron.  The ruffian struggled, but he struggled in vain.
  “You murderous hound!” exclaimed Wharton.  “Hold him, you chaps!”
  “We’ve got him!” said Bob Cherry breathlessly.  “Keep still, you rotter, or we’ll jam your napper on the stone, and keep you quiet!”
  “Maladetto!”
  “I suppose that’s a swear- word in Italian!” grinned Bob Cherry.  “Give him a crack on the napper, and shut him up!”
  “Release me!”
  “No fear!”
  “I---I will go quietly!” said Cesare.  “I—I will go away!  It was 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!”
  “Signorino---”
  “Oh, shut up!”
  Dorrian had staggered to his feet.  He was white, and trembling in every limb.  Wharton looked round at him.
  “Don’t be scared!” he said; “we’ve got this brute! He can’t do you any harm now.”
  Wharton’s tone was not wholly without a touch of scorn.  Dorrian was evidently not of the stuff of which heroes are made.  There was not one of the chums of Greyfriars who would not have shown more courage.
  “Thank you!” stammered the man.  “You---you have saved my life! That horrible ruffian meant to murder me!”
  "He will have to settle with the police for that, sir!” said Bob Cherry.  “We are witnesses.  And there’s his knife yonder!”  
  The Neapolitan turned pale.  The ruffian, who did not 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 knife cannot be used in Britain as in the mountains of Southern Italy.
  “Signori!” he stammered.
  “Shut up, you rascal!”
  “Let him go!” said Dorrain.  “but I---I do not wish to prosecute him!”  Good heavens!  I wish that I had never entered into this matter at all!  I have lost the paper, and I have run all this frightful risk for nothing!”
  “A paper written in red---in Italian?” asked Wharton.
  “Yes.  What do you know---”
  “We have found it.”
  The man gave a cry.
  “You have found the treasures clue!”
  “Per bacco!” muttered the Neapolitan.  “If I had known---”
  “If you can prove that the paper is yours, you shall have it, sir.” said Harry Wharton.  “We found it in the crypt.  I suppose you were the fellow I knocked down last night?”
  “It was you, then?”
  “Yes.”
  The Neapolitan struggled.
  “Signori, let me go!”
  “We’ll let you go to the police station in Friardale!” said Bob Cherry.  “We won’t let you go anywhere else, you murderous villain!”
  “Signori, prego---”
  “Oh, cheese it!” I don’t understand that lingo, anyway!  And you’re going to the police station, if you talk yards of it!”
  “No, no!” exclaimed Dorrian.  “Let him go!” 
  “But he would have killed you!” Wharton exclaimed.
  “It is nothing!   Let him go!”
  The juniors looked at each other dubiously. It was evident that the man was afraid of the Italian---that he was too much afraid of him even to have him arrested.
  “You’d better let us take him to the station, sir!”
  “No, no!  I shall not charge him!”
  “It will be safer for you not to do so!” grinned the Neapolitan.  “under you, signorino, had better give me the paper!”
  Wharton looked at him sternly.
  “I shall not give it to you!” he said.  “Even if it belonged to you, you have forfeited it by your action.  But I know very well it is not yours!”
  “If he’s going, take care of that knife!” said Bob Cherry; “and we’ll kick him out of the place, so that he’ll have something to remember us by!”
  “Hear, hear!” said Nugent.
  And the Neapolitan was allowed to rise to his feet.  He looked savagely at the boys for a moment, but he could not hope to tackle three sturdy lads, with stout sticks in their hands.
  “I go!” he muttered; “but I shall return---”
  “Sounds like Cataline’s speech in the Latin lesson!” grinned Bob Cherry.  “Now, let’s dribble him as far as the wood!”
  “Hurray!”
  The three juniors ran at the Neapolitan.  If his intended victim refused to charge him, he could not be arrested; but they were not disposed to let him escape wholly without punishment.  They charged him themselves---in another sense of the ward.  The Neapolitan turned to run, and as he did so, three heavy boots crashed upon him behind, and he went spinning forward.
  “Yow!” he roared.
  “Go it!” Goal!” roared Bob Cherry.
  But the Neapolitan ran like to hear, and the boots did not reach him again.  With a final yell of rage, he disappeared into the wood.
   
                                    THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.


                                The story of the treasure of Vesuvius.


HARRY WHARTON & CO.  turned back into the priory.  Dorrian and had sunk upon a shattered stone, and he was still very white.  He had had a narrow escape, and it was evident but he was not a man of strong nerve.  He was certainly, from all appearances, the last man in the world to enter into a contest was a powerful, unscrupulous ruffian like Felice Cesare.  He gave the juniors a haggard look as they rejoined him.
  “Is he gone?” he asked.
  “Yes.”
  “Take care---he will not lose sight of you!” said Dorrain, with a shiver.  “You do not know him; he is a bloodhound! For a 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 treasures of Pompeii !”
  He paused for a moment.  His eyes wandered uneasily round the ruins.  He seemed to see 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 are shattered!  I did not know it would mean this, or I would never have taken it from Julio Ciro!”
  “But what is the blessed thing?” asked Wharton curiously.  It sounds like a giddy romance!”
  The man shuddered.
  “That paper was given me by a dying man---Julio Ciro, a native of Naples.  He was a guide on Mount Vesuvius, and discovered a hidden board of gold pieces there, buried, so he supposed, by some rich man during the revolutions in Naples.  He did not dare to remove them, or to say a word on the subject lest he should be robbed or perhaps murdered by the others.  But some of them---and especially this man Felice Cesare—came to suspect him, and he fled from Naples to save his life.  He had a plan of returning there secretly, in some disguise, to remove the treasure, or of employing some Britisher whom he could trust, to do so for him.
  “He had guided me once when I was travelling in Naples, and he knew my address in England, and came to me, and told me his story.  He had nothing to prove it, true; but I 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 a place where he could easily recover it if he wanted to.  You understand that he dared not carry it about with 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 volcanic land of Southern Italy to their minds---a land where the hearts of people are as volcanic and wild as the soil.
  “He told me his story!” said Dorrian, in a lower voice, “and then he left my house, and he was struck down in the road, a dozen yards from my window! I found him dying!”
  “Good heavens!”
  “I believe it was Cesare&’s hand that struck him down---I do not know.  We came up too late to save him, and the assassin fled.” 
  Dorrian gasped for breath.  It was evidently in his mind how he had narrowly escaped sharing the fate of the unfortunate guide of Naples.
  “He was dying!” he said.  “But he wished to tell me his secret first; he did not want the treasure to liii unclaimed.  Ynti wrote that paper down, with his failing strength, with a quill dipped in the blood from his wind.  And then he expired!” 
  “Poor chap!” said Bob Cherry.
  “I kept the paper!” said Dorrian.  Press “it refers to the hiding-place of the chart in Pompeii; but I do not know Italian, 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 escaped him.  Against such a man the police could not protect me.  I left my house, intending to make a secret journey to Italy.  Thrice I have had a narrow escape from death.  And then I determined to go into hiding, and those shake the bloodhound off my track.”
  “And so---”
  “I was near this place then, and I knew he was near at hand.  I had fled from my inn at the sight of him, and I knew he was close behind me; and I scaled the school wall at night, and so you eluded him.  I had brought some things with me, intending to hide in the subterranean passages.  As I was an old Greyfriars boy, I knew all about the place; and I meant to play the ghostly monk if anybody should penetrate by chance to my hiding-place. That was why I made the robe you saw me in.  And twice yesterday I was surprised in my hiding-place.”
  “First by Bunter, and then by me!” said Wharton.
  “I---I am sorry I frightened you.  But I was more frightened myself, I think.” said Dorrian.  “At the sound of a step, I feared Felicp Cesare.  After you found me, I thought it must lead to searching, and I decided to go.  I fled again from my hiding-place.  But this morning I found that I had lost the paper.  I returned for it.  And you know the rest!”
  “And this paper contains the clue to the treasure chart?” said Harry Wharton, taking the paper from his pocket and regarding it curiously.
  Dorian nodded.
  “And you believe in the treasure?”
  “Certainly!” I believe it was not at all uncommon for people there to bury their money when there were public disturbances---and Naples has had more revolutions and wars than most countries, before it was joined to the kingdom of it Italy.  I have not the slightest doubt that the gold pieces are there; but I have no intention of looking for them,” said Dorrian, with a shudder.  “I will never touch that paper again.  If I should go to seek the treasure on Mount Vesuvius now I 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 against on a dark night!” remarked Bob Cherry, with a grin.  “I wish I had a 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  “You think that Cesare has gone; and I am quite certain that he is watching as at the present moment.  He was watching me, unseen, when Julio Ciro give me that paper written in his own blood.  He is watching us now; and if you give me that paper I shall not reach Friardale alive!”
  “My hat!”
  The juniors glanced round them uneasily.  They could see 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.
  “I will never touch it again!”
  “Findings keepings, if the owner doesn’t want it!” said Bob Cherry.  “It’s ours!” We’ll get the Head to translate it to us, and have a go at the treasure in the vacation!”
  “What a ripping idea!”
  Dorrian smiled faintly
  “I fancy your headmaster would hardly permit you!” he said.  “I think you will be quite safe.  Keep the paper if you like; but my advice to you his to leave it here for the Neapolitan to find.”
  “No fear!”
  “If you take it with you he will attack you in the wood before you reach the school.”
  “Good egg! Then we’ll get in before dark.” said Harry Wharton.  “You’re safe without the paper, and we’ll risk Cesare.  Goodbye!”
  Ander the juniors quitted the ruins without delay.


                                    THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.


                                                    The secret.

THE shadows were deepening in the wood as the juniors took the footpath that led back to the school.  It seemed  hardly likely to them that after what had happened the disarmed and defeated ruffian would linger to attack them.  But Dorrian’s warning made an impression upon their minds, and they were very much on their guard as they tramped along the darkening path.
  But the man did not appear.
  “No sign of him yet!” said Bob Cherry, as the road came into sight and the glimmer of the lamp at the crossroads came through the gathering gloom.
  “No, but--- look out!”
  From the bushes by the path a dark figure suddenly leaped>
  It was fortunate that the juniors were on their guard, for the Italian had a heavy bludgeon in his hand, and it was swinging upon them savagely.  If they had been taken by 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 against the powerful ruffian.  
  But the chums of Greyfriarx were on the alert.s
  Three cudgels went up in a flash to guard the savage sweep of the Neapolitan’s weapon, and in the crash of the meeting weapons it was whirled from his hand and flew away among the bushes.  His wrist was Jarred by the shock, and he gave a cry of pain.
  Crash!
  Bob Cherry’s stick came crashing upon the man’s head; it was no time to stand upon ceremony, and the juniors’ blood was up.
  Felice Cesare reeled backwards.
  Crash!  Crash!
  Wharton and Nugent stuck at him, and he fell into the path
  There was blood upon his face now, and he lay gasping, at the mercy of the juniors he had savagely attacked.
  “You scoundrel!” exclaimed Wharton angrily.  “You were let off once; but you won’t be allowed to go this time!”
  The Neapolitan groaned, and pressed his hand to his head.
  “He has had rather a rapping!” grinned Bob Cherry.  “He might have killed us though---I don’t believe the brute cared whether he did or not!”
  “The paper!” muttered Cesare hoarsely.
  “Yes, we’ve got it, and we’re going to keep it!” said Harry Wharton.  “Dorrian was afraid to take it, but we’re not.  I’ve got it here!” he tapped his pocket.
  The Neapolitan’s black eyes blazed.
  “I will have it, if it costs your life!” he hissed.
  Wharton laughed scornfully.
  “You don’t seem to have been very successful so far!” he remarked.  “I think we shall be a match for you, you cowardly scoundrel!”
  “And a little over!” grinned Bob Cherry.
  The ruffian groaned again.
  “We’ll march him to the station now, and charge him!” said Nugent.  “He will get three months for this, and give the police time to look into what Dorrian was speaking about.  If the awful villain has committed a murder he will be punished for it!”
  “Good!”
  The Italian made a sudden spring to his feet.  He was certainly hurt, but not nearly so badly as he had pretended.  He had failed in his attack upon the juniors, and he was only thinking of escape now.
  “Collar him!” roared Bob Cherry.
  The juniors rushed upon the Neapolitan.
  But Cesare dodge them, and dashed into the thickets.  They followed him a dozen paces, But the deep, dusky wood had swallowed him up.
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Wharton, halting.  Press “it’s a bit too risky to chase him in the dark.  Let’s get to the school, and the Head can telephone the police station!”
  And the juniors went out into the road.
  “I suppose we shall have to tell the Head about it now.” Frank Nugent remarked, as they tramped away towards Greyfriars!”
  “Yes, rather! The police must know.  They will want to look for that villain.”
  “He 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!”
  “We’ll have a try, anyway!” !”.  “My uncle was going to take me on a long trip this vac., and he’d take me to Italy if I asked him.  If you chaps could come, and Johnny Bull, too, it would make a splendid holiday; and if we bagged the treasure, that would be a ripping!”
  “We’ll work it if we can!” said Nugent.  “And as we’ve got to tell the Head about this, anyway, we may as well ask him to translate the paper for us.  He reads Dante and Tasso, so I suppose he can read this!”
  “Yes, rather!”
  The juniors reached the school, and made their way at once to the Head’s study.
  Dr. Locke was there, and he looked in some surprise at the dusty and excited juniors.  He was still more surprised when he heard what they had to tell him.
  “Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head.  “Extraordinary!”
  “I thought we ought to tell you, sir!” said Harry Wharton “the police ought to look for this Italian chap!”
  “Yes, indeed!” I will telephone 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 here when I was first headmaster of the school.” said Dr. Locke.  “I remember he was always a very nervous lad.  Wait a few minutes.”
  The juniors stood waiting while Dr. Locke rang up the police station in Courtfield and communicated with the inspector in charge there.
  He laid down the receiver at last and turned to the juniors again.
  “Under the circumstances, Wharton, I shall say nothing about your expedition into the secret passage last night.” he said.  “It was a very reckless thing for you to do, and against all rules; but as you have told me of your own accord I shall say nothing about it!”
  “Thank you, sir!”
  “I am very curious to see this paper you mention.” said the Head.
  Harry Wharton laid it on his desk.
  “We thought you might translate it for us sir, as you know Italian.” he said diffidently.
  “Certainly, certainly!” said the Head.
  He put on his glasses, and read over the paper.  He uttered an exclamation of surprise;
  “Dear me, dear me!”
  The juniors watched him eagerly.  It was curious to their eyes to see the Head take in at a 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, smiling.
  “Oh, good!”
  “I will write to translation out for you!” said Dr. Locke, dippng his pen into the ink.  “Look!”
  He wrote a line:
  “Search in the house of the Faun in Pompeii underneath the sixth stone past the fountain, and you will find it!” 
  “’ It’” said the Head, with a smile---“’ it’ as evidently the chart you have spoken of, which indicates the precise spot up on mount Vesuvius where the gold pieces were hidden---if, indeed, they are there at all.  About that, of course, we know nothing.  I have traveled in Naples, and I am aware that to the natives there the truth is quite an unknown quantity.  They are a very pleasant people; but Baron Munchausen was a monument of veracity in comparison.  What use do you boys wish to make of this paper?”
  “We hoped we might go to Naples in the vacation, sir, and search for the treasure.” said Harry Wharton.
  The Head smiled again.
  “Yes, I guessed that!” he said “that would naturally a cost you.  But that rests entirely with sheer curtains and Guardians.  I do not know that there would be any danger, as this Italian ruffian it is certain to be arrested in a few days at the most.  But you will have to consult your people about it, of course.  Keep 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 now we know where to look for the map!” he said.  “Now, I’ve jolly well made up my mind that I am going to Naples this vac., to look for the giddy treasure!”
  “What-ho!” said Bob Cherry emphatically.
  “We’ve got to bring pressure to bear on our people to get permission!” said Harry.  “My uncle will be quite willing to take three or four fellows with me when he takes me abroad this vac.  And I think I shall get him interested in this treasure hunt---he’s an old sport, you know.  We’ve got to work it!”
  “Hear, hear!”
  And so the juniors made up their minds.  But whether that trip to the land of the scorching sun and the volcano was ever to come off was another matter!
THE END.
