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FOUND—the key to the whereabouts of the buried Edgemore Treasure. At the moment
of success comes a raid by rivals ; the precious parchment is stolen ; and to Lord
Edgemore and his friends of St. Frank’s everything seems—LOST !

CHAPTER 1.

At Dead of Night!

HE door of the cupboard at the end
of the Third Form dormitory shook
slightly; a soft, slithery sound, as
of something furry brushing

against the woodwork, came from within,

The Ancient House, like all the other
buildings of St. Frank’s, was asleep. Not
a light showed anywhere in the old school,
and a bitter wintry wind was blowing
with increasing strength.

There was a quarter moon, and occa-
sionally it would peep out from behind
the drifting cloud rack.. One o’clock had

long since chimed out, and within tlic
school all was still. |
Except in the Third Form dormitory of
the Ancient House.
Slither-slither !

The sound came agcain; soft, eerie,
mysterions. It was not sufficient to
awaken any of the fags. Even Willy

Handforth, the alert skipper of the Third,
was not disturbed—and he was the
lightest sleeper in the Form.

There was silence for a full minute, and
then came the wunmistakable sound of
sniffing, followed by that slither of a
f]urry body brushing against the cupboard
door.
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Suddenly the door, under the pressure,
swung half open. It had not been latched,
but had been kept almost closed by means
of a little wedge of wood. This had now
slipped out of place.

A figure came forth cautiously—a black,
lumbering  shape, the feet and claws
making a curious scratchy sound on the
Smooth lino. The ercature moved out into
a fceble moonbeam; and two luminous
¢yes glowed and burned ecrily.

It was well that the fags were sound

asleep, for the sight of this nocturnal
Prowler would certainly have scared
them. Even the strong-nerved Willy

Mmight have been slightly startled. For,
10 the moonlight, the bear cub took on a
Somewhat fearsome aspect.
Yct, really, Bertram
Cnough.
He wasn’t a bit sleepy, and he had
Tooted objections to being packed away in

was harmless

a dark and stuffy cupboard. In this desire
to roam, Bertram displayed a singular
lack of gratitude towards Willy Hand-
forth, for the fag had prcepared a really
comfortable bed of old blankets in a corner
of the cupboard; and he had purposely
wedged the door slichtly ajar so that
Bertram should have plenty of air.

But Bertram scorned the bed, and, now -
that he had conquered the door, he came
to the conclusion that a tour of explora-
tion would not be amiss.

He was Willy’s very latest pet, and so,
in a way, he could be excused for his in-
subordination. He had not yet received
that firm but kindly training which
Willy’s other pets had accepted as their
natural lot.

Not that Bertram lacked gratitude; his
feelings towards Willy were of the
kindliest, for Willy had rescued him from
the cruel hands of Dr. I'ranz Ragozin, the
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mysterious new tenant of Moat Hollow,
the old house near the village.

Willy, as a matter of fact, had been
somewhat concerned about Bertram. He
bad not liked to leave the little bear out
in the pets’ quarters; for Master Bruin
was not yet on hobnobbing terms with
Priscilla the Parrot, Marmaduke the
Monkey, Septimus the Squirrel, and the
other bright members of Willy’s minia-
ture menagerie.

Until the introductions could be
properly made, Willy thought it as well
to keep Bertram mnear at hand.  Hence
that temporary bed in the dormitory cup-
boards. The other fage had not cared
much for the idea; but Willy always had
his own way in the Third. He ruled the
fags with an iron hand, and what he said
‘“went.” He had assured the dubious
Third-Formers that Bertram would cause

no trouble during the night.

And here was Bértram well and truly on
the prowl. |

He passed cautiously up the oblong
dormitory, between the rows of beds, and
now and again he paused to sniff inquisi-
tively. When he came to Willy’s bed he
scemed to understand that he had found
his new master ; for he went snifting along
the edge, and he even raised himself on
his hind legs, and placed his front paws
on the counterpane. But so cautious were
his movemecnts, so soundless, that Willy
slumbered on peacefully.

Bertram appeared to be satisfied after a
moment or two, and he went on all fours
again, taking a short cut under the bed.
He found himself beneath a window, and
he was intrigued by the fact that the
window was partially open. Furthermore,
a chair was standing close by, and
Bertram’s cagle eye noted that it would be
comparatively easy to climb from the back
of the chair on to the wide window-ledge
higher up. The possibilities were fasci-
nating.

‘Bertram was a -surprisingly active
creature:; he mounted the chair without
any difficulty at all, and after one or two
unsuccessful attempts, he pulled his way
up to the window-ledge, clawing securcly.
He made a fair amount of noise over this,
too, but when he reached the ledge he
cast a contemptuous glance back at the
rows of sleeping figures in the beds. He
soon learned, however;, that 1t wasn’t wise
to be cocksure; for Willy 1ot only turned
over in bed, but he half sat up and looked
round. Something had disturbed him.,
Bertram crouched low. And Willy, who
had not fully awakened, sank back on to
the pillow again and continued to
slumber,

Bertram was in no hurry. He remajy
absolutely still for at least three minyy i
Then, as no further disturbance came ehs.
cautiously pushed his way out of ’the
partially-open window. It was a bit of
squeeze, but he managed 1t. :?

He pcered over the edge of the Stoné
sill, and he was considerably startleg,
This new world wasn’t so.easy to reacls
The ground was far below. The Wea»i
moonlight was sufficient to show Bertrgy,
that all thoughts of reaching the groupy
would have to be abandoned. il

However, there was a stone ledg,
running all along the face of the buildingy
and, at intervals, there were oth:m
windows. A stroll along that ledge migly
be interesting. i

Bertram glanced back into the Thiy
Form dormitory, satisfied himself that al]
was quict, and then he ventured forth
upon his voyage of discovery. f

CHAPTER 2.

The Luminous Eyes!

R. JAMES CROWELL, the master
of the Remove, slept the sleep of
the just.

He was a thorough man in all
things; and he believed in sleeping with
whole-hearted abandon. Fec¢ was lying on
his back, his mouth was wide open, and
snores of the most aggressive character
made the night, in his immcdiate vicinity,
hideous.

Mr. Crowell’s teeth werec in a glass of
water, on the wash-stand, and his open
mouth, therefore, resembled a miniature
Black Hole of Calcutta.

Bertram  was  frankly  fascinated.
Arriving at the open window, he gazed in
upon the sleeper with apprehension and
awe. The bed was comparatively closc to
the window, and it so happened that a
fecble moonbeam played upon Mr.
Crowell’s decidedly unhandsomc features.
Bertram was startled. However, as there
secmed to be no menace in this stranze
phenomenon, he plucked up courage.

There was a table close by, and Bertram
found no difficulty in walking on to it;
and from the table it would be just a3
casy to get on the bed.

But he wasn’t interested in the bLed
yvet. He sniffed inquisitively. Somecthing
told him that a brief stay here would be
profitable, Nosing about, he soon lacated
some biscuits on a plate; and, more iB°
teresting still, an open box of chocolates

Mr. Crowell usually developed a sligh
appetite by bedtime, and it was a prac
tice of his to rcad for about an hour 18
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4, nibbling biscuits, cating chocolates,
be 4 finishing up with a pipe. Bertram
211: oroughly approved.

" Biscuits and chocolates were not usually
" lLis menu, but Bertram was broad-
Olindcd; he was willing to try anything
n;;co. He made short work of tﬁe biscuits,
zmd he progressed very favourably with
the chocolates until he happened to come
geross ome which was filled with liqueur,
and it not only burst in his mouth with
@rprising effect, but the liqucur, pecu-
liarly pungent, caused him to snecze.

o:The snceze did not awaken Mr. Crowell,
put it certainly disturbed him. At any
gate, he ceased snorimg and closed his
mouth. Bertram stepped gingerly upon
the bed, and he found it very soft and
comfortable.

i Whether 1t was the effect of the liqueur,
or whether he concluded that he had done
cnough egploring for one night, he decided
then and there that he had had enough of
it. He curled up and dozed, snuggling
warmly against Mr. Crowell’s legs.

Mr. Crowell, who was a great believer
in freedom, instinctively knew that somec-
thing was wrong. He shifted in his sleep
at first, and Bertram, raising his head,
fixed his beady little eyes wupon the
sleeper.

And then, for some reason, Mr. Crowell
awoke. His first conscious thought was
that the bedclothes had somehow become
disarranged. There seemed a lump

At that moment Mr. Crowell saw the
luminous eyes, which glowed and glim-
mered cerily in the faint moonlight. He
fixed his own gaze upon them, and he was
wide awake in a second. His heart
thumped.

And then, after the first alarm, Mr.
Crowell experienced a sensc of relief. A
cat! Of course! Some wretched cat had
strayed through the window and had had
the impudence to curl up on his bed.

“Shoo !I”” said Mr. Crowell sevcrely.

Bertram stiffened. Somehow he recog-
nised an unfriendly note in that voice. He
gartlally rose, ready to bolt if the occasion

¢manded.

And Mr. Crowell felt his skin growing
taut, and his hair went all prickly. For,
Unless he was in the midst of a particu-
!arly. unpleasant nightmare, that thing
on his bed was no cat! It was four times

1¢ s1ze of a cat—a dark, shadowy, mon-
Strous shape.

Good heavens!” muttered the Form-
Master. ‘“Extraordinary !”

He pulled himself togcther, and with a

¢termined movement he switched on the

ectric light.

Only for one second did he blink at the
Uawelcome visitor, and then he leapt out

of bed with all the alacrity and speed of
a trained acrobat. The yell he uttered so
startled the unfortunate Bertram that Le
almost fell off the bed backwards.

“Help!” yelled Mr. Crowell wildly.
€< Help !)’

He need not have been so alarmed, for
Bertram, having reached the floor, had
dodged behind the dressing-table in
terror. Bertram, in fact, was very much
more frightened®than the Form-master.
But Mr. Crowell had seen the scuttling
figure, and he was 1n no position to know
that Bertram was harmless. What he did
know was that a strange bear had mysteri-
ously got into his ‘bed-room, and, on
principle, Mr. Crowell had rooted
objections to sleeping with bears.

He reached the door, tore it open, and
leapt out into the corridor.

“Help !” he roared frantically.

In extenuation of Mr. Crowoﬁ’s lament.
able display, it must be said at once that
he was fresh from sleep, and thercfore
hardly himself.

His shouts, however, had the desired
effect, for within a couple of minutes all
sorts of people were dashing out of bed-
rooms and dormitories, asking where the
fire was. Fenton of the Sixth camc out,
Edward Oswald Handforth, Nipper,
Travers, and two or thrce other Removites
made their appearance; and last, but by
no means least, Willy Handforth emerged
from the Third Form dormitory, with two
or three other very scared-looking fags at
his heels.

“What on earth’s the matter, Mr.
Crowell ?”’ asked Fenton sharply.

Mr. Crowell, waving his arms lik: mill-
sails, and gasping for breath, partially
recovered his composure.

“A bear!” he gurgled.
room! A bear!”

““ A what, sir?’’ asked the school captain,
staring.

He had never scen Mr. Crowell without
his teeth, and the sight fascinated him.

“A bear, I tell you!” panted the
frantic master. ‘“Don’t stare at me like

“In my Dbed-

that, Fenton! Therc is a bear in my

room.” .
“Oh, my only hat!” groancd Willy

Handforth, running forward. ‘ That

must be Bertram. I'd no idea that the
little beggar would escape.”

It was a considcrable shock for Mr.
Crowell when Willy dashed into the bed-
room and appearcd, a moment later, with
Bertram in his arms. In fact, Mr.
Crowell experienced a sudden desire to
become completely invisible.

But as there was no hope of that miracle
coming to pass, he turned fiercely upon
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Willy, and he relcased the vials of his
wrath

Cwnaty mus—e=—

CHAPTER 3.
.The Figure of Mystery!

N the midst of the tirade Mr. Crowell
experienced some difficulty in pro-
nouncing certain words; and it was
then that he realised that he was

minus his teeth. He gulped, turned red,
and dashed into his bed-room. When he
emerged again he was complete with
teeth, and also a dressing-gown. He had
had time to compose himself, and to realise
that he had not cut a very dignified figure.

“Now, Handforth miner, I understand
that this—er—animal belongs to youpr”
He frowned severely upon Willy. ‘““In the
first place, how dare you bring omne of
your wretched pets into the House? And
in the second place, what perverted sense
of humour caused you to admit the
creature into my bed-room?”

“It wasn’t my fault, sir,” said Willy
patiently. ‘‘Bertram escaped.”

“Eh? Bertram? I’'m not talking about
anybody called Bertram——-" |

“Bertram is the bear, sir,” cxplained
Willy.

There were some chuckles from the
others, and Mr. Crowell snorted.

“You see, sir, I haven’t had Bertram
long, and he’s a stranger to my other
pets,” said Willy, before the Form-master
could speak. “So I brought him up to
the dormitory to-night and put him in the
cupboard. 1 wedged the door, too, and I
don’t know how the litle beggar escaped.
He must have gone along the ledge and
walked through your window. He's as
harmless as a kitten, sir.”

“I'm not sure that I shall take your
word for that, Handforth minor,” retorted
Mr. Crowell. ‘“However, harmless or not,
I won’t have bears wandering into my bed-
room and disturbing me in the middle of
the night. I shall not bother Mr. Wilkes
now, but in the morning I shall be com-
pclled to report this matter.”

“I am sorry he scared you,

“Nothing of the sort,” snapped Mr.
Crowell. “I was—er—startled, nothing
more. Do you realise that the animal was
actually on my bed?” |

‘“He only wanted to be chummy, sir,”
said Willy cheerfully. “Didn’t you,
Bertram, old man? I’ll take you back to

sir——"’

that cupboard, and this time I’'ll make

sure that the door—-"’

“You’ll do g of the sort,”
immterrupted Mr. Crowell sharply. “I
qu’t have that creaturs in the House a
minute longer! You will take it out to

o

the shed.”

nothine

“Now, sir?” asked Willy. .

“Yes, now! DPut some clothes on ,
take that bear to the pets’ quarters.” 1

“I'd better go with him, sir,”
Fenton.

“Certainly not! There i3 mno reag,
why you should be troubled, Fenton,” saig
Mr. Crowell gruffly. “You may go bac)
to bed—and everybody else, too. Evey
body, that is, with the exception of Hang.
forth major.” )

“You'rc not going to blame me for p,
minor’s rot, are. you, sir?” asked Hapd.
forth, looking indignantly at his Forp.
master.

“You are this boy’s elder brother, ayg
therefore you will dress yourself and gac.
company him to the pets’ quarters,” saiq
Mr. Crowell firmly. ‘“And, Handforth,
charge you with the duty of making syrg

saiq

that the bear is securely locked gway.”
“Right-ho, sir!” said andforth
romptly. ‘‘That’s different! You cap

eave Willy to me !”

The rest of the boys, chuckling, went
back to their various bed-rooms, ang
Handforth and Willy donned some clothes
and ventured out.

““All this giddy fuss in the middle of the
night I” growled Edward Oswald Hand-
forth, as they emerged into the cold outer
alr. “You ought to be ashamed of your-
self, my lad !”

“Rats!” retorted Willy. “I never
knew such a fuss over nothing. There’s no
harm in Bertram.”

“The harm’s in you,” said his major
sternly. ““I suppose you realise that
you've ruined my night’s sleep? Here am
I, dragged out of bed between one and
two in the morning——"

Willy let him ramble on. They reached
the big outbuilding where the pets’
quarters were situated, and Willy made
Bertram secure in a commodious cage
which had been built for the benefit of
Marmaduke the Monkey. Marmaduke
didn’t use it at night, and Willy could
make other arrangements in the morning.

‘“Sure he’ll be all right there?” asked
Edward Oswald Handforth doubtfully.

Willy did not answer. |

“Lost your tongue?”

“No, ass,” growled Willy., “But
what’s the good of talking to you? How
the dickens do you suppose Bertram can
get out of this cage? Why don’t you
use your sense?”

‘““Look here, you cheeky young fat-
head—-" ,

“You’re worse than Crowell, and that's
saying a lot !” broke in Willy.

“Just for that, you young
won’t speak to you at all !”” said

sweep, I
Handforth
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Mr. Crowell awoke to find a bear lying at the foot of his bed. ‘ Help ! *’ yelled the
startled Form-master, and leapt from between the bedclothes like a Jack-in-the-box,

coldly. “I won't say another
word !”’

Willy felt inclined to thank him for
this consideration, but he changed his

mind. That was the one certain way of
making Edward Oswald talk all the more.

Handforth maintained a stolid silence.
He would tcach \Vllly a lesson! The
emcrged from the pets’ quarters and made
their w ay back towards the Ancicnt House,
and still the silence was maintained.

As it happened, this unwonted quict-
ness between the two brothers was for-
tunate. Their slippers made no sound,
and because of their lack of conversation
they both heard the soft erunch of gravel
in the Triangle. It was unexpected. Who
could hbe ualklncv in- the Triangle at this
lmu of the mfrht"’

What——vs]mt was
I: 111df01 th abruptly.

‘c Donj know-—soncbody there,”
cred Willy. “ Come on, let's look.”

““l‘om was uever any hesitation about
AI‘l 1.5' he padded softly towards West
lntCl and, halting in the shadows, looked
fm?]tho Ty langle. Edward Osw ald Hand.

b was by his side. And they both saw

that?”  whispered

mut-

giddy the queer, ragged figure of a tramp in the

faint moonlwht

CHAPTER 4.
The Ambush!

DWARD OSWALD HANDIFFORTH
culped. In a flash he recognised
that ficure—the rageged clothmcf

the oap?nrr boots, the uukompt hair.

“My only sainted aunt I’ he breathed.

“Dry up, you chump!” warned Willy.
“He’ll hear you !”

There was not much fear of this, Low-
ever, for the wind was whistling noisily
tlnouﬂh West Arch, and any sounds that
the boys made were drowned.

“But you don’'t understand——-" bégun
Handforth.
“Rats!" I understand that a tramp is

wandering about the school,” w hiapclul

Willy. “Tul to once he’s thinking ot
breaking in somewhere. We'll watch
him.”’

Edward Oswald Handforth experienced
a glow. A sensc of superiority came ove:
Lim. For once he knew better than his
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minor! He had met this tramp before,
and he knew

““The beggar’s keeping to the shadows,”
murmured Willy, interrupting Hand-
forth’s thoughts.

*“My decar kid, let me tell you a little
story,” said Handforth kindly. *This
tramp "

“1 say! Look!” breathed Willy, point-
ing.

His eyes were sharper than those of the
burly Removite. He had been watching
the tramp as that individual passed
silently aFong the Triangle towards Big
Arch, and the mysterious figure was
keeping fairly close to the school build-
ings, and in the shadows.

He was now passing beneath the leafless
branches of the old chestnut trees. Some
instinct had caused Willy to glance up-
wards, and a sudden gleam came into his
e[slres. Up there, in one of those trees, a
shadowy figure was Ilurking—hovering,
recady, as though preparing to leap down.

The figure was black and shadowy. In-
stantly Willy recognised the peril of the
situation. The tramp was about to pass
under that very tree—and that crouching
figure was waiting in ambush!

“What’s—what’s wrong?” asked Hand-
forth, startled by his minor’s tone.

“That tramp’s in for {rouble!”’” mur-
mured Willy, still pointing. ‘‘See? Twig
that rummy-looking black thing up in the
tree? He’s getting ready to dro »

The next second Edward Oswald Hand-
forth leapt into activity. Swiftly he ran
out into the open.

“H1!’ he yelled. ‘Look out, there!”

The tramp spun round on the instant,
and Willy, mouth agape, followed his
major. He saw that ragged figure leap
aside with the speed of lightning.

For the tramp,in that second, had become
awarc of his peril. Handforth’s warning
had been in the nick of time. Down came
the shadowy figure from the tree—down,

in a clean leap. The tramp caught a fleet-

ing glimpse of a gleaming knife-blade.

The drama of that situation nearly took
Willy's breath away—and Willy was not
an casy youngster to startle.

As he and his major ran up, the tramp
leapt at his attacker. He was a slippery
fellow, however—slippery in more ways
than onc. Not only was he as agile as a
monkey,. but: his only clothing consisted
ol a-loin-cloth, and his body and limbs
were greased. As the tramp clutched at
him he wriggled his way free, for to
retain a grip was. next to impossible.

The knife had gone clattering down to
the paved path near by, and now the
greased man showed no inclination to
pursue the tussle. The instant he freed

‘himself from the tramp’s grip he made

The tramp started in Eursuit, but s(‘,’f \

gave it up; for the other, reaching ¢,
wall, leapt up with incredible agility, ane
the next second he had gone. \
“Well, I'm Dblessed!” said Wil
blankly.
Edward Oswald had run straight up ¢,
the tramp, showing every evidence ¢
anxiety.
“You all right, sir?” he asked. “I giq
my best to warn you——" |
‘“And a very good best, too, Handforth »
came a familiar voice. “ Well done, young
‘un! Thanks!” . 5
“Crumbs !” ejaculated Willy. 3
For now he knew that the “tramp ” wag
none other than Nelson Lee, thd
famous _ detective - headmaster of St;

Frank’s! In a flash, Willy understood the
reason for, his  brother’s surprising
activity. = Handforth, obviously, haq

known the truth from the start. Ang,
that, in itself, was surprising enough. -

‘““We were only out here by chance, sir,”
said Handforth breathlessly. ‘ My minor’s
pet bear got loose, and Mr. Crowell told
us to take it to the pets’ quarters. By
George! As soon as I saw that rotter
crouching in the trce——"

“As soon as you saw him?” interrupted
Willy, staring.

“Eh? Oh, well, I beliecve you saw him
first,” admitted Handforth grudgingly.
“But what difference does it make? I
yelled out and gave the warning.” ~

‘“Then you share the honours,” said
Nelson Lee gravely. “By Jove! That was
a narrow escape! The fellayw might easily
have had me therc. I certainly had no
1dea of his presence.”

‘“What I can’t understand, Ted, is how

you knew that this—this ragged-looking
specimen was Mr. Lee,” said Willy. ‘“You
can’t tell me that you saw through the
disguise—"
“No, Willy—your brother and I met
carlier,” explained Nelson Lee quictly..
“That same mysterious enemy entered
your brother’s dormitory on a thieving
cxpedition; but I happened to be on the
spot, and I spoilt his game. It was then
that your brother met me in this rig-
out.”

‘“And by sheer luck I happen to be out
of doors in the middle of the night,” said
Handforth, with a whistle. ‘Funny, isn’t
it, sir? If we hadn’t heard your feet
crunching on the gravel we should have
cone stralght indoors.”

“I'm afraid I was careless,” confcssed
Lee. “I should not have allowed my feet
to crunch on the gravel—but, in the cir-
cumstaunces, I am glad that I did.”
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“ywilly looked helplessly from one to the

otE?lELiS is all double-Dutch to me, sir,”

We complained. * What doces it all mean ?”

( CHAPTER 5.
1 1he Edgemore Treasure!

T OME 1indoors, both of you,” said
C Nelson Lee briefly.

When they were in his study he
) heard further details of their own
story; and they regarded him with open-
eved wonder. For Lee’s get-up was so
remarkable that they found it difficult to
believe that they were mnot actually in

the presence of a disreputable tramp.

. ¢ Now, Willy,” said Nelson Lee quietly.
«Qince you have accidentally stumbled
upon certain facts of this case, I have
decided to give you some more details.
But, remember, I am speaking in absolute
confidence.”

“Yes, sir,” said Willy eagerly.

He was not unmindful of the compli-
ment ; for headmasters do not, as a rule,
take fags 1nto their confidence. But
Nelson Lee was a very unusual head-
master—and, if it came to that, Willy
Handforth was a very unusual fag.

“You remember the incident, some days
ago, when a criminal named Tod Millar
smashed through the wall of Moat
Hollow 7” asked Lee. ‘“Although the car—
a stolen one—was wrecked, Millar
managed to elude the police.”

“Yes, I know all that, sir,” said Willy,
nodding. “There was a Flying Squad car
1in chase, wasn’t there? And when they
arrived this crook had gone. My major
was on the spot at the time——"

“Nearly got killed, too,”
Edward Oswald Handforth.
only missed me by an inch.”

“It seems that Handforth picked up a
shect of old parchment amid the debris
of the wrecked wall,” continued Nelson
Lee. “He thought nothing of it until he
happened to be at Edgemore Castle. You
know, of course, Willy, that the Earl of
Edgemore has recently suffered a great
financial loss. There has been a big City
crash, and Lord Edgemore is ruined.”

“Yes, I heard about it, sir,” nodded
.‘Vllly. : .

“Do you think it’s wise to tell my minor
all this, sir?” asked Handforth dubiously.

I haven’t said a word to him, and you’re
taking ap awful chance. He can’t keep a
Sceret.” |

“I think I'll isk it,” said Nelson Lee
dryly,  “It was quite by chance that

grunted
“That car

Skeets Rossiter—or, to be more correct,
Viscount Bellton—mentioned the famous
Edgemore Treasure. This has been lost
for centuries, and it was Dbecause of his

father’s great misfortune that ~Skeets
talked of the treasure.”

‘““And 1s there really
asked Willy cagerly.
think that ”

“My dear young ass, therc’s Spanish
gold on the Edgemore estate !” interrupted
Handforth impatiently. “Pots and pots
of 1it! Doubloons and pieces of cight'
What’s more, we chaps are going to find
it—and restore Lord Edgemore’s fortuncs.”

“You see, Willy, your brother happened
to bring out that old piece of parchmeut,
and Lord Edgemore immediately recog-
nised the handwriting upon 1it,” eaid
Nelson Lee. “Extraordinarily enough, it
was the handwriting of Captain Rossiter,
a roving ancestor of the Edgemores who
salled the Spanish Main under Drake.
Now, that shect of parchment had been
picked up by your brother at Moat Hollow
—and 1t was merely one page of a manu-
seript. Where was the rest?” '

“My giddy aunt!” said Willy. “I can
sce what you're getting at, sir! Those
beastly people at Moat Hollow, eh? Dr.
Franz Ragozin! H®# took Moat Hollow
suddenly, didn’t he?”

“Very suddenly,” agreed Lee. “It is
fairly evident, in fact, that that crook,
Tod Millar, found the main portion of the
ancient manuscript. This Dr. Ragozin is
somebow connected with Millar—and there
are other crooks there, too. Their object
18 to search quietly and find the treasure.
It is for that reason that Dr. Ragozin has
given ont the story that he is starting a
private zoo. Ile wishes to keep peoplc
away from Moat Hollow.”

“I took that bear cub from Moat
Hollow, sir,” said Willy, with eudden
spirit. “Dr. Ragozin was whipping the
poor little thing, and I grabbed it.
What’s mcre, I dared him to come up to
the school and take it away. I knew,
from the first, that the man was a rotter.”

“I am not inclined to take any action—
yet,” said Lec thoughtfully. “In fact, I
am not prepared to take any action, for I
have no definite proof. It is for that
reason that I want you boys to kcep tlus
matter to yourselves. Ragozin some-
low learned that Handforth had the miss-
ing page of manuscript in his possecssion,
and he sent up that greased rascal to
obtain 1t.”

‘“Where’s that page of parchment now,
sir ?” asked Edward Oswald Handforth.

“In my safe—where, I fancy, it is quite
sccure,” replied Lee. “I might as well

a treasure, sir?”
“I mean, do you
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tell you, boys, that I have just come from
Moat Hollow; and I had a most unpleasant
experience with a creature, half-animal,
half-human. But I managed to get away,
after a very hard fight. Dr. Ragozin saw
me, but he did not guess at my real
identity.”

“That monster, ch, sir?”’ asked Hand-
forth excitedly. ‘A horrible thing—Ilike
a gorilla! We saw it, too—once. Do you
think it is a gorilla—or a man wcaring a
disguise ?”

“I do not think—I know,” replicd Lee
quietly. “It is a man—cunningly and
cleverly made up. A creature devised by
Dr. Ragozin to scare pcople away. Merely
part and parcel of the plot.”

“We’re not going to let those rotters
gct that treasure, sir,” said Handforth.

“It will be difficult to hinder them,”
went on the great detective. ‘‘Dr. Ragozin
18 the lawful tenant of Moat Hollow—and
behind thosc high walls he has a perfect
right to do almost as he pleases, so long
as he does not transgress the law. How-
ever, they have not yet secured that miss-
ing page of the manuscript, and without it
the crooks can do nothing. Now, boys, I
want tyou to go back to bed, and to sleep
peacefully. It 1s very late—or, to be
more cxact, very cawly—and you mustn’t
stay down here any longer.”

Edward Oswald was frankly puzzled ; he
could not understand Nelson Lee’s object
in telling all this to a mere fag. But Lee
was shrewd ; he knew, in fact, that Willy
was more to be trusted than his major.
Indeed, he was convinced that Willy would
keep Edward Oswald up to the scratch;
but it was hardly diplomatic to mention all
this to Edward Oswald !

Willy was wide awake, and it took him
only a few scconds to ‘“‘get ’ Nelson Lee’s
motive. He nodded coolly and grinned.

“All serene, sir,” he said cheerfully. “I
twig.”

“Good lad,” said Ncleon Lece, nodding.
“Off you go!”

“What the dickens do you mean ?” asked
Edward Oswald Handforth, staring.

“You wouldn’t understand, old man,”

rbq()ll%ed Willy blandly. *““Come back to
c .”

-l

o+ " CHAPTER 6.

-« The Menace of Moat Hellaw!
I ZWR. FRANZ RAGOZIN was
]' - 1mpressive-looking gentleman,.

‘He was tall and sembrely at-
tired in black, with an enormous

black silken cravat. He favoured a small
moustache and a tiny wisp of beard ou

an

A whirlwind story of thrills in the g3y |

the point of his chin. His horn-ri
spectacles half concealed his piercin
““People are taking too much i
in me—and in Moat Hollow,” he was sg
ing with annoyance. “I don’t minq t]f.
yokels, or even that tramp we frighteneg
away an hour ago. But those inferyy
schoolboys worry me.”

There was no trace of accemt in |,
speech; although, when he conversed wit]y
strangers, he always spoke like
foreigner.

““The boys, they will not bother much »
said the man who was with him, <4
first they are inquisitive. But we frighte,
them much, yes? %Soon they will come pq
more.”

Dr. Ragozin grunted. He was in the
sitting-room at Moat Hollow, and t}e
apartment was astonishingly comfortable,
considering that the old house had been
vacant for years. There was a soft carpet
on the floor, the furniture was of the best
quality, and a big fire glowed and crackled

ey
S Cyes,
nt-el‘est

in the old-fashioned grate. Electricity
was laid on, and the lighting was
excellent.

“Yes, Ivan, it is the schoolboys we did
not bar]gain for,” went on Dr. Ragozin im-
patiently. ‘‘Men I can deal with—hut
boys, no! What of that young wretch
who actually took away that bear cub?
What can we do about it?”

‘“Better let it rest,” advised Ivan Hess,
with a shrug. ‘““The bear cub, it was of
not much good. We are better without
it.”

Hess, an ex-lion-tamer from a circus,
was an cnormous man, shaggy and brutal-
lopking.  His presence at gloat Hollow
was logical enough, for everybody in the
district knew of Dr. Ragozin’s plans for
making a private zoo. Y

“Well, you had better go to bed, Ivan,”
grunted Ragozin as he lit a cigarette. “I
will wait for Goolah. I can’t understand
what has kept him. He should have becn
back long ago.” He frowned. “I hope
nothing has happened to the fellow.”

“To Goolah?” said Ivan. “It was 1
who advised you to bring him here. I

know him. e will return soon. Him,
nobody can catch. He is slippery like the
eel, yes. And he succeed, too. You
wait.”

“All right, get to bed,” said the other
impaticntly.
ess, with a gruff word of good-night.
went out of the room. Dr. Ragozin
smoked for some time in silence, then he
olanced round as the door softly opened.

He might have been forgiven for start-
ing back in horror, for the creature wlhich
entered  was fearsome enough  Buf
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Even as Edward Oswald Handforth and his

minor watched, the shadowy figure in the

tree leapt down wupon its unsuspecting

vietim, ‘‘ Look out, there !’’’ yelled
E. O, Handforth.

Ragozin merely nodded and knocked the
ash off his cigarette.

“Tired of it, eh?” he asked.
blame you.

“1 don't
No need to stop out therec any

longer to-night, anyhow; it's getting on

for two o'clock.”

. “These are the most vital hours,” said
the newcomer in a soft, silky voice. “I
confess I am a little tired, for this game is
not to my liking.”

That voice sounded utterly incongruous,
for it was the voice of a cultured gentle-
man, yet it came from a monstrosity—a
furry creature which looked like a cross
between a gorilla and a man. In the
full clectric light it was grotesque rather
than horrible, but in the gloom of a moon-
lit night that “monster ” had a terrifying
dPppearance.

Volce,

Tod Millar, alias Dr. Franz Ragozin,
rose from the chair, and soon he was assist-
INg his companion out of that disguise. It
fitted closely—so closely that when the

" You will hielp me, Tod?” said the silky

'’
.....

-------
..........

wearer was conipletely encased 1n 1f, 1t
was almost impossible to guess the {ruth.

A big headpiece came right away, and
then the rest was removed like a boiler-

suit. There emerged a smallish, clderly
man—refined-looking, learned, intel.
lectual. His forchead was high, lus

fcatures clear-cut.

“Yes, I expeet this 1s rather different
from your usual line, Zingrave,” said Tod
Millar dryly.

Professor Cyrus Zingrave, one-time Chicl
of the notorious League of the Green
Triangle, shrugged his shoulders.

‘“Life is full of ups and downs,” he said
philosophically. “I am not a man to
grumble, Millar. My, time will come. 1
am prepared to wait. Meanwhile, T must
accept what tlic Fates have to offer.”

‘“Well, they seem to be offering some-
thing fairly big at the moment,” said Tod
Millar, pushing the cigarette-box across
the table. ‘If only we can lay our hands
on this old treasure we shall be made. We
share fifty-fifty——that’s the agrecement—
and I shall be able to retire and live like
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a gentleman. You "—he shrugged—*you
can do as you plcase with your share,
After we’ve clicked we can go our own
scparate ways.”

“That 1s as it should be,” said Professor
Zingrave, nodding. ‘For the moment, my
friend, we are partmers, with an agree-
mcnt that the partnership shall cease
when this present enterprise is brought to
a successful issue.”

Tod Millar regarded him curiously.

“You’re living only for the day when
you can return to your former power,
aren’t you?” he asked. ‘‘But that’s a
long way off, Zingrave. You are an
cscaped comnvict, but, fortunately for you,
the police beliecve you to be dead. If it
wasn’t for that fact you would have been
nabbed long before now. There’s no hue
and cry after you, and we can go ahead
with our plans without hindrance.”

He suddenly frowned, and rose to his
fect.

‘“Without hindrance, did I say?” le
snapged. “What about those infernal
boys? They worry me, Zingrave.”

‘“Forget the boys,” rcplied Professor
Cyrus Zingrave, ‘“ Worry about the head-
master of those boys. Hc is the one man
wec must get!”

ler, card-sharp, and smash-and-
grab expert, looked at DIrofessor
Zingrave sharply.

“We'd er lay off Lec!” he said,
throwing his cigarette cnd into the fire.
‘““ Lee’s poison !”

“I agree!” nodded Professor Zingrave.
“Leave him out of our calculations and
our plans will be poisoned.”

“Why worry about the fecllow?” de-
manded Millar impatiently. ‘ You’ve had
Lee on the brain ever since we started
this gamec. He hasn’t even taken a remote
interest in us. You say you saw lhim
out in the road looking up at the walls?
What of it? I saw him myself—I spoke
to him. But he was no morc interested
than anybody else.”

“I know him,” murmured Zingrave.
““If he has not alrecady taken action he is
preparing. And it is for us to strike
first.”

The meeting betwcen these two had been
extremely curious. Professor Zingrave,
believed to be drowned off Shingle Head,
had managed to make his way inland, and
Moat Hollow, that decserted o?d ‘house, had
offcred sanctuary. TFor days he had
lurked in the cellars of the house, well nigh
starving, and suffering from cxposure.

Then Tod Milar, at the wheel of a
stolen car, had crashed into Moat Hollow,
wrecking one of the walls, Millar him-

TOD MILLAR, confidence man, swind-

THE NELSON LEFE LIBRARY

sclf had miraculously escaped wi
few bruises. d ped with Only o

The damaged brickwork had for
of the original walls of Moat
which in the past had heen knowy .:
Traitor’s Lodge, and which was a parr;; ag
the Edgemore estate. The collapsineg v
had revealed a centuries-old secre%jta
hiding-place of Captain Hyp, h he
Rossiter’s vital manuseript relatin t?) :ﬁ
whereabouts of the long-lost E gemork
Treasure. - ord

Staggering out of the car, Millap had
seen tilat manuscript, and had picked it ug
while still in a daze. Then he had mey
Zingrave, who had been brought up frog'l
the cellar because of the commotion, :

In the first moment of the meeting 7jy:
grave had recognised the other, for Millay
had at one time served the Green Triane]d
organesation. Knowing that the pol?cé
were close behind, Zingrave had takey
tlre dazed man to a disused well out in the
grounds. They had descended the rusty

meq o
Holloae

iron rungs, almost to the bottom. There,

for hours, they had lurked, their presence
unsuspected.

And when the coast was clear Professor
Zingrave had set his wits to work. The
dramatic coming of Tod Millar altered the
whole situation. Zingrave, an escaped
convict, without clothmg, without food,
had not dared to show his face outside of
Moat Hollow, and not even his own friends
knew that he still lived.

In Millar he found a willing colleague,
and an examination of that ancient parch-
ment excited them both. For Zingrave, af
least, realised that it might be of incalcu-
lable value. It revealed that the ancient
Edgemore Treasure was buried somewhere
within the grounds of Moat Hollow—the
old Traitor’s Lodge. ~

It was Zingrave who had planned Tod
Millar’s secret trip to London; Zingrave
who had altered his appearance, so that
the trip should be ];ess perilous. In
London Millar had got into immediate
touch with men—influential crooks—who
were instantly ready to rally to Professor
Cyrus Zingrave’s support.

After that events had moved swiftly-
Somebody had been sent to Moat HolloW
post-haste, with clothing and food for
Zingrave. Expertly assisted, Tod Xillar
had changed his appearance and had bcg
come¢ Dr. Franz Ragozin; and 1n tha
character he had approached Lord EdgC;
more’s agents, and had leased M‘)ar
Hollow for three years. Within twO ‘;_
three days he was in possession, and ou
wardly he appeared to be a highly rcsh™ .
able doctor, engaged upon some importa it
rescarch work. Indeed, he had givel e
out that Moat Hollow suited him beca!™
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. ed nature; it was private.
of ltséheiggos appeared to be straight-
Every and above-board.

foI‘Wf;r hidden in Moat Hollow was Pro-
Bu Zingrave—-—masquaradmg at times
fessoT trance Monster. And it was

that St arn which directed all th
ingrave’s brain which directed a e

Bp%iaet;o?:ﬁnd, to their consternation, that

! T atimportant sheet of the manuscript
a1 ‘giﬁ%g; and they had discovered that
{haes sheet was in the possession of a
¢ Frank’s schoolboy—Handforth.  All
gﬁbrts to recover that shect, so far, had
fal,}%c_lﬁight, however, - the two- crooks
yivere hoping that the parchment would
come into their possession. They had
{aken steps_to secure it, but they did not
know yet that Nelson Lee had also been
~ tive.

ac:c‘lf,m getting worried about Goolah,”
said Tod, looking at his watch.

.- “You worry about everybody, do you
not ?”’ asked Zingrave, with a smile. “You
are impatient, my friend; and impatience,
in our profession, is not a good quality.”
~ Tod grunted.
| “I am not at my best in the early hours
of the morning,” he snapped. ‘It 1s not a
favourable time for lecturing me.”
t Tap-tap!

The soft sounds came from the door, and

Tod Millar started jumpily. He strode .

across the room and flung open the door.

“Oh! You're back, then?” he said
sharply. ‘“About time, too! Did you
succeed 7’

The man who entered was brown-skinned
—lithe, sinewy, and bare-footed. Under-
neath the old overcoat which was flung
about his shoulders, he wore only a loin-
cloth. His face was evil-looking, and an
ugly scar ran from the corner of his
mouth almost to his right ear.

+ He was Goolah Din—the greased man !

CHAPTER 7.

Zingrave’s Outburst!

GOOLAH DIN was a lascar, and he
had been picked up by Ivan Hess
In  the mneighbourhood of the
London docks. He had served
lore than once. Working for years
ritish ships, he spol: the English
“Mage almost like a native.
‘aster, T have failed,” he said simpl
as he elltered the roonf. e d IDP y
“A man who fails is no good to me,”
?Pa})hped. Ted, glaring at “the fellow.
wit y did

: ‘1d you fail? You had onlv to out-
an infernal schoolboy-—"

Hess m
on R
]ﬂngu
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**No, master, there was another,” said
Goolah Din unemotionally. ‘It was easy
to enter the school, to find the parchment
in the pocket of the boy. Thus far I suc-
cceded. But when I reached the ground
I was attacked by a man in rags. He
looked like a tramp.”

YA tramp?” repeated Zingrave and Tod
in one voice,

““He took the parchment, and his
strength was that of the lion,” continued
Goolah Din. “Had I not fled he would
have seized me. But I waited—and I
watched. This tramp-man did not leave
the school, but he went to a distant build-
ing and entered. After that he emerged,
and I followed him to this house, when I
saw him fighting——"’

“You saw that same chap fighting with
me?”’ interrupted Zingrave, his voice
almost hoarse. ‘“A tramp, Millar! Do
you understand?”

“I'm hanged if I do,” said Tod Millar
blankly.

“Tell me!” said Zingrave, swinging
upon the Indian. ‘‘This tramp went to one
of the school buildings, Isl'ou. say? Did he
pass through a great arch, and then across
an open space?”

“It 13 80,” agreed Goolah Din.

““Lee—Nelson Lee!” shouted Professor
Zingrave, his eyes blazing, his voice rising
almost to a scream.

‘““Here, steady ” began Tod, alarmed.

*“ Lee—always Lee!” snarled Zingrave,
his fury awful to witness. “ What did I
tell you, Millar? Lee has not waited-—he
is after us already! It was Lee who took
the parchment from this man—it was Lec
who came down here and entered these
grounds—Lee !”

“It’s bad, of course,” agreed Tod
Millar uneasily. “But you needn’t get
into such a rage about it. I think it’s
about time I started lecturing you, Zin-
grave. Confound it, man, control your-
self! You're getting me nervy.”

“I am sorry,” panted Zingrave, pulling
himself together with an effort.

“In any case, Lee cannot have dis-
covered anything of importance,” con-
tinued Tod. °‘‘He saw a man getting out
of one of the school windows, and he
naturally attacked. It’s rongh luck on us
that he got that parchment back.”

‘“Are you such a fool?” asked Zingrave
harshly.  ‘“ Why should Lee disguise him-
sclf as a tramp? . Why did he come herc?
Isn’t it obvious: that Lee suspects us? It
is quite likely that he even suspects me !”

od turned to Goolah Din.

““This happened nearly two hours ago,”
he said sharply. ‘“What lhave you been
doing since? Why did you not report at

once?”’
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¢ Master, I continued to follow the
tramp,” said Goolah Din, in that same
uncmotional way. “I thought it would be
of scrvice if I killed him. I reached the
school in advance, and I placed myself in
a tree, so that I could drop upon him. But
it so happened that two of the boys were
out, and they saw me. They shouted a
warning, and I was compelled to run.”

““And you tell me not to bother myself
about those boys?” snapped Tod, turning
back to Zingrave. ‘ Those boys are worse
than Lee himself! There’s a nest of them
all about us.”

Zingrave snapped his fingers.

“The boys—pah!” he grated. ¢ They
an do nothing. It is Lece we must get!
Before we can move another step we must
wipe out Nelson Lee!
possession of that parchment—-"

It 1s he who has-

“ NOBODY'’S CHUM.,” A long complete story of Harry Wharton & o,

“I'm agreeing with you there,” intep.
rupted Tod Millar, his voice very grip
‘“‘Lec has the parchment—and we’ll get j¢
But as for wiping Lee out—nothing doing 1
I won’t agree to it. It’s too dangeroys
If he is found dead—murdered—the boys
will be on to us like a swarm of hornets,
and they’ll bring the police on us, too.”

“It can be done in such a way »?

“It shall not be done at all,” insisted
Tod. “You had your way the last time
—you sent Hess out with a gun, and lLe
fired point-blank at Lee. Yet Lee escaped !
How in the name of miracles he did so,
can’t understand! It was that affair, I
believe, which started him off on us. It
was madness—and we won’'t have any more
of it.”

““It is foolish for us to quarrel

“I’'m not quarrelling !” said Tod loudly,

9
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«But I'm telling you to lcave Lee alone.
we're after that buried treasure, and if

we B0 carefully we shall. get it. Don’t
forget we're in this business fifty-fifty.
And I hold the trump card.”

«Indeed?” asked Zingrave, his eyes
purning.

~ «I'm going to have my way,” said Tod.
«Don’t forget that one word from me will
be enough to put you back in ‘stir’ like
that.” He snapped his fingers. ‘““You're
an escaped convict, and you're badly
wanted.” |

For a moment the two men glared at one
another.

“Very well,” said Professor Zingrave
quictly.  “You shall have your way,
Millar—but I am again warning you that
Nelson Lee 1s an acute danger.”

“Even Lee can do nothing without evi-
dence—and we’ll see that he doesn’t get
any,” retorted Tod Millar. Leave this to
me—I'1l1 think of something. We'll have
that trcasure yet.”

But Zingrave was not listening; he was
making plans of his own, and he secretly
resolved to deal with Tod Millar in his
own way—and at his own time. : For the
moment it was to his advantage to keep
the peace.

Thus this strange houschold of Moat
Hollow went to bed.

CHAPTER 8.
The Treasure-Hunters!

N the morning Edward Oswald Hand-
][ forth was looking rather sleepy-
cyed ; for, after getting to bed in the
carly hours, his mind had been 8o
disturbed that he had not slept well.

Willy, however, was looking as fresh as
ever.

“You’ve got a fine Form-master!” he
sald disparagingly, when he met his major
In the Ancient Housc lobby.

“Don’t we know it?” rctorted Hand-
forth. “What’s old Crow’s-fect been up
to now P”

“He kicked up an awful fuss with old
Wilkey this morning,” said Willy indig-
hantly. ‘Just because Bertram happened
to pop into his bed-room last night! If
you ask me, Crowell made a proper ass of
himself » y

“That’s why he’s made such a fuss this
Mmorning,” said Handforth, nodding. “I
SUppose he has made you get rid of that
b(‘gr cub altogether?”

Not likely !” said Willy. “Old Wilkey
Was gevere, and he gave me a wigging,
80d a couple of hundred lines, but he
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hasn't taken Bertram away. Only 1
mustn’t bring the little chap 1into the
House again.”

“0Old Wilkey’s got more sense than I
thought,” nodded Handforth. *‘Not that
I'm against Bertram. I'm his pal. You
bagged him from Moat Hollow—and good
luck to you !”

Nipper came hurrying into the lobby.

“Oh, here you are, Handy,” said the
Remove captain briskly. “ We want you—
in Study H.”

They went into the Remove passage, and
Willy accompanied them into Study H—
which was the abode of Vivian Travers, Sir
Jimmy Potts, and Skeets Bellton.

“You can run along, Willy, my lad,”
salid Nipper briskly.

“Rats!” retorted Willy. ‘This looks
like a pow-wow to me—and I'm in it.”

“Might as well let him stay,” grunted
Handforth grudgingly. ‘“He knows all
about the treasure—and everything. Mr.
Lee told him. Like his nerve, butting in !”

“So Willy’s one of us, is he?” asked
Travers cheerfully. *‘ Welcome to the fold,
dear old fellow !”

The study was crowded, for others were
in there, too—Tommy Watson and Tre-
gellis-West ; Church and McClure. These
juniors were all’ “in the know.” But it
was, after all, a very select circle; and
they had been warned to be cautious. It
would never do to have the whole school
—and that meant the entire neighbou-
hood—talking about the  Edgemore
treasure.

‘““ Skeets has just arrived,” said Nipper.

The young viscount nodded. He was a
day-boy, living at home—at Iidgemore
Castle—with his father. It was so near at
hand that it was unnecessary for him to
board at the school.

“Dad’s getting all hot
treasure,” he said confidentially. “As I
told you once before, we’ve been dipping
into the old family records for weeks—
but we never really thought that there was
any hope of digging up the Edgemore
treasure until just recently. It was the
finding of that old sheet of parchment
which sct dad off.” -

“The worst of it is, those crooks at Moat
Hollow have the main manuscript,” said
Nipper. S _

‘“But they can’t do anything without
that missing sheet,” said Skeets quickly.
“Well, my dad wants you all to come over
to dinner to-morrow night—Mr. Lee, too.
Then we’re going to have a good old pow-
wow, and plan out some sort of campaign.”

“By Gceorge! That sounds good,” said
Handforth eagerly. ‘So your pater is.

about this
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convinced at last, eh? We're
have that treasure, my lad!”

Skeets’ eyes glowed.

“Wouldn't it be just marvellous?” he
asked softly. “I mean, we're practically
broke; that City crash wiped dad out.
Unless a miracle happens—unless we find
the old treasure—we shall have to sell up
and clear out. We shall have to go back
to the old ranch in Canada.”

“You’d better forget Canada, dear old
boy,” said Tregellis-West, beaming.
“You're going to stay on at St. Frank’s—
you are, really, And your pater will con-
tinue the life of a country gentleman. That
treasure is as good as found.”

“I wish I could believe it,” said Skeets.
“It would be simple if we had that manu-
script—and if we had the free entry into
the old Traitor’s Lodge. But we’re up
against Ragozin and his crew.”

“Why shouldn’t we go over to dinner to-
night—instead of to-morrow night?” asked
Handforth 1impatiently. “Why waste
time ?”

“There’s no tecaring hurry, I guess,”
replied Skeets. ‘‘Dad says to-morrow
night—so we’ll leave it at that. It’s quite
likely that Mr. Lee has an engagement for
this evening. We can’t rush him.”

“And by to-morrow night, too, the
guv'nor may have madec some progress on
his own,” said Nipper confidently. ‘He
was out on the job last night—and he’s
probably got something up his sleeve even
now.”

After breakfast Nipper happened to meect
Nelson Lee in the Triangle ; but they only
exchanged a few words. Lee had gladly
accepted Lord Edgemore’s invitation, and
he told Nipper that something definite
would probably be settled.

1 made onc important discovery last
mght, but I don’t think we’ll discuss that
now, Nipper,” said Lee. “I saved that
sheet of parchment, too, and during the
morning—whilst yon are hard at werk
in your class-room—I shall have a look at
it. I confess, 1 am becoming thrilled at
the prospect of this treasure hunt myself !”

going to

—

CHAPTER 9.
Nelson Lee’s Visitor!

THE parchment was unquestionably
oenuine.
Nelson Lee, who Lad made a study
of such things, was not to be de-
ceived by any cleverly-faked imitation.
Hc was satisfied that this old page of
manuscript really had been written in the
sixteenth century—approximately, in the
yYear 1380. No doubt the full manuseript
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bore the exact date, but this single sheet
was singularly uninformative.

Lee, at his desk, was making a carefy)
examination by means of a magnifyine
lens. He was going over every inch of that
parchment ; he was tracing the lines of th,
crudely-drawn plan. After only a very
short inspection, he came to the conclusioy
that the plan itself was valueless without
the written directions. And these dircc.
tions were in the other part of the many.
script,.

In just the same way, thosc directions
were useless without the plan. So the
situation was intriguing. As long as the
two parts of the manuscript were separate,
nobody could make any definite search.

Lee was thinking of that age-old story,
as told in the Edgemore records. Captain
Humphrey Rossiter, the younger brother
of Sir Malcolm Rossiter, lord of Edge-
more, had been a roving scamp, and a
sore trial to his brother, who had been
very religious. Humphrey, having in.
curred his brother’s anger, had taken to
the sea, and therc he had prospered. As a
fully-fledged captain, under the command
of Sir Francis Drake, he had sailed for the
Spanish Main. With Drake, he had looted
many of the Spanish ports of South
America along the Pacitic coast; great
Spanigh galleons had been seized and plun-
dered. And in triumph Captain Humphrey
Rossiter had returned, bringing with him
a ship which bulged with booty.

This ship, it was believed, had secretly
ut into a small port along the South
oast—a port which Lord Edgemore be-
lieved to be Caistowe. Sir Francis Drake,
in the meantime, had arrived in Plymouth
with the main treasure ship.

There was no doubt whatever that
Captain Hamphrey had brought lis loot
ashore, and had sccreted it somcwhere on
the Edgemore estate. And, having so far
succeceded, disaster overtook him. Sir
Malcolm had refused to allow him within
the walls of Edgemore Castle, and he had
been banished to a small manor house, on
the outskirts of the estate, known as
Traitor’s Lodge. Here he had quarrelled
with the men who were to have shared the
treasure with him, and in that quarrel he
had been killed. He had died without
revealing his secret. And thus, for ccn-
turies, tTle Edgemores had lost all trace of
the treasure.

Now, dramatically, by a sheer accident,
an amazing discovery had been made.
Without doubt, Moat Hollow was the old
Traitor’s Lodge; and, in a secret recep-
tacle in' one of the walls, Captain
Humphrey had hidden a manuscript
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Distracted by the opening door, the man turned ; and in that moment Nelson Lee

acted.

riving full dircctions as to the hiding of
the treasure.

Nelson Lee’s ruminations were disturbed
by a tap on the door, and in answer to his

invitation Mrs. Jomes oppeared.  Mrs,
Jones was Lece’s housekeeper—a  kindly,
motherly soul. '

»

“There’s a gent called, sir, she
announced, proffering a card.

Lee glanced at his appointment tablet,
and saw that i1t was blank. The card was
Inscribed with the name of “Mr. James
Longcroft,” of “Messrs. Longcroft, Martin

& Longeroft, Lincoln’s Inn, London.”

“Yes, Mrs. Jomes, I'll see the gentle-
man,” said Nelson Lee, nodding. *Show
himn in, please!”

He did not know Mr. Longeroft, and had
never heard of him. He rather wondered
what 1the lawyer could want. But the
headmaster of a great public school  has
many visitors.

Lee was in the aet of putting the parch-
ment away in the top drawer of his desk
When Mr. James Longeroft was ushered in.
. "It is very good of you to sce me, Mr.
20e,” said the visitor, half-apologetically.

regret that I had no opportunity of

Hurling himself across the desk, he grappled with his antagonist,

arranging an appointment. But the
matter on which I have called 1s of some
urgency.”

He spoke in the precise manner of his
profession, and he was a stoutish, pleasant-
looking man. Nelson Lee had half risen,
his hand outstretched, and Mrs. Jones had
just retired, closing the door behind her.

Mr. Longcroft came forward, but instead
of taking Nelson Lee’s hand, he produced,
with the adroitness of a magician, a lony-
barrelled automatie pistol.

“Sit just wliere you are, Mr. Nelson Lec
—and make no sound !” he said, in a low,
steady voice. “One yelp out of you and
I’ll drill you!”

Lee sank back into his chair, and Lis
eyes never left the other’s face.

“You do not believe 1n wasting any
time, Mr.—cr—Longceroft,” he  said
quictly.

- “Keop vour hands on the desk, in front
of you—where T can sec them,” said the
othcr. ““Don’t try any tricks. All T want
from voun is a sheet of parchment. and if
you're sensible you’ll hand 1t over without
any fuss.”

“You

mean  this?” asked Tee, indi-
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cating the sheet, which was half in and
half out the drawer.

He had not been taken completely by
sarprise, as ‘‘Mr. Longcroft ” believed.
For, as the man had entered, Lee had seen
the quick gleam in his eyes as he spotted
the yellowish parchment.

And Lee, who had been expecting some
move from the enemy—but who was
astonished at the audacity of this daylight
raid—half anticipated what was coming.
But the automatic had menaced him kefore
he could attempt to take any action.

‘““A little bluff, my friend—eh? ” said
Lee.  ‘“That gun looks impressive, but
what do you think will happen if you fire
it? I may be killed—I admit that—but do
you suppose that you will be able to get
away?”

“I don’t supposc anything,” retorted the
vigitor grimly. “This is no ordinary gun,
Lee. It’s an air-pistol, with an effective
range of fifty yards. It hardly makes a
sound—and at such close quarters as this
it will drill you like a sieve. Now! Hand
over that parchment!”

Nelson Lee shrugged hopelessly.

*“Let us talk this over,” he said.
ccrtainly have the advantage

“You
’ HO

“ PHE VALLEY OF FORTUNE.” Thrilling adventure in the Amazon_

broke off, looking past the man towar(y
the door, which at that moment J,q
clicked and opened. ‘Ah, Fenton'! Re
careful—" |

Longcroft spun round. There had beey
no mistaking that click, or the colq
draught which struck him at the back. H,
saw the opened door, and it was in thy¢
second that Nelson Lee sprang. ’

-

CHAPTER 10.

Nelson Lee Triumphs!

R. JAMES LONGCROFT was stag.
gered to sce—nobody. The doop
was open, but it had apparently
opened by magic. Before the map

-.could swing back again, Lee had acted.

In one bound thc detective hurled him.
self right across the top of his desk. I
took Longcroft in the middle, and no
Rugger International could have done
better. The gun thudded to the carpet,
and the two men went sprawling.

With the agility of a conjurer, Lce
produced handcuffs, and the next second
they were snapped cover his prisoncy’s
wrists. The man scemed dazed by the
suddenncss and unexpectedness of it all.

HOW'S

the RADIO?
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That’s how i1t shkould Dbe.

twiddling knobs and investigating connections ;
no blaming of batteries which are doing their
them well.
reception without any
perfect set, of course.
shouldn’t yours be perfect ?
if you read POPULAR WIRELESS.
1s more than a weekly paper.

jobs and doing

means a

No wasting time

Just perfect
bother at all. That
And why
No reason at all \
€6 P.\v.” -

It’s a dozen

experts, and all at your service—for threepence

Svery \ |
Fhursday
\ 7.

a week., Worthit? Well, try it!

POPULAR
WIRELESS



This story appears in BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY No. 323.

«Now, my friend, you may sit down—
andl\::'e’ll lfave.a. little chat,” sald Lee
calmly. ““An air-pistol, eh?” he went on,
Jicking up the weapon. “Don’t you think
‘¢ was foolish to tell such a story. I could
recognise a Browning a bundred yards
Oﬁ‘:“ Mighty smart, aren’t you?” snarled the
other, in rage and fear.

Nelson Lee closed the door, and he did
not think it necessary to explain the little
mvstery to his visitor. He had tricked the
man neatly. There was a little electrical
device fitted to that door; the touch of a
foot-button, near Lee’s feet, had been suffi-
cient to cause the door to open auto-
matically.

“Now, Mr.— er — Longcroft, perhaps
vou’ll tell me who sent you here?” went on
Lee, as he unlocked the safe and put
away the parchment. ‘“You might also
give me your real name.”

“I’'m saying nothing,” muttered the
other. ‘Nobody sent me—see?”

“Well, 1f you won’t talk, you won’t,”
said Nelson Lee. ‘How does the idea of a
little ride strike you?”

The man’s cyes opened wider.

“Look here, Mr. Lee—" he began in

alarm.
. “Oh, don’t worry—the ride will be quite
peaceful,” said Lee. ‘‘Here’s your hat. If
you hold it over your hands nobody will
sce those bracelets. And don’t make any
attempt to break away—beccause 1t
wouldn’t be healthy.”

They went out into the hall, where Lee
obtained his overcoat and hat. The de-
tective’s own car was standing upon the
oravel outside, and a minute later they
were driving away.

Nelson Lee was taking no chances with
this man. He drove straight to Banning-
ton, and pulled up outside the police
station. Inspector Jameson was consider-
ably surprised when the pair marched into
the building.

- “I should like to know
Wdentify this man,” said Lee, getting
straight to the point. “I want to charge
him with attempted robbery with threats.
This is his gun, and you had better take
charge of it.”

The prisoner, who had remained sullen

and silent, now burst into a torrent of
Protest. |

66

1f you can

“I didn’t mean any harm. It was only a
bluff. You can’t charge me——" |

1] That’ll dO,” iﬁterrupt(‘d Jameson
f)u:‘tly. “The less you say, my friend, the
Ctter, ?

: I've got to warn you
\) . .
Yorget it,” growled the prisoner.

r [ ]

You can take him along, sergeant, and

Have a heart, Mr. Lee !” he exclaimed.
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put him in the cooler,” said the inspector,
after the charge had been made. ‘It
ought to be easy enough to identify him,
Mr. Lce. Stoutish build—old bullet wound
mark on left ear—mole under chin—third
finger of left hand badly crooked, indi-
cating that it was broken some years ago
and set without the aid of a surgeon. I'll
get through to the Records Office at the
Yard. They’ll know somcthing.”

While they were waiting for informa-
tion, Lce gave a few - details of the
attempted hold-up—but he made no men-
tion of the parchment, or of the people at
Moat Hollow. And ‘ Longcroft ¥ himself
had maintained a stubborn silence regard-
ing his motive. The police, therefore,
assumed that his object had been plain
robbery.

“Thought so,” said the inspector, m a
satisfied voice, as he left the telephonc
some minutes later. “Our friend is Walter
Smiles, known as ‘ The Smiler,” and he
was sent up for three years in 1925 for
robbery with violence. This time he’ll get
seven. Glad you pulled him in, Mr. Lee.
Smart work on your part.”

“I’ll bet that Smiler didn’t know who
he was up against, sir,” remarked the
sergeant with a grin. “Thought he was
trying to rob an ordinary schoolmastcr,
eh? Gosh! I’ll bet he got a shock!”

Nelson Lee took his departure almost at
once, leaving  the police to deal with the
man. He knew that Walter Smiles had
not made a random visit to St. Frank’s; he
had been paid to do that job by Dr. Franz
Ragozin.

And, what was more, he must have
been instructed by telephone—probably
overnight. Lee knew that a telephone had
been installed at Moat Hollow only the
previdus day.

“They’re wasting no time,” murmured
the detective, as he drove back to the
school. ‘‘Last- nigcht they grabbed the
parchment, but I was lucky enough to get
it back. This morning they send a man
down to take it by force—out of my very
study. There was no time to write, and
I’ll swear that Smiles had not been to
Moat Hollow. So he must have been 1in-
structed direct by telephone, and he came
down from London by the early train.
H’m! The possibilities are intriguing.”

CHAPTER 11.
The Black Shadow!

¢4 Y George!” Handforth
B abruptly.
It was ncarly tea-time, and he

. was lounging in the Ancient
Housc doorway. Church and McClure, his

said
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faithfur and long-suffering chumns, were
near at hand. All day, in fact, they had
been his shadows.

He regarded this attentiveness as a mark
of their friendship; and he would have
been indignant had he known that they
were unwilhing to trust him out by him-
self.

‘“Hadn’t we better go in to tca?” asked
Church hopefully.

“Rats! Look over there!” said Hand-
forth, pointing. “I’'ve got an idea, my
gons !”

“You’re full of ideas, aren’t you?” asked
McClure, in a weary voice. “Dud ideas!”

Handforth took no notice; he was
striding off across the Triangle, and his
chums followed. Just round the angle of
the gymnasium they overtook Willy, who
was accompanied by Lightning, his sleek,
well-groomed greyhound. Ligohtning was
having his evening exercise.

“Just a minute, Willy,” said Handforth
briskly.

*“All right,” said Willy, resigned. ‘‘Out
with 1t.”

“Qut with what ?”

“The 1idea.”

“How did you know I had an idea ?”

“You’re always getting them, aren’t
you?’’ asked illy. ‘“Besides, do you
think I'm deaf? I heard you telling these
chaps——"

“Well, we won’t argue,” interrupted
Handforth, lowering his voice. ‘“How
about popping down to Moat Hollow after
tea? As soon as it’s really dark. I'm not
suggesting that we should break in, or any-
thing like that—but we can climb those
walls and have a look into the garden.
And my wheeze is that we should take
Lightning with us.”

“Well, I’m surprised,” said Willy
frankly. ‘‘Even you, Ted, can get a decent
1dea, once 1n a blue moon.”

“I’;,ook here, you checky young eweep

“Lightning is as keen as mustard,” con-
tinued Willy. ‘‘And when it comes to
jumping, he can break all records. It
might be worth while to drop him over
into the Moat Hollow grounds, and see
what happens.”

“Too: : risky,”- murmured
“Those .crooks might shoot him.”

“You’ve forgotten my dog’s mname,”
replied:'Willy coolly. ‘‘Before they could
even get their fingers to a trigger, he’d
be gone. I’'m thinking about that quecer
monster,” he added slowly. “If he’s
prowling about the grounds, and Lightning
comes across him, we shall make an in-
teresting discovery.”™ "

Church.
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“How do you mecan?” asked Handfoy,
cagerly.

“Wgy, if that gorilla-thing is g
animal, Lightnin% will treat it with
respect,” replied Willy. “But if it’s ,
man, wearing a disguise, we shall know
in a second. Lightning won't be fooleg—
and he’ll go for the beggar bald-headeq.
It might be an interesting experiment.”

“Good egg!” said Handforth. “ That'g
fixed, then? All right, Willy, my laq:
We'll meet out here, in the Triangle, af
s1x.”

Their went indoors to tea, and . Church
thought it advisable to slip into Study (
and inform Nipper of the programme.
Nipper promptly decided to accompany the
cxpedition, and Tommy Watson an(
Tregellis-West were of the same mind.

At six o’clock, therefore, they met Willy
in the Triangle, and the party set off.

“Better not go by the road,” said
Nipper. *“The enemy might have a scout
out—and we don’t want to give ourselves
away. I suggest that we cut across the
Half Mile Meadow, and then go through
the wood. In that way we can come upon
the back wall of the Moat Hollow grounds
without showing ourselves at all.”

As they walked they discussed the
latest development, and they were thor-
oughly excited. Nipper had been talking
to Nelson Lee, and he had learned about
that attempt to seize the parchment. This
was the first the others had heard of it.

“By George, Mr. Lee was jolly smart
to nab that gunman!?’ said Handforth
admringly. ‘‘What a sell! Fancy our be-
ing at lessons when the thing happened!
Just our luck!”

“One thing’s certain, you chaps,” re-
marked Nipper. ‘Those Moat Hollow
people will be kicking themselves. They’ll
know by now that their wheeze has failed,
and that the guv’nor has scored a point.”

““Yes, and they’ll know that Mr. Lee 1s
working on the case, begad!” said Tre-
gellis-West. “That’s not so frightfully
good, dear old boy !”

“Don’t worry about the guv’nor, he can
look after himself,” replied Nipper cou-
fidently. ‘ Better go easy now,” %e added,
lowering his voice. *‘ We’re getting into
the wood, and the less we talk the better.”

They progressed in silence. Lightning
had been well trained by Willy, and he
would not utter a sound unless he received
permission. _

As they penetrated deeper and deepcr
into the wood they began to feel the
tension; it was so dark here, so gloomy,
so mysterious. And the very kmowledgc
that they were mnearing Moat HolloW
affected tﬂem. Their hearts were beating

(Continued on page 24.)
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Handy ‘¢ takes the biscuit *’ when he burbles about pancakes!

No. 42, Vol. 2,

E

Editor E

PANCAKES
BY

THE EDITOR,

Art Editor

Ye Editor discourseth on ye curious olde custom
of making pancakes, and showeth how ye scholars
at Saint Frank’s do make and eat these pancakes.

ELL, you f{fellows, Shrove Tuesday

&&l comes next week, though 1 forget

what day it comes on—Friday, I

fancy. And 1 expect you're all
getting ready to scoff loads of pancakes.
Greedy lot! I hate greed. I don’t suppose
that, at the outside, I shall eat more than
twenty-five or thirty.

I have been trying to bag Fatty Little to
fry some pancakes for Study D., but, of
course, he’s booked right up with requests,
That’s like the other fellows. Always thinking
of themselves. Never give a thought to
anvbody elsee And 1 went after Fatty
early, too, in order to get in first.

Fatty’s a wonder at pancakes. He can’t
toss them like I can, but he mixes them a
treat. By George! It makes my mouth
water simply to think of them.

If I can’t get Fatty, I shall try to scrounge
some pancakes down at Moor View. The
girls cook pancakes really well A fellow
has to be careful what he eats, of course;
but, on the whole, the Moor View cooking
class is good. Perhaps if I flatter Irene a
little, she’ll make us some; though really
we've hardly been on speaking terms since
I put “ feminine interest ”” into my WEEKLY
a fortnight ago. It wasn’t my fault that the
silly asses wrote all that bilge.
~ The fact is, Irene’s a ripping sort—she’s
Jolly nice-looking, and—and—well, she’s a
£ood sportsman and—and what about one
or two pancakes, old thing? We should
really like them.

Yours hopefully,
E. O. HANDFORTH,

EDITORIAL STAFF.
Editor-in-Chief

Chiet Snb—EdEi:tor
Literary Editoi'
E.
E.
Rest of Stafl E.

February 6th, 1932,

Handforth

0.
O. Handforth

Clarence Fellowe tells you

0. Handforth] how he has ceased to—
O. Handforth TALK IN RHYME
g. Handforth

Handforth

THINK it’s nearly time that I finished
talking rhyme and began to speak in
good, straightforward British; for every
time I speak my admirers simply shriek

and imagine I am trying to be skittish. I
point out with dismay that it is my usual
way of expressing my opinions on the matter,
but I've not a single friend who can really
comprehend that my very extraordinary
chatter isn’t actually done to create a little
fun for the listeners who give me their
attention.

So I'm going to persevere with the sensible
idea of making an inflexible intention of
never talking rhyme like a bally pantomime,
and never writing anything poetic. And
I'll keep upon that way, let it cost me what
it may. Tll show the world I'm firm and

energetic.

Unafraid and undeterred by derision or
‘““the bird,” I am quickly getting used to
the position. For a week no rhyming word
have my hungry critics heard, and they’re
now expressing generous contrition. At first
they would not own I could leave the rhymes
alone, but when they heard me speak they
gasped and wilted, and I gave them each
a fit—for, of course, I will admit that my
speech is rather cumbersome and stilted. I
have found it very hard just at first quite to
discard all the rhymes I used to put into my
phrases; but I’ve conquered the desire and
my courage will inspire every fellow in the
school to sing my praises.

In this article you’ll see not a word of
poetry. Not a single rhyming phrase makes
its appearance. And when you've read it
through I sincerely bope that you will decide
I am a chap of perseverance.
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DREADFUL DIARIES
By William Napoleon Browne
This week : WILLY HANDFORTH
Monday. Sprinkled a little aniseed on

nmy trousers-legs this morning before 1
went out for a stroll with Chubby and
Juicy. Several dogs sniffed the aniseed
and followed me all down the road. Chubby
and Juicy much amazed at my uncanny
attraction for animals, Said it’s wonderful
how they all follow me.

Tuesday. Was bitten by a dog in Ban-
nington Lane. Tried to stroke the brute,
but it sank its fangs into me. Bound up
the wound and said I had run my hand
against something sharp. Didn’t say what.

Wednesday. 1 have now taught Light-
ning, my greyhound, to take iood from my
hand without chewing a lump out of my
paw. It took only seven months to train
him. My power over animals 1s amazing.

Thursday. A circus has just come to Bell-
ton. It’s going away again on Saturday.
The procession passed the school gates. 1
must go down to-morrow and see it. Had
a wash to-day. Had to do something out
of the ordinary to celebrate this treat,

Friday. Went down to the circus.
Made friends with the animal trainer. He
told me that the tiger was so old that he
could hardly walk, and hadn’t a tooth in
his head, They have to feed him on rice
pudding. Saw a grand chance to show iy
marvellous power over animals. Bribed
the trainer with a ten-bob note (borrowed
from my major) to open the tiger’s cage as

HANDFORTII’'S WEEKLY

YN,
the procession
passes the col-
lege gates to-
morrow. I
want the fel-

| , - % A.* '
, ',, (/¢
NP g
lows to see 4

how bold I amm with an escaped tiger. I
am so excited. I can hardly wait till to-

morrow.

Saturday. My reputation is made.
Everybody looks at me with awe. It was
a little difficult at first. The trainer

opened the door of the cage, but the tiger
merely lay down on the floor and yawned.
Tried to get him out, but he wouldn’t
budge. Finally three men prodded him
out with sticks, and then he simply flopped
down in the lane and went to sleep. Terrible
cry raised. ‘ Look out ! Escaped tiger !
Fellows came running out to see what wasg
happening. I was in front, you bet. I
went boldly up to the tiger and looked him
in the face. As his eyes were closed he
didn’t see me, of course. I stirred him up
with my foot, but he simply rolled over
and snored, Fellows gasped with awe.
Tiger still stretched out on ground.
Wouldn't move ! In the end a dozen men
had to lift him up and put him back in his
cage. My name is made for good now.
That was ten bob well spent. (P.S.—In
the evening went for a stroll and was
bitten by a water-vole.)

g

OUR DICTIONARY

(More extracts from Reggie Pitt’s Life Work. We wish him no
harm—but may he have a short life !)

CRUMBS. An exclamation meaning :
““1I desire particularly to emphasise the
fact that I am considerably startled.”

CRUMPET. A fellow who is always
“ muffin *’ things is off his crumpet.

CUBE. A native of Cuba.

CURRENCY. A rare and wvaluable

material which is sometimes seen even in
the West House.

DAILY. Calamities which happen
every day—as lickings and newspapers.

DANCE-BAND, . See TORTURES
(MODERN). ]

DASH. |

DEAF. An affliction which jis often
present when one tries to borrow money.

DIEBT (With the B silent as in winter),
A strange type of money transactions,
which increase the more you contract
them.

DECTMAL POINT, -

DECK-CHAIR. An instrument which
collapses more frequently even than the
American stock-exchange,

DEER. Thing with antlers.

DEPEND. hen a master is very
angry, he is said to *‘ go off at the deperd.”

DEFECTIVE. The braln of a detective.

DEIPNOSOPHIST. Fatty Little is one
of these. It’s a good job he doesn’t know
it. A guzzling cormorant,
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FURIOUS FICTION

By Reggie Pitt |
No. 2: NOVEL SHORT STORIES

every writer to try and be original,

It 18 originality that pays—except

when you write for a mag. like this,
whose Editor doesn’t pay anybody any-
thing. ,

One way of being original is to be oppo-
site. If you steadily do away with all the
usual conventions in short stories, you
would swiftly become a very
original writer indeed.

xamine a short story.
Dissect it. In
fact, you can even read it, if
you feel strong enough.
Obviously the first thing to
do 1s to cultivate your op-
posity—that’s a good word ;
made it up myself—is to
ring a fow changes on the
names of various characters.

You might start your
story like this :

IN these days the popular stunt is for

“Dear me !

Sitlas Slugge, a tall,
good-looking youngster
of eighteen, who had
just left College to the
relief of the whole
establishment, paused
in surprise at the sight before him.

He had come downstairs to see if
the clock was going, and if not, why
not, when he saw a sly, furtive, masked
villain, whom he instantly recognised
as Frank Fearnought, the Cad of the
College, who was so debased that he
had been unanimously Kkicked out
into the hard world.

Fearnought had just finished truss-
ing up Slugge’s dignified old butler
named Chappy, and was now hitting
him hard on the head with the grand-
father clock.

““Stop, you villain ! *’ cried Slugge
angrily. ¢ You'll ruin that clock ! "

(Pitt says we should be a

original, so I’m publish-

ing this sketch upside
down.—E. O. H.)

This is all fine, sharp action, with good,
clean dialogue, and should go well. After
all, there is no reason why a villain should .
not be named Frank Fearnought, any moro
than the hero should not be called Silas
Shagge.

There are, of course, more ways than one
of acquiring oppositableness—that’s an-
other home-made word. Another method
is to tell the whole story
from the villain’s point of
view. In this case, it 1s as
well to keep to the original
nomenclature. (Dear e !
These words are getting bet-
ter and hetter.)

This is the style of thing:

““Take that!”

As Silas Slugge raised
the grandfather clock
and hissed these words,
he gave the miserable
butler a dull thud on the
conk with the jewelled
lever-movement., \What
splendid study he
made as the clock rosc
and fell in his athletic
grasp !

His figure was beauti-
fully shnky and ill-formed, his look was
nobly furtive and sly, and his whole
appearance filled one with admiration.

Just then the sickening handsome
hero came striding on the scene in
his usual, interfering way.

““ Stop that ! ’* he cried, with a re-
voltingly pure voice, ete., ete.

After you have written a short story in
this manner, you will want to know where
to find an editor sufficiently weak-minded
to print it. I teach this by correspond-
ence. Fifteen guineas the course (or in ten
monthly instalments of fifteen guineas).
Send for your first lesson NOW.,

Next Week: A MAN OF LETTERS.

OUR WISE WRITERS

To the Editor.

SIR,

It may interest you to hear that I
have made some investigation into the
origin of pancakes, which I beg leave to
put before you.

The word pancake came from a mixture
of the Russian and Greek, and is usually
called &, Russo-Grecian word, though pro-
fessor Pottlebrain proved it to be a Greeko-
Russian expression. The Russian word
Pan signifies a flat, metal cooking utensil,
furnished with one or more tubular metal
lhandles, which are called the pipes of

Pan, The Greek word cake (pronounced
‘“ cake ’) denotes a piece of confectionery
made from milled flour, sugar, and eggs.
We sce, then, that the combination of
the words seem to suggest a piece of floury
confectionery cooked in a flat utensil, and
that, sir, is exactly what a pancake is,
The reason why we eat pancakes is not
quite so clear, but my opinion is that it is
because there is really nothing else we
could do with them. A pancake i3 really
of very little use for mending boots or
putting patches on trou , ON garments.
Yours faithfully, ‘‘ BusTER.”
P.S.—Could you make it convenient to
lend me a bob till Friday weok ?




24

TheSt. Frank’s Fortune-Hunters
(Continued from page 20.)

more quickly. Even Lightning sensed
that this was no ordinary run, and more
than once, when Willy patted him, Willy
felt that the dog was quivering.

“Easy, old fellow—easy,” murmured
Willy.  *“Nothing to get excited over
yet.”

They were emerging from the last of the
trecs and they felt relieved. Before them
was a short stretch of rank grass and
weeds, with the high back wall of the
Moat Hollow grounﬁs looming up near at
hand. -

The boys would have passed on without
a suspicion; but suddenly Lightning came
to a full stop, and Willy, bending down,

felt that the dog was stiff and taut.

““What 1s 1t, old chap?” whispered Wilily
quickly.

Lightning, a ridge of hair standing up
all along his spine, was staring upwards
into the branches of one of the gaunt
trees. Willy looked up, too, and gulped.

For there, dimly outlined against the
evening sky, was a black, crouching
shadow.

CHAPTER 12.
The Man in the Tree!

¢ HAT is it?” whispered Nipper,
1instantly on the alert.
“Look !” breathed Willy.
“Lightning spotted him first!
We should never have known!”

The faintest of suppressed whines came
from the cxcited, but splendidly trained
dog. Nipper and Handforth and the
others stared upwards. They, too, saw
that mystery figure perched wup 1in the
tree. |

“Oh!” muttered Handforth hoarsely.

Every one of them felt rather scared.
They were not ashamed to admit it. For
that crouching figure, so0 black, so
shadowy, was grimly suggestive of evil—
of danger. The same thought occurred
independently to every boy. Was that
Thing up there the gorilla-like Monster of
Moat Hollow?

“Wait !” said Handforth tensely ‘“I’ve
got an electric torch——"
And ‘then  things happened. The

fisure in the tree suddenly came to life;
it swung down from the high branch,
slithering with uncanny skill along one
of the great limhs; then it swung out-
wards, caught a branch lower down and,
like a mon%tey in its agility, it reached
the next tree.

“You 1idiot, Handy!” hissed Nipper.

frowning.
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“That isn’t the monster—it’s a man! W,
heard you talking about an electric torcy
and he didn’t want to be spotted.” ’

“But—but I never dreamed——"" begay
Handforth.

He switched on his torch as he spoke -
and for a sccond the beam of light p}aye(i
upon that escaping figure. The boys saw
something black skimming down throug|
the lower branches of another tree.

“He’s down—he’s on the ground !” mut.
tered Church. ‘“Oh, my hat! Supposine
he comes for us?” >

“We're ready,” said Nipper. “ There
are plenty of us.”

“Go 1t, Lightning—fetch him!” urgeq
Willy, suddenly releasing the greyhound.
“Get him, boy!”

With a whine of eagerness, Lightning
strcaked oftf through the undergrowth. By
now the mystery figure had complctely
vanished, and the ys no longer con-
sidered the possibility of an attack. For
they could faintly hear the breaking of
dead twigs as the Black Shadow moved
farther and farther away.

‘““He’s bolted,” said Mae, not without
relief. *“Crumbs, he gave me a turn!”

Several torches were flashing now, and
the boys went plunging through the wood.
There was little fear that their movements
had been scen or heard from the grounds of
Moat Hollow, and the danger was lessened
as they penetrated deeper and deeper into
the wood.

Suddenly Willy halted. He was well in
the lead with Nipper.

“Hallo !” he exclaimed, in astonishment.

He was staring at Lightning. The grey-
hound, all his fire subdued, had come trot-
ting back. At the sight of Willy, his ears
fell and his tail drooped. He looked up

apologetically 1nto lis young master’s
face. |
“Well?” demanded Willy sternly.

“What do you call this?”

Lightning wagged his tail feebly.

“I can’t understand it,” said Willy,
“What made him give up the
chase? Hec isn’t hurt in any way, and I’ll
swear that that man could not have got
awgy from him. Why did Lightning give
up.”

“What else can you expect?” asked his
major tartly. ‘“Lightning’s only a grey-
hound. He’s not built for this kind of
work, anyhow, Now, if you had a blood-
hound as a pet, it would be a jolly sight
more sensible.”

“It’s fuinny,” said Willy slowly. ‘ Some-
thing must have happened to make old
Lightning give up the chase like that.
He’s never done such a thing before.”

“Perhaps that Mystery an had a
bicycle or a car in the lane?” suggested
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Tommy Watson, “Lightning would have
been dished——"’

« But the man hadn’t time to get to the
jane,” interrupted Nipper. “Oh, well,
we've lost him now. There’s not an
earthly chance of catching up with him,
and, what’s more, we’re none too safe here
in the wood. He may be lurking about
somewhere, waiting for us.”

“No need to worry about that,” said
willy. ‘‘If he’s lurking anywhere Light-
pning will sniff him out.”

“I’'m not so sure of Lightning now,”
growled Handforth. “I’'m disappointed
in that giddy dog !’

‘“Rats !
time, didn’t he?”’ retorted Willy.

But he was chipped unmercifully by the
others; they concluded that Lightning’s
abilities had been greatly over-rated %)y
his young master.

It was at Nipper’s sugﬁestion that they
retraced their steps. They thought it
advisable, 1n the circumstances, to

abandon their programme as regards Moat
Hollow. But Nipper wanted to have a
closer look at the tree where the Mystery
Figure had lurked.

‘“Hallo! This looks like something,”
murmured Nipper after a while.

They were searchin§ the ground under
the trees, and suddenly Nipper had come
upon a soft patch of damp earth where a
left footprint was clearly impressed. This
was the very spot, mo doubt, where the
man had jum down from the tree. He
must have landed on one foot, for there
was only a blurred mark, indicatin
where the right foot had touched. Thic
grass lay beyond, and no footprints were
visible.

‘““I say, this i1s worth examining,” said
Nipper, as he went down on his knees.
“Look at it, you chaps. The blighter
might have made it especially for us.”

The imprint was that of a shoe which
had been ahod with a patented rubber sole,
and the design was distinctive. Impressed
1 the earth were a number of star-pointed
circles. There was only one star in the
centre of the heel mark, but at the edge
of the heel there was a pronounced ridge,
i)roving that the actual heel of the shoe
12ad a jagged cut in it—a cut which might
casily have been caused by a sharp flint.

“No mistaking this footprint,” said
Nipper, as he took a piece of paper from
his f‘)ocket and drew a rough copy. ‘‘It
might be worth coming back with some
Platster of Paris, so that we can take a
cast.”

“By George, that’s a good 1dea !” said
Handforth eagerly. ‘‘We’'re not far from
the village. Let's buzz there now, get
some Plaster of Paris, and make the cast
at once.” |

e sniffed out the man the first
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“But—but why?” asked Church
“What’s the good of that footprint?”

“Every good,” replied Nipper ecrisply
‘lf we can find a man with a shoe

identical with this footmark, we shal
have made a big discovery.”

Breaking through into the lane, they
hastened to the village; from Mr.
Sharpe’s, the ironmonger’s, they obtained
the necessary Plaster of Paris.

But when they arrived back in the wood
they found that somebody had been there
before them. That tell-tale footprint was
completely obliterated !

P eagTE———

CHAPTER 13.

The Expert from London! -

OD MILLAR looked at his watch
almost nervously.
“He ought to be here now,” he
muttered. ‘“Well, everything’s
ready. You'll keep out of the way, of
course, Zingrave.”

Professor Zingrave, who was secated at
the table inspecting the fateful manu-
script, sighed.

“You say
Millar,” he said.
out of the way.”

Tod Millar was not listening; he was
looking round the comfortably furnished
room, assuring himself that everything
was in readiness. He touched a bell, and
a quietly dressed man entered—a man who
was very obviously a butler.

““Now, Ridley, you know what you’ve
got to do?” asked Tod. ¢ This fellow is
ue to arrive at any minute. You’ll open
the door to him and bring him straight
here. If he asks you any questions, put
him oft.”
“Leave it to mc, Tod,” said the butler
cheerfully. “This guy is genuine, I under-
stand? Nothing crooked about him, eh?”

“Don’t be a fool,” retortel Millar.
‘““He is Henri Lebon, one of the cleverest
mathematicians in Europe, with a big
}h)ractice in London. The French police
ave sought his aid hundreds of times in
the solving of ciphers. Scotland Yard
has called him in more than once, too.”

“Bit risky having him here, 1sn’t 1t?”
asked Ridley. - v

‘“Risky  nothing,”  retorted  Tod.
“Where's the risk, you idiot? As Dr.
Ragozin I am a highly respectable
member of society. hy shouldn’t I
invite Lebon here if I want to? I have
commissioned him in the ordinary way,
and I'm paying him a big fee, too; so if
he doesn’t come across he’ll hear some-
thing !”

such unnecessary things,
“Of course I shall be



26

It was the next day, and the crooks,
after spending marg' weary, brain-
fagging hours on Captain Humphrey
Rossiter’s old manuscript, had decided to
secure expert advice. As Millar had said,
it was not risky.

Zingrave had definitely declared that
the manuscript was in code. And there
was no key to it. Perhaps that key was
given in the vital missing page, but the
chances of recovering tiat page were
growing more and more remote. It had
occurred to Zingrave that Monsieur Lebon
might be able to solve the cipher with.
out that key. If so, the rest would be
plain sailing.

“I think,” said Zingrave softly, ‘‘that
it 1s time for me to retire.”

Tod glanced quickly out of the window.
A big limousine had just glided through
the open gateway. o the astonishment
of the villagers, the big gates of Moat
Hollow had been left standing open nearly
all the morning. Millar and Zingrave had
decided that it would be to their advan-
tage to give Bellton the impression that
there were no sccrets in the old house.
Tradesmen came and tradesmen went, and
everything was normal enough.

The man who descended from the
limousine was a typical Frenchman; well
dressed, even dapper, he was a man con-
siderably over middle age, with iron-grey
hair and a small white moustache. His
gold-rimmed glasses gave him a learned
air.

He had no cause for suspicion after he
had knocked, for the door was opcned by
a dignified-looking butler, and, having
given his name, he was ushered througﬁ
the well-furnished hall and taken to Dr.
Ragozin’s study.

““This 18 so good of you, Monsieur
Lebon,” said Tod, acting his part well, as
he came forward with outstretched hand.
“I am most grateful. This ancient manu-
script, it wearies me. I tire my brain.”

““We shall see what can be done,” said
Monsieur Lebon, smiling. “I gather the
matter is of some importance?”

““To me it is so very 1important,” replied
Millar quickly. “That is why I am will-
ing to pay you your own fce, monsieur,
and to reimburse your expenses. I grow
impatient—I grow frantic. :No longer can
I wait. Sée, this is it!  You, with your
expert knowledge, can solve the cipher.”

“You are indeed in a great hurry,”
chuckled Monsieur Lebon, as he sat down
and adjusted his glasses. ‘‘Oui! T see.
Yes. So this is the manuscript. Bien!
Most, most interesting.”

He turned the crackly parchment sheets
with almost loving care; this manuscript,
to him, was a thing of beauty. At the

‘noet spcak in that way,” said Lebon.
arrange for me to come, and I guarantce

“ THE FOURTH FORM REBELS,” Featuring Jimmy Silver & Co.,

first glance his expert eye could tell tliat
it was genuincly old. Here was a rare anqg
valuable sixteenth century document.

‘““But this is wonderful !”’ he cried, look-
ing up, his eyes aglow. ‘ Monsieur, yoy
have the perfect specimen——"

“Yes, yes,” interrupted Tod, drumming
his fingers impatiently on the desk. ]
know the manuscript is of great value.
But what of the writing? You can
decipher it, yes? It has come into my
possession after being lost for many
generations. Yes, it is a family docu-
ment, for I am distantly related to the
Rossiters. But that is of no interest to
you, Monsieur Lebon. It is the cipher you
must solve. There is a message written
here; but, as you will see, it does not
read with any real sense. Something is
hidden.” |

“Wait,” said Lebon keecnly.
soon tell you.”

He pored over the manuscript with the
eagerness of an enthusiast; he turned the
parchment shcets again and again. At
last he looked up with sadness in his eyes,
and he shook his head. :

“But the key?” he asked, with a shrug.
““There is a sheet missing, monsieur, and
it is that sheet which contains the kcy to
this cipher.”

Tod nodded.

“Yes, I know,” he replied. “It is be-
cause of the missing sheet that I have
brought you here, Monsieur Lebon. A man
of your cleverness, of your brilliance, can
no doubt decipher the message without
the use of a key.” '

Monsieur Henri Lebon sat back; with
compressed lips he shook his head.

“You take me for the magician, but
that I am not,” he replied quietly. ** With.-
out the key, monsieur, I am as helpless as
you."”

“I shall

T was a blow for Tod Millar, although he
did his best to disguise the disappoint-
ment he felt. In his réle of Dr. Ragozimn
he thought it advisable to grow & little

excited.

“You say you cannot do this?” hc asked,
waving his hands. “Are you sure? Look!
Look again! You are too quick, my friend.”

““I have looked—and, I repeat, without the
key sheet I am helpless,” replied the visitor.

“And I pay you the big fee for this?” de-
manded Tod.

“You are excited, mon ami, or you would
€€ 1701‘

nothing. That was understood, was it not?
By telling you the truth at once, I not only
save my own time, but I save you some
money. I should be the fraud if I pretended
that I could do the impossible.”

He was closely examining the manuscript
again, and his e¢ves were hidden from Tod
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Millar; and now there was a steely, menacing
Jight in those eyes. .

“J wurge you, moasieur,” said Teod
eninestly.  “You must look carefully—-"

“You will come here, please,” said Lchon,
«uddenly looking up and pointing to the
manuseript. “You will see——"

As Tod Millar bent over, the point of his
chin was thrust forward. 'The right-hander to
1'od’s jaw was extraordinarily ncat, Monsieur
Lebon knew exactly what he was doing, and
his clenched fist was as hard as a, sledge-
hammer. There was apparently very little
effort behind that blow, but its force was
terrific.

Tod Millar took it on tlje point, and it was
the most unexpected thing that had ever hap-

He went over backwards
polecaxed bull, his kneces collapsing.
He sagged to the floor, and so sofi was the
carpet that he fell almost noiselessly.

penced in his hfe.
hke a

“I am sorry, mon ami,” murmured
Monsicur Lebon  coolly, “but it was
necessary.,’”’

Very coolly, very dehiberately, ho gathered
up the sheets of tho ancient manuseript, He
placed them in the inner pocket of his over-
coat, buttoned up his coat, and then secured
his hat and gloves. He glanced back at Tod
Millar, who was decidedly “out ”’; then he
opened the door, passed into the hall, and
Ridley, tho butler, appeared from another
doorway.

“Yon will show me out, please,” said
Monzicur Lehon Iniefly.
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“I'm sorry, sir,” said Ridley, ifh a flurry.
“I didn’t hear the bell—”

"The bell, it was not rung,” said the
visttor. ‘‘ Monsieur Ragozin, your master, is
very busy and is not to be disturbed. 'The
door, please.”

The audacity of the whole episode was
starthng. Ridley deferentially opened the
door, and Monsieur Henri Lebon passed out.

Without hindrance he escaped—taking that
precious manuseript with him,

e -
Yreoo ==

-~~~ Excitedly, the boys ex-
amined the footprint of

= - th: (llz:pgerj gtentlemadn
" who ha ust passed.
//;l = ‘“My only sainted
Jw aunt 1’* gasped Hand-
forth, ‘¢ He’s the Black
Shadow ! *?
Tho limousine had gone, but monsieur

scemed in no way surprised. He turned out
of the gateway, and a moment later he was
walking briskly.

Back in Moat Hollow, Tod Millar slowly
recovered.

His first sensations, upon sitting up, were
uupleasant. His head was throbbing agonis-
ingly; his jaw felt as though it ha#d been dis-
located. ‘Then, as memory returnced, he
struggled unsteadily to his feet.

“What—what happened?” he muttercd
dazedly, “I don’t seem to know——"’

He looked round, his eyes staring. He was
alono in the room. Monsieur Lebon had
gone, and——

The manuscript |
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It was n8 longer on the desk.. And then it
was that Tod Millar realised the truth. He
had a fleeting recollection of Lebon’s fist
coming u Yes, that was it! It was
Lebon who had knocked him out!

Tod Millar staggered to the door and pulled
it open. Ridley was just outside—Ridley
being a somewhat inquisitive individual.

“Sorry !” he gasped. “I didn’t know—— 1
heard you moving about, and 1 won-
dered——"

“Never mind what you wondered,” snarled
Tod. “ Where'’s that Frenchman?”
“Gone, of course,” said Ridley, staring.

“Gone ?” screamed Tod. “When? How
Jong 77

““Why, ncarly ten minutes ago, I should
think,” replied Ridley, 1n amazement.

“What’s happened, Tod?”

“You fool—you hopeless, blundering fool!”
raved Tod Millar., “You let him get away!
I don’t know who he was, or what his game
is—but he's got that manuscript! Knocked
me clean out—and then he walked off the
premises! And you let him go!” z

L I

CHAPTER 14.
The Footprint!

[PPER and several other Removites
N hurried through the St. Frank’s gate-
way. Morning lessons were over, and
they were bent upon taking a brisk

walk down to the village.

“It’s a fact, you chaps,” Handforth was
sayving. “I heard it from old Browne, who
just came up from the village, The Moat
Hollow gates are standing wide open. Yes,
and somebody drove in with a whacking great
car not long ago.”

“Well, you can’t cxactly call that mys-
terious, Handy,” said Nipper, with a chuckle,
“Still, we might as well take a walk down
and have a look.”

“There’s too much delay,” growled Hand-
forth. “Days go by, and nothing happens!
Thank goodness we're going over to Kdge-
more Castle to-night. Mr. Lee, too. Perhaps
something will be fixed.”

Half-way down the lane they bcheld a
stranger; a smartly-dressed, dapper, elderly
gentleman with a white moustache. He was
walking with little mincing steps, and there
was a jauntiness in his attitude which seemed
to ilgdicate that he was at peace with the
world.

“Who's
suspiclously.

‘“Oh, a . desperate crook, I suppose,” said
Church, with a sniff. o

“By George! You're probably right!”

“Fathead !” -said Church. “You stare at
every stranger you meet as though he were a
criminal 1n the dock! Anybody can sce, with
half an eye, that this old fellow 1s harmless.”

Monsieur Henri Lcbon hardly glanced at
the boys as they passed him; and they, for
their part, only gave him a casual look.

the old boy?”’ asked Handforth,
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Handforth was the exception; he scrutinised
Monsieur Lebon with frank curiosity.

“There you are—I knew it!” whispered
Church. *You rude rotter, Handy! Was
there any need to stare like that?”

“I wasn’t staring—I was only giving him
a careful scrutiny,” said Handforth. ‘ And,
what's more, I don’t like the look of him!
Did you twig his shifty eyes? Crook’s eyes,
if ever I saw any!”

“Oh, come on!” said Travers.

But Nipper was standing perfectly still,
and he was staring fixedly down upon the
road surface. Then, almost like a fellow in

a dream, he turned and stared back at the
retreating Lebon,
“What’s up,

quickly.

“That stranger!” said Nipper in a tense
voice. ‘‘He walked over this soft, muddy
spot a few scconds ago. I distinctly saw him
—because, at first, I had an 1idea that he
would walk rotind it. Then I noticed this
footprint.”

“Eh? What?”

‘“ Footprint 7’

They all stared down—and gasped. For
there could be no mistaking that impress. A
shoe with a rubber sole had made that mark
—and there were the unmistakablo star-
pointed circles. Yes, and there was even that
little ridge at the heel.

“But—but this 1s idiotic!” protested Hand-
forth blankly. “The man who left this foot-
print is the same—— My only sainted aunt!
He's the Black Shadow of Bellton Wood!”

“Not a doubt about 1it,” agreed Nipper
grimly,

““Oh, my hat!”

“But—but what arc we going to do ?”

“I'll show you what we're going to do,”
retorted Nipper. “Come on—everybody! It’s
just luck that we’ve hit upon him like this.
I believe Handy’'s right—that man is a crook
in disguise.”

“I knew 1it!”’ gasped Handforth excitedly.
“What did T tell you?”

“If we let him go now, we might necver
have another chance of grabbing him,” said
Nipper swiftly. “Come on! It's a golden
opportunity.”

They went racing up the lane, their minds
more or less in a whirl., It seemed so fan-
tastic—so unbelievable—that the creature of
the wood could be the learned-looking, elderly
gentleman who had so recently passed them.
Yet how could there be any doubt? Those
footprints were identical!

“We won’t ask any questions—we’ll just
down him!” said Nipper, as they ran. “We
can ask questions afterwards.”

Monsieur Henri Lebon suspected nothing:
even when the boys came running up behind
him he only glanced back casually. Clearly,
he believed that they were running straiggt
on into the school premises, Then came the
shock. For the Removites, with one accord,
hurled themselves foreibly upon the stranger.

“On him!”

“Keep him down!?”

‘““Hurrah!”

Nipper?”’ asked Watson
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Monsicur Lebon went flying. He had no
chance to escape. Junilors swarmed all over
him and held him down.

“ Wait—wait !” he panted. ‘‘You do not
understand—"

“Oh, don't we?” said Handforth, “We
understand all right! You're a crook, and
we've bowled you out!”

Nipper, at this moment, had succeeded in
tecaring open the stranger’s cvercoat—and the
first thing he saw was that precicus, ancient
manuscript, .

“ Look—look at this!” ejaculated Nipper,
in wonder and joy. ‘“It’s Captain Hum-
pbhrey’s manuscript !

“By George!” gurgled Handforth, breath-
less with excitement. “That’s proved it,
then! This man is one of those creoks.”

Monsieur Lebon laughed.

“You youngsters are certainly enthusi-
astic,” he said dryly. “And now, if you
don’t mind, Y'd like to get to my feet.”

Nipper stared at him in bewilderment.

‘““Guv’nor!” he gasped.

For the voice of Monsievur Henri Lebon was
the voice cf Nelson Lee! |

CHAPTER 15.

Nelson Lee Explains!

'’ was more than a surprise—it was a
][ shock. .
The boys leapt away from their pris-
oncr as though he had suddenly become
electriied. And ‘' Lebon * rather painfully
got to his feet.

“Ixcept for four or five bruises, a grazed
elbow, two loosened teeth, and a lump on the
back of my head, I have escaped unharmed,”
said Lee. '

“I sav, guv’'nor, we're dreadfully sorry——
hegan Nipper.

“It’s all nght—I'm not blaming 3
terrupted Lee, his eyes twinkling. “TI’ll have
that manuscript, if you don’t mind, young
‘un.”

“Look here-—we'd hetter be eareful,” said
Handforth. ‘“How do we know that this s
Ay, Lee? He may be trying to fool us——"

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Good old Handy'!”

The others chuckled. They were perfeetly
satisfied regarding the ‘““stranger’s” identity.

“Fortunately, the Iittle incident was not
witnessed by anybody else,” said Lee, glanc-
Ing up and down the lane. ‘There 1s one
thing I would like to hnow. Why did you
hboys suspect me? I don’t mind admitting
“that I have received a jolt—in more senses
than one. I fancied that my make-up was
impenetrable.”’

“It wasn’t that, sir,” said Nipper.
your footprint.”

(41 Oh?’,

»

vou,’’ 1in-

“It was

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Handforth, star--

Ing., “I'd forgotten about that f{ootprint!
How do you account—?’

“We had better mnot talk here,” put in
Nelson Lee. ‘““Come with me—straight to
my study,”
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They followed him, freshly bewildered.
Anybody who saw them crossing the Triangle
and going into Inner Court thought nothing.
Merely a handful of juniors escorting a
stranger to the Head’s house. Thus they
came to Nelson Lee's study, and after they
had crowded in, Lee closed the door.

““Wait just one minute,” he said briefly.

He vanished behind a screen, was absent
for a minute or two, and when he emerged
the grey hair and the white moustache had

gone; the lines and wrinkles had vanished.
He was Nelson Lee once again.

“Now,” he said, sitting down, “are you
quite satisfied, Handforth, that I am not a
criminal in disguise ?” ‘

“Yes, rather, sir, Handforth
sheepishly.

‘““First of all, I want to hear about those
footprints,” said Lee. “You suspected me, I
understand, because of my footprint. Why
was that ?7”

He listened interestedly while they told him
of the adventure of the previous mght; once
he started, and nodded.

“That was very smart of you, Nipper,” he
said approvingly, at length. *“So you ilook
careful note of that footprint, and even tried
to make a plaster cast of it? I'm sorry I
spoilt your little game—for I returned soon
afterwards, remembering that I might have
left a tell-tale mark. . It was I who obliterated
it.”

“You!” said all the boys, in one voice.

“L” nodded Lee calmly. “I, in fact, was

the mysterious Black Shadow.”
“Oh, erumbs!”

“Well I'm jiggered!” .

““And—and we thought you were a crook,
Sil‘."

‘ Apparently, it is one of your hobbies to
miStake me for a crook,” said Lee, with a
smile. “Yet I don’t blame you. I knew who
you were, of course, and the reason I bolted
was because I wished to mystify you some-
what.”

“I say, guv'nor, wasn’t that a bit thick ?”
protested Nipper.

- “No; it was necessary,” replied Lee. “1
could not risk any interference with my plans.
If I had revealed myself to you then and
there, you might have used my name—and
we were very near to Moat Hollow., My cne
object was to get away, to distract your atten-
tion from that tree, and the attention of any-
body else who might have been near at
hand.”

“But why distract our attention from that
tree, sir 7"’ asked Skeets, in wonder.

“You can tell your minor, Handforth, that
Lightning is a -very :excellent dog,” continued

?  said

’

Lee. “ Lightning caught up with me almost
- at once—and  would,  indeed, have given me
a nasty two minutes. Fortunately, he recog-

nised mo at once. Lightning and I are great
friends, you know. He weat back at my word
of command.” _
“Well I'm blessed !” said Nipper. “So that
explains it! We wondered why Lightning
had failed so miserably.. Naturally, finding
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that you were a friend, he just came back to
us.”

“With regard to that tree, I was, as a
matter of fact, engaged in a somewhat
ncfarious business,”” pursued Lee, becoming
serious. “I ‘didn’t intend to tell you boys
about this, but you have forced my hand. 1
was breaking all the post-office regulations by
listening-in to the Moat Hollow telephone.”

““Oh, what an ass!” growled Nipper. “ Why
couldn’t T have thought of a simple thing
like that?”

“You see, that same morning—yesterday
morning—l had a visitor,” explained Lee.
‘“He was a man who came to the school to
steal that sheet of parchment. And he could
have only received his instructions by tele-
phone, That put an idea into m?r head.
Perhaps the Moat Hollow people would make
further plans by ’phone. It did not take me
long to tap tho wires, and to provide mysclf
with a comfortable little eyrie in that trec.”

“How long had you been there, sir 7’ asked
Nipper.

“For a few hours—and I was prepared to
listen-in for many hours longer,” rephed Lcc
quietly. “I was ‘on the wire’ when Ragozin
got through to DMonsiecur Henrit Lebon—a
man, by the way, for whom I have the most
profound respect. I recognised Lebon’s voice
at once, for he and I are old acquaintances.
I knew, then, that there could bo no crooked-
ness in the transaction. Ragozin urged him
to come down to examinc an old manuscript,

G R e o o e o o =

'* THE FIGHTING MIDDY.”

A stirring yarn of the Navy.

and he offered to pay an extravagant fee,
Lebon promised to come to-day.”

“Then where is he, sir?” asked Handforth,
in surprise,.

“Monsieur Lebon is on his way to Berlin,”
replied Lee cheerfully: *“and somehow I don’t
think the Moat Hollow pccple will now have
any usc for his services.”

CHAPTER 16.
Preparing for Action!

S Nelson Lee spoke, he tapped Lis
A fingers upon the precious Rossiter
manuscript.

“Yo gods and little fishes!” ejacu-
lated Nipper, his eyes gleaming. “I see what
you mean, sir! Ragozin wanted this man
Lebon to read that old manuscript. But it's
no good now, because the manuscript is here.”

“How did you get it, sir?’ asked Skeets,
in wonder and joy. *Oh, this is just mar-
vellous! Dad will be tickled to death! Say,
you’re a wonder, sir.” |

““Yes, rather ! chorused the others

“It's—it’s almost unbelievable,” went on
Skeets, his centhusiasm carrying him away.
“Those crooks had this manuscript, and we
saw no hope of getting it. And now, slick
and clean, you spring it out! Shucks! I
shall wake up soon.”

Nelson Lee laughed.

A BLUNDER.

1st Burglar: ‘ Any luck
mate ? >’

2nd Burglar : ‘“No, I worked all night
on a butcher’s safe, and when I blew it
open I found it was a refrigerator.”’

(J. Luck, 12, Barnet Lane, Barnet,
has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

lately,

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature ! If you

) TOO HIGH.

Hard-up traveller: ‘“ What are the
prices of your rooms ? »

Landlord : ‘“Ground floor one pound,
first floor sixteen shillings, second floor
twelve shillings.”

Traveller: “H’m! I'll come back when
you’'ve added a few more storeys to your house.”

(H. Ordhume, 42, Stock Orchard Crescent,
Holloway, London, N.7, has been awarded a pen-

knaife.)
NEITHER.

Jones : ‘‘Is John’s new dog a setter or a
pointer 2 *°

Brown : ‘¢ It’s neither.
a disappointer.”’ -

(S.Allen, 19, Fishergate, Magdalen Street,
Norwich, has been awarded a penknife.)

- CAUGHT.

I Willie : “ D’vou know, I haven’t slept for
I'll eat three whole days.” )

Billy : *“ You don’'t say! And why not ?”

Willie : ““ I only sleep at night time.”

(D. Campbell, 70a, Op De Bergers Street, Faire

know a good rib-tickler, send it along now. A hand-
some watch will be awarded eath week to the sender
of the best joke ; pocket wallets and penknives are also
offered as prizes. Address your jokes to ‘‘ Smilers,’’
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

GIVING THE GAME AWAY.
Teacher (inspecting home-work) : ¢ Why
do you do your sums in the old-fashioned
way, Tommy ? Smith’s is quite different.’”’
Tommy: Well, he has a father, and I've
only a grandfather.’’

(L. Jarman, 12, Cross Street, Rhymney, Wales,
has been awarded & handsome watch.) .

ONE BY ONE.

It was Jimmy’s birthday, and his aunt had
given him a box of chocolates. |

““ Don’t eat all those at once or you will be ill,”
warned his mother.

“ No, mummy,” replied Jimmy.
them one by one.”

(K. Shardlow, 1, Milner Road, Sherwood,
Nottingham, has been awarded a penknife.)

It’s an upsetter, and
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‘ You forget, boys, that I had all the advan-
tago of the crooks,” he said,

“We don’t forget that you took your hfe
in your hands when you entered Moat
Hollow—alone,” said Nipper  gruffly.
“ Guv’nor, it was awfully risky.”

“In my profession, Nipper, very little of
calue is gained without risk,” replied Lee.

“But why did those rotters want this
Frenchman 7’ asked Handforth wonderingly.
““ Why couldn’t they read the manuscript
themselves? It’s not written in French, 1s
it 77

“ Monsieur Lebon 18 one of the world’s
greatest experts on secrct codes and ciphers,
Handforth,” explained Lee. “Now, as 1
myself suspected, this manuscript does not
read in a plain, straightforward way. It is,
in fact, written in cipher.”

¢é Oh l"

“Qur friends at Moat Hollow could make
nothing of it—mainly because they were not
in possession of the key sheet,” continued
Lee. “So they thought, by inducing Lebon
to come down, that they might be able to
make progress.”’

“And you went there instead of Monsieur
I.cbon, sir?” asked Nipper.

“Tt struck me that the opportunity was too
rood to be missed,” said the detective.
“These people did not know Lebon, except
by reputation, 1t was not even nccessary for
me to impersonate him. I went to London
in the early hours, saw Lebon, and, although
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he was not very much in love with the idca,
he consented to what I proposed. So, you
see, it was I who visited Moat Hollow—
knowing, of course, that I should have that
manuscript placed right into my hands.”

“How did you get out, sir 7"’ asked Nipper
cagerly.

“l am afraid my methods were crude,” said
Lee, with regret. “I—er—*socked’ Dr.
Ragozin on the jaw and then quictly walked
off the premises.”

The boys listened in glee as they heard ot
that daring episode.

“The car I wused was a hired one,” ex-
plained Lee. “I had already told the
chauffeur to drive away—for I should not
need it any more. I reckoned upon getting
well yp the lane before ‘here could be any
alarm, And I judged that the crooks would
not think of looking in the direction of the
school. They would make inquiries concern-
ing that car, and they would probably tracc
1t, only to find that it returned to London
empty. By that time I should be back in my
own personality, and—?*

“1 say, that was brilliant, sir,” interrupted
Nipper, ‘‘LEven now those crooks are search-
ing, I expect. But won’t it be a bit rough on
Monsieur Lebon 7

““I think not,” replied Lee, with a laugh
‘It so happened that Monsicur Lebon had a
very important engagement in Berlin to-day,
which, 1n consequence of my arrangement
with him, ho was able to keep. He left
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view, Johannesburg, S. Africa, has been awarded
a useful prize.)
BROKE.

Molly: ‘“ Mummy, do you know what Dick and
I have bought you ? *°

Mother : ‘I ean’t guess, dear.”

Molly : ‘¢ A rose bowl.”

Mother : ‘¢ But I already have one.’’

Molly : *‘ Not now. We’ve broken it.”

(J. Ronald, 25, Bell Terrace, Westmor-
find Road, Newcastle-on-Tyne, has been
acarded a pocket wallet.)

A ROTTEN REF.
Football referee (to severe and loud-mouthed

eritic) :  ““ Who’s refereeing this game—me or
you ¢ ”?
Critic : ** Neither of us!?”

(A. Hill, 17, Richmond Hill, Luton, kas been
awarded a penknife.)

-~

ONE BETTER.

Teacher (after telling class

about famous inventors) : ‘“Now,
Bertie, what would you like to
ilavent ? *?
_ Bertie : ** Well, sir, I’d like to
ilivent a machine so that by
Pressing a button, all my lessons
would be done.”’

Teacher (severely) : ‘¢ That’s
very lazy of you, my boy. Willie

tlson, what would you invent? *’

Willie
button.”

(E. Joslin, 44, Lower Anchoy Streefl,
Chelmsford, has been awarded a poclict
wallet,)

Wilson : *‘‘Something to press the

UNSETTLING.

Boarder : ‘* Having this duck for dinner is
like a summer’s day.”

Landlady : *“ Why "
Boarder : ‘“ It's very rare.”

Landlady : ‘‘ And your bill is like the weather
we get now.”

Boarder: ‘““ Why 2"
Landlady : “ It's unsettled.”

(4. Jones, 79, Albany Road, Camberwell,
London, S.E.5, has been awarded a penknife.)

THE PROBLEM.

The old gentleman had rubbed
his coat against somo railings
which were being painted.

“Why don't you put °‘Wet
Paint ’. on these railings?”
complained the man angrily to
the painter. |

“ Well, if I’'m not putting on
wot paint, what am I doing ? "
rotorted the painter in surprise.

(T, Langton, 135, Nightingale
Lane, Hornsey, London, N.8, has
been awarded a penknife,)
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London carly this morning. The crooks will
discover, sooner or later, that the real Lebon
was out of England at the time, and they will
no doubt put two and two together and get
at the truth. Meanwhile, we have this manu-
script. Not one single sheet of it, but the
whole lot.”

The boys could only marvel at the detec-
tive’s daring and resource. He was beating
the crooks all along the line. Coolly, de-
liberately, he had been forcing his attack.
And so successful had been his efforts that he
was now in possession of the fateful
manuscripf.

“What's the next move, guv'nor?” asked
Nipper,

“We'll wait until this evening,” said Nelson
Lee. “We’'ll have a talk with Lord Edge-
more, and something definite, I dare say, can
be arranged. You boys will realise, of course,
that I could not have taken any official action
with regard to the Moat Hollow people,

because I had absolutely no evidence.”

“That’s where you have the advantage of
the official police, sir,” said Nipper. *“You
don’t have to abide by rules and regula-
tions.”

Lee nodded,

“I might, of course, have cobtained a search
warrant—but I even doubt that,” he said.
‘“ And scarching the house, with the assistance
of the police, would have been risky. The
crooks, 1n their extremity, might have de-
stroyed the manuscript. And I could not take
that chance. IEven now my evidence is flimsy ;
there 1s only my word against theirs. It is
possible that we may be able to pounce to-
morrow, or the next day, but I shall not be
able to get a warrant for the arrest of these
men until I can produce my proofs.”

Skeets was bubbling with excitement.

“Dad and I will never be able to thank
vou for all you’re doing, sir,”” he said huskily.
“I guess it’'s just wonderful! But even now
we're not on safe ground, are we? If the
treasure 1s buried at all, it’s buried at Moat
Hollow,”

“That’s just it,” said Lee slowly. *‘ And
Moat Hallow 1s lawfully leased by Dr.
Ragozin, Still, Skeets, there may be some
way of getting round that,”

‘“And what about the cipher, sir?” went
on Skeets. “How shall we be able to read
the manuscript? Do you think you'll be able
to solve that cipher ?”

“We’'ll have a try,” replied Lee kindly.
“Somehow I think we ought to succeed.”

“It’s a cert, Skeets, old man,” said Nipper.
“When the guv’'nor starts- something, he
always finishes it!”

b

CHAPTER 17.
The Secret of the Manuscript!

HE -Earl of Edgemore welcomed his

|| guests with ali his old warmth and

heartiness. @ Kxcept for the haggard

lines of his face, he showed little sign

of the ecrushing blow which had shatiered his
fortunes.
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Edgemore Castle was a fine old pile, one ot
the noblest in England. It would be tragie,
indeed, if this ancestral home of the Edge-
niores was put up for auction. Yet this would
undoubtedly happen unless—as the carl him.
self said—a miracle occurred. And the only
miracle that could occur was the finding of
the old treasure. |

The fine dining-hall was warm and comfort-
able as the earl sat at dinner with his guests.
The boys, of course, wanted to speak of the
treasure at once; but Lord IEdgemore and
Nelson Lee turned the conversation into other
directions, Nothing was: said about the real
object of this party until the dinner was over,
and until they had all congregated in the
comfortable library. Soft lights were glowing
here, and a big firo was blazing in the old-
fashioned grate.

“I guess you boys are just burning to talk
of the treasure, eh ?” said his lordship dryly,
as he stood with his back to the blaze, “I °
wish I could be as enthusiastic as you. But
I've seen a good decl of the world, lads, and
I've had some grievous disappointments. 1
don’t intend to be disappointed this time.
That’s why I’ve practically made up my mind
that the Edgemore treasure will never be
recovered.”’

“But, dad, you haven’t heard!” said Skeets
breathlessly. ¢ Oh, shucks! I've been want-
ing to tell you ever since we arrived, but
nobody would let me speak. Mr. Lee has got
the whole maruscript.”

The earl necarly dropped his cigar.

“You must be mistaken, lad!” he said
hoarsely. ¢ Those people at Moat Hollow——"

“Mr. Lee took it from them,” interrupted
Skeets. “Oh, it was one of the neatest things
you ever heard of.”

Nelson Lee laughed, and, without delay,
he explained how the manuscript had come
into his possession. Lord Edgemore’s whole
manner changed; he became flushed, his eyes
glowed, and he examined the  manuscript
almost feverishly.

“Yes, with

“This 1s different,” he said.

this manuscript in our possession, the whole
situation is altered. Yes, yes, I see! The
page which Handforth found fits in here.
Exactly! Don’t you think we'’d better read
it, Mr. Lee?” '
“It would not be a bad idea,” laughed Lee.
“Couldn’t you read it out, sir, so that we
could all hear ?” asked Handforth cagerly.

They were all fired by the thoughts of un-
earthing the treasure, and they could see that
Lord Edgemorc himself was beginning to
share some of their enthusiasm.

Lord Edgemore and Lee sat at the desk
side by side; they went over the pages of
faded handwriting carefully, and the boys
gathered round, watching and listening.

“This is bad,” commented Lee after some
time. “I'm afraid we were wrong about that
separate page.”

“Wrong, sir?” asked Handforth quickly.
“Do you mean the one I found—the page
with the plan on it?”

“Yes,” replied Lee. “I had believed—and
I think the crooks had the same idea—that
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Everybody searched for the book whiech would

give them the key to the lost Edgemore

treasure. A sudden ecry came from Skeets.

‘“Look! I’'ve found it!’ he exclaimed
eagerly.

that page contained the key to the cipher.
But such 18 not the case. 'There 1s nothing
here to lead us to the truth.”

“Then—then we can’t read it at all 7 asked
Skeets, in dismay.

The spirits of all the boys were dampened,
Nelson Lee’s announcement disturbed them.

“We can read cverything that Captain
Humphrey has written, but that does not
mean a great deal,” said Lord Edgemore,
pursing his lips. ‘‘So far as I can make out,
the whole thing is a rambling account of Cap-
tain Humphrey’s voyage. There are certain
references to treasure—to sea-chests, and so
forth—but as for any directions, they are
completely lacking. Once or twice, too, the
Traitor’s Lodge 1s mentioned. But 1t 1s all
very involved—and very difficult to under-
stand.”

““Gee! Does that mean that we shan’t get
the treasure, dad?” asked Skeets.

His father did not reply. Nelson Lee was
frowning as he read. Then he rose to his
feet, and, lighting his pipe, he paced up and
down,

“There 1s something more in this,” he
said after a while. *“We cannot expect to
progress very rapidly, boyvs. We must always
remember that Captain Humphrey had
hidden an enormous fortune, and he took
cxtraordinary pains to keep the hiding-place
a4 sccret. Even in his directions as to the
situation of that hiding-place, he maintained
his caution. It might take days to discover
the key to this cipher—and yet, on the other
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hand, we may Int npon 1t within half an
hour.” :

He went back to the desk, and ouce again
he examined the plan and that crabbed,
faded handwriting. After a few minutes,
however, the detective rose to his }eet,
shaking his head.

“This 1s all extremely puzzling,” he =ald,
frowning. “If only we could get the
clue. One moment,” he added, as a
sudden thought struck him. ‘“By James! 1
wonder Let me ook at that first sheet
again, Lord Edgemore.”

He took it, and there was a new gleam in
his eves.

CHAPTER 18,
Skeets’ Discovery!

‘¢ ITAT 1s it, guv’'nor ?” asked Nipper
cuuckly,

“Tt may be nothing,” replied

J.ce. ““But 1t strikes me that

therc is something significant in this queer
bit of doggerel verse.”

“Queer ?”  repeated Lord TFdgemore.
“Slightly morbid, perhaps, but I don’t see
that 1t 1s queer.”

“It is queer in the sense that it is appa-
rently placed at the commencegment of the
manuscript without reason,” c¥plained Lee,
“Why is it there at all? There 1s no further
reference to it—and no logical reason why it
should have been written at all.”
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The first page of the old manuscript was
covered, at the top, with a lot of ornamental
scroll work. There were the words, in
printed characters, with many flourishes—
**Spanish Treasure.” Beneath this were the
further words: “A Record of the Voyage of
Captain Humphrey Rossiter.”

The account which followed was an in-
volved narrative, and it might well have
been a miere account of Captain Humphrey’s
travels. But 1f this was actually the case,
why had Captain lMumphrey taken such
pains to hide the manusceript ? IHidden some-
where within this elumsily-written story was
another story—giving the hiding-place of the
treasure. Lee was convinced of this,

And he was particularly interested in the
four lmes of doggerel which appearcd at the
top of the actual narrative:

??

“The night 7s black and still ;
The churchyard lays ahead;
The shadow on the lonly hill;
Girves peace unto the lead.”

“H'm! It is certainly puzzhng,” said
Lord IKdgemore. *‘“As you say, Mr, Leec,
there 1s no valid reason for commencing the
manuscript with that atrocious piece of
verse.”’

“The very crudity of 1t 1s suggestive,” said
Lee.  “It scems to me that it might hide
50m mthmg elsc—some inner meaning. Other.
wise, why should Captain Humphxoy have
written it at all 1%

Skeets was walking up and down with a
look of concentration on his face.

““The night 1s black and still; the church-
vard lays ahead—" Gee! I've never heard
that rhyme before, but therc’s something
pebout 1t that scems reminiscent of something
else. Now, where have I heard—— No, I
must be wrong, I guess.”

‘“‘Do you think the treasure i1s buried in
the old churchyard, sir?” asked Handforth
cagerly.

* Hardly,” replied Lee, shaking his head.
“No. we must look more rlosol) into this
rhyme. The line which intrigues me most is
the third onc—‘ The shadow on the lonely
hill." What hill? And what shadow? And
if the night 1s black, how could there be a
shadow at all?”

“That’s funny,” said Nipper with a start.
“I mean, those two words—‘ Black’ and

‘ Shadow.” We chaps have been talking a lot
about the Black Shadow but we meant—

“ Jumping gee!” yelled Skeets excitedly.

’)

“Really, my boy,’ protested his fat.th.
“What on earth—"

“Dad—dad !” gasped Skeets, his eyes
blazing. ‘“Dorn’t you remember? I believe

We’\'e got it! Those two words—‘ Black’
and ¢ Shadow.? Mr. Lee is right! Thev10
the two words which arec 1mportant in that
verse. The Black Shadow! If wvou look
carcfully, you can sec that the other words
don’t mean anything.”

“That does not necessarily follow,

un,” said Lce gently,

young
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“0Of course it doesn'’t,” agreed Locd Edge.
more. ‘“‘Really, bl\ects I wish you w ouldn't
oet me all jumpy like this.”

“I'm wondering if it would be profitable
to examne these raro volumes on your
library shelves?” asked Lee, as he walked
round. “You have some amazmgly {inc
literary treasures here, Lord Edgemore."”

His lordship shrugged.

“I'm a rancher, sir,” he said simply, T
don’t know much about old literature. To
my mind they look hke fusty lot of old

rubbish.” |
Skeets was almost dancing 1n his excite-
ment,

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY !

“Pleasc lister. to me, sir!” he said, grab-
bing Nelson Lee by the arm. Youw've hit it
again! You sav that there mlght be some-
thing on these old shelves, ell, there 13
something. That's what I've been trying to
tell you. A week or two ago, when dad and
I were going over these books, we found a
manuscript volume, hundreds and hundreds
of years old. Do 3ou know, sir, it was
actually written by a Friar of St. Francis.”

“Very. interesting, Skeets, but——"

“Shuckst Do listen, sir,”” said Skeers.
“Think of it—a volume written by a friav
of the old monastery. That must have been
before St. ¥Frank’s was even a school. St
Frank’s was named after the monastery,
wasn’t 1t, sir?”

“Of course,” acreed Leco,
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“Well, sir, that book I am talking about
.. called ‘The Black Shadow'’! Now, what
have you got to say, sir?”

Lee looked at him hard.

‘““Show me that book, Skcets!” he said,
and there was a world of tenseness in his
voice.

CHAPTER 19.
The Key to the Edgemore Treasure!

VERYBODY was excited now.
E Skeets had certainly sprung a bomb-
shell. Considering the nature of that
doggerel verse, and the inclusion of
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those two fateful words, the discovery of a
book called “The Black Shadow »” was cer-
tainly significant,

There was a wild scramble; everybody was
searching at once. Lord Edgemore himself
was as keen as the boys. It was Skeets
who found the volume, and it proved to be
a sadly musty and dilapidated affair. But
Nelson Lee discovered, soon enough, that it
was intact.

The volume itself was of a religious nature
—as was to be expected, considering that :t
was written by a friar.  None of the
searchers was interested in the text of the
book, however. |

“This writing, so interesting in itself,
Must have been quite old even in Captain
Hunmphrey’s day,” said Lee, after a brief
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inspection. “Well, we have progressed so
far. Now we must try to find out just how
this book affects Humphrey’s manuscript.”

“I can’t sce how it can affect it at all,”
sald Lord Idgemore helplessly. ‘There's
absolutely no conncction. In fact, I beiieve
that we're on a wrong trail. It is merely a
coincidence—""’

“No; there is a definite connection,” in-
terrupted Lec. “I have an idea that we shall
discover that Humphrey was a cunning
rogue. Let's get down to it.”

Something of intercst turned up at once.
No sooner had they started a careful exam-
ination of the friar’s book than they saw
that certain words, at irregular intervals,
were underscored. The original writing of
the old friar was faded, but legible enough,
and the underscoring had been done with
an ink which had not lost its colour so
much; therefore the underlining stood out
prominently,

“This must be the real message, surely ?”
said the ecarl eagerly. ‘These underlined
words, lifted from the rest of text, will pro-
bably convey a message——"’

“T hardly think so,” interrupted Lee.
““That would be far too simple. Anybody
opening this book would at once note the
underscoring, and then the reading of the
message would be child’s play. Now, let us
see. ¢ Heaven—but—notwithstanding—Dbelicve
—mercy—it—word—trath.” You sce, it 1is
just so much jumble, It cannot mean any-
thing.”

“Then why are the words
sir 7> asked Nipper.

““In order to understand that, T think we
must have a look at Captain Humphrey’s
manuscript again,” said Lee, who was now
thoroughly aroused. *“1f this friar’s book 1s
connected, we shall soon discover the
connection.”

He commenced Hum-
phrey’s manuscript :

underlined,

reading Captain

“¢“0Of my voyagiug out to the great
ocean I shall say little, But let 1t he
understood that in one Spanish town the
wall was of crude stone and of length full
eighty vards. When I sailed farther into
the west I was then fortunate enough
to mark a most wondrous tree.’

“You will notice that 1t i1s all disjointed
and scrappy,” remarked Lee, {rowning.
“Without any warning, he jumps from the
wall of a Spanish town, and then refers to
some tree. It may be, of course, that thec
man was a poor scholar—and that could be
casily understood, since in those days the
grcat majority of people could neither read
nor write. But it seems to me—— One
minute! By James! Why on earth didn’t
I think of it before?” ‘

He turned quickly to the friar’s book, and
glanced at the front rage.

‘““Count these words, Nipper,” he
‘“ Which is the first under-lined word ?”
Nipper carcfully counted,

said.
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“The twenty-fourth,” he said.

“The tweniy-fourth,” murmured Lee,
rapidly counting the words on the manu-
script. “Hallo! This is interesting, at least.
The twenty-fourth word here 1s * wall’
Now the next, Nipper—the next underlined
word.”’ :

“There are two, sir,” said Nipper. ‘The
ninth and tenth after the first one.”

“The ninth and tenth,” repeated Lee,
counting. ‘' Yes, the ninth and tenth words
here are ‘eighty yards.” We’re gctting on,
Lord Edgemore. It begins to read sense.
You see? Wall, eighty yards.”

“Upon my soul !” gasped Lord IEdgemoro.
“You—you mean that if we go through this
book and the manuscript in conjunction, and
find the corresponding words—— But let me
think. The underlined words in the friar’s
book must be followed, and the correspond-
ing words in Captain Humphrey’s manu-
script will read into the actual directions to
the treasure?”

““That seems to be the case,” said Lee.
“At least, we are making progress. Now,
Nipper, the next underlined word, please,
counting from those last two.”

““The seventh.”

“The word here 1s ‘ west,” ”’ nodded Lee.
¢ Go on—the next.”

“The third.”

‘““ And the next.”

“The fourth—and the fourth again.”

“We’ve got it,” said Lee, his voice full
of satisfaction. “Don’t you understand, Lord
Edgemore? Listen to this—*‘ Wall, cighty
vards west, then mark tree—" "

“Yes, ycs, of course,” said the
agitation. “It is amazing!”

‘““Go on, sir!” exclaimed Handforth.

““My dcat chap, there’s no frantic hurry,”
smiled Lee. “We scem to have got the key
now, and tho rest will be merely a matter
of painstaking work. You see, without the
key book, Captain Humphrey’s manuscript
is absolutely useless. It would be almost
impossible to pick out the true message. In
just the same way, the friar’s book, with
its underlined words, s of no use at all. The
two must be put together. Now we can under-
stand the meaning of that doggerel verse, at
Il:)he lfommcncement. It is the clue to the key-

ook.”

“You were right about Captain Humphrey
being cunning, sir,”’ said Skeets breathlessly.
“Gee! Whoever would have thought of a
wheeze like that?”

Nelson Lee closed both the manuscript and
t-h}e book, and placed one on the top of the
other.,

“Now, 1 think, we'll go back to St.
Frank’s,” he said ealmly.- . |

L Oh !_”; | a ' -

It was a shout of disappointment,

It is getting very rear to bed-time,” said
Lee with a smile. ‘“There 1s no earthly
reason why you boys should be up half the
night.” .

“But it won’t take all that time, sir,”
protested Handf{orth.

carl 1in
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“It will at least take two or three hours,*
replied Nelson Lee. ‘‘Lord Edgemore andg
I can quite comfortably manage this littlg
task. 1 am going to suggest, Lord Edge.
more, that you should come along with s,
Ther we can go into this quietly in the
seclusion of my study.”

“Why not stay here, Mr. Lec ?” asked the
earl, “The boys can return to £t. Frank's
without you.”

“Yes, perhaps it woald be as well,” agreed

Lee. “Thank you. I will.”
“There may be interruptions et the
school,” said the earl significantly. ‘*Those

infernal pecople have attacked you more
than once ” .
And it was at that moment that the lights

went out,

CHAPTER 20.
The Figures in Black!

RASH'!
Before anybody could utter an ex-

clamation, or move an inch, there

camec a devastating crash from thoe
window,. The glass splintered inwards,
clattering noisilv to the floor. At the same
moment the door burst open and two
shadowy figures entered.

Two more could bo "scen framed in the
window. Like miniature scarchlight becams,
four dazzling electric torches concentrated
their light upon the two men and the school-
boys. '

““ Hands up—cverybody !” rapped out o
strange volce. .

The surprise was complete.

“You—Lee !” went on the voice sharply.
“Up with them! Make one false move, and
you’ll be dropped dcad!”

Nelson Lee’s hands went up without hesi-
tation,

‘““ Obey, boys—you, too Lord Edgemore!”
he said, his voiee full of urgency. ‘“We are
at a hopcless disadvantage.”

Some of the boys half-expected Lee to
leap into action. The detective had an auto-
matic pistol in his pocket, but he knew that
to reach for it would mean death. Thero
was no escaping from those beams of light.

And behind them he could just glimpse
the four black-gowned figures—covered so
completely that cven their faces and hands
were hidden. Each held a pistol in his
hand.

Lee was thinking quickly, These men
must have been on the watch—they had scen
Lee and the boys arrive; since then they
probably had been listening outside theo
windows. Now they had gained an entry.
There svere very few servants at the castle—
and these had either been dealt with, or they
knew nothing of what was taking placc.

Lee blamed himseclf for being surprised in
this way; but 1t had never occurred to him
that the crooks would take such a desperato
risk as this At Edgemore Castle, Lee had
felt that he was safe from any attack,
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One of the black fgures moved forward, @ When the lights were restored—they had
and Skeets uttered a cry. For the man had been fused—there was a good deal of ex-
reached the desk, and with onc movement citement in the library.

he had seized the precious manuscript and ‘Something’s got to be done, of course,”

the just-as-precious volume. ) ] , said Handforth, his eyes gleaming. “Wh
“Dad !” shouted Skeets. “They’re taking shouldn't wo return t{le riid? \%hat’s th{)
— , . matter with going down to Moat Hollow in
“ Hush, lad!” warned his father. “We force—the whole Remove, say? We’ll break
can do nothing.’ , our way in, and we’ll »
Handforth emitted a sound like an over-  “«you'll do nothing of the sort, Hand-

heated boiler, and he took a half-lurching forth,” interrupted Nelson Lee. “Have you
step forward. forgotten that I’'m present ?”

« Stand your ground, Handforth,” com- ““Oh, rats, sir! I ’ \
manded Lee sharply. ‘‘'Steady yourself!” my hcadmaster now,’(}o:afdkici];nl(lﬁg?tlf ()I‘L::c‘lt?
And Handforth, gulping, obeyed. lessly. “You’re—you’re one of us! And
In a moment the black figure had gone— you’re just as much in this adventure as all
passing out through the window, of us. You’re not going to let those crooks
“Stand just where you are,” commanded get away with this, are you ?”
one of the attackers. “Thank you, gentle- ~ «“The one consolation, as far as I can see,

men. The little interlude is over. We are jg that we now definitely know that the trea-
going—but I must warn you that if you show gu16 can be 1eached,” remarked Lord Edge-
vourselves at the doov, or at the window, more. “I will confess that I had almost con-
we shall fire.” . . . vinced myself that there was no possibility of
They backed their way out, still concentrat- getting at that Spanish Gold, but now I am
ing their lights upon the little party. Then, peginning to hope.” ’
at a sharp word, the two men at the door “What’s the good of hoping, dad?”
flung themselves suddenly through, pulled groaned Skeets. ‘“‘Those crooks 3’10 going
the door after them, and locked it. Those ¢, get that gold.”

at the window leapt, and as they did so their “They haven’t got it yet,” said Nipper.

tOl'CheS were extinguished. “Buck u old man. Th y? 11l
“Quick—after ther? 1” yelled Skeets. somethingI: 3 e guvnor will do
“No—don't move !” ordered Nelson Lee. Both Lord Edgemore and Skeets were
~Lhe boys stood helpless—utterly miserable looking eagerly at Nelson Lee.

and dismayed. Then, soon afterwards, they “I'm no magician,” said the detective

heard the faint purring of a motor-car with a smile. “These people are very

engine. It was Nelson Lec who strode to clever; we have no proof of the identitv of

the window; in the distance he could sce the men who raided us a short time ago.”

the lights of the car. It was rapidly gather-  The boys stared.

ing speed. “No proof, sir?” repeated Nipper. “But
“It’s a pity, but they had us completely at 1isn’t it obvious that they were those rotters

their mercy,” said the detective regretfully. from Moat Hollow 7”

“Now we can see about some lights. The  “It i1s not obvious at all,” replied Lco

[ 4

rogues have gone.” quietly.
“And we did nothing to stop them,” “What !” _
groaned Handforth. “Oh. Mr. Lee1” ““The men were entirely clothed in black

“Why so reproachful, Handforth ?” asked gowns, and it was impossible to rccognise
Lee. “Did you expect something better of them,” continued the detective. “I will
me ?”’ agree that all the circumstances point to the

“Yes, sir, I did!” burst out Handforth.
“You did nothing at all! You let them grab
those things and get away.”

“For the simple reason, Handforth, that I
desired to live—and I wanted the rest of you
to live, to0o,” replied Lece, his voice becom-
ing sharp. ‘You do not secem to understand
that those men were in grim earnest. There
were four automatic pistols trained upon us,
and it was touch-and-go whether those pistols
were fired or not.”

L ¥
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Moat Hollow pcople being responsible. But
that’s not proof. If I were to take this story
to the police, and ask for a warrant against
Dr. Ragozin and his houschold, I should be
laughed at.”

“The guv'nor’'s right, you chaps,” said
Nipper. ‘“You can’t get warrants to arrest
people unless there is pretty strong evidence
against them.”

“And cven if we obtained the neccssary
warrant, of what good would it be ?”’ went on
Lee. “A raid on Moat Hollow would be
utterly useless. After what has happened, we
can be certain that the crooks will be on the
watch. ‘A raid could not be made without
their having full warning, and by the time
the police got into the house, the manuscript
would be concealed. And what then? The
crooks would have the laugh on us, the police
would be disgusted with us, and the situation
would be even worse than before, since we
should have shown our hand.”

Lord Edgemore shrugged helplessly.

“Then we can do vothing ?” he asked.

“I didn’t say that,” replied Leec crisply.
“We can do a great deal, Lord Edgemore.
But, whatever we do, must be donc un-
officially. I am a man who 1s ready to take
all sorts of risks—and even to trespass

occasionally—so long as I do not break any

law. These Moat Hollow people have
virtually thrown down the gauntlet. Well, I
am accepting the challenge.”

““Good old guv’nor I” murmurcd Nipper.

‘“Hcar, hear!”

“That’s the spirit, Mr. Lee!”

“Rather!”

“These rogues nced not think that I am
going to take this lying down,” continued
Lee. ‘““‘But we nced not do anything hur-
ricdly; we need take no action to-night.”

“Oh!” murmured Handforth,
appointed..

“That manusecript, and the friar’s volume,
arc perfectly safe,” went on Nelson Lee.
“They are so valuable that our friends of
Moat Hollow will preserve them with every
care. 1t will take them a considerable time
to decipher that message—most of the night,
in fact. To-morrow, tTlcy will be unable to
take any action, for they cannot very well
start digging for the treasure in daylight.
That gives us until to-morrow night.”

“By Jove, the guv'nor’s right there, you
chaps,” said Nipper eagerly. ]

“And what we need just now is time,”
continucd Lee with the utmost coolness.
“We’'ll let the ecrooks think that we are
dazed—bhallled. We’ll rest on our oars for a
bit, so to speak. I am not at all sure that
this move of the enemy’s is not all to the
good.” - P '

“Really, Mpr,

morce.

dis-

Lee,” protested Lord Edge-

Oﬂhx to pressure of space, *“ Our Round
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held ou: but it will

appear as usual next
Wedne:day. '

natural order of things.
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“I mean it,” said tho detective. *They
think they have triumphed—and that is the
spirit which will lead them into a sense of
false security. They will become too con-
fident. They will laugh at us, they will con-
gratulate themselves upon their own clever-
ness. What is more, they will commence
operations at the first possible moment, and,
having located the ecxact spot where the
treasure 18 buried, they will commence
digging.” ,

“Oh, my hat!” said Handforth.

‘“‘Let them dig,” said Lec blandly.
shouldn't they? After all, digging is hard
work. I see no reason why these crooks
shouldn’t do the hard work, Lord Edgemore;
and then we can step in at the right
moment.”

Lord Edgemore roared with laughter,

“ Why

“By gosh!” hc  cjaculated. I hadn’t
looked at it in that way, Mr. Lee! We'll
get the best of the rascals, after all!”

Let

T was certainly a cool suggestion.
][ the criminals take all the trouble to
decipher that message; let them rack
their hecads over those direcctions; let
them find the spot where the treasure was
buried; and let them do the digging!

“1 want you to trust me in this matter,
Lord Edgemore,” said Lee smoothly. “I
shall kecep a careful watch on Moat Hollow.
And, at the right moment, I shall be ablg
to step 1in and takec action. I give you my
word that the old Kdgemore Treasure will
be yours—and not theirs.”

The carl thrust out his hand.

““That’s good enough for me, Mr. Lce,”
he said heartily.

He appreciated the astutcness of Nelson
Lee’s rcasoning, and he was, indeed, ‘ tickled
to death ”’ at the calm audacity of the detec-
tive’s proposal,

But the boys had i1deas of their own.

Handforth started blurting out something
but Church and McClure managed to silence
him—after Nipper had given them a look.
Nipper knew well enough that in the
presence of Nclson Lce, any objections from
the Removites would be overruled.

“Well, we might as well be getting back,”
sald Lce with a smile. “On the whole, our
evening has not been wasted. It might bo
advisable, Lord Edgemore, for you to show
yoursclf in the village to-morrow, and I want
you to look as dejected as yau possibly can.”

“I'll do my best,” promised the earl,
laughing.

“You, too, Skeects,” sald Lce. “As for
you boys, you had better forget Moat IHollow
for the time being. If I require your help
at any time, I will call upon you.”

Soon afterwards they all went back to St.
Frank’s—ail of them, that is, with the ex-
ception of Skeets. He stayed at home in the

. Nelson Lee bade
the boys good-night in the Triangle, and
after that 1t took the Removites about fiftecn

(Concluded on page 44.)
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Drums of War]
“THOSE Salukis are making the dickens

of a row, aren’t they, Lulu?”
“They are, baas; they are enjoy-
ing themselves 1n their own uncouth
way, filling their stomachs with raw meat
and sweet ’taters. until they have that de-
moralised feeling when they can cat no more!
Pah! These niggers give me the oolly-
wobbles—if you will pardon the expression,
baas Tom!”

The speaker, a magnificent Zulu, took a
large pinch of snuff, and thumped his enor-
mous bare chest in utter disdain of the
savages who were making all the noise away
back there in the Zambesi forest.

Tom Cook did a quiet grin to himself.
Lulu the Zulu’s superior ways always amused
him, but he knew better than to let the big
man see him grin; for Lulu, otherwise Lulu-
kumbula, a direct descendant of all the chiefs
of Zululand, was a proud man. He could
liso more long words than a good many
white men, and sometimes used them in the
right places.

Tom Cook was the son of a Zambesi trader.
He and his Zulu companion had been travel-
ling for many weeks off the beaten track,
Opening up new trade amongst the lesser
known tribes in the forests “at the back o’
beyond 77; tribes who would not leave their
Primeval homes to visit the trading stations,

ut who were perfectly ready and willing to

arter ivory, furs, or what not, for the gaudy

The warlike Salukis are

out for trouble—and Tom

Cook is in the heart of the
danger-zone !

and the

beads, gas-pipe

calicoes,
varnﬁus odds and ends of an African trader's
stock.

guns,

It had been Tom Cook’s own idea—this
trek into the wilderness—for of late trade at
the station on the Zambesi had heen a bit
slack, apd old Phil Cook was getting some-
what restive and talking about packing up
and getting back somewhere nearer civilisa-
tion. This would not have suited Tom oneo
hittle bit, for he was a son of the wild. He
knew and loved every phase of the great veldt
and forest, and would have been cramped to
death 1n a town, or even a lhittle “dorp > 1n
South Africa. He knew the wide open spaces
and loved them,

“Dad, I reckon 1t’s a case of ‘ If the moun-
tain won’t come to Mahomet—he'll have to
go to the mountain!”” Tom had laughed
when his dad was bewailing the bad state of
trade. ‘“There’s dozens of tribes back there
in the forest who're too shy to come out and
look for what they want, so it’s up to us to
take 1t to ’em. It’s the white man’s job to
push trade and teach the natives what they
really want, and, as we’ve got the goods to
give ’em—forward, Cook & Son! Gee, dad,
back in the forest there are tribes who'd just
fall over ’emselves to grab some of our

Brummagem goods, and it 'ud be doin’ ‘em

a kindness to oblige ’em! Let’s go, dad!”

The boy managed to persuade his father

at last, and with a big trek wagon, a tecam of
twenty ‘“salted ”’ oxen, and with Lulu and

a half-Dutch Kalflir as driver and handyman,
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he sct out for the wilds on his first trading
cxpedition.

He had done wonderfully well, and now,
on their homeward route, the big wagon
was chock-a-block from end to end with the
spoils. There was a varicd and very valu-
able assortment of elephant, Lippo, and
rhino tusks, to say nothing of numerous
‘“karosses ” (which is the name for various
rare skins made up into cloaks as worn by
the chiefs). In faet, the lad had done better
in his few weeks’ trip than his father had
done at his trading station In as many years.

No wonder Tom was feeling proud and
happy as he lay stretched out on a magnifi-
cent kaross, in the shade of the wagon,
drinking a cup of Hendryk's Boer coftee.

From the distance, in the depths of the
forest, there came a continuous drumming
sound. “Thr-r-rum, thr-r-rum, thr-r-rum!'”
He could hear the beat of tom-toms and the
weird shriekings and howlings of the Saluki
tribesmen, whose country he was now passing
through.

He did not let it disturb him, though he
knew ho was going dead against his father’s
orders in coming so far north. But if he
was not worrying, Hendryk was. The Kaffir
would poke his shrivelled old face out from
the tilt of the wagon now and again, and
%x%ha.nge muttered comments with the big

ulu,

It was common knowledge that the Salukis
were getting out of hand. Formerly they had
been kept in check by their wiso old chief,
Kalakalala; but he had died recently—from
poison, it was rumoured—and his place had
been taken by his arrogant, upstart nephew,
who openly proclaimed his enmity towards
the white men.,

But Tom Cook had heard that the Salukis
had a wonderful store of ivory which had
been collecting for a gencration, and he was
determined to try and do some trade with
the tribe—even if they did feel like killing
white men'

He was relying upon his own knowledge of
the natives, and his own diplomacy and
‘“check,” together with his up-to-date
weapons and the support of Hendryk and the
huge Zulu, who had forgotten more abont
warfare than the Salukis were likely to
remember.

The Saluki chief had announced that he
would secll all his uncle’s collection of ivory
and treasare of old ornaments to the highest
bidder, and Tom Cook reckoned on becing
first in the ficld for the loot.

He _had chosen his camp well, having the
river behind him and a big clearing all round,
with a semi-circle of giant boulders, making
a good ‘“zareba ” in which his wagon and
oxen were outspanned,

He had sent runners to the Salukis with
friendly messages, and had received answer
that the chief would mcet him on the morrow,
prepared to do much trade. But, having
delivered ‘the messages, the runners had
bolted, and this had made Hendryk take a
very gloomy look of things. He said as much
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to Lulu the Zulu, who duly reported to Tom,

“Hendryk knows this tribe, and he does
not like ﬁ;em,” Lulu said. *“The Salukis are
trcacherous, and Oboona, the new chief,
wants arms and ammunition such as the
white men use. He speaks with a smooth
tongue, but do not trust him, baas! Hear
the drums? Hendryk says the tribe are
being primed for warfare. They already
have some prisoners in their kraals, and thoso
drums are war drums!”

“You scared, Lulu?” asked Tom, smiling
up into the hugo Zulu’s face.

Lulu shrugged his shoulders.

‘“Not me, baas. You say ‘fight,” I fight;

you say °‘treck,’ and I trek. All one to me,

baas. Death and me are old friends!”
“Well, don’t get too pally with him,

Lulu!” laughed Tom. “*All right; tell

Hendryk I'll keep my cye skinned. 1t won't
be the first time that natives have tried to
get the best of us and have lived to be sorry
for it, eh, old pal?”

“That is so, Inkosi. If they reckon to
catch us sleeping, maybe they’ll be sorry;
they will find that the foxes are all wide
awake and takin’ notice,” said the Zulu com-
placently. ‘“Pay no ’tention to Hendryk.
He got the wind up, as you say, baas! DBut
if he can handle that machine-gun like he
says he can—what he gotta worry about ?”

om grinned to himself. He had a notion
that Lulu was just a-bit jealous of the half-
Kaffir's grcater knowledge of the machine-
gun, for Lulu had spent a lot of time watch-
ing old Hendryk clean and oil the weapon
and practice with it. They had become pos-
sessed of the gun in a rather peculiar manner.

They had come upon a Belgian transport
driver who was conveying stores from one
Congo station to another, All his trek-cattle
had died, and the unfortunate man was only
too glad to barter the goods in his wagon—
including a machine-gun and a few score
belts of cartridges—for a lift to an outlying
station and enough stores and money to see
him safely out of the deadly forest district.

Outside the drumming went on and on in
monotonous rhythm, and at last Tom Cook
was lulled to slecep by the sound of the
thrumming.

Heoe was awake at the first streak of dawn,
and called to Hendryk to get breakfast rcady.
For a time Lulu was nowhecre to be seen,
but returned later with a somewhat grave
face. He squatted down by the fire to con-
sume a bowl of mealy pap the half-Kaffir
brought him.

They exchanged a few words in low tones,
then Lulu gave a loud order.

“Get trado goods outer the wagon an’
stand by with a trestle for ’em. ou got
that machine-gun handy, Hendryk ?”

*““Ya, Big Bull!” replied the Kaffr.

“ Load 'm, keep 'm handy, train on trestle.
See ?” ordered the Zulu.

“Hey, what's the game? Why the gun,
Lulu?” Tom demanded sharply. “Get it off
your chest. What's up ?”

“Baas, the Kaffir spoke truth,” said the
gigantic Zulu. ““These  Salukis mean
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trcachery. I have been into the forest a little
way, and have seen the spoor of many men
who have trekked between us and the big
river. The Salukis may come trading, but it
will be but to smell out our strength., Bewareo

i)

of them, baas !

White Man’s Magic!

OM slept with one eye open that night,

II for ho always heeded Lulu’s advice,
but after a while the thrumming of the
drums had died down and all was
quiet. They took it in turns to stand guard,
but were not disturbed. Karly in the morn-
ing the trestles were laild out beside the

wagon. On them were the odds and ends of
goods which they hoped to trade.

Tom mnoticed that Lulu seemed very busy
cn some crrands that took him to points
between the wagon and the edge of the denso
forest. Between those spots were clumps of
boulders, and the big Zulu rigged up electric
wires from the battery carried on the wagon
to various points along the edge of the forest.

Then he carried & large gramophone to the
highest boulder, and set it up on the top of
a rock, attaching a wire thereto.. Ho and
Hendryk had a leng whispered conversation,
which zeemed to amuse the Dutch-Kaffir im-
menszely. .

“What game are you two playing ?”’ de-
snanded Tom, as Lulu took up his rifte and
I'repared to set out for the forest.

“It 1s a’right, baas.”” said the Zulu, with a
smothered grin. “Me and Henryk on’y
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follerin’ out the Boy Scouts’ motto you have
told me about so often—* Be prepared? ”

There came the sound of a single tom-tom
from the forest, and the big Zulu strodc forth.
Hea had donned his full Zulu fighting ng,
with a great plume of black and white
feathers on his head, and a magnificent kaross
flung over his broad shoulders.

He carried a repeating rifle and a peculiar-
looking trumpet-mouthed weapon closely re-
sembling an old-fashioned blunderbuss, This
he had made himsclf during the night Hoe

halted at the first row of trees, where he
stood like a statue, not appearing to notice
the mob of Salukis as they emerged from
the forest.

Two shocks the Salukis had received from the electrified
wires and the exploding fireworks. Now Lulu further
demonstrated his ‘‘ magic '’ by firing the contents of
his home-made blunderbuss among the terrified

natives.

Leading them was a small, but muscular
native with an evil, crafty face. IFrom his
figuro he looked to be young, but his face
was like that of a withered monkey,
shrivelled and wrinkled, with eyes set close
together. This was Oboona, and alongside
him walked a native, who held a gaudily
decorated umbrella over the chief’s head.

Behind Oboona came a pair of curious-
looking figures arrayed in reed cloaks that
jingled as they walked, Their faces were con-

ccaled by masks of a horrible pattern, with

long horns rising high above their heads.

“Tchah! Voodoo medicine men! Old
trick !> Lulu muttercd contemptuously.

He stood stock-still until the chief himsclf
camo level with him, then he suddenly lifted
his rifle in salute.

“Greetings, Oboona!”’ he rumbled, and
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barred the way with his riflc held across his
massive chest. * What seek ye?”

For a couple of seconds the eyes of the
huge Zulu and those of the forest chief met,
but it was the Saluki’s which wavered first.

“I have comec to trade; trade with the
white man who ventures into Saluki land!
We hear he has some trifles that perchance
I may buy in exchange for ivory. Stand
aside, black dog! We would speak with your
master !”’

“Not so fast!” replied the\BZulu calmly.

‘“ My master will signify when he is ready to
receive you., Until then—wait! Do not
advance farther, Oboona, lest ye anger him.
He sleeps at the moment, and beyond that
line of boulders it is not well for you to
stray !”

He took a pinch of snuff from the horn
he always carried. It was a curiously carved
ivory tusk, and he saw the chief's greedy
eyes fixed upon it. With a lightning sleight-
of-hand movement, Lulu exchanged his
treasured horn for another which he con-
cealed in his enormous palm.

It certainly contained snuff, but freely
mixed with red pepper. He extended the
horn to the chief, and that crafty nigger and
his ‘“medicine men” helped themselves
lavishly, They sniffed the mixture up their
expansive nostrils. |

“Ow, ow, owowowowow !” -

They coughed, sneezed and barked, while
the tears rolled down their faces. Then they
ran round and round, clawing at their stream-
ing nostrils as the terrible mixture burnt
their noses and throats.

“What ails ye?”’ asR®™ the Zulu, as he
changed the horns and took a leisurely pinch
from his own private one. “Is the white
man’s snuff too strong for ve? I thought the
Salukis were men! Hi there, brothers, go
not over the line of boulders!”

He shouted at a couple of the tribesmen

who had started towards the wagon. They
only grinned at him in derision. Lulu lifted
his right hand to his mouth—a signal to
Hendryk.

The two natives gained the line at the edgo
of the boulders, and there they halted
abruptly, uttering shrieks of pain and fright
as a powetful current from the battery ran
through and through their bodies from the
thin plates of steel the wily Zulu had placed
in the path.

At the same time the most hideous howls
and snarls came from the top of the boulder,
where he had hidden the gramophone. It
was actually a record taken in the London
Zoo at feeding-time, and the hdeously - dis-
cordant sounds werc magnified by a loud-
speaker which made the very rocks echo and
re-echo.

For a few scconds the Salukis were para-
lysed by the clectric-shock. . Under cover of
his kaross, Lulu had trained his high-pressure,
trumpet-shaped air gun on the velling, naked,
and very frightened medicine men, A dose
of bird shot, mingled with rock salt, peppered
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their naked backs, and they leapt high in the
air, yelping and screaming.

“Ye see, my master is not ready to receivg
yo!” said the Zulu calmly. *“His spirits
guard his camp, and no one can approach
until he gives the word!”

Oboona pecped from his streaming eyes and
whispered to the other two medicine men,
who shook their masked heads very doubt.
fully. Lulu was watching, and picked up his
cue without waiting a second.

“Would ye care to test your magic against
the white man’s?” he asked. “If so, wise
men, doctors of the Salukis, weave a spell
and' cross the white man's boundary—if ye
can!”

Oboona glared at the voodoo witch-doctors
and snarled an order. They evidently did
not feel much like obeying, but it was a case
of do or dic, and hesitatingly they advanced
towards the boulder. The gramophone- and
the electricity had been switched off by
Hendryk. Amidst a dead silence, the Salukis
walked as far as the other men had been.

Again, at Lulu’s signal, the terrible racket
broke out; the priests felt the electric-shock;
and this time, in addition, half a dozen
rockets shot up into the air, and a hundred
coloured lights flashed hither and thither.
Coloured fires, “fizz-gigs,” and crackers
danced amongst the medicine men’s legs,
whilst Zulu let them have the rest of the
contents of his air gun.

They threw themselves on the ground,
yelping like puppies, their reed cloaks crack-
ling and breaking under them as they writhed
in contortions, mainly of fear,

“White man magic plenty strong enough,
Oboona ?” Lulu jeered. “Would ve like to
cross the border line ere my baas bids ye ?”

“No, big man,” answered the chief, hastily
and humbly. “When your master bids, then
will I do trade with him!”

“Good! See that ve bring the best, lest
he be angry,” said Lulu loftily. “Best show
me what ye have. He will not be* conlent
with any rubbish 1

In a Tight Corner! ‘
OBOONA called up his bearers, and the

Zulu solemnly inspected the ivory,
and furs, and other articles the men
carried. He gave many a “pish”
and °“tchah ” of contempt at the fine tusks,
and kicked many disdainfully aside, though
it was with difficulty that he kept the sparkle
from his eyes as he realised that here was an
extraordinarily fine lot of bargains which
would delight the heart of his young ‘“baas.”

At last one of the men held out a small
ornament. It was a really beautiful piece of
work, which Lulu could see was of solid gold,
and which he weighed in his hand.

“H’m, a pretty tov!”’ he remarked casually.
“If ye bave more- of these, ye may submit
them to my lord. He may take a fancy to
them for their shape—not for their value,
which i1s nothing! Bring a score or so—or
half a hundred. They may please him!”
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He could see that the various images and
ornaments were much discoloured, and that
bits of earth and soil still clung to them.
Lulu made a shrewd guess that these formed
art of the treasure which had been buried
gy the former chief, and which Oboona had
ruthlessly dug up after his uncle’s death.

« By Cetewayo! The young baas make
much money on this trip if he but trades
a'right,” mused the Zulu, as he watched
package after package of the treasure being
brought along. “But he too honest! If he
let Lulu do the trading—— These dogs not
know what they hold is of such value. Tchah!
What are they but savages; niggers from
wild parts! Not civilised—no!”

The big Zulu was always very superior
towards humbler black races. He considered
that his tribe was the leader of all black
Africa—which it undoubtedly was—and also
hy reagon of his superior education.

Lulu bade the Salukis wait until he should
give them permission to, approach, and
carrying one of the images, he walked towards
the boulders. He gave the secret signal to
Hendryk: immediately the ‘‘Zoo” record
started up again, and there came the roar-
ings of lions and other wild beasts at feeding-
time. Lulu halted and extended his hand
solemnly,

‘“ Peace, peace, O spirits!”? he boomed iIn
his tremendous voice. ‘“Know ye not that
I am Lulukumbula, the servant of my lord?

Peace, and let me pass!”
Immediately the noisec ceased as the
““fluence > was switched off, and Lulu

strutted proudly on to the trestles, where
Tom was arranging the trading goods. The
Zulu gave a deep salaam, and then, holding
his rifle aloft, gave the “ Royal Salute.”
‘“Koom. koom, Inkoos! Bayeté!”

Tom stared at hixu. with a perplexed look,
but as the Zulu winked solemnly at him he
knew enough to keep his face straight.

“Now then, you oﬁi tough, what have you
been up to?” he asked. “I know you and
your games! You've been spoofing these
darkies, I’'ll gamble!”

““Nay, baas. I did but instil the fear into
them and due reverence for the white man,”
rcplied Lulu complacently. *This Oboona
feller gettin’ too big for his boots, and he
wants taking up a*peg! It 1s necessary to
make them treat you with dignity, baas!”

“I know all about that!” grinned Tom.
“But why the fireworks and gadgets, to say
nothing of the Royal Salute ?”

“Just to make ’'um mind ’um step!’ re-
sponded Lulu, carelessly placing the golden
Image he was carrying dgwn on the trestle
table. ‘“Take a look at this, baas. But have
8 care; do not let them think it is valuable!”

“By jinks !’ exclaimed Tom, as he weighed
the image in his hand. “It’s solid gold, and
beautiful workmanship, too !
furprised if it’s hundreds of years old, ‘and
Perhaps come from some ancient—— How
much do they want for things like this?”

“Jest as 1i’! as you like to
Whispered the Zulu, snatching the idol from

om’s hand, and chucking it aside as if the

I shouldn’t 'be

give 'um!”’ R
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white ‘“baas ” disdained it. “DBaas, there
are hundreds more of these images, and
ivory tusks enough to fill the wagon twice
over! You can buy dem for nothing if you
play the game rizht|"”

“That’s just it, Lulu,” replied Tom, sternly
but quietly. “I do mean to play the game—
I’ll trade fair and not cheat even a savage.
That’s the way dad’s always done business,
and I'll 'do the same!”

Lulu looked disappointed, but he could sec
that Tom was in earnest. He shrugged his
mighty shoulders.

““A’right, baas. T'll tell them that you are
willing to do trade with them. ut be
warned—they’re cunning. TI'll make them
lcave their arms behind and come empty-
handed but for the goods they have to sell.
They may get funny if they have their
toastin’-forks with ’um|”

He took the opportunity of shedding his
home-made “blunderbuss > and substituting
for it a large and capable automatic pistol—
a weapon which threw a very heavy bullet,
and with which he was an expert at close
range.

Lulu ther strode back towards the waiting
chef. Without much difficulty he got
Oboona to
to “pile arms,” and their spears, shields, and
knobkerries were thrown into a heap some
distance away from the wagon. Then Lulu
made a speech to the effect that the white
lord had come to their district with marvels
of trade for the benefit of the Salukis, and
they must show their appreciation of his
condescension by appearing before him with
empty hands.

“But mark ye, O men of the Salukis, the
white man and I, his servant, can deal death
from afar if it is called for. Yet we come as
friends, desiring no harm to the Saluki tribe,
bringing wonders such as ye have never
seen before. Come! My lord awaits us.
Bid the bearers bring forwards the best of
the ivory and the images. Maybe if his
heart i8 good he will give ye some of his
wonders in exchange.”

For the next h:ﬁf-hour Tom had a busy
time exchanging his goods for the 1ivory,
among it some of the finest tusks he had ever
seen. Lulu tramped up and down behind
the trestle table, keeping a wary eye on the
natives, and prompting Tom now and again
as to how much “trade ”’ he shonld give in
exchange. .

Yet 1n spite of Lulu’s watchfulness, he did
rot see Oboona and two or three of his men
edge off to the other side of the wagon. He
did not sce them peep beneath the tilt,
under which were packed the ivoxeand_ goods
Tom had already colleeted on trip, to-
gether with a number of rifles and boxes of

ammunition which were ordered by a trader

down river. And it was this slip on Lulu’s
part which was to cost the adventurers dear.

(Trouble is obviously brewing for Tom

and FLulu with the warltke Salukis. Their
rst clash is riwvidly described in next

wweelk:’s stirving instalment of this grand
new story.)

givo the order for the tribesmen .

[ 4
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TheSt. Frank’s Fortune-Hunters
(Continued from page 38.)

seconds to Imach Study C, in the Ancient
House. | ©

A storm burst as coon as the door was

clo:ed, .
“Hold on—hold on!” grinned Nipper. ¢
‘““Don’t shout so much, Handy! Kecep 1t

down, you chaps! We shall have half the
Remove here 1n @ minute, asking what all the
cexcitement is about.”

They calmed down. |

“ L'ook here, Nlppor, we're not standing
it ! said Huandforth fiecrcely. “Sce? By
Geor'gc ! Did you ever hear such rot?”

“You mean—about letting the crooks dig
for the trcasure ?’? asked Nipper. -

“Of course that’s what I mecan !” roarced

Handforth.” “You could have® knocked me
down with a foather when Lord Idgemore
said that it was a good idca. He and Mr.
Lee think’ tlmt 1t’ll be funny to let the crooks
do the" soar ching, and then step in at the last
minute.””

“A perfectly dotty idea,” said Travers.
“E\'@l}body ]mow* that half the fun of
treasure-hunting is the huntmrr itself.  When
‘rho treasurc -i1s found, there’s nothmor 1in 1t.

‘Exactly,” said Handforth cagerly. Wo
want to  hunt for that treasure omsc\he\
don’t we?. If. \oule going to 1¢|1so an}
ohJO( {1ons, Nlppm

» said \’ipper. “T'm

‘Kecep your - hair on,
just as ‘keen. as you are, Iland\' I think
15 potty

that that id¢a’ of - the¢ guvinor’
119

“(JOO(I ! I nm, g]dd NG udmlt it !

“But " lhc guv ‘nor dovsnt look . at. these
things in the wiay we "do.” éontinucd Nipper.
“\Ve’ie' ‘not’ going to be. dished ‘out of the
scarch, . \V want to got hold of those dirce-
tions, ‘and then we want to work out “the
plan, locate the treasure, and dig.”

“HEdl hear!” -

9y
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“The digging will be most of the fun,”
said  Jimmy Potts breathlessly. “Ju.st
imagine it, you chaps! Dlggmg at night—
with lanterns all round. And 'we get deoper
and deceper—and then suddenly, somebody’s
spade sirikes against something solid !” “_

“And a whacking great chest i1s un-

carthed ! said Handforth with a gulp. *“ We
open the chest, and we find cights and picees
of doul)loon:,—I mean doubloons and pieces
of cight !”’ | N

. o)}
“I]a, ha, ha!” . ..
“What marvellous 1maginations  you
fellows have!” grinned Nipper. | “1 only

hope that everything turns out as yvou pre-
dnct Handy, old man. . Tt'll be rather rip-
ping to uncarth a whackmg great Spamah

chest, and to opcn the lid aud find 1t full
of old 1> : Al
Amhow we're gomg to smuch—and

we're going to diddle thosc. b(‘dQ”\'__l\IOdt
liollow crooks,” said Handforth ~doggcdly.
“Let My, Lee and Lord ] dgemore do. what
they jolly well like, but it’ s not good onourrl

for us!” 2 : MR
Y A

L d

“Hear, hear I ol -
“Of course, I don t quite see how we can
do that = digging,” said . Nipper slowly: -

“Raoozm has got 'hold ‘of the pdr hmonr
and - "

\Vo’ll think of a way.” broke in Hand
forth. “We'll act entuolv on our
without Mr. Lee knowing anything ahout.lt
It seems to,me, my sons, that there’s some:

*

pretty hectic ‘excitément in the offing .

O\Vll— ‘

And Edward ()\wal‘d Handfmth for ‘once,
was a true pmphot T L
THE END S e f'

.‘u-

weel’s nmgncﬁcenf storu.
Chums of. St. Frank’s. Read all abouf

Napper & Co.’s thmllmq adventures while
digg ng for hidden gold!. Donr’t miss. ﬂn»
fine’ yarn——ordcr your copq to day.)

8

Write for
complete
list.

N ‘ _THE “SPUR"”
32 FRENCH RACER.
N Guaranteed for ever
55 - Tetail
£4-4:0

Frame enamelled
in various coloprs
¥ Genuine Hutchin-
son RedCord Tyres

Depomt 5!- and 12 monthly payments of 5/4.
GEO. GROSE&CO 8, New'Bridge 8t., London, E.C.4.

Usual

Your Height increased in 14 days.
or Money Back. Amazing Course.
scnt privately. — STEBBING
SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2,

DONL BE BULLIED.,
Some SPLENDID LLbSO\S in JUJITSU, in-
seresting articles, ctc.,  FREE on dpphcatlon
How to take care ‘of VOIII‘ble undcer ALL circum--
stances without weapons. by - the . Wonderful
Japgucse art of Sclf- Defence. Far better than
-Boxing. »Learn . to “fear. no man. ~Simply scnd
two penny stamps postage, or 1/- for first lar e
Part -NOW to “ Yawara " (Dept. A.P.), :
Qucensway, Hanworth,-Feltham, Mlddx Sf‘hool
in Loundon, for Practlca TlllthIl :

BE TAL

Write for Free Book,

T ' Incroaqed my own height
BE ALLER 6ft. 33ins. STAMP brings FRI-
DETAILS.—A. B. M. ROSS,

Height Specialist, SCARBOROUGH ENGLAND.
B'IHShln cured- or money back! Complete

Trcatment 5/-, detlails, strikin testimonials Free.—
L.A. STEBBING 28, DeanR S LONDON,N.W.2,

Shyness, ‘¢ Nerves,”’ Sclf-consciousncess

300 STAMPS for 6d.

(Abroad 1/-), “inclnd-
ing Alrpostj Barbados,

()ld Indm Nigeria, New South Wales, Gold- Coast cte,

. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYB Stourbrldge

is all you pay for a charming Portable |
Model. Many other bargains in Horn,
Hornless, Upnght Grand-and Consoles,
‘with which -I give - AN ALBUM 015
‘FREE RECORDS Approval, Carriage
Paid. Monthly terms. Write for my |
. Free Lists NOW.,

“'mricn“"

SPECIRLISTE 18 CYCLED & CRAMOPHONES. De» 4) GOVE

Be sure to’ mention THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
when communicating with advertlsers -

S

Printed and pubhshed cvery .Wednesday by the Proprictors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetwav Hoeusc,

Farringdon, -‘Street,  Lonhdon,
Registered for {rausmission- l.w Canadian magazine post.
5/6 for six months,

Africa :

New Series No. 107.

"E.C.4. Advertiscment Offices :
Qubscnptlon Rates :
Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealand : Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; ; an
Ccentral News Agency, Lid,

8.8

E.C. 4
er annumn,
for Sotuth

February 6th, 1932.

House, Far rmgdon Street, -

The Fleetway
Inland and Abroad, 11/

SN

N 4

A
to -

.‘



	NL3 107 0001
	NL3 107 0002_1L
	NL3 107 0002_2R
	NL3 107 0003_1L
	NL3 107 0003_2R
	NL3 107 0004_1L
	NL3 107 0004_2R
	NL3 107 0005_1L
	NL3 107 0005_2R
	NL3 107 0006_1L
	NL3 107 0006_2R
	NL3 107 0007_1L
	NL3 107 0007_2R
	NL3 107 0008_1L
	NL3 107 0008_2R
	NL3 107 0009_1L
	NL3 107 0009_2R
	NL3 107 0010_1L
	NL3 107 0010_2R
	NL3 107 0011_1L
	NL3 107 0011_2R
	NL3 107 0012_1L
	NL3 107 0012_2R
	NL3 107 0013_1L
	NL3 107 0013_2R
	NL3 107 0014_1L
	NL3 107 0014_2R
	NL3 107 0015_1L
	NL3 107 0015_2R
	NL3 107 0016_1L
	NL3 107 0016_2R
	NL3 107 0017_1L
	NL3 107 0017_2R
	NL3 107 0018_1L
	NL3 107 0018_2R
	NL3 107 0019_1L
	NL3 107 0019_2R
	NL3 107 0020_1L
	NL3 107 0020_2R
	NL3 107 0021_1L
	NL3 107 0021_2R
	NL3 107 0022_1L
	NL3 107 0022_2R
	NL3 107 0023

