SPLENDID PEN DRAWING OF COLLEGE HOUSE—See Inside

: =
S

e,

®

SR

Splash! Handforth turned the jug upside down over Archie’s head, :




We had now caught the enemy red-handed, and possibly we might be able to
learn something of the truth.
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CHAPTER I. ’
ARCHIE TRICKLES ROUND.

ING-DONG'! ding-dong'!
The chimes from the old clock tower at St. Frank’s came floating clearly and
distinctly across the misty mecadows in the dense gloom of the March evening.
The chimes were followed by the solemn booming of the hour.

““ Nine o'clock, you fellows!” I said, stretching myszelf. ** Close upon time to turn
in, you know. It’s been a great day for the Cadets, taking everything into consideration,
and we ought to sleep well.”

Handforth nodded.

“Well, perhaps you're right,”” he said.
“ Of course, we didn’t really need that prize
ass of an Archie to-chip in. We could have
managed the (Giddy bird quite easily ourselves,
In fact, I could have gettled him single-handed.
Rather a pity I didn’t!"”

The other juniors grinned. They had been
expecting something of this kind from Hand-
forth all the evening. Quitc a number of
fellows were collected round the blazing camp
fire, squatting on boxes or lolling on blankets
All of them, of course, were in uniform.

For this was a camp of the St. Frank’s
Cadet Corps, composed entirely of Remove
fellows. 1 was the cominanding officer of the
corps, but Hand{iorth regarded this merely
as an honorary appointment. HHe was the
sergeant, He was everybody—without him
the Cadets would ceasc to exist.

At least, so Handiorth thought; and,
sinee it saved a lot of argument, he was allowed
to keep on thinking it. Our camp was situated
on Willard’s Island, Tight in the centre of
the river Stowe., _Although we were quite
removed from the madding crowd, so to
speak, we were nevertheless within easy
reach of the school. Five minutes’ run across
the meadows and St. Frank's could be gained,
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It had, as I told the fellows, been a great | fact. One has only to look at the dear fellow

day for the Cadets. It had been a strenuous
day. Only that morning we had been trying
to make the best, of things at the boathous-,
having previously been ordered offi Willard’s
Ialand for trespassing; -but now we were
back again in full possession,

The Cadet camp only existed, to tell the
truth, because of the havoe wrought by
a recent storm. The Remove and Fifth dor-
mitories in the Anecientt House had heen
ruained and were now under repair. iIn the
meantime, sleeping accommodation for the
dormitory-less fellows had been something of &
problem. Thus, the pewers that were had
consented fairly easily to the idea of a Cadet
camp, for it relieved the situatien to no small
cxtent.

I smiled as I heard Handforth’s words.

“It's all verv well, Handy, to make light
of Archie’s good work,” I said. ** As a matter
of fact, he performed wonders, and we ought
to be grateful to him. The fcllow is undoubtedly
0 prize ass, as you say, but not in all respects.
He’s decidedly there when it comes to a
pinch.””

“Rot:! 7 said Handforth.
was no nced to be afraid of Giddy |
only bluff——"" -

*Don’'t you believe it!” T interrupted.
““Mr. Horace Giday is the manager of the
Glenthorne estate, and he had full powers
to order us off this preperty. Willard’s Istind
belongs to Colonel Glenthorne, and old Qiddy
was well within his rights. If we had resisted
him, we should have let ourselves in for a
peck of trouble—or possibly & bushel ! ”

Handforth grunted.

““ Well, what did Archie do ? " he demanded.
*“ What the dickens did the ass do ? Nothing !
Nothing, except lounge about and jaw! He
didn’t even punch old Giddy on the nose ! ”’

“That’s all. you think about,” I said.
“You always want to punch everybody. But
Archie dealt with the matter iar more sotis-
taetorily. Happening to be Coloncel Glenthorie's
voungest som, he has a’sort of authority over
(Giddy. Anyhow, he told the fat bounder that
we were on Wiltard’s Island a8 his gucests ; and,
of courge, Giddy crumpled up. He shrivclled
like a pricked bladder!™ |

“And quictly disappeared, begad!” ob-
sceved Sir Montie Tregellis-West. ‘' Dear old
boys, I'm most frightfully interested in Archie ;
I am, really! A distinetly good sort, you
know!?”

“ Of course, you're bound to be pally with
him!” grunted Handforth. “QOne silly
ass with another, so to speak!”

“ Degad ! How frightfully insultin’!”’

“ Facts are facts !’ went on the leader of
Study D. * You can’t get away from ‘e
Begides, you’ve both got blue blooa. If you
happen to cut yourselyes, the result is a flow
of rich blue 1 -

, “Pray don’t be so shockin’ly absurd!”
protested Montie. “I believe that Archie
(zlenthorne comes from frightfully good stoek.
- His people are real aristocrats, an' have lived
on thig estate for centuries—since the feudal
days, begad! Real old Iinglish ancestry, in

“Why, thcre
It wes

to sec what he ig ! ™’

‘“ Precisely ! seid  Handforth. “You
can see it a mile off ! A pronounced fathead—
a decidedly, thorough josser!”

Sir Montie ffowned.

- *You are {frightiully rude, Handy !” he
protested. ** Archie may be somewhat peculiar
in his style of speech, bhut there is no doubt
about his classy breedin’. Why, I)egml, just
look at the way he wears his clothin® ! ook
at the wonderful cut of his lounge suit an’
the perfect way he carries himself! The
fellow i8 positively a model ; he is, really | ™

“We don’t want to start a discussion about
Archie’s clobber,” broke in Bob Christine.
“The chap’s all right, and I'm glad he’s
deeided to come to St. Frank’s. By the way,
I’ve been wondering what arrangeiments aore
being made about him. ‘Where™s the - chap
going to sleep, and all that 2’

‘“ Perhaps Reggic Pitt will hring some news,”’
I said.” ** Ritt and Grey arc ashore, and they
oughs to be back by now, by the way. Just
like the bounders, to make things late ! ”

As it happened, Reginald Pitt and Jack
Grey.were hurrying across the meadows even
then, on their way to the Cadet camp. In
the darkness of the evening, they could see
the camp fire bcaming redly beyongl the trees.
Willard’s Island was parti?lly hidden from

‘their direct view. .

“ Better buck up!” said Grey. “Tt's
past nine, you know, and ‘elose upon time
for turning in, -Got those things all right,
Reggic 7’

* Rather | »’ said Pitt.

The two juniors had been to the school in
order to obtain a few personal things—small
articles which were required for everyday usc—
and they glowed with satisfaction as they
realised that they would slecp that night on
Willard’s Island, in the comiortable shelter
of the old stone huilding—the quaint structuore
which had been erected by old Jehn Willard
many years earlier.

The (Cadets had made things very cosy
and comfortable, ana the camp was not of the
oxdinary kind. There were no tents to bhe
bothered with—no discomforts on a rainy
night. Within that building all was dry and
comfortable, with accommodation for every-
body,

Fatty Little, the official cook attached
to the corps, had his own cookhcuse and
pantry, and he presided over these quarters
with full sway. In“Mhat department he was i,
and his word was law,

As a camping spot, the old building on
Willard’s Island could not possibly be bheaten,
It was just the ideal place.

Pitt and 6Grey cmerged from behind a
clump of willows, and the swiftly-flowing
waters of the Stowe were before them ; and
there, beyond, lay the stceply-sloping banks
of the island, with the miniature hattlements
of. the quaint building standing out blackly
against the dark sky. And in the foreground,
on a level patch, the camp-fire brzed. Round
ft were many figures, ,



« Tooks pretty good, ch? exclaimed
Jack comfortably. _ _ .

« wise words !” said Reggie Pitt. ** Not
only good, fair one, but gorgeous! I had no
idea that camp life would be so jolly interesting,
I don’t care if they take a couple of months
repairing the dormitory.”

1 don’'t think the interest will last til
then,” said Jack. “ It’s all very well for the
time being, but—hallo! I—I say! Sssh!”

Be came to a halt and crouched down.

“ what's the matter 2" demanded Pitt
curiously.

“ Look !
whispered Grey.
those willows !

Can’t you sce somecbody ?”
“There he is, just against

I'll bet he’s a spy, scent here
by old Giddy !™

Pitt could sece the fizure clearly now. The
juniors had been walking briskly over the
soft turf., their movements - guite noiseless,
in the direction of the little backwater where
their boat lay, and there, outlined against
- the flickering firelight from the island., an
indistinet figure could be seen. This figure
was moving cautiously about near the bank.

“T' tell yvou what,” said Pitt grimly.
“ we'll spring on the bounder! We'll collar
him redhanded, and ask him what the dickens
he wants ! Are you game ?”’

“ Rather !’ said Jack.

The juniors didn’t quite like this businesz.

It had been nice to think of the camp, cosy:

and comfortable, without spies prowling
about. It struck Pitt that the man might be
Ben (roke, for the figure was fairly slight and
Croke was a small man.

Captain Niggs and his mate had been turned
off the island earlier in the evening, and they
had not relished the thing at all. It was quite
likely» that the two men were now prowling
about, on the watch.

Pitt and Grey crept nearer, and then, just
as they were about to spring forward, the figure
turned, and peered searchingly at them through
the gloom.

“I mean to say, what?” came a genial
voice.

“My hat!"” roared Pitt. *‘ It’s Archie!”

“ Absolutely ! said the figure. “ Deucedly
awkward, don't you know, and all that sort
of rot. Fact is, I was just trving to locate the
old liner, The vessel to carry one across the
old wetness, and so forth!"”

Pitt and Grey grinned. and came up. The
figure was undoubtedly that of Archie Glen-
thorne, the genial ass of St. Frank’s. The new
boy was elegantly attired in a lounge suit, a soft
hat, and a monocle. He swished his can easily
as he stood there,

My dear chap, what the dickens are you
doing here " grinned Pitt. * It’s bedtime,
and hours after locking up! You ought to be
;mugfly indoors—and you’ll get into a frightful

ow."”’ :

“ Well, I mean, as.it were, I thought I'd just
trickle round and associate with the lads!”
explained Archic, “ Drop in to pass the old
gocd-night, and all that sort. of thing.”

i But what about getting back ? " asked
(aey,

* My dear old tulip, fhe hour is early ! " 'said

1

“The time for ducking beneath 'the
I felt a desire, don’t

Archie,
linen has pot arrived.
you know, to hobnob with the masses, and so 1

staggered forth. Okbserve the populace across
the gleaming water! Well, what about it?
Shall we join the revels ? "

“Well, it’s your look-out!” said Pitt.
“ We'll take you across, cld son, but the best
thing you can do is to skip back to the school,
and get indoors while you're safe, If you don’t,
vou'll have about a dozen prefects on your
track. Rules have got to be observed at St.
Frank's, you know.”

Archie smiled.

“T1 mean to say, something of that order is
beginning to percolate into the old brain,"”
he obhserved. * It seems fairlv ob., that a
chappie cannot do exactly as he pleases, and
whit not. Deucedly awk., as it were. Makes
a lad feel somewhat of a serf, and all that sort
of stuff. Orders to be obeyed, and quantities
of grovelling to be accomplished ! ”

“ Well, not exactly grovelling,”” grinned Pitt.
“But a fellow at St. Frank's is under very
different conditions to a fellow with a tutor.
Up till now you've only had a tutor, Archie.”

“ Absolutely !  agreed Archie, “ A per-
fectly priceless old lad, of course. One of the
best, in fact., A brainy cove, and what not.
Smither—to give the chappie his handle—that
is to say, his label—well, as it were Where
was 1 ? I seem to have lost the thread, don't
vou know ! Mislaid the jolly old trend, so to
speak, Oh, ah! That's it—absoclutely !
smither! A chap with a bulging dome, con-
taining huge assortments of knowledge, Quite
4 heady bounder. if you know what I mean,
Well, Smither got laid low 2

“ Yes, we know all about that!” chuckled
Pitt. “ You've already told us how Mr.
Smither ot appendicitis, and all the rest of it.
The best thing we can do is to go across to the
island. Are you coming, or will you cut back
to the school 27

“ Oh, rather!"” said Archie. *“ That is to
say, I'm with you, old top! Every time—I

might even say precisely! Supposing we
cress the raging foam ? How about it 2 Is

there anything doing ?

- I’itt and Grey could see that Archie was deter-
mined to cross to the island, and since it was a
hopeless task to attempt any persuasion, they
pkiced him in the boat, and were scon gliding
across the Stowe to the camp. The arrival of the
boat was not noticed until it pushed itself rather
noisily along the reeds.

“Oh, here they are!” said De Valerie,
jumpinzg up. “You bounders! What's the
idca of being so late? You said you'd Le
back before nine.”

“Hallo!” I put in.
chapg, I believe ! ™
l 'Il‘ho:f came into the full glare of the fire-
izht.

“ Well, here we are, bright and cheery, and
chirping vigorously !  exclaimed Archie
genially., “ How goes it, old tulips ? What
about the glad hand ?  Thought I'd just stag-
ger in and mingle with the lads!'”

“Well I'm blessed—Archic | "

. Ha: ha, bal™®

“There are three
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Somehow, the very appearance of Archie,
raised a laugh., And the way the Cadets
jumped up and gathered round the visitor was
ample proof of his popularity. The new
fellow, in faet, was in the good books of one and
all. His inclusion in the Remove was regarded
as a great success,

““ Jolly pleased to sce you, of course, Archie,”
T said, slapping him on the back. * But what’s
theidea 2 You ought to be in bed by now o

“ A sound scheme, no doubt, but the jolly old
tissnes are not in need of restoring just yet,”
said Archie, ‘‘To be quite precise, old dear,
1 felt somewhat forlorn, don’t you know, None
of the cheery chappies knocking about. 1
just trickled in to gather some of the good
spirits, and so forth.”

““ Well, squat down, and make yourseli at
home,” 1 said.

““ Oh, rather!" said Archie. “ That is to
say, absolutely ! What I mean is, the notion
is perfectly tophole—priceless, in fact. But
when it comes to squatting, don’t you know !
Somewhat calculated to give a chappie a hearty
collection of stiff joints, what? Dampness,
and so forth——"’

“ That’s all right—here’s a box ! ”* said Pitt,
shoving one forward. JLounge at your ease!”

“That is to say, exactly !' exclaimed
Archie, sitting down somewhat gingerly on the
hox, and looking round at us through his
monocle. “‘ Not s0 bad. 1In fact, not so jolly
dusty ! Well, here we are, what ¥ Round the
old camp fire, in the stillness of the starry night,
and all that sort of rot! Makes a laddic feel
somewhat poetic, don’t you know.,”

“It's all very well to be poetic, but did you
merely come round to have a chat?” 1
asked. *“ We're glad to see you, Archie, but it’s
only fair to tell you that you'll get into big
trouble if you don't arrive at the school by hali-
past nine.”

‘*“ But 1 mean to say, what absolute piff!”
said Archie mildly. *‘‘ No offence, old walnut !
Yards of respect, and all that sort of thing, But
as man to man, what priceless piff ! Nine-
thirty ! Well, dash it all, a chappie must have
time {,ulprepare himself for the night’s good
work !"”

“ Rules must he kept to at St. Frank’s,” I
reminded him,

““Oh, gquite ! '* agreed Archie. *“ I grasp the
scheme, old darling. But, the fact is, the old
bean has been somewhat flustered, and so forth.
Fiity horse-power worries, don’t you know.”

“ Why, what's wrong ?”" I asked. * Why
arc you s0 concerned, Archie ? Has 3Mr. Lee
shaved you in a study with three or four other
fellows——" . .

“1 mean to say, not at all !’ interrupted
Archie. * The dear old lad was quite It. I
might cven say that he was an absolute top-
holer, Right at the highest notch, and all
that sort of thing. I gathered from the trend of
his remarks that studies are somewhat scare.”

“ Well, that’s quite true,” I said. *‘ We're
rvearly full up in the Remove. Singleton, of
course, has got a study to himself, but it’s only |
a small one, and the Hon, Duggy rather likew
exclusiveness.” . _

b’ Absolutely | 77 said Archie, nodding, I

-y

THE NELSON

it i e

grasp the idea. Well, old top, it appears that
I'm to be let loose in Study No. 13. Deucedly
unlucky number, and what not, but I'm not
superstish, so——"" '

“ I think you must have got hold of it wrong,
Archie,”” put in Pitt. “ The studies aren’t
numbered in the Remove passage—they £o on
the A.B.C. principle. And No. 13 is in the
Fifth Form quarters.”

““ Absolutely | ” said Archie. ‘“ Well, that’s
me! In other words, that’s precisely where
I shall reside.”

“But you’re coming into the Remove!™
I said,

“That, T gather, is the idea,” said Archie.
“But Mr. Lee held forth on the explaining
business. As far as I can grasp, the Remove is
full, or something like. that. The Fifth is
empty, or something of that sort. Well, there
vou are! That, as I might say, is the posish.
I, don’t you know, shall ornament Study 13,
That’s just how we stand.”

““ I suppose Mr. Lee shoved you there because
he knew it would Le hopeless to put you in with
any of the other fellows!” exclaimed Hand-
forth., ““ He could see, of course, that you
wouldn’t get on with any of the chaps, I
don’t want to be nasty, but when a fellow is a

decided chump——"'
agreedd  Archie. * Well,

““ Absolutely !
rather! I don't mind admitting it, old iruit |
That, as it were, is me., Every time! A
priceless chump, of course. My pater has told
me so a thousand times, As a matter of
absolute fact, he told me so one other time as
well! Thoroughly impressed it upon the old
brain easc, as I might say. A deucedly per-
sistent cove, my pater.”

“Tt’'s a good thing vou know you're a
chump, anyway ! >’ said Handforth.

“ There's no need to continue these comphi-
mentary remarks,” I exclaimed. “ What about

sleeping accommeodation, Archie ? 7’

“ I mean to say, some species of trouble !
replied Archie, *““ A kind of deadlock, and all
the rest of it. What T mean is, the jolly old
slumbering apartment is somewhat off-colour,
don’t you know.”

““That's why we're in camp here.” I said,
‘“ The Remove dormitory is undergoing repairs,
Where will you sleep, Archie ?”

“ Oh, that is

* Absolutely ! ” said Archie.
Dear old tulip, T haven’t the

to say, where ?
faintest idea. But I gather that a special
apartment. is being prepared semewhere in the
jolly old cast wing. But these matters don’t’
disturb me, They leave me calm and serenc.
The thinking apparatus, however, is decidedly
churned up regarding Phipps.”’

““ Phipps 7’ repeated Tommy Watson.

““ Absolutely ! "’ said Archie, * ** My man,
don’t you know.” -

* Still thinking about him ?” T grinned.
“ Look here, Archie, it’s a dead certainty yon
won’t be allowed to have'Phipps brought to St.
Frank’s. What is he, exactly ? Where does he
live, and what work does he do ? "

““ My dear old sportsman ! "’ protested Archie.
““ Such ig., don’t you know ! Frightful lack of
the old intelligence, and all that sort of thing !
No offence, of course—absolutely | But, really |
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vou don't know ? Phipps is positively the last
word—the final paragraph, and so forth. To be
precise, Phipps is the real lad !’

“ e scems to be a useful bounder

“ Indispensable, laddie ; the one and only
chappie for me ! ” exclaimed Archie. ** Let me
enlarge. Let me discourse on the subject.
Phipps is my man—the lad who has looked
after me night and day. A brainy cove who
knows everything, He reels out advice like the
good old oracle. Helps me to dress, don't you
know, gets out the right suit for the rizht day,
and ail that sort of rot.”

“ A kind of valet 2 "

“ Absolutely ! " said Archie. * A guide and
a comforter and what not. When Phipps is
flowing round a fellow he casts a soothing glow
into the atmosphere. Without him, 1 am lost—
positively mislaid. I mean to say, something’s
got to be done, I must have Phipps—couldn’t
live withotit the bounder.

Archie was quite worried. He had been think-
ing ahout Phipps the whole evening, Lut he had
apparently failed to mention the matter to
Nelson lLee. Probably he was rather nervous
about deing so.

I explained to him that he'd better gef
back as soon as possible, or he would only find
himself in trouble, for it was past bedtime
already.

And at last Archie decided that he would
“ stagger to the old homestead,” and turn in.
He informed us that he was frightfully bucked,
and added the information that he would
probably trickle round again in the morning to
look upen our cheery dials, And off he went.,

Some of the fellows saw him ashore, and then
he wandered off into the darkness. I had quite
a strong idea that Archie Glenthorne would be
somewhat disappointed in regard to the absent
"Mr. Phipps.

* But Archie was a fellow who had a curious

way of getting what he wanted—and Phipps
was Archie’s most cherished want at the
moment,

CHAPTER 1L
IN THE NIGHT !

“ LL quiet, sergzcant ? "
asked Tommy Watson.
“¢ Silence | V!

Tommy paused, and
looked hard. It was
getting on towards midnight,
; in fact. The Cadet Camp was
asleep, and everything in shipshape order.
There were two sentries on duty—their spell
-would conclude at two o'clock. The sentries

were Watson and Handforth.
At midnight they would
Christine and Talmadge, whose duty it would
be to remain on guard until two o'clock. The
spells of * sentry go” were divided into tswvo-
hour stretches, and there were always two
Cadets on the job at once. Onec would have
been quite sufficient, of course, but with two
fellows on duty there was less likelihood of the

guard falling asleep, and it was not so lonely,

late—

awaken Bob

Tommy Watson had just finished a round.
He had passed through the sleeping quarters
of the camp, through the living rooms, and had
now returned to the main door. Handforth
should have been just outside, on duty.

But Handforth wasn’t there,

“ Wthere the dickens can the ass have got
to ? " muttered Watson, turning back., *“I
say, Handy !’ he added. in a stage whisper.

Then he uttered an indignant grunt. I'or he
had caught sight of Handforth sitting down on
a box in front of the glowing fire. ¥or all the
apartiments in this quaint old building had
fireplaces, and a blaze was always kept going in
the chief room, And there was Sergeant
Handforth, with hiz head lowered down on his
chest, snoring peacefully,

Watson hurried across, and vigorously shook
Handforth’s shoulder.

“You rotter | " he hissed. *‘If I reported
this to Nipper you'd be court-martialled ! 1It's
a frightful offence to go to sleep on duty——""

“ Eh, what's that 2" mumbled Handforth,
lcoking up with somewhat bleary eyes. * Oh,
it's you! I—I was just thinking, you know.
Planning out a few things for tosmorrow-—
drill, and i

“You were asleep, you
Watson. * Asleep on duty!”

Handforth jumped up. and glared.

“ Do you want a punch on the nose, Private
Watson ?2 " he roared.

“ Don’t make that noise £

““Well, don't you accuse me of neglecting
my duty,” growled Handforth., *“ You—yvou
babbling ass! Can’t I be deep in thought now
without you making out I'm asleep ? I'm joily
down on chaps who doze off on sentry work !
It’s a terrible erime ! ",

Watson grunted.

*““ ANl right, we won’t argue ! " he said. “ We
might as well let the feilows sleep in peace,
But you were asleep all right, and you can't
spoof mec Yow—yaroooh | Oh, my
goodness 1" _

“That's for being insubordinate !’ said
Handforth curtly.

Watson held his nose, and moaned.

“You—you violent rotter "

“ Any more sauce, and I'll give you another,”
said Handforth. * Do you think I'm going to
stand cheek from a private 2 Do yvou think%'m
going to be accused of neglecting my duty by
one of the beastly rank and file 2 "

“You—you wait!"” muttered Tommy
Watson darkly. “ I'm not going to wake the
chaps up now, but—you wait | You may be a
sergeant, but that doesn't give you permission
to punch out just as you like! You don't even
give a chap time to put up his hands! You
ought to be stopped ! |

Handforth turned away, and strode up and
down with quite unnecessary vigoue, He
stumbled over some obstacle now and again,
and what with his growls and the noise of his
fee_t.‘it coutid hardly be said that the night way
(uiet.

But, fortunately, all the Cadets were sound
sleepers, and these noizes did not disturb them.
I turned over in my blankets, it is true, but I
soon dropped off again. ‘These were not unusual

bounder ! " said




m;unds. It is only unusual scunds that awaken ¢

a light eleeper.

After another fifteen minutes had elapsed,
Handforth was in a good humour again, He
had only punched Tommy Watson’s nose
because Tommy had been right. Handforth
had been asleep, but never would he have
admitted it. The knowledge of his own slip
annoved him, It wassomewhat hard on Watson
that he should be compelled to hear the brunt
of Handy’s annoyance.

““ Nearly time for us to turn in now.,” said
Watson, as he glanced at his watch. “ Only
about another five minutes. I'm glad, too.
'This sentry business is all very well, but it’s

beastly wearisome ! ”’ .

“ Rather ! ” said Handforth, yawning.
““ Makes a chap doze I—I mean, don’t be
an ass! I'm as fresh as paint—I’ve felf, fit ever
since I came on duty, But, of course, the whole
idea is potty | 7’

* What, keeping a watch 72" |

“ Of course!” |

“ But we've got to remember old Giddy, and
those other rotters,” said Watson. ** Unless
we're on the alert, they may spring a surprise,
and try to chuck us off. Besides, there’s the
treasure. DBoth Niggs and Croke know about it,
and they’re keen to get on the track of the gold.
They might even come searching——"

“ With all these chaps on the island ? "
sneered Handforth, * What piffle | I pity you,
Watson—it must be roften to walk about
without Dbrains!” _

‘““ Look here, it's quite likely that Niggs will
do something e

*“*Rot !

“ And a watch is necessary

“ Rubbish ! ™

“Yes, but look what you've just been
saying &

: “Piffle ! ™

“I'm glad you admit it ! ’* snapped Watson.

“Eh? What the dickens ”* Handforth
-paused and glared. * Are you making out vhat
I’ve been talking piffle 7

'y

“ Well, didn’t you say that it was a crime to

go to sleep on duty, and now you say that
sentrics aren’t necessary at all——"’

“ [ wasn’t asleen,” snapped Handforth.

“T'm not saying Hallo ! exclaimed
Tommmy quickly. ** What was that ? ”

** Nothing, you fathead | ”

“ But I heard P

““ Oh, don’t be a nervous ass.”

“1 tell vou I heard something,” insisted
Watson. ** There vou are! Do you mean to
say you didn’t catch that ? "

The two sentries were standing auite still now,
listening intently. I'rom the sleeping quarters
had come a sharp cry—but it sounded mufiled
and far away. Then all was silent again.

Handforth and Watson looked at one another.

The Cadets were sleeping in two or three apart-
meits of this stone building. They were all
well wrapped in blankets, and thoroughly
comfortable, ' They were dry, and protected
from all weather conditions. So far as the
listeners could make out, the sound had come
{rom the furthest sleceping room. -

1

This was situated near a solid stoncwork
passage which led to what appeared to be
a blind end. Anybody going along this passage
came upon a great stone slab which seemed
utterly immevable.

This was, however, a cunningly-made stone
door, which opened upon 2 flight of steps leading
into the cellars. There were extensive cellars
beneath the old place. It had been built a8 an

almost exact replica of a castle fortress of the

Middle Ages. And old John Willard had carried
th2 plan out so thoroughly that everything was
Iineluded—even to the dungeons,

Handforth looked at Tommy Watson, and
nodded. .

“ I heard something then ! " he exclaimed, in
a stage whisper. * That only shows how
necsssary it is to have your ears open. No good
relying on a chap like you for sentry duty——""

“ Why, vou rotter, I heard it first!” said
Watson indignantly. “ You called me a
nervous ass.”

“T1f vou think wvou're going to take the
credit for hearing this alarm, you've made a
mistake,” said Handforth grufily. *“I dis-
tinetly noticed a sound—a kind of ¢ry for help.”

“wWwell, it’s no good standing here, arguing
about it,”’ snapped Watson. ** I'hc best thing
we can do is to go and investigate. Perhaps
somebody is inn trouble.  Come on—iollow me !

Handforth snorted as Watson walked swiftly
towards the doorway leading into the passage.
Ldward Oswald would probably have continued
arguing for quite a long time. And it rather
unsettled him to sec his tellow sentry dashing
off like this before the conversation was finished.

Watson was just passing one of the other
doorways when a figure appeared. He started
back, rather surprised for the moment. 'The
figurc had made no noise, and it had come upon
him abruptly.

“ 1t’s all right—only me!”

*“ Nipper ! ”” muttered Watson,
head ! You scared e 3

** Keep your hair on,” I said calmly, as I
joined him in the passage, * What's wrong ?
Did you hear something, too 2 7

“Yes, What was it ?” -

“Idon't know,” Isaid T was asleep, but
something scemed to wake me up—one of the
fellows cried out, I believe, I just got up to
have a look round, and I brought an electric
torch with me.”

“Good ! said Watson,

“Who's this?”  demanded Handiorth,
bustling up, * Oh, Nipper! Who the dickens
told you to interfere ? You ought to be asleep,
am% not’botl\ering us | We're on sentry duty,
anc Y

*“ Don’t waste time, Handy,” I interrupted,
“We want, to find out what’s wrong.”

It wasn’t long hefore we did find out, Going
into the sleeping quarters, we looked at every
fellow in turn, Then, as soon as we got into
the last apartment—the one at the end of the
passage—we all started forward at once., Ior
one set of blankets lay in a disordered heap.
Round about a number of juniors were sleeping
iaoundly,-—t-hey had not been disturbed in the
east,

“You fot-




wgomebody’s  gone!'  said Handforth
snrewdly. ** Now, that's pretty keen of g, L
think. Somebody’s vanished,”

¢ pfarvellous ! I exclaimed, * Your brain
power, Handy, is simply staggering, How
do you think of such wonderful things ? By
Jove! I don’t quite like the look of this,
though,” I added, becoming serious, *This
pile of blankets belongs to Martin !”

““The charity kid,” said Handforth,

« There’s no need to call him a charity kid,"”
T said, *“ John Martin is a jolly decent fellow,
and just as gentlemanly and well-behaved as
any fellow in the Remove, Where on carth can
he have got to 2 And why did he shout out like
that 2"

“ He was Handforth
dramatically,

He didn’t realiy think this, but it sounded
well, And Handforth was always anxious for
gomething startling to happen—so that he
could have an opportunity of doing some
investigating work, Handiorth rather fancied
him3ieli as a detective, The other fellows did
not, :

I bent over the blankets, examined them,
and then looked round keenly, It scemod
to m2 that there might be something in what
Handforth had said, The, blanketz were .all
in & heap, in a mast disordered condition, John
was a very methodieal fellow-—uiet, reserved
and tidy, It was not like him to make such
a mess of his bedclothes,

And there were also one or two marks en the
floor which attracted my attention—a serateh
or two on the discoloured wood planks, as
thouzn caused by heavy boots, And there
was something awhich filled ma with instant
Ewimpioion. It was, indeed, a very sigaificant
clue,

At first 1 had not looked upon it a8 such,
It had affrcted my senses in a sub-conscious
kind of way, but, suddenly, I became alive to
~the importance of it,
“Coan you sm:ll anything ? " I whispered
sharply.

“Saell anything 2" repeated  Watson,

;‘ What do you m#an ? It scems a bit musty in
- here o
- “No, no!" I interrupted. “It's a faint
niff of beer, or spirits—tinged with foul tobaccor
Do you mean to say vou can’t smell it 2 Very,
very faint, but it's in the air all right.”

Watson and IHandforth sniffed again and
again.

“Your giddy imagination,” growled Hand-
forth, at length,

But T knew it wasn’t., T had a kecner scent
than the oth:r fellows—that was all. And
that smll in the apartment told me clearly
enough that a man—or two or three men,
perhaps—had very recently been in there, They
were men who had been drinking and smoking,
and they had left their trade mark behind.

[ instantly thouzht of Captain Nizgs and
B Croke. These two raseals, bargoemen who
had lost their vessel in the recent flood, had
remained in the neighbourhood because they
knew someathing about old Willard's treasuce.
Until the previous evening, in fact, they had
cccupicd the island. But we had thrown them

kidnappea ! " said
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Then he uttered an indignant grunt.

For he had caught sight of Hand-

forth sitting down on a box in front
of the glowing fire.

off. It was quite feasible to suppose that
they had returned. DBut how ?

“T say!"” said Watson abruntly, and in
rather a startled voice. “ This is impossible,
vou know.”

“What's impossibie 2"

“ Martin ecan’t have gone !

“Bub he has gone,” I said, indicating the
blankets.

“ That's what makes it so jolly queer,” said
Tommy, scratching his car. ** Haven't we just
come along the passage ? Martin couldan’t
have got out without passing us, and we Saw no
gign of him.”

“ That's right,” said Handforth.

“Then there’s only one explanation,” T said

grimly. * Martin was taken down into the
cellars—into the -'ungeons ! "
“What rot!' said Handforth. “ Why

should he want to go down there—in the
middle of the giddy night ? ™

*“ I don't suppose he did want to—he wag
probably forced down.”

“Oh, don’t be a potty lunatic!' snapped
Handforth, * Do you think I'd let anybody
come in Y Who could take Martin away ? Every
other fellow is here—=sound asleep, and you must
be dotty to >

“wsome men got into thiz room!" I inter-
rupted tensely. I don’t know how, but they
managed it. There’s only one explanation,
though,” I went on. “ They must have come
up from the dungeons,”

“ But we examined the dungeons, and they
were empty,”” said Watson.

“I know all that—and I'm puzzled,” I
exclaimed. “ As far as I can sce, the only
possibility iz that the two men—supposing there
were two—egot through by means of a scerct
door. 1'm pretty certain one exists, and it
probably lrads to a tunnel, or something.”

Handiorth looked at me with wide open eyea.

“ By George | You've got it ! " he exclaimed
excitedly. * That's theidea. Asecret tunnclt
Dut why should they pinch Martin 27

“ Probably because he was the first fellow
thoy canme across,” I said.  * His blankets are
nearest the door, you sece.  And he might have
been arousad.  Anyhow, we're going down into
the cellars, to have a look round.” :

I was thinking rapidly. I could not sce any
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rcason why John Martin should have been|’

taken. DBut, at that time, I was ignorant of a

most important fact,

the son of old John Willard. He did not even

know this himself. But Captain Niges and

Ben Croke did know it—and they probably

lﬁad some sinister reason for getting hold of the
oy.

John was not in the same nosition as the
other fellows. That is to say, he was not an
ordinary junior. Some little time ecarlier he
had been brought to St. Frank’s by Dr. Stai-
ford, and the Head had kept him in the school
as & kind of protégé.
had saved the Head’s life, and the Head had
then discovered that the boy was unhappy, and
anxious to get away from his home.

Strictly speaking, it was not a home, for he
was simply kept by a miserable, cvil-tempered
man in Caistowe, who was nnfy too glad to
get rid of him. And it was through this man
that Dr. Stafford had learned shat John was
really the son of old Willard, the cceentric,
who had died ten years since.

The boy had been left utterly unprovided
for when his hadf-inad father died, and those
who had charge of him had ealled him “ Mar-
tin,” fecling that the name of Willard would
be harmiul, It ight be suspectad that the
boy would grow up tainted with his father's
insanity, and so it was not gencrally known
that John was actually the son of the man
who had built the quaint old * folly ™ on the
island,

But, as T have said, T was unaware of these
facts at the time, and I was also unaware
that Niggs and Croke had an associate named
William Hudson. Tt was this man who had
been planning everything during the last week.
It was owing to his activity that we had been
turned off Willard’s Island ; it was owing to his
cunning that the two bargemen had been
placed there as watchmen. But, with the aid
of Archie, we had spoilt that part of the
scheme,

Just before we got to the big stone door
which led down to the cellars, T came to a halt.
I made up my mind. I was only half dressed,
but I had my watch on me. I took it out, and
glanced at it.

“Ten past twelve,” I said. “ Look here,
Tommy, buzz off like the wind, and go to the
school, Bring the guv’'nor here.”

" dp’h‘ Lee,” saia Watson.« ““ But he'll e in
cd.

“No, he won't,” T said ecrisply. “ He told
me he’d be working late to-night, and that
gencrally means until one o’clock with the

suv'nor.  Youw'll probably find him in his
study. Buzz ofi, and bring him back with

you.”

Tommy Ws].tson.djdn’t quite like the idea,
he wanted to remain with mo. But I insisted
and off he went.

I knew well enough that this was a serious
business, and I didn’t quite care to handle it
me. It was essentially a job for Nelson

-

John Martin was really \

John, to tell the truth, |

CHAPTER IIT.
TEE CLUE OF THI MUD-MAREK.

H ANDFORTH garunted.

“ Mad — absolutely
mad | " he said cute

tingly, “I've known

it for months, of course, but this
is about the limit ! Absolutely
off your rocker!”

“Talking about me ? " I asked,

“Yes, I am,”

“ What's wrong 2

“Wrong!"” snapped Handforth. * Of all

the dotty ideas! What the thunder did you
want: to send for Mr. Jee for? "

‘““ So that he could help us to get on Martin’s
tr '

ack.”

“Rot!” interrupted Handforth curtly.
“Who wants any help 2 If it comes to that,
you can go to bed and leave it to me. 1I'll
show you how these things ought to be done.
You ought to be boiled! I'd like to see you
chucked into & vat of fryine oil ! ”

* Quite an interesting spectacle,” T gaid,
‘““ But there’s no need for you to go off the
deep end, Handy. This thing's urgent.”

“Don’t I know it ?"” roarecd Handforth.
“The very first time I've got a chance ot doing
sonme real solid detective work, you send for
Nelson Leel When he comes I sha’™n’t have a
look in.” _

“ My dear chap, yvon needn’t imagine that
you're capable of handling a job like this,” I
said  patiently. “ Why, I'm not gamg to
make the attempt myscli. We don’t know
what’s happened to Martin, and we’ve got to
use every means to get on hjs trail at once.
We can’t waste time while fatheads like you
potter about.”

Handforth wanted to have a fight on the
spot. He informed me- that he would knock
ne into the middlegnt next week, if I said
another word. But I managed to calim him
down, and then we opened the stone door of
the cellar.

As we paused at the top of the steps, T flashed
my light down into the inky blackness, and
there was something mysterious and eeric
about, the affair which made us pause cven a
bit longcr.

It was only shortly after midnight, and the
whole camp was sound asleep. The night was
particularly still, and, somehow, it seemed
to bLe just the right atmosphere for such a
strange, sinister happening 2s this.

John Martin had been spirited away as
though by some supernatural means. Only
that one faint cry had warned us that all was
not right. In some strange, unaccountable
way, John had been taken trcm his bed, and
nothing more was to be seen of him,

And, since it was impossible for him to have
been taken out into the open, it stood to
reason that he must have gone down into the
dungeons. And I was convinced that he had
been forced against hig will.

“TIt seems a bit crecpy, doesn’t it ? *’ whise
pered Handforth. ‘ Not that I'm nervous, or

anything like that—not likely ! Who's going
L first 2"



e you can, if you like,” I said.
« But you've got the electric torch.”
¢ Right you are,” I smiled. * Leave it to

m?ﬂandforth, nlthmy;h he denied that he was
nervous, undoubtedly felt somewhat rocky.
And I didn't blame him, for 1 had the same
gensation myself, And I had gone through
all sorts of queer adventures with the guv’'nor.
There was something about these dungeons
which made them creepy even in the daytime.
At the hour of midnight-——and particularly
after a fellow had been wafted away like a
puif of smoke—the creepy sensation waz tre-
mendously accentuated.

Wwhat should we iind down in the cellars ?
would John Martin be there, jor not ? Should
we soon find ourselves f{ichting desperately
with the rogues who had taken him from his
blankets ?

After all, it was rather a waste of time to
conjecture these sort of things, and I strode
boldly but soitly down the stone steps, flashing.
the light beam from my torch in front of ne,

Handforth followed cloze upon my heels. He
had puzhed back his sleeves instinctively.
But there was nobody to fight,
The cellars and dungeons were empty. We

went over them from corner to corner, and |
came to the one obvious conclusion that we were
the sole occupants. Down below there.a narrow |
passage ran for some distance. And doors
were set at regular intervals, each leading
into a square-stonced dungecn. The doors were
of solid oak, heavily studded, and fitted with
massive locks and bolts,

*“Thought so0,” grunted Handforth dis-
gustedly as Lie pulled his sleeves down. ““ This
i3 what comes of taking any notice of an ass
like you. There’s nothing here, and it’'s as
plain as anything that "™Martin was never
brought down.”

“Then where is he 27 I asked grimly.

“ How do I know 7" demanded Handforth.
“It's a dead certainly he didn’t come here, or
we should find himn. ‘These walls are solid
stone, with nothing but ecarth beyond. A
worm couldn't get ont of this cellar except by
the stone door at the top of the steps. Martin
must have gone out some other way.”

“That's impossible,” I said. *“ You or
Tommy would have seen him if he tried to
get out into the open.  It's no good suggesting
the windows, because they're all barred over.
And, as it was impessible for the chep to leave
the camnp by any other means, it stands t
reason that he came down here.”

“Where he vanished into thin air, I sup-
pose ? " asked Handforth sarcastically. *“ Or
perhaps he’s hiding behind a speck of dirt 2 ™

1 thought it vnnccessary to make any reply
to this remark. And, emerging into the narrow
passage once more, I walked slowly along.
Curiously enough, the floor -and walls were
perfectly dry;  indeed, the floor was quite
dusty.’ There was no sign of dampness down in
this strange old dungeon.

“ By Jove ! ” I sald abruptly.

T had come to a halt, and was staring down
at the stoue floor. Then I grabbed Handiorth
as he was about to move forward.

“ Don’t disturb it !’ I said sharply.
*Great pip ! gasped Handforth.  What's

the matter, you ass ? Don't disturb what ?
Have you gone off vour giddy rocker 2"

“Can't yousce 7" I asked tensely. *f look !
As clear ns anything—there’s been a struggl:
here, Handy., A pretty lively one, too.”

Handiorth stared blankly at the floor.

“You can't spoof m+1” he growled. “I'n
jolly keen at this sort of thing, but it's noe gocd -
trying tricks on an old hand. There’s been no
struggele here, you duiter! Trying to pull iy
leg, I suppose ! "

“1I thought you rathor pridded vourself on
being a detect.v: 727 I asked. “* I rather fancy
you need a few hints, old son. Well, here’s
a good lesson for you. ILook carefully at the
floor.”

“I'm looking.”

“Well do vou see those long scratches ? 7' [
asked. “ They were caused not more than
half an hour ago—and you can casily see that
a heavy boot made them. Then look here.
What about these marks ?”

I went down on my hands and knees, ana
then made closer examination of the floor. And
although Handiorth was extremely dubious,
and expressed quite a large number of exteemely
frank doubts, I was positive that a struggle
had taken place in the passage.

“You can see how it happened,” I said.
*“ They succeeded in‘getting ltlurtin down here
before he fully recovered from the surprisc,
And I suppose they were taking him into
this particular dungeon when he made a break.
The result was a quick serap, in which Martin
naturally got the worst of it.”

Handforth glared.

“Oh, you make me tired!” he snapped.
*“Talking about struzales, and all that kind of
thing, and there's not a soul down here. And
that suggestion about & seeret passageis ob-
viously a lot of rot. Every wall dowan here i
as¢ solid as a giddy cliff ! ™

“ Clifts aren’t always solid,” I said shortly.

“I suppose that's meant to be smart 2
asked Handforth in a kind of contemptuouns
tone. “ Well, all T can sayv is Listen !
Wheat’s that ? I heard something just then ! ”

Handforth stood stock still, and turned a
shade paler.

““ Nothing to worry about.” I said.
only somebody coming down.”

Handforth pulled himself togetiher.

“ Did vou think I didn't kuow it 2 7 he said
sourly.

He wasattemptingtocover uphis momentary
confusion. The sound was, indeed, caused by
someone hurrying down the cellar steps.  And
a moment later this somebody turned out to he
Tommy Watson. He was looking flushed from
rapid walking and cxcitement.

“He's coming!"” he said quickls.
behind me!™

“ Good ! " I replied.
the trick, Tominy.
his study.”

“ Yes—hard at work on somothing,” said
Watson.

(2} It.q

' Just

. “I thought you'd do
I'tl bet the guv'nor was in

| A minute later Nelsoa Lee appeated,  He was
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looking keen and brisk, and he glanced round
sharply as he saw us standing in the passage.

“ You did quite right to send for me, Nipper,”
he said. T understand that Martin has
mysteriously disapppeared ?2”

* Yes, sir.”

“And ycu belicve he was brought down
here 277

* Nipper does, but I don’t!” put in Hand-
forth. **'This place is as empty as a tub!
Martin couldn’t come down this way, sir——"

“We will sce, Handiorth—we will see,”
said Nelson Lee.

He listened intently while I told him all the
circumstances, ‘T'ommy Watson, of course,
had already informed the guv-nor as to the
position. But I added a few more details,

“I've no doubt, Nipper, that Martin was
scized by Captain Niggs and the man Croke,”
said Nelson Lee at Iength, * They appear to be
starting on some rather desperate game—and we
we must do our best to frustrate it at once.
I may as well inform ycu that I have solved the
gecret of that cipher -

"“You have ! ”” I said cagerly.

“My only hat!’” ecjaculated Handforth.

“ Rather! ™ said Watson., * Mr. Lece was
telling me about it as we came along. Jolly
wonderful I call it!”

“ And what does the message say, sir 27 T
askced.

“I am rather annoyed with the deceased,
Mr. Willard,” replied Nelson Lee, drily.  ** He
has played a trick on me, Nipper. The
message simply gives the information that a vast
hoard of gold is concealed in some secret place.
And the clue to this place is to be obtained by
piccing the jigsaw puzzle together. It would
have been far more profitable if I had spent
my time on that task—sinece we practically
knew from the very start that a treasure really
existed.”

“I don’t know, sir,” I said. ** After all, it
was only a surmise—and now we know for
certain,  That’s all to the good, anyhow.
We know we're jolly well working on a cert..
and nct wasting our time on a wild goose chase,
But how did you find the key to the cipher ? 7

“ By hard work, young ’un,” replicd Lee.
" By trying every method of cipher reading,
and eliminating those which were useless.
- T'he jigsaw puzzle, ag you know, is & most
intrieate piece of work, and the pieecing of it
fogether will be a formidable task.  But we
cannot spend any more time discussing that
now. We must get to work.”

“Gooa ! said Handiorth.
here, sir.
iy the passage here, Of coursc that's sheer
rot -

“On the contrary, Handforth, it is perfectly
true,” interrupted Nelson Lee. *“ 1 bave
already noticed these marks on the floor. A
ight undoubtedly took place on this spot.”

Handforth looked rather blank.

" Why, do you think 8o, too, sitr ?”* he askad.

I do not think so—I know 80,” said Nelson
Ice, quictly. * Yes, Martin had a bit of a
tussle here, but he was evidently overpowered.
I should imagine that two men were decaling

“ Now look

Nipper says there’s been a struggle |

o

with him. He is a strong, sturdy boy, and
might have got away from a single assailant.”

*“ What'’s your idea, sir ? "’ I asked.

* Probably the same as yours,” replied Lce.
“ Martin was brought down here, and spirited
away. According to the account I have heard,
these two men must have made their entry into
the building by means of this cellar. It follows,
therefore, that therec must be a second exit.
The stone door at the top of the steps is not the
only way out.”

“You mean a sccret door, or something ?2

“ Exactly.”

“* Yes, but how are we going to find it 27 I
asked. *“ Why, it might take us days before
we locate a thing like that, sir. And we don’t
know what’s happening to Martin, and §

“We can do nothing but our best, Nipper,”
said Nelson Lee. *“ Now, boys, you can leave
me to myself, if you like. You are probably
tired, and would like to get to bed. This
ptu}’tt-er is now in my hands, and I will deal with
it.

“ But we want to be here, too, sir ! 7’ protested
Handforth.

* Rather ! ”’ said Watson,

“ Stay if you like—you’il probably get tired
of the whole business after a while,” said Nelson

Lee, * We will commence by examining the
floor very closely, We might he able to lcarn
things.”

The guv'nor had a powerful electric torch
of his own, and he cast the light from it upon the
floor. I could sec by his expression th&t he
was grave and troubled. He spoke lightly, and
both Handforth and Watgon had no idea as to
his real feelings. DBut I knew.

Nelson Lee was intensely worried, And the
situation was certainly galling. He knew that
two men at least hgd crept in like shadows,
We knew that they had seized John, and taken
him away. To rush off on the tracks of some
escaping crooks is exciting enough—and it
makes a fellow feel good.  But this was differ-
ent—this was maddening,.

Here we were, stuck fast—helpless. John
had been taken away by means of some secret
tunnel. And the way for us was barred. We
could not follow until the hidden door was

| found. :

And, in the meantime, John was in the hands
of the enemy, and we did not know what was
happening to him. 'Therc was every necessity
to work speedily, and to press forward in pur-
<uit.

“ Why do you think they took the cliap away,
air 2 1 asked,

“ I rather fancy the men had a specific reason
for doing s0,” replied Nelson ILee,

“You don't think they collared Martin just
by chance ?

s NU."

“ Why should they pick upon him, sir?”
asked Watson.

* Because it evidently suits themn better to
do 20.” said Lee, somewhat voguely. ** Or, on
the cther hand, it is just possible that they took
the first boy thev came acrosi, They may have
sonte idea of holding him as a hostag:.”

*That's what I thought, sir,” I said keenly.
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« In fact, it scems to be the only explanation.
They’ll hang tight to Martin until we agree to
clear off the island—some idea of that sort, I
suppose. Surely they don’t mean any harm to
him ? Any real harm. I mean 27"

“Y sincerely trust not,” said Lee. * But
we will not leave anything to chance, Nipper.
1f it is at all possible to rescue the boy at once,
we will do so. We will not sit down and wait
until the enemy makes another nove.”

Of course the guv’nor had no need to choose
his words. For both Handiforth and Tommy
Watson knew all about the treasure. They
were in the secret, together with two or three
other fellows. The rest of the Cadets had
never even heard of it.

It was well past the time when Handforth and
Watson should have gone off duty. By now
they ought to have been asleep, with two other
sentries on the watch. The thought struck me
that the camp was now left entirely unguarded.

Neither Tommy nor Handforth would hear
of shifting. They meant to be down here until
Nelson Lee discovered the secret door. So I
slipped up the stone steps as quickly as possible,
and made my way to the sleeping apartment
where Tregellis-West and Church and McClure
were to be found.

I awakened Sir Montie and Church. It was
not their spell for sentry duty, but I thought
it much better to arouse them., The proper
sentries who were told off to keep watch
between twelve and two were not in the secret ;
and they would certainly start all sorts of
inquiries if they saw anything unusual afoot.

So I explained briefly to Sir Montie and
Church what was happening, and told them to
keep on the alert—to remain on guard until
they were relieved. Ii anybody else woke up,
Sir Montie would tell them that everything
was all serene, and that they were to go to
sleep again.

In this way, the whole affair was kept quiet,
and in the morning the bulk of the fellows in
camp would never know that anything unusual
had taken place. Having received solemn
promises from the two sentries that they would
refrain from dozing off, I returned to the
cellars.

Nelson Lee was now in one of the dungeons,
and he was making his way slowly and carefully
over the floor, examiaing every crevice and
cranny. Now and again he brought a powerful
magnifying lens into play.

“ Anything happened ? ' T asked softly.

“Nothing yet!” muttered Handforth.
* Proper frost, in fact. T don’t think anything
will happen. I'm jolly doubtful if there's any
serret door at all! You'll find I'm right in the
end. Just you wait{”

As it turned out, it was destined that we
should not have to wait very long. At present,
however, Nelson Lee's task seemed well-nigh
hopeless. It hardly secemed feasible that he
could find any secret door here—where the walls
were of solid stone which seemed to be built

.as solidly as the pyramids.
Old Willard had had his plans carried out

thoroughly. He had spent a vast amount of .

money on the island, and had spent years of
time. But, until now, nobody had ever

|

thought that the quaint old building contained
any secrets,

For over ten years this thing had remained
hidden—there had been no hint or suggestion
of mystery. But now, solely owing to the
finding of an old brass-bound box, it seemed
likely that the truth would come out.

Nelson Lee was feeling very annoyed by the
fact that the enemy had the advantage. For
they knew of this secret door. And it was
qu:te likely that they knew of other things, too.
The great detective had a feeling that Niggs
and Co. were stealing a march on him.

While he had been puzzling over the cipher,
they had been doing practical work. And
perhaps they had stumbled across the treasure
chamber by accident. This thought was
certainly a galling one, ’

And then, just as Nelson Lee was rafsing
himself, he suddenly paused. He stared hard
at the wall in front of higpn. It was built of huge
stones, ecach one necarly a foot square, and
absolutely solid.

But Nelson Lee was not deceived.

‘He knew how fatal it was to judge by appear-
ances. And this was not his first experience
of underground caverns and tunnels. He konew
a great deal about the game, and was on the
alert for any little likely sign.

< had seen one now.

The light from his torch had revealed rather
a curious thing. Standing upright, he would
not have noticed it, but, in a stooping positicn,
he had seen that a little scrap of moist earth
was adhering to a crevice between two of the
stone blocks,

Nelson IL.ee went nearer, and gazed search- °
ingly at the tiny morsel of earth through lis
magnifving lens. Then he gave a soft whisile.
I was by his side in a momen$, anxious to know
what he had discovered.

*“ Anything good, sir 2 "' I asked.

“1 think so, Nipper; ves, I think so!"”
replicd Lee.

*“ Blessed if I can sec anything ! " said Hand-
forth, staring.

“Same here ! ” said Yatson.

I looked keenly.

**This wall seems to be as solid as the side of
a battleship,sir! ” I exelaimed. ** Why, these
stones are a foot square, and it would take a
couple of mien to lift one. 1 must coniess that
I'm stumped, too0.”

Nelson Lee smiled. '

*““What is this 27 he inquired, pointing.

“That ? " Isaid. *“ Why, a speck of carth—
fairly moist, too. It seems to be jammed in
between these two square stones.”

* Ixactly,” said Nelson Lee. “ Now,
Nipper, just use your wits. How could this
scrap of earth get herc—in such a peculiar
position ? These cellars arc dry, and the floor
ig dusty. No morsel of earth would remain
moist for long. That clearly proves that this
scrap was recently left here. :And it is quite
obvious that it was not deliberately placed
in this crevice.” |

“Then how did it get there, sir 2"

““I should judge that it was adhering to the
instep of a man’s boot,” replied Neison Lee.
“ Atter walking on spongy ground, a man is
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liable to collect earth on his instep—and to
carry it with him into dry regions.”

Handforth stared.

“ But, hang it all, sir!” he protested.
“ How on earth could a man’s instep get in
guach a place ?”

** It is quite clear that the wall was not in its
present condition,” said Nelson Lee, * We
will suppose that these four centre stones were
rmnowd; leaving a cavity. A man elimbs
through. In doing 30, he scranes his boot upon
the edge, leaving a certain amount of earth
on the stone.”

“By Jove!” I said tensely. “ You mean
that this is the secret doorway ? "’

“ Exactly.”

“But it’s all golid stonework, sir!’’ pro-
tosted Watson.

“ Undoubtedly,” said Nelson I.ce. “ But
these secret doors are frequently as solid as the
wall itself, and so cunningly constructed that
it is well-nigh impossible to detect the difference
petween wall and door. But this clue is a clear
one, boys. That scrap of earth could have got
in this ercvice in no other way.”

And Nelson Lee commencetl searching keenly
for further signs. He had a starting point now,
and the task seemed much more hopeful. He
was not sceuting round at a loose end, so to
speak,

The erevice where the carth stuck was aboué
eight inches from the floor; and this was
apparently the bottom of the secret opening.
‘The door, thereiore, was not like an ordinary
onc—it was more similar to a hole in the wall.

Lee closely examined the edges of the stones.
They scemed to fit go tightly thas any question
of moving them appeared to be impossible.
But this, of course, was what was only to be
expected.

A secret door is not a seeret door if it can
be seen or deteeted at the first glance. And
Nelgon Lee was very intent upon his task, but
after ten minutes had elapsed he shook his head
doubtfully. ,

“ The door is here right enough, but I doubt
if we can locate the method of opening it,” he
.~'e:;atidl.1 “ Perhaps we had better try further
afield.”

“ Good idea, sir!” said Handforth.

The leader of Study D, in fact, was convineced
in his own mind that no door existed, and con-
sidered himseif vastly superior to Nelson Lee
for refusing to be speofed by a mere speck of
dirt. _ |
The suv’'nor was now giving.his attention to
the wall further along. And, abruptly, he
agave - a little exclamation, and centred his
attention upon one stone near the corner. It
was smaller than the others.

“ Ah, what is this ?” he murmured. “ We
have been wasting our time, boys. This, I
fancy, is the key to the little problem. We will
soon find out. Nipper, hold your torch 30
that I ean see.” . ‘

I did as he directed, and he produced from
his pocket a small instrument of pelished steel,
which looked like a miniature cold-chisel. With
this he commenced to prise the stone. And,
almost at once, that block became loose, and
it was only by acting quickly that Nelson Lce

- dazedly.
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prevented the thing falling on his toes. 'The
stone came right out, like a plug, and he just
managed to catch it.

“My hat!” I exclaimed.
got it, sir.”

‘* At least, we appear to be getting on,” said
Nelson Lee simoofthly. :

He held the stone and examined it. It was a
square block, solid enough, and of considerable
weight.  Having satisfied himself that there
was nothing peculiar about it, he sef, it down,
and then gave his attention to the cavity.

An examination proved that it was quite
empty. The stone fitted into it closely and
snugly, filling the whole space—but there was
no extra spaece. JIndeed, it seemed that our
hopes were raised for nofhing.

Lee placed his hand iwnsside the opening, and
felt about. Then he exerted pressure, pushing
with all his strength. As he did sn, he felt
something moving, reluctantly but unmis-
takably,

Then followed a single thud.

““ What was that, sir ? ” I asked intently.

“TI don’t quite know, yeung ’un,” replied
LPS “ But it seems that something shitted,
ﬂ,n ._.......—-—”

Thud ! : : ;

This time it came from another part of the
wall, and Nelson Lec at onee flashed his whole
light in that direction. We stared with wide-
open eyes. We gasped. l'or the whole aspect
of the wall had changed. .

There, in the centre, & black gap could be
scen—a hole where previously there had becen
solid stonework. Nelson Lee caught his breath
in, and moved quickly across to the cavity.

“ Splendid ! 7’ he exclaimed softly. “ YWhen
I pressed that stone, the catch was evidently
released, and this door swung open as a conse-
quence.” He bent down and examined the
lower edge, “H’m! Just as I surmised.
Indeed, there could have been. no other
explanation.”

There, on the stone at the bottom of the
opening couwld be scen a big smear of dirt,
Without a doubt i% had been caused by a man’s
beot. seraping as he climbed through, Nclson
Lee’s theory had been cerrect. '

“wWell, I'm jigzered!” said Handforth
“That’s jolly queer, you know!

“Now we've

Of course, I thought this door was here all the
time, and I was just going to suggest——"

“ Dry up, Handy ! ” I said briskly. ““We're
going on the track now.” _

I gazed into the blackness of the cavity.
What lay beyond ? What mysterious things
were we destined to discover ?

CHAPTER IV.
THE WICKED UNCLE !
ELSON LEE looked at

us deubtiully. .

‘“ Well boys, you
can’t all come éhrough' here,’
he said.. ““We don’t want to
~ . make too mueh noise, and, more-
over, we should only’, hamper ong another.
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Nipver, you will accompany me. Do you
oungsters mind staying here, on guard ? ”

Handforth and Watson looked rather sickly,

“ Oh, not at all, sir!" they said, without
enthusiasm.

As a matter of fact they were fairly bubbling
with curiosity and excitement to enter the
tunnel.  Bub they could not possibly refuse
Nelson Lee’s wish—which, of course, was prac-
tically a command, - :

But I saw Handforth glaring at me feroci-
ously, just as if I had done him some personal
injury.

“You rotter!” he whispered, edging up to
me. ‘“ Keeping me out of it like this, Just
wait until afterwards !

I grinned, and followed Nelson Lce through
the secret.-doorway. The guv’'nor was moving
aleng slowly, lighting his way by means of the
torch. We were in a brick-built tunncl—
narrow, with a low-arched roof, and stone floor.
It was clean and dry, and the air quite pure.

- I was puzzling myself as to where it could
- lead—until I remembered a little adventure

TommygWatson and I had had during the
previous night. We had gone to the other side
of the island, where a fall of cliff had occurred
during the recent flood.

It was here that we had found the brass-
bound box containing the secret cipher and the
jig-saw puzzle—the clue to old Willard’s trea-
sure. And, upon investigation, Tommy and I
had discovered an old tunnel which led down
some steps into a stone chamber. DBut then we
had drawn a blank. We had not been able
to progress any further,

This passage, no doubt—the one that thcl

guv'nor and I were in—joined up with that
ynderground_chamber. And as this thought
came to me, I confess I felt semewhat guilty.

What an idiot I had been not to reccall the
facts earlier! DBy this time, probably, John
Martin had been taken miles away. At the
very ficst alarm I cught to have rushed out into
the open, and made my way with a crowd of
Cadets to the upper end of the island. We
could then have headed off John's captors as
they emerged. And now they had escaped !

DBut it is always easy to be wise after the:

event, And, after all, perhaps things had not
happened exactly as I have outlined. In any
case, I decided not to tell Nelson Lee anything
about it just yet. ]

Presently we found oursclves turning to the
leit. But there were no other openings—the
tunnel curved round. And then we descended a
long flight of narrow steps. We went down
lower and lower into the earth. The ground
beneath Vyillard’s Island seemed to be a perfeet
labyrinth of tunnels and caves and passages.

“Well, we secm to be getting on, sir,”” I
whispered,

*“Hush, Nipper—not a sound,” breathed
Lee.  ““We do not know what lies ahead, and
we cannot be too cautious. Do not speak.””

I realised that the guv’nor was right, and so
we continued on our way with soft footsteps,
and without a word. Then we turned another
corner, and found ourselves face to face with a
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blank wall. The passage-cnded here. But at

{ “Don’t you be such a blame young fool

‘the first glance we knew that there was some-
thing beyvond.

TFor this was not like the other secret door,
We were on the right side of it—the side wnere
the mechanism was fully exposed, and wh re no
concealment was necessary.

Anditonly took Nelson Lee about ten séconds
to master the clumsy but ingenious device
which served to secure the door. It was
probably worked in the same way as the door
we had already conquered.

Very cautiously, the guv’nor swung the stoe
slab open. '

Before doing so, however, he switched off his
clectric torch, leaving us in a pitchy darkness
which could almost be felt.  The door made no
sound. I did not even know that it had
opened until something scemed to hit my vision
out of the blackness.

It was fortunate that Lec had turned his
light ofi. Ior, just beyond, lay a short tunnel
—no longer than six or seven feet—and then a
square chamber., We could see it distinctly,
for a candle was burning on the floor. If Lee
had kept his torch going, the bright beam would
have shot across the chamber, signalling our
presence in a moment,

Nelson Lee touched my arm as a sign for me
to keep quiet-—not that I necaed any reminder.
And we both stood quite still, listening.,  Lee
opened the door just a little further, and then
we caught our breath in,

For now something else was revealed.

There, sguatting on the stone floor wasg
Ban Croke! He seemed to be fairly comforé-
able, and he was smoking a pipe, and idly
tracing a pattern on the dusty stone floor with
a piece of stick, Mr. (‘roke appearad to be
killing time.

Next to him lay John Martin. The hoy
was roughly bound by means of some rope.
There was a deflant expression on his face, but
no look of fear. A feeling of huge satisfaction
swept throuch me.

{ It had been better, aiter all, to act as we
had done. ¥e had now caught the enemy red-

handed—and, possibly we might be able to
learn something of the truth. :

“There ain’t no cali for you to look so
durned glum !” said Mr. Croke, removing his
pipe, and delivering a consignment of tobacco
juice with much accuracy in a depression of
of the floor. “ You won't come to no ’arm,
young man. DMe an’ the cap'n is kind folk
what wouldn’t "urt a hinscet. You're goin’ to
be nice an’ comfortable, an' it won't be long
afore we start on our little trip.” ™

“I'm not glum!” exclaimed John curély.
“You've mistaken the expression on my face,
I'm furious. And you needn’t think you'll have
everything your own way for long. There'll
be a hue and cry after e, and then you’ll wish
you hadn’t touched me! You won't care for
prison life ! ”

Mr. Croke started slightly.

i LE |
he growled. ** Even if we’re copped, this ain’t
a prison job—it’s only by way of a practical
joke. Anyway, I don’t take no responsibility!”
I nudged the guv'nor, and he nudeged me
' back. Apparently he did not want to sprak
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We had found the missing Cadet,

just yet.
‘and that was all that mattered. We knew
that we could rescue him as soon as we pleased.

And while we were crouching there in the
darkness, two other figures were steadily pro-
gressing up the River Stowe: in a small boat.
‘I'hey hardly made any sound and the little
craft glided along easily under the pressure |
exerted on the oars by Captain Joshua Niggs.

His companion was Mr. William Hudson.
This latter individual had appeared in the
neighbourhood several days earlier. He had
got into touch with Niggs and Croke, and the
three were now working together—and all to the

same end. They were hot on the track of
Willard’s treasure.

Mr. Hudson was—according to his own state-
ments—John’s uncle. He had married old
Willard’s only sister, who was now dead.
Whether this was truc or not, Hudson was
several kinds of a rascal.

“'He fully intended getting the treasure for
himnself if this was af all possible. If it were
discovered by any eutsiders it would naturally
become the property of John, who was the next
of kin. DBut Mr. Hudson had plans of his own.
1f John could be got out of the way, things
wonuld be very different,

It is. doubtiul it Mr. Hudson ever really
ithought of going to the lengths of removing
John altogether. DBut he certainly desired to
;rrnt {,hp boy completely out of the neighbour-
100,

* Things seem to be goin’ just right, Niggs,”

said Hudson, as the beoat was headed towards |
the bank at the upper end of the island, * We've
got everything prepared, and we’ll soon have
the Loy here, and take him down the river. It
was just as well for us to go down ﬂr%t and
pave the way.” -

‘ You're right, boss,” agreed C"lptra.m Niggs.
“ Ben will be lookin’ n.rt,nr the kid' awiright.
He’s a pore old cuss, an’ njgh to 'is grave,
but ’e comes in useful now wn’ agln We'll
find the boy safe enough., DBen ain’t the kind
of bloke to let a Lid like that get the best of
'im, even though ‘e is as weak as a dumed
rat.”

“It’s a habit of yvours to talk in that way,
Niges,” said Hudson., ‘' Croke’s as stromyg as
you are, although he doesn’t look it.  Well,
here we are. We'd best keep quiet now. Those
confounded boys are running loose on this
island.”

*“'They’re all asleep,” said the captain.

** Perhaps 8o, but we can’t take any chances.”

The two. men landed and drew. the boat
slightly out of the water, so that it could not
drift away with the current. 'Then they made
their way up the sloping ground to the jagged
picee of cliff whieh marked the cntrance to the
undergrmmd passage.

The plans of this rascally t.no had gone very
smoothly. They had stolen into the very
heart of the camp—making their way in by
meéans of the dungeons—and they had ‘suml
John Martin without any trouble. Before any
alarm could be raised they had taken him down
through the secret door, and then they wer
safe. Croke had been left with the prisoner

while his companions went down the river on
business of their own. The business was
obviously connected with the disposal of John,
once he was taken from the island.

At last the two men reached the tunncl
entrance, Not until they were fairly insiae
did Mr. Hudson pull out & cheap pocket electric
lamp. 1t gave a weak glimmer of light, but
quite sufficient to illuminate the way.

And the pair passed down the tunnel, and,
then down a long flight of steps towards the

L square chamber, where John was guarded by

Croke,

The two men were about half-way down the
flight of steps, when they received a bit of a
start. From below there came a sudden yell—
not particularly loud in itself, but sounding
tremendously so in that confined space. The
voice of Mr. Croke echoed and re-echoed along
the tunnel. It was immediately followed by
a tremendous scuflling noise, a serics of gasps;
and then utter silence.

- *The durned kid’s bin makin’ a fight for
it | ” snarled Captain Niggs.

He and Hudson blundered down the rest of
the steps. The stone chamber was now in
total darkness, for the candle had been ex-
tinguished. And the first thing that Hudson
saw as he entered was the figure of Ben Croke
rising dazedly from the floor. There was no
sign whatever of John !

Hudson flashed the weak hght from his torch
into the corners of the apartment, but nothing
was revealed, only dusty emptim-ss. John
| Martin was nowhere to be secen, The prisoner
had vanished !

Hudson uttered an oath of fury, and entered
the short tuanel which led to the other door.
But this space, too, was empty. Hudson turned
with blazing eyes upon old Ben Croke,

““ What's happened ? *” he demanded, harshly,
“ Where's that boy 27

** Strike me timbers ! ”* gasped Ben. ‘ There
ain’t ne call for you to talk in that there tone.
"Tain’t my fanlt—-="

** Hang you!” snarled Hudson., * Get it
out!”

*“Yes, Ben, you'd best tell us what took
place,” put in Captain Niggs, gruffly. * It’s
the fust time as yeuw've let me down, old mate.
I allus thought as I cculd trust you like as if it
was meself.  The fact is, you're getting old
and uwsed up. That’s the trouble. 1 cughter
had more blamed sense——"

“Can’t yvou keep quict, confound you?"”
snapped Hudson., ** Let the man speak ! That
boy was here, bound hand and foot.! How in
the name of blaz-s could he have got away ?
I expect you went to sleep, you old fool i

Mr. Croke looked indignant,

“That there is an hinsult!” he exclaim~@
hotly., “ I wasn’t no more asleep than what
yvou are! I was took by surprise——"

“1 supposc the boy unfastened his bonds
and sprang on you'? ™ asked Hudson sourly.
* Alot of l,cmﬂ it was leaving youin charge——

“ It wasn’t nothink of the sort | ” interrupted
(‘rol‘.e ‘“‘Phe boy was 'as tightly bound as
an’ I was keepin’ fe:umd What'appened
I don’t know—it’s moré’n 1 ean Bay.’ But this
‘ere place ain’t nght i you ask me.




*« Ain't right ? " repeated Niggs,

“qhere’s somethink queer about it!” said
(‘roke, uneasily., *I ain't no believer
ghosts, and them things——"

“Pah! You make me sick!"” rapped out
JTudson. *‘'There’s nothing cqueer about the
place. What happened ? Hang it, man, cvery
minute is of value! Where did the boy go to ?
Howdid hegetaway ? Can’tyou tellusthat 2"

Ben Croke glared ferociously.

“31 can’t tell you nothink!" he replied.
“An’ I ain’t no durned slave to be barked at,
neither ! You an’ your plans! Blowed if you
don’t seem to think you ken do as you like
wi’ me!l”

Hudson controlled himself with difficulty.

“Idon’t mean to be like that,” he growled.
“Don’t be a fool. Croke! Can’t yvyou under-
stand that every minute is of importance ?
An? }'{‘-t;”you stand therc, losing your temper,
an(l——

“0’ course nobody eclse ain’t losin’ their
tempers, are they ?”’ demanded Mr. Croke,
sarcastically. * Still, we'll let that pass—I
ain’t the Kkind of man to keep up a quarrel.
Never was. Jest arst the cap’n—he’ll tell you.
Allus a good-tempered feller, I was.”

“ All right ! "’ said Hudson, thickly.
how did the boy escape ? "

“ That's just what I'd like to know ! ”’ replied.
(‘-rokt{-..” ““This is what ’appened, as near as I
can tell,

“ Now,

in |

I was settin’ over there, waitin’ for |

vou to come back, an’ the kid was mopin’ an’ |

lookin® sorter down in the mouth. His ropes
were as strong as ever, 'cos I took notice o'
that.’

“Well 2" demanded Hudson.
fernally long-winded!"”

“ A man must ‘ave time ! "’ grumbled Croke.
“Well, all of a sudden-like, something whizzed
through the air. Come from nowhere, you
might say. I’ecardit, an’give astart. Then the
candle went hout!”

“ Blew out, I suppose 2"

“’Ow could it blow hout when there wasn't
no wind 7" asked Mr. Croke. *“ Not even a
breath. ’Tain’t likely there would be down
’ere. It took me fair off my feet, I can tell you !
Then, all of a sudden ’ands touched mel

‘“Hanas ?” 1

“Cold, ’orrible kind o’ ’ands!” said Ben,
with a shiver. “ Ugh! Makes me go all
‘orrid to think of it! Them wasn’t no real
;{lifuls, cap'n! They was cold an’ clammy,

I. ..ﬁ "y

*“ Don’t be a fool ! " muttered Niggs, glancing
over his shoulder.

Hudson, too, was somewhat affected by
Croke’s cerie tale. The whole chamber, deep
down ‘in the earth, and reached by means of
stone tunnecls, was creepy and ghost-like,
And the startling disappearance of the prisoner
made the three men uneasy,

- Hudson shook himself,

“What’s all this fool talk about hands ?”
hp demanded harshly, “ Get on with the story,
Cro{:el The hand3 were real enough—the
boy’s hands, I suppose o

“You're in-

l
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“That they wasa’t!” interrupted Ben

[ ““Phe kid was yards away, all bound hup,

He couldn’t have got to me in the time, even
if his feet "adn’t bin fastened, These 'ere "ands
took ’old of e, and chucked me down!”

“Well and what then 2"

“1 ’eard scramblin’ an’ shufllin’, an’ then you
come,” said Mr., Croke, " *“ That's all, mate,
I don’t know no more.”

“ Durned queer !’ mutbered Captain Niggs,
nervously,

“Queer be hanged!"” snapped Hudson,
“The thing's as clear as daylight ! Somebody
came to that secrct door, opened it, and chucked
something at the candle, The light went out,
and in the darkness Croke was pushed aside,
and the boy taken, It ain’t ghosts that liave
done this ! "’

Ben shook his head

“It wasn't no human bein's ! ” he muttered.
“I've done with this ‘ere bisness, Cap’n,
"Tain’t to my likin' at all. Stayin’ all night
down under the ecarth, like we was in our
blamed graves ! 'T'hat boy was took by spirits,
in my belief. I've read in the papers that,

things like that is donc now-a-days. 'There’s
lots o spirits about——"
“Quite right,”” agreed Hudson. ¢ By the

look of it you've had too much of one variety —
rum, I judge. ‘That’s the only kind of spirit
that makes you sce things, Croke. We'll
soon know about this for certain.”

He walked over to the secret door, and just
at the side of tae wall he pulled out a big stone
-—in the wvery same way as Nelson Lee had
done at the other end of the tunnel. Then he
pressed with all his strength upon the wall at
the back. But nothing happened.

“That's queer!’” muttered Hudson,
opened all right carlier.”

He pressed harder—and, finally, thumped
with all his strength. But the solia stone-
work remained in position. There was no sign
of an openinga,

And Hudson gave vent to a string of foul
language.

“ You're lettin' it iy pretty good,” remarked
Captain Nigas.

““ Ain"t there a need for it ? " snarled BJIr.
Hudson. “ This door won't open now—and
thexy’ve jammed it from the other side, I reckon.
Thos~ darned boys have been up to this job,
I'tl guarantee. We can’t get past this room
now. We're absolutely done—finished ! ”

“ Then mebbe we can get hout ? " asked Mer.
Croke, hopefully.

Hudson didn’t reply. He was too filled with
fury., He was under no misappreincnsion
regarding what had happened. He could
casily guess how John, Martin had been rescued.
Just when things had been going so well this
disaster had taken place.

But, althouzh it made Mr. William BRudson
furious, it also made him a great deal more
determined. Hoe was not willing to give tbe
game up ba2caunse of this one set-back.

Thzre would b2 othzr opportunities |

2] [t
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CHAPTER V.
THE FIGHT IN THE DARE !

OHN MARTIN Dbreathed
a sigh of relief,

I don't know how
to thank you, sir!” he
said gratefully. ** It was

wonderful, the way you came
in and rescued me.”

* Not at all, Martin,”” said Nelson Lee pleas-
antly. *“ One of the simplest goperations
imaginable, T assure you. There was only once
man to deal with, and he was taken by sur-
prise, and in total darkness.  He had no chance
whatever, and we were through the sceret
llDGI‘}‘FiL}"' before the fellow could regain hig
fect.”

“Jolly meat, all the same, sir,”” T said.
* PThat was a great idea of yours to chuek that
piece of screwed-up newspaper at the candle,
And what an aim ! Got it first time !

We were in the tunnel, and the sceret deor
was closed and made secure. Nelson lee had
jammed the mechanism so that it could not Le
opened from the other side,  He explained that
it wotild be far better to prevent the enemy trowm
entering on a second occasion,

John Martin himself was quite unharined
But he was sorely puzzted. Why had he been
taken away Y Why had these men app2ared,
aid why had they seized him and held him
prisoner ?  And, - above all; what possible
profit conld they have gained by taking him
completely away ? This was obvious!y whut
they intended doing—and: John AMartin was
intenscely worried. |

'This, o conrse, was only natural, He knew
nothing of the circimimstances, e was quite
ignorant regarding the treasure. Only iy
own chums of Study € and Handforth & Co.
kncw about old Willard's gold.,  All the other
boys had never even heard of it.

Moreover, John had no knowledge whatever
regarding his relationship to the old crank
who had built the minizture eastle on the
island. Yle would have been ntterly astounded
if hie had been told that his real name was Joha
Willard, and that he was the sole heir to any
valuable property which might be fcund,

“ Well, Martin, you are feeling quite all
right 2 asked Nelson lee,

* Oh, yes, sir,”” said John,
Jidn’t hurt me at all.”

Wwe were still standing in the tunnel, and
Nelson Lee's eleetrie toreh was brilliantly illu-
minating the scene. 16 was a somewhat curions
seene, too, in that little wadergronnd passage
with the low arched roof over our heads.

“Tell me exactly what happened,” said
Nelson Lee.

“Why, I was sleeping, and without any
warning, I was awakened by somebody throw-
ing a biu.nlﬂ:t-, or a mufiar over my Iace,”
replied John. ** At first I thought it was some
of the fellows, sir. T had an idea they were
playing a joke. And just at first 1 didn’t
make any noise.”

“T quite understand,” said the guv'nor,
“aund then ?” § - o

“'Thosc men

D5

“When they dragked me to my fect, and
carried me quickly towards the dungeons, I
Legan to suspect that it was rather more than
a joke,” said the boy. *“So I tried to gct
the muffler away from my face, and I gave a
vell, I couldn’t repeat it, though, Dbecause
the scoundrels pulled the mufifler tight, and
held it in position.. T'hen I was carried down
into the dungeon, and the deor was c¢losced.
One of -the men flashed an electric toreh, and
my feet and hands were bound. 'Then 1 was
carried straight into the place yon found me,
sir.”

* Did these mon say anything to you ?2”°

““ Nothing mueh, sjr,’”” replied John. ** They
told me they wounldn’t hurt me, and that there
vas no need for me to be alarmed.  But that's
abont ail. Then two of them went olf.”

“Did yvou sce these men clearly 7?7

“ Not very elearly, sir,” said Martin, ** YWhen
thoy used the torech they flashed it on me, and
their own faces were in deep shadow. - The -
onlyv man I should know again i8 the one who
kept guard over me.”

*J see,” sald Nelson Lce.  Well, Martin,
we will go straight back now, and the best
thing vou can do is to go straight to slecp,
say nothing abont this to the other boys. .
There are two who will know, but the rest are
in total ignorance of the circumstances, It
will be far better to keep it as uiet as possihle.”

“ Very well, sie,” said John, * ’ll remem-
her that., But why did those men take e ?
L can’t understand it, sixr ! It seems o qucer
to me——"
~ “ No doubt,” interrupted Nelson Lee.  * But
do not worry about the matter, Martin—try
to think otf.it as little a8 possibie. One day
before long you will know the exact truth,
And now we will make a move.”

We passed along the tunnel;, Nelson Lee
leading the way, with John immediately follow-
ing, and I brought up the rear. And, in due
course, we arrived at the other exit, Hand-
forth and Tommy Watson were there,

“ You've got him 7;" seid Handforth keenly,
“Good businesz |” -

“ Ripping ! 7 exclaimed , Tommy Watson,
“Hallo, Martin! What {he dickens have
you been up to ?7-

“Tn order to avoid a lot of quesiioning, I'll
put it in a nutshell, my gons,” I replied, beifore
John could speak. ** Martin was collared by
Niggs and Croke, and the blighters were holding -
himm a prisoncr—probably some wheeze to get
us off the island. We came along before any-
thing [urther happened, and there you are!”

Handforth snorted.

“TIs that what you call an explanation ? " he
demanded. *We want to kinow all the
details. We want to know how you rescued
the bounder, and all the rest of it! Of course,
[ suspected from the very first that Captain |
Niges wos at the bottom of it. It was obvious
to any keen chap.” .

I chuckled. ' ; - :
C " We won’t argue,” L said lightly. ‘“ As for
details, we can go into them at some other time, -
my son, At present you'd better get straight

{Continued on page 25.)
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A Patent Stove—The Patent Tested—His Pa a Burat Ojfering—Ilarly DBreakfast,

- WHAT‘S your Pa, invented ? ** asked the grocer. ‘‘I saw a hearse and three care.

riages go up your street the other day, and I thought maybe you had killed
vour Pa.”’ ,

‘““ Not much. There will be more than three carriages when I kill Pa, and don’t you
forget it ! Wall, sir, Pa has struck a fortune, if he can make the thing work. He has
ot an idea about coal stoves that will bring him several million dollars, if he gets a
voyalty of five dollars on every cook stove in the world.

‘*“ His idea is to have a coal stove on castors with the pipe to telescope out and in,
and rubber hose for one joint, so that you can pull the stove all around the room and
warm any particular place. Well, sir, to hear Pa, tell about it, you would think it would
revolutionise the country, and maybe it will when he gets it perfected, but he eamo near

burning the house up, and scared us half to death this morning, and burned his shirt '

off, and he is all covered with cotton with sweet o0il on, and he smells like salad dressing,
‘“ You see, Pa had a pipe made and some castors put on our coal stove, and he tied a

rope to the hearth of the stove, and had me put in some kindling wood and coal last

night, =0 he could draw the stove up to the bed and light the fire without getting up.

+ " Ma told him he would put his foot in

_it, and he told her to dry up, and let him
run the stove business. He said it took a
man with brains to xun a patent right,
and Ma, she pulled the clothes over hev
head, and Iet Pa do the fire act.

““She has been building the fires for
twenty years, and thought she would let
Pa see how good it was. Well, Pa pulled
the stove to-the bed, and touched off tho
kindling wood. T guess maybe I got a
bundle of kindling wood that the servant
had put paraffin on, ’cause it blazed up
awful and smoked, and the blaze bursted
out the doors snd windows of the stove,
and Pa yelled ‘ Fire !’ And I jumped out

- of bed and rushed in, and he was the
smartest man you ever see, and you'd a
died to gee how he kicked when I threw a
pail of water on his legs and put his shirt
out.

“Ma did not get burned, but she was
pretty wet, and she told Pa she would pay
the five dollars royalty on that stove, and
take the castors off and let it remaln

Pa pulled the stove to the bed and
. touched off the kindling wood.




stationary. Pa says ho
will make it work if ho
burns the house down.

“ 1 think it was recal
meatr in Pa to get mad
at me because I threw
cold water on him in-
steardd of warm water,
to put his shirt out.
If 1 had waited tilll
could heat water to
the rizht temperature
1 would have been an
orphan, and Pa would
have been a burnt
offering.  But some
mon always kick at
everything.

“Pa has given up
business entirely, and

says he shall devote
the remainder of Lis
life to curing himself

e — " ———— i | =

“ § think it was real mean of Pa to get mad at me because
1 threw cold watsar on him, instead of warm water,; to put

kis shirt oug! ??

of the different troubles
that I get him into. He has retained
a doctor by the year, and he buys
liniment by the gallon.”

“ What was it about your folks getting
up in the middle of the night to eat ? The
servant girl was over hers after some soap
tho other morning, and she said she was

oing to leave your liouse.”

“Well, that was a picnic. Pa said he
wanted breakfast earlier than we was in
the habit of having it, and ho said I might
see to it that the house was awake early
enough.

“The other night I awolke with the
awfullest pain you ever heard of. 1t was
that night that you gave me and my chum
the bottle of pickled oysters. Well, I
couldn’t sleep, and I thought I would call
the servant girls, and they got up and got
breakfast going, and then I rapped on
Pa and Ma’s door and told them the brealk-
fast was getting cold, and they got up and
come down.

“ We ate breakfast by gas light, and Pa
yawned and said it made a man feel good
to get up and get ready for work beforc
daylight, the way he used to on the farm,
and Ma she yawned and agreed with Pa,
’cause she has to, or have a row.

‘“ After breakfast we sat around for an
hour, and Pa said it was a long time getting
daylight, and bimeby Pa looked at his
watch,

“ When he began to pull out his watch
I lit out and hid in the store-room, and
pretty soon I heard Pa and Ma come up-
stairs and go to bed, and then the servant

airls, they went to bed. And when it was
ail still, and the pain had stopped, I went
to bed, and I looked to see what time it

| was, and it was two o’clock in the morning.

“ We got dinner at eight o’clock in the
morning, and Pa said he guessed he would
call up the house after this, so I have lost
another job, aud it was all on account of
that bottle of pickled oysters you gave
me. My chum says he had colic, too, but
he didn’t call up his folks. It was all ho
could do to get up himself. Why don't
vou sometimes give away something that
is not spoiled ?

The grocery man said he guessod he
knew what to give away, and the boy went
out and hung up a sign in front of the
grocery, that he had made on wrapping-
paper with red chalk, which read : |

“ Rotten eggs, good enough for custard
pies, for 18 cents a dozen.”

| Look out for first instal-
ment next week of : 3

THE BAD

| BOY’S DIARY. |

(SEE EDITORIAL ANNOUNCEMENT.)
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i J ¥ The Problems of Trackett Grim

{T

i Among the
_ White Lights !
! s HIS,” said
N T r ackett
SNy Grim, ‘'is
New York.”
The famous

detective from
London and his
celebrated assist-
ant, Splinter, were standing on one of the
*:.awments of Broadway — that great
Lhoroughfme in the hem't of New York
City.

On all rides blazed the gigantic electric
signs, and Trackett Grim and Splinter
secned to be hemmed in by skyscrapers
which raised themselves right up into the
heavens. The spring sun 01 the brilliant.
day shone forth somewhere in the sky-—but
Lhe great buildings prevented the sunlight
from penctrating into the streets.

It was a strange picture—so different
from Ldndon. The horsemen, passing
constantly to and fro, attired in their sheep-
skin chapps, red shirts and colourcd
neckerchiefs. Revolvers gleamed at their
belts, and they wore wide-brimmed hats.
1t was a true picture of American life.

Trackett Grim had come to New York
on & desperate mission, He was hot on the
trail of a dangerous eriminal known as
Blue-Nosed Harry, the Terror of Tooting.
The scoundrel was badly wanted by Seot-
land Yard.

Trackett Grim suddenly stifiened, and he
removed hig great briar pipe from between
his teeth. He stared across Broadway,
and his eves travelled over the road, end
glued themselves firmly upon a man who
had just come out of a shop.

* Blue-NoSed Harry ! ” said the detee-
tive tensely. ‘1 knew it, Splinter ! 1 was
sure of 1t! By watching Broadway we
were bound to come aecross our quarry
sooner or later, Good! We will follow
him,”

| THE CAPTURE OF
LUE-NOSED HARRY!

ii By Edward Oswald Handforth

A New Line of Business!

Blue-Nosed Harry walked swiftly along,
1t could be scen th&t he was a miscreant.
In every Jine cf his face he told of his vil-
lainous character. His skin was blotchy,
and his nose a rich blue. He had appar-
ently spent many yeers in bringing his
nose to that state of perfection.

He did not proceed far along Broadway.
IFFor, presently, he turned into Tifth
Avenue, and then made his way along
Second Iighty-Ninth Street, and thcn
strode dmxn West Twenty-Fifth Strcet,
turning finally into Ninety-Eight Avenue.

Then he entered the portals of the
Queen’s Arms Hotel, and made his way to
the tap-room. The landlord, a genial old
countryman. came forward, removing the
clay pipe from between his lips,

““ Say, I guess you're a stranger, pard ?°

Nothing daunted, the detective gave
ocne terrific leap, and grasped the
underpart of the lift.

I P T I



he exclaimed. "I guess you'd like a
drink ? Sure! Say the word, sonny, and
I’ll serve yew.”

* Whisky ? ” asked Blue-Nosed Hearry
intensely. - -

" Waal, say, not eggzackly,” replied the
landlord. ** We can’t get whisky, I guess.
It ain’t z}llovyed in the Yewnited States.
I guess I'd like to get hold of some. I
guess I could <ell it. They’d swarm
around, I guess.”

) The dastardly criminal leaned over the
ar.

“I can supply vou !’ he hissed. *‘‘ All
the whisky you need.”’

The Brown Pellets !

Blue-Nosed Harry took from his pocket
a small tin box. He opened it, and
revealed a number of little brown tablets.

" Tabloid whisky,” he whispered. ‘‘Each
pellet is a pint of concentrated whisky.
Five hundred dollars each ! Ten thousand
dollars for the box !

" I guess they’re mine,” said the land-
lord eagerly.

He flung down the rmoney, but before
he could reach the box of concentrated
whisky, a hand shot forward, The next
moment Blue-Nosed Harry gave a yell of
alarm, and fled,

Trackett Grim and Splinter had appeared
—and it was Trackett Grim’s arm which
had reached out for the pellets. He did
not waste a second. His quarry had
dashed into the hall, and was even then
leaping into the lift. It shot upwards as
Trackett Grim appeared.

Nothing daunted, the great detective
gave one terrific leap, and succceded in
grasping the under part of the lift. He waes
carried npwards at lightning speed.

Up—up-—up to the very summit of the
vast skyseraper. But Blue-Nosed Harry
knew that Trackett Grim was elinging to
the lift. A vile and horrible idea came into
the miscreant’s mind.

With a snarl! of rage, hie jumped out of
the hift, and then reversed the lever. |

Down shot the lift—down, to crush
Trackett Grim to atoms at the bottom of
the shaft. Only the mind of a fiend could
have thought of this plan,

But Trackett Grim was alive to the peril.
As the descending lift flashed by the first
landing from the top, lie swung himself
out, and released his hold. Only by a
hoir's breadth dil he escope destruction.
But, quite unharmed, he picked himself
up, and dashed up the stairs,

NIDDER'S MAGATINE §
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The two men gripped. They swayed
from side to side in deadly embrace.

“Now I have got you,” he shouted
triumphantly.

And there, on ithat roof, thousands of
' feet from the ground, these two men met
—the master detective and the master
criminal, It was a battle of giants, Who
would win ? Surely the question is un-
'necessary. Trackett Grim, the amazing
sleuth, could never fail, ’

The two men gripped. They swayed
from side to side in a deadly embrace.
And, fighting like tigers, they reeled to
the edge of the abyss. Far below, like
mere specks, motor-cars passed to and fro.

Trackett Grin gave a triumphant shout
as he felt his opponent weakening. And
then Blue-Nosed Harry suddenly gave a
sound like that of a maniac. He lurched,
and both he and Trackett Grim toppled
over the cdge and plunged down through
space.

As Trackett Grim fell the thought came
to himm that his doom was sealed. DBut
the faithful Splinter was on the watch.
As his master shot past a windew of the
 fifty-eighth storey, Splinter suddenly flung
out a great pcle. He performed his work
well. The seat of Trackett Grim's
trousers caught on the end of the pole—
and there he hung, dangling i mid-air,

In a trice he was hauled in, safe and
sound. A word to Splinter was enough.
The dog-like devotion of the lad needed
no thanks. And there, below, on the
pavement, Blue-Nosed Harry was captured.

He was badly hurt, but had been on the
point of stealing away. Trackett Grim
arrested him on the spot—and the cele-
brated detective’s mission in New York was

accomnplished,



SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS.

VAN

His Birthday Qift !

During a writing
or *‘ transcription ’’
lesson, a teacher
noticed that one of
the lads was whis-
pering to the scholar
next to him, and also
handing him some-
thing secretly under
the desk.

“ Hallo, Tom Wilson ! he at once said.
“ What mischief are you engaged in
there ? What are you passing under your
desk 7"

Tom, bheing caught in the act, could not
pessibly frame auy excuse, so he an-
swered :

““ Please, sir, it's only a white mouse.”

“* A white mouse 7 "

“Yes, sir, I'm swoppin’ it with Evans
for a steel chain and brass ring.”

*Oh, bartering in school, eh ? " gaid
d¢he teacher sevorely. ** And pray, what
do you want the chain and ring for ? ”

“Why, sir, it's—it’s my aunt's birth-
day, and—and she asked me to give her
somethink ! " stammered back Toin.

“Y don’t beliove you,” said the teacher.
I am sure that, whatoever your sunt
said, it was not that. Now then, sir, I in-
sist on you telling me what she did say.”

“Well, sir,” replied Tom, evidently
now telling the unvarnished truth, “1I
asked her if she’d like me to give her
somethink for a birthday present, and she
said no, she only wanted me to be a very
good boy for the whole of next year. And
then, sir, I—I told & :

“Well, my boy, don't be frightened,
And what did you say to her ? ”

“Why, sir, I—I told her that 1'd
vather give her somethink. And that’s why
I'm s,woppin’ with Evans for a chain and
rng.’

Tom's Sudden Jaw-ache !

In the’ middle of each school session
there is always about ten minutes allowed
for play or recreation, During one of these

Being a seories of humorous stories about scholars
of various schocls throughout the country.

s

intervals or “ playtimes,” the master of a
Board School, whilst looking from a win-
dow at his children ploying, happened to
overhear two lads talking to each other as
follfl)ws, as they sat leaning against tho
wall. .

*“Jem,” said one to his mate, who was
eating an apple, *‘ that’s a beauty, I can
see !

“1I can taste it is, Tom,” responded Jem
suceulently, without lifting lus eyes from
the fruit.

After a pause, Tom ventured to coma
to the point and say :

‘““ Just let's have a bite, Jem."”

“Not me,” answered Jem, with grim
firmness or selfishness.

“You know, Jem,”” presently said tho
other, “* you know I've got the jore-ache,
so can't open my mouth wide. Look, this
1s the very widest it'll go ! ™

And he seemed to make a desperalo
though utterly futile attempt at moving
his jaws wider than about a quarter of an
inch apart.

“Can’t trust you,” retorted Jem, ob-
durately, as he churned a great mouthful
between his cheeks. ‘ Ain’t vour iore-
ache come on rather suddin’ ? 7

}

The Adamses.

Duwring a Scripture lesson on the creation -
of the world, the teacher asked a little
boy : _

““What was the man Adam made of,
my lad 77

“Dust,” answered the voungstor.

“And ISve 7?7 ‘

The boy hesitated for a while, and then
replied :

* Sawdust, teacher.”

On the same subject, the teacher in an
“academy ” got a whimsically-worded
answer from one of the pupils.

“Who lived in the Garden of Edon ?
the teacher asked. .
2 Oh, the Adamses!” was tho roply.
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THE “KNOW-ALL” FIEND.

By REGINALD PITT.

l

A Weli-Known

Character!

F course, "
O vou've all‘
met him. He
exists everywhere,
and he’s one of the
most persistent
beggars anybody
could meet., He
generally turns up
just when ‘he’s not
wanted, and he
persists in ofiering
vou advice, free,
gratis, and for nothing.

Only the other day, Jack Grey and 1
were at work on our prep. in Study K. |
That is to say, we ought to have been,
But, between you and me and the coal-
box, we were actually attempting to solve
onoe of those jig-saw puzzle things—you
know, the kind that you pay a bob for, and
if you put it together properly, you get a
thousand pouhds. Of course, you only
get the thousand pounds if vou happen
to be the first chap who gets his puzzle in.
You stand a chance amongst something
like two or three million. 1f you're very
Iucky, you meay receive a postal-order for
half-a-crown.

Well, Jack and T were right in the
middle of this blessed thing. Then the
Know-all Fiend arrived. He took the
bodily shape of Handforth, and he smiled
somewhat piteously as he noted what we
were doing.

Nothing In It!

Hé pointed out to us, in a fatherly kind
of way, that he'd seen the thing years ago,
and that there was really nothing in it. Any
fathead, in fact, could shove the puzzle
together in two ticks.

So the Know-all Fiend proceeded to

show us exactly how it should bedone. TI'd
better mention that we’d got the puzzle
partially completed, Nearly half the

sections were fixed up in their proper
places. The Know-ail Fiend simply
pitched the whole thing into a heap, and
started again.

He was just going to show us, according
O

his own account, precisely how it

ought to be done. He explained that it
was childishly simple, and the whole
business would only take about three
minutes,

After a quarter of an hour had clapsed
the Know-all Fiend was still somewhat
puzzled as to where the second section
went. He had made a start all right. He
found a corner piece, and then tried to
discover the portion which fitted into
it. And while he was doing this he
prattled gaily on, discoursing upon the
simplicity of the matter.

After Jack and I had straightened our
clothes, and dusted ourselves down, we
once more got fairly started on the puzzle,
I will admit that we missed the genial
conversation of the Know-all Fiend at
first—but it was a very good miss. Talk-
ing about missing, we also missed about
ten sections of the puzzle. But these
turned up after a scarch.

Two were under the table, three in the
fireplace, one under the bookecase, and
the rest we found, after nearly giving up
hope, in the passage. And we had just
settled down quietly to work again when
Jacl noticed that the fire was out.

It was a bit chilly, and so we sct about
remaking the blaze,

Back Again!

I had just finished raking out the cinders
when the door opened, and the Know-all
Fiend arrived once more. He had changed
his appearance somewhat, and bore a close
resemblance to Armstrong. IFor some
moments he looked on and then sniffed.

He informed us that what we knew .
about making fires could be engraved on a
pin-head. For a brief spell, the Know-all
Fiend was in great danger of being pitched
out on his neck.

But as he kindly offered to show us how
to, light the fire, we thought we might
as well pander to him, So Jack pointed
out where the wood was, gave him an old
newspaper, and told him to commence the
demonstration,

We stood looking on while the Know-all
Fiend got busy. Certainly, he appeared
to do everything all right. He put the
paper in, and then proceceded to lay some
sticks on the top of this, I pointed out, at -
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this juncture, that the sticks were somo-
what too close together, and I added
that tho coal was too dusty. I suggested
that 1t would be far better to use somo
knobbly bits. i

But the Know-all Fiend pooh-poohod
the idea, and informed me that he had made
fires boforo I could strike a match. Tl
admit that a considerablo amount of
smoko came out of the fireplace. Now and
again thero was oven a suggestion of a
blazo. But after one or two sorry attempts
to live, these embers threw in the sponge
and roluctantly pegged out.

Something to Bear in Mind !

I wasn’t particularly surprised whon the |

Know-all Fiend calmly declared that
tho fireplace was all wrong. The wood
was damp, the coal was rubbish, and there
was no draught in the chimney.

The Know-all Fiend, of course, is never
wrong. Under any and every kind of
circumstance, he's perfectly right—in his
own opinion. For him to admit himself
otherwise would bo contrary to his whole
character. Beecause a Know-all Fiend
knows everything,.

I nead hardly mention that the fire was

L]
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about four times as much trouble to
light after all this messing about. And
when I did finally get it going, the Know-all
Fiend turned up again to give some advice
concerning the study clock.

For some littlo time past this had besn
suffering from a fit of disgraceful laziness.
Without any reason whatever it would
suddenly cease work, and weo would go
sublimely on, thinking that we had tons of
timo—whoreas, really, we had nono at all.

I was just taking the back off the clock,
with the intention of having a squint at
the works. The Know-all Fiend informed
me that he knew all about clocks. Ho
would put it right in two ticks, or even less,

Quito politely, I told him to clear out.
Advice was not required. And, within
ton minutes the clock was ticking away
merrily and happily. I had simply
removed a pieco of fluff from tho oscape-
mont wheel. If the Know-all Fiend had
tried his hand with the clock, it would have .
been fit for the dust-heap.

Which only goes to prove one thing. It
vou want anything done—do it yourself !
If you want it done properly—do 1t
yourself !

o ot E—

—

"THE EDITOR’S DEN

IMPORTANT.—Correspondence to the Editor
of the Magazine should be addressed to the
Editor, The Nelson Lee Library, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

My Dear Chums,—The great popularity of the *“ Peck’'s Bad Boy ' adventures,
which conclude with this issue, has encouraged me to publish as a seguel another
series of a similar kind, entitled ‘“ The Bad Boy’s Diary.”
them quite as funny as ‘“ Peck’s Bad Boy.”
they are written without any regard for correct
to hear what you think of them. The frst oxtract
from “The Bad Boy's Diary  will be entitled ** Hcv‘ He Began It,” and will appear

funnier. Perhaps that is keca
spelling. Anyhow, 1 shall be g

next week.
DD NOT IMITATE!

Of course, 1 don't advise any of you, my chums, to imitate the pranks and
eavapades you will read about in the Diary, for they are only intended to amuse. A
had boy in real life always gets the worst of it, and in the long run it pays to keep

out of mischief.
OTHER FEATURES NEXT WEEK.
You will be

of the College Chapel on the cover.
not the space to describe.

glad to hear that Archie is coatributing another article next week in
the Mag. He calls it, “ Impressions, And All That Sort of Rot!” which is just like
Archip, and is mainly about St. Frank’s, as seen through the Gerial One's monocle.
There will be another Trackett Grim story by Handforth, and a splendid pen drawing
There are many other good things which | have

Editorial Oifice,
Studf C,
Ancient House,
St. Frank’'s.

1 think you will find
Iin fact, personally, 1 think they are

Your devoted pal,
NIPPER (The Editor).

S —— e
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(Continued from pags 16.)

to bed, and things will go along as s_moothl_\.'_ as
they cught to go on in any seli-respecting
cadet camp.  And we don’t want the rest ot
the chaps to get wind of this business. It
wouldn’t do any good to cxcite them over
nothing.”

 Nipper is quite right,” said Nelson Lee.
« T trust vou, boys, to keep this matter entirely
to yourselves, And now I think I had better
be returning to the school, or I shall get no
sleep to-night.”

“'Well, I'm jolly glad I fetched you here,
sir,” T said. * Without your massive brain
POWET We should have been beaten, And by
this time JMartin would have been Kidnapped
in real earnest.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

* My share was quite a small one,” he said
calmly. ** But there is something behind all
this that is bizger than we seem vo realise at
the moment. I shall make it my business to

thoroughly investigate-——but at a more oppor-

tune time. . I think that is all I need say now.”

And Nelson Lee prepared tor his departure.
He bade ns good-night, and very soon after-
wards he took a small boat, and rowed silently
to the mainland. The island was quiet and
atill. No alarm haa heen given, and every-
thing was going along smoothly. With the
exception of the sentries, all the fellows were
asicep.

Neison Tee arrived at the opposite bank,
made the boat secure, and then set olf to St.
Frank’s. The time was npow well into the
carly hours of the moraning, and the whole
countryside was stumbering. The detective's
thouchts were busy as he walked along,

He was fairly certain in i own mind #s to
the nature of the game which Hudson and his
two associates had been planning., But even
Nelson Lee did not know of Huiddson’s relation-
ship to the boy. :

He resolved that he would ¢ive ¢loser atten-
tion to the whole matter in the near future.
The men were desperately anxious to get hold
of the secret of the treasure. Lee knew this,
and he had alzo made up his mind to solve the
jigsaw puzzle as soon as possible.

‘"When this treasure was loeated, and the
wlole thing beeame public Hudson and Co.
would be helpless—they would not he able to
progrezs with their secret plans.,  But until the
matter did become public, they were able to
pursue their present tacties.

Nelson Lee realised the importance of keeping
the whole matter quict, If the news was
spread broadeast that a treasure mprobably
existed under the cld building on Willard’s
Island, the whole ncighbourhood wouwld be
aroused. People would come from all quar-
ters, just out of sheer curiosity. And then
the position would be extremely difficuit.

The St. Frank's boys, too, would lose their
heads with excitement, and if there proved to
be no treasure at all it would all be a ghastly
frost, Everything pointed to the necessity of
maintaining sccrecy.

‘Nelson Lee was thinking in this way as he
walked over the ineadows, He was just passing

a clump of thorn-bushes. A little way beyond
was the high hedge which separated the St.
Frank’s playing fields from the mcadows. In
the gloom of the night everything seemed dim
and hazy.

Lee suddenly came to a halt, and stared
keenly ahead.

Just for a seccond he *hought that his imagina-
tion had played a trick upon him. - He was
[2iFly certain that he could sce three dine
figures. They had appeared mysteriously and
silently from the shadow of the thorn-bushes.
And now, indeed, they were barring his further
Progress.

Only for that second did Lee suspect that
he was mistaken, Then he knew that his
vision had not played him false. There
actually were three figures, and they, were
bearing down upon him. In fact, they were
alimost on top of him before he could gucss

their object,

But he knew, instinctively, that the three
ficures were those of Hudson, Niggs, and Croke.

‘And as he turned to swiltly dodge, an arm

was upraised by Hudson, The man was holgd-
ing a rough piece of wood.

Only in the nick of time did Nelson Iece
duck. If that blow had arrived home, his
strength would have availed him nothing. He
would have been felled to the ground in a
moiment.

As it was, he managed to avoid the thrust,
and then he was fichting. He hit out right and
left, with all the power of his muscles,

Hudson and Co. had hardly been expecting
this, and they received several heavy hliov.'.-'; in
quick succession. They had obviously been
lving in wait for the detective—they had pre-
pared an ambush.

And they had considered it an easy task to
deal with hin, '

But Nelsén ILce wasn't such a simple cug-
tomer to handle !

Realising the danger, he acted like lightning,
And he floored Captain Niggs with a well-
dirccted blow, and was able to give his un-
divided attention to the other two. And he
would probably have vanquished them with
ease.

But Niges met with a bit of luck. As he fell,
and sprawled full-length in the grass, he gave a
gasp of pain and rage, and then rolled over.
Ife kicked out with all his strength, and the
blow happened-to catch Nelson Lee fairly and
squarely on the left ankle.

The agony, for the moment, was exeru-
cinding, |

And, in spite of himself, the detective stag-
gered, and lurched forward., He was just in
time to meet a heavy punch. delivered by
Hudson. He completely lost his balance,
and fell,

Then, before he eould do anything else, the
three men were upon him, pinning him down
and holding him there, helpless. In a flash,
Lee changed his policy. He ceased his strug«
gleq, and became limp.

“You’ve beaten me ! ” he muttered huskily,
“Well, what do you want ? What's the idca
of this attack ?”

““We're only arter a little cash, guvnor,”



26

s THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

gaid Hudson, in a disguised voice. “ We don't
mean no ‘arm, but we're goin’ to ’ave all you
got on yer! Bill, turn out the gent.’s pockets !
BMike, "old him down ! ”

In the darkness Nelson Lge smiled. This
abttompt to hoodwink him as to his assailants’
identity was somewhat amusinzg. But he
allowed the rascals to deceive themselves, and
he remnined passive,

- To teoll the absolute truth, he could do
nothing else.

Strong and active as he was, Lee was not
quite capable of forcibly removing the dead
weightt @f three men from his outstretched
person. Hudson was sitting on his feet, and
holding him firmly by the knees. The other
two mon were equally determined in their
efforts.

And his pockets were quickly gone through.
At least, some of them were. Then one of the
men dived a hand into Lee’s breast pocket.
Action was now required. That pocket con-
tained the various pieces of the all-important
jig-saw puzzle.

Lee had been working on this when Tommy
Watson fetched him away from St. Frank's,
And he had not thougzht it wise to leave it
behind. It would be far safer, he considered,
on his own poerson.

Apparently he had been mistaken. Hudson
and Co. were obviously after that puzzle—for
it was the one true guide to the treasure, And
now, within a minute, they would have the
thing in their clutches.

Nelson Lee could not allow this.

He gave a sudden hollow groan—a really
appalling sound. At the same moment he
became ag limp as a'rag, and lay there without
breathing. It was wonderfully well done, and
for a second the three men were startled.

“Darn my skin!"” muttered Nigas huskily.
“He's fainted ! "

*“Clean off!” “I
thought "

“ Don’t talk so much!” snapped Hudson.
“1It's only a brief spell, I suppose, and we'll
- take advantage of it.”

said Croke. never

But it was Nelson Lee who took the advan- |

As Hudson spoke, he shifted his weight
from Nelson Lee’s legs. The men had not suffi-
cient time to suspect trickery. Possibly they
wou'd have been suspicious within a moment
or two, but Lee had relied upon them acting
in exactly the wa%y they did.

The very second his teet were free, Lee aeted.
With every muscle on the stretch, he suddenly
heaved himself round. His right foot, sweeping
through the air, whizzed up, and struck Capt:in
Niggs in the chest. The man staggered back
with a grean, and fell., . .

Nelson Lee leapt to his feet like a jack-in-the-
box.

Crash!

His fist, coming round with all his strength,
thudded into Hudson’s face. The man gave a
wild howl, and measured his length in the grass,
Then Mr. Ben Croke wished heartily that he
had moved out of the picture a little earlier,

Crash !

He received a blow between the eyes which
paus:d him to sce quite a number of stars,

tage.

| He, too, went over.

By this time Niges and
Hudson were on their feet—somewhat groggy,
but wild with fury and pain.

They soon gave the fight up.

Having once gained the upper hand, Nelson
Lee was casily the master of these unskilled
rufians. His fists were like sledge-hammers.
ILvery blow was an cifective one, and Hudson
and Co. had had enough before another fow
minutes had elapsed.

Fairly groaning with pain, they finally reeled
away and fled.

Nelson Lee watched them as they stageered
drunkenly across the meadow, and vanished in a
clump of willows. The detective laughed softly
to himself, and blew gently upon his hot and
bruiscd knuckles.

“1 rather fancy that has scttled you for
to-night, my friends,” he murmured. *“1
think you have had abecut as much as vou
comfortably nced. Phew! Confound that
fellow with his No. 12 boot | ™

Lee bent down, and rubbed his ankle with
much tenderness, The ankle bone was bruised,
ana now that the excitement of the battle was
over, Nelson Lee was discovering that he was
in considerable pain,

When he walked forward, he could only do
so with a pronounced limp, and every time
he set his foot on the ground he suffered
further agony.

But he had the satisfaction of knowing that
he had defeated these precious rascals. And he
finally arrived at St. Frank’s, stiffi and sore,
but in excellent spirits. His first real brush
with the enemy had ended in his favour,

At least, so he thought until he reached his
study.

But once there, seated at his desk, he took
out the various pieces of the jigsaw puzzle,
and laid them out before him. As he did so, he
suddenly became grave, and felt in his pocket.

No, there were no more picces. Altogether,
the jigsaw puzzle consisted of twenty-five
intricately fashioned pieces of flat wood. Each
one had been cut with a fret-saw, and they
were so ingeniously devised that all attemnpts
to piecce the sections together had bafled
Nelson Lee’s ingenuity.,

Swiftly l.ce counted the pieces.
nineteen.

“Upon my soul!"” he muttered grimly.
“So the brutes succeeded in their enterprisce
to a partial degree, at all events. They took
six sections of the puzzle. If I had been one
second earlicr I should have avoided this.
What an infernal nuisance! They hold one
part of the clue to the treasure, and I hold the
other. Quite an interesting situation, but
confoundedly awkward.”

He sat for some moments thinking dceply.
He remembered that a hand had been thrust
into his breast pocket, and he had beliecved
that his own swift action had -prevented the
removal of any portions of the puzzle. But,
apparently, the hand had grabbed six of the
jigsaw pieces in the first movement.

And now those six were missing ; they wers

There were

{in the cnemy’s hands.



CHAPTER VI.
THE TROUBLES OF ARCHIE,.

ALPH LESLIE FULIL-
R WOOD glanced at his

watch. - 5

“He’ll be down be-

fore long—ought to be down

now, in fact,” he =aid. * An’

then we’ll collar hold of him,
an cart him off to Study A.”

“That’s the idea,”” s<2id Gulliver. “1

beliteve the ass has got pots of money, an’ he’s

bound to be & sport. I only s&aw him for a few

——
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class, I mean. Plenty of the common herd,

of course.”

** Besides, we shall probably be able to twist
this new bounder pretty ecasily,” said Bell,
“ By what I can see, he’s a hopeless chump.
We've only got to get him on a game of nap,
an’ we’ll have him on toast”

“Rats !’ said Fullwood. * We’'ll use that
‘Put an’ Take’ top of mine. I've wangled
| the giddy thing, an’ I can make it come down
‘take all ” whenever I like! We might try him
on that new one, too—0dds on, or whatever
it’s called. Anyhow, we’ll lift some of the tin
out of his pocket.”

- i

Lee placed his hand inside the opening and pushed. As he did so he félt
| something moving. '

minutes last night, but he struck me as being
decidedly the goods,”

* Rich as a giddy lord ! " said Bell,

The Nuts of the Ancient House were col-
lected in a little group in the lobby. Outside,
‘the morning was somewhat dull, but quite fine
and mikl, Fullwood and Co. were discussing
the latest addition to the Remove. It was only
natural, perhaps, that they should be interested
in the one and only Archie.

“ Oh, ves, ha's rich all right,”* caid Fullwood.
*“Why, his pater’s one of -the wealthiest land-
owners in the county. Old Glenthorne owns
4l the land for scores of miles round here. King
of all he surveys sort of thinz. Simply rllin’
I quids.  Archie’s bound to be well supplied.”

“Just the kind of chap we need,” said
Gulliver,
Remove we can make pals witli—feliows of our

“There ain’t many fellows in the.

“ Rather ! ” agreed Gulliver. “ We don’t
often get a chance like this. Funny thing he
hasn’t, come dowa yet, Supposin’® we buzz
upstairs and give him a knock ?

“JIet’s wait another five minutes,” said
| Fullwood. ' Don’t want to appear too eager,
you know.”

The Knuts strolled to the doorway, and were
just in time to see two or three Cadets march

briskly across from the playing fields. These
Cadets were Handforth and Co., Tommy

H'\Vutson, and mysclf.

We had come over early—Dbefore breakfast,
in fact. It was usual for us to have brekker
in camp, and then turn up at school in time to
change and get into the class-room for morning
lessons. ,

But to-day T suggested coming over bright
L and early —and for two reasons. I wanfed to
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know how the guv'nor had got on the previous:

night, and I was rather curious to find out if
Archie was all serene. Knowing him to be a
helpless kind of a fathead, I suspected that
thiere mnight be a little trouble.

Just as we got to the Ancient House steps,
Owen major and Hubbard came out. IFull-
wn?d & Co. lounged in the background.

“Hallo ! said Hubbard, * larly birds
this morning ! What's up ¢ Short of grub, or
something ? Or are you fed up with Cadet life.
I reckon it would feed mie up in a couple of
hours !

“If you're going to make insulting remarks
about the Cadets, you rotter, I'll jolly soon
punch vour nose ! " sajd Handforth warmly.
“ It'll only take me two ticks to oblige you "

* For goodness sake don’t start any row now,
Handy,” I put in. “ We haven’t got much
time, and we can't waste any. Have you
fellows geen Glenthorne this morning ?  Is he
down yet ? "’

“ Who, Archic ?”" said Owen major. * Not
a sign of him so far.”

*Just as I thought,” Isaid. *“ I'll guarantee
he hasn’t half dressed yet. He’ll have to put
some speed on if he’s going to stay at St.
Frank's. Getting down late has been a habit
of his, I supposze.”

We passed inside, and I told the others to
wait while I buzzed along to Nelson Lee’s
study. I arrived there, and found the guv'nor
standing in front of the fire, smoking an early
cigarette, and looking thoughtful. T closed the
door, fished a penny out of my pocket, and
dropped it on the desk.”

LEE LIBRARY /3559,

“ Hallo, Nipper ! " said Nelson Lee. “ Quite
an ;:u‘ly visitor to-day. What's the penay
for?"”

“Your thoughts, guv'nor!” 1 said cheer-
fully. “ When I came in, you were looking
just like a boiled owl !l ”’

“ I sincerely trust I was not!”’ said Nelson
Lee. * But, for that matter, I have not ths
slightest idea of how a boiled owl would really
look. These slang expressions of yours,
Nipper, are quite appalling——"

* Great Scott ! Ididn't come here for you to
start slanging me, sir!" I protested. “ I
just popped in to know if everything’s O.K.”

‘1 regret to say, Nipper, that everything is
not O.K.,” said Lee. ‘' Six pieces of the all
important jigsaw puzzle are missing. When
I left the island last night I met with a some-
what entertaining adventure.”

And the guv'nor without any further delay,

told me just what had happeneca. I was
looking serious by the time he had done.

“ But I say, sir, this is pretty rotten!” I
said. “ Just fancy those ruffians lying in am-
bush for you!"” It’s a good thing you weren't
bowled over altogether, I suppose it’s pretty
serious about the jigsaw busincss 7"

“ Well, fairly so,” said Nelson Lee.. * Even
if I piece together the nineteen sections now
in my pogsession, I doubt if it would be possible
to make any sensc out of them. Iintend getting
the missing portions back as soon as possible,
1 shall certainly not be content to let the encmy
get away with them.”

l (Conlinued on page 29.)
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(Continued from page 28.)

T only stopped & few minutes longer with
the guv'nor, but I heard cuite enough to con-
vinece me that Captain Nigegs and Ben Croke
were not the chief movers in this game. The
third man was obviously the leader. He was
directing 0¥er:tti0ns, and Niggs and Croke were
merely his tools.  But their game was to lecate
the treasure,

I also obtained from Nelson Lece the exact
location ot Archie’s bedroom. Then I returned
to my chanms in thie lobby—just in time to pre-
vent a free fight between Handforth Church and
McClure. I didn’t stop to ask what the argu-
mens was about, but told the asses to follow me
upstairs.

We arrived outside Archie’s door, and, with-
out knocking, I opened it and marched m. 1
was expecting to find the genial ass practically
dressed, and ready for the labours of the day.

Buat, just inside the door, I pauscd, and
stared.

“ Well ’'m blessed ! ” 1 exeiaimed blankly.

‘There was Archie, still in bed, fast asleep,
with his mouth wide open, and with one silken
covercd arm on the counterpane.
rising bell haa sounded almost an hour earlier !

“Of all the lazy beggars!” said Tommy
Watson. “ It’s a funny thing a prefect hasn’t
come along and hoofed him out!”

* We’'ll do that | said Handforth promptly.
“T expect he’s escaped because the prefects
don’t know he’s here. Good! There's a
jug of celd water over there, we’ll soon wake the
idiot up!” .

“Hold on, Handy!” I said
““ There’s no need to be so drastic !
gentle methods first.”

I crossed to the bed, scized Archie by the
hair, and lugged his head up and down two or
three times. Archie probably didn’t consider
this gentle, but it was certainly an improve-
ment on Handforth’s methods.

“T mean to say Well, dash it all!”’
mumbled Archie, opening his eyes, and gazing
round. ‘* What-ho! ’Tis morning! So there
you are, what ? ”’

“Get wp, lazy bones!” I said severely.
“Don’t you know it’s nearly breakfast time ?

quickly.
We'll try

This sort of thing isn’t allowed at St. Frank’s.” |

Archie gat up, and blinked.

“ Well, as it were, a chappie must have his
good old eight hours!” he exclaimed. ** Re-
store the tissues, and so forth. Frightfully
fagging business, getting out of the old cot ! I
don’t like to trouble you, old tulips, but would
you mind tickling the merry bell push 2 ”

““Bell push!’” said Handforth. *‘ Where
do you think you are—in the Savoy ? And
what you want the bell push pushed for, any-
hOW ? LR .

' Well, T mean to say, there you are ! >’ said
Arehie. *““ Just a reminder to the old lad
downstairs. Phipps, don’t you know. Deucedly
useful chappie. Absolutely ! Brainy cove,
and all that sort of rot | ”’

I grinned.

ue Phigps i not herc!” T said smoothly.
“ And Phipps isn't likely to be here, either.
Take my advice, Archie. and get Phipps oft

And the |

And if you don’t tumble out and
get down within ten minutes, you’ll be reported,
It’s nearly nine o’clock alrcady | ”

Archie gave a little yelp of surprise.

** Nine o’clock | ” he repeated faintly. * But,
my dear old sportsman, what frightful rot ! I
might cven say, what fearful pitfle, don’t you

your brain,

know, and so forth. I've got another two hours

yet ! "

“Two hours!” vyelled Watson. ** Don't
you get up till eleven ?2

“That is to say, absolutely!’ replied

Archie. ** Or, to be more exact, as it were, the
fact is, I don’t! You see, old top, there’s such
a deuced number of things to be done, and what
not! A cup of the tea-juice to be considered,
and then a chappie needs a blissful half-hour
to aid the digestive department, and all that
sort of thing. And the morning paper—iwell,
rather! Must cast the cye over the daily
chatter, as it were!”

We roared.

“You hopeless ass!” I said. ‘* All these
things may be permissible at home, with onlyv
a tutor to worry about. But at St. Frank's
there’s nothing doing, Archie. Absolutely
nix! No tea, no itl)(:a,pcer, and no lazing in bed
until eleven o’clock., You've got to be down
seon after eight ! ”

Archie looked dismayed and rlustcered.

** But, dash it all, deucedly early for the
game, don’t you know ! ”” he protested. ** Le
pulling, and so forth | Gets a fellow down, an
all that sort of thing! The old bean’s fairly
buzzing | "

“Tt’1l buzz ten times as much soon,” I said
grimly. * Now, my lad, will you hop out of
bed unassisted, or shall we lend vou a hand ?
We'll help with the greatest of pleasure, Just
say the word ! ” :

Archie smiled in a somewhat sickly way.

“T mean to say, not at all! ™’ he exclaimed,
“It’s quite ridic., old lad ! A chappic can’t get
up until somebody comes along to do the old
assisting act. Phipps is the one, you krow.
—absolutely one of the ones, I might say, Most
extraordinary cove. Absolutely!”

“Blow Fhipps!’” I snapped.
get ! I'll give you ten seconds ! ™’

Archie groaned, and reluctantly pushed back
the bed clothes, and sat on the edge of the bed.
Tommy Watson clapped a hand over his eyes,
and reeled back into the arms of Church and
McCliure,

“Help!"” he gasped. *“ Blinded—at my
tender age, too ! Oh, my only hat ! Where on
earth did he find those giddy pyjaumas 2 ”

The pyjamas were certainly startling. They
were of pure silk, and the colours were red and
green ofpmost startling hues. Archie took no
notice of Watson's alleged humour, but sat
there utterly lost.

“ Well, when are you going to start ? ” asked
Handforth grimly.

“ What-ho!” said Archie. “That is to
say, absolutcly ! Start ? Well, rather! Any-
thing to oblige, you know! The fact is, old -
top, Phipps is a perfectly priccless buffe¥ when
it comes to getting out the old rags. I sup-

“Up »you

Vpose, as it were, something must be done ?



Something, in fact, has got to be started ! ”

“ Why not stick a pin into him ?” asked
Church. ** That will give him a good start, 1
ghould think! I don’t believe the ass knows
how to dress himseli! He ought to have
brought a nurse ! ”

“ Are you going to dress yourself, Archie 2"
I asked severely.

Archie groaned. ]

“ Dear old laddie, I'm in a most shocking
mess, and all that sort of rot ! " he confessed.
“The fact is, so to speak, I've got to do the
dressing act 7 Is that it ? Then we do the
genial staggering forth business into the wilds
what 2 I'm in & most priceless fix, and I don’t
know how to begin.”

“Can't you put your clothes on?"” I
demanded.

“ ywell, that is to say, Phipps was the chappie
who uzed to come along and do the necessary,”
replied Archie. ““ A wonderful bounder, don’t
vou know. In comes Phipps. He just appears,
s0 to speak. No noise—no anything. You
"touch the old bell, and —zing ! Phipps! There
he is, like the bally old genius in the Arabian
what-do-vou-call-it ? "

*1 su%posc you mean the genie in the
Arabian Nights ? " I grinned.

“ Absolutely ! said Archie. ““ Reels of
gratitude, and so forth. Wonderful how you
know all these things, and all that. Frightfully
good works in the attic, I might say ! All in
running order, and what not.”

“Oh, my hat! ” I groaned. * I've met a few
lazy chaps, but I'm blessed if you don’t take
the giddy biscuit | Come on, you chaps—we’ll
dress him! He seems about as helpless as a
paralysed statue!”

We all advanced upon Archie, but he held
up his band. He groped under the pillow, and
produced his monocle. Then he jammed the
thing into his ecye, and regarded us stiffly.
He apparently thouzht that the eyeglass gave
him an added dignity—but, in pyjamas, this
was somewhat lost,

“Stop!"” he exclaimed. *“ That is to say,
back fire, and reverse, and all that sort of
rot ! There comes a time when a chappie must
assert himself. Absolutely ! Before I can get
busy on the dressing performance, the old
interior section demands a cup of tea—-—"

“The old interior scction can demand all |

it likes ! ” I said. * No tea, Archie! And you
needn’t think you’ll get any until you arrive
in the dining-hall. Grab himn!”

“I'm fed up with this ! said Handforth.
“ 1'll make him move a bit! "

He reached over towards the water-jug, and
with one movement he whirled it round
towards Archic. I was just too late to prevent
the disaster, but I caught sight of the expression
of blank horror upon the new boy's face,

Swish !

Handforth turned -the jugz upside down
over Archie’s head. The water was cold—icily
cold—and the neise that came from the drenched
knut was positively fiendish. Until now we
had never realised that he could shout at all.,

But Handforth was always too heavy-handed.

He wasn't satisfied with merely drenching his |

down over Archie’s head,

and the result was
somewhat fearful. ,

Archie continued to roar, and hLis voice
sounded like a gale whistling through a gutter-
pipe. He was soaked to the skin, and his silk
priamas clung to him with astonishing affection.

He staggered about the bedroom helplessly,
and the other juniors clung to one another
and howled with merriment. They made 8o
much noise, in fact, that a crowd collected
in the doorway and looked on with great
interest.

I seized hold of the jugz, and lifted it off.
Archie looked very different. He was stream-
ing with water, and his hair was all matted
down with wetness, He blinked at me dazedly.

“So there you are, what ?’" he gasped.
“ We emerge, don’t you know ! Or, to be more
exact, we strike the good old surface again |
Dear old-lad, I was just going down for the
third time ! "

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

Archie looked round with stern disapproval.
He didn’t secem to be particularly angry. He
was probably too lazy and easy-going to get
into a real temper. But he gazed at Handforth
in a fixed way.

“That, as it were, was a frightfully beastly
thing to do ! ” he said. * I shall now proceed to
tick vou off, my lad! The gore of the Glen-
thornes rises with the fury of ancestral pride,
and what not! 1 must remark, however, that
breezes arc somewhat Arctic. Reminds a
chappie of the North Pole, and all that sort of
robl ™

Archie seized a blanket, and wrapped it
round himself, At least, he attempted to do
s0, Before he actually succeeded, we grabbed
him, and commenced operations. His beautiful
pyiamas were ruthlessly ripped off. He was
rubbed down in spite of all his protests. 'Then
he was bundled into his clothing, gasping,
objecting, and howling for mercy.

But we had none. He was dressed, and the
result was not precisely a triummph. Archie
looked remarkably like a secarecrow in Farmer
Holt’s big field, Everything we put on wrong—
but he was undoubtedly dressed. |

“ Now bring him alonz !’ I said firmly.

“ But my dear old tulips!” gasped Archie.
“ My priceless old walnuts! Consider! Do
nothine rash ! Really, I can’t trickle forth in this
condition ! 1 can’t flow out into the public
view -

“3Yye'll see about
forth, *“ Come on!”

We whirled Archie outside into the corridor.
And we were just in time to come face to face
with a tall, elderly gentleman with a back as
stiff as a ramrod, and with-a face which was
adorned by a bristling white moustache and a
somewhat lurid complexion.

“By gad!” he exclaimed. “What the
pepper is all that ? Why, good heavens, it's
Archibald | ™’

Archie opencd his
swallowed something.

“I mean to say, what ?” he stammered.

hat ! snapped Hand-

mouth, gulped, and

victim. The jug being empty, he jammed it { * It’s the priceless old pater!”
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CHAPTER VII.
THY, COLONEL FIXES THINGS.
~ OLONEL QL kK N-
THORNIE puffed- out
his cheeks, and breathed
hard.
“Why, good gad, what's
this — what’s  this—what's
this 7" he exclaimed, in
voice that might casily have been hicard in
Beliton High Street. ** Young rascals! Youny
brats ! Come here, Archibald, confound you,
boy ! What the pepper do you mean by dress-
ing yourself up like this ? 7

Archie grinned weakly.

“Well, don’t yvou know, there are some
things a chappic can't help, old top ! " he said,
“That is to say, I bave been hobnobbing with
the lads, as you might say. Frightfully good
time, and all that sort of thing. Enjoyment
by the yard, and what not. Absolutely 1”

The colonel glared.

“ Upen my word, boy, vou get on a man’s
nerves !’ he snapped. ** All this infernal talk !
A jackanapes, sir! That's what vou are—a
hrainless young jackanapes! A dolt of the
first quality.” -

* Abhsolutely ! snid Archie. ™ What ho,
and so forth | ”

“ You young idiot | " rapped out his father.
“Can’t you talk English??”

* Absglutely ! I mean te say——

* Absolutely—absoelutely ! stormed Colonel
Glenthorne. 1 believe that's the only word
vou ever learned! How on carth you ever
masterced the alphabet is beyond my compre-
hension. A man with a son like you is the
mast unfortunate being on the face of the
carth! Don't gibber at me like that, boy ! ”

“Well, dash it all, nothing like it!” said
Archie. *“'That is to sayv, gibbering! Some-
what near the edge, as it were !  Frightinlly
insulting, and all that sort of thing. 'The fact
is, pater, I'in here.  Absolutely on the jolly old
gpot. ! I'm fairly planted in rich goil | 7

“*You look it.!” snorted the colonel, “1
discovered that you had had the audacity
to come to =t. Frank’s, and I ecame over at
once, \What's the imeaning of it 7 IKh 2 What's
the idea of it ? Upon my soul, I've a good
mind to——"

*1 mean to say, it's frichtfully bad for the
nerves, and so forth!” interruptzd Archie.
“Niraining the tendons, and all that sort of
thing ! Pray don’t apologise, pater, old tulip !
No neeessity whatever.,”

*“ Apologise ! stormed Colonel Glenthorne.
“Why, you young idiot, I'm doing nothing of
the sort ! 18 this one of your infernal jokes, or
do you mean it ? Have you really come to
St. Frank’s for the purpose of remaining 27”7

“Well, rather!” said Archie. *“I'm like
those things in Government offices, you know
-—a bally old fixture ! That is to say, when it
com>s to leaving, I dou't appear in the act!
Absolutely not 1

“XYoun mean that you wish to remain in this
scheol 27

* Right on the spot, cid lad !

b

‘¢ Upon my word, boy, you get on a
man’s nerve,’” snapped the colonel.

‘“ All this infernal talk!

A jacka-
napes, sir!

That’s what you are.”

Si—

* Thank hieaven ! 7 said the colonel, fervently
I regard this as one of the best days of my
life ! To clear you out of the home is the dream
I have always hoperd for. but I never thougiit the
moment, would come ! By gad ! What a relief
—what peace there will be, arter this !”

*As voun might ssy, 'm not precisely at par,
and so torth,” obscrvea Archie. ** The good old
popularity is sorewhat weak and watery !
Well, rather!”

Colonel Glenthorne glared for & mecment or
two, and then nodded.

“1'll sce the Headwaster about this!” le
rapped out. *“ If they’ll allow you to remain
in this school, it’ll be & wonder! By gad, siy,
there's only one place jor you, and that’'s a
padded——. H'in! Well, well! Precisely !

e gloved agoin, but this time gave all his
attention to the crowd. 'Then he stalked off
fiercely., Colinel Glenthorre wias evidently a
fiery old chap, andd he did not posscse a large
amount, of patience.

He made his way downstairs, and procceded
to bark at & coupie of juniors in the lobby. He
curtly ordered themn to show him the way to
the Headmaster’s study. And he was not
precisely pleased when the two juniors ushered
him meekly and innocently into an apartment
which turned out to be an empty box-room.
By the time the colonel found out his mistake,
the juniors had vanished.

S0 Colonel Glenthorne proescded te Laix at



the emptly air.
see what all the noise was about. ‘The colonel
seized him in a flash, and practically deafened
the page boy by ordering him to lead him
straight to Dr. Stafford’s study.,

Tubbs was so scared out of his wits that e
couldn’t muster up enough courage to explain
that the Head was probably breakfasting, and
that this was hardly an opportune time for an
interview.

But, as it happened, the Head was just
leaving his study for the dining-recom. And he
was somewhat surprised when Colonel Glen-
thorne burst in like a whirlwind. This was
merely the colonel's habitual method of entry.

“ Really, reallv!” murmured the Head.
“ My dear sir ;

“ You, I presume, are the Hendmaster of this
school 2’ demanded the c¢olonel.

**I have that honour e -

“Then you are the man I want to sce,” said
the visitor, dropping into a chair, and blowing
his nose with terrific force. *“H'm! Ha!
Well, sir, what have you got to say ? My son—-
my imbecile offspring—has come to tnis school
without any instructions from me——"

“ Pardon,my interrupting, but you have the
advantage of me, sir,” said Dr. Stafford mildly.

“Yes, ves, to be sure !’ said Colanel Glen-
thorne. “ Quite so! To be sure! H'm! My
name is Glenthorne, sir—Colonel Glenthorne,
of Bannington. It is quite possible that yvou
may have heard of me ? I have distinet recol-

Finally, Tubbs came along to

»

e

lections, in fact, of communicating with you
through the medium of the post.”

“Yes, 1 have the correspondence quite
handy,” said the Head, * It is quite true that
yvour son has come here, Colonel Glenthorre.
bBut I assumed that he had done so with yeur
iull knowledge and authority.”

** Nothing of the kind—-nothing of the kind,”
barked the colonel. ** Absolute nonsense, sir !
[ knew nothing about it ! The young idiol came
here entirely on his own initiative. Wouid be
far better in a Home for Imbeciles !

The Head coughed.

*“I am to understand, then, that you do not
wish your son to remain ? 7’ he asked.

“ Do not wish it ?" repeated the colonel.
“ But that’s just what I do wish! The boy 1%
hopeless—absolutely and positively hopeless !
He’'s got about as much brain as 2 caterpillar !
If you'il take him into this school I'll pay you
double the usual fees, if you want me to.”

““ That, of course, will be entirely unneces-
sary,” said Dr. Stafford. “ If your son is here
with your sanction there is no reason why he
should not remain. I regret té hear you reter o
him in such strong terms.”

“Pah!” snapped ithe colonel.
is a lunatic!” _

“ 1 must confess that I do not agree with
vou, Colonel Glenthorne,” said the Head.
‘* And, in anyv case, 1 am pained that you
<honld speak in such terms about your own

(Continued on next page.)
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I talked with him last night, and ex-
amined him, and I was quite pleascd to find
that his knowledge on all general subjects is
fully up to the standard in this school. The boy

pOM.

has certainly an extraordinary method of
gspeech, but that will probably get knocked
ont of him arter a while.”

* How in Heaven’s name he acguired such a
habit is bevond my comprehension,” growled
Archie’s father. ** Associating with some of
thoze young fools from London, I suppose. My
other sons have some confoundedly inane
jriends, I might as well explain. Archibald has
copied off all the ridiculous talk, and added his
own absurditics to it. The boy is positively

helpless. By gad, he can’t do a thing! He
can’t even dress himself ! ™ |
* My dear sgir!” protested the Hcad.

"

“ Surely that is inaccurate——

** The boy cannot dress himself ! ”” thundered
the colonel, glaring. “I know what I am
talking about! He's always had a man—an
infernal valet fellow to look atter him morning
and night. He can't get on without that man
—-he'll be lost | ™ .

“1'm afraid it will be quite impossible for
your sen to bring such a man to St. Frank’s,”
satd Dr. Stafford. ““ Oh, by the way, please let
me apologise, while I think of it. My butler has
becn dismissed, and I fear you were incon-
venienced somewhat in finding your way to
my study.”

“Not at all—met at all!” growled the
colonel. " No meed to apologise, sir!  Dis-
missed, eh 2 What for ? Up to some mischief,
I't! be bound.”

“ He was detected in the aet of purloining
certain  articles from the store cupboard,”
replied the Head. ** At the moment 1 have no
butler, and——"

“ By gad ! 7 interrupted Colonel Glenthorne,
sittineg forward., *““ By gad! An idea, sir! A
splendid idea ! T have the very man you want—
a servant whom 1 can thoroughly recommend.
Honest, trustworthy, and reliable. His name is
Pliipps—has been in my service for years——"

“ It is very kind of vou, Colonel Glenthorne,
but I shouldn’t like to rob you of such a good
servant.”

** Nothing of the kind—nothing of the kind ! ™’
harked the colonel. ** The man i8 useless—that
i to say, uscless to me. He is the infernal
fellow who has always looked atter Archibald.
You're welcome to him. He’ll make a splendid
butler—just the very man.”

“It is very good of you, Colonel Glen-
thorne 4

** Rubbish ! 7 interrupted the other. “ Oh,
by the way ! Perhaps yvou will not object to
Phipps looking after my son in his spare time ?
IXh 2 What do vou say ? You are agreeable ?
Good—good ! Splendid !

'The Head ielt rather breathless.

“Well, really, Colonel Glenthorne, I hardly
think it woula be practicable,” he said. ** It is
utterly unprecedented for a junior boy to have
a man to look after him.”

* Of courre—of course! T quite understand
that,” said Colonel Glentherne. ““I'm not a
fool! T know how these schools are run, sir.
But this jg quite exceptional. Hang it all, 11l

pay for the man’s keep, if you like—JI'll pay his

confounded wages | Archibald nceds the fellow
can’t get on without him. He's always had
Phipps, and is periecetly lost without him.
Hopeless young dolt—that’s what he is. I'm
a madman to pander to him}”

“ I scriously think, my dear sir, that your
suggestion is not feasible——"’ -

‘But it’s got to be—it must be!” put in
the colonel briskly. * What does it matter to
vou ? Confound it all, man, you won’t be
bothered! My son i3 not the same as other
boys—he’s helpless. He can’t button a brace
on to his infernal trousers! School life will
make a difference, of course—a vast difference.
Let this man look after Archibald fgr a time, at
all events., Just until he settles down. You
ce¢ ? That's all—that's all, Just until he finds
his feet, so to say. Youagrec ? Good! I knew
you would ! ”’

The Head hadn't agreed, But he was rather
at a loss for words.

“I am sorry to disappoint you, Coloncl
Glenthorne, but I don’t quite see how I can
manage,” he said. **Just to begin with,
perhaps, it might be allowable—hbut only to
begin with, you understand. I fully realise that
your son is an exceptional boy, and I can
appreciate that he is helpless. He appears to
be that kind of a lad. But at a school like this
he must learn to look after himself———"

“ Naturally—naturally—naturally ! "’ broke
in the colonel, like a quick-fire gun. * That's
obvious—-that’s quite clear. But he can’t learn
to lock after himself all in a minute, Ridiculous
to think so. Well, that's settled, then, Eh 2,

| Phipps will be sent over this afternoon, and

vou'll allow him to look after my son ? Ex-
cellent ! T don'’t think I need bother you any
further, sir. I'll be going. Only arrived from
Switzerland last night, and found cverything
upside down. Well, well, that’s all, eh ? Oh, a
cheque, of course! Tees, and that sort of
thing ? Jow much ? Some infernal imposition,
I'il warrant!?®

Colonel Glenthorne tugged out a cheque-
book, and he and Dr. Statford soon got down
to business matters, And shortly afterwards
the colonel took his departure. But he had
gained his end.

Phipps, the invaluable manservant, was
coming to St. Frank’s—ostensibly to fill the
vacant position of butler, but really to look
after Archic. Colonel Glenthorne eviwcently
caredd more for his son than his words led
anvbody to suspect,

CHAPTER VIII.
TRE CAVERN OF MYSTERY !

o OW ?” asked Tommy
N Watson, in surprise,

“Yes, now, my
son ! ” 1 said.

“But what about break-
fagt——""

‘“We shall only be a few
ninutes late, at the most,” 1 interrupted.
* But, we’re alone at the moment, and we might
just as well take advantage of the fact. It won’t
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take us more than a few minutes to buzz down

that tunnel. I want to see if those rotters left
anything behind last night.”

Tommy Watson and I were in & boat, and we
Cwero just coming upon Willard's Island—the
upper end of it. Handforth and Co. had re-
turned to the camp a short while carlier, and
breakiast, was probably proceeding,

But Tommy and I weare quite alone, and I
saw no reason why we shouldn't go ashore at
the upper end of the island, and take a quick
look down in the curious old stone chamber
that had been John Martin’s prison duaring the
nigat,

We had reseued John from Hudson and Co.,
leaving the three men in that stone chamber—
unable to get past the jammed door. There wasg
just a faint possibility that I might be able to
pick up a clue or two—which the enemy had
left behind them, I was always a believer in
the policy of deoing a thing at the moment.
Unless we went down into the tunnel now we
should have no other opportunity until night—
and then, perhaps, Huwdison and his companions
wouid be before us, ;

So, without any further argument, we nosed
the boat into the bank and jumped ashore.
Then we climbed up to the broken little cliff,
and forced our way in through the smashed
tunncl opening, .

I had my electric torch in readiness, and
we made our way along the low, narrow passage
until we came to the steps. I led the way
down these, and Tommy brought out the rear.

The darkness in these underground tunnels
was pitehy, and even the bright beam from my
electric torch seemed weak after the daylight
-outside. . But there was plenty of illumina-
tion for our purpose.

Having reached the botfom of the steps,
we went along and entered the chamber. It
was quite evident that our quest had been for
-nothing. A keen glance round showed me
. that there was nothing here that would sarve
as a clue.

I examined the secret door, and felt fairly
coertain that Hudson and the others had made
desperate attempts to open it. But Nelson
Lee had jamamed the mechanism so well that
the rascals had failed.

“ Well, there’s nothing here,” said Watson.
“ A waste of time—I knew it would be., We
shall be lucky if we catch any breakfast now.
A fatheaded idea, coming here at such a time ! "

“ Keep your hair on,” I said. *“ We just
came on the off-chance, my son. But we'll be
getting back now, and we'll grab all the brekker
we need. We've only wastad a few minutes,
anvhow. Nothing to make a fuss about.”

We paszed out of the stone chamber, and re-
traced our steps. I kept my eyes well open all
the tiine, Bub there was nothing whatever to

pNSWERS
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interest me.  The place scemed as though it had
not been entered for vears.

We reached the flight of steep stone steps
which led to the exit. They were difficult
steps to climb, being roughly made, and awk-
ward. And Tommy Watson was in a bit of a
hurry-—being hungry.

He hadn’t taken two steps before he slipped
and fell. As he did so, his foot shot out and
caught me under the chin. 1 was just behind
him, and, of course, lewer down.

“Ow!"” I roared. * You clumsy ass!”

1 reeled over and skidded down about flve
stairs, and came to a stop with my face lying
on a particularly rough piece of stone. The
clectric torch was in my right hand, and the
light flashed fully upon the flat stonework of
the step just above me. And in spite of .my
awKkward position, and the pain, I noticed
something which s2nt my blood tingling through
my veins,

Under any other circumstances I should
never have seen it. But, owing to that acci-
dental slip on Tommy'’s part, I had been per-
g@tb&d to look fairly and sguarcly at tho
hing,

“Pommy!"” I said tensely.
Quick ! Just squint at this!”

“T'm burt!” growled Watson,
hat! I caught my shin- against this rotten
step! D've peeled about a yard of skin off !
What's the matter ? l.ook where 2 .

“Come down here—down beside me!” I
exclaimed excitedly.

It wasn't often that I got excited. DBut this
time I could hardly contain myvseclf. YWatson
scrambled down, and took up his position beside
me. He looked at the stene steps in his usual
way. -

“ Nothing to make a fuss about ! " h~ growled.
“T can’t see anything——"

“There!” I said, pointing.

Watson looked more closely. Then he caughit
his breath with a sharp noise, For he was
leoking at a little crevice just underncath the
overlapping step. I wight have passed up
and down the stairs a thousand times without
sceing that crevice-—for this step-was only the
third from the bottom, aund, naturally, never
came level with the eyves under ordinary cir-
cumstances. -

And in this crevice were a number of coins.
We could sce the edges of thewi—milled edges !
And the coins were of a dull, brownie yellow
colour, I lost no further time, but whipped
out my pen-knife and dislodged the first coin
with comparative casc.

“J knew it!:" I said triumphantly., “A
sovercign ! " g

“ Great Scott!’™ gasped Watson. “ A real
quid! One of the good old-fashioned sort—-
solid gold ! But are you sure of it, Nipper ?
It doesn’t seem to be the right colour——"’

“You ass! It's been here for over ten
years | " I said. “It's gold all right—a part
of old Willard's hidden hoard ! A part of the
treasure ! This is the first real clue we've ever
found t "

Watson was too excited to say anything. I
set to work getting out the other coins, “There

“ T.ook here!

“ 0Oh, my

| were nine altogether. Aud I was just edging



out the last when I became aware of the fact
that the stone slab of the step above, aithough
as solid as it could possibly be, shook percep-
tibly when I touched it.

““ Why, this step seems to be loose | ”” I mut-
tered. ** Perhaps we can shift it—it’s quite
Jikely the tre‘wme is }ut]den somewhere——
What the—— YWhy

I broke off in amazement. While speaking,
T had pulled at the step, naturally assmming
that it would be of enormous weight. But [
hardly exerted any pressure when the. whole
step shot up, and disqppeared like one of those
magical contrivances in a conjurer’s box of
tricks. It scemed to be on a swivel.

And Tommy Watson and I found ourselves
staring into an oblong, black eavity. It was
three fteet wide by at least eightecn inches high,
and was formed by two of the steps a.bruptly
disappearing. It was a most ingenious ar-
rangement, and, ordinarily, could never have
been detected. This was certainly our lucky
day.

“It looks to m2 like the entrance to the
miser’s treasure chamber !’ I said, recovering
all my ealmmess,  “ Myson, we're going through
here! We'll see what lics bevond !

I wormed my way through the opening,
holding the torch in front of me. 'The air
smelt musty, but quite breathable. And the
light from my torch revealed a long, high

chamber formed by the space beneath the long |

flight of steps. Butthe torvhlight did not carry

very far,

There was practically no_drop, and after
getting through the opening, I found myseli on
‘solid ground. Watszon came after me, fairly
trembling with excitement. We had never
drecamed of finding anything like tnis.

I experienced a fecling of some disappoint-
ment as I walked forward. For the seeret
¢hamber was not so big as I had anticipated.
And it was, moreover, qm’re bare and empty.

For a second I had had visions of great sacks
of golden sovereizis, -But the tloor was mercly
covered with dust, and the walls rose sheer.
Watson gave a grunt of disgust.

** Why, there’s nothing here ! ” he:said indig-
nantly, *“It’s a fraud!”

“We don’t know -vet,” I replied. “TI ex-
pect this place is hera for sone rcaseon, and——
Hallo! What's this ?”

I mnoticed somecthing which had not been
obvious before. In the left-hand wall there
was a Kind of alcove. It was a recess, perhaps
two feet deep by a foot wide.

 sovereigns and half-sovereigns,
' heaped up, and, altogether, there were seven or

And the floor

roper, 1
it, a_nltl

of it was a yard from the floor
flashed the light from my torch in
gave a velp.
“ Look here ! ” I shouted thickly. -
As I uttered the words I ahoved my hand in
the recess and brought it out filled eram full of

gold coins! Yatson nearly fell over back-
wards, and his face went quite pale with the
stress of the moment.

“ My—my goodness ! ”’ he panted. *‘ It's—
it’s the trecasure ! ”
We both stared hard into the recess. There,

at the back, lay a pile of coins—all of them
The pilc was

eight thousand pounds. I could tell that at a
glance. At the rear the stonework was solid.
“I don’t think it's the treasure, Tommy,
but it’'s a part of it,” I said., * There’s only
ten thousand pounds here at the outside. And
old Willard was supposed to be something like
a millionaire, This is just a handfull—a flea-
bite. DBut it proves that the yarn is true.”

We looked at one another, and I still held
the handful of gold.

“ Well, what qhttll we do ? " said Watson,
brmtlung quickly. _
~ “Tor the moment, nothing,” I replied,
“This place needs examining carcfully, and
we haven’t got time now. Ii we're away
much longer the chaps will get curious. We'll
leave it until to-night—and then we’ll explore
properly.”

“ But somehody might come -

“ Almost impossible,” I interrupted. *“ It
was only by a miracle of luck that we found the
secret, out. We’'ll leave everything exactly as
it was, But I'll ta.he one or two of these coins
to show the guv'nor.’

Three minutes later we had left the treasure
chamber. And one heave of the step sent it
back hito position with a dull thud. It scemed
impossible that it could ever have moved out of
its original place,

We had discovered sometlnug of real value
at last,

We knew now, that Willard’s gold was not a
myth. And our ecagerncss to explore more
thoroughly was of a feverish nature. But we
could do nothing until the night came along.

We little knew what startling adventures
were to befall, and what e\traonlmury develop-
ments ‘wexre to occur!

Iivents, in fact; were destined to move with
amazmg 111.;)11&111:3r !

. THE END.

NEXT WEEK!
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Tom Tarlar arrives at Mr. Wraspar's schoo!
where discipline is mainiained by moral force
only. Tom makes several friends and a few
encmies. He is initiated into the ** Eagles,” a
party opposed to the * Cuckoos,” or the rollers
of the school. Tom incurs the bitter
hatred of Foster Moore, the school usher,
a man wmuch feared by the boys. He
offers Wooden Jerry ten pounds to get
someone to injure Tom, so that our hero
will be sent away, and the wusher can
proceed with his nefarious schemes with-
out interruption.

(Now read on.)

memmg ey eoeeleg

CHAPTER XXXI.
Mr. Werasper Deposed !

OM and his chums hurried back to
school, and were in time to answer
I their nwmes for evening studies. It
was a close =shave, however, for

ey were the very last in.
Great was the surprise in store for them!

Foster Moore was in  the schoolroom
wil%rh Mr. Wrasper, the latter looking very
ale,
p'l‘fhere was nothing remarkable in both
of them being present. But what was
remarkable was this fact:

Each was in the other's place! Foster

Moore was seated at the principal desk!
Mr. Wrasper sat atbt the small desk hither-
to used by his assistanit !

Wihen all the boys were in their places,
Moore rapped a ruler sharply on the desk,
and called for silence. Then he made a
momentous  aphouncement—an  announce-
ment which sbaggered everybody presont.

‘““Boys,”” he began, *“from to-might, a
ohange takes place in the conduct of this

»
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» (The World’s Most Famous

$CiHOOL.

Harcourt Burrace

-

School Story).

school.  Owing to circumstances which
there is no need to explain to you, I am
now the Headmaster, and Mr. Wrasper 15

my assistant.”

Mr. Wrasper's head dropped upon his
breast. Tiwis humiliation was to him a
terrible thing.

Pubsey Wrasper, who was sitting on
Tom's right, gaspad and shivered.

““The fact of the change,”” went on
Moore, ““will be communicated to yocur
parents. I need scarcely say that the

change is to my benefit, and I trust it will
be to yours."”

He ceased, and there was
Then he looked across at Jonah
who instantly arose.

“1 congratulate
Worrey. ‘1 call
new Headmaster!"

He uttered a cheer himseli, but nobody
joined in the salute. So Jonah had all the
cheenring to himself, and a mighty dismal
performance it was, in that big school-
1'o0m.

Foster Moore's brows bent until his eyes

dead silence.
Worrey,

vou, Mr. Moore,”” said
for three cheers for our

were like lights in the depths of two
caverns, and as Worrey sat down looking

uncommonly foolish, the Headmaster spoke.
“ Boys,”" he said, “1 perceive that [ am
not so popular wikth you as 1 used to be,
and I am quite aware who I have to
thank for that. Now then, to your work!"
He did not look at Tom, but the boy
looked at him, and then, with a scornful

sng'rle. turned to his books.
o

Wrasper, in his new capacity as
usher, remained in the room. Foster Moore
departed.

Tom felt sorry for Wrasper: so did most
of .the others, and they showed it by being
very tractable that evening, and giving
no trouble.

The evening studies over, the bhoysz. were
dismissed, and they went out quiet and -
orderly to supper. But before the meal
commenced, Tom was told that TFoster
Moore desited to see him in the study.

Tom 2at once obeyed the summons, and
found Moore installed in Mr. Wrasper's
cluadr.
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* Tartiar,” he said, as soon as Tom

entered, '*I Iave sent for you now so that
we may thoroughly understand one another.
Now that I am the principal of this school,
I mean to be obeyed. Do you understand
that, boy?"

“Yes,” said Tom quietly, I understand,
and 1 shall obey you in everything that is
reaconable. And now please let me tell
you something which may help us to
understand each other better, Mr. Moore."”

“ What do you mean?"

“1 mean this, Mr. Mcore. 1 happen to
know that a certain man went to another
man, and offered him ten pounds to seri-
ously injure a certain boy. That man
wend to another maan, and the third man
went to yet another, who would have done
all that was required of him if he hadn’t
heen prevented by his own son. What do
you think of that, Mr. Moore?”

Foster Moore's face had gone ashen. It
was clear from his guilty look that he had

made that villainous offer to Wooden
Jerry, and had csince repented of the
impulse.

He made no replyv; and Tom went on:
““ Pleare understand, once and for all,

Mr. Moore, that T'm not to be bullied by

any man while I'm here! 1 may be led,
but I'll never be driven!”

“Encugh of this insolence!’ thundered
Moore. 1 will drive you yet! Get away
to your supper!”

Tom departed without another word,

leaving Foster Moore scowling and uneasy.

“1 hate the fellow!” he muttered. * He's
the gall in my cup! I've won the game,,
and am Head here; but ¥ gives me no
joy 1"

__‘-_

CHAFTER XXXII.
The Turning of the Worm !

HUS was begun a new era in the
sehool and to Tom at least it was
destined to open up matters of great
interest.

All the boys were,
state of ferment. -

“I've been thinking it over,” said Tom
the feollowing morning, as he sat by the
window in the schoolroom with Sam Smith
and Willie Gray.

A heavy shower was falling, and the usual
balf-hour outside before breakfast had to
be abandoned.

more or less, in a

i YE’S.” . .

“It is a puzzle to us all.”

“They used to be wvery much together in
~the evenipg,”” said Willie, *'in the study.
One night when I could not sleep I heard
‘Mrs. Wrasper calling downstairs to Kknow
if they meant to keep up all night.”

**What time was that?”’ asked Tom.
“Past two o’clock.”
**Apd 1 &noticed another thking,” said

just

Wweek
I was coming down the hall
when I saw Mrs. Wrasper by the study door.
It was locked.”
“It is often locked,” returned Tem.
“Yes, but not when Wrasper and Moore
are inside, as they were then.”

Sam. It was about

alter supper.

a ago,

“1 can tell you amether thingz,” said
Willie. "* I heard Jane say it. Fostcr Moore
came here quite poor and shabby, and Mr.
Wrasper took him on because he was
c¢heap.”

“ There is some mystery in it,”" said Tom,
“and I'd jolly well like to find out what
it is.” ' . .

*““And having found it out, what then?”
asked Sam.

‘““1 don't know,” returned Tom, Ilaugh-
ing. “ We will wait till then. Possibly 1
may be able to do something. What a row
the other fellows are making, and look at
Pubsey sitting in the corner.”

Pubsey Wrasper was looking towards them
with an evil look on his face. He seemed
to thimk that Tom was rejoicing over the
shange in luis lot.

The fact is, Tom did not know the full
extent of it, and if he had would have been
one of the last in the world tb rejoice over
a fallen foe.

Pubsey could no longer do as he pleased.

Foster Moore had commanded him to fall
into the position of an ordinary pupil, and
mind how he behaved himself. .

““1 am keeping vou here out of charity,”
Moore had told him. * Your father’s salary
will not allow him to pay for you.”

It was a galling position, and no wonder
that Pubsey felt it.

From his cohief crony, Jonah Worrey, he
received po sympathy. Jorah, in faect,
i showed a disposition to cut him. ,

For Pubsey was no longer the influential
son of the schoolmaster, but one boy
among the rest, and a poor one into the
bargain. _ .

Nor. was he much of a favourite with
anyone, for he had ever been arrogant even
to his. friends. It was good for him, per-
haps, that he should have a fall.

Tom, after a moment’s reflection, crossed
over tp him. Pubsey rose up with increased
bitterness on his face. ,

“ Yqu . needn’t come jeering at me,” he
said, between his teeth. ' It's a cowardly
thing to do.” ;

“1 am not likely to jeer at you,” said Tom.
“Only the meanest of curs would do that.
Believe me, I am sorry for you.”

* Sorry!” exclaimed Pubsey, lookicg won-
deringly at him.

“Yes,” said Tom,.

“ You are sncering at me now!”’

““ No, Pubsey. 1 frankly admit that I
have never really liked you or your father,
but T can’t help pitying you now. 1 can

see that Jomah Worrey is chucking you
over. You are no longer of any use to
himn.” -
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“1I haven't a [riend in the world,”” Pubsey
muttored.

‘““ Weil, if you really want one at any
time come to me,” rejoined Tom. * Mean-
time, keep your pecker- up, and hope for
better times. Perhaps, one day, your father
may again be master here.”

Pubsey shook his head.

““No,"” 'he said, *“ we don't hope for that.
I heard fatlier say that everything was lost
—gone from hign. There's not a rag in this
place that doezn't belong to that brute

Voster Moore.”
“Gone! Lost!" said Tom. * How?"”
“I don't know,"” replied Pubsey.
¢ I wish you would try to find out,” said
Tom; “you may trust me. I think there
has been foul play somewhere. My father's
a pretty shrewd man of business, and he
might be able to do something. Nothing
pleases him better than to have the job of
exposing some fishy financial transaction.”

There was another person in the school
on whom the sudden change of masters
had a marked effect. That person was
Wooden Jerry. -

He became abzolutely arrogant, and never
missed a chance of showing open disrespect
to «the Wraspers. He dropped the *“sir”
when speaking to the deposed Headmaster;
addressed Pubsey simply as * Pubsey,” or
“Young Wrasper"; while he bore himself
towards Mrs. Wrasper as if she were the
cook and he himself the butler.

Towards the pupils his bearing was as
" defiant as he dare make it; but his natural
- cununing prevented him from going too far
with boyz of the Tom Tartar stamp.

That Mr. Wrasper should so meekly en-
dure Wooden Jerry's insolence was a matter
of astonishment to everybody.

“Why on earth doesn't Wrasper kick
the fellow?” whispered Sani Smith at the
diuner oune day. * Just look at him now!"

Wooden Jerry was lounging against the
wall, with his hands in his pockets, just
behind Mr. Wrasper's chair at the head
of the table. Foster Moore, it may be

mentioned, was never present now during
meal-times.

Suddenly, in a voice quite audible to
every boy in the dining-room, Wooden Jerry
said :

‘““ Ain't you about finished, Wrasper? You
takes a bloomin' long time over your vittles!
'Urry up. old 'un! My dinner's a-waitin’
for me in the kitchen, an’ the quicker I
sets down to it the better I shall like it.”

Mr. Wrasper's haggard face crimsoned,
and for a moment it looked as if he were
going to tackle the insolent serving-man.
But the restrained himself with an effort,
and went on with his dinner.

“Well, if that doesn’t [airly
biscuit!"" gasped Larry Turrell. * Fancy
poor old Wrasper standing such cheek!"”

“ There must be some reason for it,” re-
. marked MecLara.
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in Tom Tartar,
The {fellow’s get-

‘““ Reason or not,”” pub
““it's got to be stopped!
ting simply unbearable!”

Evidently Tom’s words reached the ears
of Wooden Jerry, for the man's small, pig-
like ¢yes glittered as he leant over Mr.
Wrasper and remarked.

**There’'s a deal o' talkin' goin’ on at
table, Wrasper! Why don't you stop it,
Wrasper? If Mister Moore was here, he'd
soon stop it!"

Mr. Wrasper lay down his knife and fork,
pushed back his chair, and, rising to his
feet, faced Wooden Jerry.

The worm had evidently turned at last!

“ Get out of this room!"” ‘he said quietly,
but firmly.

“ Wh-wh-what!" spluttered Wooden
Jerry, fairly taken aback. * Was—was you
a-talkin® to me?”

“To nobody else!" replied Mr. Wrasper.
“Now, then, you impudent ruffian, make
haste! Out of this room, or I will Kick
youn out!”

“ Kick me out—me!™ exclaimed Jerr_v.,as
if he could scarcely credit his ears. * You

wouldn't dare do it, Wrasper!
think Mister Moore ‘'ud say
any tricks_o’ that sort?”

“ Get out—do you hear?”

“I'l go when it suits me to—not afore!
Think I'm here to take orders from a man
who—— Oh! Owch! Murder! Help®!"”

But no help came to Wooden Jerry as
Mr. Wrasper, with the strength of a man
who "hLas been goaded into sudden fury,
aripped him by the throat and shook him
as a terrier might shake a rat.

Then, dwisting ‘his victim round, Mr.
Wrasper got him by the scruff of the neck,
propelled him to the door of the dining-
hall, and, with a filnpal vigorous Kkick, sent
Jerry flving into the corridor.

Then the deposed Headmaster closed the
door, and, with a terribly colourless face,
resumed his seat.

The boys did not openly cheer, but mur-
murs of approval passed up and down the
table. -

A few sat silent, Jonah Worrey and his
bosom frieud Chucks being amonog thein.

A voice came through the keyhole:

“Look out for the sack, you Wrasper!
Either you or me 'have got to go, and it
won't be me."”

Mr. Wrasper did not answer. Dinner was
finished in absolute silence. Then the boys
were dismissed by the unhappy man in a
scarcely audible voice, and went out, mar-
velling what would come of the ejectment
of Wooden Jerry, who, as Tom had good
reason to know, possessed a certain power
over Foster Moore.

““ A nice state of things,” he said. “ We
shall ‘have Jenry trying to boss us next!
We've got to put the impudent beast iu
his proper place, and, keep him there!”

(Continued on next pajy:.)

What d'yve
if you come
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(Continued from page 38.)
CHAPTER XXXIill.
Wooden Jeriry is Crushed !

COUNCIL of the Eagles was called
that eveuing, and the company

A assembled in Wooden Jerry's tool-
shed.

The muster was & strong one, and sentries
having been posted, to give warning of the
approach of foe:, the meeting was formally
opened by Sam Smith, who proposed that
Tom Tartar should take the chair.

This was unanimously assented to; where-
upon Tom perched himself on the top of an
empty barrel, and delivered a short speecn.

The gist of this oration was that Woeoden
Jerry’s insolence was not to be tolerated
any longer.

““We have just got to put our foot down
upon him,"” said Tom, *“.and to make things
too hot for him here. I nmow propose that
ne be eoutlawed—that as his hand has been
raised against all of us,” that every hand
be raised against Lim.™ -

““Hear, hear!” the listeners assented.

“Pou’t do anything absolutely cowardly

or cruel,” said Tom, ‘‘but make things

lively for him.
and set him dancing.”
He would have said a

little more, but

Put your brains to work,
' {of reward.

onc¢c of the sentries reported that Foster
Moore was coming out of the house and
the meeting broke up a little hurriedly, but
‘without any signs of disorder.

Now, in accordance with the resolution
paszed, Lawrence Turrell and Cautious
Johnny went quietly towards the kitchen
at an hour when it was known that Wooden
Jerry usually partook of his evening meal.

Each of the two was armed with a paper
hag filled withh ochre, one red and the other
vellow, and their fell purpose was to push
open . the door and from the darkneéss of
the outside passage hurl their missiles at
Jerry.

On arriving withia sight of the Kkitehen
they saw to their great satisfaction that
the door .was partly open, but their joy was
‘qualified by their learning that Woeoden
Jerry was not alone.

Jane, the maidservant, was with him,
and her familiar voice was heard speaking
in her usual quiet way, and at first they
could not catch the purport of her words.

Now Jane was an immense favourite with
the boys. -

She had always becn their friend, and all
that she could do to add to their comfort
had bheen done freely and without any hope

As a matter of fact, Jane would never



- take a tip from any boy, but when offered
one, would put up her hands and laughingly
say, something in this way: .

** Goodness gracious, don't waste your
money on me. Go and buy some sweets.
You may leave a few in the drawer of the
hall table, if vou like.”

Jane being in the kitchen was a barrier
<0 their project, for she, being a tidy soul,
would be very angry with the boys if they
made a mess with the ochre, and she
would be sure to pop out quick enough to
see who were the offenders.

But, after all, matters favoured the bhoys.

Jane was engaged in * laying it on thick "’
for the benefit of Wooden Jerry.

““You mean, miserable dog,”” they heard

her say, ‘‘how dare you speak to. Mrs.
Wrasper as you did just now.”

‘““She ain't nobody,” replied Wooden
Jerry.

‘“ She was +your mistress bhefore, and she
is your mistress now, you ungrateful rascal.”

‘“* She ain't!”

““I say she is, and that’s enough

‘““ You ain't nobody, neither,”" said Wooden
Jerry. “1I ain't a-going to be ridden over
Bj{l '{tousemai{is and kitchen wenches.

Lawrence put ‘his eve to the opening be-
tween the door and the lintel, and beheld
a sight that made bis heart glow with
oy.

. Jane was standing up, and leaning across
the end of the table, had hold of ocne of
Wooden Jerry's ears.

She held it simply by a finger and thumb,
but that she had a good grip of it was
evident from the expression of Wooden
Jerry's face.

L
!
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“Oh, lor'!” he gasped. *“ Stop it! You'll
take a piece out!™
*““Yes, T will,’”” she said, quite serenely.

““ Now, will you ever be rude to Mrs. Wras-
per again?"’

“I didn't mean to be rude. A man's
got a right to be Iindependent on my
wiages—— Oh!"” :

“ Will you be rude again?”

“No—o—0—0—0!"’

“ Mimd you, if I hear of it—as I surely
shall—if you dare to be, I'll ¢lip both your
ears with my scissors. Now take yourself
Oif:”

“But I ain't had thalf my supper,’
Wooden Jerry, as Jane set him free.

“You 'have 'had enough,”” replied Jane.
““You eat too much. I shall
vou in future.”

“ You dursn't do it,”” said Wooden Jerry,
getting defiant again.

“Not do it?" said Jane. “I dare do
anything. Take that, and that!”

“That aud that' were two sounding
bhoxes on the ear that were like unto the
smiting of strong thands together.

Jerry came staggering out of the kitchen,
nearly terrified out of his life.

, ‘The boys retreated before him, and got
-;into the lumber-room unperceived.

urged

allowance

his head with

Holding
[ came along, muttering, * The little vixen!
Who'd a thought she durst hit a man o
my size?"”

His eyes were fixed, and he looked like

both hands le

a wild man. That much the boys could.
sce in the faint light.

‘Wooden Jerry did not see them, but in
his blind terror entered the lumber-room,
intending to sit down there and meditate
over his injuries.

Prompt action was necessary on the part
of the boys, and prompt they were.

Acting upon one impulse each hurled his
missile at Jerry as he rolled into the room.
The aim was good, each hitting him fairly
in the face, and then, as 'he began to
roar for ‘help, they slipped by him, and like
two shadows of the night vanished.

A moment later Foster Moore was heard
calling out:

“What is that noise there? What are
you doing, Jerry?"
“I'm blinded and murdered!” was the

answer.

From the landing above the boys heard
the schoolmaster hurry down the passage
and enter the lumber-room.

* What now, you fool?’ he cried.

Then he was heard to assist Jerry up,
and ask who had ochred him. -

“It must be that Tartar chap, sir,” was

the reply.
_ “ No, it is not,” was the answer. * He
is in the school-room. I've just left him.
Look 'here—you ‘had better give up tryine
to domineer over the boys. They won't
stand it. I can’'t be bothered with these
constant disturbances. Go and wash your-
self and get away to hed.”

And when that night the Eagles heard
the story, great was their rejoicine. The
days of Wooden Jerry’s punishment had
begun.

CHAPTER XXXI1V.
The Return of Posh Powner!

N Thursday afternoon, Tom, Sam

Smith, and Larry Turrell, went for

a long country ramble. Returning

by a roundabout route, they chanced

to pass close to the quarries, just as the
workers were knocking ofi for the day.

Tom quickly spotted Noddy Berrill, and
at the same moment the small form of
Rosy Ralph rose from behind a hedge and
came forward.

** Hallo, Ralph!" greeted Tom kindly.
‘““What are you doing over here?’

Ralph hung his ‘head sheepishly, and
fumbled with ‘his ragged cap; but he an-
swered mo word.

‘““ He's only come to see me, Master Tom,"
explained Noddy Berrill, in a low tone.
““ He comes very nigh every day. Ye sgee,
I'm about the only chap he knows. He

| (Continued on page iii of Cover.)
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( Condinued [rom page 40.)

jas 4 precions lonesome time of it =ince
pis fathers gone.’
< put iz he still
tage?” asked Tom. |
“ Yes,” answered Noddy. ‘““Lives there
41 by hisself.  We oflered him a home, but
Le won't take it.”

living in that old cot-

tom looked thoughtful, then he =aid to
sam and Tuarrell:

“ Yon <haps walk on with Noddy. 1l
overtake vou presently. 1 want to have a
chat with this poor youngster.” |

“ NYow, Raiph,” Tom began, as soon as
theyv were alone, ' yon've  got to give up
living at that tumbledown old cottage. It
isn't good for you to be there all alone.

you've got to move."”
“1 can't—I ecan't!” muttered
with strapge agitation. ‘" Don't ‘ee
1o Jdo that, Master Tom!”
“ Why not?"

Ralph,
aX Ime

N0 uUnswer,

Tom, still holding Malph by the arm,
turned the boyv gently towards him, and
looked keenly into hLis troubled face. Then

he =aid quietly:

** Ah, I see what it is,
leave the c¢ottage because—becaunse your
father haz come back there. Now, don't
deny ot, Ralph! Your father has returned
10 the cottage!” :

“Not to do no harm to anybody!" blurted
out Ralph. ** He'd have cleared away if
e conld, but the police have bin too smart
for him. He found ‘em oo the wateh for
him evervwhere. Oh., Master /Tom, you
won't say nowt about him bein' back, will
lt")?!l -., )

“You mnstu't ask me to promise that,
talph.  Your father js a rafian—a would-
be murderer. He's far too dangerous to he
at large.”

‘““But he won't
He dursn't.”

“ Perhaps not, Ralph: but there are others
to think of besides myself. Ralph, yon
must take a message from me to your
father.” :

The boy =hivered, .

“What he the me~zage, Master Tom?"

“It's this. Tell him that - unless he's
awuy from the «cottage hefore twelve
o'clock to-morrow morning, the police will
take him."”

“D've mean that. Master Tom?"

“1 certainly do!” replied Tom =sternly.
Then, in a kinder tone, he went on: * You'll

Ralph ' You can't

harmn vou, Master Tom.

be well rid of him, Ralph, you know. He's
a brute. and he’s always kpocking you
ahont—"

“He be my fevther,” interrupted Ralph
dnlly,  *“ All right, Master Tom, I'll give

him vour message.”

““That's a sensible chap! After all, I'm
giving your father a chance of getting away
—a c¢hance he doesn't deserve. To-morrow
the ]mliue-uﬁi«:;ers will come to your cottage,
and, if I cawr'get leave, I =hall be with

them, If we fud you there alone, all will

be well, _I;ut if your father hasn’t cleared
off he will be arrested.”

“It mun be so, if yon say so,"
Ralph gloomily.

“* The =afety of many people demand it,”
~aid Tom. *It’'s not myself I'm alarmed
about. Good-bye, Ralph! Here's Noddy
Berrill coming baek to have a c¢hat with
youn. He's a good chap is Noddy, and he'll
chieer you up.”

Tom darted off to overtake his com-
panions. He honestly helieved that he hadl
acted for the hest. Posh Powner was in-
deed a source of dapnger to many—amopg
them Sir Claude and Cecil Freshley.

In his heart Tom knew that it would he
better for Rosy Ralph if the brutal poacher
were secured and safely elapped in prizen
for a long term of years. However, for
hetter or for worse, he—Tom—was giving
Posh Powner this final chance of escaping
from the neighhourhood in which he had all
his life heen a pest.

Tom soon et the returning Noddy, and
after bidding the good-natured quarry boy

mu_ttered

{ to dg what he could to cheer Ralph up,

went on in puarsuit of Sam and Larry.
That pair had, however, by this time got
far ahead—had, in fact, disappeared round
a bhend in the road. :

Tom had just reached the beginning of
the bend, when he saw two men standing
together, just on the other side of a high
hedge.

Only for a moment he =zaw them, as they
dizappeared the instant he ecame in :zight,
but he felt sure it was Foster Moore and
the poacher together.

As he was alone he did not venture to
make sure, for he had the prudence to
recognise the fact that he was no mateh
for two dangerous men, and so ipcreasiug
his pace got away from tihe :sput,

(To be coitinued.)
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CINEMAS.

The C.2. offers the finest value
gbtainable in cheap Cinemas zat
the present time. Fitted with
powerful adjustable lenses, com-
plete with flms, slides, and all
accessories. 6/9 PYost Frec.
Fitted with acetylene burner and
generator, 12/9 poct free,
Dyvna Motor. Runs without
power, suiltable for driving
models, 2/'3 post iree.

N ew Model Typewriter.
B:5C.2. Speedy and Accurate. Price 7,6
post free. )
Electric Lighting Outfit. Complete with
battery, lamp, bracket, switches, wiring, etc.
3/9 post free. With Accumulator, 4/9
post free Electric Motors. 4 Volt. Supplied
with Accumulator, Complete, 5-; and 76
post free. 2-6 Volt Dynamo ruli as Motor
or Dynanio, 7/6 post free.

Send now for ‘Illustrated Catalogue of
Steam, Electrical and Mechanieal Models, ptﬁ-.
3d. post free. (Colonial Postage 1)- extra, Trade
enquiries invited. Satisfaction or cash
refunded.—Bennett Bros.. 5, Theokalds

;
B §
’

| Road, Holborn, Loncéon, V.C.1.
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v . THE NELSON

‘* Marvel "’—the finest cycle ever offered
on such exceptionally easy terms. Bril- -
liantly plated ; richly enamelled ; lined
in colours. Sent packed free carriage
paidon 156 DAYS’' FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted. Monéy refunded if
dissatisfied. Old machines exchanged.
Big bargains in factory soiled mounts.
Tyres and accessories 33 1-3Y, below '
shop prices, Write 70-DAY for testi-
mounials and illustrated art catalogue.

-y ——

Cycle Com
(Dept. B 607)

'an (Ic -)'
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Strengthen - Your .- Nerves

Neryousness  deprives you of employment,
pleasures, and many advantages in life.  If you
wish to prosper and enjoy life, strengthen your

nerves  and - regain sconfidence in  yourself by
using the Mento-Nerve Strengthening
Treatment. Guaranteed Cure in 12 days. Used

by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel”to Private,

D.S.0.%s, M.C.'s, M.M.'s, and D.C.M.’s+» Mercly

aend three.penny stamps for particulars. —Godfry -

Elliott-Smith, Ltd., 527, Imperial Build-
ings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4." 1.

. 30 STAMPS, including BARBADOS YICTORY
(unused), rare FIUME, 10 WAR STAMPS, ETC.
Price 3d. only (abroad 6d.)—H. HOMER, Ccntre
Buildings, Lye, Stourbridge. frgroa -t w

Cinematograph Machines; & . Films!
F.owest Prices. Cowboy, Drama, and Comic Films,
Send 1'6 for Large Sample Film. Stamp for Bar-
gain Lists.—A. ¥. Maxwell, George St., Hastings.

" CUT THIS OUT.

fThe Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 24.
- Send 7 of these Coupons with only 2/9 direct to
the Fleet Pen Co.,, 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4. You will receive by return a splendid
British-Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain
Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad nib).
If only 1 coupon is sent the price is 8/9, 2d.
being allowed for each extra coupon up to g
(Pocket Olip 4d. extra). This great offer is made
to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to NELSON
LEE readers. Satisfaction guaranteced or cash
returned. Foruvign post extra.
Lever Self-filling Safety Model, 2/~ extra.

LEE LIBRARY Ly

FREE BOOK OF BARGAINS, 7.d. to £6,
Free & Post Free—Watches, €Clocks,Jewellery, Accor-
deons, Useful Goods, Novelties, _
Toys, Etc. A . 4 S
Big Novelty. .
—Pocket Cin.
ema and 100
Real Cinema
FilmPictures
1/.. Postage
.2d. Delightor
Money Back.
PAIN’'S
HOUSE, Dept. 17TP, HASTINGS.
If a few extra inches are

{ WHY BE SHORT? what you neced, commenco

the Girvan Scientific Treatment at once. Students
report from 2 to 5 inches increase. You will
work, cat, and sleep better. ;, Send p.c. for.par-
ticulars, and £100 guarantee, to Inquiry _ Dept.,
A.M.P.. 17. Stroud Green®Road, s London,'-N.4.

MAGIC TRICKS, ctc.—Parcels=2/6,7,5/6.. Ven
trilogquist’s Instrument, Invisible,” Imitate Birds.

Piice 6d. each, 4 for 1/-—T. W, HARRISON. 239,
Pentonville Road, London, N.1.. hed o TR
'CURLY -HAIR—“ 1It's wonderful,” writes E.
10,000 :» Testimonials. . “WAYVEIT” CURLS
STRAIGHTEST HATIR! 1/3, 2/5.—Rosa (Dept.
NiL.), 173, New North Road, London, N.1.

Guaranteed Cure.

ST A*‘M M ERI_N_ G .~ Send 2d. stamp.

U N. Burton, 27, The Square, St. Annes-on-Sca

FILMS FOR SALE. Finest Secléction in . .the
“World," featuring fanious Players, 14/- per 1,000ft.
Stamp for . List, - -Samples 50ft., 1/2, 1000t., 2/-:
pt. pd.—-MacGREGCR, 34, Beaufoy Road, Tolten
ham *N.17. *- - Fen S n e . -

A Model STEAM ENGINE.

Complete, ready for work, 15/-, 21/-, & 32/-.
tails! 6d. p-r length., ~Tost extrail/-.«Battery,

- Switch, Wire, Lamp, Holder, Reflector.»Insgtrue-

tions, ete.,24/9; postage: 6d>-YLiowgeresize s B/6;
v e W), o post 9d. .SHOUKING
oA "COIL! Set of parts'for

making, -1/9.: Battery Parts,

1'6; post 3d. - Electro” Mag-
= Net, » 1/-;  post - 2d. - Box
. Filecdrical ..« Experiments,
2/9: post 4d. ° Veriical
: Stecam Engine,; 7/6; post.,

e .. etea 9d. 4-Yolt Dynamo,
12/6; FElectric Motor 3/9.=(Catalogu~ 4d.)"" The
HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co., Queen's
Rd.,-Aston, Birmingham. . 5 i

Monthly : Payments Buy

Masters’ Double Life Boots, Gent’s Driped Water-
proof Soleg, also Ladies” Boots, Shoes, 5/- monthly.
‘Also - Suits, Overcoats, Costumes. Winter, Coats,
Blouses, © Bedding, Blankets, Rings, Bracelets,
Jewellery,: Gold and Silver Pocket and Wrist
Watches, Clocks, Cutlery, Plate, Accordeons,
Gramophones, ete... Everything in our Price List on
Easy Terms. Write for a FREE Gopy.  (Estab. 1869.) -
—~MASTERS, Ltd., 52, Hope Stores, RYE.

ANSWERS’ LIBRARY
EVERYBODY'S STORY PAPER.
2d.'. Every Tuesday. |

-~
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