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FUN, FROLIC AND THRILLS ARE ALL IN THIS LONG STORY—

The most unsuspecting fish that ever
swallowed bait was never so gullible as
CGeorge Alfred Grundy of the Shell. Once
again he finds himself ** spoofed *’ all along
the line, this time on the trail of atreasure
that exists oniy in Monty Lowther’s fertile
imagination. There is an cutcome to this
great jape, however, that isasamazing as
it'is unexpected !

CHAPTER 1.
Grundy the Studicus !

1S 711;\'{‘ about Grundy?”
Tom Merry asked

dnbiously.

the question  rather

i - “Yes; what about Grundy?” echoed Monty
Lowther, with a chuckle. : -
“Sare he’ll be all right ?” asked Manners, smiling. “We

don’t want it to turn out a tea-fight instead of%a tea-party.”

““Rather not,” assented Tom and Lowther.

Wilkins and Gunn coughed.

“H—it’s all vicht vichi a5 rainl’ d Wilkins, with a
faint grin. “We told Grundy we were bringing you fellows
along to tea after the match. He zaid it was all serene.”

“In fact, he said he’d get some grub in,” added Gunn.
“That means-a ripping feed, I expect. He's an awfully
generous chap, you know.”

“ And he’s in funds,” said Wilkins. “So it’s bound to be
all serene, you fellows—at least 2

“ At least,” said Gunn, as his chum paused, “it’ll be all
right if Grundy’s siill all right. You—you know what I
mean ?”

The Terrible Three chuckled. They did not need telling
what Gunn meant. George Alfred Grundy’s mood was too
well known in the Shell at St. Jim’s for that.

“We understand,” grinned Tom Merry. “Let’s hope he’s
still all right, then. I'm hungry.”

“He was all right when we saw him last,” said Wilkins
hopefully. “Ite’d guite got over not being included in the
House match; he’s used to having {o get over that! He was
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mugging up some rubbish he’d got out of the library—

fairly wallowing in it when I saw him last.”
“Grundy mugging?” ejaculated Tom Merry.

something out of the library—Grundy 77
“Yes!” chuckled Gunn. “Something new—what 77

“Reading

“Wonders will never ceasc!” sighed Lowther. “What
was he mugging up—cricket? He can’t even spell the
rord 1
word

’

“Ha, hal
all about the

“Bh? Oh, my hat!”

“Tt’s sinece thabt old professer johnnie lectured on the
ancient ruins here !” grinmed Gunn. “Grundy was no end
interested, and he’s collared ssme old bocks from the
library to mug up about it.”

“Fairly gone potty over it,” sniffed Wilkins.
being keen on reading books out of the giddy library !
you ever?”’ 2 7

“8till, it keeps him quiet,” said Gunn. “You'd hardly
believe how peaceful it’s been in our study since Grundy
started reading !+ We're hoping he'll keep it up.”

“It gives his chin and fists a rest,” szaid Wilkins.
we are, anyway ! Come in, you fellows!”

The Terrible Three and their hosts had reached the Shell
passage, and George Wilkins opened the dogr of the study
he shared with Gunn and George Alfred Grundy. .

He paused on the threshold, however, and his face fell.

‘The famous leader of Study No. 3 was at home. -

Grundy was seated at the study table. Befare him was
a large volume with time-wern leather hinding. Grundy’s

nose was almest touching the book hefore him. To use a

No. He’s reading up a histo
giddy time when St. Jim’s was

of Bt. Jir
a monast

: “Fancy
;

Did

“Tere
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popular term, he was fairly devouring the contents of the
ancient tome he was sprawling over. -

Over Wilkins’ shoulder Gunn and the Terrible Three fairly
blinked at the sight. It was very surprising indeed to see
George Alfred Grundy studying a book so earnestly.

But unusual as it was, Wilkins and Gunn did not scem
pleased at the sight now. They glared.

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Wilkins, walking into the
room. “What about tea, Grundy?”

“You said you’d have it ready!” snorted Gunn.

Grundy did not look up. He just waved his hand—
obviously as a hint for them to leave him to his studies.

“Getting deaf?” asked Wilkins, a trifle warmly. “What
about tea, Grundy? We’ve brought these fellows along.”

“Shurrup !” 7

“That’s all very well!” said Gunn indignantly. “You
agreed to these fellows coming to tea, and you agreed to
get tea ready—for once !”

“Shurrup *

“But, loock here—"

“Shurrup !” roared Grundy.

“ But—" :

“Shurrup, and gerrout!”

It was a bellow.

“0Oh, crumbs !” groaned Wilkins.

He looked at Gunny, and then he locked a trifle shame-
facedly at the honoured visitors. It seemed quite clear that
Grundy was not still all right.

“ Now, look here, Grundy,” said Wilkins, almost appeal-
ingly, “we want our tea, old chap! Shove that muck away
now! If you've been too busy studying to get tea ready it
can’t be helped. But clear away, and let us get it ready !”

“Did you get the grub in, anyway?” asked Gunny
anxiously. 3
. Grundy looked up then. He fairly glowered at the
juniors.

“Didn’t you hear me?” he bawled. “I told you to shut
up and get out! Getting deaf?”

“But we want our tea!” hooted Wilkins: “And we've
invited these fellows! Don’t be an idiot!”

“If you call me
an idiot, George
Wilkins——"

“Well, be reason-
able, then!” said
Wilkins. “Dash it
all—"

“Get out, the lot
of you!” roared
Grundy. “Can’t
you see I'm busy ?”

“But we want
our tea!”

- “Go and get it in
> Hall, then!”

“But we've asked
these fellows to tea
here!” shouted
Gunn.

“Cancel the in-
vitation, then !
Postpone it! Tell
’em it’s a mistake{
And go and eat
coke!” bawled
Grundy, in great
exasperation. “ Now
get out before I
throw the lot of
you out!”

And with that
Grundy sat down
and glued his nose
to the weighty tome
before him.

The Terrible
Three chuckled.
Grundy’'s temper
could never be re-
lied upon, and they
had haff-expected
something like this.

Wilkins and Guen
eyed each other in
wrath and dismay.

To ask fellows to
tea, and then have
them treated in this
manner was {00
thick.

Grundy’s study-mates went crimson.

“Look here, Grundy—" exploded Wilkins.

“Hold on, Wilky, old man!” said Tom Merry, with &
laugh. “We can come another time.”

“When Grundy isn’t studying,” added Lowther.

“Don't mind us, you fellows,” said Manners. “We've
plenty of grub in, and we can come another time.”

“That's rot!” said Gunn, with a sulphurous glare at
Grundy’s bent head. “Look here——"

“We don’t want to cause trouble in the family !” laughed
Tom Merry. “We'll postpone the tea and call another
time. Como on, you chaps!”

“Right-ho! Thanks all the same, Wilky {” .

And, with poilite smiles at their would-be hosts, the
Terrible Three gently withdrew and closed the door. But
out in the passage they looked at each other eloquently.

“If Grundy was in our study,” remarked Monty Lowther
feelingly, ““we’d use his silly head as a punchball I”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Tom. ‘“He’s the outside limit!
Still, no good causing trouble, and I'm not looking for a
thick ear this afternoon. Let’s go home.”

And the Terrible Three went home to Study No. 10 along
the passage. They were disappointed, and they yearned
to use the great George Alfred’s head as a punchball. But
they had no wish to cause unnecessary discord in Study No. 3
—there was usually more than enough there! So, from
peaceable motives, the Terrible Three left Grundy & Co. to
themselves.

CHAPTER 2.
Grundy’s Latest !
EORGE WILKINS and Cuthbert Gunn breathed hazd
G and deep
George Alfred Grundy resumed his historical
studies.
The matter was ended, so far as he was concerned. He

:had told his annoying interrupters to go, and they had

gone. Like their cheek to dream of staying to argue the
matter ! -As yet Grundy did not seem to be aware of the
: THE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 1,124,
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fact that his study-mates had not accompanied the Terrible
Three.

He soon was made aware of it.

Wilkins and Gunn were raging. They felt deeply
humiliated. and intensely exasperated. They felt that
Study No. 3 had been disgraced by the unneighbourly and
inhospitable Grundy. To invite fellows like Tom Merry &
©Co. to tea, and then order them out when they came was
the limit, 3

It was really just like Grundy, but that fact did not
lessen the ire of his study-mates.

“Grundy, yoeu rotter!” hooted Wilkins suddenly.

“@Grundy, you mean cad!” spluttered Gunn,

Grundy jumped.

“Hallo! You silly owls not gone yet?” he snorted. “Am
I}toktell you again, or am I to boot you out? Of all the
cheek——'

“Cheek !” choked Wilkins. “What about your cheek?
What about those fellows? They’ve gone now—they
wouldn’t stay. You've disgraced the study, you—you
outsider 1”

“Wha-at 7 :

“Made us look fools, too!” choked Cuthbert Gunn. “You
howling lunatic! VYou—you thick-headed mugwump I

Grundy eyed them almost blankly. :

“You fellows talking to me ?” he stuttered.

“Of course we’re talking to you!” howled Wilkins, “We
asked those fellows to tea this afternoon; you agreed they
should come. And this is what you do when they come—
order them out! Oh you—you—-=>

“Well, my hat!” said Grundy. “And you think I'm
going to allow a silly tea-party to interfere with my studies?
Cheek! Those kids can come again, can’t they?”

“¥es; but it’s a nice thing: s
“You fellows make me tired !’ groaned Grundy.
seem to think about is grub. 'Tea-parties—bah!
Blow those kids, anyway! I ecan’t afford to waste valuable
time discussing them! Now, look here, you fellows!”
added Grundy, an excited look on his rugged features.
“P’ve been fairly wallowing in this history of St. Jim’s.

Tt’s ripping ! That professor merchant was quite right!”

“Blow the footling professor, and blew you!”

Grundy scarcely heard Wilkins. He waved his hand
eloguently.

“Somewhere about here,” he said impressively, “hidden
sway for centuries, lies the treasure. That professor johnny
said there were records of it having been hidden away when
Henry VIII. dissolved the monasteries, but no records
of ‘it have ever been found. The question 15——"

“What about tea ?” snorted Gunn.

“All you

" “Eh? Tea? Who’s talking about tea?” said Grundy.
“Don’t be an ass, Gunny! The question is, where was if
hidden? Some authorities say it was hidden in the vaults;

others say it was hidden in the ruins behind the chapel;
others say it was buried on Abbey Island, and there’s a
legend that says the monks sunk it in the river when the
scldiers came after it.. Well, wherever it was hidden, I'm
gzoing to find it, you fellows !”

“Good! And now what ‘about tea, Grundy?” said
Wilkins, keeping back his wrath with a mighty effort.

“Tea? Oh, do dry up and listen!” implored Grundy,
his eyes gleaming with enthusiasm. “I tell you
P’m on a good thing, you fellows. If you back me up I'll
let you have a share in the treasure, I might tell you.”

“QOh, you—you 2

“If it’s to be found, then I'm the man to find it!” said
Grundy. “All I wans now are the clues.”

“The—the whatter?” - .

“Clues!” said Grundy impatiently. “K-L-E-W-S—clues!
Getting'deaf 7”

“Oh, my hat! Is that how ‘clues’ is spelled, Grundy?”

“Of course, you ignorant dummy! Think it’s spelled
‘C-L-E-W-8” or what?” demanded Grundy scornfully.
“ Anyway, all I have to dc now is to find the clues. You
don’t tell me the monks hid the stuff without leaving clues!
The question is, where are they?”

“Ask me another,” said Wilkins, with a groan. “What
I want to know is when we’re going to have tea, Grundy 7

“Tea!” howled Grundy, almost stuttering with fury.
“Will you dry up about tea, you footling owls? Raving
about dashed tea when there’s fortune and glory waiting to
be picked "up. Oh, you—you—asses! Will you stop
bothering me about tea?” -

“No, we jolly well won’t!” hooted Wilkins. “Blow you
and blow the silly treasure! We want our tea! You
promised to have 1t ready, and you agreed to those fellows
coming. And now—"

“Now they’ve gone!” said Gunn angrily.
jolly well ashamed of yourself?*

((}18?55 ¥

“VYes, you! You’ve disgraced the study!” choked Gunn.
“What will Tom Merry and his pals think of this study now ?
Look here, Wilky, we’re not standing this! Let’s shift this,
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imago and his dashed book, and get tea ready ourselves!
Then va’ll fetch those fellows back—whether Grundy likes it
or not ! .

“That’s it!” snorted Wilkins, though he eyed Grundy =
trifle uneasily. “Look here, Grundy, we’re fed-up with you
and your silly treasure-hunt rot! You've got to shift that
dashed piffle off the table!” -

“Got to?” ejaculated Grundy, as if he could scarcely .
believe his ears. “You telling me I’ve got to, George

- Wilkins ?”

“Y-yes, I jolly well am!”

Grundy rose to his feet. It was clear he had realised that
the matter was serious at last. TFor the time being the
great and exciting matter of the monks’ treasure left his
mind. This was rank mutiny. Rarely, indeed, did his
study-mates dare to question his orders, or dispute his
authority. In Study No. 3 Grundy was lord and master.

“You—you cheeky rotters!” he spluttered. “Got to take
vour orders, have I, George Wilkins? We'll see about
that I He turned back his cuffs in a deliberate manner
and squared his jaw. “We'll see about that! You've got
three seconds to get cut of this study !”

“But—but what about our tea?”

“Haven’t I told you?” roared Grundy. “You can get tea
in Hall for once. Think I'm having my studies disturbed
.because of tea? Are you going, or not?”

“Not!” said Wilkins desperately. “Look here, you—
Oh, my hat! Back up, Gunny!” .

Wilkins’ voice ended in a yell.

Evidently Grundy deemed the three seconds more than up.
He came on with a rush, and the next moment a wild and
whirling struggle was taking place in Study No. 3. :

Chairs went crashing over, and as the trio collided with
the table, that went over, too, and the “History of St.
James’ Monastery ” went to the floor with a thud.

Wild and furious raged the battle.

For once, Wilkins and Gunn were really roused to stern
Usually they let Grundy “have his
head ”—it was much safer to do so. Grundy alone was
more than a match for Wilkins and Gunn. On this occasion,
however, Grundy’s study-mates were really angry with their
leader. It was bad enough to have to do without tea them-
selves, but for the fellows they had invited to the study to
be treated in such a way made them “see red.”

“Let him have it!” panted Wilkins ferociously, though it
looked as if Grundy was not the one “having it.” “Show
the ro‘ter he can’t do just as he likes! Chuck him out and
his dashed book—— Yoooop !

A hefty fist put an end to Wilky's wrathful tirade, and
sent him spinning across the room, to fall in the fireplace
with a clattering crash and a howl.

“Now, out you go!” gasped Grundy, addressing Gunn.
“T’ll show you! Pitch me out, would you? We'll see!”

“QOw! Oh, crikey!” panted Gunn.

He struggled hard, but he struggled in vain. Alone
against the mighty George Alfred his stout resistance availed
him little. There was a brief, whirling struggle by the
doorway, and then a form hurtled out and fell with a crash
in the passage.

It was Cuthbert Gunn.

Wilkins was just scrambling to his feet when Grundy
turned to deal with him. He was half-dazed, and Grundy
had less trouble with him than with Gunn. There was an
even briefer struggle, a wild yell for aid from Wilkins, and
then he also went out like a sack of coke.

Crash !

“Yarrooogh!” 5

Gunn was just scrambling to his feet, and Wilkins crashed
full upon him, sending him down again. As they struggled
there in the passage Grundy gave them one disdainful glare,
and then he went back into the study and slammed the door.
The key clicked in the lock = |

Once again, with the convinecing argument of his hefty
fists, George Alfred Grundy had proved his right of lecader-
ship- in Study No. 3.

Wilkins and Gunn sat in the passage and gasped and
panted as if for a wager. Both showed numerous signs of
Grundy’s handling—they looked wrecks, in fact. Grundy
was undoubtedly a redoubtable fighter.

The row had been heard far and wide, and grinning
faces looked out from doorways all along the passage.
Most of them vanished when they saw what was “on,” how-
ever; they did not need to ask what the matter was—the
sight of Wilkins and Gunn sprawling outside the door of
their study was not an unusual sight. Grundy’s little ways
were well known in the Shell.

The Terrible Three had looked out of Study No. 10; but,
unlike the others, they did not merely grin and retire.
They eyed the hapless two with smiling sympathy.

“Hard lines!” said Tom Merry.

“Been chucked out?” asked Lowther, somewhat supere
fluously.,

- Ow ! gurgled Wilkins,  “Ow-yow{”
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“Yow-ow!” was Gunn’s contribution.

“Never mind!” said Tom Merry sympathetically. I
thought you’d have trouble with that awful idiot. Come
along to us for tea.”

“Ow! Oh, crumbs!” gasped Wilkins.
bullying cad for this—sometime!”

“We—we'll flay him alive!” said Gunn, staggering to his
feet. “You wait!”

“We will I’ murmured Lowther. “A long time, I expect.
Still, come along and have tea now, and blow Grundy.
Did you try to chuck him out?”

“Ow! We—we tried to make him clear his things and
have tea!” groaned Gunn. “Then he set on us, and—and
by a fluke he managed to chuck us out.”

“Just a fluke!” assented Lowther solemnly.
Next time you’ll chuck him out, what? Good!
about tea ?”

“I—T'11 smash that

“Hard lines.
Now, what

7
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Just drop a few clues about, and Grundy would swallow
them whole. He was born to have his silly leg pulled.”
“Monty—" began Tom Merry. :

“Just leave this to me!” sald Monty Lowther, with &
soft chuckle. “I think I see a way of working the wheeze!
Grundy wants a treasure, and I'll help him to fimé one.”

They all looked at Lowther and grinned. Monty Lewther
was the biggest practical joker in the School House -if not
in St. Jim’s—and they saw that he meant business now.

“What’s the wheeze 7’ demanded Tom Merry. ‘Monty,

ass %

“T'U tell it you when I've fixed everything up!” grinned
Lowther. “Just leave it to me. You’ll see some fun soor
if I’'m not mistaken. I shall need the help of you fellows
later on in the wheeze. We've got to find clues for Grundy
as ‘Een as treasure.” >

“Bub—

T e T et

i
Wi e
i
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As Qeorge Wilkins opened the door of the study he shared with Gunn and QGeorge Alfred Grundy his face fell. Grundy

was seated at the table with a large time-worn, leather-bound volume before him, studying it earnestly.
shoulder, Gunn and the Terrible Three fairly blinked at the sight.

And, with kindly sympathy, the Terrible Three piloted
the dismal wreckages into Study No. 10, and seated them
at the table. There, while they nursed their injuries,
Wilkins and Gunn related what had happened.

“He’s potty I” said Wilkins. “ Absolutely gone off his dot,
you know! He’s going to lift the St. Jim’s treasure now.”

“Oh, my hat!” :

“If we behave ourselves and back him up,” said Guan,
with a feeble grin, “he’s going to let us have a share!
Did you ever ?”

“He’s getting more and more high-handed every day!”
said Wilkins wrathfully. “I’'m fed-up! He needs teaching
a lesson! Why should he do as he likes in the study?
Tell me that!”

“Blessed if I can!” grinned Lowther. “I say, though,
is he really serious about this treasure stunt?”

“ Absolutely I” said Wilkins. “You should just hear him.
It's practically settled that the treasure’s his; it’s all fixed
up. All he has to do—to hear him talk—is to find the clue
to it. That's all}”

“He’s a priceless ass!” chuckled Tom Merry. “But he
does need a lesson, and no mistake!” =

“Why not give him one?” inquired Lowther, whose eyes
had a mischievous gleam in them now “Why not let him
find a treasure, for instance? It could easily be arranged,

.should work, and the rest of the wheeze.

Over Wilkins’
(See Cl_zapter 1)

“Leave it to your uncle,” said Lowther airily. “I must
crank up my intellectual motor and think things out well.
If Grundy’s so keen on a treasure-hunt he shall.have one,
and I hope he'll be pleased with the treagure when he finds
it. Leave it me, anyway.”

And they had to leave it to him. Lowther took no part
in the cricket conversation that followed. His face wore a
reflective, far-away look, and more than once during the
meal a deep chuckle cscaped him. Monty Lowther’s brain
was working out the great “wheeze,” and, judging by hie
chuckles, he found the process amusing!

CHAPTER 3.
A Great Discovery !
& TRATEGY !” said Lowther. “That’s what's wanted—
S .giddy strategy!”

“Blessed if I can see how you're going to work it,
Monty!" grinned Tom Merry. “You've drawn the
plan all right—it’s a fair corker. And the giddy clues
But how do you
propose to plant thas giddy map where Grundy will find it

without suspecting anything?” :

Tee Gex Lisrarv.—No. 1,124,
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“That’s just it1” said Manners.  “If you just shove the

thing in'the leaves of that musty old book he’s reading, he’ll -

smell a rat, dense ‘as he is.”
“Bound to,” said Tom.

“I’'m going to plant it in that book, anyway,” smiled -

Monty Lowther. “As I say, it’s strategy that’s wanted in a
case like this. It'll soon be bed-time, and I want Grundy
to make the great discovery before then. But how to get
hold of the giddy old book is the trouble now.”

“Why not tell him his name’s on the list' for next Wednes-
day’s match,” grinned Mannérs. “That will send him rush-
ing to the notice-board like a lunatic.” S

““Can’t tell a fib just to suit Monty’s wheezes,” said Tom.
“Grundy’s name isn’t down and never likely to be.”

Lowther chuckled.

“P've got it,” he said. “T’ll teil him you want his
advice about the list, Tom; that should fetch him. Top-
hole! T'll do it!”

“But look here, you ass

Lowther had gone, however, and Tom glared after him.

“The ass!” he said. “If Grundy comes here on an errand
ke that—"

“QOh, let him come!” chuckled Manners.
back Monty up, you know.”

“All right!” growled Tom.

They waited for Grundy to turn up—they had not to wait
long. Ag he expected, Lowther found the great George
Alfred at the table, studying the ancient volume. Tea had
gone, and prep had gone, but Grundy looked as if he had
not deserted his studies for either. He glared at Lowthér.

“¥You here again!’ he bawled. “Get out!”

“QOh, all right!” said Lowther carelessly. “I don’t mind.
Tom Merry just wanted your advice on making out the
cricket list for Wednesday next, that’s all. But if you're
too bus ?

“Eh? What’s that?” Grundy almost jumped. “VYou
say Tom Merry wants my advice? Well, my hat. T
always thought that duffer had no sense at all. But
ovidently he’s beginning to get a bit. Is that a fact,
Lowther 7

‘“If you’re too busy to come——"

“Great pip!® Well, as a matter of fact,” said Grundy,
trying to speak carelessly, “1 am rather busy at the
moment, I've got rather an important thing on just now.
Still, if Tom Merry wants my advice on that list, I don't
mind giving it.”

And Grundy jumped to his feet and hurried out,
scarcely glancing at Lowther in his excitement. It had
always been a sore point with Grundy that Tom Merry
would never take his advice on cricket .or anything else.
Again and again Grundy had advised him to put G. A.
Grundy in the team, and again and again Tom Merry had
refused. But at last—or so it seemed to Grundy—Tom
Merry had realised the value of his opinion.

Lowther chuckled as Grundy rushed away to give his
advice. He waited until he saw him vanish into Study
No. 10, and then he ran into the room.

On the table, opened as Grundy had left it, was the

bulky, leather-bound, ragged, and time-worn “History of
4. James® Monastery.”  'Lhe history had been written
many years before—hundreds of years, judging by the
appearance and condition of the volume! Lowther chuckled
?S he turned the volume over and took out his pocket-
:nife.
- The knife-blade was sharp, and swiftly and neatly the
practical joker slit down the leather cover at the back of
the book, carefully loosening the ancient glue that held it
to the boards. When he had finished there was a pocket
made Between the leather binding and the boarding.

Replacing the knife, Lowther drew from his pocket a
folded, yellowish-looking sheet of paper. He opened it out,
zlanced over it, with a chuckle, and then he slid it care-
fully underneath the binding, smoothing down the leather
with his hand.

This done, he turned the book over to its original posi-
tion on the table, and swiftly left the study.

In Study No 10 he found Grundy arguing heatedly with
Tom Merry, with Manners looking on smilingly.

“Well,” the great George was bawling angrily, “you
asked me for my advice, didn’t you? I've given it.
'There’s only one fellow in the school fit for the job. That
fellow’s me—G. A. Grundy!” -

“Then G. A. Grundy’s the very last fellow at St. Jim’s
1 shall dream of putting in the team,” said Tom seriously.
“I may come to putting old Taggles, the porter, in yet.
He’s about a hundred years old, and wields a broom better
than a bat. But Grundy will be the very last man I shall
choose.”

“But—but——" spluttered Grundy helplessly. “Why—"

“Because of your advice,” explained Tom blandly. ~“1
asked for your opinion, so as to know who not to put in.
See? If you'd advised -me not -to play you, I might
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have thought .t over.” You see, you . know mnothing.at all
about’ cricket, old chap. Therefore, you advice is .worth
something, because it tells me who not. to play. M.,
thanks. Good-bye!”. )

Tom was anxious to end the interview when he saw that
Lowther was back. ; .

Grundy fairly gasped. = : ; ;

“You—you. rotter!” he spluttered. “I—I believe you've .
brought me here just to pull my leg. Why, T’II—P1l—-"

St Ha, ba;, BB oia s . . e

That settled it. Grundy knew now that 1 was just a
bit of playtul leg-pulling, and his wrath boiled over. He
gave a roar and rushed at Tom Merry. ,

But the Terrible Three had expected ructions. Tom
easily dodged Gundy’s blundering rush, and then the three
of them bolted from the study.

; They had vanished from sight when Grundy rushed out
into the passage a moment later. Breathing hard, George
Alfred walked back to his own study and resumed his
studies. . He was not at all suspicious.” Grundy was. quite -
used to having his leg pulled in that manner. As Lowther
had said, he was born to have it pulled.

He settled down to his book again. But his studies were
not to remain undisturbed for long. There came a tap
at the door, and three juniors looked in cheerfully. They

_ were the Terrible Three,

Grundy glared Hunnishly at them.

“Get out!” he roared. “Why, you—you cheeky cads

The Terrible Three came into the study.

“About that matter of the cricket team, Grundy,” said
Tom Merry pleasantly. “We’d like a little more of your
splendid advice, old fellow. Now——"

That was as far as Tom got.

With a bellow of wrath, Grundy charged at the apparent
leg-pullers.

But this time they did not bolt. As one man they grabbed
the raging George Alfred, and the next moment the four
were waltzing about the room locked in a deadly embrace.

This time, however, Grundy found he was dealing with
a far different proposition than Wilkins and Gunn.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther were too much for
Grundy, big and burly as he was. None the less, Grundy
put up a terrific fight in his efforts to throw out his japers.

“Tll show you what’s what!” he was bawling at the top
of his voice. *‘Out you go!”

Crash!

The struggling four crashed into the table, and, either
by accident or design, Monty Lowther sent the big volume
flying off the table. It dropped, opened out en the floor,
and the battle surged over it.

Crash!'

All four juniors tripped over the volume and went down
in a struggling heap. - Grundy was underneath apparently,
or it sounded like it from the muffled bellowing that came
from beneath the pile of struggling figures.

But presently Monty Lowther struggled free from the
Grundy was on his face now, with Tom Merry and
Manners seated on his heaving form. Lowther gave kim
a glance, and then he stooped over the book on the floor
for a moment. What he did to it Grundy, naturally, did
not see. And the next moment, with an expressive wink
at his chums, Lowther joined in the struggle.

Tom Merry understood.

“That’s enough, you fellows,” he called out breathlessly.
“Let this be a lesson to you, Georgie, never to attack
defenceless and well-meaning playmates. T'm surprised at
vou, trying to bully us like this!”

“Ow! Groooogh! Lemme gerrup!” choked Grundy.
“T’ll smash you to a jelly, you cheeky cads! Ow-ow! Oh
crumbs! Gerroff me chest!” .

Lowther gathered a handful of soot from the study chimne;
and rubbed it into Grundy’s dishevelled hair. :

The next moment Tom Merry gave the signal, and they
leaped up from Grundy’s prostrate form as one man. Before
Grundy even kunew it they had left him and were outside
the study.

The door closed behind them, and the great man of the
Shell sat up, gasping and panting like old bellows.

“Ow!” he gurgled. “Ow, ow, ow! Oh, the awful cads!
Ow-yow! Why, I’ll—I'll smash ’em!”

He jumped up, raving. Seething with rage, and burning
with the desire for vengeance, George Alfred Grundy
dragged open the door and rushed out. Then he tore along
to Study Ne. 10.

The door was locked. He kicked and hammered on the
panels for a few seconds, and then he gave it up and
returned to his study. It was useless arguing with a locked
door—more than useless.

“The—the cads!” he panted.
ig]tltle ‘Zith 'em another time.. T'li

Words failed Grundy. He dropped into the armchair to
regain his breath.and strength. Brief as the battle had
been, it had taken a lot out of Grundy. But he recovered
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after a while, and then he stooped to pick up the *“History
of St. James’ Monastery.”

He placed it on the table, and was just about to look for
the page he had been reading, when something caught his
eys.

It was a sheet of paper sticking half out of the book.

Grundy blinked at it in wonderment.

It had not been there before—he was sure of it. He
remembered having gone through the pages from end to
end. It was not there then. Then, quite suddenly, he
realised that it was actually sticking out of the leather
binding, not the pages themselves,

His heart leaped. :

The paper was old—yellow with age, while the edges were
almost black, and very ragged. - What on earth was it?

In trembling excitement, Grundy drew out the sheet.
Then he blinked at it.

It was a map—or so it seemed. On the yellow surface
of the paper, in faded ink—or what appeared to be faded
ink—was drawn a rough map or plan. The outline of it
appeared familiar to érundywvery familiar indeed. He
recognised the old tower, and various other of the ancient
parts of St. Jim's. He noted that one part was marked
“Vaults,” while near the tower itself was an arrow, roughly
drawn. And above the arrow, in queer, printed capitals,
was an inscription. :

Grundy. could have yelled as he read it, for it said:

“FEEK YE WER YE ARROW POINT.”

That was all, but it was enough—for Grundy! :

His eyes lit up, his rugged features fairly blazed with
excited triumph. 3

“G-gug-good lor’ |” gurgled Grundy, almost beside himself
with excitement. G-good heavens! It—it's it! It’s the
clue to the treasure! Oh, m-mum-my sainted Sam! I—I
knew those monks must have left a clue Behind. And this is
it—I’'ve found it! The blessed treasure’s as good as mine.
M—n}y hat! Won’t the fellows be wild! Phew! Great
pip .JJ

Grundy jumped up, and started to waltz round the room
in a whirl of excited glee. He was still busy doing so when

" his study-mates, Wilkins and Gunn, ecame into the room.
Ti})}ey looked at the waltzing Grundy, and winked at each
other.

“Hallo! What's the matter, Grundy?” asked Wilkins.
“Do you feel ill, old fellow?” -

“Have you come into a fortune, or what?”’ inqguired
Gunn. “Or has it come on at last?”

“I always knew it would, sooner or later,” said Wilkins,
shaking his head sadly. “Keep calm, Grundy, old fellow—
we’ll soon have you safe in a home! Keep calm, and—
Here, leggo, you ass! Only my joking—""

But Grundy had no intention of committing assault and
battery. He just grabbed his startled chum round the waist
and went on waltzing with him. But he gave it up quite
suddenly. Rushing to the table, he grabbed up the precious
yellow sheet.

“Hurrah {” he roared. “I’ve got it, you fellows—got it at
last. I knew I should sooner or later. It doesn’t take a
chap like me long to get down to tho root of things, I can
tell you. Look at this—look at it! What d’you footling
dummies think of me now? Wasn’t I right?”

He flourished the sheet of paper aloft, and then he shoved
it under Wilky’s nose. Wilkins took it, and eyed it with a
great air of expectation. =

“ What is it, Grundy ?” he asked curiously.
word puzzle, old chap?”

“Looks to me like a cattle-yard,” said Gunn, locking over
Wilky's shoulder. “ My hat! It—why, it’s a map of the old
part of St. Jim’s!”

- *Phew! 8o it is!” gasped Gunn, winking covertly at his
chum. “Why it's——  And what’s this? “ Feek ye—"
What on earth does ¢ Feek’ mean, Grundy?”

“Feek!” repeated Grundy, in- withering scorn. “Don’t
you know that F’s were §'s in those days? My hat! Of
all the ignorant asses! ~Feek means seek, and Point
means points, of course. The wer means where, and should
be spelled w-h-a-r-e.”

“Should it? Oh, my hat!”

“Yes. They knew nothing of spelling in those days,”
explained Grundy. “Still, some of you fellows can’t spell
for toffee, come to that. But—my hat! This is great—
absolutely spiffing! Don’t you fellows see what it means?”

“Quite, old chap!”

¢ Absolutely, Grundy.”

Wilkins and Gunn saw only too well what it meant, Only
five minutes ago Lowther had told them how he had drawn
the map, and how he had “planted” it on Grundy. They

£ A new cross-

winked at each other—a wink that was quite- lost upon -

George Alfred. =
_ “Shall you take it to the Head?” asked Wilkins
innocently. z

“Lh?” Grundy stared. “Show it to the Head and let him
collar the treasure? Not likely! Don’t be an idiot, George
Wilkins! Now, look here, you fellows, this has got to be
kept a dead secret until I've lifted the treasure. Mind that,
It’s rather a pity I've showed it you fellows, as a matter of
fact—you talk so much.”

“Do we?”

“Yes—like a pair of old women,” said Grundy. “Stili,
now you know it can’t be helped. In fact, as you're going
to help me you would have to know, anyway.”

*“ Are we going to help you?” gasped Gunn.

“Of course! I may even reward you—say, one per cent
on the value of the treasure,” said Grundy generously.
“Back me up, and T'll agree to that! Now clear out, and
leave me to think out all details. We shall want spades,
and possibly picks. We’ll make a start evacuating—digging,
you know——" - £

“Bure you don’t mean excavating ?” asked Gunn.

“Eh? You shut up, Gunny—you gas too much. I mcan
what I said. We start ex—digging at the round tower
immediately after dinner to-morrow. Got that? Right,
Now clear off, and leave me to concentrate on the job.”

Wilkins and Gunn cleared off quickly enough; they felt
they would burst with suppressed laughter if they stayed
much longer. They hurried along to Study No. 10, and
there they gave full vent to their feelings, rolling about
helpless with mirth.

“It—it came off, then?’ demanded Lowther. - “He
swallowed it all right?”
“Ha, ha, ha! ¥Yes, rather! Like a whale! He’s con-

centrating on details now, and we're to be ready to help
him dig for the giddy treasure after dinner to-morrow. Oh,
what a dream!”

— Ha,-ha, hal”

. “Dear old Grundy!” smiled Lowther. “What a lad he
is! If he swallowed that, then he’ll swallow the rest all
This is going to be the joke of the term !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're a fair corker, Lowther !” gurgled Gunn. “How
you made that paper so ancient-looking beats me.”’

“I didn't make it,” smiled Lowther. “I found an old
book in the landing cupboard—a giddy ancient tome that’s
been chucked out of fhe library as unfit for further circu-
lation, I suppose. Anyway, I tore out the end sheets, and
that was one of 'em. It was already yellow with age.”

“Ha, ha, ha! But what's the rest of the jape, old
chap ?”’

“Youwll see, Wilky,” said Lowther airily. “I think ¥
know where I can get one or two old iron boxes that’ll do.
I shall put another clue in first—Grundy’s no end keen on
clues. That clue will lead him farther afield—to Abbey
Island, I think. Won't do to let Grundy do too much
digging round St. Jim’s. The giddy beaks might chip in
and muck up the jape.”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather.”

“Anyway, we'll keep this to ourselves, in case it gets out
and Grundy smells a rat,” smiled Lowther. “And now
I've got to get the clue ready for Grundy to-morrow.
You chaps cut off now and leave me to concentrate on the
job—like dear old George Alfred.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the other juniors cut off to spend the rest of the
evening in the Common-room. In Study No. 3 Grundy
concentrated on the details of finding the treasure, while in
No. 10, Monty Lowther, the practical joker of the School
Hoirixseé, co?centra-ted on the manufacture of clues to help him
to find it!

CHAPTER 4.
Trimble Takes a Hand !

i EADY. you fellows?” 5
R George Alfred Grundy asked the question
briskly. From the eager and satisfied expression

on his rugged face, it was plain that he was in fine
feather, and very pleased with life in general that bright
summer day.

Dinner was just over at St. Jim’s, and Wilkins and Gunn
had strolled into Study No. 3. If they’d known Grundy was
there, Wilkins and Gunn would not have strolled there.
ﬁgut, gt the moment, both Shell fellows had quite forgotten

rTunay. =

They remembered him now, and they looked at each other
and groaned. :

All that morning Grundy had worn a rapt and excited
expression, and it was obvious to all that his thoughts were
not on lessons. Mr. Linton had soon noficed it, and Grundy
had reaped quite a crop of lines that morning in
consequence.

But he did not seem to mind. Many times and oft he

"had warned his study-mates to be “ready,” after dinner,
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and his chums had noddod vaguely—not wishing to have an
argument with their heavy-handed lcader.

Now, however, they felt they were really up against it.

The moment had come. Grundy wanted them to
him—most likely to do all the digging and donkey-work
while he superintended operations. And as Wilkins and
Gunn knew there was nothing worth digging for the
prospect naturally did not appeal to them at all. In fact,
they were quite determined not to do any digging o
searching for the spoof treasure. That would quite. spoil
the joke for them. :

Yet Grundy would undoubtedly want to insist upon their
loyal help—whether at the price of one per cent. of the
treasure or not.

“Er—yes, we're ready, old man,” assented Wilkins.
“Ahem! Shall we just stroll round the quad or have a
chat with the fellows in the Common-room ?”

“Eh? What's that?”

“You asked—if we were ready,” said Wilkins
“I'm ready for a stroll or any old thing.”

“ Why, you—you ass!” said Grundy, staring.
actually forgotten, George Wilkins?”

“ Forgotten what, old chap?”

Grundy breathed hard. ;

“Forgotten my- treasure-hunt, of course!” he almost
roared. “Hadn’t I arranged for you to come and help me
dig after dinner, you footling asses? Are you potty 7’

“Not at all,” said Wilkins. “You might have arranged
that, but we didn’'t, as far as I know. Gunny and I are
going for a stroll in the quad. Cheerio, old man!”

Wilkins acted swiftly, after one sharp, meaning glance at
Cuthbert Gunn. :

Placing one foot behind Grundy’s, he gave his leader a
hefty shove. Then he leaped for the door, Gunn scarcely a
second behind him. Wilkins snatched the door-key as he
went,

Taken completely by surprise, Grundy went sprawling full
length on the floor, and as he sprawled there the door
slammed and. the key clicked in the lock.

Wilkins and Gunn had gone.

‘Grundy staggered to his feet.

“Well, ’'m blowed!” he gasped.

Astounded beyond measure, he rushed to the door and tore
at it. He could scarcely believe it possible that his usually
meek and obedient followers had dared to defy him to such
an extent as this.

But the locked door proved conclusively that the impos-
sible had happened, and Grundy began to hammer furiously
on the panels. It was an unfortunate time to call for aid;
mmost of the fellows were taking the opportunity of a stroll
in the fresh air in the hLour or so before classes.

. Presently, however, a junior came along the passage—a
fai junior wearing a fat grin on his podgy features.

It was Baggy Trimble of the Fourth.

He stopped outside the locked door.

““You in there, Grundy ?” he called, with a chuckle.

“Yes; lemme cut, Trimble!” bawled Grundy. *Lemme
out, or I’ll smash you!” -

“He, he, he! Locked in, what?” said Trimble.

“Yes, you fat elam! Unlock this dashed door—d’you
hear ?”

“He, he, he! 1 say, it's all right, Grundy!” called
Trimble cheerfully. “I’ve got the key, old chap. . Wilky
paid me a tanner to let you out-when the bell for classes
rings. 5

“Lemme out now, you fat toad!” roared Grundy.

“Hold on!” said Trimble. “One good turn deserves
another, Grundy. I say, have you got that treasure-map
on you, old fellow?”

“Wha-at?”

Grundy started. Then it had got out after all. The
thought that Baggy Trimble, the biggest gossiper in the
school, knew about the treasure made Grundy gasp with
dismay. Grundy did not stop to wonder how the fat
Fourth-Former came to possess the secret, however. He
kn(ﬁw Trimble’s little habit of listening at keyholes only too
well.

“T’m rather interested, old man,” went on Trimble cheer-
fully. “Awfully interested, in fact. I say, you might let
a chap have a squint at that map, old fellow.”

“You—you fat rotter!” shouted Grundy. “I suppose
yoq;ve tggen eavesdropping again, you fat toad! Just you
wait——

“I say, it’s all right, Grundy,” called Trimble. “Rely
on me—I won’t breathe a word to anyone, old chap. And,
look here, no need for Wilky and Gunn to be in if. T'll
help you dig or do anything, old fellow. I say——"

“Lemme out!” roared Grundy furiously. “I’ll pulverise
vou when I get hold of you!” i
. “Hold on!” said Trimble. “I’ll let you out, old man—
if you’ll just let me have a squint at that paper. Then
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you and me can hunt for the treasure, old chap. What
about going fifty-fifty 7

Behind the locked door Grundy breathed hard.
}““Trlmble,” he gasped, “if you don’t lemme
this-——"

“Just shove the map under the door,” said Trimble. “I
only want a squint at it—just to make sure it’s genuine,
vou know. Then I'll let you out.”

“T’ll see you hanged first, you fat clam—=—"

“Ch, all right! On second thoughts I don’t think T'll leb
you out, even when bell rings,” said Trimble. “A
tanner’s not enough. Good-bye!”

“Here—come back!” bawled Grundy. “Look here, T’ll
give_you two bob to lemme out, Trimble.”

“Not good enough, old chap. Make it fifty-fifty in the
treasure when it’s found!?

“ What—what—"

“I say, T mean it!” called Trimble grimly. “Shove that
map under the door, and I’ll unlock it the very next
minute, old chap—honour bright. Just a squint to let me
know it’s genuine. Then I'll help you search, old fellow..
Is it a go?”

Grundy almost tore his hair. But time was going, and
he was almost trembling with eagerness to start on the
job and unearth the treasure before dark. Grundy always
was rather an impatient youth. And in any case he could
soon settle Trimble’s hash. In fact, he would settle the
bash of anyone who tried to do him down! After all, just
a ‘‘squint * at the map would do Trimble no good—he
would see to that. If he caught Trimble searching for the
treasure——

Grundy drew a deep breath, and after a moment’s hesi-
tation he called out in almost trembling accents:

“All right, you fat rotter! Here it is. And if you don’t
unl?ck the door the very next second I'll break your fat
neck I”

Something was pushed under the door, and Trimble's
gleaming eyes fastened on it at once.

He stooped and grabbed the sheet up, and then he
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* blinked eagerly at it.

It was the map right enough—the map he had overheard
Grundy speaking to Wilkins and Gunn about.  With
trembling fingers Trimble smoothed it out and blinked
at it.

“M-mum-my hat!” he breathed.

So it was genuine enough! Trimble’s eyes nearly
goggled from his head—it took him a very few seconds to
recognise the spot marked by the arrow. But those few
seconds were too long for Grundy.

“Are you going to open this dashed door?” he roared.
“Why, you fat clam, I'll—I'll—”

“All right, Grundy!” gasped Trimble,

He hurriedly inserted the key and unlocked the door.

Trimble had fully intended to make a further bargain
with Grundy before unlocking it. He had meant to take
the precaution of getting Grundy’s promise not to touch
him for his bit of bargaining. But in his excitement
at seeing the amazing chart Trimble quite forgot that
important point.

He had good .cause to regret doing so the next moment.

Grundy rushed out and pounced ,upon him with a
bellow.

“Now, you little cad!” he bawled.

uick 1

He snatched the map from Trimble's hand, and shoved
it into his pocket. Then, before the fat Fourth-Former
could move, he grabbed him by the collar.

“Now, you fat worm!” he gasped. “I'll teach you to
bargain with me like that—little short of blackmailing, in
fact, Why—-"

“Oh, really, Grundy—— Leggo!”

“I agreed to let you see the map,” said Grundy, his
voice trembling with rage, “but I didn’t agree to let you
go after that treasure, my fat pippin. Now, listen: Let
me catch you within a hundred yards of that tower, and
T'll break your fat neck! Got that?”

“Yow! Leggo! Look here—"

“Treasure! I'll give you treasure!” gasped Grundy.
“You dare to chip in, and I'll make mincemeat of you!
And now this is'for daring to bargain with me, Trimblel
Take that!”

“Yarrooooop |?

“That ” was a hefty kick, and Trimble took it—he had
no choice in the matter. And Grundy followed it up with
a series of hefty kicks that brought further woeful howls
from Trimble.

But the fat junior managed to tear himself free at last,
and bolted for his life, Grundy following him to the end
of the passage. Then, feeling a trifle better, Grundy got
his cap and hurried from the House, en route for the tool-
shed—and the treasure!

“Gimme my map—
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CHAPTER 5.
Unlucky for Trimble !

8¢ W-YOW! Groooght”
Thus Baggy Trimble. -

Grundy might not be a good footballer, but he

was a remarkably hefty kicker. Trimble thought

so, at all cvents, as he nursed his injuries after Grundy
had done with him.

“Ow!” gasped Trimble. “Ow-wow!
beast! Oh, crumbs! Why didn’t I make him promise not
to touch me? Oh, erikey! Never mind. I know where
that treasure’s hidden now. M-mum-my hat!”

And Trimble’s eyes glittered with excitement and greed.

He was not done yet. He knew where the treasure was
buried now. He had heard often enough about that legend
of the St. Jim’s treasure. Every fellow in the school had
heard of it. Only recently the professor who had lectured
at St. Jim’s had spoken of it as being possibly more than
a mere legend And now he had seen the clue to it with
his own eyes. Grundy had found it in that mouldy old
book, of course.” But that didn’t say he was entitled to

A sudden uproar of anguished yells and wrathfui bellows
reached the ears of the Terrible Three from the direction
of the ruined tower. ‘ That’s Trimble !’ gasped Tom Merry.
They rushed up to the spot to find George Ailfred Grundy
grasping Baggy Trimble by the collar and kicking him round
in a circle.. * Yaroocoogh ! *’ roared the fat Fourth-Former.

«See Chapter 5.)

e

claim it all for himself. The fellow who actually found it
was entitled to it. And Trimble meant to be the finder.

“Oh, the beast!” he breathed. ‘“‘Well, I'm not dome yet
—no jolly fear!”

Grundy had gont® out of doors, and Trimble followed him

swiftly, forgetting his hurts in his excitement. The fat
youth prided himself on being very keen, and he felt quite
sure he could outwit that awful ass Grundy.
* He sighted his quarry just vanishing into the tool-
shed, and Trimble approached the spot stealthily and
cautiously.  From the corner of the chapel he watched
Grundy carry a spade out of the shed and then go inside
again,

What he had gone in for again Trimble did not trouble
to wait and see. He rushed forward on tiptoe, and with
desperate haste he banged the door of the shed shut.
Anocther second and he had slammed the iron bar across
anfdlra.mmed the peg of wood home, securing the door
safely.

Once again George Alfred Grundy was a prisoner.

From within the dark shed the prisoner did his best to
Iet the world know it quickly enough. He bellowed with
rage, and his fists and feet beat a terrific hammering on
the door.

Trimble gave a fat grin of triumph, and then he
grabbed the spade and hurried away. Where a treasure
was at stake—a fortune—Baggy Trimble could not afford
to take chances of losing it. He had offered to go *“fifty-

Oh, the awful
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fifty ” with Grundy, and his offer had been turned down.
It was Grundy's own fault,-

Three minutes later Baggy Trimble had reached the
old tower m the ruined part of the school buildings. And
in another minute the fat youth had located the spot and
was digging for dear life, his fat face ablaze with excite-
ment and greed.

In the toolshed Grundy fairly danced with rage.

Who had locked him in he did not know; he had not
had the chance to get even a glimpse. All he knew was
that he was a prisoner, and he suspected that someonc else
was after the treasure.

Tue thought made him rave.

He had gone inside to get a pickaxe, and with this he
made a savage assault on the door.

Crash, crash, crash!

_ The thunderous blows echoed far and wide.

Three juniors, who had just come round the corner of
the chapel heard them, and they stopped and stared.

They were the Terrible Three, who were just on the way
to the ruins to see if Grundy had made a start on the work
of excavating. "

yv—— |

They soon knew.

“What the thump’s that row?” ejaculated Tom Merry.
“Oh, my hat! That sounds like Grundy’s voice.”

“Yelling about something,” said Manners, staring about
him. “Hallo! It’s from the giddy toolshed. Sounds as
if Grundy’s breaking up the happy home—I mean the tool-
shed door. Come on!”

Wondering what the cause of the uptoar could be, the

Terrible Three rushed up to the shed.

“You in there, Grundy?” called Tom.

“Of course I'm in here!” came an angry roar from
within. ““Open this dashed door, you footling dummies!
Open_it, or I'll spiflicate the lot of you!”

“What a nice way he has of asking a favour,” said
Lowther. “I'm afraid Grundy hasn’t been brought up
well at all.” :

**Ha, ha, hal” v

Tom Merry unfastened the door smilingly; he did not
need to open it. It went crashing open, and the captain
of the Shell only just missed being sent flying.

Grundy rushed out, and Lowther and Manners dodged
hastily out of the wdy.

“Here, what the—-"

“Grundy, you ass——"

But Grundy had gone. He fairly flew, vanishing round

“the back of the chapel at a great speed.

“Well, my only hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “I say, ws
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must look into this. I wonder if Wilky and Gunny fastened
him in.”

It struck them as the only possible explanation at the
;noment. They hurried after Grundy, anxious to learn the
ruth.

The old ruins of St. Jim’s were forbidden ground, but
Tom Merry & Co.—not to mention Grundy—often went
where they were forbidden to go.

In a few moments they came in sight of the old tower;
but before that a sudden uproar of anguished yells and
wrathful bellows reached their ears.

“That’s Trimble!” gasped Tom Merry. “Oh, my hat!”

They rushed up to the spot, to find Grundy busy—very
busy indeed. He had Baggy Trimble by the jacket collar,
and he was busy kicking Trimble round in a circle.

“Yarroooogh!” Trimble was roaring. ‘Yoop! Yar-
roooop! Oh crikey! Help! Rescue! Leggo! Yar-
roooocogh 1

‘““Here, hold on, Grundy!” called Tom Merry, grinning
(fies;i)}’te himself, “What are you using Trimble as a footer
or ?

“Yarrooogh!” wailed Trimble, wriggling frantically in
the burly junior’s wrathy grasp. “Leggo! Make him
lemme go, Tom Merry. Yooooop !”

“Double-cross me, would you!” roared Grundy. “Lock
me in the dashed toolshed and collar the treasure for your-
self, would you! I'll teach you better, my pippin!”’

Kick, kiek, kick!

“Yow-ow! Yooop!” i

‘“‘Here, that’ll do, Grundy!” grinned Tom.

He grabbed Grundy by the collar, and Trimble gave a
mighty wrench and dragged himself free. Then he bolted
for his life and vanished from sight.

Grundy fairly gasped in breathless rage.

“What’s he done, Grundy ?” demanded Tom, releasing his
grasp of the Shell fellow. ‘‘Dash it all—"

“Done!” gasped Grundy. “Can’t you see, you
dummies?” he went on, pointing a quivering finger
at a hole in the ground where Trimble had obviously been
digging. “That fat ass—that podgy burglar was after the
treasure—my treasure! He fastened me in the dashed tool-
shed, and came after the treasure himself, the awful cad!”

“Treasure?” repeated Lowther innocently. ‘‘What
treasure?”

“Eh? Oh, I forgot you fellows
Grundy, cooling down a trifle. “The fact is—well, I might
as well tell you chaps. I know you wouldn’t try to do me
down like that fat robber. Keep it dark. The fact is, I've
found a clue to the monks’ treasure at last. I knew I
should, sooner or later. In fact, what I’ve found is the
actual plan of the spot where it was buried.”

“G-good lor'!” ejaculated Lowther. *You—you don’t
say? And is this the very spot?”

“Just this,” said Grundy. ‘I hope to unearth the
treasure before dark, with a bit of luck. I was thinking
of asking Linton to let me have have the afternoon off;
but he might smell & rat if I did.”

“He’d lick you, in any case,” smiled Tom Merry.

“That’s what I thought. Actually, it’s owing to you
chaps, in some measure,” said Grundy, quite affably. “You
remember that book we knocked off the table last night?
Well, I found it hidden in that.”

“The treasure?’”

“No, you silly ass! The plan showing the spot where
it’s hidden, of course. Here’s the spot. That fat rotter’s
seen the map, and found it easily enough. Well, I mean
to get the treasure up before any other rotters try to do me
out of it. I’'ll do it now. Before I found that plan,”
said Grundy, “I thought I should have the dickens of a
job beforé me. I expected to have to search the vaults
and dig everywhere. In fact, I might have found it neces-
sary to drag the river. There’s a legend, you know, that
the monks sunk it in the river to hide it from Henry the
Eighth’s men. Thank goodness, this map’s saved me all
that trouble!”

“Very lucky indeed,” said Lowther solemnly. “Vou'll
remember us when you’re rolling in the giddy plunder,
won’t you, old chap?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see what there is to cackle at,” said
Grundy.

Tom Merry & Co. evidently did, however, they roared.

Grundy made a furious rush at the almost helpless tria.

The Terrible Three took to their heels as one man. And,
after following them for a hundred yards, Grundy gave it
up and went back. ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther, as the Terrible Three
came to a halt beyond the chapel. “Isn’t he a dream?
Leave him to it for a bit now, chaps. I want him to get
that hole dug. When it gets about six feet deep, I'll
watch my chance, and put the second clue for him to find.
What a lark!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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And the Terrible Three returned to the School House
nearly weeping with laughter. Grundy was on the job now,
and they were satisfied, at the moment, to let him get on
with his excavating. So far, the jape was working quite
nicely, and Lowther was quite pleased with the way bis
wonderful wheeze was progressing.

s

CHAPTER 6.
The Treasure-hunting Combine !
GRF%NDY came in late tor aiternoon classes—very
ate.
He also came into the Form-room looking like a
navvy who had just finished work for the day. His
belated entrance brought titters and chuckles frem the
Form and frowns and snorts from Mr, Linton, who instantly
sent Grundy to make himself presentable.

When Grundy returned, more presentable, Mr. Linton
rewarded him with a sound caning for being late and two
hundred lines for being dirty. -

George Alfred was an object of great interest that after-
noon. The news of Grundy’s great discovery had got out.
To keep such a terrific discovery a secret was more than
Baggy Trimble could be expected to do. It was more than
he did do. 5

Most of the fellows instantly came to the definite con-
clusion that somebody was pulling Grundy’s easily-pulled
leg. At afternoon break a crowd surrounded Grundy,
wanting to know all about it. Grundy was lofty and con-
descending. He was wrathful at finding his secret a secret
no longer. Yet he realised that to get manual labour to
help him the matter would have to be made known.

After explaining how he had worked it all out—and
found the treasure-chart—Grundy went on to announce the
fact that he was in need of fellow treasure-hunters.

There was ne rush to enlist.

“I want to form a treasure-hunting combine,” explained
Grundy. “I shall reward the chaps who enlist, of course.
It’ll only be for an hour or two at most; in fact, I expect
to raise the treasure this evening. You joining, Tom
Merry ?”

“Nunno,” smiled Tom.

““Ha,- hathal”

“Blessed if I can see what there is to cackle at!” snorted
George Alfred. ‘““Dash it all, you fellows make me ill! A
thumping fortune at stake, and not one of you seems to
care twopence. What about you, Glyn?” :

“ Nothing about me, old chap!” chuckled Glyn.

- £ '_l‘ré’mble’s fairly bursting to help!” said Lowther. “Here

o is.

Trimble came rushing up.

“QOh, here you are, Grundy, old fellow,”” he said affectic’m‘

ve
just heard yon were asking for—— Yooop! Here—— Why,
you—— Yarooooh!” »

Trimble departed with a rush, Grundy’s heavy book
clumping home on his rear as he bolted. Evidently there
was nothing doing as far as Trimble was concerned.

““Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, looking
rather perplexed. “I see no weason why we should not
investigate this, you fellows. If Gwunday weally has dis-
covered a clue to the tweasure—" ;

“He has,” said Lowther seriously. “Wilkins and Gunny
have seen it, I believe!”

“Bai Jove! Then—then why—"

“ Ask him to show it you, old fellow,” suggested Lowther.
“If you're keen on finding the treasure—"

“I am certainly keen to join in the tweasure-hunt if
Gwunday weally has dwopped on a clue,” said Gussy
decidedly. “Gwunday is a feahful ass, but it is vewy likely
he weally has stumbled on the secwet by accident.” .

“Rats!” said Lowther, pretending to be sceptical. “I
don’t believe it is the real monks’ treasure at all. If it
was I should be on the job like a shot! Wouldn’'t you
fellows?”

““Yes, rather!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“Like a shot!” said Manners. :

“You bet!” smiled Blake, “Still, there’s never any
knowing! They say it’s the fools for luck, you know!

“Get him to show you the chart, Gussy,” suggested
Lowther. >

“Bai Jove, I weall
Arthur Augustus thoug: tfull{.
But a tweasure-hunt would
y’konow |

And Arthur Augustus walked away after Grundy, whe
had started a heated argument with Wilkins and Gunn
some yards distant. : -

“That’s & good idea of Grundy’s to form a combine,” said
Lowther, smiling. “Bet you two to one in doughnuts that
dear old Gussy joinsg itl” :

There were no takers.

i1

“Too much fag.”

think I will, you fellows!” said
“It is weally vewy stwange.
be fwightfully intewestin’,

When they came to think of it '



Complete Thrillers Every

Tom Merry and the rest decided that the innocent and
unsuspicious Arthur Augustus was the most likely fellow
‘to offer Grundy his valuable aid in unearthing the treasure
—apart from Baggy Trimble, that is!” -

“Keep dark!” said Lowther. - “'Lhe more legs there are
to pull the more fun! Not a word, you fellows!”

“Ha, L, hat”

The only fellows in the secret of the jape yet were the
Terrible Three, Wilkins and Gunn, Bernard Glyn and
Blake, Herries and Digby. The japers had decided it un-
wise to tell the noble Arthur Augustus. Not for the world
would the well:meaning Arthur Augustus have given away
the secret, of course—knowingly. But he was sadly apt, on
occasion, to give away a sécret all unknowingly, innocently,
and unsuspiciously.

So Arthur Augustus went to Grundy, suspeéting nothing,
and with an open mind—a very open mind. - And Blake
was not at all surprised when, as they went into class again
after the interval, Arthur Augustus told him that it was
indeed a marvellous and remarkable discovery Grundy had
made, and that he had decided to join the combine Grundy
was forming. ;

Nor was he the only one who thought that and who had
come to the same decision. Skimpole was interested from a
scientific point of view, and he offered his services, as did
Clarence York Tompkins, the duffer of the Fourth. Mellish
also offered his help—from greed of gain. Mellish was a
crafty youth, and though he was very suspicious that it was
all spoof, he took the chance. He was determined to do as
little work as he could help, and, after all, Grundy was a
wealthy chap, and there might be feeds, at least, for the
treasure-hunters at his expense. =

But those were the only fellows who did offer to join the
treasure-hunting combine. i

The remainder of the fellows smiled at Grundy’s frantic
efforts to get better material to help him than Gussy,
Mellish, Skimpole, and Tompkins. They suspected a jape,
‘and they were taking no chances. Naturally, Grundy did
not show the chart to all and sundry—not likely; he was
taking no chances of being “double-crossed,” as he called
it. It was only when Gussy & Co. had agreed to join
the combine and been sworn to secrecy that Grundy showed

them the chart.

Week in the * Popular,” il

Even Mellish was impressed then. His greedy e
glistened, and he became very excited incleeajl.g s

So did Arthur Augustus, Skimpole, and Clarence York
Tompkins.

At all events, Grundy had enlisted what he considered
to be enough men to help him. They were not the sort of
helpers he would like to have had—with the exception of
Arthur Augustus, who would do his share of work, he
knew. But they were all he could get, and he resigned
himself to making the best of them. -

Immediately school was dismissed the combine made by
devious routes for the toolshed, where they commandeered
spades, and then, with a great show of secrecy and caution
made for the ruins. 3

But their caution availed them little. ’
. Grundy’s treasure-hunt had aroused a great deal of
interest, and, to the combine’s disgust, quite a little crowd
of grinning fellows came*to watch them by the old tower.

Tom Merry & Co. went along—only Lowther being
absent. Lowther had cut off to Rylcombe on his bicycle
on a mysterious errand, as it happened. He was away
nearly an hour, and when he returned he carried a bulky,
square parcel which, after making sure he was unobserved
he hid behind the cycle-shed. 4

Then Monty Lowther went along to see how the work
of excavating was progressing. He met Tom Merry and
the rest of his chums just leaving the scene of operations
in_a laughing group. ;

Behmg] them came the treasure-hunters, carrying spades
over their shoulders. All were red and dirty and perspiring.
None of them looked very happy. Grundy was a hard
task-master, and had kept them at it. Their hands
were blistered, and they trudged wearily along at Grundy's
heels, almost staggering under their spades. Grundy himself
looked keen enough, but rather exasperated. The grinning
onlookers had worried the workers very much, and George
Alfred had found it necessary to rush from his labours to
Sisperse the laughing, chipping crowd quite a number of
imes.

“Well, how are things going,
cheerily. “ Any luck yet?”

“Oh, shut up!”

(Continued on next page.)

Grundy ?” called Monty

An X-ray examina-
tion of the OCracle’s
mighty brain-box has
revealed the following :
Brain (grey matier) 89
per cent. water, 5 per
cent. ; bone, 4 per cent.;
and the odd per cent.,
alr.

Q. Who was Galileo ?

colours in your tie.

teecher, thinks he is a fimuny bloke
and tries to make the clars larf at
your expence, and in a tork about
butterflies and sichlike he says
their is a moth wot can squeek,
and is it a fack or only a leg-puil.
cos me and Charlie Higgins says
their aint and it is all a mith
about the moth.” No, it is not
all a myth about the moth, my
chum. There is actually a British
moth that can squeak — the
Death’s Head Hawk. It does
seem & shame that they should
have kept you four years in the
second  standard, but I do not
. think that this is due to any
grudge that teacher may have against you,

The colours, I be-

A. A great astronomer and scientist,
and the first man to turn a telescope
towards the skies and learn some of the
real secrets of the heavens. Among other
wonderful things, Galileo-——whose full
name was Galileo Galilei—found that the
moon was not smeoth like a cheese, as
had always been supposed, but that it had
great hills and valleys like our own earth.
For shattering some of the false teachings
of Aristotle who lived 400 years =.C.,
ho became greatly hated among men of
his own time. When he said that the
earth was round instead of flat, and that
it moved round the sun, it was the last
straw for the know-alls of the period.
They took him before the Inquisition,
and the luckless Galileo was thrown into
prison. Calileo was born in Pisa, Italy,
in 1564, and died in 1642 at seventy-eight
years of age.

Q. Who founded Eton College ?

A. Glad to answer ““educational and
erudite questions ”’ as well as the others,
““Inquirer,” of Hornsey. Eton College
was founded by King Henry VI in the
year 1440. With regard to your second
question, there is no law to prevent you,
& member of the Pipkin Road Mission

Cricket Club, from wearing the Eton

lieve, are light blue across a black ground,
and I daresay the tie can be got for half-a-

crown. But why the Eton colours?
The colours of the M.C.C., the Guards or
1 Zingari are & deal smarter, and would
doubtless impress your pals far more ! But
seriously, though, these things aren’t done.

Q. How many new inventions wers
there last year 2

A. My hat! Some of you fellows can
sling in the giddy queries! No wonder
my head is fast growing through the
useful old thatch! My friend the Comp-
troller-General of Patents informs me,
“ Keen on Science,” that no less than
38,566 applications were received by him
for patents during the past year. - Add
to that a few million more inventions
that their brainy sponsors couldn’t afford
to patent, and you will have s jolly good
idea of the amount of inventing that goes
on in these isles. Nor have 1 taken into
account the inventions of our office boy
for getting out of jobs of work and ob-
taining days off for the Derby and Test
matches.

Q. Can a moth squeak ?

A. A London schoolboy who signs
himself, * Quick at Learning,” has written
to me as follows: “Old Tinribs, our

as you appear to think., Perhaps he ean’t
bear the pain of parting.

Q. Is it true that the remains ef a
hippopotamus have been unzarthad in a
London suburb ?

A. Yes, Thomas T. Your teacher was
not pulling your leg, and you were unwise
to make unpleasant noises in your throat
that incurred his displeasure in class.
The said remains were unearthed during
excavation work in Agyleston Avenue,
Brondesbury Park, London, N.W.

Q. What is a teredo ?

A. A worm-like sea creature which is {o
be found practically all over the world.
In sizb it varies from a fow inches to two
or three feet in length, and its head is so
fitted that it can bore into wood like a
gimlet. The teredo has done milliens of
pounds’ worth of damage to ships, piers,
breakwaters, and other things builf of
wood that float or rest in the sea. Bub
it was discovered that the teredo hates
iron rust, and by securing a coating of this
.over the wood, the pest is prevented from
doing its stealthy damage. -
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Evidently Grundy was not in a communicative mood.

“We. have had no luck yet, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus rather breathlessiy. “The gwound is vewy hard
and stoney, and it is feahfully hard work.” i

“You've not given it up, Gussy ?” asked Lowther,

“ Not likely I snorted Grundy. “You sheer off, Lowther !”

“Wathah not!” added Gussy. “We are just wushin’
off to snatch some gwub at the tuckshop, Lowthah.
Gwunday is tweatin’ us.”

“Can we all come?” asked Lowther.

i iiYou’H get a thick ear if you do!” bawled Grundy wrath-
ully

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy and his fellow treasure-hunters housed their
spades and hurried away to the tuckshop. Grundy had not
wanted to take an interval of rest.at all, but his men had
insisted. They were hungry, as well as tired, and Grundy
had rcalised that mutiny was imminent unless he did agree
to a brief interval for refreshment and rest.

“Good !” murmured Lowther, his eyes gleaming as he
looked after the treasure-hunters. “Now’s my chance, you
fellows. How deep have they got?”

“Four or five feet,” grinned Tom Merry. ““They wouldn’t
have got that far down if Grundy hadn’t used his boot
frequently |”

“Ripping I” said Lowther.
You chaps can leave it to me.”

-“You've got it, then?”

. “Just what I wanted—two beauties! I got two ripping
iron boxes from that old iron dealer in Rylcombe. They
look about a thousand years old, and they’re just the things.
Pve tipped Grimey to hide one near the old oak opposite
Abbey Island to be ready for us. I've got the other behind
the bike-shed—a smaller one. I say, perhaps you’d better

“That’s about far emnough.

collar a spade and come and help, Tommy,” added Lowther

quickly.
the job.”

“My hat! Yes, rather! You chaps can shove off I

And Blake and the others “shoved off,” to leave Tom
Merry and Lowther to do the dark deed. Lowther
recovered his parcel, while Tom Merry got two spades,
and together they rushed off to the scene of the treasure-
digging operations. With many chuckles, Blake and the
other fellows “in the know’ went indoors to get a hasty
tea before returning to see the rest of the fun.

CHAPTER 7.
“Ye Feeond Clu.”?

“T bet Grundy won’t be long before he’s back on

] OME on!”
“Just another tart, Grundy !” pleaded Tompkins.
/ “Not one!” said Grundy firmly. “ Dash it all,
how can you expect to dig on jam-tarts? You've
had more than enough already, and so’s that greedy pig
Mellish. Come on—time to get to work again.”

“Lemme just finish this cheese-cake,” said Mellish,
grabbing one hurriedly. *“I’ve only had—"

“Come on!” roared Grundy. “We've wasted enough
valuable time, and My hat! Someone may be on the
job—trying to do us down for all ws know! Come on!”’

' He' almost plastered the cheese-cake over Mellish’s
features, collared him unceremoniously, and fairly hurled
him out of the tuckshop.

“Dear me!” murmured Herbert Skimpole, shaking his
head. “I fear you are a ruthless and rough taskmaster,
my dear Grundy. I beg of you to exercise a trifle more
restraint and—— Yow !”

Skimpole leaped frantically for the door, just missing
Grundy’s boot 2s he went. Tompkins made a flying leap
and followed. Arthur Augustus was already outside—the
flesh-pots of Egypt never appealed overmuch to the noble
Arthur Augustus.

Grundy followed them out, and fairly rushed them back
to the old round tower that formed part of the ruins of
the ancient monastic establishment of St. James’. The
sudden fear that some unprincipled villains might be
taking advantage of their absence to dig for the treasure—
his treasure!—had made Grundy quite agitated.

But to his relief they found the spot deserted, and every-
thing—apparently—as they had left it.

“Blessed if I don’t think the dashed hole gets smaller
instead of bigger,” said Mellish sulkily. “Look here,
Grundy—why not knock off until to-morrow ?*

“What? Why, you lazy worm, I'll——"

“QOh, all right!” gasped Mellish hastily.

He had already come into painful contact with Grundy’s
‘ready boot, and he did not want to repeat the experience.
Grundy’s helpers were keen enocugh—to find the treasure;
but they were finding the work more than a strain.. They
set to work again under Grundy’s watchful eye. .

; ;‘lGround’s getting a bit softer,” said Tompkins thank-
ully.
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“Yaas, wathah!” sald Arthur Augustus. “I noticed that,
deah boy. I am jollay giad!”

They were glad, little dreaming why the ground had
suddenly become softer. As it had been dug up and re-
placed a few minutes ago by Lowther and Tom Merry,
however, it was not difficult to understand ! -

The workers toiled on apace. Presently the outsiders who
were interested in the treasure-hunt began to turn up again,
having disposed of a hasty tea. Tom Merry came along
with Lowther first—they had been hiding twenty yards away
as a matter of fact. Then Blake and the rest arrived.

“My hat!” said Jack Blake, with a chuckle. “They're
fairly making the soil fly now, chaps. Go it, you cripples!
There’s gold in Australia, at all events. You’ll come to
that in time, if you come to nothing else!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

Clank!

“Bai Jove!”

“Wha-what was that?” ejaculated Grundy.

A strange, metallic clink had sounded from underneath
the spade Arthur Augustus was wielding.

There was a buzz.

Arthur Augustus, with a strange thrill going through him,
struck again with his spade. .

Clank !

“Bai Jove |7

“Great Scott”” yelped Grundy. “What is it, D’Arcy?”?
. “Bai Jove. It sounds like iron, deah boy! I do believe
it is a box, or somethin’, Gwunday! I do weally twust—
Yawooogh! Gweat Scott! Ow-ow!”

_In his excited eagerness, Grundy, who was standing out-
side the excavation at the moment taking a rest, had slipped
down the side of the hole and fallen on top of Gussy.

They rolled over together in the bottom of the hole, with
soil still cascading over them from the sides of the ex-
cavation.

The delighted onlookers howled.

“Ha, ha,_hal?

Grundy and D’Arey howled in a different manner. But
at last they sorted themselves outf, and then, after removing
soil from their eyes and mouths, and from down the backs
of their necks, the combine set to work with a will.

Undoubtedly the spade had struck something interesting.

Grundy had ordered Skimpole and Mellish and Tompkins
outdof the way, while he and Asthur Augustus wielded their
spades. =

The excitement grew as the outlines of a box were ex-

_posed—a rusty old iron box it seemed.

Grundy was fairly shaking with uncontrollable excite-
ment, and his followers were in a similar state.

It was the moment of a lifetime to them.

Even from the doubters and scoffers came murmurs of
surprise and amazement as the old iron box was dug out.
Arthur Augustus raised aloft his spade, intending to smash
open the lid—it certainly looked as if a hefty smite would
do it. -

But Grundy yelled. -

“No, you born idiot! Don’t, you ass! I’'m going to
present that box to the school museum—presented by
G. A Grundy, you know. It’s a genuine antique, and no
mistake !”

““Ha, ha, hal” ;

Tom Merry and the fellows in the know simply could not
help roaring at that.

But Grundy was serious enough. All he wanted was the
treasure and the glory of having found it. As Lowther had
only given sixpence for that box, Grundy’s intention struck
the japers as very funny indeed. -

With trembling fingers, Grundy fumbled with the rusty
fastenings of the lid. The box was quite small, and even
Grundy was iooking a bit disappointed now, while Mellish
looked quite sulky and disgusted. =

Tom Merry & Co. looked on, with expectant smiles.

Grundy got tha rusty fastening undone at last, and-
managed to raise the lid an inch. Then he inserted the
blade of his spade and carefully prised up the lid, amid a
deep hush of expectation.

It came up and fell back at last, and the contents of the
old box was exposed. :

A gasp came from Grundy—a deep gasp of dismay, fol-
lowed by similar gasps from his helpers. The box seemed
empty, though—

What was that? -

Even as the sudden disappointment came over Grundy his
heart leaped. :

There was something in the box. At the bottom lay a
sheet of yellow paper, soiled and time-worn.

“Bai Jove!” .

Grundy took it our with fingers that trembled. Once
again the spirits of the treasure-seekers arose; once again
came that expectant hush. -

On the sheet of paper were a few words in faded ink—or
what appeared to be faded ink.
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That was all.

But they were enough for Grundy, for
follows:

they read as

“YE FECOND CLU. :
BY YE WATER FEEK YE. ONNE HUNDREDD
PACEF EAFT FROMM YE ROUNDD TOWER, AND
YE FHALL FIND.”

“Bai Jove!”

:Grundy’s face iit up with renewed excitement. Arthur
Augustus, Clarence York Tompkins, Percy Mellish, and
Herbert Skimpole crowded round him, and their eyes
gleamed anew as they read the quaint message inscribed
on the faded yellow paper.

As -Grundy had carefully explained to his men that in’

I3

days of old a letter “f’’ was used for an “s,” they easily
understood the messags.

“Terrible spellers in those days!” exclaimed Grundy
breathlessly. “Even the educated monks couldn’t spell for
toffee, you know. Look hcw they spell ‘paces’! Any kid
nowadays knows it should be spelled with an ¢s’ instead of
a ‘c’'—P-A-S-E-8.” ;

“Bai Jove! Weally, Gwunday——"

“Let’s have a squint,” put in Levison curiously.

“Yes; let’s all have a squint, Grundy !” called Lowther.
“It’ll be a lesson in spelling, you know.” 3
= “Ha, ha, hal”

“Cackling dummies!” said Grundy, his voice quite
husky. “Think I'm letting everyhody see a thing like this!
Not likely ! This scrap of mouldy old paper,” he added,
tapping the yellowish document impressively, “is worth a
fortune. Well, you chaps,” he went on, this time addressing
the rest of the combine, “we’ve got to continue the search
farther afield now. I never expected to lift the treasure
quite so easily. Those monks knew what they were doing.
1 shouldn’t be surprised if we had to rake up no end of
further clues before we do get it. Well, a fellow can’t
expect to pick up a fortune without effort.”

“Wathah not,” said Arthur Augustus; wiping the per-
spiration from his aristocratic brow. “Bai Jove! This is
vewy intewestin’ indeed. I feel quite thwilled, deah boys!
Luckily, it's a half-holiday to-mowwow, so we shall be able
to pursue our investigations then, Gwunday.” 3

“What!” Grundy glared at him. “To-morrow? You
footling idiot!” he bawled. “Think I'm waiting until
to-morrow? Bosh! To-morrow fiddlesticks! We're going
richt away, my pippins! Plenty of time before lock-up, isn’t
there, ass? In fact, what’s lock-up? What are thumping
school rules when a fortune’s at stake—eh? Are you
potty 2”

“Bai Jove! Vewy well, deah boy; I am quite weady
for anythin’, though my hands are weally in a dweadful
state and vewy painful indeed.”

“Mine are covered with blisters!”
“But—but I’m game to go on!”

And the eyes of the cad of the Fourth gleamed with
greed. After all, what were blisters and aching limbs when
a fortune was at stake?

Skimpole and Tompkins also were in agreement. Much
as they would like to have taken a long rest, the alluring
prospect of treasure trove—almost within their grasp now—
%luz'(‘,éi them on, despite their aching bodies and burning

ands.

“Right!” said Grundy. “Matter of fact, T'll jolly soon
sce that you come, whether you want to or not! Anyway,
leave this dashed hole as it is; we can easily fill it in again.
In any case, nobody ever comes round here. Hallo! There’s
those cads Wilky and Gunn. Hi, Wilky, and you, Gunny,
just tal;s this box up to our study!”

groaned Mellish.

“Mind you take care of it!” said Grundy, placing the
“clue ” in his pocket carefully and beginning to brush the
dirt from his clothes briskly. “Now, you fellows, I'm
ready. We'll want a boat from the boathouse, of course.”

“A boat! My hat, he’s going after the treasure in a
boat 1” said Monty Lowther. “Grundy, you've given the
giddy game away! The treasure’s on Abbey Island, then?”

“Just the very place!” said Tom Merry. “Thanks for
the tip, Grundy! We’ll come along to see the fun—I mean,
the progress of the operations!”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

Grundy glared.

“Think you’re clever, don’t you?” he snorted. “Well,
you're wrong. Think the blessed monks would cart the
treasure all the way to Abbey Island 7”

- “Bai Jove! Then where is it?” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus unguardedly. “The only othah wound tow——7"

“Shurrup !” hooted Grundy, interrupting D’Arcy in time.
“Don’t tell these rotters! Think we want them hanging
round cackling like a lot of hens! Think T don’t know
what that clue means! It’s the very place I might have
expected, in fact! Abbey Island! Tosh! Why, it’s nearly
» mile from here, while the—— But come on!” added

(irund')"’ hurriedly. “Collar those spades, and come on-—
sharp ! . 3

“Oh, my hat!” mumbled Monty Lowther.

The japer seemed to be quite taken aback by Grundy’s
remarks. Tom Merry and the vest of the conspirators also
looked taken aback. Grundy & Co. shouldered their
spades, and, followed by a chorus of chuckles, trudged off,
apparently bound for the boathouse.

“Well, I'm blowed!” exclaimed Monty Lowther. “Done
in the eye, after all, chaps! Where on earth does the born
idiot think he’s going after it now? The giddy clue was
plain enough. There's only one round tower in the giddy
district, and that’s on Abbey Island.”

“You never know with Grundy !” chuckled Blake. His
mind doesn’t work like ordinary common or garden minds.
I expect he—— Oh, my sainted Sam! I've got it! He
must think it means that giddy ornamental tower in the
gardens of the Grange!”

“Wha-at? Oh, my hat! That’s it1”

“That’s it for a pension!” gurgled Monty Lowther, asz
enlightenment came to him. “Oh, of all the—the %

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry & Co. howled.

“You’ve hit it, Blake !” said Tom Merry, wiping his eyes.
“The tower’s right at the bottom of the garden lawn—
nearly at the edge of the river. Grundy would want to
get to it by boat, of course.”

“But—but that tower’s not very old,” said Herries, who
was always rather slow at grasping things. “It’s nothing
like as old as the ruined tower on Abbey Island.”

“Of course it isn’t!” gurgled Lowther. “But Grundy
never does see things like that. T expect it was buils when
Rylcombe Grange was built—about the time of George 1.,
should think. Still, it’s a round tower, and that’s enough
for Grundy.”

(Continued on next page.)
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14 . What’s Baggy I'rimble going to do with the * Treasure * he has found on Abbe.

“Ha, ha, ha!”? 7 ; .
“But it mueks up the jape!” objected Digby, with a

chuckle. “If you hide the treasure on Abbey Island,
Lowther——"

“Plenty of time for that,” said Lowther. “Let Grundy
go ahead.”

it But 1

“Don’t you see?” choked Monty Lowther. “Grundy
means to go digging on Colonel Bland’s land, and you
know what a crusty old fire-eater the giddy colonel is. And
—and—and haven’t you worked it out? A hundred paces
east of the square tower will just about land them in the
centre of the colonel’s lawn !

“Oh! Oh, my only hat!”

“And Grundy wilf go digging the lawn up!” gurgled
Lowther, “Think of it! Four chaps with four spades—four
idiots digging up the colonel’s lawn! It overlooks the
river, you know, though it’s at the side of the house! Talk
about fireworks——"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Buf Grundy wouldn’t dare,” suggested Herries.

“Dare?” echoed Tom Merry, almost hysterically.
“Grundy would dare anything when he’s out for blood,
Remember there’s a fortune at stake—he said so himself |7

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We mustn’t miss this for worlds!”
“After it’s all over—that is, if Grundy still lives or isn’t
in the cottage hospital—we’ll just drop the hint to him
gently that it’s really the round tower on Abbey Island the
clue indicates. He'll swear he knew that all the time, of
course. But we won't argue that point with him. And
now let’s get off up river after them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the japers of the School House made tracks for the
boathouse in the wake of George Alfred and his enthusiastie
band of treasure-hunters.

CHAPTER 8.
Ko Treasure—Only Trouble !

€6 UCK up!”
“Weally, Gwunday—2>
“Get a move on!”

*‘Look here, Grundy——" &

“Get down to it!”snorted Grundy, leaning back comfort-
ably in the stern of the skiff, “Blessed if you don’t row
like a sack of potatoes, Mellish! Now, Gussy, never mind
your dashed eyeglass! Stick it in your thumping pocket, if
it keeps dropping out, or throw it overboard !”’

“Bai Jove! Weally, Gwunday—""

_ “Don’t gas and don’t argue,” said Grundy. “I hate
fellows who argue and talk too much. This isn’t an elec-
tion meeting or a fashion parade. Skimpole, you duffer,
sit still! Tompkins, you're not here to look pretty. Stop
staring about like an old cow, and attend to your steering.
Yowll have us in the bank in a minute.”

“Bai Jove!” - ¥

Grundy was undoubtedly a harsh and trying taskmaster,

Though the summer afternoon was drawing in, the sun
was still hot, and at the sculls Arthur Augustus and
Mellish. strained and toiled, perspiration streaming down
their heated faces. They would have enjoyed nothing
better than throwing George Alfred overhoard,

They felt thankful they had not far to go.

All the same, they could not help. feeling that if they
wanted to find the treasure they would be better employed
going further still—up to Abbey Island. Arthur Augustus
had doubted Grundy’s theory that the tower ‘indicated on
the yellowish document was the tower standing in the
grounds of the old Grange. He had mentioned his doubé
to Grundy several times. But Grundy would have none of
it. He knew, and he hated a fellow who argued.

Mellish, Skimpole, and even the meek and inoffensive
Tompkins, had also expressed their doubts on the subject
of the clue, and tried to argue with the great George
Alfred. - But it was useless—indeed, dangerous. Grundy had
threatened to present a thick ear to the nexh member of
the combine who dared 1o attempt to renew the argument.

Grundy knew. The old round tower in the Rylcombe
Grange Gardens was near “ye wate,” and it ‘was very
near to the monastery of St. James’—much nearer than was
the ruined tower on Abbey Island. Was it likely, argued
Grundy, that the monks were such asses as to cart 1t all that
way up-river? Certainly not.-

As for being afraid of Colonel Bland. My hat! Afraid
of 2 mere row when a fortune was at stake! Didn’t
explorers and treasureseekers always have to face danger,
e::?él death, cheerfully for the sake of gold and glory?
Pifte I

So Grundy argued with his wavering band of treasure-
hunt-egs, though he was a fellow who hated a fellow who
argued.

Tee Gem Lisranrv.—No. 1,124,

said Lowther.

But Grundy’s followers were not convinced.” They still
believed the tower in question was the ruined tower on Abbey
Island, and they still felt qualms as they reflected upon the
possibility of Colonel Bland turning up during the digging
operations. The colonel was a very irritable and cross-
grained old gentleman. Moreover, he was a governor of
St. Jim’s—rather an important point to remember.

There was no turning back, however. Whether there was
a fortune at stake or whether there wasn’t, there was
obviously going to be no turning back for Grundy’s Com-
bine.” Grundy had promised a first-class licking to the firsb
fellow who breathed a word about turning back!

Therefore, it was to do or die for Arthur Augustus,
Skimpole, Mellish, and Tompkins!
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The tower was already in sight upstream. The sun
glinted redly on the stonework and on the trees surround-
ing it. Behind rose the Grange, just visible through the
trees. Probably the tower had been built as a sort of
watch-tower in troublous times. Possibly it had been a
mere whim of the builder of the Grange, and had been
erected to add grace and dignity to the property. -

At all events, there it was, and George Alfred Grundy’s
eyes gleamed as he gazed at it.

““A hundred paces!” he murmured. ‘‘Lemme see. That’ll
about bring us in the middle of the lawn. Good! No
need to damage any of the silly old buffer’s flower-beds—
not that it matters in a case like this. I expect the colonel
will be as pleased as punch at the treasure being found
on his land. He’ll be no end bucked, though I hope he
won’t start any silly arguments about the treasure being
his just because it was on his land. Like his cheek if he
does!”

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that, Gwunday,” said
Arthur Augustus, ceasing to row. “But—but weally,
Gwundy, I have been wathah wowwied about that point.
I have heard somewhere, sometime or othah, that the



Government is entitled to claim tweasure twove, or part of
it, at least.”

(13 Rot!”

“Bai Jove! What—-" -

“Bunkum! Bosh!” said Grundy, “I shan’t allow any-
thing of the kind. If I find it the treasure’s mine, and
blow the Government and blow old Bland! Like his cheek
if he does try any games like that on us. Anyway, here we
are. Pull in, and don’t gas so much, D’Arcy!”

“Bai Jovel”

Arthur Augustus started to pull in, with the help of
Mellish, though Arthur Augustus thought his help a hind-
rance. -From the flower-beds close to the side wall of the
old house the lawn stretched down to the river’s edge,

Colcnel Bland gave one long glare at the
sight of George Alfred Qrundy and his
followers digging a hole In the middie of
his lawn, and then a roar of mingled rage
and amazement burst from him.  Good
gad! What—what—— HIi! You young
scoundrels . !*  Bai Jove !’ f Look out!
The colonel ! As the old warrior rushed
towards them with a dog-whip in his hand
the juniors, with the exception of Qrundy,
took to their heels and flew ! (Sec Chapter 8.)

where a smart little motor-hoat was moored at the jetty.
It all looked very neat and tidy, and the grass looked like
green velvet.

More than one of the treasure-seckers couldn’t help won-
dering whether the colonel would feel so “bucked ” ab
having his lawn dug up, even to find an ancient treasure.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus, shaking his

head as he blinked over the quiet, peaceful scene. <

weally do think, Gwuhday, that we had bettah ask the
colonel’s permission first, you know. I wathah fancay 2

“QOh, will you dry up?” snorted- Grundy, in sulphurous
accents. “My hat! I never saw such a funky lot in my
life! Fat lot of good you'd be on a perilous expedition
into the wilds after treasure, when youre funking a
peaceful, simple bit of a job like this Bah! Jump ashore.
Here, don’t forget the dashed spades!”

“Bai Jove! Pway do not make such a wow, Gwunday. I
hate bein’ woahed at, and the colonel might heah.”

“Oh, dry up! Ring off! Cheese it! Blessed if. I
ever——  Oh, blow! Here's those cackling fools after us
again!” - s

/

Grundy had jusf sighted a boat coming upstream. In it

| ? Read next week’s story: ** BAGGY'S BARGAIN SALE! ” and you will see ! - 18

were the Terrible Three, Blake, Herries i
Glyn, Wilkins, and Gunn. s Setanatlt Diee 40}

They stopped rowing in mid-stream, end Grundy
glowered out across the gleaming river at them. How they
had guessed his destination he could not imagine.

‘““Clear off!” he bawled. ’

Then he turned to superintend operations. Apparently he
took it for granted that his word would be obeyed at once.
The spades were lifted ashore, and Arthur Augustus tied up
the boat to the jetty. He tied it very loosely. Possibly
he fancied they might find it necessary to rush off with the
treasure in a hurry—possibly he did not think it necessary,
to tie it very securely. -

The treasure-seekers then started up the grassy slope, with
their spades over their shoulders. =

Grundy left them presently, and strode across to the old
tower. A white, iron rail separated the lawn from the
little wooded hill on which the old tower stood.

He vaulted the rails and scon reached the tower. He
stood reflecting for some moments, and then, having decided
the problem as to which was east and which was west, he
started to pace off the ground.

It was rather difficult work in the undergrowth, but it
was only a matter of a few yards, and the going was easier
on the smooth turf. :

Grundy stopped at last, and nodded, after a calculating
glance about him.

“Here we are,” he declared.
exactly.”

His fellow treasure-hunters approached, trying to keep
one eye on Grundy and the other on the house. For-
tunately, no windows overlooked that part, but there was
always the possibility of someone appearing suddenly round
the corner, and a still more likely possibility of Grundy’s
brazen voice being heard.

Mellish locked as if he was ready to bolt at any moment.

“Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus. “I should
think it will be a vewy difficult mattah to find the exact
spot after all these centuwies, Gwunday. We may have to
dig- up the whole lawn, deah boy. Colonel Bland will
stwongly object to that I am quite—"

“Rot! Arguing again?”

“Wathah not. But——"

“Dry up! Think I don’t know what I'm about?™
snorted Grundy, who seemed quite sure of himself. “Here
is the exact spot.”

He rammed his spade into the turf to show the exact spot.

“One hundred paces due east,” he said loftily, “I've
measured it off. Now, get down to it!”

They got down to it, Grundy kimself cutting the first
turf, so to speak. The die being cast, the others gripped
their spades desperately and followed his example. :

From the river came a subdued cheer mingled with
laughter. The beginning of operations had quite cheered
up Tom Merry & Co., who were getting rather bored, not
being able to hear Grundy’s illuminating remarks-—or 1ot
many of them.

The digging went on apace.

Grundy talked all the time—chiefly on the subject of
himseif and what he intended doing with the treasure
when he got it. He mentioned motor-bikes, motor-cars,
world tours, and how he’d always longed to buy a schooner
and sail the South Seas in search of further treasure.

Under this entrancing conversation his somewhat Ted-up
helpers gained renewed strength and courage. They ve-
membered the treasure and the things they had already—
privately—decided they would buy with their share of it.
The fear of Colonel Bland appearing gradually faded at
the thought of motor-bikes and wireless sets and un-

limited tuck. : :
Once the turf was churned up the soil fairly began to

“QOne hundred paces

{ly.

y“Getting on splendidly!”’ gasped Grundy, pausing to
wipe away the beads of perspiration from his heated
features. “Go on—cackle!” he bawled, turning to shake @
fist at the laughing juniors in the boat which had now
drawn in close to the stage at the bottom of the garden.
“Go on; yowll laugh on the other side of your faces
soon! You mark my words!” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” E -

«Cackling asses!” grunted Grundy, resuming work again.
«Never mind them.chaps. They'll be green with envy
soon. My hat, it’s warm work!”

“Pettah take a west,” suggested Arthur Augustus,
raising a crimson and streaming face. “Bai Jove, it's
feahfully warm! And this is vewy dirty work, Gwunday.
1 am thankful I changed into this old suit, you know.”

“Vou'll have no old suits soon,” said Grundy carelessly.
“«Vouwll be able to have a Bond Street shop of your owa,
Gussy. That’s about the height of your ambition, ain’t it?
And Mellish will be able to pay chaps to sneak for him}
and Skimmy here will be in a position to pay chaps te
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hear him spout on Determinism, and Tompkins will be able
to pay. chaps to fight for him—what?” -

Grundy held out these entrancing prospects in the hope of
encouraging his fellow members of the combine still
more. ‘I'hey needed encouragement a little now. 1t was un-
doubtedly warm work. . The sun was hot, and they were
sticky with perspiration and dirt. They were aching all
over, and their hands were blistered and sore. They felt
theyd could not hold out much longer—even Grundy loocked
tired. '

But the hole was growing. : : S

It was quite four feet deep now. But it was not written in
the book of fate that it should be dug deeper.

The interruption they had feared—and forgotten, and
which Tom Merry & Co. were beginning to think would
never come, came quite suddenly, startling, and alarming.

Round the corner of the house strolled an elderly gentle-
man with a rather light, check suit, a very red face, and
fierce white whiskers.

It was Colonel Bland, the owner of the Grange!

The treasure-hunters did not see him for a moment,
but they soon heard and saw him.

The choleric old colonel gave one long glare at the

scene, and then a roar of mingled rage and utter
amazement burst from him. - =
“Good gad! What—what Hi, you! Hi, you young

scoundrels! Good gad! What—what—— Good gad! Hi,
hi! What in the name of thunder——*"

“Qh, bai Jove!”

“The colonel!”

“(Great pip! Look out!”

“Stand your ground!” bawled Grundy.
the old buffer! I'll explain—T'll explain!”

But the others did not stand their ground. They left
George Alfred Grundy to explain. The sight of the old
warrior rushing towards them with a dogwhip in his hand
overcame the inducement of the thoughis of motor-bikes,
world-tours, and unlimited tuck.

They flew!

“Go it, chaps!” yelled Tom Merry,
“Come on, Grundy, you idiot!”

Now matters began to look serious, Tom Merry, at least,
was beginning to regret this part of the jape. If any of
them were caught— ’

But regrets were rather late now. In any case, Grundy

. was not the fellow to obey or take advice from anyone.

He stood his ground.

‘The colonel pounded up, his eyes nearly starting from
his head, his moustaches fairly bristling with rage as he
sighted the piled-up earth and the excavation.

Really it was no wonder Colonel Bland looked as if he
was angry. ;

CHAPTER 9.
Grundy’s New Theory !
“H OLD on, sgir!” exclaimed Grundy. “Stop! T want

“Never mind

from the river.

to explain, Colonel—— - Here—— Yooooo0000!”
Grundy’s wild howl was enough to waken the
celebrated Seven Sleepers. It rang over the
river, and echoed and re-echoed through the dim woods.

A wrathy slash with a dog-whip was no joke; it was
enough to make anyone howl, in fact. Grundy got it
across his broad shoulders, and he howled.

“Dig my lawn up, would you?” roared the colonel,

fairly spluttering - with rage. *Upon my word! G-good
gad! Ruined my turf! Take that, and that!”

Whack, whack!

“Yarroooogh Yoooooop! T “tell you—— Hold on,
sir! I’'ll—yooooop t—explain. Oh  crumbs! i
Yarrrroooogh!” roared Grundy, wriggling as the colonel’s

clutch fell upon him. “I tell you you don’t—ow-yow!—
understand why—— Yoooooop! Oh crikey!”

It was rcally too much for George Alfred, stout-hearted
as he was. It was clear that Colone! Bland refused to hear
him explain the facts of the case. After all, apart from the
treasure itself. Grundy believed they were doing a praise-
worthy and public-spirited action in finding it. Once the
colonel understood that, Grundy felt quite certain it would
be quite all vight.

But, unfortunately, the colonel refused to listen to the
explanation. It would have to be done at a more suitable
moment. The old buffer was not in the mood to hear
it now—and his dogwhip was decidedly painful.

In the sad circumstances there was only one thing for
Grundy to do, and he did it.

He made a desperate wrench, tore himself free, and took
to his heels.

Colonel Bland, with amazing agility for his years and
bulk. tore after him, lashing out with his dog-whip.
Obviously, the old gentleman had lost his temper—badly.

The sight of him was too much for Mellish, who had
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been holding on to the staging. As the colonel came pound-
ing down scarcely a yard behind the fleeing George Alfred,
Mellish gave a gasp of alarm and pushed off desperately.

Unfortunately, it was just as Grundy made a flying leap
for the boat that he lost his nerve and pushed off.

The next moment——

Splash! .

Grundy was in. A great, high fountain of river water
showed where he had gone.

“Bai. Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus, who had just
grabbed the sculls. ‘ Mellish, you feahful coward, why
didn’t you wait anothah moment for him? Now—- Oh,
hai Jove!”

It almost seemed for the moment as if the old gentleman
was about to follow Grundy’'s example and jump into.the
river, so great was his excitement and wrath. But, fortun-
ately for himself, he pulled up on the brink of the staging,
roaring and stamping and waving his arms with rage.

“Better rescue Grundy!” gasped Tom Merry, who was
nearly weeping with merriment. “Oh, my stars. I shall die
of laughing if Grundy keeps this up much longer! Pull in,
chaps—sharp !’

By the look of things, Grundy would drown befors his own
boat could reach him. Tompkins had quite lost his head,
and while Arthur Augustus was trying to back the boat
towards Grundy, he was trying to pull it round, and great
confusion was the result. > .

But, luckily, Tom Merry & Co. were at hand.

They forged up swiftly, and, leaning over the side of
the skiff, Jack Blake took a strong grip of Grundy’s wet
hair, while Manners inserted a boat-hook in his jacket.

With all lending a hand excepting Tom at the sculls, they
hauled the drenched and gasping Grundy aboard. Then
Tom pulled swiftly out into the river.

A roar of wrath followed from the staging where Colonel
Bland still danced about helplessly. ]

““The old gent will have a fit if he keeps on!” commented
Monty Lowther huskily. “I really don’t wonder he was
waxy, though. 8till, with a fortune at stake—— What's
that, Grundy ?” -

“G-gug-grooooogh 1

*“Ha, ha, ha P!

Grundy sat up in the bottom of the hoat.
and he choked, and he spluttered.

“Ow !” he gurgled. “Ow-ow! Grooogh!”

“ Feeling better, old fellow ?” :

“Ow-ow! Gug-gug-gug! That awful old rotter!
Groooough!  Wouldn’t—groooogh !—listen, the old fool!
Ow-ow! Hit me with his—grooogh!—dog-whip, you know—
me! Must be—must be mad! Ow-ow! I wish I'd stopped
and—ow-ow—licked him, old as he is!” gurgled Grundy.

They pulled out of range of Colonel Bland’s voice at last.
In the second boat, Arthur Auvgustus and Mellish had
managed to get going now, and they followed rather
erratically. -

Grundy staggered up, and dropped on to the thwart,
water streaming from his clothes.

“Any luck, Grundy?”’ asked Lowther. »

“Oh, shut up!” panted Grundy. “My hat! Would you
—ow—believe it? That old fool must be absolutely potty.
Just because we were obliged to dig a hole in his mouldy
old lawn! Of course, I'll admit he didn’t understand the
real position! Still, he’d no right to lay into a fellow
with a dog-whip! I've a jolly good mind to report him
to the Head for attacking a St. Jim's fellow.” i

“Oh, my hat!” :

“But I'll make allowances for his being a erusty old
fool!” said Grundy, still panting wheezily. “Look here, you
fellows join me, and we’ll go back; between us we ought
to handle that old buffer and put him in his place. I can’t
rely on those funky asses behind. You sec how they let
me down.”

*Ha, ha, hat’

“ Nothing doing, old bean!”

“Rather not!”’

“Wouldn't take the glory from you for worlds, Grundy.”

“Cackling rotters!” grunted Grundy. He sat frowning
deeply for some moments, whilst the juniors watched him
smilingly. Evidently Grundy’s great and powerful mind
was working on a problem. He locked up at last. “I've
”he said*at last. “That wasn't

He gasped,

been thinking things over,’
the spot at all. In fact——"

“I knew you were on the wrong trail,” commented
Lowther, winking at his grinning chums. “It’s the round
tower on Abbey Island, of course! This tower was buils
ages after the monks hid their giddy treasure—if ever there
was any !”’

“Eh? What utter rot!” snorted Grundy.
a fool, Lowther? Tl admis
calculations, though.”

“You admit that—you?”

“Well, yes! Thinking it over, I don’t believe it was

“Take me for
I've been wrong in my

(Continued on page 18.}
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(Made in 2 ft. Iengths and 0" Gauge onlv-)

Ask at the shops to see

BOWMAN

STEEL
TRACK

{he Bowman Wonde: Book cells you all about
these splendid new type rails and about all the
other wonderful Bowman Models. Send 3

in stamps for your copy.

BOWMAN MODELS (Dept: 406) DEREHAM, NORFOLK

The “MONARCH”..... %5x*CAMERA

Fittea with genuine GUARANTEED MEMNMISCUS LENS,
Reflex Viewfinder, Nickel- f!ated Spring Lever Shutter,
Lever Guard, Real Leather Handle, and absolutely

'_SALBPRIG}: ST GUARANTITEED TO
: 1’9'TAKE PERFECT LARGE
1 PHOTOS. Size3)x 2}ins.
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OUT-DOOR SPORT!

L0oe “SPIVAre  snoots peus alu ubber
tipped arrows, A flash with every shot !
Long range. Absolutely safe. With peas,

arrow. and target, 1/6 (post 3d.) ] / 6

‘Remanco ” Automatic Pea Pisto! 2/-
1/

ost
freed,
HORWO0DS (Dept.y.3.), 16, Cullum Street, London, E.C.3.

Wild West i

s s

lncreased my own nelgm o 6ft bg‘lna,
TAM P brmgs FREE DETAIL
Height Sﬁecialiss

BE TALLER! ¢ Hieht
BOYS s 1519 WANTED

ior GANADA. AUSTRALIA, & NEW ZEALAND

t'arm training, outfit. assisted passages provided. The Salvation
Army keeps in touch with boys after settlement iu the Dominions.
3.8 VEDIC, chartered for third time, sailing October 19, 1929, from
Liverpuol to Australia. Make immediate application to the Branch
Manager, tipper Thames Street, London, £.C.4

FREE!! I

Fine Scts from Siam, Cochin Rajahs, Indian Nabive
States,

British Colonials, Watermark Detecior. Send 2d. postage
for Apcravals.--

THE " SET and ACCESSORY " PACKET
l LISBURN & TOWNSEND, London Rd., Liverpool.

to sell PRIVATE CHRISTMAS CARDS.

AGEN Ts WANTED Sample Book free. Magnificent collection

ot e‘(qulslte cards. HIGHEST COMMISSION VALUABLE PRIZES. Apply:
ENTON & CO.. LTD. (Dept. D.30), ACCRINGTON.

MAGIC TRIGKS, fﬁﬁtru‘;’i‘iﬁ? e Yx;?tt;%g’qgikﬁ:

Price 6d.each,4for1/-. T.W.Harrison,239,PentonvilleRd ,Loudon,N:1,

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- %ganee
> 3ANTEED One Monzh

3-5 inches without appliances- drugs—dieting.
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Complete Course 5/- P.O. post fres, or further partics. stamp.
P. A. .LIVE, Harrcck House. COLWYN BAY Est. 1908

ONLY!

_Post 3d. 4 I Camera and all accessories ! Ready to
take, develop. and print mlendxd

) photos - Everything i

i Strong  Card Box, post free! Send PO

#7212/~ only ' Nothing turther to pay

A THOUSANDS TESTIMONIALS 3
Ml W. J, TmEomas, Esq., writés: “Developed and
4l printed photo; {hink 1% sw good as if taken with
', a Qamera which cost £3.”

Sale Catalogue. 1,000 Big Bargains. POST FREE

THE LEEDS BARGAIN CO !U.J ). 31, Kendal Lane Leeds

XMAS CHOGOLATE GLUBS

AGENTS wanted to torm Clubs. CHOCOLATES. TOYS.

FANCY GOODS. CRACKERS. BIG VARIETY of

Leading Makes. ¢ :: :: HUGE PRIZE SCHEME.
Worite at once.

WALKER & HANNAM, LTD, (315), «ent Street, RADFORD

Your He!ght Increased in 14 days, of
money back! 3.5 inches soon gs.ined
. health improved. Amazing Compleis
Course sent for 5/- P.O., or 14d. stamp

brings valuable Free Book and wonder
ful testimonials in sealed envelope. Write NOW :
STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road, LONDON. N.W.2.

Deliveked (O
NO FURTHER PAYMENT

FOR A MONTH

14 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL without obligation

to buy. Juno Cycles are British

throughout and sent straight to you direct
from our factory.

 £3/15/0 Aoy Fare ©

Superb quality and easy running. Guaranteed
for ever. Don't delay. Write for Free An
Catalogue.
JUNO CYCLE CO. Dept. U.2..
248 & 250 Bishopsgate, London, E.C.2.
! Estubmhed 51 years.
worth Cheap Photo Matenal and Films. Samples

£2,000

by-:10
mhoto, 8d.—HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

Catalogue Free. Enlargement, any

(Atroad 6d.) Scarce Set of 6 Japan EARTHQUAKE STAMPS
FREE -t and 25 different BRITISH COLONIALS, to all asking to see
Approvals.—W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

Get
YOUR

Copy
NOW!

If you are « football enthusiast you maet
have ANSWERS Football Annual. In it
you’ll find everythmg you want'to know
about the coming Season’s games. All the
English League and International
Fixtures, Cup Tie da.tcs, and details about
new players. It is npow on sale
everywhere, price 3d. ! Be sure to agk for

ANSWERS
FOOTBALL
ANNUAL 3

On Sale Everywhere.
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; CRUNDY’S TR:ASURE HUNT!

(Continued from page 16.)
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hidden under the lawn there at all, Stands to reason they'd
have left some mark, some sign to mark the spot, you
know. Above the spot where the clue was buried at
St. Jim’s they carved an arrow on the stonework of the
tower, pointing downwards; you know.” "

Lowther chuckled. As he himself had carved that arrow
and rubbed dirt over it to make it look old, he rather
doubted the statement.

“Told you it was meant for Abbey Island!” he said.

“Eh? "Don’t talk rot! I dop’t believe it was buried at
all” explained Grundy, his eyes beginning to gleam agaim
“I've just worked it all out. They sunk it in"the river [

“Wha-what 7"’ G

“The river—just opposite the tower there,” said Grundy,
turning and pointing behind towards the Grange tower.
“1 don’t mind telling you fellows—I know you wouldn't
double-cross a chap. It said on that paper ‘By ye water
seek ye!’ What they really meant was ‘In ye water seek
ve!’ See! And the hundred paces they said from the
tower- was just a blind to throw people off the scent. They
meant @ hundred yards out into the river!”

“Oh, my sainted Sam!”

Lowther was quite overcome by Grundy's powerful
reasoning. It was really amazing how Grundy worked things
out to his own satisfaction as he did.

“7 see it all now,” said Grundy. “In fact, I always did
hold the theory that the legend of the stuff being sunk in
the Rhyl was the correct one. Well, this has been-a bit of
a set-back. But a fellow after treasure has to take risks of
things working out badly. I know exactly where I am now,
and can go to work accordingly.”

“0Oh! Ah! Yes, old chap! What's the next move,
Grundy ?” :

“Eh? Oh, grappling irons!”

“Wha-at 1" :

“Grappling irons!” repeated Grundy triumphantly.

“Things you drag the river with, of course. There are some
in the boat-house store-room, if I remember rightly. I shall
borrow them. It'll be a long job, 1 expect, but we’ve time
vet to do a bit this evening. In any case, blow lock-up, and
blow school I- I shall soon be able to tell Dr. Holmes and
Railton to go to pot!” -

“Qh, crumbs!®

“Grappling’s rather a long job!” said Grundy. “Bubt we
may have luck right away. If that fails, I may have to
engage a diver!”

“ A whatter?”

“Diver! But I'm hoping it won’t be necessary. Buck up
and pull down to the boathouse as fast as you can. No
time to be lost.”

“QOh, my hat!”

“Here, Grundy, you can transfer to_your own boat now,”
said, Tom faintly. “I—I ean’t stand much more of you,
old chap. Sorry, but there it is. Wait for Gussy, you
fellows. I think we’ll pull upstream for a bit!”

“Hope you'll be at work when we come back,” said
Lowther affably. “Cheerio, Grundy! Mind you don’t fall
in again and get your feet wet. And don’t drag the bed of
the river up.”

“Ha, ha, hal? .

«Oh, dry up, you cackling dummies !” sniffed Grundy.

The two' boats touched, and Grundy transferred his
drenched person, Arthur Augustus and the rest looking
none too pleased. In fact, but for his agreement with
Grundy and the combine in- general, Gussy would un-
doubtedly have transferred to Tom Merry’s boat and told
Grundy to keep his treasure. ol

But Gussy was loyal to his word and, tired and weary and
fed-up as he was, he stuck to the combine. .

The two boats parted, Grundy & Co. going back to the
boathouse for the grappling iroms, and Tom Merry & Co.
making their way upstream for-a little exercise in the hope
that the treasure-hunters would be at work on their return.

It was a hope that was fated to be realised.

CHAPTER 10.
A Little Accident !

6 1122 . :
H Tom Merry & Co. locked
surprise.

Tt was getting on for lock-up, and the juriors
had just turned the boat, having decided it time to return
bome in any case. .
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They were just opposite the Abbey Island at the moment,
and that frantic hail certainly came from the thickly’
wooded island. - ;s S o

Moreover, there was something curiously. familiar about
the hail. ! ; :

: “:l‘hat sounds like—— Phew! It is!” gasped Manners.
“It’s dear old Baggy. Well, of all the queer things!”

The juniors.stared across at the island. At the edge of
the water, jusr through the fringe of shrubs, showed a short,
fat form. It was undoubtedly Baggy Trimble. He was
jumping about and waving his arms frantically to call
their attention. :

“What on earth is he doing there at this
ejaculated Tom Merry.
there. Did you ever!”

Monty Lowther gave an explosive chuckle. =

_“Don’s you spot the game?” he gurgled. *Well, this is
rich! Trimble’s after the treasure, of courss!”

“What? Oh, great pip! Of course!”

Tom Merry saw it all now—they all saw it.

“Trimble was there when Grundy unearthed the clue !’
said Lowther. “In fact, he’s been booted by Grundy no
end of times for hanging round.”

“Yes, but he would have followed Grundy—-"

“] don’t know. He’s a crafty owl—a bit more cute than
Grundy. He may hayve heard something—or he may have
seen that giddy clue! I remember he vanished suddenly
just-as Grundy and his.men started for the boat-house. He'd
think Grundy was going to Abbey Island. and ke went off to
get there first.” -

“Ha, ha! That’s it, you bet!”

It certainly seemed like it. N

They pulled into the island. ‘Trimble was looking guite
pale and in a frantic state of mind. - 2

“QOw!” he gasped. “Thank goodness!

59

| : time ?
‘ Looks to me as if he's marooned

T thought T was

- booked to stay here all night, you,fellows, And with that

rotten poacher hanging arouhd—"

“Fh? What the thump do you mean, Trimble?
parth did you get here? Where’s your boat?”

“It’s drifted away, or else it’s been stolen,” said Trimble,
his fat features stil! showing the .scare he had had. “I left
the boat drawn up safely—at least, I think I did. But
when I came back it had gone. I've been waiting here
for ages for some of you fellows to come along. I
expected Grundy to come—— I—I mean I didn’t expect
Grundy to come.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

“If you think I thought Grundy was coming here—"

“We do—we does!” grinned Lowther. “You heard what
CGrundy said, what? And you thought the giddy
treasure—"’ :

“Not at all. I didn’t hear Grundy mention a boat at all,
nor did I hear Gussy mention the round tower. As for me
being at that little window watching them digging by the
tower,” said Trimble, “that’s all rot! I wasn't there at
all, and I didn’t even get a glimpse of the paper.”

% Q5 that's it I chuckled Tom Merry. “I see now. You
were inside the old tower, you fat ass! And you peeped
through and saw what was on the paper.”

“Not at all. Nothing of the kind. I didn’t even know
there was a paper or a clue.”

“What?” : -

The juniors stared at Trimble. They understood now.
The fat Fourth-Former had been hiding in the tower. And
they remembered that the treasure-seekers had been dig-
ging just bdlow that little window, and that Grundy had
read the message found in the box when standing with his
back to the window. —— -

And Trimble’s keen, eager eyes had glimpsed it.

If they wanted any proof of that the sight of the soil on
Trimble's person and especially his boots settled the
matter. » . :

Trimble had been digging—there was little doubt about
that. He looked absolutely done up, too. Evidently he
had not spared himself in his frantic desire to get the
treasure before Grundy & Co. came alon

As they understood, Tom Merry & C
howled with laughter. v

Trimble glowered at them. He was disappointed with
the result of his labours—bitterly disappointed. And only
sheer fatigue had made him realise it was getting late, and
wonder what had happened to delay Grundy & Co.

He had given it up at last when he could dig no more,
and he had trudged back to where he had left the boat.

Then he made the dreadful discovery. The boat was
gone. He was marooned on Abbey Island with its ghosts
of the dead past amid its eerie ruins. :

But “here ‘were Tom Merry & Co. at last, and he was
safe enough now.- Really, Baggy Trimble might bave
looked more thankfully at his rescuers. i

“You needn’t cackle, you silly owls!” he said wrathfully.
“I tell. you you're mistaken. I—I came here to—to have

How on

&
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a stroll round. 'm awfully interested in old ruins and
things like that. Anyway, I've had an awful time. I
thought I was booked to stay here the night.”

““But you must have come in a boat!” laughed Tom
Merry. “Where is it, ass?”

“That’s what I want to know!” grunted Trimble,
elambering into Tom Merry & Co.’s craft. “I bet that rotten
poacher’s collared it!”

“What poacher ?” demanded Tom, staring.

“An awful-looking ruffian he was!” said Baggy.

“Scoundrel all over! Fairly glared at me when I refused
to row him across!”
“Across? What the thump—"

3z

“It was when I was coming—just opposite on the other
side I” explained Trimble, as Tom Merry pushed off. “He
called to me—offered me a bob to row him across to the

istand. I refused, of course!” said Trimble loftily. “I
couldn’t accept money from a ruffian like that. Besides,
it’s hardly what a St. Jim’s fellow——"

“You mean you funked the fellow,” said Tom Merry,
with a curious look at Lowther and Manners. “Well, I
don’t blame you, Baggy. If I’m not mistaken, it’s the
same merchant who asked us to row him over on Satur-
day—low-browed, ugly-looking merchant !”

“That’s the chap!” said Trimble. “Awful-looking rascal!
A poacher, of course.” ’

Tom nodded. .

“He said he wanted to lay night-lines,” said Manners,
with a chuckle. “Likely yarn, too! Said his mate would
{)etch him off later! . Anyway, if he has pinched your
oat——

“He’d have to swim over first,” said Tom, glancing
across the broad stretch of water. “And he’d have swum
over before this if it’s the same chap and he wanted to

cross so badly—and it’s a pretty hefty swim, too. That’s
rot, Baggy. The boat must have drifted awdy.”
“Well, I won’t say it didn’t!” grunted Trimble. “I say,

why didn’t Grundy——  Ahem !” :

Trimble halted, suddenly remembering he wasn't sup-
posed to know anything about the clue. The juniors
chuckled at the slip, and then the return trip was started,
- Trimble taking. things easy in the stern. He suddenly sat

bolt upright, however, and gave a “gasp and pointed
towards the bank.
“There yoa arel” he gasped. ‘“Oh, good!”

“That poacher, you mean?” -
“No, the silly old boat! There it is.”

¥ Look out—look out, there ! *
as a racing eight came round the bend in the river heading
straight for the rope that stretched from bank te bank.
it was too late.
moment wild confusion reigned In the racing craft. (See

. under that rope

It was. Rocking gently on the water, with its nose
rammed in some rushes, was a small skiff, with the sculls in
it. It was Trimble's boat, and it obviously had drifted
there from the island. -

The juniors recovered it and tied it on behind their eraft.
Then they resumed their voyage downstream. Trimble's
theory that the poacher had taken the boat was obviously off
the mark.

“He was on the other bank!” grunted Trimble. “I'm
sure : §

“Oh, rats! You careless young ass!” said Tom Merry,
laughing. “Good job for you we did come along, any-
way.” :

Tom Merry gave a yell of alarm

But
Bow was lifted clean out of his seat, and next

Chapter 10.)

“Hallo, hallo!” called Lowther suddenly. “Here e
a,rsl The merry old dredgers are at work already.”

Qi’l‘,x, crumbs!” gasped Trimble. “What's Grundy up %o
now

“Ha="ha; hg!>

It was the Treasure Combine again.

They were very busy. Grundy had evidently found the
grappling-irons in .he boathouse store-room, and once again
the treasure-seekers were at work.

Only George Alfred Grundy seemed at all enthusiastiz,
however. He had not even changed his clothes, though the
hot sun would probably soon dry them for him—if they were
not dry already. Not only had Grundy got the grappling-
irons, however, but he had obtained a long rope from some-
where and had stretched it right across the river, which 2t
that point was very narrow.

Grundy had selected the spot exactly opposite to the round
tower, and the thick trees and the tower itself screened
the operations from the view of anyone at the Grange.

There was no sign of Colonel Bland about—fortunately
for Grundy & Co. :

“Well, of all the cheek!’ gasped Tom Merry.
stretching a rope right aéross the river like that!”’

“It’s to keep the boat in line with the giddy tower all the
time,”” chuckled Lowther. ‘“Grundy does have brain-waves
at times! He’s getting quite brainy, in fact! What a pity
they’re sheep’s brains?”’ =

“Any luck, Grundy?’ called Blake.

“You shut up!” spapped Grundy, who seemed rather
eross. “You rotters can sheer off! You can easily duck

122

“Fancy

“We've found a few old kettles and other pots and pans i

said Arthur Augustus, with some heat. “Gwunday is vewy
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much off the wails in thinkin’ he’ll find anythin’ heah!
I'm about fed-up with this, deah boys!”

“So am I!” growled Mellish savagely. ““The treasure’s on
Abbey Island, Grundy. What’s the good of fooling about
like this?”

“I also am of the same opinion,”’” mentioned Skimpole
mildly, and not a little wearily. “I really do wish I had
notuofferesgl my secrvices to this expedition. Grundy is
really——

“Will you stop grousing?’ roared Grundy furiously.
“Tm fed-up with your grousing and grumbling! Blessed
if I don’t kick you all out of the dashed combine and go
on with it on my own! Anyway——")

“It’s close on lock-up, Grundy!” called Tom Merry, with
a laugh. * Better be getting that rope in, cld chap !”

“Shut up! I'm going on with this, snd blow lock-up—
and blow the lot of you!”

And Grundy went on dragging at his rope, while Mellish
—varned by his glare—went on pulling on the rope across
the river, thus hauling the boat along.

But Grundy was fated to find no treasure—or more kettles

and other pots and pans—that evening.

So engrossed in watching the operations had Tom Merry
& Co. been that none of them heard a familiar sound that
came from beyond the bend downstream. .

It was the measured, musical click of oars in rowlocks.

But suddenly Tom Merry awoke to it, and he gave a
sudden yell of alarm.

“Look out! Look out, there!”

But it was too late.

Round the bend came a racing eight at high speed, every
man in the boat working with measurcd rhythm and keep-
ing time like clockwork. It was the St. Jim’s senior crew
out for their usual evening spin, with Kildare stroking.
Tom Merry just caught a swift glimpse of eight bent backs
and the startled face of young Wally D’Arcy, the coxswain,
and then—

What happened next was too swift to follow clearly.

Fortunately, Grundy’s boat was close to Tom Merry
& Co.’s on the left side, quite near the bank. But it was
much too late to do anything with the rope that stretched
across the stream.

Wally D’Arcy scarcely saw it abt all. But it was there,
and as the boat swished up the rope snapped off the flag in
the prow, and then it seemed to swish up the canvas-covered
prow itself.

Bow was lifted clean out of his seat, and the next moment
wild confusion reigned in the racing craft as bow tumbled
over the man before him. Then followed a confused glimpse
of waving legs and arms and flashing oars; and then over
went the boat, and the water was filled with floating blades
and swimming forms and sweaters and scarfs.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Blake. “That’s done it!”

“Oh crikey!” groaned Grundy.

He had done it now with a vengeance!

“Quick!”” cried Tom Merry. in great alarm.
vith the boat, chaps!”’

But the help of Tom Merry & Co. was scarcely necessary.
All the seniors were good swimmers—they would not have
had a place in the boat otherwise. And, luckily, all of
them had managed to kick their feet from the stretcher
straps.

They swam round, and, under Kildare’s orders, started
to push the boat ashore, while Tom Merry & Co. collected
the floating oars and other things.

Grundy & Co. concentrated their attention upon getting
the rope from across the river at the very earliest possible
moment. -

Working_ almost in silence, the seniors raised the boat
from the river, emptying the water from it; and then they
lowered it carefully into the water again. Luckily for
Grundy, nothing save .the flag in the prow had been
damaged so far as could be seen. The oars were placed
into position again, and then the seniors were at liberty
to attend to George Alfred Grundy.

It was quite easy to see that he was responsible—indeed,
Kildare had heard a rumour at the boathouse of that great
man’s grappling intentions, and he had intended to keep
a look-out for Grundy while up the river.

He had come upon him quite unexpectedly and much
sooner than he had expected.

Kildare fixed a deadly glare on Grundy as that youth
finished untying the rope from the post on the near bank.

“There, that’s done!”’ remarked George Alfred. “TIt’s
rather unfortunate about this, Kildare. But you should
have looked where you were going to, you know. Dash it
all-—— Here, leggo! 1 say, lemme explain— Yoooooop !”

But they did not need an explanation from George Alfred
Grundy. His handiwork spoke eloguently for him. As
one man, without any orders from Kildare, the St. Jim's
senior crew rushed at Grundy.

Tur Gem Lisrary.~—No. 1,124.
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They had had a startling shock—especially bow—they were
drenched through, and their practice spin was *“mucked up.”

And that born idiot Grundy was responsible!

. They grabbed George Alired where they could—even
Wally D’Arcy taking a hand.

“Better go while the going’s good, Gussy!” called Jack
Blake. “May be your turn next!”

“Oh, bai Jove! But weally it would not be fair to leave
Gwunday in the lurch. 'Though, weally, Mellish—
Weally, Tompkins—" i

But Arthyr Augustus called in vain. Meliish and
Tompkins did not wish to see what might happen to them;
thE}(r1 followed Blake’s advice and went while the going was
good. - 5
Being luckier than Grundy, they were still in the boat,
and, unheeding Gussy’s protestations, they grabbed the
sculls and pulled away for dear life from the scene of the
tragic disaster.

The boat vanished round the bend.

George Alfred Grundy, deserted by his followers, was left
to face the music alone.

Bcarcely had his boat gone when Grundy, yelling wildly,
went soaring through the air, to drop into the river once
again with a resounding splash.

He crawled ashore quickly enough, for the water was not
deep near the side. He was immediately grabbed again—
and Grundy had good cause to regret crawling ashore so
quickly.

“Turn him over !” panted Kildare, who was crimson with
wrath. “We'll teach him to come such silly-ass tricks as
that! He must be potty—absolutely potty—the born idiot!
Wha?nhe’s doing outside a home I don’t know! Turn him
over! -

Grundy, despite his bellowing protestations, was turned
over until he was in a suitable position for corporal
punishment.

Then Kildare took a switch from the nearest hedge and
got down to business in earnest.

The skipper of St. Jim’s was a very thorough fellow in
all things, and he put his beef intosit now And certainly
George Alfred had asked for it and deserved it.

At all events, he got it!

His howls, mingled with his bellowing efforts to explain,
rang far and wide.

Colonel Bland came down to the edge of his jetty across
the river, and he stared at the scene in amazement—and
possibly with satisfaction if he recognised Grundy.

“Go it!” gasped Darrell of the Sixth, wringing water
from his vest and shorts. *“Give the voung villain socks,
Kildare! Here, I'll have a go after you!”’

“Yarrooogh 1"’

Grundy roared wildly and apprehensively again at that.
He certainly did not want Darrell to have a go. Kildare
was enough for him, and he was praying that the skipper’s
arm would soon tire.

It did tire at last, and Kildare flung the switch into the
river.

“Now get back-to school!” he panted.
lesson to you, Grundy!

“Let this be a
He’s had quite enough, I faney,
Where are those grappling-irons, you young
idiot?”

“Yow! Grooogh'! Ow, ow, ow! Oh, you rotter,
Kildare! Ow, ow! They—they're in the river! I dropped
the dashed—ow !—rope when you came up! Yow-ow!
Grooogh! They're gone for good, and now you’ve—ow-yow!
—mucked up my plans! Ow!”

“Then you'll have to pay for them, I expect!” snapped
Kildare. “Now get back to school, and don’t be a bigger
idiot than you can help after this!” s

“Yow! Look here—-"

“Get off!” roared Kildare.

And Grundy went. He tottered off along the towing-
path towards St. Jim’s in- a decidedly parlous state, and
once again dripping with water. Grundy had hoped this
was going to be his lucky day. But, so far, it certainly
didn’t look as if it was.

CHAPTER 11.
Trimble on the Trail !

HE whole school roared over the story of Grundy’s
trea%-hu.ntmg adventures. Grundy’s Treasure-
Hun?"Combine was looked upon as the joke of the
term. That a clever japer was at the bottom of it

all, few doubted. It was really surprising, considering the

general hilarity on the subject, that Grundy and his fellow-

members of the Combine did not smell a rat. Possibly

%\{Ielli}sh did, and possibly he would have backed out if he had
ared.

There was a prospect of payment at last for his labours,
however. For late that evening George Alfred had come to
a great and important decision, after prolonged reflection
upon the matter in the privacy of Study No. 3.
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He called a meeting of the Combine just before bed-time.

“Pve been thinking things over, you men,” he
announced. “PI'm afraid we went at the job a bit too
hastily, you knew. That was where we went wrong. All
the time I felt we were on the wrong trail, you know.”

“D-did you?” stuttered Arthur Augustus. “Then why
on earth did you go on with it, Gwunday ?”

“Shut up, Gussy. Am I the speaker, or are you?
off, blow you!”

“Bai Jove. But weally—"

“Shut up!” hooted Grundy. “You're like a blessed
sheep, Gussy, all jaw! Blessed if I can stand a fellow
who’s always gassing! Now, listen to me. As I say, we've
been on the wrong track. If you fellows hadn’t insisted
upon digging up Colonel Bland’s lawn and dragging the
blessed  river——"

‘}'th, my . hat!” gasped Mellish. “What a yarn!

y____::

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus indignantly. ‘‘{That
is weally the limit, Gwunday! Why, weren’t we all twyin’
to tell you that——"

“There you go again!” bawled Grundy. “Wagging that
chin of yours, D’Arcy! I tell you my theory that it was
the round tower on Abbey Island was right. I'm certain
of it now. The more I think things over the more I'm
convineed that the ruined tower on the island is the one

Ring

mentioned in the clue. We wasted our time, and got info
hot water-all round, through not sticking to my theory. In
fact, we haven’t heard the last of it yet. If old Bland
reports us, as I bet -he will, we’ll get it hot for what we
did. Now, in future, you fellows, I’'m going to have my
way. What I say goes. No more rushing off on side-issues

“and footling mares’-nests.”

“QOh, bai Jove! Gwunday, you feahful—"

“Dry up! Shut up! Now I've got my plans cut and
dried. We’'ve lost those other spades, but I'm going to
hire some from Rylcombe this afternoon. We’ll rush off
for the spades right away after dinner. No lagging behind,
mind! Remember, time is precious, and there’s a fortune
at stake, as I’ve mentioned before. f’kny fellgw who talks
of funking now is booked for the licking of his life. And,
for goodness’ sake, be carcful our plans don’t get out this
time! I'm fed-up with being stated at by a gang of cack-
ling idiots!” :

“gThey seem to think it’s a jape, Grundy,” said gielhsh
sulkily.” “They don’t believe in the treasure at all. -

“QOf course they don’t!” said Grundy scornfully. Of
course they think it’s all spoof! But if they’d seen that
chart, and the clue we found in that box, they’d sing a
different tune, wouldn’t they?” -

There was no getting over Grundy’s argument.

(Continued on next page.)
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T his Week:

LAWRENCE OF ARABIA'!
e O you know, one of the most
D thrilling sights I have ever
seen is a train load of Turkish
soldiers ascending skywards

after the explosion of a tulip ! ”

That was one of the astonishing remarks
made by Colonel Lawrence of Arabia,
the quiet, retiring Britisher who set out
into the heart of the Arabian desert in
the early part of 1916, determined to
unite the wandering Nomadic tribes, in
spite of the fact that they had been kept
apart by blood-feuds for centuries, and
lead them, as an Army, against the Turks.

That he succeeded In his amazing
resolve was one of the wonders of the War,
and his life, during those epic years when
Great Britain was fighting tooth and nail
for freedom, is one long chapter of thrills
and hairbreadth escapes from death.

His favourite hobby at that time was
blowing up sections of Turkish railway
line with his “ tulips ” as he called them,
or actually, powerful charges of blasting
gelatine. And so successful did he be-
come as & dynamiter of trains that he was
awarded the title of champion train wrecker,
and when the War closed was credited
with no less than seventy-nine mine
laying expeditions.

‘Whether this is true or not it is difficult
to judge, but certainly he created a panic
among those Turks who were obliged to
travel by rail. In fact, Lawrence had
blown up so many trains on the Hedjaz
Railway, that seats in the rear coaches
cost seven or eight times as much as
those in front, because it was known
that Lawrence invariably fired his charges

Arabia.

One of the most sensational epics of the Great

was Ceclconel Lawrence’s Campaign

and
them against the Turks.

beneath the engine, and damaged the
first few coaches immediately behind it.

Strangely enough, although- Lawrence
carried his life in his hands throughout
his Arab Campaign, taking part in dozens
of ficrce ongagements and hot skirmishes
with the Turks, it was after the Turkish
Armistice was signed at the Peace Con-
ference in Paris that he experienced
what wag probably the greatest thrill of
his career. It came about thus!

Lawrence had left many important
papers stowed away in Cairo of which he
found himself in need, and not wishing to
waste more time than he could help or run
the risk of being torpedoed by German
U-boats, while returning by the sea route
across the Mediterranean, he cast round
for some other means of paying a flying visit
to Cairo, and returning with all speed.

He was told that ten great Handley-
Page planes, with Rolls-Royce engines,
were about to set off from London to Cairo.
Lawrence immediately decided to go with
them.

From the time he ascended in one of
those machines en roufe for Egypt, his
life was one long, hazardous thrill. For
one thing, his pilot was a young dare-
devil, reckless as they make ’em, who
had never flown a Handley-Page before,
and who didn’t know much about a Rolls-
Royce engine. The result was that
between Cologne and Lyons the plane had
to come down four times for repairs.
Indeed, most of the machines had to be
reconstructed during the journey. So that
it was a wonder that Lawrence reached
Rome without mishap.

Then things began to happen with a

Singie-handed, this quiet Englishman
set out into the heart of the Arabian desert to

unite the wandering tribes of Arabs, lead

vengeance ! The pilots had som”

hazy idea that there was an
aerodrome at Rome, but for
the life of them they couldn’t
locate it. At last, Lawrence’s
pilot fancied he had spotted a
suitable landing ground; and
down he swept, full pelt, until
he realised he had made a mis-
take, and that it was only a deep
quarry.

Switching on his engine, the
pilot desperately sought to zoom
upwards, but his scant know-
ledge of how to handle the big
machine, and the sad state of
its air-worthiness, proved too
much for him. Down came
the plane—down, down, until
it touched the ground, ran for
some distance, toppled over the
quarry edge, hit a tree and
crumbled up, & mass of wreck-
age !

Luckily Lawrence was in
the gun-pit. The two pilots on
board were killed, the two
mechanics were pitched out,
both temporarily stunned, while Lawrence
was pinned helplessly in the midst of the
wreckage, with a collar-bone, shoulder
blade, and three ribs all broken.

Luckily one of the mechanics recovered
consciousness within a few moments,
and came to Lawrence’s aid. It was then
that the latter exhibited the true spirit
of the great daredevil. When the mechanic
explained that the machine might catch
fire, ere he could drag his distinguished
passenger clear, Lawrence answered
cheerfully.

““ Well, if she does, when I arrive in the
other world, I may find it a bit chilly 1”

Nothing so serious happened, however !

Within a week, Lawrence jumped into
another machine gnd continued his
journey, making light of his injuries,
which were enough to have incapacitated
any ordinary man for a considerable
time. :
Not so Lawrence! But then he is no
ordinary man! During the War he was
a great daredevil in every sense of the
word, careless of his own safety, if by
risking his life he could further the great
cause.upon which he had set his heart, and
incidentally aid his country in the defeat
of her foes.

One could cite countless thrilling in-
cidents in which Colonel Lawrence of
Arabia proved his mettle. Let this one
instance suffice to show what manner of
man he is !

in

(Next weels our special conitribuior
deals with Charles Blondin, the tight-
rope walker.)
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agaiéx the wavering members of the Combine were reas
gured. -

“That’s seftled, then,” said Grundy, with satisfaction,
quite pleased that his followers were showing no further
sigus of mutiny. “Remember, immediately after dinner we
go after some spades, and then make straight for the boat-
house. I tried to get old Mimble, the gardener, to let me
have some more, but he's waxy about the others—says I've
got to pay for the dashed things. It can't be helped.
Still, we've got the whole afternoon and evening at our
disposal.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And with that the meeting broke up, all the members
eagerly looking forward to the treasure-hunt on Abbey
Island the. following afternoon. Grundy himself was feel-
ing more hopeful than ever. As a matter of fact, it had
struck Grundy quite suddenly that it was queer that, while
‘Abbey Island was mentioned several times in the “History
of St. James’ Monastery,” the tower on the Rylcombe
Grange was not even mentioned. .

Possibly, as Lowther had said, it was not built then.
Grundy wondered how he could have allowed his followers
to persuade him into such hasty and unreflective action.

Feeling very satisfied and confident, Grundy followed his
men out and went down to the Common-room.

His heavy footsteps had just died away when a fat,
dusty form crawled from beneath the study couch.

It was Baggy Trimble.

““So that’s their game—eh? Jolly good job I thought of
hiding in here to find out what they're going to do. ~Blow
them and their blessed Combine! I'll beat ’em yet!”

Trimble dreamed of treasure and wealth untold that
night. VYet, somehow, the otherwise delightful dream was
spoiled by a vague face that would come between him
and the treasure.” A bristly-chinned, low-browed face it was
—the face of the man he had seen on the river-bank, the
poacher.

- Morning lessons the next day—Wednesday—secemed
endless to Grundy & Co., and also to Baggy Trimble.

At about half-past eleven, Baggy Trimble suddenly gave
@ loud, heartrending groan, and dropped his head on his
arms on the desk.

Mr. Lathom was petrified and quite startled. The Form
stared; and then, remembering Trimble’s “wangles” of
old, they grinned expectantly.

“Trimble!”

Groan! :

“Are you ill, boy?” demanded Mr. Lathom, in great
concern. ‘‘I trust you have not again been overloading
your d,igestion with indigestible pastry, Trimble! Are
you—-7"

“It—it’s all right, sir,” panted Trimble, stifling another
groan by a truly artistic effort. “I—I shall be all right
presently, sir. Don't mind me! I've stood this fearful
headache all morning, so far, and I think I can stand it a
bit longer without collapsing. It—it's all right, siz. T'll
bear up. Groogh!” -

“Bless my soul!”

Groan, groan, groan! s

“My dear boy, but this will not do!” said Mr. Lathom
kindly but firmly. “If you really have been suffering from
a headache all morning, you should have mentioned the
matter to me, and I would have excused you further
lessons.” :

Trimble felt a sudden wish that he had mentioned the
matter carlier—much earlier.

“As it is,” resumed the good-hearted little gentleman,
““you may go and lie down until dinner, Trimble. I think
you had getter go straight to see the matron first, my boy,
and then keep yourself as quiet as possible.”

Trimble raised his head wearily.

“If you insist upon it, sir, I'll go!” he gasped. “I'm
sorry to disturb the lesson, sir. Shall I tell the matron
you sent me, sir?”

“Yes, yes; of course, my boy.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Trimble faintly.

Groan, groan, groan!

Amid a series of artistically-rendered groans, Baggy
Trimble staggered from his place and tottered to the door
through rows of grinning faces. Trimble, as a malingerer,
was well-known to his Form-fellows, if not to his Form
master. :

' The door closed upon Trimble. e

Out in the passage his agonised expression fled, giving
place to a fat, satisfied grin. He executed a short, eloquent
sort of war-dance, placed a thumb to his nose, with out-
stretched fingers pointed at the closed door, and then rolled
away hurriedly in high feather.

But he did not go near the matron’s room. He had got
out of the Form-room before Grundy could leave his, and
that was all that mattered. He would soon be in a position
to laugh at school and masters and matrons, .

Getting his cap Baggy Trimble hurried out of doors,
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leeping a careful look-out and taking care not to be seen
from the school windows. <

He reached the school wall without incident, and soon
he was racing as hard as his bulk would allow towards
the boathouse.

It was open; inside the long, low sheds Adams and his
assistant boatman were busy getting boats ready for the
afternoon. Out at the staging were already several boats
just drawn up over the edge of the stage, in readiness.

Trimble pushed a small skiff gently into the water and
clambered in. Then he pushed off and grasped the oars.

It was warm work rowing, and Trimble was not fond
of exertion of any sort. . Yet the thought of the treasure
on Abbey Island, simply waiting there to be dug up,
spurred him on.

The boat danced upstream in the glimmering sunshine,
past green, wooded banks and smiling meadows. The
island came into sight at last, and by that time Trimble
was panting and streaming with perspiration. Moreover,

e was very hungry indeed. He began to wish now that
he had waited until dinner, but it was only a fleeting wish,
After all, what was missing a meal to missing a fortune?
Nothing !

So Trimble mentally tightened his belt and pulled on.

He was opposite the island now. From the wooded bank
of the mainland a voice suddenly hailed him—a husky,
almost threatening voice:

“Hi, hi, young 'un! Hil”

Trimble started. He had heard that voice before. Ho
glanced hastily round over his shoulder.

A figure appeared half-in and half-out of the foliage on
the far bank. Distant as it was, I'rimble recognised the
man’s face just as he had recognised the husky voice.
.“Cheeky villain " mumbled Trimble. “Wants me to row
him over to the island, I bet! As if I would, the low
Here goes for the island, anyway !”

And Trimble pulled for the island, ignoring the shouts of
the man on the towing-path.

Yet somehow Trimble felt rather uneasy now, and when
he reached the ruins at last he glanced almost fearfully
about him.

All was silent and still.

Hardly a breath stirred, and the sudden rattle of a
rabbit in the undergrowth made him jump. Even in the
daytime the ruins seemed strangely eerie. And the sight
of the man on the river bank had quite disturbed Bagpy
Trimble.

Yet the fellow, poacher or no poacher, could not reach
him, much less harm him.

With this thought Baggy Trimble found his spade, which
he had hidden in some bushes, and then he resumed his
excavating.

The ruined tower stood a little way from the main ruins,

" and actually it was only a shattered relic of a tower, its

highest wall being less than twenty feet high. On the
revious evening Trimble had followed out the instruction
in the “clu.” He had paced off one hundred paces, making
careful allowance for his own paces being shorter than a
man’s. And, luckily, he had known in which direction the
east lay! :

The hundred paces east had taken him right across a
patch of stone-covered grass and then along the wall of a
ruined nave of the ancient building. But before he had
quite completed the hundred he was brought to a stop
against a stone wall that branched off at right-angles, the
two walls, shattered as they were, forming a corner.

It seemed to Baggy a remarkably likely place for any-
one to hide anything. And then Baggy Trimble made
a thrilling discovery.

Roughly hacked in the ancient stonework, almost
covered with mossy green, was a sort of arrow-head, point-
ing downwards.

It was enough for Baggy Trimble. This was the spot,
and no other. Whoever had made that arrow-head had
hidden the treasure there.

Baggy had set to work with a will, and only sheer
weariness and fear had made him desist. And now here
he was again to resume the struggle for the fortune. And
he had a good clear hour and a half at least before the
troublesome Grundy came along.

He set to work with a will. So far he had only dug a
couple of feet down, for the ground was stony and hard
to dig. Perspiration streamed from him, but he kept at
it, his breath coming in gasps. Trimble was not used to
work. Vet he worked like & Trojan now, and the hole
widened and deepened steadily. It was fully four feet down
now, and he was just about to take a well-needed rest
when——

Clink ! -
1H!i‘s spade struck something that gave out a metallic
clink ! 2
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CHAPTER 12,
‘Treasure Trove !

RIMBLE’S heart leaped. z
There was no doubt about it.
His spade had struck something, and. the nexi
moment the -fat Fourth-Former, fagged as he was,
was setting to work feverishly again. Spadefuls of earth
and stones fairly flew out of the hole under his mad on-
slaught. And at last Trimble felt certain—nay, he knew I—
that victory was within his grasp..

Tt was a sack—or, rather, something within a sack—that
Trimble’s spade had struck against. And it was something
that gleamed brightly in the sun where his spade had
seraped the metal.

Silver!

With trembling fingers, Baggy Trimble
opened the sack, plunged a hand in, and
drew out one of the silver articles, It was
a- goblet of precious meta! and obviously
of great value. The fat Fourth-Former
thrilled through and through. * M-m-m-y
hat !’ he gasped. (See Chapter 12.)

first intention had been to make for .the boat, but caution
had brought a second thought. He was likely to meet
Grundy & Co. on the way down-stream, and in any case the
boatmen at the boathouse would want to help him in with
the boat, or see to it, and then—how could he explain‘why he
was carting about a sackful of solid silver, obviously of
gréat value? ; ¢ - ;

Had Trimble’s conscience been quite easy in the matter
he would have gone forth boldly, anxious to gain glory as
well as the treasure. That was what Grundy would have
done without the slightest doubt. Grundy felt he had a
perfect right to the treasure if he found it, and he would
have not hesitated to “tell the world,” so to speak. :

But Baggy did not ' Possibly’ he was not quite certain
that what he had found was the monks’ treasure; possibly
he was afraid of Grundy collaring is from him; possibly

F ‘V//

Trimble had hoped that it might be gold. Still, silver
was good enouglt to be going on with.

He managed to loosen all the soil round the sack at last. It
was not a very big sack, but it was very heavy indeed. It
appeared to be made of some thick, canvas material, but
it was rotted through in parts now, and many of the
articles in it protruded here and there, showing the dull
glint of tarnished silver. :

With trembling fingers Trimble opened the sack at last.

Then he plunged his hand in and drew out one of the
silver articles. It was & goblet of solid silver, finely
chased, and obviously of great value.

Trimble thrilled through and through.

His dreams of wealth had come true at last.

“J suppose I’d better buck up and get the hole filled in
again before Grundy comes,” he muttered shakily. !

Laying the bag very carefully on the grass, Trimble set
to work at great speed to fill in the hole again. It was an
easy task in comparison with the digging of the hole, and
it was done at last. But Trimble was alniost dropping with
fatigue at the finish. He stamped down the earth in frantic

haste, and then he rolled big stones over the spot and flung .

handfuls of small ones to help to cover the fresh carth.
Gasping and panting, and in a bath of perspiration,
Baggy staggered away with his load of treasure-trove.

he feared the Government would claim half and the owneg
of the land the other half!

At all events, Trimble did not at all feel easy in his
mind in the matter. He hesitated once or twice, and then,
changing his direction, he made for the centre of the island.
He stopped at last. It was not the first rest he had been
obliged to take by any means. But this time he stopped
for good and lowered the sack carefully to the ground.

Before him was a greay, shattered oak-tree. On one
memorable occasion Baggy remembered having hidden some
tuck in the hole under the roots—tuck he had raided from a
picnic party. So, dragging out handfuls of dead leaves and
soil to make the hole larger, Baggy, after a desperate
struggle, pushed the sack and its contents right into the
secret hiding-place. !

He almost collapsed when he had finished. The strain
of carrying that weighty ‘bag after the fatigue of unac-
customed digging had been almost too much for him.
Indeed, only greed had enabled him even to lift the bag.

It was done at last. )

After a breathless rest, Baggy rose and carefully covered
all traces of his work at the roots of the tree, dragging
bracken round the big hole to hide the disturbed soil.
Then, with a. reluctant glance behind him, the treasures
hunter rolled away towards where he had left his boat.
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Trom somewhere, not far away, he heard voices and the
tramp of feet through the undergrowth. -

Grundy & Co. had arrived, then! Trimble decided to
make quite sure before he made for the boat. He hurried
towards the sounds, softly and cautiously. He stopped
suddenly just within the fringe of trees bordering the ruins.
What he saw made him jump.

It was not the Treasure Combine at all—it was Tom
Merry & Co. And .they carried a box between them—a
large, rusty, iron box that appeared to be very heavy.
They were just entering the ruins from the far side when
Trimble blinked at the scene. > 7

“Buck up!” said Lowther cheerfully. “Those asses will
be here soon now. We've not a second to waste. Get at
it, my hearties! Dig’s keceping a look-out, but he won't
be able to keep ’em back long. Buck up!”

“Yes, rather!” 3

“I did intend to let Grundy and his pals dig a really
whacking great hole before doing anything!” chuckled
Lowther. “But Gussy and Mellish, and the other two, are
getting fed-up, and it can’t last much longer. We really
can’t let 'em have all their trouble for nothing. It would
be disappointing—especially for us.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

CHAPTER 13.
“Eureka !’

[ 3 A, ha, ha!”
H Tom Merrry & Co. roared as they set to work
on the spot Lowther pointed out. Trimble gasped
: as he realised it was the very spot where he
had been digging. He felt thankful he had remembered
to hide his spade before leaving the spot. He saw Tom
Iﬁier{y suddenly pause and point to the faintly-seen arrow-

ead.

“Ves, I noticed that!” grinned Lowther. “Rather a
queer coincidence, what? Look well if there really is
treasure hidden here.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

Apparently Tom Merry & Co. did not think it at all
likely. Thoy little dreamed of the truth. Trimble grinned
gleefully as he watched and heard the scoffers. If they

only knew!

Really, it was very funny—for Trimble! He had
already guessed something of the truth—at least, he
guessed Tom Merry & Co. were engaged upon some jape
upon Grundy & Co. But what was the box for, and what
was in it?

He was soon to know. - :

Tom Merry & Co. were not the fellows to waste time,
and they fairly made the soil fly. Deeper and deeper became
the hole, and at last Tom Merry was satisfied.

“Deep enough now, Monty,” he said. “Let’s have that
glddy box of tricks in.”

“Right-hot” :

The box was lowered into the hole, and then the soil
and stones filled in and stamped down hard. Again stones
and moss were trampled artistically over the fresh earth.

“Grundy will never spot anything, though old Gussy
might,” remarked Lowther critically. “Still, we've done
all we can to prevent Grundy being disappointed, haven’t
we? I—— Hallo, here comes Dig!”

NEXT WEEH#'S FEAST OF
- FUN _AND FICTION.

¢« BAGGY’S BARGAIN SALE!”
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
The amazing sequel to the story you have just been read-
ing, told in your favourite author’s own inimitable style,
« THE ROBOT MAN!”

Concluding chapters of this remarkable serial story wiil
be found in next week’s number, and the climax is as
thrilling as it is unexpected,
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Digby came rushing up.

“Here they come!” he said crisply.

“All ready.”

“Then get out of sight—quick! The boat’s hidden safely
all serene.”

“Good "

The plotters went into hiding amid the
bushes.

A few seconds elapsed, and then Grundy, with a spade
over his shoulder, and followed by Gussy, Skimpole,
Mellish, and Tompkins, also carrying spades, tramped into
the clearing. :

“Here we are!” said Grundy, glancing round the ruins.
“Now we’ll soon get on the job, you men. I know guite
well, as I've said before, that this is the spot where the
stuff was buried. You felléws get ready while I survey.”

He walled over to the ruins of the round tower. Placing
his back to the wall and facing east, he started to pace
the distance. His solemn seriousness nearly made the
hidden watchers explode with mirth.

But fortunately they restrained themselves. Grundy
found the spot at last—he would have been very dense
indeed had he failed to find it. And it did not take him
long to spot the roughly-chiselled arrow-head.

He yelled aloud with excitement, and that moment was
a thrilling one for the Treasure Hunt Combine. It did
not need Grundy's disciplinary methods to make Gussy
and the rest work hard after that.

They simply jumped to it, their eyes gleaming with -
eagerness and anticipatory joy.

Even Grundy grabbed a spade and dug madly, trembling
with excitement. With every spadeful the excitement
grew.

Clank! :

It was Grundy’s spade striking iron!

“Fureka!” he roared.

“Bai Jove! Oh, gweat Scott!”

All lent a  hand after that. The excitement grew and
grew. Grundy was red in the face and panting. The box
was disclosed ‘at last. Willing hands made light work,
and the heavy box was lifted out and laid on the ground.

“You chaps ready?”

stones and

- Grundy tore at the fastenings, his men standing round in

a fascinated group.

Again Grundy found it necessary to prise the lid open
with a spade, but it was wrenched upwards at last, and
clanged back on its hinges.

But alas! No array of gleaming gold and precious
stones was disclosed.

Grundy almost fainted; Gussy’s jaw dropped. Mellish,
Tompkins, and Skimpole could have wept.

. Yet something was in the box. First, there was a gleam-
ing silk hat—a thing of beauty and a joy for ever! Arthur
Augustus recognised it in a flash.

“Oh, bai Jovel” he articulated faintly. “It—it's my
best Sunday toppah! Oh, gweat Scott! I missed it fwom
my wardwobe last night, and I thought Twimble had boned
it. But—but—"

Words failed the astounded Arthur Augustus.

. There was something else in the box, and like a fellow
in a dream, the almost petrified Grundy removed the
tissue-paper covering it, disclosing to view a fine, large
plum-cake, covered with icing.

“M-mum-my cake !” gulped Grundy.
It’s my missing cake! Somebody boned it from my study-
yesterday. I thought it was Trimble. But 2

“And dear me!” mumbled Skimpole, reaching down
dazedly into the treasure-chest. “ Here is my missing volums
of Professor Ballycrumpet’s series on Determinism.”

“And my Latin Grammar!” wailed Mellish, .1 say, you
flelcllo'\ﬁ's, it must be—Oh dear !~—a rotten swizz! We’ve been

ad !

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a perfect howl of hysterical laughter from the
hidden watchers. There was still something else in the box—
it proved-to be Tompkins’ favourite volume on FEnglish
Butterflies, but nobody heeded that—they were too busy
laughing. All, that is, excepiing the Treasure Combine!

While Tom Merry & Co. emerged from hiding and showed .
themselves, nearly rolling about helplessly with laughter,
the Treasure Combine glared and glared, nearly weeping
with disappointment.

“QOh!” gasped Grundy, finding his voice at last: “Oh,
great pip! So—so it’s all a swizz, then?”

“Go hon!”

*“Ha, -ha, hal” -

“It’s all spoof!” roared Grundy furiously. *Is that it?
Did you fellows hide these things in here? And—oh,
great pip! Does this mean that you fellows also hid that
dashed clue for me to find ?” :

(Continued on page 28.;

“(Oh, mum-my hat!




Steadiast courage and grit have carried
Jack Carter & Co. through many a
perilous adventure since they first
arrived in the deserted valley ruled by
a mad scientist. But they realise in
the closing stages of the battle with
Professor Rollins that they are not yet
out of the wood !

The Attack on the Bungalow !

¢ 7 ERE you paid te kill Captain Storm 7°” asked Jack

W Caxter quietly,

His voice was gentle, almost friendly. It had
. _no animosity or indignation in it whatever. His
gaze was fixed on the pinched, rat-like face of the sick man.

“No, no,” ‘replied Tench, “not Storm! Only young
Frobisher, but the others had to go, too—-witnesses, you
know. Dead men tell no tales. Now there’s only you and
me, and we go halves. No one will ever know. Anything
might happen in a country like this. We get back to
England safe, and then we squeeze old Hawking for all
he is worth [?

“Hawkins?” *

“Ah! Raymond Hawkins, Xsq., a great swell, my
governor. Uncle to young Frobisher, and the boy was
rich. Didn’t you know that? Tremendously rich! And now
Hawkins gets it all. That’s why we’ve got to get back--
%0 as to get our share! VYou must help me, Carter; I can’t
do it alone! I'm weak, and I’'m all on fire, and a million
wheels are spinning round in my head !”

“Did your employer, Mr. Hawkins, tell you to kill Harry
Frobisher 2”* asked Jack, in the same quiet tone.

“No—too cunning for that! Told me to look after the
boy and keep near him always, and then, as we were leav-
ing, he said: °If anything happens tc my nephew and he
never comes back you will deserve something for all your
trouble, Tench, and I will pay you five thousand pounds.’
A nod is as good as a wink, eh? What do you think of
that for a toff? Tempting a poor man! Five thousand
pounds ! Five thousand—"

- He closed his -eyes, and his voice trailed off into inco-
herent mumblings.

Jack determined that in the morning he would compel
the man to repeat his confession before the others, but this
was not to be.

Paul Tench did not recover consciousness, and on the
following day, just before noon, he died.

HERE'S ANOTHER FULL-O-THRILLS INSTALMENT OF—

{Introduction on
next page.)

The body of Paul Tench, - the
miserable tool of an infamous em-

ployer was buried in a grave on the
edge of the forest.

“So much for Master Tench!” said
Teddy White grimly, as the four
friends completed their dismal task.

“That will do, Teddy,” said Captain
Storm quietly. “The man is dead and
beyond our enmity. His fate may be the

fate of anyone of us—or of all of us—
before long.”

“A cheery thought, cap’n—a cheery
thought!” said Teddy, who refused
absolutely to be sentimental about Paul
Tench. “Let’s hope as how we hev
better luck.”

Nothing more was said, and they were trooping back to
the bungalow when suddenly, by a mutual impulse, they
came to a halt and stood staring at one another.

“Wot's that?” said Teddy, in a startled voice.

No one answered him, but mstinctively they all turned
and looked towards the forest upon which they had just
turned their backs.

And as“they stood there motionless there fell upon their
ears a new and unfamiliar sound.

TFar away in the depths of that wilderness of tree, shrub,
and tangled vine something was stirring. ;

The noise was of crackling wood and rustling leaves. It

,was not loud, but it was extended over a wide area, and

every moment it increased in volume. o

Jack glanced at Captain Storm.

“What do you make of it?” he asked quietly.

“Sounds like an army advancing through the forest,™
said the captain. : 3

Jack nodded.

“ And in our direction,” he suggested.

“Yes; it is coming this way!”

“Shall I go and do a bit of scouting?” said
eagerly. “I’m rather good at that.”

“No,” roplied Jack promptly. “We had better all get
back to the bungalow dnd keep a good look-out from there.
It may be nothing to do with us. Our best policy is to lie

Harry

w.

Bat, although he spoke encouragingly, his face was very
grave. .

On reaching the bungalow Jack gave a few quiet orders.
The chums secured their rifles, saw to their ammunition, shut
and made fast the doors bhoth at the front and back, and
stationed themselves at the windows, without, however,
exposing themselves to view from the outside. ‘

The long, low room in the front of the house had two
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windows, oack stationed himself at one, Captain Storm at
the other.

Harry and Teddy White were in the bed-rooms at the
back of the house.

“You think we are going to be attacked?” said the
captain, in a low voice.

“1 don’t know, but I think it likely,” replied Jack. “The
professor, in spite of his madness, was a man with an
extraordinary personality. He must have obtained
enormous influence over the people who worked for him.
Some of them are pretty certain to try to avenge his death.
I am afraid I have stirred up a hornet’s nest, and you are
likely to suffer through me.”

“Stuff and nonsense!” replied the captain vigorously.
“You got me out of a pretty ugly corner. The professor
did not seem to me to be a man likely to have many
friends. If he is dead we ought to be able to deal with
his followers. Hallo, here they come! Look—beyond that
palm to your right.”

Even as he spoke there emerged, not merely from one
point, but from a dozen points along the edge of the forest,
a swarm of men. :

At the same moment Harry and Teddy called out that
ﬁgures had appeared in the garden at the back of the

ouse.

“We are in a ring, and it is closing up!” said the
captain, .

“Keep quiet and out of sight. Let no one fire till I give
the word!” commanded Jack quietly.

As he spoke he put down his rifle and picked up the
mysterious tube by which he had obtained his liberty.

Glancing at it, he observed with surprise that it had
changed its colour. It was no longer glittering, but had
assumed a dull, leaden hue. :

He paid little attention to this at the time, however, his
mind being occupied by other thoughts.

He looked again through the window, and observed that
the crowd had halted and that from it had emerged a tall,
powerful-looking, dark-skinned fellow carrying a white flag.

Instantly Jack went to the door and began to open it.

“What are you doing?” demanded Captain Storm,
almost fierce.

“That’s all right. I am going to parley. You stay here,”
said Jack; and before the other could protest further he
had stepped out on to the veranda.

The man with the white flag halted twenty paces away.

“Pardon, senor,” he said politely, “but does a young
Englishman by name of Carter dwell in this house?”

“What do you want with him?” asked Jack.

“Y come to call upon him in friendship, and I would
speak with him.” :

“All are welcome who call in friendship, but we do not
{ikri to see them with arms in their hands,” said Jack
dryly.

“My men are armed, but I carry no weapons,” replied
the man. :
“Well, then, speak. My name is Carter. What have

vou to say to me?” said Jack. - i 3
The man looked at him very hard, seeming to size him

up and down.
“I am Roderigo, a messenger from the great Professor

Rollins, and I speak in his name!”
“ Professor Rollins is dead,” said Jack curtly, “so please
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shall be as though it never happened. Buf you must come
at once and re-enter his service.”

“And if I refuse?”

“Then my instructions are to take you by force.”

“And my friends?”

Roderigo shrugged his shoulders.

“They do not interest me or my master. I have given
my message. What is your answer? If you refuse to
come with me at once I shall be regretfully compelled to
order that house to be burned down above your head; and
then, when you have been smoked out, my pepple will
deal with you all as I see fit to command. Do I make
myself clear, senor?” -

“You do, and if you don’t get back to your cut-throat
gang in double-quick time I'll put a bullet into you!”

The words were spoken. not by Jack, but by Captain
Storm, who had appearcd suddenly on the veranda, rifle
mT}tlland. o

ere was a very ugly look in the captain’s face, and
the half-breed did not stop to argue witﬁJ him. .

He turned and ran. But on getting back to his comrades
he recovered his courage, and could be seen waving his
arms excitedly and giving orders to the men who gathered
round him.

m“ This means the end,” said Jack, looking at the captain.

‘l‘fhey are going to attack.”
= Well, we will put up a fight,” replied Storm grimly.

If they mean murder we will sell our lives dearly. Quick!
Get inside.” f
. Jack obeyed gloomily. Even now he was wondering if
it might not be possible to save his friends’ lives by giving
up his own.
t.C‘a,ptzun Storm, however, had no doubts as to the situa-
ion.

“They are out to kill the lot of us, and bullets alone
;:-ankhlflg us now,” he said. “Get to your station, and aim
o kill.

The door was again made fast, and each went back to
the window appointed.

“Teddy! Harry! How is it on your side?” called the
captain over his shoulder.

“They are a-creeping up through the long grass, millions
of ’em[” replied Teddy’s excited voice. %

“All right. Hold your fire until you are sure you woa't
miss, and then blaze away.”

“Right-ho, eap’'n!”

“And Harry? Are you all right?”’ called Jack; and, in
spite of himself, he could not prevent a note of anxiety in
his voice.

“Rather!” came the cheery response. “I've got a chap
covered. Ugly-looking beggar he is, too. I think he is
going to make a rush; then I'll get him.”

‘“ How many on your side?”

‘“ About a dozen, I think.”

Teddy’s millions had dwindled, but the house was
obviously surrounded. :

Jack could see at least fifty men, under the command of
Roderigo, at the front of the house. 3

They were advancing slowly and steadily, but with deadly
purpose, wriggling through the long grass.

And then suddenly came a shower of bullets and small
shot rattling against the walls of the bungalow and shatter-
ing the windows.
A howl came from Teddy

speak in your own name.”

“The professor lives,” re-
plied the other guietly. “No
one can kill him. He will
die only when his work is
done, and:then only in the
hour he has chosen.”

13 u __“_”

Jack was about to argue,
but checked himself, a sudden
doubt seizing him.

Suppose, after all, this
fellow spoke the truth? Sup-
pose the amazing professor
had, after all, escaped from
that pit of death? The thing
was just possible.

With this doubt in his
mind Jack decided to speak
cautiously.

“I will hear what you have
to say,” he said

“The professor wishes me
to say that if you will return
guietly with me he will over-
Jook all that has passed. It

LT BRG]
THE OPENINQ CHAPTERS.

Captain Storm, in company with Teddy White, a middle-aged Cockney,
and two youngsters named Jack Carter and Harry Frobisher, set off in
search of Professor Rollins, & missing scientist reputed to be held in
captivity somewhere within the vicinity of the regions through whick the
mighty Amazon flows. After several days’ tracking through the unexplored
Jorest a huge steel monster formed like a man suddenly appears, seizes
Captain Storm by the waist, and carries him away. Almost following
this, Jack Carter comes face to face with Professor Rollins, whom he
Learns is none other than the inventor of this strange monstrosity known as
the Robot. To save his fellow explorers from the ruthless hands of the mad
invenlor, Jack agrees to enter a gas-filled tunnel at the end of which
Rollins declares is o deposit of radium worth untold millions. While
Jack is carrying out the task allotted him, an attempt on the life of his
chums is made by Paul Tench, a former member of the party, who has a
grudge againsé Frobisher. Receiving a prearranged signal, and not know-
ang of Paul Tencl’s treachery, Jack holds the professor responsible.
Waiting his opportunity, he seizes the professor in his powerful arms and
sends him hurtling into the radium pit. The professor, however, is
rescued by his faithful servant, Gonzales, and forthwith gives orders for
Carter’s recapture, who, meanwhile has rejoined his comrades in a bungalow
neor the coast.  T'he four chums are discussing future plans when o rustling
in the long grass atiracts Jack’s attention. Rushing to the spot, he dis-
covers Tench in « state of collapse, his face distorted with pain. Lifting
the man tenderly in his arms, Jack carries him to the bungalow where
ke gathers from @ few coherent sentences thot the would-be assassin is the
miserable tool of an infamous employer.

(Now read on.)

White.

“Hit, Teddy?” inquired
Captain Storm, without turn-
ing his gaze away from the
window, which had been
shattered before his eyés.

“Not yet, cap’n; but I
don’t like it. I don’t like it
at’all. This ain’t my game.
Oo-er I

The last ejaculation was
occasioned by -an explosion
inside the bungalow. Captain
Storm had fired.

With a scream of agony, &
figure out there in the garden
leaped up from the long
grass and then fell headlong.

That single shot seemed to
act as a signal, for imme-
diately a swarm of figures
leaped up intc the view, and,
shouting excitedly, dashed
forward in an attempt to
rush the little fortress.
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Both the captain and
Jack fired, but the mob
swept forward with
gcareely a check,

A dozen men reached
the veranda and began
to etamber over.

Roderigo, who had
kept well behind, now
came racing forward,
urging on his men.

“Take him alive!”
he yelled ecxcitedly.
“Kill the others, but
take the boy alive !”

Jack stood back from
the shattered window,
czlubbed his rifle, and
prepared to sell his
life dearly.

It was at o this
moment, when . all
seemed lost, that there
came an extraordinary
diversion.

Out of the heart of
the dark, gloomy
forest there suddenly
came the sound of
voices ratsed in song.

The volume of sound
was great, and its
effect was amazing.

‘Fhe  whole battle
came to a sudden
pause. FEven the men
clambering over the
veranda rail, bent on
slanghter, their eyes
full of the lust of
battle, stopped, and,

Y7 A
7z e
e

turning their heads,
looked back. :

_ Roderigo himself
looked round, and

then, standing like one
petrified,- stared at the
dark and  gloomy

rious said Teddy.

oming.

sound was

.Slowly hl_s men gathered round him, as thongh seceking
his protection. They were all a itated, and their whole
r?omoanm?r. betrayed the fact that they were the victims of
A superstitious fear. I

i say, t}.m beggars on this side have bolted!” came
Harry's execited v “And I haven't had a pot at
them 1 :

“Running like rabbits! Wot’s up?”’ cried Teddy.

And the next moment both Teddy and Harry came rui-
ning into the front room, where Jack and (,‘aiﬂ"ain Storm
stood staring stupidly at one another.

“What do you make of it?” asked Jack, with.a queer
ch in his breath.

Nnthing ” replied Captain Storm. “But, thank good
those cut-throats out there seem to be equally in the

They are scarved stiff!”

And, indeed, the men who were so boldly attacking a few
minnfes ago were now huddled together in a group like a
fiock of frightened sheep.

And all the time the singing in the
aver-in ing volume of sound.

The words could not be distinguished, but the song was

- unguestionably a song of trivmph or joy.

"It had in it a fierece, esultant ring as coming from the

throats of men who had achieved great victory, or a great

deliverance. i

Nearer and nearer it scemed to come, anc
passed and became fainter and fainter
in the distance.

It was as though a ghostly, invisible army had come quite
near and then passed on.

When the last note had died away, the first to recover
irom the trance-like stupefaction into which all had fallen
was Roderigo.

He turned to his men and urged them to renew their
attack on the bungalow.

But now they had no stomach for the job.

They could seen shaking their head
the more Roderigo stormed the more obstinate they became.

And presently they began to melt away in little groups
and then mysteriously to disappear.

Before long the big half-breed was left alone,
impotently at the empty air.

forest

1 then slowly it
then died away

raving

vigorously, and,

st from. which that The two men were gripped in a de_adly strugglie, reeling to and fro and fighting fike tigers. *¢ Pretty !’
i “ 1 seen somethin’ likethat in King Stireet, ’Ammersmiff !>
these words when Roderige was swung high in the air and then crashed fo the ground.

Searcely had he uitered
(See page 25.)

Claptain Storm gave a sheort laugh, and, striding up to
Jack, gripped him by the hand.

“A close call, lad,” he said; “but for the moment the
langer seems past. I would like to put a bullet through

at rascal; but I wont kill a fellow-man except in self-
lefence, so let him go.”

But Roderigo seemed reluctant to leave the scene just
yet.

He looked at the bungalow, then at the forest, then at
the ground, and finally at the sky, and scemed to find
ingpiration nowhere,

He was the picture of irresolution and distress.

Trinally, with bowed head, he turncd to leave the garden,
and with slow and laggard steps made his way towards the
forest. >

He had not gone a dozen
brought to a halt in

There was a sudden er
lia forest, and then awnother
into the garden, stood before him.

The neweomer was a  tall, muscular,  broad-sheuldered
fellow as big as himself, with a round, close-cropped, bullet
head and fiery black eyes. -

T'he two men were only a dozen
saw one anoth

With one ac wine to a halt and stared.

Jack and his chums, ling at the window of the
hungalow, eould see the strange [

Roderigo had his back turned to them. )

But into that dark, forbidding face with the Yiack, fiery
cyves they saw a look of diabolical rage.

"The man crouched low, his hands clutched tight, and then
in a kind of snarl hé spabt ont a single word:

s

paces when he was

rrowth of
leaping

s apart when they

“Roderigo | .

“Jose I” gr
well as surprise.
“Hallo! Two ole pals!
out on to the veranda.
The others followed, and what they saw when they got
outside w vy lively hand-to-hand fight.

The {wo big men were gripped in a deadly strugele,
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ped ihe other, and his voice betrayed fear us

2

commented Teddy, and darted
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all the time 8
(nuituxg s human, LR e ’ 1%
& Pletqg d leddy appr xcrlx ‘I seen somefing like H GRUNDY S TREASURE HUNT : :
that in King S*xut CAmme ‘Hllff on a Saturday mght’ L. ] « OMHIUC. from’ page 24.) !
“He had scareely uttered the vords when” Roderigo was 7--:-- .2 ssnsn .
swung in the air, and then-htrled xnth a -crash to the ° . : b
Gnouud where he ld‘} like alog.. . : B R lllv, (xl‘ﬂlldV was gofting quite bllght 1t looked a
The vietor stood over hlm for a momcnt and ‘then turned _ it the little jape had done Lim some zood. P
away nonchalantly and came towards the bungalow.” <« “Yes, old bean'!” said Lowther sweetly, “Just_a little
‘On seeing the friends he inspected them one by one , and  lesson, you know, not to be so high- handed and clever,
then bo\\gd low.” = I-hLid that chnk§ chart ' in th at hx story _book- you- werg
“Pardon me; senors, but is the good master “nhm swotting up. I tore the paper from au old "book, and I

His attitude was strangely meck and humble, and hc pre-  watered the ink te make it Ioe;k old. " Follow, or shall

sented a remarkable contrast to the terrific fighter of a spell it in words of one syllable?”

moment ago. *tla, ha, hal 192
“Vour master?” said Jack. . A “Oh, you—y ou-—~" : -
“Yeos, senor; the good doctor. I served him for man “Oh, bai Jovel’ gasped Arthur Augustu is ke
g 18 LF.’ sn, 11§ utter

years, and tth I deserted him. I come back to ask his = di~mav and amazement giving way to towering . wrath,
forgivencss., I am much ashamed. In the hour of danger I ““Oh, you—you fwightful w wc*ﬂ Lowthah! Not only have
Toft hirf; only when the danger is past” do I return, But, you interfered with my be ‘Olipdll; but you have held me
like all the others, I was afraid:? .~ = : up to widicule and conrumpt. Put your - y
“DBut is the danger past?” as sked Jaok “Leave huu to me!” bellowed Grundy. * You just leave
The man smiled. 5 him to me.’ !
“Oh,% yes, senor! Did you not hear the singing? All “Here, I say—— Oh. my hat! Bach up, chaps! Back
the poople have come back to claim their lauds, for they up"’ i
arc no longer afraid. The Robot Man is dead !” ; But the chaps were tocv late-—in fact, too help]ess “with
- laughter to back anyone up. go ‘Lowther had both Grundy

e and Gussy all to himself.
5 ‘ ¥ Hot and furious raged thr battle. Bo‘ h Grundy and’ Gussy
. Peace at Last ! _ . were in a towering rage, and they.let Lowther know it ‘in

no uncertain way. When Tom \:[eru and the others did
g0 to the r Monty Io“[hex was a w 1eck-—h€>
Tooked anything but a cessful joker!

They dragged him free, and then as Crund seemed m-

.d “valley and the surrounding e g L 1 ik o & >
1 ;s ear of the Robot' Man swere ! ake them all on together, they gave him a “lce
countey by thou upentxtlouc ta i berth and:bolted, feeling it was time to rro

king Jaim their lands and to rebuild their -
?:fn{égg’\’lﬁfh m S e ; “Really, it” was _no wonder Grundy was v.lld--and 2o
They were coming with their ‘focks and herds, their I‘ch}ldm‘ 'IK;OIM M?r\b &bCO doi’ldc%}to le'wcd anitolllt lhil\

B hattels. for-thé news had spread had no desire to be brained with a spade elling witl

b and theil oods o el 4 b merriment—with the single. exception of Montv Lowther,

_‘hu" news brought by Jose, Dr. 8laler’s old
proved to be correct, #
he sunple and 1rdu~trxou~ people who uad been

p 5 E st £ that the Robot Man was
2;\01312‘ the ‘zapmn\ e Il e L ¥ that is—they bolted for thch Lcmt and mmoled i .

{ : ;
-In these remote and cemi- cn111=cd Iandb news travels fast, . ‘ ¥ . v . =y - 3 ;
and when Lhe _monster of mechanical ingenuity cr Sated by . = 3 5

genius’ of Professor Rollins crashed to th(, Baggy Trimble followed Tom Merry & Co. off Abbey

= his joy, as lie pulled his <L1ﬁ downstream with anuch stress;
1ote _villages a hunmed miles away termhed - and many escapes from capsizing. - He ‘was brimming over:
iscussed the great news with bated breath, and - with joy at his great fmd and actually he had reason
gzddually their courage and their hope revived. . to sce more humour in at. had happu,ﬁd amid the’
And row,’ with shouts ‘and songs and laughter, the people ruins - than the ot HO had, indeed, " quite” enjoyed
were "swarming back to their honieland. - Grundy’s dismal downfall—for a time! And then, quife’
ack s
Jose, when he found his master was dead gla‘cefullvi t}c;ok '?}:g‘g}e&}‘ 111;1‘; tfil'te\h%l@'eeifriﬂsug(;(ﬁ:n 1}«;3 faded, and he had
rv y t friends, and they soon foum im + 4 s ar.
zeflixlr‘frelxc}:?\g]lifar Jn p “For; happening to "lance across the far side of the cwar‘
se va g t .
He' knew ‘the country, and he was able to keep them ‘n% he had ;een =omothmg that ?ob?)dvhemc had seen. wi’
mformed from hour to hour of what was going on. sy fncz ?\i?haloic{\?u?r b?%\ qfls;:‘ hlttt F; PS—‘ag CEL e
That ev o, after a brief expedition into the forest, hn g : 2 SILIBLING L CYRea. v s
hat evening, a I I : e M4 face of the poacher, if poacher he was, “ho had asked’
came back with the news that all the followers of the Man.  Lapious people,: including “Trimble hllll\tlf m“_ L

refugees d

o

of Magic, as he called the pxofo«oz had scattered, fled, and  ,iross to the island. - : -
dlsappealcd while the returning refugees were camped in “And here hé was, staring at the scene » before him in
_thousands on the great plain, where they intended to stay mingled rage and Bewildorment. How had he got over, and
the night, and in the morning hold a great celebration. - why was he hefe? g

“We will have a look at them to-morrow, 7 said Captamr But the man had vanished from <1ght now—a fact
Storm, . and perhaps join in the fun. Meanwhile, a mghta Trimble was thankful for. . And, somehow, as he pulled
sleep will do non2 of us any harm.” downstream homewards, Baggy ‘could not feel quite so

% aid Jach quietl; happy about his find as he should have done.” Baggy had
a conscience of sorts beneath his layers of fat, and though
he told himself the treasure was the treasure hidden by the
monks long centuries ago, and that as the ﬁnder he was

i will keep watch while you sleep,
“1 don’t suppose we shall be disturbed, but we won't take
any chances. Besides, I t(,rl very wide awake, and not at

all like bed.”

Thea e come argument about this, but Jack was  tully entitled to claim it boldly, he knew he darad not do
obstinate, and in the end, as usual, he got his own way. s0. - Moreover, ho felt very une in regard to the poacher

Zthe man who had been watching the scene at the ruins

'L_lhe others went to bed, and JMk sat-on'the \elanda with o5 fiercely, so intently.  He could “not help feeling that the
Lis rifle’ across his knees. unknown man was, in some sfrange way, connected with the-

+The night was very-still and W, and silent save for  treasure he had Iound‘ ’Ihﬂ thought ﬁllefl hlm with dread
the hum of insccts and the occasional cry ot a nmht du’d e e
the forest! =~ A What should he doV 'Iho treasure was there vaiting for
“Jack sat motionless, musing over the stranv(‘ tnm ot him to take it away. It spelled wealth, power, and un-
events which had. mought such a startling changc in the  Jimited tuck to Baggy Tritabl But how,was he to - dis-
circumstances of himself gnd friends. - ; pose of it, and—more worrying gtlll to Baggy—how was he

A few hours ago they werc all facQ to face with what  to-fetch ‘it away w ith that evil ]ookmg ruffian prowling
looked like certain death, "and now all was peace and '\bout Abbey: Tsland? | T SN R ity :
security. : T Bagey Trimble wondered!

His friends were sleeping in their bed:, and he i M seatx,d Thc great jape was.ended=-the.brief. and excxhng ad-
here undisturbed by any fear of danger. ventures connected with Grundy’s Treasure-Hunt were over.

Their ¢nemics had melted away like a foul mist before a g?ﬂnt]?lecv, were to have results to others as well as to Baggy

noonday sun, and this once’ deserted land was now thronged
with a happy and rejoicing people.

s:

THE END. 7
For the concluding g chapters of this gripping adventur e e”(é\;%fl .lo‘?’ig {;}ztﬁ‘igg g;fufgwg;‘ fé g) 4£h];s.' ”g a;t;;:z}hs t‘::,lgl
s ae next eweel’s bumper number of the GEM.) appear in next week’s GEM,. Make sure of your copy by
THE Gry Lisrary.—No. 1,124 ordering it early!) i ;
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thc report of the event soon spread far and Island, and he was looking Unmuall" thoughtful, despite. -

-

petn y
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