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CHAPTER 1.
Brand New !
OM MERRY of the 3hell smiled
&, cheerful amile as he came out
of the Form-room at 8t. Jim's.
Manners and Lowther looked
ve'ig cheerful, too.
'he Terrible Three, in fact, were in
exuberant spirits,

It was-the last day of the term at
Bt. Jim's, and last Feasou WAE Over.
Form work had become a thing of the
pnst—holidngs filled all thoughts—and
the chums ot the Shell had special plans
for that vacation.

Hence their joyous smiles,

"Good-bye, Julius Cwesar!” trilled
Monty Lowther, as he executed a
skilful *punt * with his “CGallic War,”
sending the valuable volume spinning
njon the Form-rooin passage.

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“Bai Jove |”

An elegant junior had just come out
of the Fourth Form Room, and the spin-
ning volume caught him just under his
ear 88 he omerged into the passage.
Arthur Augustus jumped clear of the
floor in his astonishment as he felt that
sudden smite, and the Bhell fellows
roared.

“Ha, ha, ha|"
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“ Weally, you boundahs—"

**Borry, Gussy 1" said Monty Lowther.
“Quite an accident! If I'd known you
were coming I wouldn’t have punted
the * Gallic War’ at you!”

“Vewy well, if that is the case,
Lowthah——"

“Certainly it is the caze,” zaid Monty
Lowther solemnly, “If I'd known you
were coming I'd have punted the Latin
grammar instead—it's heavier 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah "
said Avthur Augustus, rubbing his ear,
“If I were not pwessed for time just
now, I should give -you a feahful
thweashin'! But I am expectin’ my
twink to awwive, and I must go end sec
aftah it,”

And as lie had no time to give the
humaorist of the Shell the fearful thrash-
ing he uudoubtedly deserved, IFArcy

icked up the volume and punted it

ack to its owner,

Monty Lowther promptly dodged, and
the bonk Hew over His shoulder.

But overy bullet, they say, has &
billet, and that volume of Jufiua Cewsar
found one, for Skimpole of the Shell
was coming out of the Form-room, and
it canght him under the chin,

Bkimpole steggered back in surprise,
and sat down in the Form-room, gesp-
ing.

y upon which tha Bt. Jim's juniors hoped to find the burled treasural

“Dear me! What is that?*

“Ha. ha, ha! Try again, Gussy!”

roared Monty Lowther.
. And the Terrible Three walked out
into the gquadrangle, leaving Arthur
Augustus D'Arey to explain to Skim-
pole. D'Arey rushed up to Skimpole
with a very contrite expression upen his
aristocratic face, and gave him a hand
to rise.

“I'm feahfully sowwy, Skimmy!” ha
exclaimed. *I intended that book for
Lowthah, you know, and the howwid
boundah dodged it.”

“Ow!” gasped Skimpole.
mind, my dear D'Arey. I was looking
for you, D’Arcy; I have something
rather Important to say ta you. hear
that you sre going to Italy for the
vacation,”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy !”

“Good | I was going fo suggest that
I should come with you,” sail Skimpole,
beaming at Arthur Augustus D’Aro;
through his big glasses.  “Ypu woul
find me a very useful ceinpanion, and
I should have an opportunity of study-
in‘g‘—— Where are you going, my dear
D’Arey ?*

But his dear D'Avey was pone.

Arthur Augustus. hurried out into the
quad. The Terrible Three grinned at
him cheerfully, and Arthur Augustus
gave them a withering glance through
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—THIS CREAT COVER-TO-COVER STORY OF ADVENTURE IN ITALY IS BETTER THAN A HOLIDAY !

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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his eyeglass. DBut they did not seem
somehow to be withered at all. They
rinned all the more, and D'Arey, with
is aristocratic mose very high in the
air, walked down to lhe gates,

It was the time when the local carvier
usually arrived, and Arthur Augusius
was expecting something by the carrier.
The carrier had been and gone, and
Taggles, the school porter, was standing
outside his lodge, regarding with sur-
prise the article that the carrier had
delivered. It was a huge trunk—a {runk
of the most gigantic dimensions—built
of solid leather, studded with nails, and
with metal corners.

The weight of that trunk, when
empty, would have taxed a strong man's
strength. When it was full it would
probably have defied the efforts of a
steam c¢rane, But Arlhor Augustus
]:;'Arcy's face lighted up at the sight
of it

“Bai Jove, it's awwived |

Taggles, the porier, turned his eyes
upon D'Arcy. Taggles did not lock
pleased. It was the duly of Taggles
to carry that trunk in, and he evidently
did not relish the task.

“This 'ere is for you, Master D'Arcy,”
he said severely.

“Yaas, wathah, Taggy. deah boy!
Take it in, please.”

“Take it in " said Taggles

) Yansll?

“Which it weighs somethin',” said
Taggles. “Wot might you 'ave in that
there trunk, MMaszter D'Arey 17

“Nothin' at all, so far, Taggles. It's
& bwand-new twunk I've ordahed for
my twip to Italy,” Arthur Augustus ex-
plaincd. “I shall have to take a lot
of things with me, and I am goin’ to
pack them in that twunk.”

Taggles stared.

“If it's hempty now, I don’t see as
you're goin' to tove it at hall when
it's full,” be said. “1'd better get Toby
to lend a 'and with it,”

“(ireat Christopher Columbus!” ex-
claimed Tom Merry, as the Terrible
Three came up and surveyed the trunk.
“Does that belong to you, Gussy?”

“Yaas, wathah ™

“What's the big idea?” asked Monty
Lowther. “Are you laying in an ark
in case of another flood "

“Ha, ha, hal’

D’Arcy sniffed,

“1 suipose I cannot twavel without a
twunk, Lowthah

“Don’t see why not,” said Lowther.
“I suppose you're not an elephant.”

“Pway don't be funnay, deah Loy, I
have ordahed that bwand-new twunk
specially for our twip in the holidays.”

“What 1" roared the Lerrible Three in
ane voice,

“I twust I speak plainly, deal bovs,
I shall wequiall a lot of things in Ttaly,

1]

this time of havin' all the things I
want,”

“You're thinking of taking that trunk
with you—with wus?® gasped Tom
blerry.

“Yads, wathah!”

“0Oh, my hat1”

“Hold me, somebody!” murmured
Monty Lowther. “Gussy will be the
death of me yet; I know he will.”

“I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah.
Pway take that twunk into the School
House, Taggy. I have to begin packin’
to-day.”

Taggles regarded tho trunk with mis-
givings. TFinally he called Toby, the
page, to his aid, and between them they
lifted the huge trunk, and staggered
away with il towarda the School House.

Arthur  Augustus D’'Arey followed
them, keeping an eye on the trunk. He
did not want the brand-new trunk
bumped or damaged.

The Terrible Thres followed, too,
f)rirming joyfully, Arthur Augustus

'Arcy was to be their companion en a
trip that vaecation, strange couniries for
to sec, as the old ballad says. But the
idea of starting forth with that gigantic
trunk tickled the chums of the Shell
very tiuch,

Blake of the Fourth met the pro-
cession at the door of the Behool House,
Jack Blake was another of the party
for Italy. Blake gazed blankly at the

TN OO

Hidden on a deserted island in
the Grand Lagoon of Venice was
the vast treasure of Santa
Maria! And to the island came
Tom Merry & Co. from far -off
St. Jim's, to seek that secret
fortune and save it from
unserupulcus hands !
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trunk, and then turned en inguiring
glance upon the Shell fellows,

*What is it?” he i_ncruired.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tom Merry.
“It's Gussy’s new trunk. He's going
to take that trunk to Italy.”

only chapeau!|” ejaculuted
“Of all the frabjous chumps

“Wesally, Blake—"

“Do you think we're going to let you
load us up with a trunk %ike that #
roared Blake. * You—yon fathead!
You duffer! How much nioney have
you wasted on that trunk?”

“I have not wasted any money. My
patah is goin’ to pay for it* =aic
Arthur Augustus, with dignity, “It
was weally a bargain—only twenty
pounds. And it will do splendidly for
our little twip. I may be able to let you
fellows puk some things in it. T will see
when I'm doin' the packin',”

“You're jolly well not going to take
that trunk, you ass!”

Toby and Taggles negotiated the door-
way with success, and staggered into
the House with the trunk. Quite a
crowd of fellows had gathered round
now to see Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
latest acquisition, and there was a
general echoekle. arcastic voicea in-
quired if I'Arey had bought it to live

1l

D’Arcy disdained to reply to such
frivolous guestious. He superintended
the carrying of the trunk up the first
staircase. Taggles bumped it heavily
ont the stairs, and leaned on it, and
panted.

“Pway get on, Taggles, deah boy 1”

“Which it's ‘eavy!” pgrunted the
school porter,
“([!]1, put your beef info it, deah

bo:
unip, bump!

The trunk was taken up one step at &
time, bumping heavily upon each. The
erowd of junmiors yelled with laughter.
Mr. BRailton, the master of the BSchool
House, came out of his study to see
what that terrifie bumping was ahout.
He gazed at the trunk in amazement.

“PDear me !” he ejaculated. “ What—
what is that for?”

“It's my mnew twunk, sir,” said
D'Arcy,

“Dear me!” said the astonished
Housemaster. “What ever have you
sent for that trunk for, D'Arey? at

possible use can you lhave for a trunk
that size?”

“It’s to take with me to Italy for the
vag, siv”

*Dh [ ejaculated Mr. Railton. And
he smiled and went back to his study.

Arthur Augustus cast a puzzled look
after him,

“I weally do not see anythin’ funny in
gettin® a new twunk to take to Italy,”
he said. “I wegard it as quite neces.
gawy, Dway get on, Taggles, and
pway don't make such a feabful wow 1"
“16s eavy 17 grunted Taggles.

“Yaas, it's solid leathah, you know,
It will stand a lot of bumPin’ about by
weckless wailway portahs”

“More likely to bump the reckless
railway about, if they handle it1”
grinned Meonty Lowther. “But I don't
believe you'll find any railwey porter
reckless enough to iry and move that
trunk.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunmp, bump, bump|

The trunk reached the landing at
last, With & final effort, Taggles and
Toby landed it there. Then it shricked
glong the passage on its castora

“Take it into my study, deah boys,”
said D'Aroy,

Hervries and Dighy were in Study
No. 6. They eame to the doorway in
atmazoment as the great trunk rolled up,

“What on earth——" began Herries:

“What the dickens—" said Dighy.

“Pway get out of the way, deaﬁ boys
—the twunk's got Lo come in™

“You're not bringing that trunk in
here!” voared Hoerries.  “Why, you
ass, there won't be room to move !

wnd T llcqh that it i3 not a good place “T wefuse to he called an ass, Blalke, YT st come in, Hewwics, deah
for shoppin’. I suppose you wemembali and I shall eortainly insist upon takin' lLoyv. I've got to pack il !

the time when I wan out of silk hats that twunk. I have bought it specially  “ You—you ass—"

on o t\\-'lf abwoad7 Once bitlen, twice for the twip.” “T wefuse to be called an msz. Pwa
shy, you know. I am goin' to malke suro “0Oh, my hat!” stand aside. Now, shove it, deah
LR T T T TR T T T T T T T e L T T TR T R T et e T TR e TS TR T CR A FEEAT
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boys, and woll it inl” said D’Arcy en.
couragingly.

Taggles and Toby shoved manfull
at the trunk. One corner of it rolle
mto the doorway, and Herries and
Digby jumped back., Then the trunk
stuck fast. It was too big to enter the
study doorwny. Junior studies in tha
8chool House of S8t. Jim’s were not
planned for trunks that size.

"Which it won't go in!” gasped
Taggles, resting from his labours and
mopping his brow. “It won't go in,
Mnsér}:lr "Arey.”

o Ill

D'Arey turned a p_er]p]exed frown

upon the trunk. Certainly it wouldn't
go into the study. The juniors
shricked.

“ Pway don't eackle, deah boys!” said
Arthur "Augustus testily.  “Thera ia
nothin' whateval to cackle at, so far as

can sce,”

“Ifa, ha, hal”

“1'mn atwaid it will have to be taken
up to the dormitowy aftah all” said
D’Arcy. “Take it up, Taggles®

Taggles fixed a stony glare uL)on
Arithur Augustus D'Arcy. 'Taggles had
expended all his available energy on
getting the trunk thus far. To negotiate
twa more flights of stairs with it was far
beyond Taggles' intentions.

“Into the dormitory!” he repeated.

"¥aas. It can’t be left in (he pasz-
sage, you know.”

"Can’t 1t7" said Taggles. “Look
herc, Master D'Arey, I've only got one

neck, and I ain’t goin’ to br.ak it
under {Qat there trunk! ¥You ‘ear
me '

“Pway do not be impertinent,
Taggles 1™

Taggles =norted.

“Himpertinent or not, I've ‘ad

ernough of that there trunk!” he eaid.
“T'm donel”

And Taggles, breathing like =&
grampus, strode away.

The juniors roared.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked after
Taggle: in diamay.

“Taggles, my deah chap, you can’t
lcave the twunk here, you know. It
blocks up the beastly passage. Pway
come and take it upstairs, and I'll give
you five shillings I'*

“Not for fLive
Togglea. .

And he staggered down the stairs,
still breathing like very old hellows
badly in need of repair,

“Toby, deah boy——"

Tut Toby, the page, had discrecily
vanished. He did not want to be dis-
obliging, but he, too, had had encugh
of thet terrific trunk,

“Ha, ha, hal" yelled Blake. “You
can leave it there, Gussy, As soon as a
master falls over it, or a prefecl barks
his shing on it, you'll be teld what o do
with 1t 1"

“I1, ha, ha!”

“Pway help ine, deah boys! I shall
have to cawwy it op to the dormitowy
myself,” said D'Arcy.

“Oh crumbs! Ha, ha, 12"

The idea of the shim and elegani
Arthur Augustus earrying that trunk
up the stairs made the jiiilors screamn.

“Will you lend me a lhand, Toem
Mewwy—"

“It isn’t a hand you want, Gussy—
it’1 a grane or a derrick !’ gasped Tom

pounde |” grunted

Merry.  “I’m not equal to the job—
veally 1"

" Pway help me, Blake——*

“I'va only got one neck, like
Tazgles, old man1”

“Kangawoo, deah bay—""

“MNot this eveming!® grinned the
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Cornstall junior.
easter, Gussy.”
“Bai Jove |

thap 7%

"' Bit on it, and see that nobody comes
and slips off with it when you're not
locking,” suggested Monty Lowther
humorously.

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Bai Jovet”

The juniors streamed away, chuck-
ling: and Arthur Augustus was left
regarding his trunk with dismay.
Evidently nobody was willing to lend
him a hand. The swell of St. Jim's
made up his mind ot last.

“T thall have to tackle it myself,

1 suppose,” he murmured.
And he did.

“Ask me sometling

What am I goin’ to do,

Ho exerted his strength upon the
trunk and moved it nearly an inch.
Then ke gave it up. Herries gand

Dighy regarded him from inside the
study.

“Bai Javel do
knew.”

“Go hon!|” said Dighy.

“I shall have to leave it there till I
gel somebody to move it—*

“Leava it there!” roared Idcrries
indignantly. “How ere we pgoing to
get 1n and out of the study, with that
blessed thing i the docrway, yeu
frabjous asas§”

D'Arcy reflected for a moment,

"I weally do not know,” ho replied
firmly.

And  he walked away, leaving
Herries in a stale of feeling too deep
for words.

I ean’t it, you

CHAFTER 2.

Monty Lowther’s Little Joke !
OM MERRY & CO. chuckled as

T.h:'.{1 went into their study.
They had had vacations with
D'Arcy of the Fourth befaore,
and the question of luggag: had always
been s thorny onme  Arthur Augustus
had never really succeeded in taking nll
the luggage that he considered really

Tecessary.

This time he did not imean to run
any risk in the matter; and certainly,
if he took that huge trunk with him,
he would Le ampéfy provided.  But
his comrades had Lheir own ideas about
that trunk.

“Good  old  Gussy!” murmured
Monty Lowther. *I think sometimes
that he's tuo funry to live. Imagine
starting or a holiday with a trunk that

sizal When it's full up. I suppose it
will weigh aboul hslf a ton 1"

‘Ila, ha, hal™
“Gussy i3 an obstinale beggar,
though |* prinned Manners. “Ie will

stick to that trunk, if we lob him.”

“We jolly well shan’t let him [” asid
Tom Merry.

“It's all right,” said Lowther, “Thae
truik’s in the passags ul present,
Gusay's gong to tind somebedy to carry
it upstairs—he won't find anybody in &
hurry, 1'm going to suggmest to him
to pack it up in th-: passags, Ocly,
when he's gone, I've got a littie favour
lo do him.”

Lowtkor opened his tool-box and teok
aout several long serews and a serew-
driver, aud a big gimlet. Tom Merty
and Manners watehed him in surprise.

“ What on earth 1s that for}" asked
Manners.

" Tollow vour ungle and you will zee,”
said Leowthoer rerenely.

Lowther guitted the study, and Tom
Mervy and Manners followed him curi-
ously, The gigautic trunk was in the
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Fourth Form passage. Herries and
igby had contrivad {o shove it out of
tha doorway, so that they eould leave
tho study. But it more than half-flled
the width of the passage, as it stood
opposite the study door. The key was
in the lock, and Lowther opened the lid
and removed the tray, The vast in-
terior of the trunl was exposed to view,
ou fellows keep en eye open for
Cussy,” said Lowther. "Whistle if
you see him coming.”
And Monty Lowther jammed the
gimlet into the Aoor of the trunk and
calmly commenced to bore.

Tom Merry and Manners shricked.

They understood now the scheme of
the humorist of the Shell.

Manners went to the head of the
stairs to keep an eye cpen for Arthur
Augustus 1Y Arey, and Monty Lowther
calmly bored four holes in {he bottom
of the trunk and in the floor beneath,

Then he began to drive in screws.

1t was not an easy task, for the floor
was hard, and the screws loug and
thick, But Monty Lowthet laboured
away nobly and manfully at his task,

Serew after screw was driven in up
fo the head, and when they were quite
in, the heads of the screws were almost
invisible in the lining of the trunk.

There was o whistle from Manners st
the head of the stairs.

Lowther jammed in the tray, shut
down the lid, and locked it, and sat on
the trunk. looking quite inuacent as
Arthur  Augustus camn aloug  the
passage.

D'Arcy glanced at the chums of the
Bhell. The screwdriver and gimlet had
disappeared into Lowther’s pockets, and
there was nothing ta awaken the gus-
picion of the swell of St. Jim's.

#This is wathah wotten, desh boyg”
Arthur  Augustus  remarked. “TI've
asked a lot of fellows to come and help
me, but they declined.”

“Go hon 1"

“Hall n dozen fellows ought to be
able to ecawwy that twunk all togethah,”
said Arthur Augustus, “ Ae it is, I shall
have to leave it in the passage till I get
somebody.”

“Why nol pack it in the pazsage!”
suggested Lowther sweetly. Save all
the trouble of getting it upstairs and
down again.”

‘“A pwefect might waise objection ¢o
fhaﬁ'iu' it left there,” said D’Arcy doubt-
ully.

“Then let him shift "

D'Arey grinned.

“ Yaas, that's a good ideah. Aftah
all, we're goin' to-mowwow mornin’, and
it won't be for long. I'll take your
advice, deah boy, and pack it in the
passage.”

“Good egg ! said Lowther genially,

And he got off the trunk, Within five
minutes Arthur Augustus was at work
packing. He came down from the dor-
mitory with an armfnl of shirts, and put
them in the box. Suits of clothes, and
all sorts end conditions of other gar-
ments followed. Arthur Augustus had a
mnost exlensive wardrobe, and he was
ndding to it. He scemed to have mads
up his mind to take the greater part of
il to Italy with him.

The Tarrible Three refurned, chuek-
ling, to their study. When that box was
full it would be very heavy, and quite
iminovable, for reasons apart from its
weight,

“It will be guite interesting when
Gussy brings in his strong men to move
that box to-morrow morning|” vawned
Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha i

“But 1 {fancy those screws will settle
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" Dw—leggo—Ilet me go—ow !’
Bump!

tha question of taking the trunk to Italy
with us.™

And Tom Merry and DManners
grinned, and ngreed that it would.

The Terrible Three prepared tea in
tho study with unusnal elaboration. It
wasg the last tea in the study until next
term, and it was a very special one, too.
Thetgarl.y for Italy werc ell to have tea
together, and they were expeeling a
visitor.

Tom Merry & Co. considered thein-
selves quite able to look after themselves
on a trip to ltaly, or to the North Pole,
for that matier. But Lhat opinion was
not shared Ly their clders. Italy was at
war, and, though there was no danger
in that country, their people had only
piven pormission  because D'Arcy's
former tutor, Mr, Mopps, was to go in
charge of the party. Under the gnid-
ance of Artemus Mopps, BLA.,, the
juniors would be all right, and D'Arcy
had assured his chums that Mr. Mopps
would not be very much trouble,

Blake, Herries, and Dighy came in 1o
tea. Merries and Dighy were already
booked for the vacation, and eonld not
wecompany Lthe parly abroad. But Jack
Blake was eoming, the total party nun-
bering Ave—DBlake aud D'Arey, and the
Tervible Three.  Clervtainly il would
have been quite easy to make it up fo
fifty. Heaps of fellows would have
joined in the excursion, especially if the
guestion of finances could have Leen
satisfactorily arranged,

T'om Merry & Co. had Lhad many kind
offers, all of which they had declined
with thanks,

MNext moment the cad of the Fourth wns‘toslsa_‘d

|. |
¥

il m l ;’Mi

ey

the dp gers.

“Mopps here yet?” asked Blake, as he
came into the study with his chums.

“Not yet,” said Tom DMerry. ““May
Lo hers any minute, though, You
fellows remember we've gol to be vory
civil to Mopps. We've got to get him
interestod in the giddy treasure trove
we're going to look for.”

“T'm afraid he won’t take much stock
in thak” said Blake.

“Wg chall have to talk him round.
He's gol to agree to take vs to Venice,
or (here will be trouble,” =said Tom
Merry flally,

The study door opened again, and
IFigging & Co. of the New House came
i, with cheery smiles.  House rows
wore off on-the Tvast day of the term, and
Tigging Kerr, and Wynn were on (o
hest of terms with the chums of tho
School House,

“Here we are!” announced Tigeins.
“Your visitor come yet?”

“He's ecoming,” saild Tom Merry.
*You won't forget what I deld you
about being very nice Lo him?¥”

Figgins chuckled,

Tl treat him
nnele 1 he declared.

ti}ere's Cussy | Finished your pack-
ing, Gusay?”

Arthuy "Augustus D'Arey was breath-
ing rather hard as he camo in, The
cxertion of going up and downstairs, to
iup(l from the dornmtory, was lelling on
hina.

“No, deah boys, I haven't finished
veb,” he said.  “I'm goin’ {o have o
wesl, and get il finished aftal tea, I've
awwanged about movin’ the twunk

like a favourite

roarad Levigon, as Figgine and Kerr grabbsd him and whirled him off his Test.
?nto the carriage, and he sprawied thara among the feat of

To-mowwow mornin’ Taggles and the
Head's gardener and chauffeur are
comin’ to got it down,”

Lowther chuckled.

“Bet you they won't be able to move
it 1" he said.

L33 “Int5 tl]

“Jolly lucky of you chaps to be going
to Italy for the vac,” said Figgins. “Tf
we weren't booked, we'd come and leok
after you.”

“Where are you going?” asked Tom
Merry.

“Going up North with Kerr,"” said
Figgins. “Land of cakes, you know.”

“T'm poing to try the haggis when I'm
at Kerr's place,” said Fatty Wynn con-
fideutially. “I've never tasted a haggis.
Kerr says they're ripping.”

“Whalt's this yarn about n giddy docu-
ment and a treasure buried somewhere
in Itely, or somewhere?” demanded
Tiggins. “I'vo Leard sbout it. Tevison
and Mellish have been spreading the
varn Nothing in it, of courso?”

“That’s whete you make a mistoke,”
grinned Tom Merry. “Weo've gol a
giddy document, written in Italian—"

“Then how the doeee do you Lnow
what it means?”

“Brooke of {he TFourth translated it
for us, You'll hear about it when we
tell Mopps, and T'll show you the giddy
clue to the treasure.”

“J1'd like ta seo that treasure,” said
Werr seeptically.

“Bo ghould we,
roing to Italy for”

] remember you chaps searching for
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hidden treasurvo before !” sail
Figﬁins blandly.

The New House fellows chuckled,
Figgins was veferring to a great japo of
the Now Houso fellows on Tom Merry &
Co. But the School House fellows anly
langhed.

*“This one is the genuino article,” said
Tom Merry.

The door opened again, and Lovison
of the Fourth looked in. The juniors
gave him a grim look. They had not
forgotten Levison's attempt to got hold
of the document which Tom Merry
hoped would guide him to the buried
treasure in the far-off land of Italy, Bub
Levison had a very genial expression
Ii0WwW.

“ Hallo, you fellows I he said. “T see
you're keeping it up !

k2 Yes’," said Tom Merry shortly.

“Wea've been having some rows
lately,” said Levison, his good humour
undiminished by Tom Merry’s abrupt
manner. “But as it’s the last day of
the term, I'd like to say good-bye. I'm
poing to-might, you know—not waiting
iill to-morrow.”

Tom Merry rolented. After sll, they
were going to part for & long time, and
at that moment he counld feel genial
¢ven towards Levison. .

“Well, good-bye!” he said, holding
out his hand.

Levison shook hands with him.

“By the way, about that document of
yours,” he said. “T should like to see
it, just out of curiosity, you know.”

“1 do not wegard cuwiosity as a thin’
that should be gwatified,” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arey.

“Qh, rats !?

“If you say wats to me, Levison—-*
began Arthur Augunstus warmly.

“Order 1” said Blake. “No ragging
on tho last day of the term! But you
can’t see that giddy decument—can he,
T'ommy 7

Tom Merry shook his lLiead.

‘Borry, Levison!” he said politely.
“But I'm not going to show anybody
tho document—any but my own friends,
I mean.”

“These chaps are going to sce it, I
suppose 7 said Levison, with a gesture
towards the New House juniors,

“"That’s different,”

“¥You mean you don’t trust me 7 said
Levisen, with a sneey.

“Well, if you want me to be auite
frank, that’s so!” said Tomn Merry
bluntly. “Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn
will say nothing about it after they've
seen it, and they won't try to collar
il—and you would.”

Levison gritted his feeth.

*Then you won't show it to me?”

“No. You couldn't read it if 1 did.”

“1 mesan the translation.”

“Can’t be dono "

“Well, I think you're & rotter,” said
Levison in a tone of deliberato insult,
“and for two pins I'd give yuu a lick-
ing now, Tom Mcrry. to last you over
the holidays (7

Tom Merry stared et Levison, It was
a sudden change of manner, cortainly.
Homae of the juniors chuckled at the idéa
of Levison licking Tom Merry, tho
champion athlete of the junior Forms,

“You'd hetter get out, Levizon,” said
Tom guictly.

“I think you're a cad|®

“Very well; now go!™

“And a funk, too!™ said Levizon
tauntingly.

Tom Merry jumped up.

“Lock here, I don't want lo lay
hands on you, the last day of the term 1
he ‘exclaimed. “But if you don't get
out of this study, Levison, I shall chuck
you out on your neck I’
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“¥You couldn't I
“What 17

“¥You heard what I said!”

Tom Merry flushed with anger.

“If yow've come here to lock for
trouble, Levison, you'll jolly soen find
some 1" he said, “Will you clear out 7

“No, I won't!”

“Then I shall chuck you out 1

‘lRatS 3

That was a little too much for the
cuptain of the Shell. He had been very
patient with Levison, but he had come
to the end of his patience now. Ha
mado a rush at the cad of the Fourth
and grasped him.

Levison returned grasp for grasp, and
struggled fiercely.

They shirled round in the crowded
study, the other fellows stumbling out
of their way, and then they went whirl-
ing through the doorway inta the
passige,

Tom Merry wrenched loose Levison's
grasp and hurled him down the passage.

Bump t

[ Ow !ll

Tom Merry stood with blezing eyes
fixed upon the cad of the Fourth ns he
sprawled in the passage.

“Do _you wanct any more?” he de-
manded.

“Owl] Nol*

And Levison picked himself up and
staggered away, grunting.

——

CHAPTER 3.
A Startling Discovery !
OM MERRY came back into the
study with a flushed face,
“Borry this has happened just

now, you chaps |" he said. “But

I couldn’t stand any more from that
roiter I

“¥ou stood more than I'd have
stood,” said Blake., “What on carth
did Levison come here to kick up a row
for, I wonder? Heo must have como
intending it.*?

“Yaas, wathah!?

“Lucky Mopps wosn't coming in just
at  that moment!” grinned  Monty
Laowther.

"Bal Jove, yaas!”

All the juniors lent a hand af gelting
tea ready for the arrival of My, §fu s,
and Levison and his peculiar conduct
wrre soon forgotien.

Darkness had fallen upon 3t Jim’s,
and the lights from the windows
gleamed out into the old quadrangle.

A fire blazed merrily in the study
grate, and the light gleamed upon a
white cloth and shining crockery and
piles of pood things to cat. It was a
vory cosy and comfortuble seene, and
the juniors wero prepared (o enjoy
{lremselves in the last study brow of the
torm.

Suddenly from the passage there
camo the sound of a wi]l)d yell and a
bump,

“lireat Beolt]”

“What's that ?”

“Ha, La, ha " roared Lowther, “It's
Gussy's trunk ! Somcbody's {allen over
it 1”

“Wy hat 1™

Tom BMerry & Co. rushed out of the
study.

The lights were not yet on in the
passage, and it was very shadowy there.
From the dusk came a scries of gasps
and groans. '

“D-dear me! M-my word |”

The juniors rushed down the passage.

A little, thin man, in a frock coat,
was sitting on the floor close to
D’Arcy’s famous trunk, gasping. He
was rubbing his shins as lie sat.

“0Oh—oeh dear! Groogh! Oh!*

“Bai Jove ! It's Moppay I
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The juniors ran to pick Mr. Mopps
u

p.
The tutor staggered to his feet with
their aid. He was still gasping very

puinfully.

“Oh dear!” he stuttered. “I—I
walked into something! How exceads
ingly careless to leave a large box in the
passage 17

“Bai Jove |”

“This way, sir,” ssid Tom Merry
sympathetically. “Come into my study.
8o sorry yon took a tumble !”

“D-d-dear me |

Mr. Mopps allowed hLimself to he led
on. Tom Merry turned on the light, so
there should be no further mishap. The
Juniors were full of sympathy as they
conduated Mr, Mopps into the study.
The little gentleman was very much
disturbed. Arthur Augustus  had
described his old tuter to the St. Jim’s
follows as a tame little man with a
stutter, and the description fitted Mr.
Moplps exactlyy. He hed a pale,
scholarly face, with an absent-minded
oxpression, and pale blue eyes that
blinked and winked behind strong
glasses,

“D-dear me! G-g-goodness gracious |
stuttered Mr, Mopps. “The person who
left that large box in the passage must
have been & dud-dud-dud——"

“Dummy, sir 1" suggested Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah——*

“A dud-dud-dreadfully careless per-
son 1 finished Mr. Mopps.

“Quite right, sir,” said Manners.
“He's the biggest ess in the School
House, sir|”

“ Weally, Mannahe——"

“An awful duffer, sir!’’ said Blake
solemuly. *“Chap whe's really not to be
trusted out by himself.”

“Blake, you ass——"

"I hope you’re not much hurt, sir?”
said Tom Merry, with great solicitude.
“We've pot a ripping tea ready, sir|”
Mr. Mopps smiled a beaming smile.

“Tha anguish has abated,” he said,
“Never mind, It is all r-rright. I
shall be very pip-pip-pleased to join
you, my boyst”

“Thank you, Mr. Mopps |

“It will be an honour, sir|”

’ “ﬁ&" vowy gweat honah, Moppay, old
oy

Mr, Mopps purred with pleasure. ITe
had felt some slight doubts about under-
taking the charge of a merry party of
juniors. He had, in fact, come to Bt.
Jim's to sample Tom Merry & Co.
hefore he tock them away,

Tom Merry & Co. were quite aware
of that, hence their skilful "buttering
up ™ of Mr., Mopps., If Mr. Mopps waa
not pleased with them, ho might decline
tho charge, and in that case the ex-
cursion to Italy for the vacation might
fall through, which would be too great
o calamity.

“Pway sit down, Mr. Mopps!”

“It's rather a crowd, sir, but 50 many
fcllows are anxions to make Four
acquaintance, sir,” said Monty Lowther.
“0Of course, everybody's heard of vou
at Bt Jim's.?

The fellows stared at Lowther. They
did not remember ever hearing of Mr.
Maopps, excepting casually as the tutor
who had prepared Arthur Auvgustus
Y Arey for his entrance inlo the famous
seliool.

“Indeed !* purred Mr. Mopps.

“Indeed, sir. We know all about
your prize poem at Oxford, sir,” said
Monty Lowther, who had indeed ex-
tracted that item of information from
D’Arcy.

“D-d-dear me 1" said Mr. Moppa.

“We want you to recite it to us after
tea, sir,” said Manners.

“That's why we're all here, sir,” said
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Tiggins, entering cheerfully into the
ame of pulling Mr. Mopps’ respected
cg. “We're very keen shoub it, sir |”

Mr. Mopps beamed. .

“You are very kik-kil-kik—"

“Eht

“Kind,” said Mr, Mo

“0Oh, not at all, sir!
our minds,” said Lowther.
have tea now, sir?”

“T ghall bave the pip—"

3 shell trs, i pp—tiis ol

shall have the pi e pip—*

“1 hope nothing willlj_hnppen here to
give you the pip, sir?” said Lowther.

4T shall have the pip—pip—pleasure
of reciting my pip-pip-poem after tea,
certainly, if you desire it,” said Mr,
Mopps, sitting down. “I am sure you
are very kik-kik-kind, and wae shall get
on very well fogether en our litile
excursion. Yes, thank you, I will take
muffins—yes, and tea. Weak tea,
please, I like my ttilea quite
we-we-weal,”

And the feced commenced with great
good-humour on all sides, Mr. Mopps
having quite got over hiz misadventure
with the trunk,

Mr, Mopps felt that he had seldom or
never meb such niee, quiot, pleasant,
and appreciative young persons as Tom
Merry & Co. 'heir interest in his
(xford priza poem touched him to the
lieart. It showed such an appreciation
und respect for his learning, and it was
very pleasant, too, to know that his
fanic had reached the great Fublic
school.

“While on our journey,” said Nr.
'Mo]‘:["}a, beaming over his glasses, "I
shall Lave the pip-pip—"

lipﬁ-, ;
t will improve
“Will you

“0Oh, sir !

*I shall have the pip-pleasure of
giving you some instruction in the
Italian tongue,” said Mr. Mopps. “1
am an Italian scholar myself. You are
doubtless aware that my primo objeck
in going to Italy is to collect material
for my book on early Italian poets. The
study of the early Italian poets is most
interesting, my young frionds.”

“Are the Italian poets earlier than
the English pocts, sr?"” asked Monty
Lowther innocently, “I suppose in a
sanny country like Italy they get up
carlier 17

Tom Merry kicked Monty Lowther's
foot under the table.

“D-d-dear me |” said Br. Mopps, in
surprise. “Is there a dog in the roow ¥

“N-mo, sir.” -

¢ Bomething knocked agaiust my leg,”
said Mr. Mopps, peering through his
glasses.

Tom Merry turned erimson. It was
evidently not Monty Lowther that he
had kicked.

“May I £ill your cup again, sir ?” said
Manners lurriedly.

“Plp-piﬁ)-ploaso do, my dear boy!”
said Mr. Mopps. “Pray remember that
I drink mf' t-t-tea very we-we-weak

“(lertainly, sir|”

“Talking about Italian,” said Tom
Merry, seizing the opportunity, “I have
a paper to ghow you, sir, that will
interest you. It is in Italian.”

“Indeed |* said Mr. Mopps.

“I got it in a rather curious way,
sir,” seid Tom Merry., “It's about o
buried treasure in Italy.”

“G-g-g-good gracious!” said Mr,
Mopps. “That is very interesting 1™

“It was an Italian chap pave it to
me,” said Tom Merry. “Chap named
Maro Luigi. He said be had & secret
about a lot of meney being buried near
Venice. There was an erican chap
after him—an awful bounder named
Hiram Fino—and Luigi was dodging
him, This Yankee chap wanted to kid-
nap him and make him show him where
tha money wus hidden.”

“What an extraordinary story " eaid
Mr. Mopps, in astonishment. ““Are you
gure that you have not been the vietim
of a ji '

A what?"

:‘A jig-jig-joke,” said Mr. Mopps.

‘Oh, yes, sir; it's all fair and square |
I want you to read the paper und tell
us what you think of it, I know you.can
read Ttalian like anything, sir.”

“Quile  so—guite sol”  said DMr,
Mapps.
“Luigi gave me the paper, sir,

because he thought Hiram Finn would
collar him, and he said if he didn’t re-
claim the paper the secret was mine,”
said Tom Merry. “*He hasn't reclaimed
it, 1though H

“Have you been able to read this
extraordinary  paper?”  asked  Mr.
Mopps.

“I got a chap lo translale it sir. I've
burnt the translation now, in case any-
Lody should get Liold of it, I know it
by hearl,” Tom Merry explained. “I'va
got Lhe original paper in my pocket. 1
carry ib tied up in the corner of my
handkerchief for safety. There's a
fellow at this sohool who knows about
it, and has been trying to pinch it.”

“Toywhat?"” asked Mr. N O&PS'
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“Ahem! 1 mean, to collar it,” ex-
plained Tom Merry.

“1gec. I am afraid it will turn out
to be a jig-jig-joke,” said Mr. Mopps,
with a shake of the head. “But I shall
certainly be verg glad to see the paper,
my young friend.”

“Hera it Is, sir

Tom Merry put his hand into his
pocket for the handkerchief in which the
document was tied. Then a startled
look came over his face.

“ My hat 1

The junicrs looked at him anxiously.

“Bai Jove, you haven't lost it, Tom
Mewwy 1" ejaculated Arthur Augustus,
in disma

Tom Mﬁarry felt in all his pockets.

“I told you it would be safah with
me, deah boy.”

“Oh rats|”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“It's gone,” said Tom Merry, in dis-
may. “I—I must have dropped it in
the study here. But——"

“Sure you hed it about you?” asked

CI'T.

“Yes; I had it in my pocket. I
looked to meke sure only half an hour
before Mr. Mopps came,” said Tom
Merry, in wonder. “I say, I suppose
this izn’t a joke of one of you chape?”

“No fear!”

“Then what on earth has become of
it? I couldn’t have dropped a handker-
chief from an inside pocket; besides,
where is it, if I did ¥

“Bai Javel”

Monty Lowther gave a sudden yell.

“ Lovison |”

“What 7~

“Levigon 1" yelled Lowther excitedly.
“That's what he came for. You know
what & pgiddy conjurer he is. Hae's
always  performing  sleight-of-hand
tricks. That’s why he got up a row with
you. He boned the paper when you
chncked him out.”

“Great Scott !”

“Tha rotter1” )

“T’ll jolly soon have it back!" ex-
claimed Tom Merry, starting for the
door.

“Tao late!” yelled Blake. “Hbe's
gone. Levison was leaving this even-
mng; and he's gone and taken the paper
with him.”

111 Oh I’:

Tor a moment dismay fell upon the
juniors. Levison was gone, and he had
taken the paper upon which Maro
Luigi had written down the clue to the
buried treasure.

There was no doubt about it.

Tom Merry looked at his watch,

“What tramn was Levison catching?”
he msked breathlessly. “ Anybody
know ¥ .

““Must have been the seven-lhirty.”

“Then it's not gone yet. Might got
to the station in time.”

“ After him ! yelled Blake.

With a rush the juniors were gone
from the study. In the excitement of
the moment tﬁey had completely for-
gotten the astonished Mr, Mopps.

In & momsnt AMr, Mopps was alone in

& Co. were dashing
helter-skelter down the stairs.

The astounded tutor gazed after them,
and gazed round the empty study. His
impression of Tom Merry & Co. as nice,
guiet, orderly ﬁmd boys had received a
rude shock. r. Mopps gazed at the
open doorway for some minutes in
silence. Then he said:

‘‘ (Roo-goo-goodness gracious!*
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CHAPTER 4.
Too Late |

EVISON was gone [
I It did not take Tom Merry &
Co. .many minutes to discover

) from Taggles that Levison had
gone to Rylcombe for the seven-thirty
Lrain.

It was twenty minutes past seven
now. Levison had made sure of being
in good time for the train, and doubt-
less, with the %apar once in his pos-
seesion, he had been snxious to get out
of the schoo! a3 soon as possible,

“The awful rotter ! said Figgins,
this is actual stealing, you

Tom Merry set his teeth.

“I'm going to have that paper back 1"
he exclaimed. “Come on, you fellows,
and sprint & you've never sprinted
before.”

And the School Hause chuma streamed
out of the gates.

Tiggins called to Kerr and Wynn, who
were following, and the New House
juniors stopped.

“Aren’t you going, Figgy?!” asked
Kerr, in surprise.

Figgins shook his head.

“But, dash it all, Figgy,” said Fatty
Wynn warmly, “it’s up to us to lend
Tom Merry a hand when that rotten
cad’s boned his giddy document.”

“My dear chaps,’” said Figgins
serenely, “you stay with your uncle!
This is where the New House scores over
the School House.™

“ Figgins, this isn’'t a matter for a
House row—"

Figgins chuckled.

“Don’t be an ass,” he said politely,
“or, at any rate, don’t be more asinine
than you can help[”

“ But, I say—"

"We're going to get that paper back
for Tom Merry, fathead,” said Figgins.
“That is how we are going to score,”

“0h 1" said the Co. together.

“They can't get to the station in tem
minutes,” said Figgine. “Even if the
train’s late in starting, they can't catch
Levison,”

"There's no reason why we should
stay behind, that I can see,” said Kerr,
“There's a chance.”

“It’s a mighty poor chance, and not
good enough for us,” said TFiggins.
“Tom Merry's too excited to think
about it. But all passengers from
Ryleombe have to change at Wayland,
as that’s the end of the local line.”

“But what—"

“They won't catch him at Rylcombe,
but there’s a chance of catching him at
Wayland when he changes trains,” said
Figgina.

“But Wayland’s four times as far off
as Rylecombe.” L.

“Yes, ass; but the train is a slow
one—a slow loeal train—and we're going
to get to Wayland by the time the train
gets there,” said Figgins calmly.

“But we can't!” enid Fatty Wynn.
“We could never run the distance in the
time. Why, we should have to break
all the running records twico over.”

Figgins gave him a pitying look.

“We're not going to run it,” he said.
“J{ave you never heard of such things
as bikesi™

“Qh, I seal”

"Time you did!” grunted Figgins.
*Now, then, sharp’s the word. Come
and pet the bikes out, and scorch like
thunder 1”?

“Good egg!” said the Co. heartily.

And they had their bicyeles out in a
marvellously short time, and mounted

THE GEM LIBRARY

in the road, and scorched off for Way-
land at top speed. :

Meanwhile, Tom Merry & Co. were
racing down the lane to Rylcombe.

There was & chance of catching the
train—a bare chance., Trains at the
little local station seldom started exactly
to timne. Tom Merry was a good runmner;
he had won prizes on the cinder-path.
He forged ahoad of his comrades,
though they were all runninﬁ well, .

Tom Merry’s face was dark with
angry determination as he ran.

Levison lLad made one underhand
attempt to get hold of the Italian docu-
ment, and to learn the secret of Maro
Luigi.

He bad failed, and seemed to have
given up the scheme, Tom Merry
understood now that the cad of the
Fourth had only been biding his time.
The spy of the School House had dis-
covered that Tom Merry carried the
paper about with him, tied up in a
handkerchief. And he had left his
attempt till the last day of the term,
so that he could get clear away with the
paper when he had taken ii.

He had eome to Tom Merry's study
that weninp}-3 on purpose, and he had
sugceeded. ut for Tom Merry’s wish-
ing to show the document to Mr.
Mopps, he might not have discovered
the loss for hours—perhaps net that
night at sll; and then Levison would
have been safe away with the paper,

But now there was a chance of re-
capturing it—a bare chance |

Tom Merry ran as he had never run
in his life before.

One. by one
dropped behind.

Blake was the last to keep company
with Tom Merry; and even he dropped
behind by the time they entered the old
High Street of Rylcombe,

Without a pause, Tom Merry dashed
on to the railway station,

The half-hour chimed out from the
church as he came in sight of the station
in the distance.

Seven-thirty !

Tom Merry put on & desperate spurt,

He almost reeled into the station
vestibula.

He could hear a train puffing in the
station; it was o minute past time, and
it had not started yet.

Tom Merry pushed the astonished
porter aside at the barrier, and dashed
up the steps to the platform.

The train was there; the guard had
just slammed the last door, and given
the signal to start.

“Stand back there!™ he shouted, as
Tom Merry rushed for the train.

Tom Merry's eyes swept the carriage
windows.

He caught a glimpse of a stariled face
at the window farther down the train,
and dashed desperately for that
carrizge. The train was moving.

“'0ld back, there '?

Tom Merry dashed on. Levison’s face
at the tramn window turned white.
Trumble, the porter, caught Tom Merry
by the shoulders and dragged Lim back,

“Let me pol" shouted Tom,

“ Master Merry: »

“Let me goi”

Tom Merry wrenched' himself away
from the grasp of the porter.

But it was too late,

The train was already pulling out of
the station. Levison’s carriage was past
the end of the platform.

Tom Merry caught one glimpse of the
face of the cad of the Fourth—wreathed
now with a triumphant, sneering grin
Then it vanished; the train was gone.

Tom Merry wheeled back, panting.

the panting juniors
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“You might 'ave been ’urt, Master
Merry,” sa.ig old Trumble reproachfully.
“You shouldn't be so reckless.”

Tom Merry did not reply.

He felt a sickening sense of defeat.
Levison was gone—and the document
was gone with him. The juniors came
panting on the platform cne by one.
“Oone (" exclaimed Lowther,

“ Ves,”

“Did you eee him, deah boy?”

“Yes—he was in the train, I was

minute too late!”

¢ Wotten [”

“The awful cad!” said Blake, be-

tween his teeth, “He's got the paper |

But we'll get it back, Tom—it's ours,

and he can't keep it. He'll be made to

giva it up !

Tom Merry smiled bitterly,

“Can't] The only chance was to
catch him with it on him. Now he’ll
be mble to hide it; and deny that he
knows enything about it. We can’t
prove that he took it.”*

“Bai Jove! That's so, deash boy!"
said D’Arcy. “It's wolten!”

“But what vse can he make of it?”
said Lowther, after a pause.

Tom Merry smiled bitterly.

“The same use_that we were poing
to. He'll get it translated; and I know
he and Mellish had some scheme for
getting out to Italy in the vac, and
searching for the treasure. Levison’s
father has business connections out
there, and he could work it. The cad!
If he does, it will be a race between
us‘!?

“The awful wottah! It'a stealin’|”
“QOh, Levison doesn’t mind that|"
And with grim faees the juniors

atarted back to St. Jim's.

(-]

—

CHAPTER 5.
A Short-lived Triumph !

(1] Y score this timel”
Levison muttered the
words with a pgrin of
triumph. .

The cad of the Fourth waz alone in
the carriage. .

A gharp fear had gripped him as he
gaw Tom Merry racing down the plat-
form. But his fear was gone now.
Hec had tried before, in vain, to oblain

ossession of the document. Now he
gad succeeded. He had beaten Tom
Merry & Co. at the fiuish, and there
was much satisfaction in that knowledge
to the cad of the Fourth.

“Beaten them hollow,” he murmured,
a8 the train rushed on through the
gloom, " The paper’s mine, and Y'll
ot the pater to take me out to Italy
this time, and while I'm there, I'll
handle the stuff. What-ho!  Those
duffers won't get there before me—1'll

Lot on that 1™

Levison fumbled in his pocket. Ile
took out Tom Merry's handkerchicf
and wuntied the corner wlere the

precious paper was secured.

He had not ventured to look at it
yot. He knew that it was there; he
had felt the paper in his fingers. But
he had waited till he was sale in the
train before looking at it. He took out
the folded paper, and Lossed the hand-
kerchief from the window of Lhe rush-
ing train. He did not want to keep
about him any evidence of the theft.

Levison felt quite sccure. If T'om
Merry eecused him, end made any
effort to reelaim the paper, Levison
was safe. Ho simply had to deny
knowing anything at all about any
paper belonging to Tom Merry. And
once he was safe home, he could con-

ceal the paper. No search would un-
earth it.

Levison unfolded the paper with
fingers that trembled with cxecitement.

He spread it out to read, and he read
it swithout, however, understanding »
word of it. Levison’s gifts did nof
cxtend to the knowledge of the Italian
tongue. There it was, the hurried
sorawl in the unknown language—
hurriedly scrawled by Maro Luigi on
thut wild night when Tom Merry had
saved him from the clutches of Hiram
Fion and his gang—written as 2 clue
to the treasure for the benefit of his
schoolboy rescuer, in case Luigi should
not succeed in escaping hizs enemies,

And now it was Levison’s | The cad of
the Fourth read and re-read the paper,
trying to exitract somc meaning from
the strange words:

“La cassa di danaro e sepolta fra le
rovine della capella di Santa Maria
dell'isola, presso Bureno, nela Grande
Laguna de Venezina, La pietra o scg-
nata d'una croce rossa,

“Maro Luran'

What did it mean?

It was a clue to the lhidden money,
end Lovison could make out, at least,
that it alluded to the Grand Lagoon
of Venice.

That was all he could understand.

But it would be easy enough to get
the document translated. And then

Levison's eycs glittered with triumph.

“T'll copy it out, and have each sen-
tence translated separately by a
different man,” he muttered. “1t will
cost 2 bit more, but it will make the
secret quite safge. It won't' do to let
angbody get on to this"

nd he chuckled.

He put the paper carefully into his
pocket-book, and stowed it away in an
inside pocket. The train seemed to
erawl, Levison was anxious to get
home, and, sabove nll, to get farther
away from Bt. Jim's.

Wayland at last! The train ran inlo
tha junction, and Levison looked out
of the window, He had to change
traing here; (hen lie would be in the
express, speeding away with his prize
at fifiy miles an hour.

He opencd the earriage doar and
slepped  out, amd hurried down the
platform towards tho adjoining plat
form where lhe express was due.

e would have only one minute to
wait.

And then—

“ ITallo, Levison 1”

The cad of tho Tourth started, and
turned a sickly colour. Three juniors,
dusty and breathless, camo down the
platform and joined him,  Levison
tried to ecalm himsclf as he recognised
IMiggins & Co.

Were they afler him? Did  [hey
know? How had they got te Wuyv-
land? The ead of the Fonrth ground
his teell as he tried to smile,

“Hallo " he sai, “You going to-
night, toa?

“0Ol, no!"” said Figgins nirily. " Just
come to see you ofl, you kuow., So
jolly glad to see the last of you !’

“Hore comes Ihe express,” sald Keer
pleasantly.

“Borry I can't stop to talk to yon."
muttered Levison. “I've only got one
minute before the train goes!”

Tiggins nodded,

#“Then you've got juskt ane minate lo
hand Tom Merry's paper over to me,”
he said,

Levison started,

{Continued on the next puye.)

Make the Jester smile and
Win a MATCH FOOTBALL!

Joke to The GEM

Send Jester,
J,mTuHia House, John Carpenter Sfrnf.

London, E.C.4 ( Comp.),

LETTING THE LION HAVE IT!

DBig-Gama Hunter {angrily): “Why
did you throw your rifle away when the
lion charged 7”

Companion: “Well, you told me to let
Lirn bayve it!”
A football has been awarded to J.

McClan, 3, Coronation Road, Ipswich.

] ] *

AN ADMIRAL IN THE MAKING!
“My big brother,” eaid John, “is
going to be en admiral.”
“Qh 1" said the visitor,
at present, I suppose?”
“'Well,” said Eahn, aftor a panse, "he
hasn't got that far yet, but he’s going
to have an anchor tattooed on his arm !
A football has been awarded to N.
Yates, 41, Lancaster Place, Leicester.

“He's o cadet

NOT 80 QDOD1!

Tather: “Iow did you get on at the
examination, Willie ?"

Willie: “All right, dad. I only had
one sum wrong.”

“Very good, my boy |
the others right?"

“No; I only did ene.”
A football has been awarded to T

Brown, 16, Weuntworth ’ark, Finchley,

London, N.3,

8o you got all

* * »*
THE RUSTIC'S RETORTI
Matorist: *Which is the way to

London ?”

Rustic: *Dunno.”

“Where does this lane lead ”

“Dunna.”

“ Whicel is the way to the main road 7"

“ Dunno.”

“You seem to be o fool I”

“Well, I ain't lost!”

A foolball has been awarded to K.
Foremnn, Swiss Cottage, Winsor, nr.
HBouthampton.

5 * "
HELPFUL ADVICE!

It was on n local train. The ancient
engine wheezed laborinusly over equully
ancient rails, and jolled to a stop at no
place in parlicular. Time passed
tedionsly,  Some of tho passengers
lucked wearily out of the windows, whila
othiers drew their hats over their cves
and tried to sleep. When half an hour
liad elapsed the guard came along.

“ 111, puard 17 exclained one passenger.
“What's the trouble?”

“We're taking in water,” was the
expluanation.

“Well,” retorted the other, "why on
earth don't you use another teaspoon?”
A special prize has Leen awarded tfo

Miss D. Meche, 88, Cold S8treet,

Johannesburg, South Africa.
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“1 don't wunderstand you,’ he
faltered.

“Bomething gone wrong with your
understander !’  asked Kiggins sym-
pathetically. “What I mean 15—
we've cycled over here in o dooece of
8 hurry to get the paper youw've stolen
from Tom Merry.”

" The—tha paper

. Yes, the—the paper!” mimicked
Figgins. “Do you want to cateh this
express 7V

“Ye-esl”’

"Then you'd better hand the paper
over, for yon're not going to get into
the train till I've got it!" said Fig-
ging cheerfully.

“1 don’t know what you're talking
about,” said Levison desperately. “1
don't know anything about any paper.
I've only got ong minute before the
train goes [?

“So accustomed to pinching other
fellows’ props that he forgets any par-
ticular theft,” grinned Kerr,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I'm ioing in this traim,” said Levi-
son as the express halted by the plat-
form.

Tiggins & Co. barred him off the
train,

“Not till I've pot the paper,” said
Flgims calmly. i

* Let me pass [

“Bome other evening.”

“Will you let me pass?” yelled Levi-

800
i W;hcn you've handed me the paper

“I'Il eall for help. T'1II—*

“You'll need a lot of belp to get out
of our paws with that paper,” Figgins
eaid, with undiminished good-humour.
“Call away.”

Levison made a rugh. In a moment
the three heroes of the New House had
seized him and dragged him back.

“No, you don't!™ gaid Figgins
genially.

“Let me gol” shricked Levison.

“No fear] Now look here, Levisom,
if you get a erowd round we shall call
a policcman and accuse you of stealing
that paper. You'll be taken to the

olice station and searched, Tom
erry and olhers can identify the
paper. Is that what you want?”

Levison gasped with fear and rage.
There was no doubt about it. e hacd
the paper still upon him. If he could
have reached his home with it the
matter would have been different, But
]F_iggins & Co. had heen too quick for
1101,

“Lock  here,” multered TLevison
]loarsol)f,. i go halves with
You——~

“Very generous for a thief, I must
say [ said Tigging. “But we're not
looking out for shares in a robbery,
thanlksg 1*

“I tell you—*

“The express goos in one minnte,”
said Figgins. “I[ you want to losa it
you've only got to keep on like this.”

Levison panted,

There was no help for it. TLosirg the
expresz would not help him. He was in
the hands of the enemy—and he dared
not face the trial of the polico station,
He dragged out his pocket-hook and
took out the paper with trembling
fingrara.

“There it is, hang you!”

Tigging took the paper. He locked
et it carefully., It waa written in
Italian, and he was satisfed. Levison
could not have prepsred a_ “spoof”
paper in anticipation—and he could
not have wrilten ono in Italian. Figgina
knew that this was the right paper,

“Thanks!” he said easily. “You

Tue GeM Lisnany.—No. 1,470.

ought to be thankful that I've saved
vou from becoming a thief, Levison.”

“Hang you I

“There's gratitude for you!' said
Fjg?ins._ ““Chaps, let's put Levison
gafely into his train. We came here to
see him coff, you know.”

“Ow! Leggo! Let me go—wow ™

Bump |

Figging and Kerr grabhed Levison,
whirled him off his fect, and tossed him
into a carriage. He fell there among
the feet of astonished passenpers—
astonished and angry. TFiggins & Co.
left Levison to explain. They hurried
out of the station.

“Got it!” said Figgins, with great
sntisfaction. “This is where the New
House scores, my sons|”

“Hurrah |” said the Co. heartily.

And Figgins & Co. mmounted their
bicycles and rode off in great spirits,

CHAPTER 6.
Good Old Figgins !

OM MERRY & Co. were feeling
decidedly glum. They had re-
turned to 8t. Jim's tired, and
troubled in mind, after their

unsuccessful chase to the station,

Levison waa gone, and Mara Luigi's
document was gone with him; and it
was a great blow to the juniors, who
had intended to be the sol]e sockers of
the hidden treasure of the i
lagoon.

True, Tom Merry knew by heart the
English translation of the paper, and
he could easily make a copy of it, so
far as that went. But there would be
a rival in the search—a cunning rival,
whose cunning had already beaten him
once. The happy holiday in Italy,
varied by the adventure of a treasure
hunt, would be changed into a hasty
scramble to get at the buried chest
before Levison could get at it. And
if Mr. Mopps declined to be hurried at
top speed—as was very probable—it was
quite likely that Levison would get
there first.

As for making e claim against Levi-
son for the paper, that would be uselesa.
If he got clear away with it, it could
never be proved that he had taken it;
and, in any case, even if ha had to give
it up, he would have time to make a
copy of if, which he eould get trans-
lated at his leisure.

Quite ignorant of i{he rapid ride of
Figging Co. to Wayland Junction,
Tom Merry & Co. came back to their
study with glum fages, thinking with
angry exasperation of the way the cad
of the Fourth had “done them,”

Alr. Mopps had finished his tea alone.
TUntil they came back into the study the
juniors did not remember the exist-
ence of Mr, Artemus Mopps, so much
wers they oceupled with the missing
document. Bui at the sight of him they
realised that they had not heen exactly
what would be ealled polita in thus
deserting their pucst without a word,

My, Mapps blinked ai them over his
glasses with his mild blue eyes.

“(-g-good gracious 1 he said. “How
dusty vou look, my did-did-dear boys!
What cver was the canse of that sud-
den and inexplicable commotion?”

“Bail Jovel I'm afwaid we owa yon
an apology, sir,” gaid Arthur Aungustus,
in his graceful way. "I twust you will
excuse us for wushin' off like that.”

“Very sorry, sir | said Blake.

“The faet is, T have lost that paper
I was going to show you,” said Tom
Merry. “A chap collared it, and he's
gono homo. And he got off before we
conld nail him.”

“N-n-nail him 17 r:‘.pca.t.ml Ar. Aloppa.

Venetian

“Collav him, sir.
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“Ab, you went after him, to ki-ki-

cile——

"Oh, no; wo shouldn’t have kicked

Lim, sir]! But we should have given
him a jolly good hiding,” said Monty
Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah! I should have

wegarded it as a duty to administah a
feahful thwashin’.” .

“To kik-kik-collar him,” said A,
Mopps.

“Oh, yes, sir!l We went to collar
him,” said Monty Lowther, “but he got
away.”

“Dear me!” said Mr, Mopps. “And
the paper is gone—that most interecsting
pa?ur.” A

“¥aas, woathah, sir1?

“N-n-never mind ¥ said Mr. Mopps
comfortingly, “I em surc that it was
only a jig-jig-joke, my dear boys!”

The juniors did net argue the point
with Mr. Mopps. They could not show
him Mara Luigi’s paper now, and
therc was an end of it. They sat down
glumly to their tea. Mr., Mopps had
finished his, end he had a paper and a
pencil on the corner of the table, The
juniors observed that he had been
seribbling in Latin, and they remem-
bered the Oxford in'izo poerm.

The prize man, like many prize men,
knew his prize poem by heart, and he
had taken advantage of the sbsence of
the juniors to write down tho hexa-
meters which had gained him that
enviable distinetion in his college days.
The juniors groaned inwardly; %ut they
had already been wenting in politeness
once, and they felt that they were bound
to listen to the poem with a good grace.
After all, Mr. Mopps was, as Monty
Lowther murmured, a good little ass,
and 1t would do no harin to stroke his
ears,

"By the way, where ore those New
House bounders?” asked Tom Merry.
“They didn’t come te Ryleombe with
us.”

“Bai Jove, no! They came down as
far as the gates™ said D’Arcy.

“Gono  back to their IHouse, I
suppose.”

" Queer that Fatty Wynn didn't come

back to finish his tea.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Very queer!”

“Yams, that was vewy quceah
indeed,” said Arthur Augustus. '*Only

somethin’ vewy important would keep
Tatty Wynn fwom finishin’ his toa,”
“Right there, Gussy ¥ said a cheerful
voice. .
And Figging & Co,, looking very red
and dusty, came into the study,

“Hallo! Whers have you bounders
been #* asked Blake,

“On & little run!”  explained
Figging, "I suppose_you didn’t catch

Levison at Rylcombo Station, did you §”

No; the rotter was in the train, and
it was starting as we got there,” said
Tom Merry,

“ And the paper—"

“He’s got 1t with him,”

“Pity somebody didn't think of cut-
ting across to Wayland on a bike and
mtercepting him _when he changed
trains,” remarked Figging airily.

Tomn Merry grunted,

“T thought of that as we wers coming
bacl,” ho said. *‘It was too late,”

“¥Yoes, you Sehool House chaps are
generally a little late in the day, aren's
you !” said Figgins agreeably.

“T(0Oh, rats I?

"“Yaes, wathab, Figgy; wats, and
many of 'em! This is not a time for
House waggin's,” said Arthur Augustus
severely.

“Bless your little heart| I'm not
ragging,” said Figgins, “Only pointing
out Lthat you School House chaps are
gencrally o day behind the faizr, and
that when there’s anything to be done
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quick the New ITouse has lo take it in
hand.”

And the Co. chuckled.

Tom Merry gave ligging a quick
lnok. Something in Figgy's tone raised
his hopes, It would not be like Figgins
to chip hiny in & moment of misfortune,
unless ho had good news.

5 “Figgins,” he exclaimed breathlessly,
have you——"

“You've lost a giddy docyment ?” said
Fl‘g%}us.

es |”

“ Written in Ttalian?”

“Yea, yeal”

“I suppose you could identify it if
you saw it?" went on Figgins in the
same airy way.

“0f coursa T could. Have you—7

“Was it anything like this ¥

Figgins laid a scribbled sheet of
paper on the table. Tom Merry caught
it up; his eyes danced as he read
the familiar though incomprelensible
words:

“La cassa di danaro e sopolta fra le
rovine della capalla di Banta Marin
dell'isola, presso Burano, nela Grande
Laguna di Venczia, La pistra e
segnata d'una croce rossa.

“Maro LuigL”

. “Figgins1 My hat! How did you got
167" slouted Tom Merry,

Figgina grinned,
_ “0Oh, we know how to do these things
in the New House, you know

“Oh, come off |” said Blake. “How
did you get it, ass?”

““Yaas, wathah| ITow did rou get i,
TFiggy, deah boy? I wegard it as vewy
wenrarkable that you should get it when

The gardener, the chauffeur, and Toby and Taggles laid hold of
But that irunk would not budge !

to liftit.

T did not suceeed in doin' so.” eadd
Arthue Aungustns D'Arcy, in consider-
able surprise.

“Buzzed over to Wayland on our
bilkea and caught Levison as he chm_lﬁed
trains, and Drought back the giddy
document, and lere it is—and here wo
are—hungry I

“Very hungry !” sald Fatty Wynn.

“Pile in, my infanta!” said Tom
Mecrery. “Figgy, old man, you're &
brick; end you can call the New Iouse
the Clock House of 8t. Jim’s if you like
—till next term.”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard Figgy as
havin’ played up vewy well,”

And Figgins & Co.,, wvery pleased
themselves at the pleasure they had
given, sat down to tea in great spirits.

Tom Merry turned fowards Mr.
Mopps with the dooument, but Mr.
Moepps, too, had o document in his

liand—the Latin prize poem,

“Let's get that ovah first, deah boy,”
murmured D'Arey in Tom DMerry's car
**Wespect for age, you Lkuow,”

Tom Merry grinned, Mr, Mopps was
uearly forty, end probably he would
not hava been very pleased ot being
vespected for his age, But the juniors
were all anxious to get the prize poem
over, g0 they pressed Mr. Mopps to
read it out. %

Mr. Mopps was somewhat coy at first.
He had written ount the poem from
memory with the deliberate and ruth-
less intention of reading it out; but he
Lad to be pressed very considerably
before he clearved his throat and bepan,

The juniors listened with dutifnl
nttention and appreciation to Rl
AMopps’ rvolling hexnmeters. When he
had Bonished they expressed their

" My heye | ** gasped Taggles.
had been screwed to the floor!]

i 1t's 'eavy | V'
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wonder and admiration in terms that
went straight to My, Mopps' heart,

Wiiile Mr. Mopps purred his content-
rient the juniors (E;]t a slight uncasiness
as to whetlior ho might have any more
poeins about him.

But lin hadn’t; and he camo good-
naturedly down from the heights of
Olympus. to  1read Tem  Moerry's
decument.

Mr. Mopps adjusted his gold-rimmed
glasses over his pale blua eyes and reac
the document written by Maro Luigi
with great interest,

“Did-did-dear me " said Mr, Mopps,
when he had perused it carcfully. “This
is written as if quite sincercly, and in
g-g-good earnest! The mum-mum-man
writes as if he really believes in tho
existenco of the treasure!”

"I am sure he did, sir,” said Tom
Merry; “and I ean’t help Lelieviog in
it myself. you'd gcen that man
Hiram Finn, who was sfter him, you
would think so. He was en awfully
keen and sharp beast, and he wouldn't
be hunting o mare’s nest, I think,”

“Wathah not "

Mr. Mopps read over the paper
again, and scribbled a translation of it,
with an ease which the juniors admired
much more than they had admired the
Latin hexameters,

“The chest of money is buried among
the tnins of the Chapel of Santa Maria
on the island near Buarano, in the
Grand Liagoon of Venice. The stone is
marked with a red cross.” )

“It is certainly very explicit,” said
Mr. Mopps. “It will be quite casy to
take o gondola from Venice to this
islond near Burano, and visit the roins

D’Arcy's trunk and exerted all thelr strength

Little did they know It
Top Gex Lisrant.—No. 1,470.
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of tlie Chapel of Santa Alaria, And
the chest is buried under a slone
marked with a red eross; it should Le
easy to find it.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

AMr. Mopps besmed upon the juniors
over hisa gold-rimnied glasses.

“1 suppese you are very esger lo
undertake this seavcll, my boys??
= "Yes, rather, siv!”

“What-he [

we  will make Venice the

starting-point of our little exeursion,”
said the good-natured Mr. Mopps, “aund

we will see if this cliest of money
exisls”

" Brave M

“Oh, ripping!” exclaimed Tatty
Wynn.

Tom Merry clapped the fat Fourth
Former on the shoulder.

“Good for you, Fatiy!
good of you to wish us success

“Iht? said Fatty Wynn.
are yvou talking about$”

“Didu't, you say it was ripping "
Yo, aul zo it iv—so lender—
1 Eh?T,

“Bimply melts in tlie moulhi—"

. \“Tllilt_,,

“Bimply vipping!” said Fatly Wynn,
Spifling 17

“'What are you jawing about, you
ass 7V

“Eh? T was speaking of this cold
ciicken,” said Fatty, in wonder. * What
did you think I +was talking about?”

“Ha, ha, ha ("

Fatty Wynn looked puzzled. All his
atlention had been given to the cold
chicken, and he had not heard a word
about the treasure of the Venetian
lagoon. But he did not ask for any
explanation. There was another cold
chicken, and I'atty Wynn started on
that, A bird in hand, it i3 said, is
worth two in the bush; and io Fatty
Wynn, a cold chicken on the table
hefore him was worth any number of
buried treasures on islands in tho Grand
Lagoon of Veunice.

It's jolly

n

"IWhat

i

1

CHAFPTER 7.
Ofi
OM MERRY & (O, turned out
the following morning in great
spirits.
Mr. Mopps had stayed the

night at St. Jim's; ho ljad bronght his
Lbags down with him, and a start was
to be made direet from the old school
for Newhaven, where the party were to
cross  for Dieppe, and start their
journey.

Tom Merry & Co. had their packing
done vory early. They had travelled
before, and, with the exceplion of
Arthur  Angustus DMArey, they kuew
what to take, and what was more im-
portant—whitt to leave behind. Arthur
Augustus was obstinately bent ou taking
the big brand-new trunk, Ho had
packed it full to overflowing, and lhe
confided joyously to DBlake thal ilere
would be not tho slightest danger of
running out of ties or silk hats. Insido
the great trunk he had placed an extira
hat-box, in addition to the big leather
hat-box which held two toppers and a
siraw and a Panama and a Homburg
and n set of caps. Blake ouly smiled;
Lowtler had coulided to Lhim his little
\oka about (hoe serews, and he was

micnt.

A big car had arvived in the morn-
ing to take the live juniors and BMr.
Mopps and their baggage to the station,
1t was a splendid spring morning, and
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all St. Jim's was in high spirits. They
were fond of the old sehool, but holidays
were always weleome, When the car
drew up ouiside the School House, and
Taggles and Toby ecarricd down the
ltags o place in it, Arthur Angustus
furncd his attention to his big trunmk.
Taggles was remarkably polite that
mormmg—he did nobl err, as a rule, on
e side of over-politeness, Lut when the
sclool broke up, Taggles' mauners were
always charming. Shillings and half-
crowns, and even ten-shilling notes,
came Taggles' way on days like that.
Tageles was  speeially  polite ta
Avtlir Augustus D' Arey, who was rall-
ing m money as usual on such an oeca-
sion.  His pater had been very generous,
D’Arcy  having  cxplained that |he
would want a lot of money in an ox-
pensive country like Ttaly. Taggles had

pressed into service the Head’s gar-
dener, the chauffeur, and Toby, the
page. The four of them gathered

round D'Arey’s trunk, and the fellows
wlo knew that it was screwed to the
floor gathered round it, too, to watch
events.

“Pway be vewy careful with it, deah
Loys,” said Arthur Augustus. “There
are some vewy valuable things in it
you know !

“Orlright, Master ID’Arey!” said
Taggles. “We'll 'andle it as if it was
the happle of our heye, sir!”

“How do you handle the apple of
your eoye, Taggles?” asked Monty
Lowlher, with an innocent desire for
informadion.

Taggles only grunted, He had
already had a half-erown from Lowther,
so he did not feel called upon to
appreciate the Shell fellow’s humour.

“Now, then, lay 'old ! said Taggles.

The gardener, Lo echauffeur, and
Toby and Taggles laid hold. They
lnid hold and exerted themselves. The
trunk did not move.

“My heyel” said Taggles.
Teavy 1M

“Yaas, il's wathah heavy,” agrced
Arvthur  Augustus D'Arcy. " But the
four of veu ought to be able to man-
age it, weally [

“0h, we'll pet it dewn,
the chautfenr.

Lay ‘old agin!” said Taggles.

And they laid hold again.

But the trunk remained stationary.
It is probable that if Hervcules had
mada a thirteenth labour of moving
that trunk, he would not have sue-
ceeded so well as he did with his famous
twelve tasks,

Taggles, Toby, the Head's chauf-
four, and the gardencer exeried them-
selves manfully,

But it was in vain.

The trunk remained as frmly fixed
as if it were clamped to the foor—or
screwed.

There was a giggle from thie crowd of
follows looking on.

“Put your beef into it!" said Kan-
garoo of the Bhell, “You'te not half
trying, Taggy 1"

“All together ! snid Reilly. ' Faith,
don’t let 1l bate you, you know ”

“QGo it, Taggles!”

* Shove 17

Taggles went it—and shoved! But
the (runk declined to move. The un-
happy perter relaxed his eflorts at last,
alitl mopped his streaming hrow,

“You st have puk teo naity things
in it, Master D'Arcy,” ha gasped. 1
s'pose you ain't leaded it up willt briek-
bats, by any chance?'?

" Hu, ha, hal”

“It  simply  contains
attire,” said Arthur Augustus.

“fpts

sir [ gaid

articles  of
“It is
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wathali heavy, I know, but weally it
ought not to give all that twounble,”

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“What's the row here?” asked Kil-
dare of tho Bixth, coming ulong the
passage,

“CGussy's trunl,” said Monty Low-
ther hlandly, Gussy has put in so
many faney ties and socks that they
ean't move it

“Weally, Lowlhah il

“Ti's toppers,” said Lumley-Lumley.
“T guesz il's (he toppers thab have
done it, Ilow many have you put im,
Guzay 77

“YWeally, Lumley——"

“I'll give you a hand,” said the cap-
tain of Bl. Jim’s good-naturedly.

"Thank you kindly, sirl? said
Taggles, "“DBut I think it will want o
lot of ’ands to move that trunk. And
’ow the railway porters is goin’ to
carry it, sir, i3 a mystary to me!™

“Lay hold all together|" said Kil-
dare, laughing.

And Kildave lent his aid,

The captain of St. Jim’s was a power-
ful fellow, and certainly the trunk,
heavy as it was, ought to have moved
with five strong pairs of hands upen it.
But it wouldn’t. Kildare, breathing
haed, rose from his labours with a look
of astonishment vpon his face.

Mr. Mopps came up the passage,
taling out his watch,

“Wa are all ready, D'Avey,” he said
mildly, “The car 15 ready to start. I
am afraid we cannot delay Jonger with-
out losing the train, and in that case wo
should miss the boat at Nowhaven.”

“Yaas, sir; it's all wight—my twunk’s
comin’ 1"’

Mr. Mopps gazed at the trunk.

“You are not thinking of bub-bub-
bringing that t-t-trunk with you,
D'Arey ' he asked, in horrified aston-
ishment,

" Yaas, Llr, AMopps |7

“D-b-but it is  quite impossible,
D’Arcy | You could not possibly travel

with a trunk that size,” said Mr,
Mopps, in distress. *¥You must gige
gig-gig—"

li]i:h?!’

“You must gig-gig-give up the idea,
FArcy., Pray come now; the car is
waiting.”

“But all my things are in that twunk,
sir,”  explained *Arey. "I have
nothin® else but one bag, sir."

“But, really, I¥Arcy o

“Ila, ha, ha!”  roared Blake.
“You'll have to make the bag do,
Gussy, Come onl?

“1 cannot come without my twunk,
drah bey.”

“'Try again | grinned Manners.

Taggles & Co. tried again. Kildare
holped, and two or three more fellows
lent a hand, but the trunk did not
move,

“Therr's some joka in this,” said
Kildare suspiciously. “The trunk must
he fastened to the floor in some way,”

“IIa, ha, ha!”

“Clome on, Gussy!”
Mevry from  the staivs,
guing to stoct P

T Weally, Tom Mewwy:

Bluke, Lowther, and MManners dashed
downstaivs and toolk their places in the
rar. Tom Merry called to Arthur
Angnstus  again, and followed them,
M, Mopps tooked et his wateh in great
distines,

I Avey, wo shall lose the trainl™

Y But my bwank, sir

“You must eome without it

YTt's  fastened to the floor,”
Kildara.

“Ay heye!” said Taggles.

“Bai Jove! Ii’s o twick—a wotten

twick !

shouled Tom
“Tha car's

1]

said
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"Ha, ha, ha!l” .
“I"wefusu to go without my twunk|
“D'Aroy, we must hurry |”

“Come on, Mr, Mopps|” shouted

Tom Merry, reappearing on the stairs.
"We'lv? only just got time for the
train [

“Did-did-dear me "
“Bai Jove! I shall have to unpack
the twunlk, and get it loose, and pack it

egain I
“PBut thers is no time!” gasped Mr.
Mopps. “'Reall

“But, weally, {{r. Mopps—"'

Tom Merry slipped his arm through
Mr. Mopps', and led him away to the
stairs.

“Good-bye, Gussy|” he called out.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“It's ell right. You can stay here
with the trunk. We'll send you soms
picture-postecards froor Italy{” called
back Tom Merry, as he disappeared
down the stairs with the bewildered
Mr, Mo%ps.

“Bai Jovel"

Arthur Augustus locked at the trunk.
The crowd in the passage roared with
laughter.

IFArcy ran down the stairs into the
quadrangle. The car, with Tom Merry

Co. on hoard, was starting for the
D'Arcy dashed after it.
ou boundahz! Slop, you
ou can't leave me behind 1"

“(an't lose the train1” yelled Blake.

"But my twunk——-""

“Pray get into the car, D'Arcy!”
gasped Mr. Mopps. “We really must
not lose the train.”

“But my twunk—"

“Wae'll send you some picture post.
cards, Gussy, and a telegram if we fin
the glddg' treasure 1” yelled Lowther.

*Lowthab, I wegard you as n beast|
I suspect you of havin' fastened my
twunk to the floor. I comsidah you a
wank outsidah!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Good-bye, Gussy !’

The car ran slowly on.

Arthur Augustus caught up with it
end jumped on the running-board, to
continue the argument. His eyeglasa
dangled et the end of its cord, and his
silk hat lilled to one side with guite
a rakish look.  His aristocratic face
was wildly excited, and never had hs
lacked so conspicuously the repose
which should stamp the caste of Vere de
Vere.

“Jump in, Guss

“Theore's etill time!”

“But my twunk—my loggage—*

“Jump in[”

. *If 1 come without my twunk, I shall
ingist uwpen stoppin’' s few days iu
Pawis to do some shoppin’!”

“No law against that,” said Blake.
“You can insist upon anything you like.
No hann in & cﬁnp insisting till he's
blaek in the face

“You uttal wottah 1

“Jump in!”

The car was at the goteway now.
Arthur Augustus opened the door und
jumped in, Then the car halted in the
gateway. Taggles and Toby and the
Head's gardener and chauffeur followed
it te Lhe gites.  In the hurry of the
momenl Arthur Augustus had torgotien
the tips: but they had rememboered.

“Tagrles & Co. want 1o speak to you,
Gussy,” satd Lowtlier blumllly.

“Bair Jove! I'way excuse me for
havio' forwotion vou, deah boye 1 eaid
’Arcy, funibiling in his pockel for s
pound note. 1 have hatn the vietim
of & wolien twick | Tapgezles, pway Lake
carn of ny twonk white [ sg gone”

“Cert'uly, sirt” said ‘Pappgles. ns his
honest horny hend elosed with nuch
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JUST and throe says; ** Just keep smiling.”
Ho who la laats |
I know a business man wha lives on
the fat of the land. He's invented a
FUN succesaful slimming course |
"Nother chap will trace your next-
e i of-kin. The heir restorer.
Brief one: ';a]i‘};iou like movi
ictures, Bill 7! aaked his mate. ' No
Mﬂllty l.owt]ler lqarf 1" “Then just help me move
Calling ! half & dozen from the attio, will you 7™
A serial film, when compleled,
B Hallo, everybody | . was found to be a foot oo shorl.

Why was your nose put in the middle The villain hod got awray by inches !
of your facel Because it's the
scenter. Query: “How ocan I ocollect

Well, what most bocomes a man? stamps? ? pgks a reader. Travel by
A boy, of eourse, Tuke in the rush hour, old chap,

Now try thia: Why is s pair of  Mr, -Selby was holding forth in the
gkates like a benana #kin? Surely Third Form Room. " And when we go
you're not going to * fall  for that 1 out on & cold winter's morning, what

It was young Gibson who, asked h? do we see on every nand ! he asked.
Mr. Selby to define the word “ suffiz, ' “Gloves! ' answered Wally D’Arcy.
said it was B county in the south of They were giving suditions for a
England ! charity concect, and Guesy had to go

Then there wea the fisherman who ajong” ' They dida’t offah me an
thought he was 51'9“? bot, but all be epgagement, but they agweed my voice
caught was a cold. wns heavenly,” said Guesy, dojrsa i

— i return. " Are you sure 1" asked Blake.

e i info . weil, deah boy, they said it was
frtosers sons- Cusas e pubHe | corthiy 1 admitbed Gussy.
i News: Rhyl bargesa are on atrike,

Mr. Linton reminds us that moncy They won't touch work with a barge
ja a comtrolling force, With us it's pole, .
ususlly a “ spent "' force ! As the science maater said, operatmﬁ

“ Youth Must Be Served,” reads a an electrical device: “You baoys wi
headline. If not, it simply helps notice that thia machine is warked by
iteelf n crank,”  That * sterted them

I hear that while Fatty Wynn was Jaughingl
making a cake, Figgina accidentally Very Inst: A lady traveller at &
dreopped some glus mnto the mixture. Wild Wesb station ordersd & cup of
If caused no end of n “ stir ™! tea, but badn't time to drink it before

Remember, you needn’t go abroad the train rostarted. A cowboy said:
next winter. You cen get plenly of * Please take mine, lady—it's already
it here. rancered and blowed | Weatern

A Wayland man who is a bundred courtesy | After you, chaps!

) |

satisfaction upon the pound note. *Like
the happle of my heye, sit. 'Ope you'll
'ave a good time, sir!”

And the car drove on.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy set his silk
topper strnight, and jammed his eye-
glass into his eye, and turned a wither-
g glance upon his, grinning comrndes.

N 5cu fwightful wottahs—"

“Ila, ha, ha!”

I wegard you as beasts—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“I foel vewy doubtful whathah I can
continae to eonsidah you as fwiends—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“T wefuse Lo speak to you—>"

"Ha, ha. hal”

“Weally, you wottahs, it seems quite
imposs to ioake you feel pwopuhly
ashamoed of vourselyves™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tt was evidently quite impossible, and
Arthur Augustus gave it up.

CHAPTER 8.
In the Chops of the Channel !

1 EWIHAVENT" suid Tom
Morry.
Lk parlty from St Jim’s

 poured oul Trean the Lrain in
great spmrils i .
The beat Tor Dieppe was waiting for

the traiv, Prarters carried the bazs
wway o 2 procession, and the juniora
and Mr. Moppa folluwed.

Avtlier Augustus 1P Arey had  re-

covered his goud humour by this time
The prospreet of shopping in Parig con-
goled  him—thengh  his eomrades had

their own ideas nbout that. To travel
ta ltaly with a singlo bag, containing
only albout Lwiee as many things as any
other fellow wonld have taken, ap-
peared o sheer impossibility 10 Arthur

Augustus.  Lhe only resource was a
stay of a few dnys in Pariy to re lenish
the supply. TIPArey consoled himself

with thnt thought, and he even ad-
mitted that tho brand-new trunk which
had been eo unfortunately lofe behind
would have been ruther awkward to get
on the boat.

Arthur Angustus kindly declared that
he would buy a smaller cue in Paris,
\Whereat Tom Merry Co. smiled.
T'hey meant to keep a very sharp eye
on Arthur Aupustus, and to take ex-
collont care that no trunks were udded
to the party en route to Venice.

“Aftah all,” remarked D’Arcy. 13
they walked down to the boat, ™it is
guite possible to gel what you sant in
Pawis. You fellows shall come with
e to do some shoppin' in the Wue de la
Caix.”

*T don't thinkt”
Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah—"

The parly walked on the steamer. Tt
wae a4 line, sunhy day, and there wos the
prospect of a good erossing, Which wae
a great satisfaction to Mr. Mopps, whe
was nol i good sailer.

“] Lope you lnds will nel be ill in the
Low-bow-bow—"

“Wo're going to be afe siv,” said
Arihur Avgustus.  * You're more likely
ta be ill in the bow, «ic”

Tue Ged Lipasny.—No. 1,470

murmured Bbonty
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“In the bow-bow-beat,” concluded Mr.
Mopps.

*Ch, that's all wight, siv; we're good
sailahs. We've been on the watah
before,” ganid D'Arey. “I twust you
will ba all wight.”

“Ye-cs,” said Mr. Mopps, #s the
steamer moved out. “It looks like n
kik-kik-kik-calm sea. I think I shall
~remain on deck.”

“I don't think it will be wuff, sir,”
eaid D'Arcy encouragingly.

The sea was not what e sailor would
call rough by any means. But befora
they were a mile from land it appeared
to Mr. Mopps that the bhoat was rolling
in the most horrible manner. He =at in
his deck-chair with his complexion
gradually changing to a scholarly
pallor, and then to an art shade in
green.

“ Did-did-dear me!” murmured M.
}.Iﬂp]lns. “I t-t-trust I am fot going to
be 1ll 1*

“Bwace yourself, sir.”

_“There are lots of remedies for sea-
sickness, sir,” said Monty Lowther
kindly. “Have you ever tried chewing
a little hit of fat pork—"

“Groooh I
“ Bhut up, Monty, you ass!” said Tom

Brry.

“Groo-gogh 1 said Mr. Mopps faintly.

—I think upon the whole it would
have been a jew-jow-jow—"

“I don’t quite compwehend, sir. Who
wonld have been a Jew 7"

_ "It would have hbeen a
J_c_.lﬁr_____.-’J

“Bai Joval"”

“A jew-jew-judicious thing to cross
by Calais, as the sea route is sa much
shorter,” murmured Mr. Mopps., “I
really think so—now 1*

“Too late, Mr. Mopps,” said D'Arcy.
“But it's not a vewy long cwossin’—
anly about thwee hours—-""

*“0Ob, did-did-dear 1"

Mr. Mopps was silent for a long time
—silent and unhappy. The steamer
churmed on into the chopa of the
Channel. Mr. Mopps grew more and
more unhappy. He would have given
Tom Merry's treasure, and all the other
treasures in the world, with the “early
Italian poets ” thrown in, to have his

(13

jew-jew-

feet on dry land agsin  at  that
moment,

He wondered—as iany unhappy
Channel passengers  wonder at  the

moment of anguish—how any man wha
was safe on land c¢ould be lhmatic
enonzh to trust himself upon water!
But Mr., Mopps was soon in no state of
wonder about anything. 1lis com-
plexion grew pgrecner and greener, and
all his efforts were dirceted towards
mastering the extraordinary sensations
hae felt inside.

Passengers strolled up and down the
deck, chatting cheerfully. Mr, Mopps
looked wupon them with a luck-Tustro
eye. Probably not one of them could
have rendered o translation of the
"1‘.-11:'5{ Italinn poets ®: but Mr. Mopps
would have given all his scholastie
attainments at {hiat moment to ho rid
of the dreadfiul feclings that were rising
within him.

The juniors were very sympathdtic.
Even AMonty Lowther did not make hny
more funny remarks about fat porl
Mr. Mopps’ silent anguish would have
touched the heart of a tax-collectar
An attendant camo along the dock wilh
o large basin, swhich he planted con-
spicnously  before Alr. Mopps. Mr.
Mopps groaned and shook his head.

“I—1 don't want that!” he mur-
mwured.

“Nover mind. You will, =g said
the man covsolingly

Tiue Gey Limmany.—No. 1,470,

“Groogh t”

And Mr, Mopps did.

A fat Frenchinan, with a
fay cigar, halted near Mr.
Mopps, smoking econtent-
ed'y as he looked away to-
wards La Belle France.
A whiff of his cigar smote
Mr. Mopps like a discharge
of artillery, Mr., Mepps
groaned. He reached out
a feeble hand and pushed
the Frenchman, who stared
down ot him in astonish-
ment Then he under-
stood and sympathised.

“Ieauvre garcon!”
saird

And he tock himself and
hiz cigar farther nway.

The steamer plunged on.

“0Oh, did-did-dear "’ mur-
mured Mr. Mopps, “How
did-did-dreadfully tho ship
15 rolling | 1 suppeose it
would be no use speaking
to the captain to ask him
if he can do something to
stut-stut-stop the ship roll-
ing T

“I'm afraid not, sir,”
seid Tom Merry bravely.

“"We shall be in scon,
sir,” said Manners. “We're
nearly in the middle of the
Channel now.”

“Nearly |” groaned My,

he

Mopps.

“Quite!” snid Tom
Merry “We shall be
able to see Dieppe soon,
sir. Buck u,p[”

“Grooghl’

Another half-hour—about
twenty cenburies long to
Mr. Moppsl Then he
gently touched D’Arey on
the arm, and D'Arecy
leaned down to hear his
faint, expiring murmur,

“1 am dud-dud-dveadfully ill I mur-
mured r. Mﬂ;:lpa. “X fuf-ful-feel that
I'm pgoing to die. I am sus-sus-sorry
that your holiday will be afui]ed by
such a fatality, D'Arey. I—I wish to
be buried in England.

“My denh chap——*

“You will have my body taken back
to England for interment, wen’t you?"’
gi.rﬂuned Mr, Mopps. “Promise ma
that.”

“Yaas, siv,” said D'Arey.
bwight, sir[™

“Th-th-thank you "

Aud Mr. Mopps closed his eyes.

“Toor old chap!” murmured Tom
Merry. " Worst case I've ever seen.
Do you remember Fatty Wynn after a
big feed on a stcamer one vacation,

35

you chaps—

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Mopps was insensible to his sur-
roundings now. Years of anguish
rolled by—at least, so it seemed to Ar.
Mopps. But Mr. Mopps, somewhat to
his sstonishiment, did not die. A shake
oi the shoulder brought him back sud-
denly Tront the Valley of the Shadow
of Death. IIe opened his cyes
languidly.

“Dicppe, sir!” said Tom Merry.

“Groogh 1

“We're gelting into harbour, =ir,”

“Ciroogh 1”

“On land n & few minutes now, AMr,
Mopps.™

“Groogh!”

The stepmer was still at last, Then
the juniors raised Mr. Jopps to his
feet. The tuter gazed round him witl
lack-Justre eyes. DBut as he felt no

“ ITonah
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further motion beneath his feet, he
revived,

“We—we are realiy there at last?®
hoe murmured.

“Really, Mr. Mopps1”

“Thank g-g-gooduess!”

They piloted My, Mopps ashore,
accoinpanied by an army of " facteurs ™
with their bage.

With the firm land under his feet,
My, Mopps recovercd weonderfully,
He even smiled a lillle as ho took his
scal mm the train for Paris.

“Tt was a dud-dud-dreadful eross-
ing ! he murmured. “"But I think I
stood 1t pretty well—pretty well—eh 7V

“Wemarkably well, sir.”

“After all,” said Mr. Mopps, *the
sen is the natural element of the Driton.
By braving the terrors of the waves, my
bovs, wo huve made England what slo
i3 ¥

“Wo have, sir,’”’ said Tom Merry

solomnly.

“Other natiops,™ said JMr
“lack our hardy steeneth for
renson We have alwoys hecn
rulers of the seca, beeauzo we have
deficd and scolfed at its lerrors. As
Dritons," wo are at home upon the blue
water. Wao do uot fear when the
stormy winds do blow—ch I*

“Not a Lit, sir [

Tio train started, with that delight-
ful swing-boat movement peeculiar to
the French trains. Mr. Mopps turned
palo again,

“Did-did-dea. me[” ho said. “I—I
wish the train would nnt rock so! It
malkes mo feel as if I were on that dud-
dud-dreacdinl boat again!™

“Noever mind, sir b

MMopps,
that

the

saig Aonty

SR
\\:.

" Underrstands Englieh, is ut] ' roarad the fat gentlemas,
ye saucy little epalpeen, it's mesel! that’ll give ye a nlumr

D’Arcy. O

1
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not Ialian.
“haad for yere cheek [ ™

Lowther, “It's a comfort to feel that
wo belong to a race of hardy DBritons,
who have &always ruled the giddy
waves, sir.”

But Ar. AMopps did not reply. 1le
was wresthing onee more with the in-
ward denion, and he did not seent him-
pelf apain til [aris was veached,

. v—

CHAPTER 9.
in Ialy !
! RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY

made his plans overnight for a

giguntie shopping  expedition,

which was to despoil the Rue de
la Paix and the Avenue de la Opera of
their miost valuable possescions. Tom
Merry & Co. also made their plags. The
latter were cnrried oul, wuwd Arthur
Auvgusiue Tound himselE the next nar-
1 1o {he express for Lthe south, with the
shopping undone.

Tha kind offer of the juniors 1o leave
it behind to shop, and 1o send him
picture  posteards  from  Jtaly, was
refused with indiguation by the swell of
St. Jim's. Chielly, as he assured them,
heeause he was quite sura that thev
would get into Llrouble 1n Italy if he
ween nob Hiere 1o look alter them,

Mr. Mopps had, fortunately, got over
hia trainsickness and his seasickness,
and was quite eheerful again.

Tho express dashed awasy to tho
Sunny South, Ar, Mopps had chosen
the Sungplon roula.  The juntors, from
the train windows, watched tho massive
Alps rise into view. They stopped a
night at Lausanne, and the wsext day
took the train for Italy,

'' Bure are all that are
' Bai Jove ! ¥ gasped are all

The wonderful beauty of
{ha Lake of Ceneva burst
upor them as the frain ran
on by the shores of the in-
land sea.

"Bai Jovel"” said
Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy.
“This is a wippin' place!
We shall weally have to
have & vacation in Switzer-

land some time, you
chaps1”

“Makes you feel quite
poetie,” saitl  Lowther.

“What are those lines of
Byron H

“Yaas,''
“1 know:

gait] D'Arey;

“{ Woll on, thou deep and
darlk blue ococan,
woll I’ 2

“Not that, fatheacd!
This isn't an ocean, it’'s a
lake!” said Lowther.
“Samething about scalps.”

“] am sure Bywon neveh

w'ote any poem aboub
scalps, deah boyl”
“Yes, lio did. TI've got

it 12 exclaimed Lowther.

“¢ Before me are the Alps,
Lifting sublime thoeir
smowy sealps !’

“Is that poetwy?” asked
D'Arey doubtfully.

“OF courso it is, assl
Secalps rhymes with Alps,
doosn't it 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Tt must bo jolly casy to
maike up poetwy if whymes
wanted,”
said Arthur  Augustus.

“ Trwinstance :

** Tielore e is a [weak,
Liftin’ sublime his asWwiul cheek !’ ™

“Why, you silly ass!” said Lowther
warmly.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

it Lhere’s the  ‘ Prisoner of
Chillen %, =ald Manners, who kunew lus
Byrou, having a youthful {aste for that
rrpat post.  *We shall see the Castle of
Chillon [rem the train. They call it
Shee-vong here. You remember:

“IALy Lair is grey, but not wilh years,

Nor prew it while in a single
tr1ge ol peAl
“Sure that's right?” azked Dlake

Ehvaanagedid fual v

I course T am
wariily,

“Well, T (link 1 goes differently,”
sndd Blake obslinately.

«ald Manners

68 ALy Taie is white, hiut not wilh fright,
Nor grew Qb prey i on singlo
day—'"
Wila, ha, hal™
“Bywoen w'ole =ome  stull  about
Venier, lon, in " Clilde Hawold,” ™
sl D'Avey. “We shall be able te
vewify his statenmients  about  Venico
when we zet there. Chap who's been
there told me that Bywon had got it
all w'ong. You remcmbal the liness

T ostood in Veniee on Lhe Bwidge of
Eli.f.'.','ll:"-"—""ll 1

YW Lot size?” asked Lowlher.
“Weally, Lowthabh—"
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“I'] bet they haven't gob s _bridge
there the size of the Forth Bridge,
whether it’s a bridge of size or not ¥
gaid Lowther. *

#Tt is not that kind of size, you ass,
You muyst have heard of the Bridge of
Sighe. 'They eall it the Ponte det
Sospiri in Ifalian. Vowy poetical.

“*T stood in Venice on the Bwidge of

Bighs, ;
A palace and a pwison on ench
hand—'*

“Must have been an awlully strong
chap 1” said Lowther.

“Why, you ass?” .

“To hold & palace and & prison on
each hand,” explained Lowther. ‘ Blessed
if I see how he managed it! They must
have weighed a lot.”

“¥You awlul assl It means a palace
and a pwison on oach side—"

“Then why | doesn’'t it say
demanded Lowther.

“ Bocnuse side wouldn’t rh:mlﬂ—'l-—"_

“Then he ought to have done it In
blank verse,” said Lowther, with a shake
of the head. “Even pocts ought to say
what they mean, when they Lknow.
Hallo, what dores this chap want?”

An anttendant had put his head into
the carriage from the corridor.

gal”

“Leave him to me, deah boys!” said
D'Arcy. “T'll pitn’h it to him in

Fwench. What do you want, deah boy—
vous desiwez quelque-chose 1

“Lo dejeunzur est servi.”

“Yapns, it'a n jolly fine day,”
Arthur Augustus. “Vewy nice
polite of you to come and say so.’

Mr. Mopps rose. ]

“ Come on, my boys,” he said.

“Where, sir{”

“To the dining-car, D'Arcy,”

Mr. Mopps. “Lunch is ready.

“Bai Joval Is it1” .

“Yes; the man has just said so.”

“Oh}” said Arthur Augustus.

And the juniors chuckled. )

Some timo ofter lunch the train
plunged into the Simplon Tunnel. Win-
dows woere closed with great care to
keep out the foul fumes of the tunnel,
The train rushed on in the darkness.
For twenty or twenty-five minutes the
expresa thundered on under the great
mass of the Alps, the atmosphere grow-
ing hotter and hotter. The juniors
gasped with relief when the train ran
oub at last into the sunlight agam.

“We shall have_lo descend at Domo-
dossola,” =aid Mr. Mopps. “The
oxaminalion of luggago for Italy takes
tlaca Lhere”

“Bal Jovel
wow, sirt” x

« Ve paid Mr. Mopps, with a smile.

The juniors gazed {rom the train win-
daws in wonder and awe, Italy, the
lund of dreams, was before them at lask.
[talv, the speiled child of the Sulnny
Soulli! 'The prize for which so many
suceessive conguerors had contended—
descending in wave after wavo from the
Alps ns the eenluries rolled by.

" Bai Jove !” said Arvthor Augustus, in
alimost a hushed voico.  “It’s weally
Ilaly, vou know—place whero Julius
Crosar lived! Ho was a weal man, yon

said
and

said

Are wo weally in Italy

know—though it doesn't seem like it
when you wead his stuff at school ™
“ Domodossala 1 said Mr. Mn}:qm.
Aund the party descended for the

examination of luggage. There was not
mueh trouble—in graceful politencss the
Italian Customs oflicers are not to be
oxcellod.

Then the train rolled on towards
Milan., .

The juniors gazed from the windows,
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They were a little disappointed—as most
travellers are who enter Italy for the

rst time by the Simplon Tunnel. But
D’Arcy remarked that it would probably
improve later on.

“Bai Jove! It's warmah here,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “I say, I've
ot an Itallan gwammah in my pocket.

'm goin' to give you chaps some tips
sbou "

“Better keep ‘em for the Thotel
waiters,” said Monty Lowther. “I’ve
heard that the Italians are awfully
koen after tips.”

“Some tips about the language, you
as3 |’ said IYArey, taking out his
valuable volume. “Now we’re in Italy
we ought to talk Italian as much as
possible."”

“1 know some words already,” said
Lowther modestly,

@ J;way tell me what vou know, ddah

Lowther reflected.

‘Tea-creamo——"" he bepan,

“Weally, Lowthah—""

“Saffronnillo ' went
cheerfully. * Scho!
Mussolino I

“Ha, ha, hat”

T weEnrd you as an ass, Lowthah !

on Lowther
Greelt Streeto!

Now, taka the verb essere; to be,” said
D’Arcy. “Essere, to be—Io sono, I am
—bu sei, thon ar M

“ Hold on 1" said Lowther. * Let’s get
it in! Io sono, I am—"

“ Yaasg!”

“Tu gei—thou beast—"

“Ha, ha, hai”

“I weally considab that you might

eep your funny  bisney for the
‘ Woekly ' at St. Jim's, Lowthah, you
duffah. Avete il cappello nero del mio
padre ?” demanded D'Arcy.

“What "

“Hnve you the black hat of my
fatheri”

“Certainly not.
cap "

“You uttsh ass—it’s an exercise!”
shrieked D’Arey. *No, signore, non ho
il cappello nero del vostro padre—ho suo
cap]evello blanco.”

“What does Lhat mean?”

“It means I have not your fathah's
black halt; I have his white hat.”

“But you haven't got my father's
white hat!” objected Lowther.

“I wegard vou as_ a chump,
Lowthah!|  When I say I have your
father’s white hat, I don’t mean that I
have it—I mean "

“¥ou mean you have hLis black hat?”

“No, you ass| I mean—it's a lesson 17

"“"The more it lossens, the better I shall
like it [* yawned Lowther.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Now you have to wepeal
Ttalian,” said D’Arcv.
fathah’s black hat?”

“But I don’t know the Italian word
for cat."”

“Call 1
sbout a cat!”

“Dida’t you ask me if I have your
father's black cat?” asked Lowther
innocent]y.

*You—you—you— I wefuse to give
you any instwuctions in the Italian
language, you uttah ass,” said Arthur
Angustus, closing his volume with a
SnAD.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Monty Lowther remained in a
state of cheerful ignorance upon that
subjeet.

“Milan |” said Mr, Mopps, at last,

And the juniors descended in Milan—
il stazione di Milano, as D’Arcy
explained,
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I've gol my own

it in
“Have you my

was not sayin’ anythin’

CHAPTER 10.
A Day in Milan !

FTER tea at the hotel, the St.
Jim's juniors enjoyed n ramble
through Milan, under the gentle
guidance of Mr, Mopps.

Mr. Mopps did not know the city,
but he had & huge guide-book under his
arm, to which he constantly referred.
In that great industrial eity, the juniors
saw busy scenes that were not much in
keeping with their ideas of the soft
and sunny life of the sleepy South.

Bustling crowds, gigantic buildings—
roaring traffic and clanging trams—and
over all, the spires of the wonderful
cathedral, And noise—mnoise—noisa |
But excopt for the sight of marching
troops, there was little evidence that
Italy was at war.

‘When Mr, Mopps stopped to consult
his guide-book amid the bustling crowds,
he waus pushed off the kerb, and jostled
and shoved—and once or twice the
juniors had to rescue him From falling
under & tushing tram, or under speed-
ing ears which Italian drivers urge to
reckless speed.

But it was s very pleasant evening to
the juniors. They had had holidays in
France, but it was a new experience to
be farther afield, and to hear the Italian
tongue spoken round them,

any other languages, o0, may he
heard in the busy streets of Mifan—
German, French. Inglish, and Russian,
It is & cosmopolitan city.

“Bai Jove!” eaid Arthur Augnstus
D"Arcy, as they waited at & corner for
an interminable stream of traffio to pass.
It this is the dolee fah niente theyspeak
o, I should think a chap would wequiah
o west cure aftsh it

“The dolehey far
Lowther.

“The dolée fah niente, deah bay,”
said D'Arcy.  “The sweet-to-do-nothin’,
ou know—doesn’t look much like it
tere.  Isn't it wippin’ to heah them
talkin® Italian?”

“What language wounld you expect
them to tnli ere, then?” asked
Manners.

“Weally, Mannahs——"

“From this corner,’”” said Mr. IMopps,
“‘you obtain a magnificent view of iha
famous Gothic eathedral. The catliedral
was founded by——"

Tom Merry dragged him aut of reach
of a tram.

“ Dud-dud-dear me 1 said Mr. Mopps.
“Thank you very much, Merry, Haw
very fast the {vams go! And what a
dud-dud-dreadinl noise they make!”

“It's  wemarkably intewestin'® to
observe a foweign ewowd,” said Arthur
Avgustus, “Yoau see nll sorts of types
here, you know. Now look at the fat
Italian chap there—you'd never know
e was an Italinn if you met him in
London,”

The juniors locked at the gentle-
man in guestion. He certainly did not
lock much like an Italian, being a fot,
ponderons gentleman in sports coat and
fmy Nannel treusers, with a fat, ruddy
a

what ! asked

ce,
“Most Tialians are wathah good
lookin',” continned D'Arvey wisely.
“You vewy scldom see a weally ugly
one like that chap——"’

A most terrilie change came over the
fat gentleman’s faee.

“Bhut vp, you nss!”
hurriediy. *“ He understands

“Underrstands  English, ia  at?”?
rozred the fat gontleman, with nn
aecent that was eertainly not Ttalian,
“Bure, ye saucy little epalpeen, it's
niesclf that'll give ye & clomp on yere
silly hLead for yere cheek enteirely.™

whispered Blake
I_Bng]lsll.:'

THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDAY

I"Bgi Jove | gasped D’Arcy. “I—I
“Ye misorable lectle omadhaun—>*
*“Gweat Scott I”

“Bure, and did ye lave yere manners
gt home, ye—"'

“Obh, I'm sure I wesally beg your
pardon, my deah gir|” gasped Arthur
auFustus D'Arcy. *“I took you for an
Ttalian—2" .

“And, faith, I took yeo for a silly
monkey, by the same token,’' said the
fat gentleman. “And sure, T wasn’é
the one that made a mistake.”

Tom Merry, choking with laughter,
dragged Arthur Aufustus BWAY.

The swell of St. Jim's was crimson.

“ Ok, my hat!" gasped Blake. *You
R;]t your foot in it that tims, Gussy.

ake sure your Mussolini isn’t an

Irishman next time.”

“Ha, ha, hal” Z

“Bai Jove! It's howwid!” moaned
D'Arcy. “The gentleman will think
me & wude oad——'

“Go honl” .

“X ha,:i betiah go back and apologise

to him. .
5 Keei off the pgrassl' grinned
Monty Lowther. “Jt won’t be safe to

go near him. Of all the silly chumps
that ever chumpad—"

“Weally, Lowthah—"" .

“We will now see the cathedral,” said
Mr. Mopps, es Manners dragged him
from almost under another tram,
“Dud-dud-dear mel What a number
of trams thera are |”

The party entered the great
cathedral which, as D’Arcy explained,
was called I Duomo in Ttalian, and
ascended the endless stairs to tha top,
whers they had a wonderful view of
Milan in_the eunset, and the great
plains of Lombardy in the distance.

“Dud-dud-dear me! What a great
number of steps!” gasped Mr. Mopps.
“But it is very, very interesting, After
our excurgion to Venice, 1 shall spend
some time in Milar, making my in-
vestigations into the subject of tha
early Italian poets. Milan is & most
interesting city. In almost every stree
you find soms ass—ass—ass r

“We've got one with wvs,” remarked
Bluke.

“Weally, Blake—"

“Some ne=s—ascociktion of great his-
torieal interest,” eaid Mr. Mopps.
“The cathedral, for instance, was
founded in the year—"

“¥What does this chap want?"" asked

"Arey.

They were leaving the calhedral naw,
and one of the eathedenl puides who
had followed in their footsteps was tak-
ing off his hat, end bowing like clock-
work.

“Not very hard to guess,’

Monty Lowther, with a grin,

“What do you want, deah boy?”
asked D'Arey; and then put it in
Italian. “Che volote, cawo wagazzo?

The Duome guide stared, as well ha
might. “Caro  ragazzo  certainly
means dear boy. in Italian, but it is
not o usuil form of address there. As
the man was old enough to be D’Arcy’s
grandfather, it struek him as peculiar
fo be called a boy.

"1 generosi signori danno gqualche-
cosa,” said the guide.

D’Arcy looked puzzled for a moment,

*Hold on, cawo wagazzo!” he raid,
“Wait a minute till 1 look in my
gwammah, and I'll talk to you like
anyvthin’. Danno is a pluwal verb, isn't

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“There is nothin® whatevah to
cackle at, deah boys. I could talk to

(Continved on paye 18.)

"

murmured
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Let the Editor be your pal.

ALLQ, chums! Been the an-
nouncemeni on  page seveny
Cireat news, isn't it% I'm sure
all Gex readers, most of whom,
I know, read our popular companion
paper, “The Magnet,” will welcome
the appearance in our pages of Harry
Wharton & Co., the cheery chiums of
Greyfriars. Thesc sclwolboy characters,
first, ereated by Frank Richards twenty-
eiglit years ago, are as firm favourites
wilh all school-story readers as Tom
Mevry & Co., and to have the adven-
tures of both featured in the Grx is a
big scoop for the old puper,
The epic story, which will begin next
week, is entitled:

« THE MAKING OF HARRY WHARTON | ”

Tt is written, of course, hy TFrank
Richards, and deals with the eorly
adventures of Harry Wharton at Grey-
friars—how, as an untamed, spoilt,
obstinale boy who has been allowed to
run wild by an over-indulgent aunt, he
is sent to Greyfriars against his will
by his uncle; how le first mcets Nugent
cn roiile, and, after fighting with him
in the train, saves his life; and how
his headstrong reckless behaviour lands
him into scrious trouble with his Form
fellows. This amazing story of
Wharton's eoming to Creyfriars, and
his adventures there, will greally appeal
to all Gex readers, and the early
glimpses of Nugent, Dilly Bunter,
Bulstrode, and many other well-known
characters will be an added source of
interest and enjoyment,

Every boy in England—and most of
the girls—will be ecager to read this
wonderful yarm, which iz of really
unigue interest. Ho take good care,
chums, that your UEM is reserved for
vou noxt week—tlere’ll be a big vush
for it!

“TOM MERRY'S BIG FIGHT !

On such an impartant nccasion as the
appearance of the CGereylriars characters
in the (oM, an extra-good yarn of Tom
Merry & Co. is indicated. This we have
in next weel’s thrilling stery of fum,
adventure, and hoxing,

Tom Alerry, on his way to the Way-
land Empire to join his chums, is sel
on by footpads; but, fortunately for
T'om, Iiny Tim, a boxer appearing in
a tnrn at the musie hall, wodes in aml
promptly gives the k. to the school-
hoy's altackers. A Friemdship is fovmed
beiween Tom and lLis reseaer, which,
later, is to lave a happy outeomo for
hoil. For Tom is afforded the oppor-
tunity of repaying his debt of gratiiude
to the boxer by deputising for him in a
boxing bout on the stage!

: Write to him to-day, addressing your letters ;
The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

*“Tam Merry's Big Fight!” will be
reéad with enthusiasm by all “Gem-
ites,” and with “Just My Fun!” and
tha Jester's selection of readers’ foot-
ball winning jokes, which are all illus-
trated, completes o programme second
10 none.

THE GUN SILENCER.

“What is the principle off which gun
silencers work?” asks Jack Baines, of
Coventry. “Does a weapon fitted with
one make any sound when fired?” The
answer to your second question is “No,”
Jack. Auntliors of erime stories very
often deseribe the sound of a silenced
gun as “plop ¥ or “phut,” but actually
it is incorrect, for if the silencer is in
working order, the only sound to bo
heard is the click of the {rigger.

The silencer works on & similar
principle to the exhaust of o motor-
bike, but is much more effective in
silencing the cxplosion, of course. It
is a tuba about six inches long, and
fits on the harrel of the gun. Inside it
ars soveral pierced dises, like the baflle
plates in a motor-hike silencer. When
the shot is fired the expanding gases
caused by the explosion of the shell are
{urned back into the barrel by these
dises, while the bullet goes out.

Now, before another shot can he
fired, those gases must be released, and
this is done by removing the spent shell
from the gun. If the silencer is used
on an automatie, it is almost impossible
to fire more than one shot.

In 1he States, I believe, there are
silencers which function satisfactorily
on machine-guns, and permit of in-
cossant fAring. But, of course, they nre
ohviously too large to be fitted to an
ardinary automatie.

THE FASTEST GAME IN THE WORLD |

The success a littla while ngo of the
Rritish ice-hockey team in the Olympic
(umes, when our side won the world
chatnpionship, has prompted & reader
to write for somo facts about the game.

Ira hockey is played by six aside,
Frod Paynn, of  DBrixion, each team
comprising n goalkeeper, two hacks,
and three forwards. In addition, cach
side hes (heee substitutes to take the
place of injured players. A match lasts
forty-five minules, which is split up
inla three fiftcen-minute periods, with
an interval of len minutes belween
paclt.  Tha play is so tremendously
fast thot natweally injuries are fre-
nuent, and even the ref. sometimes
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gets mto the wars. That is why there
are substitutes veady to take the places
of thiose injured ; but no leam may have
mora than six men in play at e time.
The ball is ealled a pucﬂ. and is a flat
cireular dise of vuleanised rubber.

It is perhaps not generally known,
but ice hockey originated in Canada as
long ago as 1750, end it was soma

g British soldicrs, fighting under General

Wolle, who started it. Having nothing
to do, lhey began a game of foothball,
but on an ice-bound surfacpg it was
diflicult enough to keep the feet, with-
oul trying to play foothall. So they

® gave it up and tried playing the gama

with sticks instead of kicking the ball.
This was no more successful—until somo
Tndians, who were watching the soldiers’
offorts, offered them their skates, And
that’s how iee hockey began.

AMAZING HIKES I

Averaging nearly nineteen miles &
day, an enginecr in America has been
hiking along railway tracks for twenty-
six years! It began with a wager when
the "engincer was twenty-five. He bet
one of Amorica’s railroad kings that he
could walk over the whole of his rail-
way system in thirty years. So far, he
has covered 178,000 miles in twenty-six
vears, and to win the wager of £20,000
he hes to hike 12,000 miles in four
years. If be keeps up his present
average ha will be through with his
hike in less than two years. During
his marathon walk he has had to renew
his shoes gight hundred fimes!|

Another amazing hike was that ac-
complished by Cockie, n cat living in
Chicago. IEight months ago she was
sent away by her mistress to a relative
in Wilber, Nebraska. But Cookis pined
for the old home, apperently, for re-
cently she turned up there again, dirty,
tired, and hungry—but happy| Some-
how or other, she hed found her way
back from Nebraska, o distance of 600
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new brand from South America |
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these Italian chaps like ansthin', if
they'd give me time to look out the
vorbs in the gwammah.'?

“1 generosi signori—"

“Doanno!” satd D'Arcy,
turning the pages of his grammar.
can't find it. T'm sowwy, Non capisco,
dealt boy. I don't understand, cawo
wagazzo,”

fGenerosi signori| Signorini genero-
sissynl—-""

" Signowini  genewosissimi,”  said
D’Arcy. “‘That means most genewous
young gentlemen. I wondah what he
15 payin’ us compliments for?"

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“Me guide!” the Italian got out.

“Yans, I am aware of that, deah
boy—cawo wagazzo.”

“Not forget guide.”

“Certainly not, deah boy! I'll we-
membah you with pleasuah. Come an,
deah boys! TI'm gettin® weady for

hurriedly

suppah.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,
“l fail to &ee any cause for
laughtah '

Mr. Mopps slid a five-lire piece into
the guide’s hand, and that gentleman
ceased his wild attempts to speak
English, and bowed and bowed and
smiled.

“Now we will return te the hotel,”
said Mr. Mopps, leading the way in
the wrong dircction. * Keep near e,
lads, in case you should pet lost."

“ Yaas, wathah, sir!"”

“I do not think we are very far from
the hotel,” said Mr. Mopps.

“It's & good distance going that way,

sir,” gaid “Lowther. ;
“Indeed! Do you know how far it
18, Lowther ?”
“Yes, sir. About twenty-four thou-

sand miles.”

“Wh-what I ejaculated Mr. Mopps.

“The hotel's just behind us, sir,”
explained Lowther blandly. *“If you
keep on in that direction, sir, we shall
have to ga right round the world to
get to it, and it will be necessary to
cross Afriea and the Soull Pole—"

“Dud-dud-dear, me!” said DBlr.
Mopps. “I believe I was taking the
wrong turning. I will look in the
guide-book +

Tom Merry rescued him from a
tram.

“Dear me |” said Mr. Mopps, when
liec was landed, gasping on the pave-
ment, like a newly caught fish, * How
very many trams there are! Yes, in-
deed, that is the way to the hotel,
Pray keep close 1o me, in case you
thould losc the way I

And Mr. Mopps led
triumphantly lome.

The juniors slept soundly enough that
night, with the clangour of Milun go-
ing on to a late hour round them.

In the morning they breakfasted
cheerfully, and left for the slation.
The bapgage was sent by the hotel
porters, and they walked cheerfully to
the station to see more of the city.

Mr. Mopps was rescued from three
trams and Ave or six cars en route, and
ho rcached the stution in a breathless
condition. .

After gelling into two wrong trains,
and getting cut again, he was dragged
alinost by %orce into the right train and
settled down for the journey to Venice.

“Ah, now we are really off I he said,
with satisfaction. “Thank g-g-goodness
there are no trams in Venice, ¥ dear
boys, you will cnjoy sight-seeing in that
wonderful eity—but you must always be
caroful to keep close to me in case you
should lose your way or fall into any
mishap. have promised D'Arcy’s
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his  flock

respected  father to  take the best
possible care of you
And Mr. Mopps wondered what the

juniors saw Lo smile at in that remark.

CHAPTER 11.
Venice at Last !

OM MERRY & CO. grew more
and more excited as the train
rushed on to its journey's end.

Venice—the Queen of the
Adriatic—was before them ; Venice, the
wonderful land—and in a few hours
they were to tread its streets and
wander by the banks of its canals.

The train was spoeding on over the
level plains of Lombardy.

Glimpaes to the north of white-capped
mountains in the far distance, and
round them the level green, the far-
famed plains of Lombardy, where in
the old days Goth and Hun had met in
strifa for the fragments of the Roman
Empire,

The very names of the towns, as they
passed them, were like musie to the ear
—Milano, Desenzana, Vorona.

And now the Great Lagoon was in
sight.

Across the wide, shallow lagoon to
Venice the train ran upon a bridge sup-
ported by piles driven deep in the mud.

Round them gleamed the watera of
the lagoon.

Venice at lask!

Venice, the city of dreams—the city
where the streets are waterways, where
the foot of a horse never treads, and
where the gracefully gliding gondolas
take the place of the cabs of other ¢ities.

The juniors descended from the train
in the huge station st the head of the
Grand Canal,

Facchino—for the porter in England,
who becomes a facteur in France,

further develops inte a facchino in
Italy—carried the bagzs out of the
station,

Then the juniors gazed sbout them
with wide eyes.

“Bai Jovel” said Arthur Aungustus,
“It's wemarkable to sec a station with-
out any cabs. Where are we goin’ to
get a taxi, Mr. Mopps?”

Ir. Mopps smiled genially,

“There are no taxis here, D'Arcy,”
he repliod.

“Really, sirl” said Lowther. * Why,
I've heard that the btoxes are very ligh
in Italy, sir ("

“Pway don't be funny, Lowthah!
How _are we goin’ to get to our hotel,
Mr. Mopps, if there are no cabs?”

“We shall take a gondola.”

“Bai Jove, that's wippin'! Just like
bein’ at an exhibish, deah boys!”

“Hn, ha, La 1*

And, indeed, D'Arcy was not the only
traveller whose first impression of
Venice was that it was like being at un
exhibition,

Gondolas crowded the landing-stagoes,
looking out for victims with all the
keenness of the average cabby.

Big felt hats came off on all sides
before the party as Mi. Mopps con-
sidered the ratter before selecting hLis
gondoln.

A fot gentloman in a gold-laced eap
came up o Mr. Mopps and raised his
gold-laced cap, and bowed impressively.

COCOCUB NEWS.

Children who insist on having the cocoa
with the ““ toy in every tin,” and who belong
to the Gocncubs: now have o monthly magazine
of their own, " Ihe Cococub News,” which
recorids thice adventure of the Cocooul anlmals
and many other interesting things. Tha first
issue Inecludes instructions for making a toy
theatre in which the animals are tle actors,

is sent; free from Bournville to all Cococuba,
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Ile looked like an ambassador at least,
the juniors thought, till {hey read the
words “ Hotel E’Inghilterra * on his
cap, He was one of the hotel porters of
the Continental hotels whose magnifi-
cenge pubs that of mere dukes and
princes far inte the shade,

“Dud-dud-dear me I said Mr. Moppa.
“I wonder what the man wants?
wonder if he can speak English 2™

“I'll try him in Xtalian, sir!” said
D’Arcy. “DBuono giorno, amico |”

“Good-afternoon I replied the re-
s(p]endant individual in perfect English,
“If you are for tho Hotel d’Inghiltorra
I 'h‘av}nla I?’ gondola ready.”

“Yes, that is our hotel,” raid Mr.
Mopps. “Hotel d'Inghilterra. Thank
you very much! Please sec the bagzage
into the gondola.”

“Yes, air.”

“Bai  Jove!” murmured Arthur
Augustus, “The chap’s an hotel
portah! I had an ideal that he must
be the Lord Mayor of Venice, at least 1™

The bags were transferred to a

ondola, which drew up beside the
anding-stage, The juniors descended
the steps into the boat. It was a novel
nnd exciting experience for them. It
was & large gondola with two rowers,
and there was ample room for any
amount of luggage. In the littla cup-
board cabin in the centre of the craft
there was not much room for five; but
the juniors preferred to remain outside
it, to watch their novel surroundings.

Mr. Mopps sat in the cabin as a
shelter fromn the sun, and the juniors
stood up among the bags, gazing round
them with wide eyes.

The gondoliers pushed on. And tha
gondola glided down the Grand Canal,

“Yenice et last!” said Tom Morry,
“We'ra really here. What a ripping
place 17

“Niffs, doesn’t it¥” snid Lowthor,

“ You must expeet a canal to smoll a
little, deah boy, TIn fact, when you
came to think of it, the smell is watl)mh
pleasant,™

Avthur Augustus sas evidently deter-
mined to be satisfied,

The gondoliers emitted weird cries as
they rowed the boat on, They did not
row in the way the juniors were acecus-
tomed to rowing. They stood upright
at either end of the boat, on a raised
platform level with the gunwale, each
armed with a single oar of immense
length. Their movements were slow
and leisurcly, o change afler the hurry
and bustle of Milan, Milan is the new
Italy; Venice is still the old Italy, and
there is a marked difference.

The Grand Canal, in the form of a
felter “8," winds through the wholo
length of the ecity from the railway
station to the Grand Lagoon.

Ilouses Dbuilt flush with the water's
cdge, piles dripping with moistore,
doors opening on ihe canal instcad of
upon the street—all was strange and
new fo the eyes of the 5. Jim's Juniors.

“Bai Jove, there’s a bwidge!™ ox-
claimed D’Avey. “1 wondal if that is
ithe Bwidge of Sighs? They called it
the Bwidge of Bighs, deah boys, beeause
condeimnned pwisonahs were talen emewoss
it to pwison. Gondolier I

The rower in the bow looked round.

“Is that the Bwidge of Bighs?”

“@Bignora ¥

“Bai Jovel I forgot you didn't
undahstand English. I Cﬂ.tasto il ponte
dei Sospiri{” asked Arthur Augustus,
in his best Italian.

The gondolier grinned.

“No, signore. I il Rialto.”

“Bai Jove, it's the Wialto[|” ex-
claimed D'Arcy, in great excitement.
“You wemambahk the Wiallo, in the
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¢Merchant of Venice,” deah hoys?
''What news on the Wialto?*”

The Rialto |

Once the centre of the commerce of
Venice, when Venice was the greatest
trading sea-city in the world,

Now a sight chiefly for tourists, and
deeply interesting and quaint, with its
shops and its motley crowds of al
nations.

“The Rialto, by Jovel” said Tom
Merry. “Might almost expeet to see
old Shyloek trotting along there, looking
for Antonio and his pound of Hesh.”

“Yaas, wathah "
ondola glided under the Rialic,
and rocked on its way to the sea. The
gutidolier, nceording to Venstian custom,
called out the names of historic build-
ings and palaces as he passed them,
but a3 he called out in Italian—the
provineial Italian of Venice—the
juniors were not much the wiser.

But Mr. Mopps, who kad studied his
guide-book to adventage, and could
speak fluent Italimn, asked questions,
and pointed out places of interest io the
boys, The house where Lord Byron had
lived attracted their glances; the house
where Wagner had died, too.

Then Santa Maria della Salute,
rising grandly at the end of the canal
where it joins the lagoon, the great
church which was a-building when King
Charles the First’s head was still safo
upon his shoulders. Then the broad
lagoon and the sea-front, the vast 311:13;
of the Riva dei Schiavoni, backed by
the Doge’s Palace—mnagnificent, relic of
the days when Venice was the Queen of
the Adriatic, and was ruled by her
powerful Doges and the mysterious and
~riibla Counecil of Ten—and the Bguare
of Saint Mark—Ila piazza de San Marco
—and the wonderful cathedral.

Venice, in all ita glory, burst now
upon the eyes of the juniors

They gazed sbout them breathlessly.

Along the Riva were moored innumer-
able gondolas, and on the Riva itself
thoir owners basked in the sun as they
waited for customers—as their ancostora
had done in the days of the Foscari and
old Dandolo, the conqueror of Con-
stantinople.

Out in the lagoon ships lay at anchor—
trading vesscls and coasting craft, and
n great warship.

Fronting the eanal and the lagoonm,
great palaces turned now into hotels.
The gondola turned in towards the em-
bankment. The Ilotel d'Tnghillerra—
English hotel—was before thewy, a vast
building, once the palace of a Venetian
nobleman.

“(Oh, bai Jove, it's wonderful1” said
D'Arcy. “We'll have a wamble ovah
this place to-mowwow, deah boys, and
blow the giddy tweasunh !”

“Yes, rather [?

They landed on the great granile
quay. The smiling and genisl gondoliers
exiracted from Mopps twice their legal
due, and msked, with gentle smiles, for
“sigarro,”

Al Mo[}ps shook his head.

1l¢ explained in Italian that he did
not smoke, and had no cigars ahout
him. Whereat the gondoliers smiled
still more broadly, and asked for
“pare.” Mr. Mopps was still mare
puzzled; he had na bread about him,
either. Then one of them jerked oul the
¥rench word  “pourboire,” and he
understood, and handed out the tips. In
Italy there were many names for tips,
and a traveller, unaccustomed to the
ways of the gentle Itzlian, is a little
puzzled at first at being asked {or cigars,
or bread, or macaroni,

Across the great quay was tho im-
posing facade of the palatial hotel.

The party cntercd a wide vestibule,

and a magnificent individual bowed
before them.

Ho might have heen a Royal
Chamberlain in o Royal palace, but, as
o matter of fact, he was the hotel
concicrge.

Malf an hour later, the juniors were
sitting down to a big dinner in a vast
dining-room, with windows overlocking
the canal and the lagoon.

Arthur Augustus insisted upon having
macaroni for one of the courses, assuring
hiz comrades that when in Wome it was
& good idesh to do as Womans do.

CHAPTER 12.
Old Foes !
T OM MERRY was the first to wake

in the morning.
The juniors had slept soundly
after their journaey, and it was n
late hour in the morning when Tom
Merry sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes.

He had missed the accustomed sound
of the rising-bell at St. Jim’s.

Tha large windows in the bed-room
loocked out upon the Riva and the great
lagoon, with the Lido and the blue
Adriatie far beyond.

Pigeons fluttered on the windowssills,
and the voices of the gondoliers could be
heard without.

Teom Merry pulled aside the mosquile-
net and jumped cut of bed,

There was ancther bed in the room,
with Arthur Augustus asleep in it. Tom
Merry squeezed & wet spongd on his
aristocratio features, and the swell of
8t, Jim’s woke up quite suddenly,

“Bai Jove, it's wainin'l” he
claimed.

“Time to get up, Gussy 1"

Arthur Augustus sat up in bed and
dabbed his face.

“You uttah ass, Tom Mewwy! I
thought I was out in the wain for a
moment., Bai Jove! What time is 1677

* Nearly eleven.”

“(swent Beott1” D'Arcy tumbled out
of bed. “This won’t do, you know.
can't have you kids gettin' into lazy
habits pow we're on a holiday. Early
to_bed and early to_wise, you know.
Wing for hot watah, deah boy1”

Blake, Lowther, and Manners were in

ex-
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the adjoining room, snd they were
quickly roused out.

The juniors looked from the windows
at the blue lagoon and the gliding
ondolas and the craft anchored out on
the calm water.

Some of the vessels were so cloze in
that they could make out the features
of the dark-faced men lounging on the
decks. A handsomo schooner was almost
dircetly opposite the hotel, and a couple
of swarthy TItalinns were smoking
cigars on the deck as they lazily
watched the lazy scene around them.

Tom Merry’'s eyes turned upon the
schooner, and he gave a little start.

“Have you got your glasses with you,
Guassy 7”

*“¥Yaas, watliah!”

“Hand them over.”

Arthuy Augustus hended over an eye-

glass.

“ Fathead A

“Weally, Toin Mewwy—"

“1 mean your field-glasses, yon ase!”

“0Oh, I see! I undahstcod that you
alluded to my eyeglass. Of course, ¥
have bwought a supply of eyeglasses
with me; in case they should get
bwoken. I wemembah once I was
twavellin’ with one eyeglass, aud it got
bwoken, and 1 was sevewal hours with-
out one. I wegarded that as—"

“Will you hand me your field-glasses,
you clump ?* roared Tom Merry.

“They ara émcked up in my bag,
dﬁah boy. And I wefuse to be called &
chump——"

“(iet them out—quick I*

“(Certainly, deah boy,” said D'Arey,
bending over his bag and rummaging
among the mneatly packed contents.
“But what's the huwwy

“T think I recognise one of thosa
chaps on that schooner,” said Tom
excitedly.

“Bai Jove! I didn't know you had
fwiends in Venice.”

“Ass] It's not a friend—it'a an
encmy. You remember those two Italian
chaps who were with Hiram Finn in
England, who were helping him to chase
poor old Maro Luigi? I belicve one of
them is on that sehooner yonder—or
both.™

“(weat Scott |

TheWhite Enight Rides Again
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The juniors rushed to the window,
while ID’Arcy rummaged for the glasses.
The two Italians on the schooner were
in full view, but one of them had his
face turned away. The other Tom
Merry was almost certain was Beppo,
Hiram Finn's follower, and if one was
Beppo, the other was no doubt Pietro,
and Hiram Finn himsclf was probably
on the vessel. The thought of meeting
their old enemies on the very scene of
:{13_ treasure hunt gave the juniors a

1rill,

“Buck wup with those
shouted Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Quick 1"

“Bai Jove, they’re not here!” said
D'Arey in dismay. “I wemembah now
I packed them in the new twunk.
They’ve been left hehind.”

“Well, you ass!”
wthah's fault for sewewin®
down my twunk,” said Arthur Augustus.
“I'm sowwy., TIll lend you my eye-
glass. if yvou like.”

“Oh, rats!®

The man on the schooner lounged
below, and Tom Merry turned away
from the window, disappointed. He
had only geen the man once, on a dark
night in %gylgambe Wood, and then it
waz only a plimpse. DBut he was almost
sure that he recognised him,

“I remember now hearing Hiram
T'inn epeak hbout & schooner,” said Tom
Merry., “His game was to kidnap
Maro Luigi, and make him guide him
to the placs where tho chest of money is
buried. Luigi may be a prisoner on

that schooner at this minute.”
“I ghouldn’t wonder,” said Manners,

1M

glasses

staring at the schooner from the
window. “I haven't seen any of the
rotters, so I can’t say. But, look!

There’s a chap going on beoard who
looks like a Yank I”?

Tom Merry ran to the window again.

A boat, had pulled out from the gquay,
and in the stern sat a man of powerful
frame, with hLigh cheskbones and littlo
grey eyes set close together, and a sharp
nose like a knife-blade.  Tom Merry
gave a shout.

“It's Hiram Finn!”

“ Grweab Scott !

Tom Merry Lbounded to the door.

“Hold on!” roared Blake. * You
can't go downstairs in your pyjamas.”

“My hat, no!™ auaidy Tom Merry,
halting.

“And you eouldn’t do anything if you
did,” said Lowther, “Ilivam Finn
hasn't done anything you eould tackle
him for. They wouldn't allow you to

o on_board the schooner to look for

aro Luigi. You haven't eny evidenco
you could lay before the sutharities for
8 search to be made.”

“And it's really not at all likely that
he's there, you know,” said Manners.

"y suppose not,” admitted Tom
Merry. I suppose that's a trading
schooner—it looks like it—and Finn may
be simply here on_his_usual business,
But it's queer sesing him herc when
we're here, too, looking for the trea-
sura. It looks as if that’s what he's
come here for, don't you think?”

,“In that case, Luigi must have told

im,

" He might have made him tell.”

“Yaas, wathah. The man is an
awful bedst, you know,” said Arthur
Auvgustus D'Arcy.  “In any case, the
soonier we get to the tweasure the bettah.

think we ought to go to-day.”

. “We'll tackle Moppy on the sub-

eoh,” said Tom Merry. “It isn’t very

ar out to the island of Burano, and tha

vaper says that the isle of the treasurs

#3 close to Burano. We can get there in

& gondola in an hour, I dare say. But
'HE GEM Liersry.—No. 1,470

so long as that schooner’s at anchor
tliere, Tinn can't be looking for the
giddy treasure; so it’s preity plain that
he doesn't know where 1t is, so far.”

“Might have roped it in salready,”
suggested Blake.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Not likelyl He wouldn't stay in
Venice if lLe had it The Italian
Government wouwld have a claim to part
of it if they knew. And he would clear
off as quick as he could if he had laid
hands on it.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Most likely he’s nosed out that it's
somewhere near Venice, and he’s hera
just on spee,” Blake suggested.

“Well, I suppose that's most likely.”

Tom Merry looked at the schooner
again, There was no sign of activity
on board. The erew had evidently no
intention of putting te sca. An Italian
was sitting on the hateh, rolling and
smoking cigarettes as if he had no other
business in life.

Was it possible that a
being kept there—econcenled on the
schooner? It was really not probable.
But even if it had been probable, Tom
Merry was helpless. The port authori-
ties would hardly have taken notice of
such & surmise to the expense of search.
ing the schooner, if he had demanded it.
And the formalities to be gone through
it a foreign country for such a purpose
would have taken any length of time,
and Finn would certainly have taken
the alerm, and sailed—if he indeed had
Maro Luigi a captive on board the
schooner.

The juniors dressed, and Tom Merry
tapped at the door of Mr, Mopps.

“ Half-past eleven, sir!” he called out.

“Please do not wait for me, Merry!”
called bnck Mr. Mopps, in & faint

risoner was

voice, “I am very fat-fat-fat—"
“My hat! TYou've changed since
yesterday, then!” murmured Tom
Merry.

“Very fat-fat-fatigued with the
journey,” said Mr, Mopps. “I shall

not rize yet, Unfortunately, I still feel
the effects of the tut-tut-tut—"

“The what, sir?”

“The tut-tut-train!” said Mr. Mopps.
“And I am rather sick. Go down to
breakfast, my boy, and don't wait!”

“1 suppose we can go out and look
at the town, sir, after breklkert”

“Yes, Merry. But do uot go in a

gondole. You may meet with some
accident if T am not there to teke care
of you,”

Tom Merry smiled.

“Right-ho, sir!®
g And the juniors went down to brealk-
ast,

From the windows of the salle-a-
manger they could still see the graceful
masts of the schooner anchored out in
the lagoon,

Tom Merry turned the attention of
the waiter to it.

“Is that an Italian vessel 7" he asked,

The waiter looked out of the window.

“1t is an American,” he said. Like
most hotel waiters in Italy, he spoke
Euglish.

“You have scen it beforef

“Yes; it comes here to trade,” said
the waiter, “I have seen it many
times.”

““That settles it,” said Blake, when
the waiter was gone. “Finn is here,
just in  the way of Dbusiness. He's
missed Luigi and his treasure, and gone
back to work.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

" But what has become of Luigi, then,
1 wonder ?*

“Goodness kpows!”

The juniors had almost finished their
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brealifast, when there was a terrific
report, which seemed to shake the whole
hotel.

Boom!

Pigeons flew down in crowds with a
rush of wings. Arthur Augustus I'Arcy
was just raising a cup of tea to his
lips, and his arm jumped, and the tea

was deposited upon his beautiful
trousers.
“Bai Joval Oh!”

“What on ecarth——"

“It was a giddy cannon!” said Blake,

“Bai Jove! My weistcoat!”

“Buck up, Gussy!” exclaimed Blake
excitedly. “It's an Abyssinian battle-
ship, and they’re bombarding Venicel
Run for itl”

The swell of &t Jim’s jumped up.

“Gweat Scott [

“Down into the eellar—quick| It's
the only safo place in & bombardment 1
shouted Monty Lowther.

“I wefuse to go into the cellah! A
D'Arey nevah wuns away fwom
dan a,f_;l”

“Quick—quick| Suppose n shell
struck you in the chest—it would utierly
ruin your waisteoat |*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Lowthah—"

“Ha, he, hal”

“They are not fiwin' any more,” said
Arthur Augustus suspicionsly. “I do
not believe it is a bombardment at all,
I believe you are wottin', you wottah!
Waitah, what was?that feahful wow
shout 1

“The midday gun, sir!™ said the
waiter, grinning.

"Bai Jovel Do they always make
that feahful wow at midday?”

“8i, signore.”

Arthur Augustus sat down to his
breakfast again. He mopped his waist-
coat with his handkerchief, and turned
his eyeglass severely upon Blake,

“Never mind, Gussy!” grinned Tom
Merry, “¥You have proved that a
D’Arcy never runs away from danger
when they fire the midday gun!”

“Ha, ha, hal®

And D’Arcy finished hia breakfast
with Bn air of extreme dignity. Break-
fast finished, the juniors sallied forth to
soe the town. As they left the hotel
the schooner was still lying quietly at
anchor in the lagoon, and the Italian
scaman was still sitting on the hatch,
rolling and smoking cigarettes.

CHAPTER 13.
A Day In Venice !

LAZING sunshine poured down

B upon the wide quay, and upon

the narrow sireets and sluggish
canals of the sea-city.

The juniors strolled along the Riva
dei Schiavoni, past the colonnnde of
the Doge's Palace, and into the great
Bauare of St. Mark.

“Gondola, signori??

“Buon gondola.”

“You go for a little sail?”

“Me very cheap.”

But the joniors resisted the allure-
ments of the gondoliers, in Italian and
Inglish, and walked into the great
Piazza di San Marco.

The great square, the heart of Venice,
the scene of many a stirring episode
in the old days, lay blistering in the
blaze of sun.

Pigeons innumerable fluttered round
the old buildings, and collected in
erowds in the square, feeding from the
hands of passers-by,

Gondoliers basked in the sun on the
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water-stepa; beggare lay reclining by
the pillara of the Doge's Palaco and the
old Cathedral of St. Mark.

Under the famous Clock Tower, the
jurniors turned into the Merceria, the
great business street of Venice—sa
narrow that passers continually jostled
one another in moving, aud one had
incessantly to wait for room to pass.

“Bai Jovel” smaid Arthur Augustus,
"I undshstand now why they don't
have any c¢abs or things here. It would
be wathah a joke to see o taxi comin’
down this stweet at & good speed !

They walked on, crossing endless little

"Vou ecome in, gentlemen,” he paid.
“Tt will cost you anything,”

IIo evidently meant * nothing,” but
his English was not perfeet.

Then by chilly by-streets to the Grand
Canal and the Rialto,

It was with a thrill that the juniors
found themselves walking over the
actunl Rialto, with the name of which
they had been familiar ever since they
were old encugh to know Shakespeare.

Arthur Augustua D’Arcy, whose
courtesy was inexhsustible, purchased
something at almost every shop. When
he had got to the end of his Italian

money the dealers showed perfect
¥
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dealak chap told me #o. I wegard it
as vewy cheap at ten fwanes.”

“Made in Birminghn.mf most likely.”

“Weally, Lowthah: !

“More likely in Milan,” said Tom
Merry, grinning, “Milan ia & great
manufacturing city. They manufacture
ancient_coins, and Roman entiquities,
and things.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“May az well get lunch out,*™ said
Blaske. “I don’t suppose Moppy is
down yet. This place will do.”

“ English Spoken,” said a notice in the
window. .

But the waiter who came to attend to

\\\\\

Ae Tom Merry dashed for the ladder, he hit out and knocked the Italian fiying. Beppo crashed to the floor, but Hiram
Finn was out of the cabin in a twinkling, and springing in pursuit of the Junior.

bridges over sluggish cenals, treading
shadowy alleys that were cold and chilly
wherever the sun did not reach.

Then they emerged into the greab
square sgain, into the blaze of the sun.
It was like getting out of a cellar into
an oven, as Monty Lowther remarked.

Businesslike dealers in curiosities
kindly invited them to step into their
shops and view the contents, which were
to be purchased at a greai bargain [or
ten timea their value. Almost cverﬂ
other shop seemed to be stocked wit
grotesque jewellery, and with souyenirs
of Venice, for happy visitora to teke
away.

A persistent dealer in lace—opne of the
staple producta of Venice—followed tho
juniors quite & little distance in his
earnest endeavours to show them hia
goods,

readiness to chanﬁ'a English money; and
when that was all gone he had no dilli-
culty whatever in changing bunknotes.

Bf the time they had *“done™ the
Rialto, Arthur Aupustus D'Arcy was
loaded up with a multiplicity of small
parcels, the contents of which he did
not _remember.

“PBai Jovel” Arthur Augustus re-
marked. “I think some of you fellows
might cawwy some of thess things.
What am I to do with them ?”

“Chuck them into the canal,” sug-
gested Blake. .

“Weally, Blake, I have parted with
aht(:iut five pounds for these things,
and——"

“ And they're probebly worth & quid "
grinned Lowther.

“Wats] I have a daggah here that
belonged to Doge Dandolo himself—the

their wants was evidently not the person
referred to. Ie afnke in Italian, with
a sirong accent of the province, quite
beyond D’Arcy's powers of comprehen-
sion.

“You spcak Lnglish?” asked Tom
Merry.

The waiter smiled and shook his head.

“Fwench 1™ asked D’Arcy.

Another smile, and another shake of
the head.

“Parlate Italiano solaments?” asked
D'Arey.

" 8i, signore.”

“Mell him we want lunch,” said
Blake. “Put it in Italian—luncho, or
grubo, or some Italian word like that,”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

They sat down at a table and pointed
to the menu, and the man understood.
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were served with dejeuncr, D'Arcy
vainly trying to read the illaqli‘bie names
of the dishes on the menu, The waiter
cheerfully told them in Italien whak
they were eating, and they were none
the wiser. Like many Italian waiters,
he waz keen to learn English, and asked
in turn the nomes of the thipgs in
English, He would tap the article ho
hag brought with a fork, and inquire:

80 chiama in Inglese

“Bleseed if I know what to tell him
we call this,” said Lowther, surveying
ve: suspiciously the pecuimr-looiung
diah, which seemed to be a stew of some
sort, and had a weird smell. “What is
it in Italian, I wonder?”
“What-is this called, waitah?”
The good man tried to explain, with-
out mzﬁ(ing himself clear. Tinally, he
tapped his head. . .

*Arcy stared at him in astonish-
ment.
“Il quello?” he demanded.

81, signore.” .

“I weally don’t undahstand it. They
can’t be cannibals here,” said Arthur
Angustus, in perplexity.

“He megns it's made of the head of
some animal, ass!” said Tom Merry.
“Blegsed if I'm going to touch it ”

“Let's have macawoni instead, deah
boys. The macawoni here is vewy good,
and when in Wome, do as the Womans
do, you know."” . o

“But we're not in Rome, we're in
Venice,” objected Lowther.

*1 was usin’ a fignah of speech, deah
boy," explained D' Arcy.

“Go hon ¥

“8o chiama in Inglesa?” asked the
waiter, pointing to tﬁe suspicious dish,
and snxious for information. .

“He wants to know the name of it
in English,” said Blake. *“Blessed if

I know I
said Monty Lowther.
al”

r
?u

“ Muclk [*
"“Ha, ha, h .
“ Mook 7 repeated the waiter.
“Muck 1" corrected Lowther, |
“Maclk ¥ eaid the wailer, trying to
get the prenunciation.

“"No, muck 1" .

“FEeoo! Muck!™ said
getting it right at last

“VYes; that's it—muck,” said Lowther
solemnly. . 2

# Znn{ you, signore |” said the waiter,
breaking out into unexpecied English.
“Muck | 8o chiama in Inglese, muck |
Grazie {” .

And the waiter departed quite cheer-
fully, having thus added to his know-
ledge of the English language.

The juniors chuckled, but Arthur
Aungustus turned his eyeglass very
severely upon the humorist of St
Jim’s.

1 wegard it as wathah wotten to take
the poor Chlap in in that way, Low
thal;,” he said.

“Well, he wanted to know,"” said
Lowlher. “I gave him the right word,
didn’t 17"

“Yaas, but—"

“Hallo! He's serving somebody elsa
with the satne stuff,” said Tom Merry.

Tle juniors glanced across at the next
table. A stoit Englishman, elad in the
grey flannels and sports jacket of the
tourist, had como in for lunch, and the
waiter was handing him that mysterious
dish which had made the 8t Jim's
fellows so suspicious.

The big tourist glanced at it
piciously, as the juniors had done,

“What do you eall this?”
demanded.

“In Inglese,
waiter cheerfully.

The tourist’s fave was a study.
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the waiter,

sug-
he
the

muek,”” said

“What?” he gasped.
“Muck, signore.”
“Wh-what?”

“Muck I shricked
emphatically.

The tourist regarded the waiter for
some moments with a deadly glare, and
then rose and stalked out of the
restaurant without having any lunch,

/I'he unfortunate waiter gazed after
him in astonishment. He did not see
any reason why the traveller should be
50 disgusted at having tho name of the
dish explained to him in his own
language.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Lowiler,
“I'll bet that’s the first time the
waiter's ever told the truth about that
stuff.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“But he’s lost a. customal,” said
Arthur Augustus. “It was very funny,
but I considah that it is wp to Lowthah
to tip him a pound.”

“Catch me,” said Monty Lowther.
“I haven't any quids to chuck away.
T'll make it two francs.”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Or, as Gussy is in charge of the
party and responsible for our be-
haviour, he shall tip the waiter & quid,”
said Lowiher. “That’s a jolly good
idea |

“Hear, hear!”

“Weally, deah boys—"'

“It’'s up to you, Cussy,” said Tom
Merry solemnly. “You're responsible
for your flock. No good having an
elderly gentleman secing us about if he
isn't responsible for what we da! Pay
up and look cheerful [

And Arthur Augustus paid up and
looked cheerful.

the  waiter
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CHAPTER 14.
The Bridge of Sighs!

o WANT to ses the Bwidge of
Bighs,” Arthur Augustus re-
marked as they left the

restaurant, and walked along the
Grand Canal. “I particulahly want
to sce the Bwidge of Sighs. I was
weading up Bywon in the twain
ﬁestah ay, and I wanbt to sce whethal
is desowiption is cowwect. Chap who
had been (o Venice told me that Bywon
had got it all w'ong.”
“Well, we oughit to see the Bridge of
Sighs," said Tom Merry., “Where is
t EL)

“Ask somebody, deah boy.”

Monty Lowther stopped the nearest
passer-by with a tap on the arm.,

“PBridge of Sighs, please!” he said.

The Italisn guzed at him in wonder.

“Bridge of Sighs,”’ repeated Lowther.
“Any size will do, so long as it's a
bridge of size !

"You ultah ass! The man will think
you are potty!™ said Arthur Aungustus.
“Let me pitch it to him in Italiano.”
And he raized Lis hat with much grace,
and asked in his best Italian:

"“Prego dov'cil Ponte dei Sospiwi?”

Then the Italian gentleman smiled

and comprehended. © He gave tho
juniors, in the politest way in the
world, full instroctions fer finding the

Bridge of Bighs; but, as they did not
understand a word of it, the benefit of
the instructions was not great. Then
he raised his hat with true Italian
politeness, and D' Arcy raised his hat in
return, and they parted amicably.

“Well, where is the Bridge of Sighs?™
asked Blake.

"1 weally do not know, Blake.”

“Didn't that chap tell youft"

“Yeaas, T fancy so; but I didn't quite
compwehond. Bul it’'s all wight. ou
leave it to me,” said D'Aroy confi-
dently. “Chap who had been to

cnige told me——>

“ Brr-pr-r|”

“Chap who had been to Venice told
pursued D'Arey calmly, “that
whenevah you want to find a place, you
ask some chap to gunide you, and give
him a fwanc. Lots of stweet awabs in
Veniee earn their livin' that way, you
know, by guidin’ stwangahs about.
Tuckily, 1 c¢an speak fo them in
Italian.”

“ What's the good of that if you can’t
understand  what  they  answer?”
guecried Lowther.

Arthur Augustus did not reply to that
auestion. He jammed his monocle into
his eye, and locked round for a street
arab. Street arabs are not difficult to
find in Veniee,

“Here's a little wagamuffin who will
do,” said Arthur Augustus, his eyes
falling upon a youth whose sole gar-
ments appeared to bo a pair of ancient
and perforated trousers and a frag-
ment of shirt.  “ Come here, littlo boy |
Venile, wagazzo !’

Thoe ragazzo detached himself from
the building he was leaning against,
and eame up with a broad grin upon
his hundsome, swarthy face.

"Sigl‘l{]l‘c?u

“Ponte dei Bospiwi,” said Arthur
Augustus.  “Clapite?”

“8i, signore !’

“Voglio  wvedere!” said  Arthur

Augustus, rather doubtfully.

“ 81, siznore [¥

“ Andiamo.”

8, signore!”

And the little ragamuffin trotied off
ir advance of the party, evidently
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having understood that the Ingleso
wanted to see the Bridge of Sighsa.

Arthur Angustus turned a triumphant
glance upon his comrades.

“I wathal think that's worked the
owacle,” he remarked.

"We'll see,” said Lowther.

They followed the little ragamuflin.
He led them by the Grand Canal,
then through by-streets inta the Diazza
of St. Mark. They crossed the great
Eguare once more, and came oub npon
the Riva degli Schiavoni.

“My hat! He's leading us back to
our hotel [* exclaimed Blake.

“Pawwaps tha Bwidge of 8ighs is
negh our hotel, deah boys!”

The ragamuifin halted at & littla
bridge, by which the quay was con-
tinued over a canal that cntered the
lagoon at this point. The canal ran
between the great wall of the Doge's
Salaca and the next building, separating
ham,

The boy grinned and pointed along
the canal between the two great build-
ings. Raised high above the waler,
from one building to the other, was a
little bridge, covered by & roof, and
with little windows in the walls. There
were no possible means of rcaching it
from where the juniors stood.

“Js that -the
Bridge of Sighs?”
gaid Blake.

D’Arey questioned
tha boy:

“T il Ponte dei
Sospiwi?® he asked.

“8i, signore "

“But how on earth are we to get io
it 7 demanded Monty Lowther. L |
suppose you don’t happen to have an
geroplans in your trousers pocket, do
you, Gussy1”

“Weally, Lowthah I”

The little ragamuffin held out a grimy
hand.

“ Macaroni,” he remarked.

“Bai Jove! He wants me to give
him some macawonil” said D’Arey.
“IIow can he possibly thiuk that 1
cawwy macawoni about with me "

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
“That’'s the Italian name for_ a tip.
They ask you for s drink in England,
and for something to eat in Etaly, but
it means the same thing.”

“Oh, 1 seel But I want him to
guide us to the Bwidge of SBighs.”

“¥You told him you wanted to see it,”
grinned Monty Lowther. “Well, you
can seo it from here. Getting on it is
another matter. That wasn’t in the
contract.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm ofwaid he’s a young fathead,”
said I’Arey severely.

“Ha, ha, ha! It isn’t the kid wha's
the fathead.”

“Voglio entrara in Ponte dei Sospiwi,
awo wagazzo,”' said Arthur Augustuns,

* @i, signore !’

Tha little ragamulfin turned round
and led them back the way they had
Coma.

“My hat! We shall see Venica at
this rate!” said Manners. “I wonder
whether he's going to lead us back to
the Rialto?”

Fortunately, the little ragamuflin did
not take them so far; he stopped out-
side the Doge's Palace and pointed to
the entrance.

“0Oh, I compwchend [ said D’ Arey.
“¥You have to ental the Bwidge of
Sighs fwom inside tha Doge's Palace,
deah boys, The kid is weally intelli-
gent, aftah ali. Give him a five-fwano
piece, somichody; I've wun out ot
money,”

_Tom Merry bestowed a piece of five
lice upon the ragamuffin, who almost
fell down in his astonishment at receiv-
ing so magnificent a tip.

“ Grazie, grazie tanto, signore !

And he bholted with the five-lire
piece at top speed.

“You have to pay for admission
here,” szid Tom Merry. “It's one of
the show places of Venice. It isn't
much; half-a-frane, I think.”

The juniors paid and entered.

A pguide presented himeelf at once,
with a graceful bow.

“Ponte dei Sospiwi,” said Arthur
Augustus.

“8i, signore!”

But the juniors lesrned that these
things were done by rule. It was the
rogular custom for visitors to see the
dungeons first—and to tho dungeons
they were taken, Then they mounted to
the Ponte dei Sospiri,

Tt was a narrow bridge, high over
the waters of the canal, covered in, and
with little windows locking out upon the
canal and the great walls that bordered
it. Loocking towards the sea, the
juniors could see & strip of the lagoon
znd a narrow patch of the Riva degh

Schiavoni and a portion of some build-
ini in the distance.
rthur Augustus looked very puzzled.
“Vou wemembah what Bywon says?”
he remarked.
“Oh, blow Byron!? said Blake.
“Let’s get back to tea 1
“ Bywon says—"
“ Rata 17
“ Nothin' of the sort! He says:
“¢Y gtood in Venice on the Bwidge of
Sighs,
A palace and a pwison on each hand.
I watched fwom out of the deep ber
stwuctures wise—" "

“(Cheesea it!” howled the juniors.
“We didn’t come here to hear you
recite Byron |

“7 was callin’ your attention to the
fact that Bywon had got it all w'ong,
just as I was told by the chap who'd

cen to Veniee,” said D’Arey. “ 1o
gays that he watehed fwom out the decp
her stwuetures wise, while he was
standin’ on the Bwidge of Sighs. Now,
you fellows can see for yoursclves how
much you can see of Venice fwom the
Bwidge of Sighs. Just a littlo stwip of
the lagoon and the quay. You can’t see
Venice at all; Venice is wound the
cornah. I wegard Bywon as not hayin’
played the game.”

And Arthur Augustus shook his head
very seriously over that delinquency of
the great poet.

“Well, ‘structures rise’ rhymes with
‘Bridge of 8ighs,’ " said Monty
Lowther. "I suppose that's why they
do these things; it's poet’s licence, you
know. Poels have a licence, same as
dogs I

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Let's ask the chap about the famous
priscners who've crossed this bridge and
sighed,” said Manners. “He spcaks
English.”

The guide was only too ready to give
information. Like many guides in that
delightful country, he allowed politeness
to outweigh accuracy, and he agreed
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cheerfully that all the prisoners they
mentioned had passed over ths Bridge
of Sighs, to be executed in the adjoin-
ing prisom.

“Guy Fawkes, I
Lowther.

The guide nodded.

“8i, signore.”

Lowther jumped.

“Guy Fawkes passed over this giddy
bridge?” he demanded.

“&i, signore.”

“0h, my hat! And I suppose
William the Conqueror passed over 1t,
too 1

“8i, signore.”

“ And Goorge Washington 1™

" 8i, signore.”

“ And Jack Hobbs?"’

* &, signore.” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,
waking the gloomy t

suppose?” said

recesses of the
Bridge of Sighs to sounds of merriment,
much to the astonishment of the guide.
"You can get a jolly lob of informa-
tion by questioning the giddy guides!”
grinned Monty Lowther, as he emerge
from the Doge’s Palace. “If I'd asked
him if Figgins of the New House passed
over that bridge to execution he’d have

said * 8i, signore I ¥ .
And the juniora
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and saw that the
schnonet was still at
anchuy there,

CHAPTER 15.
No Gun for Gussy!
R. MOPPS was in the tea-room
when the juniors came in.
Ho was regaling himself with
dry toast and weonk tea, and &
volume of “early Italian poets’” and
looked gquite cheerful.

“ Dud-dud-dear ma ! said Mr. Mopps,
“T was beginning to fear that you had
been lost, my boys. I hape you have
had a pleasant ramble, and gained some
information about this delightful eity.”

“We have, sir,” said Monty Lowther,
“Tspecially about the famous prisoners
who crossed the Bridgu of Sighs.”

“Very good!” eaid Mr. Mopps. "I
suppose you would like something more
than toast for tea, my lads?”

“Ye-es, pleasc!”

“8o I have ordered a high tea to be
served immediately you came in,”” said
Mr. Mopps, with a beaming smile, 1§
is my aim to make you kik-kik-kik—"

“Ma make us what, sic §”'

“ Kik - kik - comfortable,” said Mr.
Mopps. " Here comes the tea. Now,
my boys, I have some plans for the
excursion to-morrow.”™

“ (Oh, good, sir!”

“¥You have heard
library of Venice—"

The juniors’ faces fell. They had not
heard of it, as a matter of fact; an
they had been thinking of an excursion
in the quest of the treasure island,

“The—ihe library, sir ¥

“Yes, It is a very famous library,
and I have obtained permission to make
my rescarches thero,” said Mr. Mopps

of the famous

genially. “You beys shall come with
me, and you shall look at the books and
pictures while am making my
rescarches, ™

“Oh ecrumbs!” murmured Monty
Lowther.

“Bai Javel”

“YWouldn't it be a good idea to Kecp
that for & rainy day, eiri” ventured
Blake. “We have been taught to save
up for a rainy day, and wouldn't
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mind saving up the library for a weck
or two——¥

“Or a thousand years or 30! mur-
mured Lowther,

“We want you to take us in a gondola,
Mr. Moppa,” said Tom Merry diffi-
dently. “You know we've got to pay
a visit to that island ncar Burano.”

" Dud-dud-dear me, I had quite for-
gotten " said Mr. Mopps, coming with
a start out of the “early Italian poets.”
“You had a paper or something—some
joke about a treasure, or somecthing, I
think—",

‘' Forgolten
£5 OhI!!

Tom Merry had wisely decided to say
nothing to Mr. Mopps about having seen
Hiram Finn. The tutor would probably
have taken alarm at once, and lic would
not have n]:n-.cn likely to countenance n
visit to the island of Hanta Maria if he
knew that it was possible that the
dangerous ruffian would be cncountered
there. As for the danger, tlie juniors
did not even think of it; but Mr, Mopps,
being respomsible for the party, would
certainly have taken a diiferent vicw.

Mr. Mopps looked thoughtful for a
moment.

“Now I come to think of it,” he
said, “you boys would doubtless rather
pay_a visit to thab island, whercver it
it, than study the volumes and pictures
in the libraryi”

Y Just a little bit, sirl”

“Yaas, wathah !

“Yery well,” said Mr. Mopps. “We
will take a gondola to the island to-
morrow. I have no doubt that it will
be very interesting to explore the ruined
chapel, though—ha, ha, ha!—I doubt
whether we shall find a treasure there.”

“You needn’t waste time on the
island, sir,” Blake suggested thought-
fully. *You could go into the library,
while we're out in the gondola—kill two
birds with one stone that way, Mr.
Mopps.”

“1 fear you would not be safe without
me, my boys.”

“0h, gondolas are safe enough, anid
the lagoon’s as smooth a: a looking-
glass, sir. Besides, we should have the
gondolier with us.”

“¥es, that is true,”
Mopps. “If I sclect an old and ex-
perienced gondolier, I have no doubt
that he could look after you,”

“And it would save your time, and
{ou could get on with the ‘early
talian poets,” ” said Tom Merry
thoughtiully.

Mr, Mopps was evidently very much
tempted. He did not like the waler,
and the trip in the gondola would Lave
been far from enjoyable to him, And
he would have been thinking about the
“early Italian poets ™ all the time, and
wishing himself in the dusty recesses of
the library among the musty volumes.

“I really think it is'a good idea,” ho
said, at last, “I am anxious to get fo
work. You boys will be quite safe with
an old and experienced gondolicr. Of
course, you must not get into any tub-
tub-tub——"

“0Oh, mo, sir! We'll eelect the gon-
dola very carefully,””

“Into any tub-tub-tub—"

" Some of them efe old tubs, but soms
of them are really ripping eraft,” said
Blake. “We'll pick out a good one.”

“Into any tub-tub-trouble!” gasped
Mr. Mopps.

“Oh, sir!" said the juniors, all at
once, as if getting into irouble of uny
sort was the very last thing they had
ever thought of in their lives.

“Very well’ said Mr, Mopps. “I
will arrange with the hotel proprictor to
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it ! murmured Blake.

admitted Mr.

have a gondela here in the morning,
with an old and expericuced gondolicr,
and you shall go."

“Ciood egg1”

After tea, Mr. Mopps heing buricd
in “early Italian poats,” Tom Merry &
Co. discussed their plans for the morrow.

“Wo shall want a crowbar and a pick-
axe, and a couple of spades,” said Tom
Merry. “We shall have to smuggle
them inte the gondola without anybody
geeing them, ‘e don't want them {o
guess what we're after. And I believe
making excavations i3 not allowed; but
we shall have to allow thom ourselves.”

“ Hear, hear !

“I suppose it's weally poss that that
wrascal I'inn may see us and get on the
fwack P said Arthur Augustus thought-
fully. “Wo might meet him therc?”

“Quite possible.”

“Then we ought to be weady. We
shall have to go out and buy the spades
and the pickaxes and the ewowbar. I
think I had bettah buy a wevolvah.”

“A which ?”

“A wevolvah,” said Arthur Angustus
firmly. “We may bs in dangah——*

““We're protty certain to be in danger
if you_ecarry 8 vrevolver)” grinned
Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“And it's & danger we're not going to
run into, either,” said Tom Merry,
“Revolyers are barred, Gussy. ¥You can
buf_’ & toy pistol if you like, or a cata-
pult——"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

"¥You ought to have thought of this
before you left England, Gussy,” said
Monty Lowther severely. “Then you
could havo brought one of these swords
your aunt's sister used to alash sbout in
tlie Middle Ages—as you've told us—>’

“You uttah ass] I eaid my
ancestahs—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wca.l[y think I lLad betish got a
wovolvah——"

“Think aganin |*

“I shall insist upon gettin® a
wevelvah !" said D’Arey ﬂrrnlg

And when tho juniors sallied forth
and went into the Merceria to make
their purchases Arthur Augustus looked
out for & gunsmith's shop. And when
the spades and the picﬂaxa and the
crowbar had been purchazed, and
wrapﬁed up so carefully that they could
not be recognised, the junjors laid
violent hands upon Arvihur Augustus
and marched him back to the hotel—
without the revolver,

CHAPTER 16,
A Wild Night's Adventure!

OM AMERRY sat up in bed,
Midnight had tolled out.
Venice was slecping.

Even the great square of St

Mark was deserted, and the Riva degli

Schiavoni echoed only occasionally to

the footsteps of a belated passer. .

Tom Merry stepped quietly from his
bed mod moved to the window, Heo
looked out. Stars twinkled in the deep
blue the Italian

of sky, and were
reflected in the waters of the lagoon.
Dimly the shapes of the anchored

vessels were made out, looming in the
gloom. Along the quay were rows of
maored gondolas, deserted for the night.
Tha schooner of Hiram Finn was still
at anchor,

Tom Merry dressed himself quictly,
He had made his own plans for that
night, but he had not told his chums.
They would not have wanted him to %Io
alone, and he knew that a crowd might
have made his intended expedition
impossible.  He glanced at Arthur
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Augustus, sleeping peacefully in bed.
Then he quitted the bed-room quietly.

The hotcl was very silent as ie wend
downstairs,

Only the porter was in the hall, and
he looked rather curiously at the junior.
Tom Merry gave him a nod, and went
out with a careless air, as if simply for
a stroll on the Riva degli Schiavoni.

Bul as soon as he was outside the
hotel his pace clu.ickennd.

He crossed the Riva to the water's
edge, and paused on the steps down to
the lagoon and gazed out towards the
anchored schooner,

Tom Merry intended to pay Hiram
Tinn's vessel a visit under cover of tha
darkness and to discover, if he could,
whether Maro Luigi was & prisoner
there,

Two lights burned dimly on the
schooner, fore and aft, as she rocked
gently on tho slmost motionless water
of lhe lagoon,

Tom Merry stepped into one of tho
outermost gondolas, intending to borrow
it for the creossing to the schooner.
There wus a movement in the gondola,
and he starled as a dark form rose into
view,

“ Bignore |*

It was the owner of the craft, who
had ovidently been sleeping in the
gondola. Tom Merry was a little taken
aback. Hu was willing, of course, to
pay for the use of tho gondola, but the
presence of the owner was awkward, as
his visit was to be paid scoretly to the
schooner. But ho had to make the best
of 1t

“You go for a little sail, sotto le
stello ¥ ‘said the gondolier, always
ready to do business, late as the hour
was.

Tom Merry nodded.

*‘ Buono, signore [”

“You will take me "

8i, signore,”

“You speak English "

The gondolior showed his gleaming
tecth in a grin.

“Lectle small Bnglish,” he said.

“I want to go out to that schooner,”
said Tom Merry, pointing to tho dim
shape of the vessel on the %a.goon.

The Italian understood the gesture, if
not the words.

“Bi, signore,” he said, the inevitable
reply.

“But I do not want them to sce me,”
said Tom Mcrr{, speaking very slow
so that the Italian should understand,
“1t is o secret,”

The iondclier looked puzzled, as well
he might. But ho could not suspeet the
handsome, well-dressed young English
signore of wishing to visit the trading
schooner seeretly for any dishonourabla
putpose; and, after all, it was not his
business,

“I'll give you twenty francs,” said
Tom Merry—*venli live.”

‘The gondolier’s eyes sparkled.

“Buono !

“You take mn?”

“ B, signore.”

"“Go quietly. Don’t wake them.
Pianeo,” said Tom Merry, remembering
in time the Italian word for softly.

The gandolicr grinned,

“8i, signore,”

And he looscned his craft. Tha
gondola glided silently out into the still
waters of the lagoon. The long, heavy
oar made hardly a sound as it ewept
through the waler. The gondola glided
out towards the schooner,

Tom Merry kept his eyes fixed
anxiously upon the vessel. The gondala
drow closer and closer, and ranged
alougside, TIf there waos a watch being
kept on deck Tom Merry would be dis-
appointed; but he had seen no sign of a
watchman.
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Even sa Hiram Finn spun round, clutching his revolvar,
At the same moment Bappo leaped at the Juniors with a knife in his hand.

fall like a log.
and sent it flying.

There were people on board, but
they were below. f'om Merry scauned
the deck, and then, whispering to the
gondolier ta wait for him, he leaped
lightly on board.

His heart heat [ast as he felt the
deck under his feet.

He was on board Hiram Finn’s
vessel. 1f the adventurer discovered
him—especially if he had some guilty
gecreb to lhide—what would be the re-
sult? Tamm Merry remembered the
hard, desperate face of the man, and

he realised thak he was going into
deadly danger, But he did not
hesitate.

Ile crept silently to the companion-
hatch, It wus epew, and a light glim-
mered in the little cuddy at the foot
of the ladder—a smicky lamp swinging
there.

There was ne sign of anyone in the
cwddy, and Toin Merry crept silently
down the steps. e etarted asz he
reiched the foot. A man was lolling
uprn a eeat by the table, leaning
huouvily on the table with his eyes
clused, A bottle was before hing, show-
ing the cause of his heavy slumber.

Tom Merry knew the lhard, dark
face. Tt was that of DBeppo, ono of
the Italians he had seen in the wood at
Bxlecombe with Hiram Finn,

There was a light in the adjoin-
ing cabin, and a murmur ¢f a voice,
Tem Merry erept to the half cpen door,
This placed the slecping man betwyeen

i and the ladder, aund if Beppo

‘“Done 'em !’ roared Blake.

should awaken his retreat was cut off.
But there was no lelp for it. He
had knocwn that ho was going inte
danger, and now that he had found the
donger he did not hesitate,

He peered into the cabin thirough the
slit between the door and the jamb.
He had a view of half the interior.
He could seo a bunk, with a man’s
form partly visible in it—a man fully
dressed, The man lay in an uncom-
fortable attitude, and Tom Merry could
see that cords were tightly tied abaout
his wrists.  Doubtless his feet wers
equally well secured. But tho junior
could not sec. A lheavy c<loth was
bound over the mouth, concealing the
chin, but the upper part aof the face
was visible,

Tem Merry breathed hard.

He kuew the iace. e was looking
upon Alare Luigi, the man who had
riven him tha elue to the hidden gold
on the Venctian island,

tlis suspicions had been well founded.
Marg Luigi had teld him that if he
Jid not reelaim the paper, it would be
because be had fallen into the hands
of Hiram Iinn and his gang. And he
had evidently fallen into Hiram Finn's
hands., Ile was a prisoner on board
the schooner. and kept evidently with
the greatest cave.

His big black eyes were burning,
and his swarthy face was pale and wan,

The unfortunate Itnlian was lelp-
less, at the mercy of the adventurer.
He had given Tom Merry the clue to

Tom Merry's cudgel de2cénded upon his head, and the Yankas
But a stick smote the knifs
¢ Hurrah for 8t. Jim's 1"

the treasure in fear of this—partly,
doubtless, in gratitude to the boy for
having rescued him once—partly in
order that the buried gold might never
full into Hiram Finn's hands, Better
that anybody should have it than that
the unserupulous adventurer should be
the gainer—ihot was how Luigi had
logked at it,

The voice Tom Merry could hear
speaking was that of Hiram Finn; but
he coulil not see the Amorican without
oponing the door farther. He heard
the low, sharp, metallio voice of Finn,
and realised the threat contained in
those hard topea.

“Not aslecp, Lnigi? No, I guess
not. You kinda wouldn't sleep tied
up lil:’e that. It's your own fault,

Tho Italian's eyes burned.

“You'ra going Lo tell me where those
dollars are buried, I reckon. Some-
whore near Venice—eh? 1 guess T'm
on to that much. And I gucsa I'm
going to know tha rest, You're going
to tell me, Mare Luigi.”

The Italian sheook his hLead.

“We're in Venico now,” went on
Hiram Fion calmly. “We'vo been
here two days, and I guess 1'm rtun.
ning out of my stock of patience. You
haven't told me the secret, but you've
told others—eh?  Guess whom 1 saw
in Venice to-day? A schoolboy, Maro.
Mighty like a young whippersnapper
I caught a glimpse of in a wood at &
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time when you got away from me, I
guess I can put two nad two together.
You told him something, and he’s here
—after you, or after the treasure,
Maro."

A sudden gleam came into the bound
man’s eyes, Hope, perhaps, had re-
vived in him. The American ndven-
turer doubtless paw it, too.

Tom Merry heard the unseen man
give a scoffing laugh.

“You won't be found here, The
brat dido't see me, and he doesn’t
know I'm here; doesn't know the
schooner from Adam. You're in my
hands, I guess; but I’ve not got any
more time to waste over you. Are
you going to talk?”

Anaother shake of the head.

“It's your last night, Maro,” said the
adventurer, the tone of menace grow-
ing deeper in his voice. “I guess I've
been casy with you. Beppo and Pietro
would have made you talk before this
—eh? But I guess it's the end of the
tether now. You're going to talk, or
I'm going to make you. We leave
Venice to-morrow morning, I'm fin-
ished bere. We sail before dawn, and
we're going down the Adriatie—round
to Naples, I guess. I've pob business
to do, and I can’t afford to waste
time. I guess I've wasted enough get-
ting you back from England when you
slipped me on an English ship. Maro
Luigi, my firiend, you are going to
talk at dawn, if not Lefore !’

Mare Luigi shook his head again,

“Y guess I shall make you, then)
I guess an iron bolt, heated red-hot,
ang plipped down wour back will make
you willing to give up all the trensures
in the wide world if you'd pot 'em in
your trousers pocket.’’

The man in the bunk made no sign.

“Nod your head if you'll talk. I

guess I'm not going to let you open
your month. ¢'re too mear the quay
for that.”

Maro Luigi did not move.

“ Obstinate dog!” said Hiram TFinn,
with deep anger in his voice, I guess
I mean business about that iron bolt.
You'll learn in the morning, when we
up anchor and get away from Venice.
There's & right breeze for us, and we're
going—savvy! I guess——*

The American broke off,

There was & sound in the cuddy as
Beppo yawned and awoke. And there
was A shout ns the seaman's startled
eyes rested upon Tom Merry.

“Un

“Il ragagzo!” he shouted.
ragazzo Inglese!"

* What |”

Hiram Finn was at the doer of the
cabin with a bound.

Tom Merry made a desperate spring
for the ladder.

The Italian was in the way; but he
was heavy from sleep, and his brain
was still reeling from his drinking.

Tom Merry hit out and kunocked the
man flying.

Beppo crashed on the floor.

“Bignore! Un spia—un ragazzo—-"

He yelled as he went down. Tom
Merry sprang for the ladder. But the
Yankee, big and heavy as he was, was
out of the eabin in the twinkling of an
eye, and springing in pursuit.

His grasp just missed Tom MMerry's
ankle as the junior dashed up the
ladder, With his heart thumping, the
junior reached the deck and rushed for
the side.

Hiram Finn leaped after him.

Tom Merry made o flying leap for the
gondola Hoaling in the darkness by the
side of the schooner. And as he leaped
Hiram Finn smote him, and Tom missed
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the gondola, and plunged heavily into
the water.

Splash |

From the rail the Yankee adventwrer
locked down with anxious eyes. Ho
saw the gondola a moment later, and a
dripping form dragging itself in.

[ S

CHAPTER 17.
A Council of War!

OM MERRY dragged himself
into the gondola with the aid of
the boatman.
His brain was reeling, and he
sank down exhausted, the water drip-
ing from the drenched clothes and
orming & pool round him.
“8ignore!  Bignorino [”
the gondolier.
Tom Merry panted, and struggled to
his feet.
“Hhore! Quick!” he exclaimed.
“ Quick—subito ! Riva degli Schiavoni I”
‘Bi, signove!”
The gondolier swung out the long car,
and the gondola glided back to the

spluttered

quay.
As it bumt]:ed on the steps Tom
Merry jumped out.

The water ran down him as he stood.

He looked out into the lagoon towards
the schooner. A moving shadow in the
starlight caught his eyes. The schooner
was in motion, the mainsail had filled

TRy
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out before the breeze that blew off the
shore, and the vessel was gliding away
towards the Lido end the wide
Adriatic beyond.

Tom Merry clenched his hands.

His first idea had been te call help—
to rouse the police, the port watchman—
in_s"bpdy-—to get help to rescue Maro

nigi.

But it was too late.

What was he to do?

To leave Maro Luigi in the hands of
the unscrupulous adventurer?  Yet if
he told his story, would the police be-
lieve it? Would not they think it was
some wild, boyish fancy—a dream, or
an invention?  And the schooner was
gone. To search her it would be
necessary to send a vessel in pursuit.
Tom Merry knew that it was hapeless.
The voice of the gondolier interrupted
his hurried reflections. e took out
twenty lire and placed them in the
man's dusky hund, and, without waiting
for the profuse thanks, he hurried back
to the hotel.

The hall-porter looked at him
eniazement.

“The signorino has fallen into the
water 1" he exclaimed.

“Yes,” said Tom Merry, and he
hurried up to his room without further
explanation. ke turned on the electric
light, and burriedly stripped off his
wel ¢lothes and towelled himself down.

Arthur Augustus awole, and sat up
in bed, and blinked at him.

“Bai Jove! Where have you been,
Tow Mewwy? What have you been up
to, you boundah

*Cull the other fellows, Gussy. We
want a council of war.”

“Vewy well, deah boy.”

‘Arthur Augustus, amazed as he was,

in
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could see that it was a serious matter.
He tumbled out of bed, and called
Blake and Manners and Lowther from
the adjoining room.

The three juniors came in in amaze-
ment. They saw Tom Merry towelling
himself down, and simply stared.

“What on ecarth have you been
do&l}ﬁ 7 demanded Lowther.

T

mmbling  into the lagoon,” said
Tom Merry grimly.
“Great Seott| You might have been

drowned !” ejaculated Dlake.

“I came jolly near it.”

“How on ocarth did you come to
tumble in?*

“ Hiram Finn's fist helped me.”

. “Hirain Finn!” exclaimed all the
juniors fogether,

“Yes.' Tom Merry hurriedly ex-
plained. “I got aboard the schooner. I
wanuted to see whother Maro Luigi was
there.”

“You cheeky ass to go without us!”
exclaimed Blake wrathfully.

“¥aas, wathah!”

“Don't chip now, you chaps; it's too
seriouns. 1 got on board from a gondols,
and went down below, and there was
Mero Luigi tied up in a bunk like a
E’iddy turkey for Christmas. Hiram
inn and the two Italians were there,
Finn was in the cabin
with poor old Luigi. He'd scen us in
Venice to-day, and smelt danger. He
was threatening to put Luigi to the tor-
ture to make him give away the secret.”

“The rotter 1”

“They found me there and nearly
had me.” Tom Merry shivered. “If
Finn had got hold of me, I don’t think I
should have got off the schooner alive.
I expected him to fire after me in the
water, but he didn’t. He knoc ‘Ine
into_the lagoon as I jumped for the
gondole. The gondolier pulled me in.”

iiM, hat!),

“ Wim.t’s going to be domne now, you
chaps?”

“Call the
schooner

“8he’s gone!”

“Gone!” exclaimed all the juniors
together.,

*¥es. They must have cut the cable.
She was whisking away down the lagoon
before I got to the quay.”

“Then it's all up 1” snid Blake, with a
whistle.

“All the same,” said Tom, *I don't
think Finn will go far away. I heard
him talking. He knows the treasure is
somewhere near Venice, that’s why he’s
here. Luigi hasn’t told him yet, but if
they torture him he will—he’s bound to.
Look here! Finn knows he has no time
to lose now, and he will put pressure on
Luigi, and we shall find him at the
island of BSanta Marin—unless we get
there first.”

“ ¥aas, wathah[?

“I suppose 20,” said Lowther thought.
fully, “We'd bettor ﬁet off first thing
in the morning, without waiting for
Moppy to come down. Then ke can't
ask any questions.”

“That’s so,” said Blake.

“You all agree to that?” ssked Tom
Merry.

“VYans, wathah t”

CHAPTER 18.
Victory !

DAWN Aushed up in pink and rose

on the schooner.

the police, and collar

1

over the wide lagoon, and
lighted the towers and roofs of
ithe Queen of the Adriatie.
In the first rays of the sun the five
juniors quictly left the hotel.
Thoey had a bundle of rolls with them
for breakfast in the gondola, It was all
they needed. They left Mr. Moppa
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sound asleep in his room, little dream-
ing of the wild adventure his charges
were entering inte. The juniors wished
fervently that they had old Kildare of
Bt. Jim’s with them, or even their old
rivals, Figgins & Co. But Mr. Mopps

would have been quite useless. They
had to depend on themselves,
The spades, the pickaxe, and the

growbar were placed in the gondola Tom
Merry engaged, and the juniors had
each taken = stout stick. The gondolier
~—the same man who had rowed Tom
Merry out to the schooner the previous
night—asked no questions. The young
English signors desired a “ promenads *
on the lagoon to see the sun riss over
Venice—not an uncommon excursion.
That was all the gondolier thought.

*Burano,” said Tom Merry to the
Italian; end the gondolier shoved out
the long par. And the little craft swept
nwaf over the still shfdowy waters of
the lagoon.

Tom Merry & Co. looked about them
as the gcmdofa glided on. There was no
sign of the schooner. But they had not
expeoted to see her. The gondaola moved
on aver the lagoon, and Venice became
a blur of white buildings behind in the
riging sun. .

The gondolier pointed to an island
ahead.

“# Burana?” asked Tom Merry.

“8i, signore ¥

“You know the island of Santa Maria,
near Burano?"

“ Andinme al isols di Banta Mavia,
presso Burano,” said Arthur Augustuns.

And the oudoliey mnodded. He
e\iideutly understood, and knew the
islet.

The gondels approsched the little

scland. There were vestiges of buildings
upon it. It had evidently been
inhabited at somo carlier date, but it
had now fallen into ruin and solitude.

The goendola plunged her bows into
decp mund, and the gondolier made her
fast.
*Andiamo in isola,” said D'Arey, in
as good Italian as he could muster.
“Voi attendate gui™

“8i, signaove [”

The juniors plunged ashore through
the mud.

They did not need to ask where were
the ruins of the old chapel of Santa
Maria, Across the island they could see
fragments of a building—the only one
that had been of mny size. Thaey
tramped acroes the little island, a rising
erest of land hiding them from the
gonidola.

The gondolier was not likely to he
curious. He was too accustomed to the
manners and customs of tourisls who
seek all kinds of things, in all kinds of
places, that totally lack interest to the
native. The gondelier sat down Lo roll
cigarettes and sinoke until the juniora
returned, in the comfortable conscious:
ness that he was to be paid by the hour,

The juniors tramped into the yuins.

The sun was higher in the heavens
now, and the rays were bright and
warm. 7They fell into the ruins of the
old chapel—masses of masonry over-
wrown with weeds, close by o chioked-up
vanal Tull of foul odours.

The juniors’ hearta were bealing fast,

Tom Merry pauscd n the shattered
pateway of the chapel, and looked sca-
wardl, and witered an exelamation.

* Look 1"

In the far distance u sail appeared,
and 1he juntors could meake out the
gracefnl forni of a schooner beating up
to the isle against the wind.

“Tha schoonah [ ejaculated D'Arey.

“So Hiram Fiun is coming !’

“He'll be loo late ! said Tom Mevry.

“Bul we've got mo time to lose. Buck
up ™ )

o k for a cross marked in red on
a stone |¥ said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”

They searched through the ruins of
the old *ecapella.”

Blake gave a sudden shout:

“This way |”

In an obscure corner, shadowed by a
fragment of the shattered wall, Blake
had come upon one of the flagstones of
the floor, upon which appeared the
graven form of a cross 1 dull red.
Excepting for the “croce rossa,” the
flagstone was exactly like all the others
that formed the amcient feoor of the
chapel.

The juniors gathered round the spot
with shining eyes.

“Quick’s the word 1” said Tom Merry.

He unwrapped the {ools and set Yo
wark.

He jammed the end of the erowbar
into the interstice between the marked
dagstone and the next, and dragged
upon it with all his strength,

T'he Hat, thick stone slowly rose.

Tom Merry tilted it back, Under-
neath was the soft carth, with no sign
that beneath it a treasure lay concealed.

“A spade " said Tom Merry.
Blake handed him o spade. The
pick was not needed. Tom Merry

shavelled out the soft, muddy earth with
feverish haste. There was a sudden
shock of the spade.

“1t’s here !

The spade had struck something
harder than earth. Tom Merry hastily
shovelled the earth away, and the top
of o twooden chest was revealed. Then
all the juniors bent themselves to it, and
the chest was dragged out upon the flag-
stones,
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It waz a zea-chest nbout three feet
long, made of ocak, and it was very
heavy, The lid was locked down, bui a
blow of the pick shattered the lock.
Tom Merry raized the lid.

“My hat |

The story was true—Maro Luigi had
not deceived them, aud he hiad pot been
doccived himself by the tale of the dying
seminan in Leghor.

The chest was crawnmed to the very
brim with money—gold piecea of fwenty
franes and twenty lire.  Englich
savereigns, German twenty-mark pieces,
and cains of other kinds with strange
inscriptions, Greek and Russian, that
the juniors could not even yead.

Gold—the treasnre at last!

Blake kpelt by the chest, and ran the
coins in golden cascades through his
fingers breathlessly.

“My only hat!” he said. '“It's truel
Real gold! The giddy treasure !”

" Yaas, wathah|”

“Only I'm afraid it doesn't belong 1o
us. you chaps” sald Tom Merry.

N Shl” said all the juniors togother.

And their faces fell u little.

In the excitement of the discovery
they had forgotten that little fact.

“I suppose you're right,” said Rlake,
after o pause. * After all, the secret
was Maro Luigi's—he gave you the
secret, but it would Le u bit thick lo
leld him to it if he can get awey from
Hiram Finn,”

“Yaas, wathab.!"

Tom Merry looked out to sca. Tho
schooner was close in shore mow. 1&
would not be loug before the rival
treasurc-seekers were on the acene.
Tom Merry spoke & few hurrvied words.
The juniers closed the chest again, and
hid it from sight with chuuks of

R s s S seawamen

v ;‘fgy/

12

Rain, hail or snow, hawever uncertain the
weather you can bet your boots on one thing !
There's a grand SCHOOLBOYS' OWN yarn
waiting for you at your newsagent’s, to while
Try this one!

Cood |

away a dreary afternoon.
Do you like school stories; chum?

Then you'll just revel in this tip-to
dealing with the unusual adventures o

Classica! Fourth at Toppingham School,
brimful of fun and exciting situations.
sure of this splendid treat |

BOB
MERRICK & CO,, the cheery chums of the

Make

lale
It's

TOPPINGHAM!

wevsNO. 266 of theww

SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

On Sale at all Newsagents and Bookstalls - 4d




28

masonry and loose bricks. The chest
was hidden—safe from the eyes of
Hiram Finn, even if he had leirned
the secrot of the stone marked with o
“eroce rossa.”

Then the marked flagstone was re:
placed, and the signs of the excavations
cleared away. All looked as it lLad
been before the juniors came to the
ruined chapel,

Keeping close in cover among ile
masses of masonry, the 8t. Jim's juniors
watched the schooner with cager eyes,
The vessel glided close up to the shore,
and the sails dropped. Three men
could be seen moving on her deck, and
the juniors watched them bring a fourth
man up froin below, cvidently bound,
and placed him in a boat. The boat
was lowered; Hiram Finn and Beppo
took the ours and pulled for the shoro.

Pietro remained aldne on board the
schooner.

Tom Merry set his teeth.

“They're coming,” he said; “and

they're bringing Luigi with them, as I
expected. Lie low!"

The boat plunged bows into the mud,
and disappeared from the eyes of the
juniors hidden in the ruing. There was
a sound of leavy footsteps crunching
on the old stenes, and two men came
into the rnined chapel;, leading between
them a third—whose arms wera bound
behind his back. It was Maro Luigi.
His faco was pale and anguished.
HBliram Finn looked round with a grin
of trinmph. The juniors lay very low
in their cover, grasping their cudgels,
and waiting for the word from Tom
Merry.

“I kinda guess we scoop the deck
here, Maro,” said Hiram Finn, with a
chuckle. *“ You didn't need that hot
iron, but it's still time, if you're ob-
stinate. Y guess you're going to pvint
out where the chest is buried now.”

“A  thousand curses!” muttered
Luigi, between hia teeth.

Fmn laughed. 4

“I reckon you can do yeur swearing
afterwards. Beppo, give him an_inch
of your knife—and another inch if he
doesn’t chatter |”

“Meldetto! E sotto la pietra segnata
d’una croce rossa!” groaned Luigi.

“Thunder—and I guess I'm almost
standing on it!” said Hiram TFinn,
staring down at the marked flagstone.
“We'll soon sce if he's told the truth.
Heave that stone up, Beppo!”

The seaman bent over the stone.
Tom Merry gave his companions a quick

whisper. There was a sudden rush of
feet in the -old ruins,

Hiram Tinn swung
oath.

But even as he spun ronnd, clutehing
Lis revolver, Tom Merry's cudgel de-
scended “upon his head will stunning
force; and the Yankee adventuier gave
one faint groan and fell like a log.

Beppo leaped up with a suard like a
cat, knife in hand, but a slick smoto
his knife, and sent it whirling. Anotler
crashed upon his head, and ancthor
across his arm, and he yelled with
anguish and fell,

“ Done "em I roared Blake.
for 8t. Jim's|”

Maro Luigi gazed at the juniors like
a man in a dream,

Tom Merry opencd lis pocket-knife,
aud cut the Italian’s Londs.

“It's all right, old son!" o ex-
claimed. “Allo right-ho, in Italiun—"

::Hu, ha, hal”

You're a free man now, and we've
found the giddy treasure for vou 7

“Tutto va. bene, e il tezowo ¢
twovato !” chirruped Arthur Auvgushus
D’Arcy. And Maro Luigi gusped in
astonishment and joy,

“And it's all  yours,” said Tom
Merry. “We're not going to touch it;
and we'll lend you our gondola to get
it away——"

“0h, signore—"

“Tie those chaps up,” said Tom
Merry. “There’s enough rope here—
they used plenty of rope on poor old

round with an

“Hurrah

Luigi. The other rotter on the scliconer:

will come to look for them sooner or
later, and he can look after them!”

And Hiram Finn and DBeppo were
bound hand and foot. Then the treasure-
chest was dragged out, and Maro Luigi,
still  dazed with jov and gratitude,
feusted his eyes upon.ilie contents—ihe
heaps and piles of gold coins. Then he
began to talk in rapid gestures. The
Juniors did not follow the words, but
they understood what they meant, and
they shook their heads.

“No; we're not going to take it or
any of it,” said Tom Merry decidedly.
“It's yours, Luigi—all yours. That's
settled 17

“Oh, signore! Quel generosita—"

The chest was fastened up, and Maro
Luigi and Tom Merry carried it across
the little island to the gondola. The
gondolier stared at the sight of the
stranger, and Luigi talked to him in
fluent Italian

The juniors

would have been sur-
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prised if they had known thal he was
airily explaining to the gondolier that
lie had been on the isfam:l the day
before, searching for mineral specimens
for the young English sirangers, anil
that lie had a box full of stones of no
uze to anybody bul a tourkst |

_ The gondola glided away from e
island.  As they swept away info the
lagoon, the juniors caught a glimpse of
the schooner, and of Pielro staring
anxiously shoreward, evidently wonder-
ing what had become of his comrades.
Doubtless he discovered, in the long
rutl, but Tom Merry & CUo. did not wait
to ece. They lost 1o time in getling
back to Vemce, and it was still morn-
ing when the gondola touched the
granite steps of the Riva degh
tSchiavoni, and the gondolicr was Hs-
missed with a tip that made him open
his eyes.

Mr. Mopps had missod . the juniors,
and he was wailing anxiously for them
shen they came in, His breath was
taken away when le heavd of ‘the ad-
venture they had been thrpugl.

Maro Luigi deposited his treasure in
Tom Merry’s room, whenee hie removed
it in bags lent him. by the juniors,
taking it away to somo place of safety
best kunown to himself. The juniors
asked no questions; it was no business
of theirs,

The Ttalian was deeply earncst in his
endeavours to persuade the English boys
to take one half of the treasure, but
they would not. At last, lo gratif
the' grateful seaman, they agreed
take a hundred pounds.

Mr. Mopps kept a very careful eye
upon his charges after that. But tiy
dangerous adventures were past, and
when the holiday was over they came
back to 8t. Jim's with wondrous tales
to tell their schoolfellows there.

Indeed, on the first day of the new
term, what was left of the hundred
ounds—it was not much—was spent
in a royal feed in Tom Merry’s study,
to which came Figgins & Co. and &
crowd of other fellows; to discuss the
good things provided by the returned
travellers, and to listen with intense
interest to tlie story of the treasure of
Santa Maria.

(Next Wednesday : ** TOM MERRY'S
BIG FIGHT!" Watch oul for this
great garn of pun. adventure  and
boxing. Order your GEM early.) k
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