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THE VAULT GIVES UP ITS SECRET!

A GRIM DISCOVERY BY THE FAMOUS FIVE!

(A startling incident from this week’s grand story of Harry Wherton & Co., of Greyfriars—inside.)
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YO-HO FOR THE SPANISH MAIN!

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Marooned !

{3 0 you hear me, Senor Englishman ?
If you do not tell me the seCret
of the Caribs' Isle, you are a dead
an ere the sun goes down! You

are a buccaneer, remember, who has darcd

L3 come to the Spanish Maiu without per-

mission, and I, as g caplain of the Kiog of

Spain, bave a right tg hang you at my yard-

iarm!  But 1 offer ty let you live—*

“If 1 am aw false coward and traitor to
Iny comrades¥ No! A Spaniard can kill gy
Eupglishman, but he canuot make him show
the white feather!®"

Gerald Leigh did not speak boastfully, but
his tones rang with cool resclution, altbough
he well kuew that his life was hangivg in
the bulance,

He was as bold o young sailor AR ever
salled the salt wuater, and his trength was
peved by the fact that he was standing
upright, despite that he was ‘loaded with
fetters o heavy ‘that they would have
crushed most ordivary men to the ground.

In addition, he was chainsd fast to the

bulkbead in w «lose, gloomy prison-cabin
aboard the San Jucopo, one of the largest
galleous which ever sailed on the Spauizi

Main wnder the flugy of the dons.

Confrouting Gerald was a tall, thin maun,
whose durk fuce wna as cruel as it Wis
covetous, aud whoze maguificent dress pro-
claimed him the captain of the Spanish ship.
He held a lantern above his head, fur the
cabin was so dark that he would vtherwize
have been unuble Lo see the vouth.

He was Dono Balthasar  de Cordova, a
Spaniard who had made himsel? hated by his
greed for gold and his cruelty to all English
boccaneers who fell into his Pwer.

The don ground his teeth at the young
Eriton’s defisnee, and then a pitiless amile
wreathed hiz thin lips,

“Do not be so sure, semor!" he said.
“You are one of a buccaneer crew, whose
ship, the Rose, I attacked a week agu——=

" And were beaten off ! finished Gerald
defiantly.

With a strangled - curze, Don Baithasar
dashed his clenched fist imto the face of the
young Rriton, who was helpless to defend
himself.

“ Another such speech as that, you dog,
and ‘I will kill you at once!" pa hisged.
“The buccaneers got awav from me, but In
the fight your captain was in danger, and
you gaved his life, with the result that ¥ou
were separated from your companions and
captured by somic of my crew. It wag from
onc of my men that I learned the object
of the huccaneers’ voyage. He pretended to
be ome of you, and jearned all he could of
Your secretz—-— ' i

“He was a foul traitor!” broke ip Gerald,
between his teeth. “ We found him drifting
in an open boat, apparently perishing of
thirst and starvation, apd be told us how
you had set him adrift as a punishment., . We
took compaszsion on him and did all we could
for him, and he repaid us by acting as a
treacherous spy and. doing all he could to
betray uste
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The captain of the galleon laughed sar-
denically.

“Antosio is a  clever
“* Now, mark me, senor. He has told me
that while on the Rose he learmed that Al
old buceaneer in Plymouth bad told yon that
off the shore of Yueatan there is an isiand
—the Caribs' Isle, the inhabitants-of which
are bloodthirsty savages, who kill  all
strapgers who fall into their power, and who
ar: the guardians of a vast treasure in
jewels, which is hidden away so well that
D3 white man could find it upaided. But
there iz a secret, and if any white man knew
this eecret he could go safely to the Caribs’
Iste and force the Caribs not only to spare
his life, hut to obey Lim as their chiel, and
give up the lidden jewels to him. The old
sailor told you the secret. You are the oni ¥
white man in the world who possesses it, and
who knows where the Caribs' Tele les. You
were guidiog the buccaneers to the isle to
seek the treasure when I took vou prisoner.
And now—=

The don paused, lis eyes glittering greedily
and more cruelly than ever.

CAnd now you will act as pilat to my
galleon to the Caribs’ Isle, and tell me the
recrel, so that I can force the savages to
give me the jewels!”

“ Never!”

" If you refuse, you sign your c¢wn death-
warrant!”’

* Rut Captain Rovee and
cemrades will be alive. Perhaps they will
fird their way to the Caribs® Isle and win
the treasure. I will not rob them of their
chanee by giving up the secret to you, Don
Baithasar!™

Nothing in the shape of
that the don eould
Gerald’s resolution.

He was kept a close
the gallcon safled om. - :

One day at dawn the young buccancer was
dragged on the deck of the Spanish ship.
Don Balthasar was there, and poitited toward
an island, off which the San J acopo was lying
—a gloomy, desolate isle, which looked as if
na livicg man had ever trodden it, and over
which hung a brooding, ominous silence.

“That isle is uninhabited, Senor Leigh,
eatd the Spaniard. “T have never seen it

man,' he said.

m¥y hnccaneer

cruelty or threais
devise could shake

prisoter below, aad

l“li'ﬁ-ll-"-ll-ll'h.ll"-“
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Thrilling Old-Time Pirate Stories !
No. 7.—MARCONED ON THE CARIBS’ ISLE !

and brushwood growing on its sides,

before, but its appearance proves that it is
8 place of death and desolation. Do you
know what I am going to do? If you do
ot pledge your word to guide me to the
Caribs’ Isle, and give me the secret of the |
savages, 1 will marcon you on yonder strasnd
of death, and leave you to die! What is
your answerp?? '
i€ HU‘I_” - .
Gerald spoke steadily. With features livia
with rage and batBed greed, the Spanish don
gave an order to some of his crew, and sooD
Gerald Leigh found himself marooned.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

L ) The Alternative !

AROONED !
M known to sailors in those days, for
i It meant being pot ashore oR o
desolate, unhabited izle without food or
thirst, or be killed by wild beasts. *

But the dons intended to treat Gerald even
worse than this,
buccaneer into the interior of the islamd
until they came to a deep valley, which was

4 swamp, with high, ran vegetation
the valley were dreadful proofs that it was
here that wild heasts dragged their prey.
None of the terrible brytes were visible in
night fell zome flerce juguar op puma would
come creeping through the undergrowih.

In the heart of the valley Gerald was

Don Ralthasar bent over him.

““I ask you for the last time, ere it is too
late, senor, will you tell me the secret of
leave you to your doom '™

The young buccaneer answered by shaking
his head. With a snarl of rage the don
and then Gerald wag alone, with nothing but
death in its most fearful shape to Ivok
forward to. '
torture. :

As the day wore on the sun rose high in
the sky, and the intense tropieal rays blazed
of guais and fAies pose the pestilemtial
groung and buzzed round him in the heavy
air. -
the fate from whieh he thought there was
Bo hope ol eseape, he never regretted his
refusal to buy his life from the dan at the

The day wore on, and the night came’ ot
last. The sun went down with ropical sud-
desuess. Par a brief while inky darkness
custing a drifting, silvery illumination on the
swamp.

" Savages, and my

The words leaped to Gerald’s lips, and
almoszt edeaped him in a ery aof amazed
horror which, Had if sounded, would have

It was the most terrible ward
weapons, and left to die of hunger and
Landing on the isle, they carried the young
And in'
the daylight, but it was certain that when
thrown down, bound hand and foot. X
the Caribs’ Isle? Refuse again, and I will
quitted the valley, his -men following him ;
The day dragged by on leaden wings of
down pitilessly on the youth; while millions
Yet as he lay there, helplessiy awaiting
price of turning traitor to his comrades, .
reigned, and then the moon sailed into sight,
comrades of the Roze
are la their power!* ‘o
(Continued on page 20.)
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Treasure Trove, wehere dost thow daeell 7

Let me once Eknow.
I sought thee in a seerel cove,

I ey crave,

And asked if you were there.
A hollow wind did seem o answer, No -

‘o seek elsewhere.

.........

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Only Way !

ISHER 'I'. FISH stopped at the

F door of Btedy No. 1, in the Re-

move passage at Greylriacs, and
grinnei,

The study dooc was half-open, and the
voices of the juniors witlun could be
heard 1u the pazsage.

There were live juniors in the study—
the Tamous I'ive of the Remove, They
were discu=sing u topic which, just then,
was a great topic ar Grevirars—-almost
putting  ericket iiself into the shade.
IMisher 'I'. Fish grimwd as he heard them,

“It's up to us!” Bob Cherry was say-
ing, a3 he cracked his second cpp—tea
being on in Study No. 1.

“Phat's so!” apreed Nugent.

"”llfm upfulm as 13 the foregone con-
clusion!” That remark, of course, came
from Hurrce Jamsct Ram Singh, whose
Iinglish, learned under the most learned
moonshee in his  native country of
Bhanipur, had not changed very much
csinee he had come to Grevfriars.  * Buot
the howfulness, my ecsteemed chums, is
a boot on the other leg!”

Whereat there was a chuckle in Study
No. 1

“YWe've got to find a way!” declared
Johnny Dull.

“Yesz, rathoer!”

“The beaks are down on ir,” smd
Harry Wharton, captain of the Remove,
-I'.I.H“l_._'_!l!

“Oh, blow the
Cherry cheerfully.

beaks!" =aid DBob
“Who cares for the
piddy beak:? Desides, we're not going
to lell themn. [If there's a jolly old
treasure hidden around Grevfriars—and
it really does look like it --we're the little
men that are gowng to find it "
“Hear, hecar!”

Fisher 'T. Fish kicked the door wide
open, and eniered the study. e grinned
and I‘IDI.]'il{ﬂ.] to Harry Wharton & Co.

« You galoois chewing the rag about
the pesky old treasure—what ¥ he asked.

=, =

o
T
.y

“Yes: and we don’t want any help!”
answered Johnny Bull. “ Run away and
play, Fishy!”

Fishv smiled serencly, closed the door,
and lerancd on .

“1 guess that's the very subjeet I've
mmmml along to speak to you galoots
about,” he sard. *You see, I'm on in
this! Just a few! I figure it out that
if there are any dollars lying around
loose, this infant is the particular galoot
that is going o rope them in.”

“Well, get on with 1t!" said Dob
Cherry.

e | Juess I've ot a proposition to
make,” cxplained  the  Transatlantic
junior. “The whole school is agog with
this bizney now. DBunter has been lined
for nosing round the vaults door—though
he couldn't get in without a kew, t%e
fat mugwump. oker of the Fifth SAY Y
he is goinz after the loot. Now. look

here, I'm willing to take you fellows
in ’

“You've taken usz mn too often,” said
Bob, with a shake of the head., “We're
not to be taken in again.™

“Oh, don't be a funny ass!" urged
Fisher T. Tish. “This is a scrious
matter. I've heard yarns about a buried

treasure at (Grevfriars ever zsince I camne
to the school, and I've never believed a
word of it. Now it looks as if there
mieght be something in it.”

“It does!"” agreed Wharton,

“1'm out to wnairth it, if it's there,”
resumed Fisher T, Fish.  * DBut nothing
can be done without getting down into
the school vaults—and the vaults are oni
of bounds, and the door's kept locked.

That's put a lot of fellows off it."”
“Well, it's a bit of a difficulty,”
erinned Bob Cherry. *“Can’t butt in
through an oaken door some inches
thick,. And there's no other way in
that's known—though there’s supposed
to be waya in that are naknown. But
as we don't know where to look for

them, that doesn’t help us.”
“We want the kf-"” said . Fisher T.
Fish.

Copyright in .the United States of America. .
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“The wantfulness is great, my excel-

lent and fatheaded Fishy!" said Hurree
Singh.

“Tl‘m Head's got one kev,™
Fisher T. Fish. * Goodness
he keops it, and, anyhow, it would be a
risk ’trnnﬂ' to raid the Head's key.
Gosling, the pesky o'dl porter, has the
other key, and keeps it on a rack in his
lodge. 'That’s the key we want.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I fancy nearly every fellow in the
school has been after that key, the last
week or two,” he :aid. “Temple of
the Fourth offered {ir:lﬁling a quid to
lemed it to himn. Dot the Head's jolly
strict on it, and Gosling didn't dare to
close on the offer. He reported Temple,
and he got fifty lines.”

“I guess we're going in rope in that
kev, all the same,” nm’d IFisher T. Fish.
“That's our game.’

* But it would be missed at once
““And then there would be n wrnﬁ
hullebaloo,” said Bob Cherry.  *“*The

Hend would be wild.”

“I guess it wouldn't be miszed,” said
Fisher T. Fish., with a grin of superior
knowledge, “I want that kev i my
hands for two minutes—ihat’s all!”

“Whal the thump——-"

“T've got the wax——

“The what*”

“The wax, to take an impression of
the keyv,” said the Transatlantic juniorv
coollv. “Then I can get another obe
madz like it, and we can let ourselves
into the vanlis any old tiine we like,”

“My hat!"

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at Fisher
T. Fish. Bince the topic of the supposed
Greyfriars treasure had been revived,
the Famous Five were az keen as any (o
get. on the track of it. Dut the diffi-
culties in the way seemed almost insuper-
able—and certainly ther had  never
thought of taking a wax impression of
the key.

“TI say, that sounds a it bhureglarious!”
aaid Frank Nugent.

Fisher T. Fish sniffed.
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“Where's the harm " he demanded.

“Well, there's no harm, but—-- "

“We want to let ourselves into the
vaults,” said Fisher T. Fish. * We've
got to have a key. If Gosling’s key 1=
tuken, there'll be a row at once, and
the vaults will be watched. DBut we're
poing (o get after that treasore. It
means breaking bounds, but we've done
that before, and can do it again. With a
new key we can handle the stunt.”

_E;Tha,t's so,” agreed Wharton, ' Dut
) ut T

“Weli, that's where yvou galocts come
in,” said Fisher T. Fish. “1've been
spotting Gosling. He always locks up
his Yodge when he goes out of M—no
chance of getting at the key then. Less
chance still when the old clam 1s at
home. Well, you galoots are going to
draw him."”

“Oh! Are we?" said Bob doubtfully.

“That's the game. You rag him out
of his lodge, and I'm just round the
corner, ready to nip in. I take the im-
pression of the key, and n,hsqua_.t-ulﬂ.tf.
istanter.  After that, it's all plain sail-
i what 77

“ Not quite,” =aid Wharton. *‘Looks
{r me as il we're going to be the cats-
paws, and yvou're going to get the chest-
iwitz, Where do we come mn?” _

“We po Clo. in hunting for the giddy
treasure— oot

“Well, that's all right. DBut the
treastiro—if any—won't beong to us, if
fonnd! T helieve half of any treasnre
trove goes to the Government, by law

“(h, we won't tell the pesky old
(iovernment anything about if, you
juy 1" said Fisher T. Fish impatiently.

'“And the other half, I believe, will
lelong to the school Foundation,” said
Harry, unheeding. *The discoverers
will he entitled to a proportion of it, I
Lelieve, "™ _

It's the Tun of the thing,” said Bob
Cheriyv, ** Besides, we should get a
whaek in it if we found it. Enough to
by e a new bat,”

Fisher T. Fish gave an angry snort.

“(an’t we keep our mouths shut if we
(pdd i7" he demanded. *'I)a you want
to sing ouk the news to the whole county
of Kent?®"” _

Harry Wharton looked at him rather

vy,
€ S If we fonud the treasure we should
do exactly what is right and legal, and
we'd jelly well see that you did the
spine,” he answered, * This country 13

Fugland, voa know, not the Yew-nited
Yiafes. You can keep your own manners
atid customs for Noo Yark.”

“*Ia, ha, hal” |

“ Right vou are,” said Fisher T, le}_
unexpectedly amicable. “We neednt
vow about the thing before we've found
it, like the jolly old hunters wha divided
tlie Lear's skin before they had killed
the bear Arve yvon fellows on?”

He eved the Famous Five eagerly.

Harry Wharion & Co. discussed the
mabter while they finished tea, the Trans.
atlantic junior waiting 1mpatiently,
Their final decision was that they were
i
Fisher T. Fish’s proposition seemed,
indeed, the ouly way of getting beyond
the obstacle of the oaken door that
Laried access to the vaults. Once free
of that, there was a chance of tracking
down  the treasure, if it existed. The
clivnis of the Remove were by no means
assured that it existed. But undoubtedly
they enjoyed the prospect of a treasure-
hunt in the dim and mysterious recesses
of the ancient vaults under the school.

“It's a go!” said Harry Wharton at
last. as they rose from the table.
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“Good man !

T. Fish
approvingly.

“It's understood that the new key will
be comman property among us, and that
we all go con,” said Harry cateporically.
He knew the slippery ways of Fisher
T, Fish, and he did not want any mis-
understanding.

“That's so, if you whack out egually
to pay for the key. It will cost seven-
and-six at least.”

“*That's understood.”

“Then come on !" said Fisher T. Fish,

And the six junicors left Study No. 1
and walked out into the green guad-
rangle to open the campalgn against
Gosling’s lodge.

ey

gaid Fisher

p——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Gosling on Guard !

ILLIAM GOSLING, the ancient
porter of Greyfriars, grunted,
and grunted again.

‘ Gosling was not famous for
his good temper. He was, indeed, well
known for the reverse,

Of late, Gosling’s crusty temper had
grown more and more crusty. oys of
ell or any sorts were always a trial to
Gosling. His fixed opinion, often stated
to Mr. Mimble, the gardener, was that

the universe would be a much more
agreeable place if all boys were
“drownded ” at birth. Occasionally

Gosling found solace in reporting some
junior for some delinquency. Never-
theless, he felt that his path was a
thorny one at Greyfriars School. And
since the school had been buzzing with
talk of the supposed treasure, Gosling
had found his path more thorny than
ever, .

For Gosling was in charge of the key
to the vaulis, and every fellow at Grey-
friars wanted that kev. Bribes had been
offered to Gosling for the loan of 1t
Gosling did not feel insulted by the offer
of bribes. He felt an inward pang at
having to refuse them. But he knew
that it would not do, the Head's injunc-
tions with regard to that key being so
very strict. 3o Gosling sighed, and
reported the would-be bribers.

Other fellows had sought to raid the
kev—a step which led to more reports
and several eanings. Goshing was fed up
with the whole thing. The idea of a
treasure hidden about the place he
characterised as *““dratted nonsensze.”
And he grew crosser and crosser wiih

every attemnpt made to obtain possession |,

of the key to the vaults,

Gosling was sitting by his open lodge
door now, basking in the summer sun-
shine and smoking his pipe. He grunted
and grunted again as a fat figure came
rolling up the path to the lodge. The
figure was that of Billy Bunter, and
Gosling knew what he wanted long
before he arrived. The Owl of the
Remove had made a dozen attempta
already to get hold of the key. Now
he was poing io make the thirteenth.

Billy Bunter's manner was very polite
as he stopped al the lodge door. He
smirked at Gosling his mrost agreeable
smirk,

“Nice afternoon, Gosling I”" he said.

Grunt from Gosling,

“Lovely weather E:::-r a walk!” said
Bunter.

Grunt !

“I'll tell you what, Goshng.” =aid
the fat junior confidentially, *if you'd
like to take a little stroll I'll sit here
for a bit and look after your lodge for
ol
' Grunt !

“I'll see that nobody geis after that
key, you know,” said Bunter fatuously.

3

e

[]iunt! &
“1 say, Gosling, old chap——"

“Go away!” grunted Gosling.

“I'm offering to do you a favour,
Goshing,” said Bunter, with diguity,

“T'N report yer!”

“I—1I say, Gosling, is that somebody
at the gate?” asked Bunter,

“No, it aint.”

“Hadn't you better go and see?™

Grunt !

“By the way, Gosling, I forgot to
mention 1t, but the Head wants to sec
you in his study,” said Bunter, blinking
at the old gEntleman thmugi! his big
spectacles. “ You'd better go at once.
Dr, Locke doesn’t like to be kept wait-
ing, you know."

“imtl . o

re you going, Gosling?®"”

“ No, fa.inﬁ: Igugl "' grunted Gosling.
“You can’t pull my leg, Master Bunter!
I'll report yeor!"” ;

Billy Bunter snorted. Evidently Gos-
ling was too “wide ” to listen to the
volce of the charmer. Gosling took a
stump of pencil from his pocket and
opened a grubby little book. In that

grubby book he wrote down Bunter's
name.

“You'll get a 'undred lines for this,
Master Bunter,” said Gosling, with stolid

satisfaction. “I ’ope Mr. Quelch will
cane you, I'm sure,”
" Beast I

Billy Bunter rolled away, disappointed
and annoyed. Gosling grinned, and
resumed his pipe.

Coker of the Fifth came strolling down
to the porter’s lodge. Gosling eyed him
warily. Coker gave him a lofty nod.

“That young Remove cad after the
key, Gosling #° he asked.

“Yes, Mr. Coker.”

“J1 hope you didn’t let him have it?”

“Certainly not!”

“That's right, Gosling,” said Coker,
with a nod of approval. “The cheek of
these fags 15 really getting too thick.
I'm glad to see that you know your duty,
Gosling.”

“Ho!” said Gosling,

Praise from Coker was praise indeed-—
in the opinion of Coker. In the opinion
of common mortals it did not amount to
any great value. Gosling did not seem
rIﬂl]gEtm] at having won the great
Coker’s approval. -

“By the way,” went on Coker of the
Fifth condescondingly, ““I've bheen think-
ing I'd like to have a look at the vaults,
Gosling. ™

“Ho 1™

“You might let me have the key for
a few hours,
it to a senior.”

Gosling opened his grubby Little book
again, and wetted his stump of peneil
and scribbled, Coker eyed that proceed-
ing in surprise, :

“What are you up to, Gosling?” he

asked.

“Putting your name down, Mr.
Coker,” said Gosling grimly. ‘' You're
the seventh to-day, so far, TI'll report
yer !”

Herace Coker breathed hard. Potter

and Greene, his chums in the Fifth, who
were waiting for him on the path,
exchanged a wink and grinned, Coker,
the great man of the Fiith—the greatest

man at Greyfriars in his own estimation

—was to be reported, ke a common or
garden fag of the Third or Second
Form!

(Coker of the Fifth eyed Gosling for a
moment or two, greatly inclined to take
the crusty old gentleman by -the seruff
of the neck and bang his ancient head
agrainst the lodge door. But Coker
restrained that natural inclination, and

walked away in a state of high dudgeon.

You can, of course, trust

'
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Giosling prinped—a eroasty grin,

There was solace In reporting fellows
for coming afier the ferbidden keyv; the
cmatter was a worry o Liosling, but
had ils pleazant side!

His crusty grin changed 1into a crustier
frovn ten minutes later, when a dusky
complexioned  jumor appeared on the
paib. It was Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
of iliec Remove, and he came up to ttﬂ
pootar’s lelge sinling a dusky. agreeable
-mile,  Gogling prepared to enter down
another name n las hist of delingpents.

Biit the Nuboly of Bhanipur diﬁ nort
mention the key.,  Apparenily he was
not thinking pf that article.

“GUood-afiernoon, my esteemed Gos-

iing!™ he said. “It is a terrific
pleasurefulness to szec vou looking =so
gooid-tempered, so handsome, and =o

young and bloomful,”

“ My beye!” said Gosling, in surprise,

“Have you any objection, my excel-
lent and ludicrous Gosling, to my
extcemed self zlanding here for a few
minutes” and regarding the transcemndent
beauty of your countevance?’ asked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gravely,

Giosling turned purple.

He could not report this. Had Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh made the remotost
allusion to the key of the vaults, his
nama would have gone down at once,
tut a junior could ascarcely b reported
to the Head simply for asking permis-
ston  to gaze at Goshng's beautiful
countenance, - Yet, somehow, Gosling
tourd this much more annoying.

“ You clear hoff, you voung rip!"” he
said grafily,  “ You ‘ear me? You 'ock

oo

It .

“But the pleasurefulness of gazing
upon the Judicrous countenance of the
veellent Gosling 13 terrifiec—-"

“Dok it!” ronved (roshing,

“The beauty of that physiognomy is
pntisual and terrific. The expression of

1
rood-humour and cheerful bonevolenocn

15 rratelul and comforting, The 2

Hurree Singh broke off suddenly.
Cenzling made o clutch at a stick that
feaned on his chair, and the Nabob of
Bhianipur made a sudden jump oul of
range. Gosling waved the sk,

“You clear hoff V"' he bawled,

And Hurree Jamset Ham Singh
smitled a dusky smile and cleared off,
While he had held Gosling’s attention
a thin, wiry, skinny figure had sneaked
cautiously round the lodge, and waos
now in cover  tound the corner.
Fisher T. ¥ish was ready—all ready to
dodge into Gosling's lodge as soon as
the Famous Iive had succeeded In
drawing Gosling from his lair.

e r—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Drawing Gosling !

: OB CHERRY strolled cheerily
B alonr to Gosling's lodge a fow
minutes after Hurree Jamsot
Ram Singh had retived. Gos-
ling glared at hun, He began to think
that this was a concerled *“jape” on
ho part of the Famous TFive, and that
he had the whole cheery Co. to deal
with one afrer another, In which sur-
~unse Gosling showed  unusual  per-
epicacity.  Bob nodded brightly to the
ol rentleman,
“Arvter thal therve key
Crosling,

what " anorted

“Key!”  reprated  Bob blankly,
§a ]ﬁ‘-hﬁ-i' ]{{.} -:::r '
“Which you know wery well what

key, Master {.:hl}l't'}',” erowled Gosling,
“And voun're arter it--—f know that. Go
avay with you!”

“I was going to speak to you about
that gargoyle, Gosling,” answered Bob.

LR

| bloomful.”

*“ Good-afternoon, my esteemed Gosling,”” said Inky. "‘;_It is a terl'_iﬁ{: i:.laasura—
fulness to see you looking so good-tempered, so handsome, and =0 young and
“*My heye ! ”’ said Gosling in surprise.

** Have you any objection

| 1o my esteemed self standing here a few minutes and regarding the transcendant |
| beauty of your countenance ? ** continued Hurree Singh gravely, Gosling turned |

[purp]a. ““ You clear hoff, you young rip ! ** he said grufily.

(See Chapter 2.) |

“That what?"

“Trhat gargoyle,” said DBob. * What
are vou doing with a gargovle in your
loddgre ¥ ve a joily good mind Lo report
you MY

trosling looked perploxed,

“There ain't any gargovle in my
lodge,” he satd. " What the dickens
arp you talking abont'"

Bob stared at him.

“Mean to say yvou don't know it's
here?” he exclaimed.

“"Conrse I don't—and it ain't!™
growled Giosling, “If there's =&
blooming gargoyle in this "ere "ouse, you
point 1L out, that's all!”

“0Oh! My mistake!” ejaculated Bcb.
“It looked Like a gargoyle. It quite
took me in,  But it's only your face,

old bean!™

“Wol!” roared Gosling,

“Look in the glass, old man. and
you'll see how any fellow might be taken
in the same way!”

Lrosling gurgled.

*“OUn second thoughts, though, don’t”
added Bob, “ Il might crack the glass!™

(Gosling jumped up. For Ucsling to
adiminister corporal chastisement to Re-
movae fallows wne unheard of—impes-
sible, in facl. Nevertheless, Gosling
gripped lus  walkine-stick, with the
obvious intention of administering 1t ta
Bolby Cherry. Human patience had iis
limits. He jumped towards Boeb—and
Boly vanished at a great spead. He
stopped at o little distance to kiss his
hand to Gosling, and then disappearad
among the olms,

Gosling sat down agmn, breathing
hard. “Chesk ” was a thing that Gos-
ling did not like, but it seemed scarcely

}w;ﬁihln to report Dob for mistaking his
ace for a gurgovie!

“Hallo, old seoul!”  Johnny Bull
stiobled . and Gostine eved hon troen-
lently.  * Enjoyving this joiy weathes,
Gosling 7 '

“Huhhhhhbuoh !

* Nice afternoon—whal #™

“Huhhh 1" '

“There’s something I wanled lo speak
to von about, Gosling.”

Losling’s eyes glinted. The reguest

for the key was coming at last. Dull,
at Jeast, could be reported.
“What 1z it, Master DBull?" azked

Cosling, almost genially, The wily old
gentleman was actually leading Johnny
o !

“1 was bottled in the history class
to-day,” sa1d Johnuy Bull

da ljl‘l,l?ll

“3o0 I thought I'd ask von abont it,
CGosling.”  sud  Johnny  innceently.
“Was the Spanish Armada in 1588 or
158837 You remember?”

“Woti"”

“As you were living al the time. von
cught to know Oh, my hat!”
elled Johnny Bull, as Gosling made o
unge at him with the walking-stick,
(Gosling was {ouchy about his sge
He owned to fifty-nine years. BEuot thay
was modesty on his part. e had maove

than that. Fags in the Second ecnil-
dently averred that Gosling was a

nundred years old—indeed, that he hal
been porler at Greyfriars for a hundred
viears  or  more.,  1lut to, be  aszkedl
whether he remembered the Spanish

Tir Maoxer Lispapy.—No. 855,
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Armada waz a Iittle” too much, Un-
doubtedly that had been before Gosling's
tme!l

Johnny Bull eaught the end of the
walking-stick with his ribs, He yelled
and Jumped away, ‘

“Ow!l You =illy ass!” he roared.

“Now wou clear hoff I hooted Gos-
ling, “Fl give you Spanish Armadas!
Pl report ver! You 'ook it1"

Johnnyg Bull hooked it, Ie gasped

he hooked 1t; and he warned Frank

a
h?ug'ent-, who was next on the list, {o

wok ouwt for Goshng’s walking-stick.
(+ossy was, he warned him, getting
dangerous,

20 Frank Nugenl was very wary as
he came up to the lodge. But his
wartness did not save him,

Gosling was guite assured by this time
that this was a “‘rag,” and that he was
to be bothered by all the members of
ths famous Co. one after another. So
he did not wait for Nurent to speak.
Ho only waited for him to come up,
and then, without a word, he lunged
ot with the walking-stick,

Nugent leaped back just In time.

“Ow! I say—" he e¢jaculated.
“Worriting me like this "ere!” roared
Ciosling, “I'll—" He jumped after
Nugent,

Frank Nugent stood not upon the
order of his going, but went at once,
He rejoined his ehums at a distance,

“Man in, Wharten!” grinned Bob.

“ Look out for his stick 1" said Nugent,
“IHe's geiting jolly dangerous. He's
recing Ted by this time 7

“T'll Jook owt!”  sald  Wharton,
laighmg,

Gosling was not surprised to see the
captain of the Remove beanng down
on him. He had expected it. He sat
with the stick aecross his knees, his eyes
gleaming, ready to lunge as soon as
Wharton came within lunging distance.
tiozling wos simmering with fory by
this time. asul more than ready to take
the law into his own hands in dealing
with these checky Removites,

Harry Wharton savntered up cheerily,

The . object of the Famous Five was
to entice Gosling out of his lodge, and
give Fisher T. Fish a chance; and it
looked as if they were on the point of
accomplishing it,

Caosling, old man—

The captain of the Remove got no
further than that. Out came the walk-
ig-stick lunging at him, But Wharton
was wary; as the stick lunged out he
dodged it, and canght the end in his
hand and jerked it away. He put it
unider his arm and strolled off,

(ioshng, {or a moment, stared after
i blankly,

Then he jumped out of the doorway.

"“Bring that there stick back ’ere,
Master Wharton !’ he roared.

'The captain of the Remove socemed
deaf. He walked on, with the stick
under his arm,

“You 'ear me?" bhawled Goshling,

Wharton did not seem to hear.

The exasperated Cosling rushed after
him. And as he rushed KFisher T. Fish
vhipped round the lodge and stepped in
ot the open door. Fishy knew where the
key-rack was; his keen eyes had been on
it many times and oft. In a second or
two $he key of the wvaults was in his
bony hands, and he was pressing the
wa4x on it to take the impression. Mean-
while, Gosling was rushing after Whar-
ton, his ancient, erusiy face crimson
with wrath. -
- “Gimme that stick, you young raseal !

‘h2 exclaimed, {:&tﬂhinﬁj the captain’of the

H'E{'rim'e by the shoulder,
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“But you gave it to me, old scout!”
protested Wharton,

“Give iL "erg 1™

Losling clutched at the stick. Harry
Wharton held on o it., Gosling pulled
at one end, and Wharton pulled at the
other, There was a laugh from a dozen
fellows who came round to look en at the
enfertamning scene.

“Tug-of-war,” said Vernon-S8mith of
the Remove, * T'wo to one on Wharton
in doughnuts. What takers:"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Leggo that there stick |” roared Gos-
ling,

“Go it, Gossy1?

“Go it, Wharton!*

“Pull éewl, pull baker.[” chuckled Bob
Cherry,

Il’iqlrepﬂﬂ: ver I” hooted Gozling, “1

“What the thump is all this?” ex-
claimed Wingate of the Sixth, coming
up. “What are you doing, Wharton 7"

“"Giving Gosling some exercise,” ex-
plained the captain of the. Remove.
“Good for his lumbago, you know.”

“You young ass!"” said the captain of
Greyfriars, laughing., * Let go that stick
at once,”

Out of the corner of his eye Wharton
gpotted Fisher T, Vish sneaking stealthily
out of the lodge. He grinned,-and let
go the stick,

‘““ ROYAL ENFIELD”
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The Famous Five faded away, and
(rosling returned, grunting, to his lodge.
A sudden suspicion came into his crusty
mind, and he looked at the key-rack.
But the key of the vaults was still there,
hanging in its place. Tf there was any
trace of wax i the wards Gosling,
naturally, did not notice it.

In the old gateway of Greyfriars the
Famous Five foregathered, with TFisher
T. Fizh, in great glee,

“Got it all right 7 asked-Baob.

“ Sure |

*(zood man !”

“Now I puess I'll mosey down to
Courtfield and get the noo key made,”
said Fisher T. Fish. “You galoots shell
out. 1 want ecighteenpence off each of
yvou, and I'll stand the rest.”

And Fisher T. Fish trotted away to
Courtfield in great spirits, to call on the
locksmith.

That evening, in the junior Common-
room, Harry Wharton & Co. smiled when
they heard fellows discussing the ways
and means of getting into the locked
vaults to hunt for the Greyfriars
treasure. _oa B

In a few days the new key would be
: The chums of the Remove would
be in possession of the " Open sesame,”

If the vaults were explored, and the
hidden treasure discovered, the heroes of
that great exploif were going to be the
Famous Five—which, in the opinion of
those cheery young gentlemen, was
exactly as it should hel

—, e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Very Deep of Fishy!
IME Fishy was back,” remarked
Bob Cherry.
It was three days later, and
the Famous Five had gathered
in Study No.'1 to tea, . -
. Fisher. T. Fish, immediaiely after
lessons, had wheeled out his biks to ride
down to Courtfield, to call at the lock-

and looked out,

lirs

-1

smith's for the new key, The chums of
the Remove were rather impatiently ex-
pecting hiz return.

They were keen to begin the treasure-
hunt, et "

That treasure was still the great topic
at Greyiriars. Recent events had
brought it to the fore, | :

All the school knew now that a fellow
numed Blagden, who had been at the

school years before, had diseovered some

clue, though in what the clue consisteds

was not known, :

Whatever it was, it had led him to
believe that the legendary treasure
actually existed, and his attempts to find
1 were still the talk of the school. He
might indeed have found it during his
school days at (ireyfriara had he not been
suddenly expelled from the school for bad
conduct.

Al Greyiriars knew, of eourse, that
Biagden had recently succeeded in get-
ting a post at the school as junior cricket
coach—that, under cover of this, he had
stolen Gosling’s key to search the vaults,
and that Mr. Quelch had discovered him
in the aet, All Greyfriars knew that the
desperate man had attacked Mr. Quelch
in the vaults, and was now in prison—
an effective " finis ¥ being thus written
to his quest for the treasure, That
shady *“Old Boy ” of Grevfriars had no
further chance in the matter. But it
wus certain that there would be no lack
of treasure-seekers,

_ But it was necessary to be very wary
mdecd, for the Head was very strict in
forbidding access to the wvaults; and
rightly so, for those dim and ancient
recesses were full of dangers for ex-
plorers. The fellows acknowledged that
the Head was right; but they wanted to
explore the vaults all the same, and were
continually on the look-out for chances.

Some of the fellows wondered why
Dr. Locke did not institute an official
search for the treasure. But the explana-
tion was simple—the Head did not
believe in its existence. Blagden’s belief
in it he regarded as folly, the outcome
of greed. Bo far as the Head was con-
cerned the matter was at an end, But
so far as some of the Greyfriars fellows
were concerned the matter was very far
indeed from being at an end. In faet, it
was only at the beginning !

Baeh Cherry stood at the study window
With the new key in
their hands, the Famous Five intended
to begin the exploration of the schoel
vaults that very night, alter lights out.
They were looking forward very keenly
to the expedition. Bike lamps and eleec-
tric torches had been prepared in readi-
ness. As for the dangers of the quest,
the chums of the Remove gave them little
thought. They were quite convinced
that they could take care of themselves.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo] Here's Fishy![”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, at last, as he
sighted a bony fizure wheeling a bike
below.

“Oh, good!” said Wharton.

" A few minutes later Fisher T. Fish
came up to the study, He nodded and
grinned to the Famous Five as he came
in, and 1if there was a peculiar gleam
in Fishy’s sly eve tha chums of the
Remove did not observe it,

“Got 1, Fishy!” asked five voices
together,

I-F"EFEI.II E.Il

“Hurrah I
; There was keen satisfaction in every
ace.

“1 guess it cost seven-and-sixpence,”

said Fisher T, Fish. " You galoots stood

the spondulics, and I've had the trouble
of _ip_at.tin%' the job done; that’s a fair
division, I guess.”™

ton. “You needn't shell out any pf

“That's all right,” eaid Harey Whar-
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said Vernon-Smith, grinning.

«« Gimme that stick, vou young rascal !’ roared Gosling.
protesied Wharton, Gosling clutehed at the stick and pulled
“Two to one on

* Give 1t ’ere | '

““But you gave it to me, old scout,”
at one end, and Wharton pulled at the other,
Wharton in doughnuts. What takers? ”’

juniors, * Go it, Gossy—go it, Wharton ! ** (See Chapter 3.)

“ Tug-of-war ! "’
‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ’" roared the

your dollars and cents, Fishy. 1 know
it would give you a pain.’”

“ T gl.IE‘aES—*——"

“\Wall, let's see the key,” said Bob.
“ Wharton had better take charge of it.”

“Rure!”

Fisher T. Fish plunged his hand info]

Lis jacket pocket, apparently in search of
the key.

Then a startling look came over his
keen, bony face.

“ Jerusalem " he ejaculated,

His hand came out empty.

“PDon't say you've lost it, you thump-
ing ass!” exclaimed Johnny Buil.

“Waal, how could I lose it?7 said
Fisher T. Wish, ““But it don’t seem to
be in the pocket, for sure.”

“Qure you put it 1o that pocket 77

i 1"“__"1}. 59

¢T3 there a hole in it, fathead?”

Fisher T. Fish turned out the limng of
his pocket, with a very serious counten-
anee. There was a large hole,

“Well, you benighted. chump !’ said
Frank Nugent, in utter disgost. * You've
lost the key!”

“The chumpfulness is terrific.”

“Pang goes seven-and-six !” said DBob
Cherry ruefully.

Fisher 'I. Fish looked very contrite.

“1 guess I'm serry for this, you
galoots,” he said.. ‘1 reckon I opined
that T had that key safe.”

“You asal”

“You footling chump!”

“You terrific dumuny !”

All the members of the Co. had some-
thing to say to Fisher T, Fish, and all
of them said it emphatically. There was
o be no © open sesame ” after all; their
hopes were dashed to the ground at one
fell swoop! The expedition planned for
that night was off—very much off!

“] guess it can't be helped,” argued
IFisher T. Fish.
a paloot. You see—-"

“« You burbling jabberwock!” said Iob
Cherry. “Now we've got to do the
whole thing over again.™

“1 guess that won't be easy,” said
Fisher T. Fish thoughtfuily. * 0Old Gos-
ling 1s too jolly wary.”

4

‘““No good grousing at

“Do you think we're going to give up
the stunt?"’ roared Bob. :
*Oh, Fishy's a silly ass!” said Harry

Wharton. *“ We'll manage it without
Fialkv.”
“Yes, rather.”

“He ought to shell out the seven-and-
:;:ig:-c,uufter losing the key,” suid Johony

ull.

“T guess not!” eaid Fisher 'T. Fish
very emphatically.

“But can't we get another made?”
asked Nugent. ‘I suppose if the lock-
smith could make one from the wax im-
pression, he could make another?”

“Yep: only 1 guess I've chucked it
away.”

“Well vou footling ass—’

“This iz what comes of letting that
silly ass butt into the thing at all!” ex-
claimed DBob Cherry in disgust. ““We've
wasted three days, and lost seven-and-
six, and now we've got the job to do
again, DBump him!"

“Hyer, b say! Hands off!”

Fisher T. Fish indignantly.

But the chums of the Remove were
wrathful, and they were indignant.
They collared Fisher T. Fish and bumped
him on the study carpet. There was a
loud coneussion, and a louder yell.

“Yarooop!"”

“Give him another !

“ ¥ sav, I guess—— Uw!

Bumgp!

“1 guess T'Il make shavings of wyou,
you galoots!” yelled Fizher T. Fish, sit-
ting on the study floor and gasping. |
guess I'll make potato scrapings of you!
Ow !

“lalve
Cherry.

Fisher 1. Fish leaped to his feet and
flad. He dodged out of Btudy No. 1, and
sprinted along the Remove passage as
if he were on the cinder-path. The
door of Study No. 14 slammed at the
other end of the passage.

Harry Wharton & Co. =at down to
finish their tea—disappointed and greatly
annoyed. After tea, Bob strolled down
to Gosling’s lodge and looked in. It was
very hard to give up the ireasure-hunt,

roared

Yaroooh "

him another!” roared DBob

aftor all the arrangements had been

made; and Bob had designs on the key
hanging on Gosling’s rack.  Gosling
was there, and he gave the Jjunior &
crusty grin,

“ Arter that there key?"” he asked.

[ I_Iem 11-]'

Gosling pointed to the rack. There
was an empty hook on it.

“ Vou'd better tell the others, and then
p'r'aps they'll leave off worritting a
man,” he said. *“I've took that there
key to the 'Kad—"

“Oh, dear!” gasped Bob, in digmay.

Gnsling chuckled,

“T've 'ad a warning about that there
key,” he said. “And I ain’t taking any
chances with it. So I've took it to the
'Had and asked him to leck it up, whiceh
he's done it, too. Lo and ask the "Ead
for it, Master Cherry. flo, ho, ho!”

Iioh Cherry walked away, quite rueful
and dismaved. There was not the re-
motest possibility of getting at the key
when it was in the Head’s possession.
What * warning " Cosling could bave
had about the key was rather a mys-
tery, but Bob did not worry ahout that.
He realised that the planned treasure-
hunt was *‘done for.” HHe rejoined his
comrades in Study Neo, 1, and imparted
to themn the dismal news,

- #Dished ! said Johnny Bull.

“The dishiulness is terrific!”

“7 say, yon fellows!” Billy Bunter’s
tat face and big spectacles glimmered in
at the  deoor.. I say, that rotter,
Fishy "

“ Blaw Fishy!" growled Bob,

“T say, you fellows, you ought to rag
him, you know," said Bunter. ‘'He's
spoiled the game for all of us, you know,
I'd jolly well lick him myself, only—
pRjj——

“Well, what has he done now?" asked
Harry,

%1 heard him warning Gosling—"

13 E.hi!:'ll L]

“If he doesn't want to look for the
treasure himself, the beast, it's no bizney
of his to queer the pitch for us, is it?"
domanded Bunter indignantly. * Lake
his beastly cheek to butt in and warn
Gosling about the key!”

| Tue MaeNer Lisrary.—No. 855.



«Fichv warned Gosling?” said Bob
Cherr Llanhi;,r. "
“7 heard him,” asserted Bunter, |

was hanging about the lodge, looking fo
a chance, and I heard him speaking to
Gosling inside.”

“PBut  what—why
Wharton in amazement. .

“He told him that if he didn't take
care of that key, some fellow would get
at it for a minute or two, and take a
wax impression of it,” said Bunter.

"“ﬁr’hat 1 rpared the Famous Five to-

3

ejaculated

pether. + )
“ Gosling fairly jumped at the idea,
caid Bunter. *“He hadn’t thought of

that—he’d only thought of fellows trying

‘to pinch the key itself, of course. Now
he's taken it to the Head to be locked up.
Now we can’t get at it. I say, you fel-
lows, I was going to stand a rpping
spread in the Rag, if I'd found that trea-
sure. ‘1 think you ought to rag Fishy—
interfering cad, you know t” _

And Billy Bunter rolled away, fummng
with indignation,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another.

“Now, what the thump does that
mean ¥’ said Bob Cherry at last
“Fishy's lost the new key, and at the
eame time he's tipped Goshing to get
the old one locked up, so that it can't be
got at. Doesn't he want to hunt for the
treasure humself ¥

Harvry Wharton knitted hie brows,

“Has he lost the new key?” he sald
quietly.

“Ehi?

“TFishy is a jolly slippery customer. It
looks to me as if he has fooled us, and
has got the key all the time,” said the
vaptain of the Remove, frowning.

Bob Cherry gasped.

“But—but even Fishy wouldn't be
giech a rotter—such an awful outsider!
Why, we paid for the key !”

“Fishy would call it business, I sup-
pos¢. Anyhow, he was keen enough
on hunting for the treasure, and now
he's made it impossible to get at the
old key,™

“It looks—" said Nugent.

“Mwv hat, I'll get hold of the cad and
wallop him till he owns upl” roared
Bob, in great indignation.

Iarry Wharton shaok his head,

*That won't do! You cannot wallop
truth out of Fishy-—there isn’t any in
him, If he's got the kev, he's playing
a dirty trick on us, and he won't own up!
Let hun rip! But #

“But what "

“One of us will stay awake in the
dorm to-night and keep an eye on Fishy.
If ho gets up after lights out that will
HII'EE-!E} it, Then we shall know what to
o,

“T'd rather punch him ™
Bob,

“The punchfiulness js not the proper
caper, my esteemed fatheaded Bob,” said
1larree Jamset Ram Singh. *“Let us
keep the watchful eye on Fishy to-night-
fully and catch him on the esteemed
hop.”

And the chums of the Remove agreed
to that.” That evening they pave I‘gisher

growled

T. ¥Fish more attention than usual, and,

they observed that many times a sly
and  satisfied prin adorned his bony
countenance, Fisher T. Fish looked as
bhe generally looked when he had brought
off an astute stroke of business, and by
bed-time the suspicion of Harry Wharton
& Co. was very near a certainty.
Tue MagNET Linrary.—No. 855

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tracking a Trickster [

{1 OU galoots asleep1”
It was a cautious whisper in

the Remwove dormitory when
the hour of midnight had
tolled out from the clock-tower.

One *'galoot,” at least, was awake, and
smiled pgrimly in the darkness as he
heard Fishy’s cautious whisper.

Harry Wharton made no movement
and no sound. He waited,

Fisher T. Fish sat up in bed and
blinked up and down the long, lofty
room, with its row of white bega glima-
mering in deep dusk,

Thers was deep and steady breathing
on all sides, and a dull, rumbling snore
from William George Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish stepped stealthily out
of bed. He had whispered, to make sure
that the Remove were asleep; he was
sure that they wers by that time, but
the cautious Fishy wanted to make assur-
ance doubly sure. Now he was satisfied,
and he stepped out and dressed quickly
and quietly in the dark,

Harry Wharton did not raise his head
from lus pillow, but he could see dimly
the figure of the Trausatlantic junior
a%'umst the glimmer of light from one
of the high windows, nly Wharton
was awake, It had been agreed that he
should keep watch: it was useless for
five fellows to stay awake, at the risk
of {alling asleep over lessons in the morn-
ing. Wharton smiled grimly and made
no sign. He heard Fisﬁe:-r T, Fish tread
softly and stealthily to the door: there
was a faint seund as the door opened and

shut., The Transatlantic junior was
gone,
Then the captain of the Remove
stirred.

Ife stepped out of bed and shook Bob
Cherry by the shoulder.

“Groogh!™ murmured Bob.

“Wake up, old man ™

Bob started and rubbed his eyes,

i “’Thﬂ.it-}s l.lpf"

“*He's gﬂne.”

“Fishy 1™

“"Yes!"

“Oh! Time we were gone, too, then !
mumbled Bob sleepily.,  And he rolled
out of bed and reached for his clothes.

Hurree Jamset am Singh was already
turning out ; the murmur of voices, faint
as 1t was, had awakened him, Johnny
Bull and Frank Nugent had to be
shaken, but they. turned ait cheeril
enough at the news that Fisher T. Fis
was up and doing.

The five juniors dressed in the dark as
quietly as they could. But two or three
Removites woke up.

“What's on?” called out Peter Todd
drowsily, ‘“Who's that?”

“Tittle us,” said Bob.

“What's the game, then? asked
Bolsover major. “Raid on the Fourth?
If s0, I'm on|”

“* No, nothing of that sort!”

“They're going down to the Cross
Koys, old beans,” came in a chuckling
voice from Skinner's bed., “ Naughty !”

“You cheeky ass!” growled Bob
Cherry. "TI'll jolly well bring my
bolster over to you, Skinner——"

“Quiet, old  man!”
Wharton.

“ls it a giddy treasure-hunt?’ asked
Squiff, sitting up in bed. “You must
be asses to turn out at night for that!|
Why not leave it for a half-holiday "

“You can't get into the vaults, any-
how,” said Russell. “You're a lot of
asses! Don't kick up a row; let a fellow
go to sleep,”

Without answering any questions the

murmured
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their rubber shoes, and left the dormi-
tory. Some of the Remove fellows made
sleepy surmises as to what was ‘“‘on,”
but nobody was very keen on the sub-
Ject at that time of might. The juniors
went to slesp again, leaving Harry
Wharton & Co. to their own devices.

Quietly and cautiously the five juniors
descended the stairs.

They knew that Fisher T. Fish was
well ahead of them, and was doubtless in
the school vaults by that time. He was
not likely to guess that he was pursued;
but it was necessary o be cautious, all
the same, At that hour all Greyfriars
was asleep, and 1t would have been a
serioits matter for the juniors to be
caught ont of their dormitory by a wake-
ful master or prefect. Their object in
leaving their 8 would have been
guessed ; and an attempt to get into the
forbidden vaults at midnight would cer-

tainly have led to a ing.

_ Bilent in their rﬁm shoes, the
iunmrs entered the va passage which
ed to the old stone arch where was set

the ancient caken door leading down to
the vaults,

They d their way along it in the
dark ans reached the old oak door, and
Wharton passed his hand over it.
closed,

He soon discovered, however, that it
was no lenger locked, It opened to his
touch,

Beyond was darkness and the heavy,
cold air of the vaults,

“That scttles it!” whispered Bob
Cherry. *“Fishy's got the key all right,
and he’s pone down.”

“The settlefulness 13 terrific.”

“The awful cad!” breathed Johnny
Bull indignantly. *‘That dashed key was
actually bought with our money.”

“It’s ours,” said Nugent quietly, “and
we're going to pet hold of it.  Let's
follow him down, Harry.”

“Follow on!" said tﬁﬂ captain of the
Remove,

He turned on his electric torch to light
the way down the winding stone stair
into the vaulis, -

Omne after another the juniors trod down
the old stair, the door being pushed shut
behind them.

At the bottem of the stair Wharton
turned off the light.

In the distant darkness, far down the
series of grim old vaulls, a twinkling
light was seen,

“ There's Fishy 1"

“Quiet I whispered Wharton.

“Let’s collar the cad!” said Johnny
Bull impatiently, ‘ He's sold us out, the
rotter! We're going to have that key!”

“Yes, rather!”

¥We're poing to make him sorry that
he played that dirty trick on us,”
answered Harry Wharton. *‘‘He's going
to be fed-up with exploring vaults at
gﬁﬁ:}jg‘htﬁ I've brought a sheet from my

“What on earth for?™ S

“To pull Fishy's leg, and make him
gsorry that he came here alone and
diddled us.” -

There was a soft chuckle.

“Good egg!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Fishy {isn't a giddy hero—I1 rather
wonder he's got the nerve to come here
on his own anyvhow, If he sees the giddy
ghost of Greyfriars he will leave o
thinking about dollars and dimes, and
think about his precious skin., Go
ahead 1" '

“ Bhush !

The light ahead was moving along the
vaults. Est.rr;r Wharton & Co., feeling
their way in the darkness, moved on
silently towards it, guided by the

limmer of the light., Hidden by the
garknem, they drew nearer and nearer

It was

i Famous Five finished dressing, put on? to the unsuspecting Fishy,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Phantom of the Vaults !

ISHER T. FISH held up his lamp,
F and stared round him with his
keen, sharp eyes. ‘

The light showed the ancient
stone arches of the wvaults, with more
than one dim, damp passage among the
old arches leading off into unknown
darkness,

Fisher T. Fish looked very thought-
ful. He realised that he had set himselt
a big task. _ ‘ )

The vaults under Greyifriars were ol
immense exfent; they extended not only
undar the school, but under the old
rnined wing of the ancient monastery,
and under part of the playing-fields,
where in old days other buildings had
existed. 'T'o explore the vaults was a
long, laborious task—a task betore which
anyone might well have quailed. Only
the thought of & hidden treasure could
have spurred on Fisher T, Fish to the
heavy task.

He was in great hope, however, that
such an extensive exploration would not
he needed. From what was known of
what the man Blagden had saud, there
existed a clue in the vauits—a clue
which had econvinced Blagden of the
existence of the treasure. That clue
was what Fishy boped to find; and he
sagely opined that it could not be far
out of sight, or Blagden would never
have seen 1t in the first place. For
Blagden of the Sixth, in his old days at
Greyfriars, had used the vaults as a
secret rendezvous for smoking and card-
playing—for that object he had been
there, and the discovery of the clue to
the treasure must have been more or
less accidental. Fisher T. Fish had
thought it all out, and his idea was that
the clue, whatever it was, would be
found within somc short distance of the
stairs. . :

Possibly it was some sign cut in the
stone flags of the floor—or in the stone

“arches. Possibly 1t was some painted
indieation on the old walls, 1lt was
pnrobable that the old smuggiers or

pirates, who were supposed to have used
the vaults by means of a secret tunnel
from the caves at Pegg, had marked
the route, in some way, through those
dim and dismal recesses,

S0 Fisher T. Fish—for the prosent, at
least—was hopeful. What had caught
Blagden's eyes long years before was
not likely to escape the keen hawk-eyes
of a cute galoot who had been raised in
Noo Yark. Fishy was quite sure that
he was miles ahead in cuteness of any
inhabitant of the played-out old island
in which he now sojourned. If any
person at Greyfriars was capable of un-
earthing the treasure, surely that person
was Fisher Tarleton Tazsh, of the
Remove, _

So far Fishy had unearthed nothing
but darkness and damp and cobwebs.
Cobwebs were there in mmenze guanti-
ties—-horrid-locking spiders scuttled from
the light of his lamp. From the deep
hollows of the vaults faint, indefinable
sounds came. TFishy wondered whether
it was the boom of the sea echoing along
the tunnel from the caves—if such a
tnnnel really existed. HHe did not like
those sounds, and he looked over his
shoulder a good many times. The vaults
wera deep and dark and lonely; and
I'isher T. I'ish was not of the stuff of
which heroes are made. He had a
creepy feeling about him, which he
~gtrove to 51?111{13 off, without much
SUOCRSS.

The trick ho had played on the chums
of the Remove did not worry the worthy
Fishy in the least., If fellows let them-
selves be takem in, it was their
“ funeral,” that was how Fishy looked

at it. Any galoot wasz welcome to take
him—Iisiiv —in, if he could!  Tishy
wns quite sure that any galoot couldn’t.

Fia]h_v,r was examining a dark arch
when a faint, echoing sound in the
vaults behind him made him =tart. He
glanced over his shoulder again, his
heart beating unpleasantly,

All was darkness there—save for one
gpot, where something white glimmered
faintly from the gloom.

Fisher T. Fish fixed his sharp, startled
eyes on that white spot, breathing quick
and hard.

What was it?

His hcart beat faster and more un-
pleasantly—a  curions choking feeling
came into his throat, and his bony knees
knocked together.

What could it be?

To a keen, sharp, spry, ecute galoot
l'ke Fisher 'I'. Fizh, the mere jdea of
whosts was ludicrous. In the daylight
Fishy would bave laughed the idea to
scorn.  He did not feel like laughing
now, alone in the deep, eerie vaults at
midnight.

The white patch in the darkness was
moving—it was advancing towards him.
It was a moving figure—all white; a
figure draped in white from head to
foot.

Fisher T. Fish staggercd back against
the stone arch. "The lamp almost
dropped from his hand, but he held on
to it convulsively.

The white figure came on.

It entered the next vault to Fisher T,
Fizh, and there it seemed to fade away
into the solidity of a stone arch.

RS RATL
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Fisher T. Fish stood leaning on the
wall, his breath coming in gasps, the
lamp shaking in his trembling hand,.

From the hollow vaults came a deep,
dismal groan. It echoed through the
darkness with a sound that seemed to
I'ishy like thunder.

Groan!

“ Oh, gosh!” mumbled Fisher T. Fish,

(sroan!

He detached himself from the wall
with an effort. He was not thinking of
buried treasure now. He was only
thinking of getting out of that dreadful
vault—back to the upper air, back to
human companionship, before grisly
ingers closed on him,

He ran for it, and Lights and shades
danced wildly round him from hiz lamp
as he ran. The whole series of vaulis
woere peopled with phantom figures to
the terrificd eyes of the Transatlantic
junior,

“ Oh gum!” he gasped.

(Groan |

That deep and terrible groan was
quite near him, and it caused the skin

to move on Fishy's horrified head. His
very flesh was ereeping with horror.
He put on a desperate spurt, and

reached the stairs that led to the upper
regions. One pglance he gave behind
him there, and he ecaught a glimpse of
the white figure again.

Then he went stumbling desperately
up the steps. He lost his footing in his
wild haste, and fell, barking his shin,
and gave a howl of pain. A deep groan
answered from the bottom of the stair,
In utter horror the terrified junior

T. Fish threateningly.

growled Johnny Bull.

“ How'd you like me to call a prefect after you, or Quelchy ? ** demanded Fisher
““Do !’ said Bob Cherry cheerily.
here, Fishy, we'll give you such a ragging that your features won’t he recognised
when you go home to Noo Yark!”
*“ Yaroooh ! *’ roared Fishy, as Bob’s hoot came into
plag. “Ow! Yowp! You mugwump—yooop !” (See Chapter 8.)

“If we're caught

“I guess—" ‘“Oh, kiek him1”

Tae MagxeEr LisraRy.—No. 855,
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lacked round. The white figure was
asoending the stoirs after him!

0w ! gpluttered Fisher T. Iish,

Ha tore on up the stone stamrs 1n
mad, desperate hurvy, His lamp crashed
op the wall and went out, and he was
lefi in darkness, lle dropped the useless
lamp and tore on, scrambling  wildly
up the winding stair.

1t was only & miatter of seconds, but
it scgmed to Fisher T, Fish years before
hie reached the oaken door above, It
was shut, as he had lefé it. Ie dragged
at it desperately, his heart throbbing
with lerror, his bony hmbs shaking
from hedd to fobt.

There  were  séunds  behind  him—
sounds as 1f of pursuit. In frantic terror
Fisher T. Fish groped at the oaken

deor, and got it open,  He burst through
irto the passage beyond, and pulled
at the door to shut it. It swung to, but
vl not gquite  elose, IFFizher T. Fizh
dingped and dragged at the heavy
raken door, but etill it did not  shut,
aned he could not lock 1it.  Somehody-—
comething— was  holding from ihe
other =ide.

I the darkness Fishy could not, of
coavee, see that it was a foot that had
been placed in the way. Quaking with
teyyor, he dragged at the door, and then
Lie was conseious that it was being pulled
open from the other side. The Thing—
whatever it was—ithat had pursued him
up the stair from the vaults—was trying
ter et the door open,

Fisher T, Fizh let go the door and
fledl,

Tervilied as he waz, he had thought of
b king the door of the vauits: but he
was not thinking of it now. The key
wae still in his pocket, as he raced away,
and the deor was still ajar. If it was
finmd open on the following mormmng,
vanlonbtedly  there would be  trouble:
bt stch eonsiderations were trifles light
u- air to Fishy now.

iTe ran for the Remove dormitory, pal-
piiating with terror, carcless even if he
was lieard. .

He burst into the dormitory, still pal-

if

pitating, A startled voice came from
one of the beds.
“Halla! Whao's that *"

Wisher T. Fish did not answer. His
throat was dey—his tongue cleaving to
the rvoof of his mouwth., e econld not
have spoken.

He plunged headlong into bed, and
piiled the blankets over his head. Thart
coemed the safest place now to Fisher 'T.
He did not even trouble to re-
inove his elothes.  Dressed as- he was,
with even his boots on, he covered him-
woIf with the blankets, and lay, squirmi
jape with tervor.

i wa2 a disastrous and inglorions end
to icher T, Fish's treasure-hunt!

o — L =

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Noi & Ghost !

¢ o WA, ha, hal”
“(Oh, my hat!”
“Quiet ! gasped

Wharton.
hicuse, you fellows,
be spotted here.”

The Famous Five
chackling.

‘They were gathered at the top of the
winding stair, and it was Harry Whar-
. ton's boot that was inserted to prevent
the oaken door closing. They had heard
Fisher T, TFish's scared footsteps die
nway along the passage, andl knew that
he was gone. Bob Cherry turned on his
electric torch, and the chums of the
llj?.eiz_lm:we grinned at one another in the

gnk.
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Harry
“Don't wake the
We don't want to

could not help

“"Poor old Fishy!” gasped Dob. “He
really hasn’t the nerve for bulting into
:Im guldy vaults at midnight. Ha, ha,
18!

“1 dare say he wishes by this time
that he hadn't spoofed us,” grinned
Johnny Bull.

Wharton folded up the  sheet,
chuckling. A close inspection of the
ghost would haye revealed to Fishy that
the grizly phantom was only a Remove
fellow with a shect over lus head, DBut
Fishy had been thinking of anything but
a cloze inapection of the ghost,

YThe silly ass!” sald Harry. ‘1 had
to get after him quick, or he would have
lacked us up in the vaults! He musl
have thought that the giddy ghost was
holding the door.”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Let's get out.” =zaid Nugent.

Wharton pulled the caken door open.
and the Famons Five cincerged nta the
passage.  Wisher T, Fish was already
Back 1 bed in the Remove dormctory,

The eaptain of the Remove closed the
paken door. Tt was impossible to lock
it, as Fisher T. Fish had the key.

“4 zay, suppose Quelchy or somebody
[inds this door unlocked in the morn-
g 17 whispered Bob. _

“Tt's got to he locked hefare anybody’s
up,” said Harry. *““TFishy's got the key.
Come on.”

In a merry mood, the Famous Five
made their way to their dormitory. They
entered quietly, and Wharton clozed the
door. But guictly as they moved there
was some slight sound; and from a
junior whose head was buried under bed-
clothes there came a mufled howl of
fear, To Fisher T. Fish it seemed that
the grizly phantom of the wvaults had
followed him home to the dormitory,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, i3 that a
squeaking ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

“What's the vow, Fizhy ¥ asked Harry
Wharton.

(21 Eh?.’-l

Fisher T. Fish sat up in hed, and his

llid face stared at the juniors in the
dim light from the high windows,

“ Who—who—whao's that ?"" he gasped.

“Tattle us.”

“0Oh Jerusalern! T—T thought—— I
—T1 I guessed - —  Oh, dear! I zav, you
galoots been out of dorm 7

“Looks like 1it,” answered Hary,

“T-T =say, have you—have you seen
anything ™

“Seen anything!
ﬂcﬂ?li H

“0Oh, nolhing ! gasped Fizhy.

“Have voun heen,out of dorm, too,
Fishy ¥ asked DBob Cherry gravely.

“0Oh, nope! Not at all.”

“Hallo! You [lellows got back?”
vawned Peter Todd., **Where bave you
been, you duffers?”

“ Had a good time at the Cross Keys 7"
yawned Skinner.

“Go and cat coke!” Bob
politely,

Fisher T. Fish stared at the five as
they turned into bed. His first spasms
of lerror were over now, and suapicion
was dawning In his mind. He realised
that it was a coincidence, at least, that
the FFamousz Five had been out of the
dormitory at the samoe time that he had
seen the ghost in the vaults. That sus-
picion, as soon as it entered his amind,
was enough to Enliﬁijliﬂll Fisher T. Tish.

¥

rat

What was there to

retorted

“Why, you pes mugwumps!”  he
said. “It was you!l”
No answer.

“¥You hear mie, Wharton ?”’ Fisher T.
Fich's narrew, sharp eyves gleamed with
wrath. * You pesky jay. you've plaved
me for a sucker! You've been pulling
my leg!”

a'hr:re was a chuckle from five beds,

and that was the only answer Fisher T.
Fish received.

He laid hiz head on his pillow again,
his feelings almost too deep for worda.

ITe realised now that the Famous Five
had suspected his trickery, and followed
him to the vaults. He realised that the
“ghost ¥ was only a member of the Co.
arrayed 1n a white sheet. And—now
that he was cool, and his customary
sharpness had revived—he realised that
when the pgho<t had vanished into the
solid arch, that athazing phenomenon
was only due to the junior in the sheet
stepping into one of the sile passages in
the vaults,

Fisher T. Fizh's terrors were gone now,
Dut it was long before he slept. He was
mn such a state of wrath that he vearned
to turn out of bed, and drag the Famous
Five out of bed one after another and
hammer them. But he did not vield to
that natural desire—the consequences
would have been too pamful te Fisher
Tarleton Fish. Fishy had to consume his
own smoke, as it were: and long after
the Famous Five had dropped off to
sleep, Fishy was still wide awake and
boiling with rage.

But he slopt at last.

He was aswakened by a shake, and
opened his tired eves and blinked. The
early ravs of the snmmer sun were crecp-
ing in at the windows of the Remove
darmitory. but it was not vet time for
the ristng-bell to clang out and call Grey-
friars up to a new day,

L __He blinked, and stared at Harry
Wharton.
“Leggo! What's this pame? “Tain't

tising-bell 1" he growled.

“ Another ten minutes,” agreed Whar-
ton, with a nod.

“Waal, Jet a galoot alone.™

“T want the key.”

“What kev " snarled Fisher T. Fish.

“The key of the vaults.”™

“You can want.”

“The door's got to be lacked, bLefore
it's found unlocked,” cxplained the eap-
tain of the Remove. “Iand it over.”

i S‘i]ﬂ,‘]],t E!’

Harry Wharton =miled.

“Will you hand the kesv aver, Fishy,
or shall T bump you out of Led en
vour neck. and take it 7 he asked,

Fisher T. Fizsh glared at him. Tt was
futile to deny that he had the key, now
that he knew that the Famous FFive had
followed him to the vaults. But he was
extremely unwilling to give it up. He
glared, and hesitated.

Wharton took a grp on Fishy's bony
neck.

“Out vou ecome!”

“Ow! Leggo! I'll lend you the key!*
gasped Fishy,

“Sharp, then!™

Very reluctantly Tisher T.. Tish
handed over the key. Harry Wharton
shpped 1t into his pocket, and left the
dormitory. Only an early honsemaid
was about, and it was easy for the cap-
tain of the Remove to slip into a remote
passage unseen, and lock the caken door.
Then he put the key into his pocket and
walked ¢heerily away,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
| Left !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. were

H feeling a little drowsy that

morning, but otherwise they
were in very cheery spirits.

That afternoon was a half-holiday, and

the Famous Five intended to spend the

afternoon in the vaulta if they could. -

Now that they had a key to the door it

| was only a matter of slipping along the
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vaulted passage unseen by masters or
prefects and whipping in at the arched
doorway. And although they were pro-
pared, if necossary, to explore the vaults
at night, after lights out, they greatly
preferred exploring in  the daytime,

Nodding aver their lessons, the result of

missing their szleep, was too likely to
draw upon themn the gimlet eye of Mr.
Quelch, their Form master,

So their plaps were laid for the after-
noon, plans in which Fisher 1. I'ish had
no part. During morning lessons Fishy
eyed the chums of the Remove 1n turn
with anxious and unresting eyes. He
lrad had to give'up the key. His trickery
was known to the juniors he had sought
to deceive, and Fishy knew
deserved.  What worried him was the
ppprehension that be was going to get 1t

After  lessons  he  sought Harry
Wharton, working up as ingraiiating a
grin as he could,

“I guess we've got a chance this after-
noon,” he said,

“A chance of beating Redclyfle?"
asked the captain of the Remove, appear-
ing to misunderstand. ** My hat! What
do you know about cricket, Fishy?"

“Blow cricket!” said Fisher T. Fish,
111 %mut. disrust at the bare idea that
he should have brought down his power-

ful Transatlantic intellect to such a low

level, “Cricket! Great gophers! 1
guess 1'm not thinking about ecricket.
You galoots playing Redclyfle af
cricket ?”

“The fixture's to-day,” said Harry.

“Right-ho, then! T'll have a squint
round the vaults while you're busy,” said
IFisher T. Tish eagerly.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“We sha'n't be busy,” he znswered.
“I've asked Bmithy to captain the side
this afternoon, and he's taken it on.”

“ Look hyver,” urged Fisher T. Fish,
““von don't want to run any risks with
a ericket match., Think of the record!
Hmithy's all right, but you're really
wanted in the mateh, Wharton. Go in
and win! You hand me over that key,
and I'll take a sguint —"

“(Oh, the Bounder will sec the game
through all right,” said ITarry, laughing.
“And he's got a good team—quite good
enough for Redelyfle. Five of us are
standing out. We're going grubbing
after guddy treasures.”

“Waal, if you're set on it, you rcan
come,” said Fisher T. I'ish, with a sigh.
“J guess I'd better take charge of the
kev, though.”

“Guess again!"

“Look hyver, Wharton, that's my key !”

“J don't quite see how you make that
out. We paid for it to be made, and it
reemns to me that it’'s our key,” said
Harry Wharton coolly. “ You pretended
vou'd lost it to cheat us. But 1 suppose
an attempt at swindling doesn't make 1t
vour key, dees it?”

Even IMisher T. Fish had the grace o
blush.

““Waal, vou—you see——"" he stam-
mered,
“1 see,” nssented Wharton. *1 see

that vyou're the kind of spoofing rotter
I've always believed you, Fishy. And
vou can see that you're out of this now,
You're not going to touch the key, and
you're not coming down into the vaults
either.”

Fisher T. Fish jumped.

“Not comipg?” he roared, in alarm.
“Me not coming?

“No. If you found anything you'd
keep it dark and swindle us, as you tried
to do over the key. I suppose you don't
expect anybody to trust you?”

“Took hyer, I'm coming!” howled
Fishy. ~ - '

what he

on the old flag-stone.
in the stone

*¢ Feels solid enough,'’ sald Bob Cherry, and he raised his foot and stamped hard

The next moment a wild vell rang through the subterranean

passages, The light that had gleamed on Bob Cherry gleamed on a square opening

floor—and Bob had vanjshed from the sight of his comrades.
(Yee Chapter 9.)

“Peo, if vou like. We'll roll you down
the steps if you do!”

With that Harry Wharton turned his
back on the Transatlantic junior and
walked away, leaving Fisher 1. ¥ish in
a most unenviable frame of mind. Once
more it was berne 1 npon the astute
mind of Fisher T. Tish that honesty was
the best policy. With the key in his
possession he had striven to exclude the
Co. from the treasure-hunt, and he had
pricled Limself upon his wonderful cute-
ness in so doing. On his own principles
it was quite all #ight for the Co. lo
exclude him, now that the key had
changed hands. 8o on his own astute
principles he had nothing to grumble
at. Nevertheless, he did grumble—
loudly, incessantly, and emphatically.
Somchow or other, cute sharpmess did
not seem =0 admirable when 1t was
directed agaiust his Transatlantic self.

After dinner Harry Wharton & Co.
watched for an opportunity of getting
to the vaults unseen. No special obser-
vation was kept on that quarter, as the
masters were guite ignorant of the exist-
ence of the new key, and the old keys
were safely locked up. Vernon-Smith
of the Remove, with Peter Todd, Squiff,
Tom Brown, Redwing, and the other
members of the ericket eleven, went
down to Little Bide to meet Redclyffe.

The Bounder had willingly consented
to captain the Remove side for the
match, and as it was not a very difficult
fixture the captain of the Remove had
no hesitation in leaving it in his hands.
A big fixture would have driven all
thoughts of treasure-trove from the
minds of the Famous Five, but the Red-

clyffe match was safe in second-rate

hands. '

So while the cricketers were busy, and
| most of the other fellows were out of

‘But you're not going fo take a

doors, the Famouz Five strolled abonk
the House with aneair of careless un-
concern, looked at the notice-boards,
chatted in the passages, and finally, when
they were safe from observation, made
a dive into the vanlted passage that led
ta the eaken door in the arch. And there
they found Fisher T. TNish waiting for
themn in the dim light of the gloomy old
passige,

“Hallo, hallo, halla! There he is!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “What the
thump are yvou here for, Fishy?”

] guess I'm wailing for you galoots !”
growled Fisher . Fish,

“You're going to wait here till we
come back 7”7 asked Bob innocently.

Snort from Fisher Tarleton Fish,

“1 puess I'm coming with you, you
mugwunips !

“I guess not!" chuckled Bob.

“Didn’t we agree to go co. in this
hyer bizney!” demanded Fisher T. Fizh
excitedly.

“QOh, chuck it!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull, “You diddled us, and we've done
with you. Hook 1t!”

“1 guess——" ;

“Look here, Fishy, we'ra done with
you!” said Harry Wharton quietly,
“We did agree to go co., but that drops,
as you playved false. But if we find any-
thing you will take an equal share. We -
shall keep faith, though you wouldn’t.
hand.
YVouw're too dashed dishonest. Is that
plain enough ?" _ :

“ Vou'll get your whack if there's any-

thing foumrd,” agreed Pob Cherry,
“Wﬁat more o you want!?”

Fisher, T, Fish eyed the juniors
morosely. Asa a matter of fact, be
wanted much more than that. Having

failed to exclude the Famous Five from
Tae Maaxer Lisrary.—No. 853, -
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the quest, he hoped still to find some |

¢lise that he would be able to keep to
huns=elf. But it was a case of once bitten,
i wice shy, - The chums of the Remove
declined to have anything further to do
with him at all,

Wharton glanced back along the dusky
passage, The coast was clear. He 1n-
serted the key into the ponderous lock
andd turned it back, The heavy oaken
JOOT SWUng open.

Che five juniors passed through, and
Fisher T. Fish, not to be denied if he
could help it, pressed after them. The
key could not be inserted in the Jock
‘rom the inside of the deor, so it had
te he left unlocked. The f{ive turned
nn him.

“Srand elear, you fellows!” sa:d Bob
Cherry, swinging back his right hoot.

ffisher T. Fish jumped back hurriedly.

“ Look hyer, you galoots—-=""

“Buzz off, Fishy!”

“How'd you like me to call a prefeet
after vou, or old Quelchy ¥ demanded
isher T, Fish threateningly,

“ o ! said Bob Cherry cheertly. “1Tf
ve're caught here, Fishy, vwe’ll give you
ceh a ragging that your features won't
L recognised when you go home to Noo
Yark !”

“1 guess L8
“(Oh, kick him!" growled Johnny
Tiuidl,

“Yarach I” reared TFisher T. Tish, as
Tioh Cherry spun him vound, and planted
tian him a large size in boots, Y Ow !
Yoir mugwamp! Yooop !

The door closed,

“0Oh, Jerusalem ! gasped Tisher T
Fi:h.

He stocd staving wrathfully at thg old
cik of the door. He was shut off fram
the exploration of the vaultz, True, Lie
conld have opened it and lollowed the ox-
wiarers, but he realised that that wounld
simply amount to a reguest for furiher
ickings—a redgurest that wonld hive been
choesfully, promptly, amd encrgetcally
compdied wiih,

“The pesky
Fisher T, Fish.

He hesitated to follow the explorers,
and he hesitated to leave the spot, He
vomained there, like an excecdingly bony
Peri at the gates of Paradise.

“Tish !

“Oh, gum

Visher T. Fizh spun round at the sonnd
of Mr. Quelch’s voice. The Remove
master was= looking along the passage.

““What are veu doing there, I7ish ™

“N.n-nothing, sir.”

“Nonszense ! Mr. Quelch came along
the vaulted passage. **Ilave you heen
waking any attenipt to open that door,
Wish ¥

“Nuanno, sir!l”

Mr. Quelch eved him suspiciously, ant
evorl the door.  ITe could not see that it
wa: unlocked, and Fish wondered
whether he wonld make the discovery.
Tt as Mr. Quelch knew that the key
to that door was safelv Tocked up i the
THead s study, he naturally did not think
of trying the door. :

1 am afraid, Ficzh, that vou were
thinkine of making some foolish attempt
10 open that door,” he spod.

“Oh! Nope, =sir! Not at all!”

“Then what are yvou doing here?”

“Hem ! Just strolling round, =ie™

“Nonsense ! You will take a hundred
lines, Fish.”

Fisher 1. Tish's eves gleamed. Harry
Wharton & Co. were in the vaunlts, =eck-
ing the mysterious treasure -and Pisher
T. Fish was left out—to receive a hun-
vred linea. It was too much for Fizhy.

“The fact iz, sir, I—1 think I ought
to tell you, sir——"" saud Fish cautiously.

Tue Maenpt Lisrary.—No, 853,
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“Well, whai?"” snapped the Remove
master,

“This hyer door, sir, ought to have
been locked,” said Fish,

“It 13 locked, Fish. It was locked
after the police came here, In connection
with the man Blagden.”

1 puess not, sir !

“Nonsense !  Gosling was instructed
to lock it, and I have no doubt that he

did 0.

“I've jest found out that it isn't
locked, sir,” said Fisher T. Fish,
“Gosling couldn’t have turned the key,
eir—jest thought he had, that's all”

“* Nonsense !

Mr. Quelch, however, fried the door.
It opened to his hand.

“Bless my soul!”
Remove master.

Fisher 1. Fish grinned,

“T ain glad vou have told me this,
Fizh,"  cand Mr. Quoeleh, Evidently
{za=ling dul not lock the door as he sup-
poscd T owill feteh the key frora the
Head’s stwdy and loek 3t immmediately.
Yon need not do the lines T mentioned,
Fish."

“Thank you, sir.”

Five minutes later the door was safely
locked, without any suspieion on Mr,
Quelsh's part that he was locking flive
members of his Form in the wvaults.
Hizher 1. Fish strolled out of the House,
and- walked down to the ericket field,
with a grin on his bony face., He felt
thot he had scored eff the Famouas Five
now. Fhey had the kev, and it was use-
less now to Fisher TN Fizh., It was
equally vseless to them, as the door did
].rUf. 'IIII].'I]I'k fT'L'J‘T'E] ihl} :il"l[l.f‘.[" EIIEJ?'I-".

IPishy chuekled, as he thought of their
feclings when they sought to cuerge
from the vaults,

“T guess they'll have to hamnier some,
i get out ' murmured IMisher T, Fish,
“T guess they'll have to hammer hard,
'.'I,.'I?I]; ‘th{"II Qh‘l:"]f']'i_'l,' 1I.1|.'i§= ]]q'_l."l.l_‘.' Tin Hi_'.‘r. t-hﬂ I'CI;"'_"‘."
apam and et them out—and T kinder
reckon they won't be pleazed at the
mesting ¢

Fishy chuckled again.
pleasant thought.

“1 guess they'll be sorry they left this
infant out,” he reflected. *"Quelchy wall
take their key away  that will barv them
off, I reckon.  And UM get that key
away from Quelchy somehow, later on—
for sure. I gess them galoots will be
sorry that they tried to take a rise out of
a galoot that was raised in Noo Yark.”

And Fisher T. Fizh sat contentedly n
the grass, in the shade of a tree by the
cricket  field—but mneot 1o watech the
ericket. Vernon-“mith and Tom Red-
wing were puttmgz up a great nnings
against Redelyfe. but it did not interest
Fisher T. Fish. With a notebook and a

ejaculated  the

It was quite a

stump of pencil, Fisher T Fish was mak-

g an account of all the money—it was
not much—that he had spent since
(hristmas, and as there was a peuny he
could net account for, Fishy was soon
deep in menial research, forgetting all
about the juniors who were shut up in
the old vaults, and indeed about every-
thing but his abstruse calculations,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Shut In !
ii OTHING doing 17
*And it’s tea-time !
“T'm hungry [

“Bame here !

“The samefulness ia tevrifie !

Harry Wharton smiled rather ruefully,
Hours had passed in the exploration of
the dim old vaults; and the sum total of
the Famous Five's discoveries was— nil.

mv esteernedd chums,

Really, they had not expecied much
more than that. Btill, 1t was a dis-
appointinent.

Hours spent in the old vaults, with
their heavy, damp air, had not been ex-
hilarating. DBy that time the juniors
were not wholly glad that they had leit
the cricket to the Bounder and his com-
rades.  Cricket and sunshine secmesi
wonderfully  attractive, in comparison
with the dusky vaults under the schegl.

Whatsoover might be the elue the man
Rlagden was supposed to have dis-
covered, the Famous Five had seen no-
thing of it. Up and down and rouml
about they had gone, by the light of a
bike lamp and elecirie torches, but only
the endless old stone arches had re-
warded their searching gaze,

“After all, lome wasn't built In a
dav,” said Bob.

Johnny Bull grinned,

“Tf this jolly old hunt is going {o take
as long as the building of Rome, we're
in for o good thing,” he remarked.

Y Ha.ba; hal?

“Nil  desperandum,” said Nugent.
¥ Let’s chuck it and get ont to tea, any-

how. We can come here whenever we
like.™
“"The teafulness is the proper eaper,

b Let's, ™

And Harry Wharton & Co., a little
tired, and still more fed-up, ascended the
winding stair to the oaken door ahove
Wharton pulled at the deor, but it did
not open.

A startled look came over his fzea,

:'}Emnuthing'a wrong with this,” he
sal,
“Oh, it’s 2 it «tff 1" 2aid Beab, ' Let

me et hold of 417

Bob Cherry grasped the massive old
iron knob, and tugged., DBut the stout
oaken door dul not hudge. _

The fact dawned vpon all the juniors
that it was locked. And their key could
not be put into the lock from the inner
side ; there was po opening on that side.

They blinked at one another in the
light of the bike lamp.

“My hat!” Bob Cherry

“This 13 no end of & catch!

whis-:.i;lptl.
Some silly

ass has spotted that the door was un-
locked——"" .

“Qr Fishy has given us away!”
growled Johnny Puli

“My hat! If he has, T'Il—"

“Jt 1=n't that,” said Harry Wharton.

“Only the Flead's key would lock the
door——so it must have been a master that
locked it. No master would lock it
knowing that we were in the vaults,”

“That's s0.”

“(Juelchy generally has an eye on
this gquarter,” groaned Bob., "1 dave
say he got watchful, as it's a ball-
holiday. Apyhow, the door's locked
now—and what the thump are we going
to do?"

“Uoodness knows!”

The juniors stood in dismay.

By hammering oir the old oak they -
could have attracted altention in the
long run, though probably after a lorng
wait, Helease would have come, to be
immediately followed by a visit to the
Head's study, It had been officially
announced that a flogging would be the
reward of any bold explorer who suc-
ceaded in getling inio the vaults. A
flopging, and the confiscation of the new
key, did not alivact the, Famous Five,
Yeat it was difficult to see what else could
be done. :

“My bal! Fanecy Quelchy’s face when
he comes to let ws out!” groaned
Nugent. “ We're for 1it, and no
mistake ! _ W

“The floglulness will ba terrifie I’ said
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh lugubriously.’

([Continued on page 17.)
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By Harry Wharton. |l

HIS week we are rising to dizay

I heights, so to speak, by publish-
ing a Special Chimbing Number.

There is somethimng breathlessly

thriliing in the thought of a big climb.
Quite a lot of fellows would cheerfully
give a term’s pocket-money to be allowed

to take part in the Mount Everest expe- |

dition. They would also like to have
a shot at scaling the DMatterhorn, in
Switzerland., But, alas! Whenever a
Greyiriars fellow feels in a mountain-
climbing mood he must be content with
climbing on to the gym roof by means
of a rain-pipe, and thank his lucky stars
if he escapes a broken neck! .

Even Billy Bunter has the climbing
fever, though I fancy the fat porpoise
would not able to climb far. He
might manage & small hill about a
hundred feet above sea-level, but that
would be about the limit of his achieve-
ments. Can you imagine Billy Bunter
squatting on the summit of Vesuvius?
And can you picture his wild panic if an
eruption happened and fire and flame
started spurting out of the summit?

The fat junior describes his most
famous climbing feat in this issue, but

you are cautioned ndt to believe a word™

of it. Bunter is an old hand at telling
the tale, and his hair-raising experiences
have only -taken place in lus fertde
imagination. ;
Among the daring and intrepid
climbés in the Greyiriars Hemove are
David Morgan, who is quite at home
among the Welsh mountains; Wun
Lung, who is a clever acrobat as well
‘as a climber; and Micky Desmond, who,
can climb trees with the agility of a
monkey. The champion tree-climber at
Grevfriars, however, 15 Dicky Nugent,
That fearless youngster will tackle any
tree that lifts its head to heaven. Ilc
hops from branch to branch like a
squirrel, and performs deeds of daring—
or shall we say foolhardiness?—which
scare and startle his comrades down
below., Alonzo Todd declares that Dicky
will one of these days fracture his
vertebre, or, in common parlance, break
his neck. Frank Nugent’'s minor is cer-
tainly a young scapegirace, and he often

finds himself “up & tree ” in more senses
than one !

I do not claim to be a wonderful
climber myself, though I am very fond
of going on climbing expeditions during
the holidays, It is great sport. I often

wonder that our poets have not sung
more often of the joys of climbing, A

Supplement 1.]

mountain peak should be a jolly fine

place to got inspiration.  But perhaps
poects don't go m for Alpine chmbang,
O of our  greatest bards wrote a

'i.!hu 1'|lii.I g FrOOCIEL OO !]{‘.]’I{'i]lg 3

I!!‘

“T stood tiptoe upon a little hil

Why didn’t he have a shot at sealing
Mount Everest? He wonld have found
it a jolly sight more exeiting ! Still, =0
long as my rveader chuoms find this
number exciting, nothing else matters.

HARRY WHARTONXN.

CLIMBING CHATTER!

By Bob Cherry.

HEXN- arked hy Mr. Queleh to deflne

“f‘ the Alps, Billy Bunter answered:

“ The Alps, sir, are the patives of
Algeria!” We always thought
the latter were called Algerians, but we bow
to Bunter's superior knowledge! .
L] L] L

Another amusing episode in the Form.
room was when Skinner was asked where
Mount Blanec was. He promptly replied: * At
Ryleombe Grammar School, sir!'*  You see,
there happens to be a French fellow at
(Gordon Gay's school, and hias nickname is
“ Mont Blane.” 3Skinner's little joke failed
to raise a smile on Quelchy’s dial—in fact,
it was a case of * raising cane "'!

] ]

At the annual meeting of the GOCCOCOC. —
Greviriars Climbing, Creepiog, and Crawling
Club—Dicky Nugent was elected president
and climber-in-chief. Dicky has long heen
known ta fame as an intrepid tree-climber.
Nothing seems to ““sap ! his enthusiasm for
the sport, not even wheu he happens to
“bark " his shins. Still, it's about time he
turned over a new “leafl.” Twig?

* - *

{Only onc fellow hag ever had the nerve to
climb to the top of the sehool flagstaff. This
honour belongs to Wan Lung. The fAagstafi
rises to a helght of thirty feet from the top
of the school tower, and even a monkey
would fiud it a precarions climb. But little
Wun Lungz went up, hand-over-hand, until
he reached the flag at the top; and the
crowd in the Close who watched his daring
feat held their breath, and expected the
nimble Chinee to come hurtling down at any
moment. Unfortunately, Wnun Lung's per-
formance was witnessed by Mr. Quelch, and
the sequel was 3 swiahiing.

Lord Muauleverer, the born-tired slacker of
the Remove, says he would have no objection
to elimbing Mount Everest, but he wants to
know if he would “ever rest ' during the
ascent. To climb for hours on end without
takiug forty winks every wow and then
would be *“too fearfully exhaustin’' an'
fatiguin’, begad!"

* L *

Coker of the Fifth has just had hiz motor-
hike repaired for the unmptecoth time this
term. The machine hps never given satis-
faction, ampd we think it is high time Coker
taught it how to climb properly! It can
descend all right, especially if there’s a duck-
pend waiting I.'::'r it at the foot of the hLill!

My echum, Mark Lioley, informs me that
he-is not keen on tree-climbing as a sport.
But, being an ambitious youth, Marky is
bonnd to *climb to the top of the tree *
soonmer or later!

LiD:ss;

ARRY YYHARTON. EDITOR.
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Week Ending June 28th, 1924,

REPLIES TO
READERS'!
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|

“Frogey " (Folkestone).—* Why don't you
publish a special number of the * Greyfriars
Herald © with all the articles and stories
written in French? ———DBecanse, like Billy
Bupter's home-made toflee, it would be diffi-
cult to digest!

“Cover Point * (Bath). —* What is tha
Ili¥heat score made by a Nemove cricketer
this season{"——103, by Bob Cherry. And it
didn't take him a “ century ¥ to make it,
either. He gave an exhibition of fireworks!

* Budding Bard ' (Nottingham)—"1 am
senndiog you a poem of twelve verses dealing
with suommer. What do von think of it?"
—It would be quite all right if it waz a
dozen verses shorter!

Erie K. (Taunton).—“1 was reading oae of
Dicky Nugent's stories during lessoms, aud it
was 30 fuony that 1 fairly exploded!——
Then you got a “blowingup ™ from your
master, I suppose?

Jack T. (Gravesend).—“1 consider that
Billy Bunter is a really charming fellow.” ——
Yon wounldn’t think so if you had to live
with him!

“Cuyrions ' (Cardift)—“ Did you go fto
Greyvfriars on a sgholarship?”——XNo; on an
expres: train!

SCurly 7 (Blackpoolh < Why don’t  you
publish a Treep Sea Dhiving Number of the

' Herald '2"' It would be a “mighty
deep ¥ subject to tackle!
Harry H. (Warwicky.—“Could vou get

round Billy Bunter to write a serial for the
‘ Herald '?""——My dear fellow, it’s impos-
sible to ““get round * a person with a cir-
cumference like Bunter's!

u Slmné' Fim " {Pevensey).—*“T read the
*Herald ' every week; its articles are quite
unigue. The stories, too, are simply splendid.
I'm always sorry when they're ended. Your
little *mag.’ is smart and clever., I wish
you luek, both now and ever! ——Many
thanks, * Sunny Jim ! Dick Penfold will
have to look to his laurels!

* Admirer of Alonzo"  (Newhury)—"1
cousider that Alonzo Todd has the heart of
a lion, though physically he is as frail as a
dandelion.” ——Very aptiv expreszsed.

T. H. K. (Kingston)—*° Does Loder of the
Sixth ever cubt up rusty when yon pillory
him in your paper? Doesn't he ever stalk
into Study Xo. 1 with an ashplant, breathing
threatenings and slaughter?” Indeed, he
does; but we mre more than a match for
him. We [ear no Ioe in shining armour?

Mabel 8. (Wimbledon).—“1f Billy Bunter
were to he let loose in the school Kitchen,
what would happen?"—-It would be a grub-
lesz Grexfiriars on the morrow!

“ Sympathizer ¥ (Hove}.—* s Tom Dutton
really deaf? If so, 1 am wvery sorry for
him."—Dutton is certainly deaf, but not to
any great extent. The postman came this
morning, aod Tom heard from his people!

Bonald W. (Torgnay).—" You seem bo do
nothing else at Greyfriars but play ericket,
awml organise japes and rags."'—Quite a
mistaken notion, dear boy. We spend over
thiirty hours per week in the Form-room
under the gimlet eye of Mr. Quelch!

Tue MagrKET Lismany.—No. 835.




BILLY BUNTER:

It is agreed on all hands thal my mnsi
Fronous olimbing  feet took plawce In
Switzerland, where 1 spent a holliday
sone time ago. It had always been my
ainbition to climb to the top of the Mat-
terhorn, but 1 couldu't find any com-
panions with enuff curridge to aceom-
pany me. Harry Wharton and. his pals
were staying with me at the time; but
when 1 said to them, “I =ay,  you
{ellows, shall we elinb the Matterhom ¥

they trembled and turned pail. “It is
madness ! said Wharton, ' It is sertain
deth ! sand Bob Cherry, And Hurree

Singh quoted a cupple of lines from
" Excelsior 7
“Beware the pine irec's withered
branchfulness !

(LR ]

Beware the awful avalanchefulbess !

Nugent told me I should be dashed to
deth and destruckshun from a  grate
height, and Johnny Bull said it was sheer
folly for a novvis hke me to attemipt to
sealo the Matterhorn, What a set of
white-bivered funks, to be sure! ““"Cow!
herd: 17 1 eride skornfully, 1 will leave
vou down here in the valley, and set off
on my advencher.” " You'll want a
vupple of guides, and sbout a mile of
rope, and a St. Bernard dog,” said Bob
Cherry, “Bah!” I retorted. “ 1 can dis-
pense with all assistance.  Alone and un-
aitied T will toddle right up te the lop
of that lofty peek!” | Then the Famous
Iive bade me an afeckshunate farewell,
for they didn’t think they would ever see
mio alive again, I put on my climbing
shoes, and filled my havversack with
iuck, and started the assent. Higher
and higher I went, and the air got
frigider and frigider until my lingers and
toes and nose became frostbitten., Some-
iimes a terribul avalanche of snow and
e would come rushing down from above,
ot 1 always managed to dodge it. And
at last, after climbing without o paws for
two nights and two days, 1 found myself
on the summit of the Matterhorn., My
grate ambitton had been acheeved. 1t
was the proudest moment of my life!
From my eggsalted position 1 was able
io get a view of the whole of LEurope.
L could see France and Spane and lttaly
and Rusher quite distinekly, 1 had
rought my camera with me, and I took
some wunderful snapshots, so as to prove
ihat I had really reached the top of the
“latterhorn.  But, although the ecamera
canniot lie, Harry Wharton and his pals
ffatly refuscd to beleeve me when T told
them of my feet. “It’s another of Fun-
ier’'s woppers " said Johnny Bull. “He
Jreemed it Y said Bob Cherry,  But the
«rate Brittish publick beleeved it al
right when my felygraph appeared in all
the papers. And I've got the reputation
of being the finest mountaineer that ever
Thue Magepr LiBrarY.-—No. 853,

mounted, and the greatest elimber that
evor clamb !

MR, PAUIL PROUT:

In my younger days 1 did a vast
amount of climbing among the Rocky
Mountains. At that time I was nimble
of foot and steady of nerve, and pos-
sessed of wonderful powers of endurance,

‘I thought nothing of scalitig ten thousand

[cet. Bah! A mountamm of that height
was a mere hillock to me! But as the
vears go by we lose our youthful zest
and vitality, and now it is as much as ]
can do to climb the stairs to my bed-
room! 1 geneially feel like a cigarette
when I get there-—that is to say, I am
pufled and blown!

DICKY EIIGEK’I‘: i

i considder that tree-climbing is the
gratest sport ever invented. it beats
kricket and football into a cocked hat;
and i even prefer it to such eggsiting
pursoots as winkle-catching and tadpole-
fishing. sometimes 1 climb trees for
bizziness; sometimes for plezzure—that
13 to say, 1 either chimb them in search of
birds'-nests or froot, or else just for the
fun of the thing. 1 have already worn
out twenty pairs of trowsers this term,
and my pater will have several sorts of a

- it when he reseeves ny tailor’s bill!

But it can't be helped. a fellow can’t
get hung up on a spiked branch without
puncturing his baggs. 1 will now tell yon
all about my most famous climb, when i
assended a  poplar-tree  that was
100,000 feet high!

(Pardon me, Dicky, but 1I've no space
for ““tall ¥ stories.—IEd.}

PETER HAZELDENE:

The curious thing about my meost

famous climbing feat is that I knew
nothing at all about it. You see, 1 per-
formed the feat in my sleep! 1 had been

swotting very hard for an exam, and I
suppose it execited my brain too much.
Anvway, I developed the sleep-walking
habit, and one night I climbed right up
to the top of the school tower! Tt wasa
moonlight might, and by a lucky chance
I was observed from one of the windows
of the Remove dormitory. 1 was sitting
in a most perilons position, on a narrow
ledge. When I woke, with a start, and
took in my surroundings, I was seized
with panic. 1 could never have got down
unaided. Bob Cherry and Mark Linley
came to 1y rescue, and it was a thrilling
experience. I haven’t done any sleep-
walking smee, and T don’t want to.
Enough’s as good as a feast!

ALONZO TODD:

I confess I have no head for heights,

and the nicre thought of climbine Mont
Biane or Mount Everest fills me with

-
N %
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horror. T bave no objection to climbing
a short diztance—a rock about three feet
high, for instance. T once accomplished
this daring feat on the scashore at Pegg.
I clambered up on to one of the rocks
and stood proudly on the summit, at least
a yard above sea-level!l 1 was very
proud of this feat, but I would ncé
dream of essaying a higher climb, As
my esteemed Uncle Benjamin says, in a
little book of verse he has just pub-

lished :

“He who climbs a little way :
May live to climb another day;
But he who tries to reach the stars
Will guit this earth to live in Mars!”

WILLIAM GOSLING:

“Wot I says is this "ere, I'm a porter,
I am, not a blessed steeplejack! Yet
whenever one of the young rips at Grey-
friars 'appens to 'it a ball on to one of
the roofs, I'm expected to go up and get
it. Only the other day, Master Cherry
sinit a lorn-tennis ball high into the air,
an’' it lodged on the roof of the Jimmy-

nasium, “‘Gossy,” says he, “go up an’
fetch my ball, therﬁ:’{a a good sort.”
Mo up an’ get it yerself, Master

Cherry!” I retorts. “But 1 don’'t per-
fess to be a climber,” savs he. "1 can’t
climhb "alf a dozen rungs of a ladder with-
out gethin' dizey. But you, Gossy, are
splendid climber—quite as good as
arzan of the Apes!” 1 was rather
pleased with this compliment : so I ties a
couple of ladders together an’ rears 'em
up to the roof. Then I goes up ’and-
over-'apd, while a big crowd watches me
with hated breath. Une false step an’ I
should 'ave come 'urtling down to de-
struction. But I never lost me 'ecad or .
me nerve, All'I lost was me 'at, which
was blowed away by a sudding gust of
wind. 1 recovered the tennis-ball, an'
brought it down to its owner, who tipped
me a tanner. You ought to 'ave 'eard
the cheerin’® when I landed safe an’ sound.
on terrar firrner! Anvbody would think
the school was on fire, an’ 1 "ad gallantly
rescued the 'eadmaster’s daughter from
the flames] I was-made a tremenjus fuss
of. All the same, T can’t say as 'ow I'm
werry fond of these 'cre acrobatiem As
I saud in the beginmin’, I'm a porter, I
am, not a blessed steeplejack 1™ '

VERNODN-SMITH :

Tree-climbing is a risky game, but,.
perzonally, T hLke 1t SBome fellows
weleome the idea of risk, They will
agree with the Canadian poet: )

““ No game was ever vet worth a rap
For a rational man to play,

Iuto which no accident, no mishap,

Counld possibly find its way.”  *

[Supplement. it
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AR be it from me io boast,”
said Jack Jolly, the kaptin of
the Fourth Form at St Bam’s,
“but I'm a npping clmber !

I can eclimb anything, fromm a greasy

pole 10 a mountain-pass, Climbing is

my strong point—my ‘forly,” as they say

_tn France !

Merry and Bright grinned.

“No, you're not a hil boasiful, old
chap,” said the former. “You're not
konseated, either, You're simply stuck
ik L
“Herve, bere!” s=aid Dright. *“You
niake out you're a wunderful climber,
Jack; but I'll tell you one thing you
wonldn't do.”

" What's that?”’

“LClimb up to the top of the church
stepple.”

Jack Jolly larfed skornfully,

“Why, I ecovld easily perform a
simpla feet like that!™ he said. “The
ciiurch  steeple 18 only ten thowsand
rards high, and it will be an casy feet
v climb up it inch by inch !”

Merry and Bright shook their heads
with vigger,

“You'd never do 1L!" =aid Merry.

“Fou'd lose your head,” said Bright,
“and then some passer-by :would come
wlong and find your feet!”

“ ¥You think I should come a eropper ™
said Jack Jolly.

“I'm jolly sure of it!  And you
wouldn't feel very jelly, Jolly, if you
had a jolly good drop of ten thowsand
varda!™
M Ratts!  I'll perform the feet lo-
night,” was the reply. 1 can't do it
in the daytime, bekawse people would
se¢ jne, and I shonld be agrested on a
vharge of attempted sooiside, I'll tackle
the task after lights-out. And if I don't
suxxead in climbing that merry old
steeple night up to the wethercock at
the top, P'll eat my Sunday topper!”
Thai night, after the lighis had been
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A Bicycle a Week !
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distinguished by the prefect on duty,
the three chwins broke bounds and weni
down to the villidge. Their destination
was the parrish church, a fine old build-
ing which had been erected in the rain
of Julius Seizer, and which had wethered
the storms of senturies. It was reckoned
to have the highest spire of any church
in England. ﬁlﬂ welhercock at the top
was guite a big affair, but from the
ground it appeared & mere speck.

It was Jack Jolly's intention to elimb
right up to the top, and sit aslride the
wethercock.

In the darkness the grate building
looked grey and somber and forbidding.

“ Hadun't yon better chuck this tom-
foolery, Jack?"™ muttered Merry, clutch-
ing- at his chum’s arm. “If yon fall
from an attitude of about five thowsand
feet, we sha'n’t be able to catch you, you
know 1"

“1 don’t want to be caught!” growled
Jack Jollv, ““But I'm not going to be
stumped by a simple affair like this,
Whether T'm bowled out or net, T mean
to make the altempt. Yoo fellows run
out of the way, w hi[h?- I start my elimmb,”

“It’ll be a case of Lb.w., I'm think-
ing,” said Bright, *‘Limbs broken
wantonly.” Go ahead, Jolly, if you've
made up your mind to this madness !

Jack Jolly started the assent, The
iirst part of 1t was easy. He merely
had to shin up a drain—gipe attached to
the wall; and this was child's play to
a climber of his ability and agility.

It was when he reached the base of
the church steeple that Jack Jolly's
trubbles began. There® was - practically
to cling to, eggsept litle
crevvices in the brickwork. Jack Jolly
dug his fingers and toes into these—he

had left his shoes down below—and
slowly, inch by inch, he made the
aza¢nt.

Far below, Merry and Bright looked
on  brethlessly. They could just see
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hrilling  story of a pertlous climb.

By Dicky NUGENT.

their chum. He looked like a small fy
climbing up a window-pain,

“Ha'll brake his neck, as sure as eggs
are eges ! muttered Merry,

" Never mind ! said Bright, “ They
won't have to take him wvery far to
berry him. He'll land in the chuirch--
p yard !’

Up and np went Jack Jolly, higher
and higher. And all the time his hart
sank lower and lower, for he wondered,
with a sickening sense of fear, whether
he would ever reach terror-firmer again.

One false move, and the foclhardy
climber would have been food for fishes!
(The writer seems to be getting slightly
mixed. There was no sea down below,
surely—unless it was a sea of anxious
faces '—Ed.) '

Up and up he went, higher and higher,
upper and uvpper. The pore sole won-
dered how long it would last. He knew
that nothing could heal him if he fell.
His tongue was parched and, perscnally,
I wouldn’t have been in hus shees for a
pension !

Only ten more feet to climb! Would
he do 1it? Would he? Could he? Did
he? Didn't he?

AMerry

It was a ternfying moment.
and Bright (:fﬂ.l'lf not bear to look up.
At any minnit they eggspected their
reckless chum to coma crashing down 1o
1.!!_'5!.I.lllikﬁhl'l”.

Would he reach the wethercock 11
safety? Or would a broken finger-na:l
cause him to lose his footing?

Up and up, higher and higher, upper
and upper! And prezzantly Jack Jolly
made a desprit clutch at the swing-
ing weathercock, and hauled himsalf up
until he was astride it. Then he drew
a deep, sobbing breth of releef,

“Bafe!’” he gas horeely.

But was he? How on earth was he
going to get down again? There iz a
saying that it 1s easier to go down than
up; but this wae not so in Jack Jolly's
casé, For a terribul thing had bhap-
pened., He had lost his nerve! :

He hunted for it everywhere. With
feverish fingers he went through his

ocketa, but his lost nerve was not 1o be
ound, He strained his eyes into the

(Continued on next page.)
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NCE on a time (to start my rhyme
Like this 1s only proper)
There lived a bold bad baronet,
By name Sir Hilton Popper.

O

Sir Hilton had a big estate
Comprising many acres,
There was an orchard (lled wiath fruat,

Also a board, “NO TAKERS!”

Hither, one fine half-holidav,
Came Bunter of the Sccond;:

A feed of peaches, plums, and pears
Would Le first-rate, he reckoned.

He clamhbered up the tallest tree,
The offort made him dizzy;

And, perched upon a laden branch,
He very soon gof busy.

“You are observed !"™ Bir Ililion cried.

TR LR L R TR TR T RET L RRRA L L LLLERR AT LR I

UP A TREE!

A Ballad of

Sammy Bunter.

By DICK PENFOLD.

BT T TR T T T R T TR LT UL

Refreshing fruit was swiftly stored
In his capacious pockets;
Then came a snarl from down below—

ITis eves bulged from their sockets! |

Then Sammy fook a downward peep
And nearly toppled over;

He zaw S Hilton's portly form,
Also his bulldog Rover,

“(Come down, vou base marauder!
How dare vou poach on my preserves,
Defying law and order!”

“ Pip-please, sir,” Sammy Bunter wailed,
His plump cheeks pale with fear,
“1 sha'n't be happy on the ground,

I'd sooner stay up here!”

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD:

Sir Hilton Popper pranced around,
Iis eyes with fury Haming,

“I'll thrash vou with my hunting-crop!
Come down!” he kept exclaiming.

The bulldog Rover snapped and yapped,
And tried to climb the tree,

But fell back after every spring—
He was no chimpanzee!

Then Sammy DBunter gave a grin,
A gloating grin of glee.
Said he: “If 1 remain up
No harm can come to me

Alas, alack! There came a crack,
Th[,"'.. grm&,ning i]l’ﬂ,!'.l[_'lll: E’ﬂ"’-’ﬁ 'ﬂ'ﬂ.;f;

A human form come hurtling down,
At Popper's feet it lay.

hero
LI

And then a dreadful scream arose:
“Help! Murder! Fire! Yarooo!

My spine is shattered, I'm afraid,
My neck is broken, too!”

The hunting-crop then rose and fell
On Bammy’s fallen ligure;

=ir Hilton, in a roval rage,
Laid on the strokes with vigour.

IDid Sammy, 'neath that rain of blows,
Preserve a Spartan silence?

Good gracious, no! The noise he made
Might have been heard a mile hence!

ITe crawled away to Greyfriars School
As sore as sore could be;

And now he sadly tells the tale
#low he was "up a tree !
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A NIGHT ALOFT!

(Continued fram previous page.)
darkness, but he ecould see no sign of
1.

“T can't possibly make the dessent
uniil T recover my lost nerve!” he mut-
tered. * I shall have to stay up here
until help comes—and that means a night
aloft!”

He was sitting on that part of the
wethercock which was marked * W."
He wondered what the letter stood for,
“Windy,” most likely, for it was ser-
tainly jolly windy up there. He was
whirled round and round on the swing-
ing wethercock until he grew quite
dizzy. :

Fainlly from below came the voices of
his chums:

“Jﬂil}’!”
*“Come down .

“You'll be blown away if you siay
up there much longer!” .

Jack Jolly peered down into the black
alibias, and he uttered a shreek of
terrer.

“I—I can't come down, you fellows!
I've lost my nerve, and I can’t find 1t
anywhere! I think I must have left it
behind in my study! Don’t stand down
there like graven images! Come up
and reskew me!"”

But neither Merry nor Bright had the
nerve to attempt a reskew. They did
not perfess to be skilled climbers,
Merry, who was rather a good skoller,
had once climbed to the top of his class;
Lbut that was The biggest climbing feet
he had ever performed. And Bright
had often assended a flight of stares;
but that was the limit of his prowess.

“What can we do!" asked Merry,
ringing his hands helplessly,

“We can do nothing,” said Bright.
*1 wouldn't attempt to shin up that
steeple—not if T was offered a tanner!
Jolly will have to stay where he is unfil
help comes. Pity he didn't take a
parrashute up with him !™

. Tue MaeNer LiBRARY.—INo. 855,

yvou ass!”

“Yeos, rathert™

“Zhall we go and fetch a ladder?” sug-
rested Bright.

“That would be no use. Where could
ﬁmlh find a ladder ten thowsand wards

i ?Jf

Eljf_"rrﬁpi we could tie about a hun-
dred ladders together?”

“Don't talk rot! That would take us
all night, and Jolly will be blown away
by dawn, unless help comd ™

Jack Jolly was still clinging despritly
to hiz perch. He was whirled round and
round by the force of the wind, and it
was like being on the roundabouts when
they were eggseeding the speed lhmit.

When dawn ecame he had reached the
ond of his tether, He was cold and
cramped, hopeless and helpless. And
he was just thinking of ending it all
by taking g nosc dive into the church-
vard, wheg. & sudden whirring sound
close at hand brought hope to his
brest.

““An airoplain!” he eried joyfully.

Tt was indeed an airoplain that came
darting towards the church steeple.
The pilot had seen Jack Jolly’s plight,
and was determined to reskew him. He
shut off his engine when he was within
a few feet of the steeple; then he thrust
out a sort of boathook, and hooked Jack
Jolly by the collar and hauled him into
the airoplain.

This may seem impossible to sertain
readers with crittical minds. But they
must remember that fiction is stranger
than trooth—my fiction, at any rate.

The airoplain landed in a meadow
near by, and Jack Jolly’'s chums fell
upon his neck and embraced him. And
they eggstracted from him a sollum
prommis never to go climbing again!

THE END.
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TIPS FOR TREE
CLIMBERS'!

By Tom Brown,

IKE everything else, tree-climbing is
an art that can only be acquired by
constant practice. You cannot expect
to become a proficient tree-climber

at the first time of asking, anoy more than

you can expect to handle an aeroplane, or A

punt, or a motor-car, without previous

experience.
» " L

Most fellows make the mistake of trying
to run before they can walk—that is to say,
instead of selecting a short tree to start
with, they try to climb to the top of a
lofty poplar. When 4they get about ten feet
up they lose their nerve and their grip, and
the result is a nazty tumble, which often
necessitates a week or two in the sanny.
The moral is obvious. Btart with something
small, like a currapt-bush, and gradually
work up till you get to the poplar stage.

* * *

It is difficult, without diagrams, to give
inastructions in the art of eclimbing. The
hands, the knees, and the feet play an im-
portant Fnrt. and the one cannot operate
successfully without the other. They muat
all work in harmony. Don't attempt to
ciimhp a tree with your hands only, letting
the rest of the body dangle into space. And
don’t attempt to hang on to a tree-trunk
by your ankies, allowing the hands to go
free. BSkilled acrobats like Wun Lung e¢an
do this with impunity, but the raw novice
iz likely to get a painful shock'

L ] W ¥

One of the drawbacks to tree-climbing ia
that it reduces a fellow's trousers to
ribbons. Our modera tronsers are not made
to stand the wear and tear of tree-climbing.
1t iz high time that some ftailoring genius
invented a special pair of bags to be worn
by the tree-climbing fraternity. Until this
comez about, the nether apparel ol the
average tree-climber will be * A thisg of
shreds and patches.” ' :

[Supplement iv.
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mmie;ﬂ_- days, under old monastic build- } hidden spring that worked it. Below,
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“The Head %will loock on this as terrific
cheekfulness 1™

Beb Cherry grinned faintly.

“Perhaps it is,” he remarked. * The
vanits are out of bounds., and we've
ettedvin, And—and the Head will be
avlully waxy about our having a key.
He will know we gol it made. I was
danbtful about it when that ass Fishy
suprested 187

Harry Wharton nodided,
wrinkled 1in thought,

“It's rotien!” he
let's think 1t over,
rhumping on the door,
for that.”

“Ye-0-g-05 "

The chums of the Remove descended
the winding stair again {o the vauits,

his  brows
said,  “ Anyhow,
lefore we bemin
Henly of tune

The matler wanted thinking cut—not
it thinking  secmed of mueh use.

They were locked in the svaulis, and
only one way out was krown, sinee i he
cld passage {o the Priory had becn
bricked up.

“We shall be missed abt call-over,”
Rab Cherry remarked. * Then, as some
middy master must have found the door
vnlocked, they'll guess where we are.
1t's bound to coms out !

“I wonder " said Harry slowly.

“{ro it! I you've got an idea—
“Well, you know there used to be a
cssage to the Priory under the woods
t's been bricked up, and nobody ecan
But there may bo

LE
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.
To

gt through now,
ctlhier ways out. If w2 ean find any

“*The if-fulness is tervific!”

* According to the lezend, there's a
tunnel from the sca-caves”
“The slory goes Lhal smugglers, ov
piraics, or conspiralors, ov some of ihe
cid jobmnies whe used to go round look-
inz for trouble, used the lunnel, and
slared their plunder in these vaults, and
Licld their revels here, It's known that
tha vaults were used by conspirators in
(Ceomwell’s time, when they used to plot
to bring back Charles the Second, before
the IRestoration. Well, if there’s a
tunnel to the ses-caves, that would lel
‘us out—if we could find it.”

“AMy hat!" groaned Bob Cherry.
“We came down here to hunt for a
viddy treasure, and it’s come lo huni-
i for a dashed old tuunel o get out!
What a sell!”

“WWell, it's worth trying,” =zaid Harry.
“There'll be a fearful row if we are
catgrht here, and taken to the Head!”

“ No doubt about that,” =zaid Nugent.

“I suppose there’s a chance,” =aid
Dob. “\We may as well try, anyhow.
1t's worth a bit of trouble to get out
of a Head’s flogging.”

“Yes, rather!”

The junicrs reluctanily dizmssed from
their minds the thought of tea n the
study.  They resumed their search of
the vaults; not mow hunting for a clue
to the treasure, but fer -ihe supposed
tunnel to the sea-eaves, Wharton had
breughi a puckel-compass. to assist ind
the quest, and by iis aid the Juniors were
cele  to  traverse the sublterraneat
roee:ses to a point nearest the sea. It

wag a labypinth .of vaults. that apened

Lefore *hem, ihat had exlended, v

satd Tlarry, |

ings that had disappeared cenluries
ago.

The sea-caves, on the Bay of Pegg, lay
soulh-east of the school, and in that
Jireelinn the eompass led the explorers.

They traversed vault after wvault, dim

| arch alter arch, dusky, damp passage

after passage, il they knew that they

must be at some diztance from the

sehool,  Then, at the emd of a stone-

flagged passage, thev found their way

sl e-u!])' barved by solid stone.
{T

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! All

change ™

sid  Bob, with a dismal attempt at
huwmoor.,  “ Terminus "
“Oh, dom't be funny!” groaned

Johnny Bull. “This giddy atmosphere
15 makineg me a bit sick !
“The zamefuluess allects my esteemed

sedf 17 mwubled Huwree Jamset Ram
Singh. _
“All the same, there's ventilation

somewhere, or the air would be quite
poisanous,” said Harry Wharton,

“Nobt  encugh  for comfort,” said
Nugont. “This show wouldn't have
bees  passel o they'd had sanitary-
inspectars in these days!”

The juniors grinned feebly,  Their
long imprisonment in the gloomy vaulls
was rather affecting their spirits,
said

“Well, we're stopped  here,”
Bob, “Blessed if 1 know what they
ever bwlt this passage for, leading

absolulely nowhere”

“They wouldn’t build a passage lead-
ing nowhere, There's some way on, if
wo could find it ;

“ A piddy secret door—what? Thump
on the wall, and see If you can make
anything move.”

The juniors moved along the stone
wall that eclosed the passage. It was
built of the stone from the old quarrics
near Courtfield, like many of the build-
ings of Greyirars itself. The stone was
in laree, solid blocks, and if any of them
moved in some secret manner, Lo leave
an opening, the juniors were unalde lo
discover the means. They desisted at
Fast,

“ Nothing doing " saul BDob. " We've
got 1o teamp back and bang on the
joliy old door and ewn uwp! Dr-r-ra!”

Wharton turned the light to the flog-
stones of the floor. :

“Might be something there,” he saiil.

“Feels solid enough,” said DBob
Cherry,  And he raised his foot and
stamped hard oo the old flag he was
standing on,

The next moment a wild yell rang
through the subterranean passages. The
light that had gleamed on Bob Cherry
rleanied on 4 square opening in the stone
Hoor—and DBob Cherry had vanished
from the sight of his comrades,

R

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Secret of the Vavlts !

“ oB!"”
B Four harnified voices gasped

out the name..

Wharton sprang forward and
knelt on the edge of the opening., DBelow
was black darkness,

“Tob ! he panted huskily,

To the intense relief of the juniors an
answering voice cams from below:

“ All screne !

““Avp you nurt, Boeb®"

“{Only & bump er two.”

“Thank Heaven!" panted Harry.

He swung the ike-lamp inie the
openirng, an:d the - junrers stared down.
The broad Hagstone sesmed to hang
downward., I{ was evidently fixed as a
trapdoar, and Bob Cherry’s thoughtless
<iamp had by sheer aceident struck the

in the lhight of the lamp, the juniors
made out a narrow stone stair. Bob
had dropped eon the stair and rolled
down. Herry Wharton swung himszelf
down, and dropped on the stair safely.

Then he was able to see Bob. Thera
were & dozen steps, and Bob had picked
himself up at the botiom of them, and
was rubbing his knees and elbows
ruefully. :

“There's another giddy passage down
here!” called out DBob. *“This is the
way on., Looks as if we've found the
guddy secret !

The Famous Five were soon gathercd
in  the lower passage. Evidenatly
this was the continuation of the pas=age
above—the secret known, in the old
days, only to the monks who had used
it. :

“This may be the giddy tunnel, or it
mayn't,” said Harry. “But it leads
somewhere. Get on.” _

“ [ wonder if this iz what Blagden dis-
covered in his time here 7" said Nugent.
“ He's supposed to have discovered some-
thing."”

“Goodness knows ("’

The juniors pressed on, Wharton lfl-tll-ri—
ing with the bike-lamp held up. The
air seemed fresher now, but they conld
see no sign of any communication wiik
the upper air. Dob Cherry halled sid-
denly, and stooped, picking up a dull,
rusted metal box that lay on thp. B Lo,

“Yomething the giddy old pirates left
behind I he said. ‘

“[la, ha! ‘The giddy old plutes
didn't carry matchboxes,” sand Johnny
Bull, with a chuckle,

The juniors passed the matehbox, from
Land to hand, staring at it euviously.
Chviously it was of modern manufacture,
and  was of wilver. The monogrun
“P. R was engraved in the metal oy
one side.

“1*. B.” saud Harry.
for Philip Blagden!”

“Qo it does!” agreed Bob. ““YThen
that giddy Okl Boy of Greyinars was
here before us about twenty years ago !
This is his giddy discavery, that brought
him back to ook for the treasure,”

* Looks hike atl”

“dilly ass to drop a silver matchbox
andd leave it here

“Ilold on!” said Harry., "It
have been left to mark something.”

H.Uhlﬁi

“ Blagden had to leave Greyfiriars sud-
denly, you know. Let's look.”

Wharton turned the light on the stene-
flagged floor. Close te the sput where
Bob had picked up the silver matchbox
the stone had been hacked with an axe,
Roughly hewn, the shape of an arrow
could be traced,

“The giddy clue!l” exclaimed DBob
breathlessly. ‘

The arrow-head pointed to the solud
stone wall of the passage. The juniors
oxamined the wall, and found that the
big block of stone, exactly facing the
arrowhead, was marked and scored at the
edges. They understood what ihose
traces meant. Someone—obviously Blag-

“That stands

miay

den—had attempted fo move the stone,

with the aid of a c¢rowbar. Long ago
there had been a treasure-seeker on the
spot, and he had failed. _

“Looks as+if there might be a middy
secret door here,” said Beb. " But if
there is, it won't open.”™

“Tet's try.”

That Blagden had made many attempts
to find, and open, a seerct door in the
wall, mmdicated by the pointing arrow,
was clear. ors-: ti
luck, and for a Tong time they groped
and thumped over the stone hlocks,

THE Maiengr LIBRARY.—No. BDO,

But the juniors- tried their.
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not join
in. He siood watching them, with a
thoughtful expression on lis dusky face.

“My esteemed chums——" he said at
lﬂ-.'rl.

“NW. (.. said Bob.
think, Inky " _

“1f 1 may maks a suggestive remark
to——>?"

“Ha, ha! Goit!”

“The esteemed arrow was eut to indi-
cate something, iy worthy and ludicrous
friend.,” said the naboly “DBut the
esteemned  ancieni johnny  who cut it
wished ta leave a clue for himself, and
not forr anyone else who might follow in
vhis footsteps.”

“Naturally, What about 1£1"

“Then perhapsfully he may bave eut
the arrow pointing wrongfully,” sug-
gested Hurres Singh.

“ Fh"

“Buppose he wanted {o point to a
certain spot to help him lind a certain
place, but did not wish to leave clueful
indications for anvone else?  'Then he
might point the head of the arrow to a
blank wall, and the tail of the esteemed
arrow to the spot he wished to find again,
It would pull the excellent leg of any
searcher who followed after him.' °

“Oroat Scott 17

Theve were evidently possibilities in
the nabob's sage suggestion. The juniors
rushed across the passage, and began to
examine the opposite wall. FHere there
were no traces of the crowbar. Plainly
1lurree Singh's theory had never oc-
curred to Blagden,

Two or three eclectric torches were
turned on, and the .juniors eagerly
examined every inch of 1'1ln:: ancient stone
blocks. Bob Cherry thumped at the
upper biocks, and kicked foreibly at the
lawer. In one spot he thought he de.
tected a hollow sound. He kicked again,
ant! there was a dull, grinding, wrench-

ing sound, and the stone block moved
bhack.

““ITalle, hallo, hallo !
Bob,

“Huarraly I"

“YWhat do you

Eurcka ! yelled

THE SCHOOL ARD DETEGCTIVE WEEKLY!

A black orifice opened belore ihe
juniors, It was large enough for a man
to crawl through, and Wharton dropped
on hands and knecs, and, holding the
bike-lamp before him, cravled in. Be-
yond was a narrew tunnel, widening after
a few yards,

“Come on!" shouted Wharton.

The juniers erawled through one by
orie, their hearts beating high with px-
citement now.  Whether this was the
“way out "' they were seeking, or not, it
was a thrilling discovery.

Wharton rose to his feet in the pas-
sage, and lifted the light. The passage
opencd into a vault,

“Come on ! he hreathed.

Three or four dark, gloomy vaults
opened one after another. The juniors
stopped at last in a stone arch, which
was closed by a door of ancient
oak, hard as iron. Ilarry Wharton
groped over the door. It opened to his
touch, '

There was a pale glimmer of lighi
beyond.  From zomewhere, some faint
gleam of daylight penetrated into the
vault, Dimly at first, a strange scene
opened before the eyes of the Greyfriars
juniors,

“Thore — there’s
gasped Bob.

“What "

* (ood heavens!™

And as they took in the scene, the
juniors backed away from the door with
pale, horrified faces.

ST —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Dead Men’s Treasure !

ARRY WHARTON pulled himse!f
H together, His heart was beat-
ing hard, and his hand
shaking,
“Come on ™ he said, a litile unsteadily,
“We're going through with this!"”
*But—but they——"" faltered Nugent.
“Dead!” said  Harrv, * Dead,
hmlr:!rml:a of ¥ears ago most likely. Come
on |
Harry Wharton led the way, and the
juniors followed him in through the

someone  there!”

Wi

| arched doorway.

o

It was a strange and terrible scene that
was before them.

Hvidently the old legend was true, that
in ancient days the hidden waunlts had
been used by the old sea-robbers to store
their plunder, and to held revelry after
their voyages. There was a large table
in the wvault, and drinking-glasses ‘and
tankards and silver poblets glimmered
in the light. Three ancient oaken chairs
stood round the table, and on the chairs
three human figures sat.

The juniors gazed at them in awe,

The figures did not move. For the first
moment, in the uncertain light, they had
weemed living men; but it was easy to
see that centuries had passed since they
had lived. One of them sat with his face
shrouded by a plumed hat. The faces of
the other two could be seen, and they
were the faces of skeletons—grinning
skulls that seemed to mock at the horr-
fied glances of the juniors,

There was a deep silence,

In that dim wvault those skeleton
figures had sat, undisturbed, for long,
long years—on the table before them the
goblets from which, in life, they had
drunk deep draughts. A small, barred
window, communicating with some well-
hidden ventilating-shaft, allowed a pale
gleam of light to fall into the wvault.
The lamp, Leld high by Harry Wharton,
shone on grinning skeleton faces, on glim-
nwering  tankards, and on heaps and
heaps, stacks and piles, of ancient coins—
Spanish doubloons, English guineas and
five-guinea pieces, French louis-d'or,
ducafs of Venice and Genoa, and coins
of strange design that the juniors had
never seen before,

It was the treasure!

What was the value of the eoins on
the table, and of the jewels that sprawled
among the goblets, the juniors could not
even puess. DBut they knew that the
value must be great,

There was & long, long silence. Dob
Cherry broke it at last, :

“ Treasure trove!” he said,

Frank Nugent approached one of the
seated figures, K rusted sword in a
ritsted scabbard leaned against the arm
of the old chamr. Nugent touched the

ey | EE:JI 't

.i -
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‘“Hold on !’ said Wharlon, * The matehbox
captain of the Remove turned the light on the

matchbox the stone had been hacked

v R S
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might have been left here to mark auﬁathjng. Let’s look [** The| .
| stone-flagged ground. Close to the spot where Bob had picked up the
with an axe. Roughly hewn, the shape of an arrow ceuld be traced,

clue [ * exclaimed Bob Cherry breathlessly. (See Chapfer 10.)

11 m Eidd,
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cloak, and it crumbled at his touch, He
drew his hand away quickly.

Wharton caught hiz breath.

“What—what could Lave been  the
cause of this?” he uittered, * They
died here, years ago—centuries ggo, |
suppose- dicd  here,  round the iabie
where they had been drinking—why 77

“Goodnes=s knows "

“Mhey may have lost the way ont.”
muttered  Bob. "R uppose-— suposs
sommeone shut them up here—fastened the
stone we came through from the ol
side—left them to die bLere, so that he
could come back later and rob them!”

" It's possible’s .

Strange thoughts of that old time came
into the juniors’ minds as they gazed,
with awed cyes, at the skeleton tigures.
Some faithless comvrade of the gang, per-
haps, had played adreacherous trick, clos-
ing the secret exit on the pirates, if
irates thoy were.  Therr dress locked
ke the costume of Biuact days. 1'ossi
bly they were one of the bands of Cava-
lers who, after the triwmmph of ihe
Reoundheads, had taken to piracy, vsing
the name of the exiled King as a poerexi
for robbery on the Ingh sca:, CUeonepirs
tors, or pirates, or both, they had osed
the hidden vaults as a reluee and a piace
of arms, and here they bad perished—
why ?

Shut in the wvault, deprived of the
chance of escape, with abundant wine In
intwmerable flasks, but with food failing
them, bhad they gatheved round the table
for a last wild drinking-bout as they felt
death creeping on them ?

It seemed so; but what had happened
in those dark old davs coukd never be
cecurately known.

“Let's get out of this,” said Nugent al
[ast. :

His face was very pale.

The juniors left the vault.

Slowly, with grave and saddened feces,
they made their way back the way they
had come.

I silence the juniors regained the pas-
sage where the rough hewn arrow  had
given them the clue 1o the secret vault,

There they paused.

“We'd hetior get hack 1o the sclinol”
zaid Harry Wharton slowly., " No good
hunting for a way out now., We shall
have to tell about this, =0 there's mno
question now of keeping it dark., Let's
get back.,”

“And the soconer the
Nugent, with a shiver,

In silence, still feeling the eerie effect
of the strange and terrible scene they had
left behind them, the juntors retraced
their steps along the glooiny passages,
and 1'¢uﬂ}lmd, abt lazt, the school vaunlts,

They ascended the winding statr to the
oaken door, and, to their surprise, found
i open. Voices came to them as they
ascended to the door; they heard My,
Quelch’s voice:

“The door certainly was unlocked. I
found it so, A Remove boy pointed out
the fact to me. It did not oceur to me
that anvone had gone down; but, since
five juniors were missing at roll-cal—"

“They may be out of gates, sir,”

It was Wingate's voice,

“Possibly; but I am very anxious
tn_.'? L

Harry Wharton estepped out at the
doar.

“Here we are, gir!” he said quietly,

Mr. Quelch started, and gave him a
stern look,

“Follow me to the Head at once!” he
said.

“ Very well, sir,”

And the Famous Tive followed their
Form master. But they went withont
much- apprehemsion. . They had dis-
covered the secret of the waults, they
had unearthed the legendary treasure of

hetter,” said

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo !
the Co.

the bike lamp before him, crawled in.
alter a few yards.

Eurcka ! ** yelled Bob Cherry.
A black orifice opened hefore the juniors,

““ Come on ! ’* shouted Wharton,

‘““Hurrah ! "' roared| .
It was large enough for a .
man to erawl through ; and Wharton dropped on his hands and knees and, holding | .

Beyond was a narrow tunnel, widening
(See Chapter 10.)

T
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Grevfriars, and what they had io tell
nas maoire than enough to placate the

Head.

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Fishy's Reward !

i HARTON Y
W “Chorry 1™ ‘
“You've tound 1"

“My hat!”

“ Honest. Injun—what

A crowd of excited Tellows surrounded
the FFamous INive, a few minutes after
they had emerged from the Head's study.
The news spread through the school like
wildfire,

IF'or an hour at least the Famous Five
were kept busy, while they snatehed lea
i their study at the same time, teiling
the fellows cver and over agzain what
they had discovered.

“T guess I'm on in this!” roared
Fisher T. Fish, shaking a bony fist at
the Famous Iive. “Aind, I'm on n
this! You hear mae?”

*Tell the Head about 1t 1" grinned Bob
Cherry. “The thing's in his hands now.
All the masters are going down with
the Head, andiwe're going to guide them,
after tea. Tell the Head vou won't let
him touch the stuff, Fishy,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I guness I'm on! T guess I—T—-"

“It's all Fishy's doing,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “He gave us away
to Quelchy—at least, he told Quelchy
that the vaults door was unlocked, and
it was locked on us. Wae were trying to
tind another way out when we got on to
the treasure. We might never have found
it if Fishy hadn’t been such a rotter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” *

2 Fiﬁi'l;:,r ought to be rewarded,” =aid
"uTel'nun-Smitﬁ

“1 gaess so—J guess—-"

" Collar him !”

1y

“Hyer, I say, I reckon—I caleulate—
yaroooop !

Fisher T. Fish wazs duly rewarded
with a severe bumping, and was theu
kiched out of Study No. 1. He went
raging down the passage. rubbing his
bumps, and fairly spluttermg with ap-
prehonsion of losing his * whack ™ in the
Fddiscovered treasoare,

There was a coaseless huze of volees in

Land arcund Study No. 1, and the Famous

Five had to tell the tale over and over
again, till they were called upon to guide
the Head: and several other masters to
the hidden vault of the skeletons. Fisher
T. Fish strove to follow the party
through the oaken doorway, but My,
GJuelech ordered him back sharpiy.
And Fisher T, Fish limped away.

Greyfriars School talked of little else
but the * treasure trove,” and the strange
iiscovery in the hidden vault, for many
a day to come, Antiquaries and
archaeclogists came from near and far
to investigate ; imnumerable ancient and
bald-headed gentlemen came and dis-
nlayed the keenest interest 1in the matter.

But interest in the matter—in Study
Na. 1, at least—waned before very long.
The big matches were coming along, and
King Cricket reigned, and by the time
the Rookwood match was due Harry
Wharton & (o, had almost forgotten
about * Treasure Trove.”

THE END.

(Be sure and order next Monday'a
MAagseET well in advance, jor in addition
to the wsual long story of Harry
Wharton & Co, there iz a simple com-
petition offering a magnificent " Royal
Enfickl ¥ Bicyele to the winner, also the
start of a superh old-time scrial story.
entitled “ Sherwood Gold)!”  Tell all
your pals about these wonderful attracs

tigng, chuma.) i .
Tae Maewgr Lmmrany.—No. 8565,
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=Y No. 1..—MAROONED ON THE
'\?ﬁ " CARIBS' IBLE!

(Continued from puge 2.}

been the signal for his own death. He forced
it back just in time, and then his bound
libs etiffencd into rigidity as he watched
the procession which was passing before his
eyes.

Down the valley was passing a band of
fully a hundred eavages, arrayed in eusan-
L;niﬂed skins and feathers, and armed with
war-clubs and spears. Their faces were the
most hideous Gerald had ever seen, for they

were distorted by eruelty and bloodthirsti-

such as no words could adequately
deseribe. ¢

And marching among the savages, with
their hands tied behind them, were Captain
Ilavee and twelve of the erew of the Ro=e.

tierald guessed how it had happened. 1he
captain of the buccaneers and some of lis
men bad landed on the isle in search of
water, they having fallen into the same error
45 the Spanish don Io supposing that the
isla was uniohabited,

The savages had suddenly ponuced on
tliem. That the buceaneers had pot given in
tamely was evidenced by the fact that not
ope of the prisoners were unwounded; some
were but slightly hurt, but more thao half
could scarcely drag their way along.

Gerald kmew that they were being led to
a death of torture, apd then an albazing
discovery burat on him.

He was on the Caribs" Isle—on the isle
of the hidden treasure, of which he could
make himself practically king if he could
but get frec and use the secret he pos-
sezged!

1t seemed too etrapge to be frue; but the
old Plymouth sailor who had given Gerald
the secret of the isle had described the
Caribs too often and mioutely for the youth
to make a mistake. One conclusive proof
was that they bhad dangling on their wrists
hracelets of twisted gold and sharks’ teeth,
such as were known no other savages in
the Sonth Seas,

< 0Oh, if T conld only hreak free—if T eould
nunly hreak free, and save my caplain and
comrades "

Gerald's lips did not =peak the words, but
they throbbed in his bhrain, and were echoed
in every fast beat of his heart. The Caribs
had not seen him, for he had been thrown
into long grass, which almost covered him,

i ot

and he lay motiounless, g0 that not a grees
blade quivered to betray his preseoce.

The savages and his companions passed
him so closcly that he thought that the feet
:I:E: some of them were certain to crush ou
Lim, -

But they did not do sn. He bit his lijp
till the blood came to keep himself from
calling out tn his [ellow-buccaneers. His
good sense told him that if he yielded to
the impulse to do this he would but bhe
throwing away hiz own life, without doiug
his friends any good.

But if he could get free in time he might
save them all!

The Caribs were jewel worshippers, and
they had a law that whoever became pos-
sessed of a large diamond, which they called
the Light of Life, should be their chief, and
that his word should be as the law of life
and death among them.

This diamond had been hidden away hy its
last possessor in order that he should not
be robbed of it, and he had died without
revealing the secret to anyone.

But John Pilgrim, the Plymouth bne-
caneer, had bheen wrecked on the izle, and
briad  discovered the secret hiding-place by
aceident. He had not, however, succeeded in
retting the diamond inte his hands, but had
beem compelled to fAee from the isle on a
raft, in order to escape the hot pursuit of
the Caribs, who would otherwise have killed
him ere he could seize the fateful gem,

He had been picked up by a passing ship,
and had fully intended to return to the
Spanish Main himself; but eventa had pre-
vented this, and he had given the secret to
Gerald Leigh when he was on his deathbed.

[f Gerald could but lay hands on the Light
nf Life before his comrades were massacred
hy the ferocious Caribs!

S0 intent was he on doing all he eould to
save them that he scarcely gave a thought
ta his own peril.  As sobn as the savages
were out of sight he tugged frantically at
the cords which bound his wrists. In vain!
The cruel bonds held fast, and the sole
results of his ztraining were to cut his fesh
to the bone and draw the cords tighter.

What, sound was that?

He ceased his efforts suddenly to listen in-
tently., There was a rustling sound in the
undergrowth! It was so faint as to be next
to inaudible, but it was full of nerve-shaking
omen, for it announced the stealthy approach
of some savage beast.

As Gerald heard it, and realised what
might happen to him at any second, a
shadow came hetween himself and the moon ;
and, garzing up, he saw the livid, grecd-eon-
vulsed face of Don Belthasar de Cordova
rpazing down at him,

“1 have come back to glve you a Iast

a2

the Spaniard.

"The jaguar made 1ts leap and buried ifs fangs and talons deep into the body of
““Santa Maria! Death has found me out!”
words of despalr, the don struggled Irantieally.

Shrieking the

T Maowgr Lisrany.—No. ﬁ-.
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cance!™ the don sald. “ Will von tell me
Lhe secret of the Caribs’ Isle if I will promise
you your lifetr

_terald made a swift, writhing movement,
for he thought that the wild beast Lidden
i the undergrowth was coming nearer. But
the Spaniard thought that this movement
ciggified that the young buceaneer had some-
low hroken his honds. Swiftly the Spaniard
:__m;t-r:j!&ed out a knife, and stabbed at

i ¥

The sharp blade missed its mark, but, in-
stead, struck against the cords which bound
the youth's wrists, and shaved through them
as if they had been packthread,

The young buccaneer's hands were free,
although his ankles remained bound. Writh-
ing Limself round, he pgrappled with his
spanish foe. The two fought, rolling over
and over; and from the undergrowth behind
them cemerged a hoge black-and-vellow.

“striped jaguar, which crept upon them with

stealthy, deadly sureness|

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Precious Diamond !

UN IPALTHASAR was so iotent on
heuling Gerpld that he never heard

the approach of the jagnar. In

_valn the young buccaneer tried to
;vatrﬁl him of the peril which menaced them
JOLAT.

Hiz voice wag drowned by a death-scream
froom the domn.

The jaguar made its leap, and byried its
becth and talons deep in the body of the
apanlard, who happened to be the upper-
most of the two antagonists at the time.
Had their positions been reversed, and
Gerald been on tup, the young Briton would
have been the victim,

* Banta Maria! Death has found me out!”

Shrieking the words of despair, the don
struggled frantically, hopelessly, with his ter-
tible enemy, He was dragged from Gerald,
near whom he dropped his dagger.

In a minute the young buccaneer was
free, and had leaped to his feet. He could
do nothing for Balthasar de Cordova. The
don was dead, and the jaguar was standing
over him with glaring eyes and gleaming
fangs.

[t waz mo use to waste time over the
dead when the living were in danger,

Sick at heart, but with unbroken courage,
Gerald made his way from the valley, and,
eluding some of the crew of the San Jacopo,
who were seeking their captain, he shooted
to them to heware of the jaguar and the
Caribs, and then raced as fast a= he could
toward a lofty mountain which towered up
in_the centre of the isle.

His Teart was sick with suspense when he
wondered if Captain Rovee and the others
were still alive. Panting, staggering now
and them, but wever beaten, he went on—
up and up.

Hark!

He stopped to look back, for ferocious
vells were ringing in his ears, and he heard
i cry an the Carib tongue :

“ Death to the white vouth '™

some of the savages had seen him, and
yelled to the others. A mob of shrieking,
howling, coppery-skinned demons rushed up
the mounntain’s side, bent on killing the
Jr'l.rlll'u_: hili’.‘L‘.‘:lH‘E‘:]'-

Gerald was hemmed in by two foes,

* Dreath fo the white wouth! Death—
death!™

The ery of the ¢'arihs sounded nearer now!
But it was essential that if Gerald was to
win the diamound of fate he should go on a
little farther.

Then the young buccaneer made his last
effert, Htagﬁering on for twenty paces more,
He summaoned up all his remaining strength,
awed  bore from its place a -great boulder
wideh had been half embedded in the moun-
tain. It rolled from the pathway, and from
the hotlow in the rock: which it had eovered
Gerald snaltehed the Light of Life.

In the nick of time!

As zpon a3 they saw the gem, which .
glowed like living fire, they hung back with
howls of terror. Not one of them dared to
tonch Gerald, whom they ackaowledged their
master. Captain Royce and the others, fortu-
nately still alive, were szet free, and the
Licard of hidden jewels were handed over
to Gerald, who, with his buecaneer comrades,
got away from the Caribs’ Isle, and safel
rejoined the Rose, which, with the rest
the crew, was cruising about the island in
search of them. :

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Race for Home !

YV  the rail of the mail steamer
B Nasalla, in dock at Bombay,
India, stood two athletic figures,
garbed in white duck tropical
clothing. One was Ferrers Locke, the
famous English private detective; the
smaller, Jack Drake, his astute young
assisiant.

For some time they stood gazing down
upon the busy wharf in silence. The
mails for England were being loaded for-
ward, A procession of passengers werc
slowly mounting the gangway— British
officers and Civil Servants, returning
home for long-expected leave; wives and
children of Anglo-Indians, going to ihe
homeland for residence, and a few
wealthy natives, eager to see the sights
of Euragpe.

A stout-looking mnative, wearing &
white turban, with a gilt cockade, and
an immaculate-cut suit of tusser silk,
who was followed by two Sikh retainers,
attracted the keen eves pf the sleuth.

‘Drake noticed the wealthy-looking
Indian simultaneously.

“My aunt!” he muttered. “I should
think that fellow is a giddy rajah, chief,
I expect the beggar has palaces and
jewels galore in his native Btate. 1
wonder who he can be?”

Ferrers Locke turned and made an in-
quiry of the fourth officer, who was pass-
ing at that moment,

“That's the Jam Sahib of Bhopur.
He is a native prince who has kept him-
self in retirement for years. Few people
know anything about him. Then he sud-
denly decided to make his first trip across
the waters, and it was only yesterday
that he booked his passage in this ship.”

“Thanks,” said Locke. “He's an
interesting-looking sort of johony.”

At last all the mails had been stowed

~ and the gangway lowered. The mooring

lines were cast off, and to the accom-
paniment of the gruff bellow of her
giren, the Nasalla drew slowly out of
the dock and headed through the magni-
ficent harbour, her nose pointing towards
the bronze lighthouse and the open sea.

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake re-
mained by the rail, watching the en-
trancing panorama of the Gateway of
India, as Bombay has been called. Soon
the familiar sight of the Royal Yacht
(‘lub, the Apollo Bunder, the Taj Mahal
Hotel and Calabar, faded {rom view
astern, and India became but an indis-
tinct blur on the horizon.

It was not without a thrill that Tocke
and Drake realised that they bhad begun
their race for home, the prize for which
was the acquisition of a sandalwood box.

For this was no pleasure cruise for the
sleuth and his assistant, Long before
they had set out from England on whas
was surely the most amazing quest upon
which man had ever embarked.

A noted scientist named DProfessor
Arnold Erskine had been slain at his
residence in Dulwich, England. Locke
had proved that the assassin was none
other than Dr. Ilarvey Kruse, &
specialist in tropical diseases who had
practised in Harley Street. But Kruse
had eluded the police and made his get-
away from England.

At first Ferrers Locke had been hard
put to find a motive for the crime. A
summons into the presence of no less a
personage than Britain’s Home Secre-
‘ary resulted in an amazing disclosure.
It seemed that Professor Erskine had
made the discovery of the age—the find-
ing of a formula for the conversion of
base metal into gold, The only paper
in existence that contained this secret
was not to be found among the pro-
fessor's effects. But the Home Secre-
tary, fearful of the financial chaos which
would result if the formula became
public, commissioned Locke and Drake
ta find that paper and destroy it at no
matter what expense. :

The whereabouts of the = missing
formula was a complete mystery, save
that there seemed a slight clue in the
last words spoken by the professor him-
self. These were, “Don’t break open the
sandals—=—" Speedily Locke had dis-
covered that a pair of purple sandals
were missing from the scientist’s collec-
tion of curios. It seemed likely that the

CEEUMES
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No. 10.—THE TRIUMPH OF FERRERS LOCKE!

eccentrlo professor had hidden the for-
mula in one of these =sandals Ior
seeurity,

Another person also held to this idea.
‘I'his was Dr. Harvey Kruse, the man
who had committed the ecrime. There
hegan &n exciiing quest across the
At%a.mic, through Canada, over the
Pacific, and across India, after the purple
sandals, which passed through many
hands,

At last T.ocke had tracked the foot-
wear to Agra in the Punjab, and had
broken them open, only to find them
cmpty. Here, however, he picked up
another clue., It was to the effect that
when Professor Erskine had purchased
the purple sandals in India long before,
he had also secured a sandalwood box.
Tn a flash a new theory occurred to the
deuth, A box had been sold out of the
professor’s collection of curios, and 1t
appeared likely that it was in this
article that the precious formula was hid-
den, Unluckily. the astute Dr, Kruse, mn
disguise, had overheard, too, the con-
versation from which Locke had learned
of the sandalwood hox, And it was the
thought of his great enemy being in pos-
spssion of this knowledge that caused the
itirrows deeply to line the detective's
brow as he stood by the rail of the
Napsalla heading through the Indian
Ocean,

Jack Drake was not possessed of the -
same sense of respongibility as his chief.

“Thank goodness we're well on our
way at last, guv’'nor,” he said cheerfully.
“T'll eat my sun helmet if we haven't
loft old Kruse in the lurch this time.
It's odds that the police of India will get
him, after the description you gave of
the rotter before leaving.” )

Locke lighted a Burma cheroot with
a thoughtiul air,

“T wish I could belleve that, my boy,”
he said. “In my opinion Kruse is a
mateh for all the pnI]iﬂa in India. It's
my one regret that we were mot able
to remain in Agra to get on his trail
ourselves, but it's that sandalwood box.
we must get by hook or crook now.”

Tae MagNET LasRARY.—No. 830,
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#gtill, we joliy well know the scoun-
drel hadn't any money when he was in
the Punjab,” said Drake. 't'lhﬁ crew
of every ship leaving India will be care-
fully searched, and it's only by getting

a Lerth Lefore the mast that a man with-

ont money would be able to get away
from the country, Besides, most of the
erews emploved :
doctor could never pass himself off ‘as a
Lascar in o thousand years.”

“That's true,” agreed Locke. “ Bui
ite this that worries me.” ;

He took from his pocket a two-days -
old copy of the “Times " of India. With
his finzer he indicated to Drake a column
of pews headed, “Two lacs of rupees
stolen from the Maharajah of Bikbara.”

“This robbery,” said Locke, " took
place at Onpur, in the province of
Ahmedabad, which is between the
Punjab and Bombay. Of course, Dr.
Kruse might have had nothing whatever
to-do with the robbery, but there exists
the possibility that he had. Now, fwo
lacs of rupees are equal to fourteen
thousand pounds, If Kruse had man-
aged to get away with such a sum, he
would be in an extremely favourable posi-
tion for getting out of India.” _

‘i But—but it's impossible !" exclaimed
Drake, astounded at the suggestion.

“We must regard nothing as i1mpos-
sible to Kruse,” said Ferrers Locke seri-
ously, ‘““He bas broken through the
net of the law not omce but a dozen
times. We have had him between our
finger and thumb, so to speak, and he
has got away.”

“ Chiefly by luck,” said Drake, think-
ing of the bad fortune which had been
the lot of his chief and himself on their
wovld-wide guest,

“Dy luck, to a degree—yes,” said the
detective.  “But it was backed by an
astuteness such as I have never seen re-
vealed by any other criminal. We dare
.not hold Kruse too lightly, my boy.
we must just make this dash to Fng-
land as though the fellow was at our very
heels, ™

The vovage from Bombay across the
Tndian Ocean to Aden at the Southern
extremity of the Red Bea passed . with-
- out incident.

are Lascars, and the)]

It was as the ship was proceeding
northward through the Red Sea, after
leaving Aden, that something oecurred
which created a feeling of great uneasi-

ness and insecurity to both Ferrers Locke |

and Jack Drake.

The pair shared a two-berth ecabin.
One night, after retiring early iollowing
a musical evening in the saloon, Ferrers
Jzocke was about te turn into his bunk
when a very slight protuberance at the
foot of the coverlet caused him to draw
back the blanket. To his astonishment,
lying at the foot of his bed, was a queer-
shaped, oval article covered with bristles.

“Well, I'm blessed!" muttered Locke.
“Is this one of your pranks, my boy?"

Drake turned and looked at the object
in his chief's bunk.

“Ha, ha!” he laughed. " Bomebody
15 trying to take the rise out of you,
sir. It's one of those dried parrot-fishes
that some of the passengers bought in
Aden. I saw a Somali chap hawking
them near the landing-stage. But it was
no jape of mine"

“That's the truth, Ihrake?”
Locke, eyeing the youngster keenly,

“On my honour, sir, Hee it's wet,
see it's dry——""

He broke off as a knock sounded on
the door and the steward entered with
a glass of Perrier water and biscuits,
which the sleuth had ordered to be
brought to him,

“Here, my man!” said the detective,
indieating the strange-looking stuffed fish
in the bunk. “ You don’t know anything
about this, T suppose? You didn't spot
anyone slip into this cabin?”

“Not me, sir,”” replied the steward.
“Beems as though somecne wanted lo
play a prank on you. I've seen this old
jape tried before. You get into bed and
put vour foot against those prickles and
get a shock, as though you'd put your
toes on a pin-cushion.”

He pot out his hand. Tmmediately a
changed expression cawme over the detec-
Livee's face. .

“ Wait, man, wait |
don’t touch it!"

Scared by the imperative tone of
Locke's voice, the steward puiled his

sald
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nand away as though from a wasp's nest.

lut he had touched one little spike of
the strange parrot-fish with his fore-
linger.

“ Let me see your hand,” said Ferrers
Locke.

He clasped the fellow's wrist and gazed
ut his finger. A tiny spot of blood
showed mnear the tip. Bwift as light-
ning, Locke atu-‘J[.Ha(F down and sucked
the tiny wouundd.

“Here, 1 say! What are you doing,
sic?”  demanded the astonished ship's
steward. “ That Lttle pin-prick won't
hurt me !™ ’

“Perhaps not, my man,” said the
sleuth, “but it's welk not to take liberties
with even the sinallest wound in this
part of the world. Not for a3 moment
do I think—-" e

He stopped suddenly as the colour
faded from the steward's face,

“(reat smoke!” gulped the man.
—T feel like I'm going to faint, sir!”

Swiftly Locke put his arms round the
man and lowered him gently on io
IDrake's bunk. :

“Dirake,” he zaid, as he tore open the
steward's collar, ' go and fetch the ship’s
surgeon, and on no account let anvone
touch that devilish parrot-fish when you
returmn,”

The doctor soon arrived in the cabin,
and his examination of the unfortunate,
steward revealed the amazing fact that
the man was suffering from the light
effects: of some poison that is obtained
from the roots of an Indian plant.

In a few words Locke eoxplained how
the man had touched the curious object
which had been put by some person
witknown in his bunk.

“It seems to me,” said the docior,
*that the poison must be on the bristles
of that fish, but it's most amazing if such
185 the case. There's no doubt, though,
that your promptitude in dealing with
the wound has saved this man's life, for
the poison is of the moat deadly variety.™

The steward was removed to the sick
bay, and after a few hours of sickness
completely recovered.

The parrot-fish was carefully lifted
between two pillows and taken to the
surgeon’s dispersary, where it was sub-
jected to various tests. The suggestion
of the doctor was found to be correct.
Upon each of the numerous spikes of
the curio was a little of the deadly
paison. ;

That night, when Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake had retired, they lay awake
discussing the sinister occurrence, :

“My aunt, what a lucky escape !’ said
Jack Drake, for about the tenth time.
“Just imagine, chief, if wyou had got
into bed and shoved your foot up against
that beastly thing you would have been
killed for a certainty!”

“Too true,” agreed Locke. "It was
no jape, as we at frst suspected, my
boy, but a most dastardly attempt on
my life. We have an enemy aboard this
ship. Who it is we must discover if we
possibly can. DBut, by Jove, we must
keep our eyes skinned for any further
attempt he mav make! Meantime, I
must admit I am absolutely in the dark
about this mysterious affair.”

Then Drake voiced in words a thought
which had been at the back of the
detective’s mind,

“ Zurely 1t—it couldn't be possible that
Kruse i1s on board the Nasalla?™

“1 ecan’t credit such a thing,” said
Locke., * Before leaving Bombay 1
proved to my satisfaction that he was
not among the crew. Every man was
examined by the police. There was no
chance whatever of his coming on this

an
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Qutside some hangars a four-seater machine of the Maritimes Company was about to take off. The meéehaniés about it
dropped back in astonishment as the two Englishmen on their camels dashed up and dismounted.  (See page 24.)

ship as a stowaway, Of that I am posi-
tive, There is not a passenger who even
faintly resembles the doctor. And yet
who else would have any design on my
life?"

And, despite the efforts of Locke and
Drake during the next two or three days
to eluridate the sinister oecurrence, the
affair remained an impenetrable mystery.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Through the Sandstorm !

Y thoe time the Nasalla dropped

B anchor at Suez, at the southern

entrance to the Suez Canal,

Forrers Locke had decided on a

plan which he hoped would get him and

Drake home to England leng before the
liner even reached Marseilles.

“'I'here 15 an alr station near Cairo,
wmy boy,” he told Drake. * Instead of
going to Marseilles and taking the Rapid
train acrgss the Continent, we will try
to secure an aeroplane.”

“My bhat! That would be fine, sir!"
sald [Dlrake, his eyes lighting. * But
won't it be a rattling big expense ?"

“Doubtless. But I'm sure the Home
Secrelary weould approve of our incur-
ring it. You will remember that he told
us in London that we were to spare no
expense, and in my opinion it 13 most
important that we should be in England
at the earlicst possible moment.”

The advantage of going to Caire,
which could be reached easily by train,
was that in the event of their being
unable to secure an aeroplane they could
go by rail to Port Said. Here at the
nertherly end of the Canal they could
board the Nasalla again if necessary.

As is usual with liners proceeding Fast,
aquite a number of the first-class
passengers availed themselves of the
opportunity of wvisiting the Egyptian
capital, close by which are the famous
Pyramids and Sphinx,

Among the number the sleuth and
Drake noticed the Jam Sahib of Bhopur,
who had kept very much to his cabin on
the journey through the Indian Ocean
and Red HSea. Certainly none of the
white passengers had attempted to con-
verse with him, and it was common
knowledge in the ship that the Jam
cowld speak no other language but
Hindostani, His - two 8Sikh servants

accompanied him, and a small amount
of personal luggage,

The train on which the passengers of
the Nasalla travelled to Cairo reached
tho capital just after the sun had set.

Ferrors Locke and Jack Drake were
among the first to leave the station and
board one of the taxicabs which were
plying for hire outside. As they drove
oft to call at the offices of the Marifimes
Aero Company, Jack Drake, glancing
through the smnall window in the back
of the cab, happened to notice that their
foellow passenger of the liner, the Jam
Sahib of Bhopur, had entered a closed
maotor-car. He pointed out the fact to
Locke, and that the two Sikh servants
were returning to the station,

“1 expect old Jammy i1s going te put
up at Shepheard’s Hotel, or one of the
other posh hotels,” =aid the boy.

Nothing else was thought of the matter
just  then, though subsequent events
hrought the seemingly trifling incident
vividly to the minds of the pajr.

There was a smart French under-
manager at the offices of the Aero Com:
pany, and to the man TFerrers Locke
explained in fluent French his desire to
hire an aeroplane for the journey to
England.

The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders.

“I am exceedingly sorrv, m'sieu,” he
said in the same langnage. " The only
machine availabhle has been booked
already, We had a wireless niessage
from s.e. MNasalla, asking us to reserve
it for the Jam Sahib of Bhopur.”

“The Jam Bahib!” exclaimed Locke.
“But we saw him not fifleen minutes

agol”

“That may he, m'sien,” said the
Frenchman suavely. “We =ent our car
tn the station to meet him. He is

proceeding direct to Teunlah, our aero-
drome five miles from the city, and is
starting for England to-night.”

Locke grit’red%ﬁﬂ teeth with annovance
that the wealthy prince had unconsciously
stolen a march on him in this fashion.
Put there was vet a faint hope that he
might be able to make the journey in
tha one available aeroplane,

In a few terse sentences he explained
to tho under-manager the urgent neces:
sity for his .remching England. From his
pocket” he took his ecredentials, which
had been given him in London by the

British Home Secretary himself before
the great quest had started,

The Frenchman was duly impressed. If
the Jam Sahib of Bhopur was willing he
saw no reason why Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake should not proceed in the
same machine, which was a four-seater
aeroplane.

He telephoned to the manager, who
lived nearby, and this worthy gentleman
also showed his willingness to help the
famons English detective, of whom he
had heard by repute,

Speedily another motor-car owned by
the Aero Company was summaoned.
Meantime, the under-manager wrote out
an order to the pilot of the machine en-
gaged by the Jam Sahib, giving the com-
pany’'s authority for the conveyance of
the extra passengers,

Ferrers Locke wrote a traveller’s
cheque for one hundred and foriv pounds,
the price of the two passengers from
(Clairo to Croydon, Five minutes after
the signing of that che{ﬂ.m Ferrers Locka
was sitting in the closed motor-car, with
his ym:nyﬂ assistant opposite him, being
whirred through ihe streets of Cairo omw
the initial stage of the journey to Teulah.

The sun that evening had sct in an
ominous haze of purpﬁm Now a low,
moaning sound rose in the night, and
the hot breath of the desert swept the
streets of the city, bearing with it clouds
of choking dust. .

Locke drew up the windows of the car
and turned to Drake, furrows of worry
on his brow,

“It would be just our luck, my boy,”
ho said, *if a sandstorm should prevent
us reaching Teulah, However, we must
hope for the best.” '

The French driver kepi on his way,
evidently hoping for the best, like his
passengers, Dut when he had gone a
little way along a road outside the city,
hordered bv the Nile on one side and the
desert on the-other, he brought the car
to a halt and leaped from his seat.
Opening the door of the vehicle on the
leeward side, he addressed the detective.
. “f can go no farther, m'sien,” he said.
“The storm is getting worse. Scon the
road will be piled with gand.” :

- “Hang!” said Ferrers Locke. "“We
have jolly well' got to get there by som
means ! ;

Poering out, he saw some camels kneel

Tae MaaNET LiBRARY. —No. 855
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ing by ihe road-ide and providing shelter
froon the driving sand for theiwr Arab
Miastil's,

“Wait herse a minute, my man,
Locke briskly to the chauffeur.

Il walked forward in the teeth of the
storm and reached the side of the Arabs.
Fortunately, one of the men could speak
English, and to the fellow Locke ex-
plained his desire to get to Tenlah at the
earliost possible moment. But, despite
tempting offers, the Arabs, after discus-
=ioh, rcﬁmed to hire their camels for the
pPUrpOse.

“Then I will byy » couple of the
brutes ! eried Locke, drawing a bundle
of netes from his pockets and flourishing
them before the eves of the mnatives.
Then the men came to terms. It was an
espensive arcangement for the sleuth,
Lut he achieved his object, when two of
the riding catnels were given over for the
use of himself and Drake.

Ho shouted to the French chanffeur to
return to Cairo, and :ununoned his young
assistunt,

“Tnto the saddle, Drake, my boy!" he
eried, “We'll get to Teulah yet, These
Aralis sav that the storm will not last
lopg, and for the next couple of miles we
can easily follow the course of the Nile.
1f by then the storm has not died down
we may have to wait a while,”

Porched on the backs of the swift
riding camels, Ierrers Locke aml Jack
Dieake sel off again on their journey.
The hot, driving wind hurled the desert
sand into their faces until they were
almost Llinded. DBul tne camels loped on
vithout much urging.

Crradually conditions grew better. The
wind died down and the stars peeped out
frem a blue-black sky overhead,  Pre-
sently they saw lights across the desert.

*The aerodrome ! crvied Deake. ' The
plang surely won't hove left yet. Fven
if old Jammy did arrive there before
- the storm started, the machine would
never have taken the air in that sand-
storm.”

The camels raced on their broead,
padded feel, moving swiftly and easily
over the nndulating desert.  Ahead, the
sonnd  of an  aecroplanc-engine caused
Locke to urge his heast on fuster,

Dutside some hangars a four-scater
niachine of the Maritimnes Company was
about to take off. The mechanics about
it deopped back in astonishment as the
two Hnghshmen on their camels dashed
up el dismounted.

Forrers Lo~ke staggerved towards the
nose of the machine and waved the order
he had sepenred at the company’s office to
attract the attention of the pilot. The
pilot throttled back his engine and ex.
antined the paper.

™"

salil

“Very well, m'sieus,” he said in
French, “Please enter the machine.”
A small ladder was hastily  placed

acaii-b the body of the aeroplane, and
Fervers-Tocke motioned to his voung ns-
riztant to wot n first,  Tmmediately the
dusky face of the Jam Sahib of Bhopur
gazed ont, Ha rapred off an angry query
i Hhoodastani, and tried to har the en-
trance of the Englishman, So rude was
thi fellow's demeannur that voung Jaeck
Deake did net stand on eor-mony.

e ztumbled up the last step of the

ladder ond thrust his head sharply
;!g?irzzt the cummerbund of the Jam
Sahib.

“0Oh, go and eat coke, Jammy!" he
satd cheerfully,

Canght off his balanes, the illustrious

Jdam Bahib of Bhopur sat down with a
rezounding thump on the floor of the
neroplone,
- Itrake scrambled over him: and Locke,
following, jerked the burly native mte
~an upright position, and then pushed
T'ae Magwpr Lisrary.—No. 855.
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him, protesting violently, into one of the
wicker armchairs. Hardly had he done
s0 when there was a rear as the engine
was opened out. The quivering of the
acroplane body gave place to a curions,
bumnping movement as  the machine
started to taxi along the ground. This
in turn was followed by a swoop as the
machine took off into the air.

. "Three cheers!” cried Drake exult-
antly. “We're off! Iurrah for merry
old England !

A e _—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Dash by Air !

OR scme {ima after the aeroplane
F had left Teulah, Egypt, on the
first stage of its long journey Lo
England, the Indian passenger re-
mained morose and silent. The Mediter-
ranean was crossed without ineident, and
o landing made at the extreme south of
Iltalv. ‘Then the journcy was continued
via Rome and over the Alps to Pars,
Iong ere this the Jun Sahib of Bhopur
had seemingly recovered from his annoy-
ance at thoe presence of the two white
men. [lo refused, though, io enter into
any conversation with them., Not that
this mattered, considering that the only

1 words Locke and Drake had ever heard

him utter were in Hinduslant, a languape
with which they were not cenversant.

Although there scemed no need for any
particular precaution, Ferrers Locke ar-
ranged with his assistant that one of
them should always remain awake while
the other slept. Once or twice he had
noted a curiously ernel and sinister ex-
pression on the hips of the Hindu, It was
thiis, perhaps, that reused in his mind a
suspicion, which he did not .even men-
tion to Drake, so unreasonable did it
SO,

But by the time Paris was reached his
unaasiness had increased to such an ex-
tent that he hit on a plan for the relief
af  hi= own  broosdings,  Afler  the
machine had landed, and whils the
mechanics werve busy on her engine, the
three passengers strolled about the aere-
drome. After o short time the Jam Sahib
returned  to the machine and secated
himself,

“Now, Drake. mv bov,” said Ferrers
Locke, *yon go and stay near the aero-
plane, but do not let the Jam Salnb see
vaun.. I have a little business T want (o
attend to before we leave,”

Without question the boy went off,

Ferrers Locke hastened into the aoffice
of the company and secured an interview
with the French official in charge. The
nrotduction of his credentials cansed the
man to promise anv help he could give
to the famous Inglish investigator; and
then, having made certain that the inter-
preter attached to the aerodrome conld
specak Hindoustany, among several othor

languages, Tocke made  a  request
wich took the French official’s Lireath
away.

“1 want you, sir, lo go across to that
acroplane, and represent yourself to he
an official doetor. By means of vour
interpreter tell the Jam Sahib of Bhopur
that, owing fo an outbreak of smallpox
in England, it i3 necessary to make sure
that each passenger is vaceinated., DMake
hime let von see each arm—and take par-
lienlar notice of the right. The Jam
Salub 15 an enlightened man, and, in all
rrchability, will have been vaceinzied in
india at some time or other. If he has
not been, vou must offer to vaccinafe
him. He will probably wvoice an chjee-
tion to wundergoing vaccination at this
period.  Then, under protest, you can
agree to allow him to proceed on his
journey, merely 1ssuing a warning that

he might find himself quarantined on the
English side.”

The French efficial had given i v ool
to aszist the deteetive, and b did 5o
go back on it. In company with ike in-
terpreter, he went to the aeroplane. 1t
was fully fifteen minutes before he re-
turned,

*Well,” said Locke eagerly, “did vou
aee the man’s right arm, m'sien ?”

“1 did, m'sien,” replied the French-
man. “‘The Indian gentleman was most
annoyed, and at first blankly refused, but
whent he saw that no one was about, and
learned from my lips that he might not
he allowed to proceed on his journey.
he bared his right arm to.show me that
he had mmdeed been vaccinated.”

“And what else did vou see,” asken
Locke—" anything 7"

“Ho bore a curious mark on his arm,
m'sicu. It was like a snake about to
strike.”

“The brand of the poised serpent!™
muttered Locke.

Directly his face assumed a satisfied

Lxpression, and he thanked the French

official very heartily, for the help that
had been rendered.

Returnmmg to the aecroplane, he en-
tered, with Jack Drake at his heels. The
pair seated themselves, and entered into
an anunated conversation, but the slenurh

sald nothing of the amazing discovery he

had made.

The journey was continuned. The
broad silver ribbon of the Enoiish
Channel, with its tiny, toy-like boats
came 1into view far below, and then
came a continuwons bird’s-eve view of
England,

It was whlen the smoke of Londan
could be discerned far ahead, and the
acrodroimne of Croyvdon waa  almost
beneath them, that Ferrers Locke leaned
across to the narrow passage-way down
the centre of the aeroplane toward the
timmaculate-clad form of the turbanned
Indian.

The Jam Sohib was gazing through
the window, and did not notice the move-:
ment: But he swung sharply round as
he felt a sudden firm pressure against his
ribs.

An exclamation in, Hindustani left his
lips, and his eves dropped.  His brown
skin assumed a2 enrious dead appearance
az he saw that in the hand of the
FEnglishman was an antomatic pisfol. the
muzzle of which was held firmiy agoinst
his coat, and a voice rang sternly in his
ears: :

“The game's un. Dr. Kruse!”

At first the coloured passenger tricd
to bluff it out. He spoke wolubly in
Hindustanit, but Ferrers Locke smiled
grimly.

“It's not a bit of good,” he saif,
“vou're a clever man, Dr. Kruse, bur
vou're up ageinst it this time, and vou
mayv Jast as well acknowledge the fact.
It's clear to me that you were concernasd
in a certaim big robbery in  India.
and =0 obtained a considerable sum of
money to enable vou to leave the East.
Your amazine cleverness in adopting the
role of the Jam Sahib of Bhopur, who
personally was unknown to anvone in
Bombay, or on the Nasalla, was a master-
piece of ingevmity: but it’a my job to be
suspicious, and 1 had just the faintest
suspicion of veun from the time T dis-
covered vou were so mighty anxious fo
pet post-haste to England. By a ruse 1
secured tn Paris the evidenee T wanted
the doctor who was so pertinent in his
inquiry about vaeccination was put up tn
it by me. The hrand mark of the poised
sprpent on your right arm gave you
away." ;

While young Jack Drake sat looking
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on in astonishment, the lips of tho dis-
guiscd master-crook worked in impotent
fury. So confident had he been that his
disguise would net be penetrated that
he had imagined himseli already safely
on English soil. Now he saw that within
a quarter of an hour he would be handed
over to the British police.

For the first time his amazing self-
control deserted. him completely. Abuse
in English rolled from his tongue mn
string, but Ferrers Locke listened to 1t
unmoved, hfs pistol as steady as a rock,
pressed against the crook’s ribs.

The aeroplane took a sudden tilt, and
swung in a circle. Jack Drake gripped
the arm of His wicker chair firmly, an
alarmed expression on his face.

“Tt’s all right, my boy,” said Locke,
with a laugh: *the pilot’s banking pre-
paratory to landing.”

In great circles the machine swooped
lower and lower towards the land, and
then headed straight for the great open
space before a row of hangars. A tall
fence suddenly seemed to rise up ahead,
and Drake, glancing out of the window,
leaped to his feet.

“(ireat pip, chief,” he eried, “the
chap’'s cutting it pretty fine! He——"
It was all he had time to say. The

machine gave a sickening lurch on 1ts
side, and the splintering of glass and
woodwork, mingled with an agonised
human ery, announced the wreck of
thie four-seater.

The aecroplane had crashed!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Professor’s Secret !

HEN Ferrers Locke and Jack

‘&H Drake next opened their eyes
they found themselves sur-

rounded by & group of civilians

and uniformed ambulsnce men. The
first thoughts of each was for the other.
The sleuth had sustained a terrible
bruise on the back of his head, but there

was no fracture of the skull, Drake had
been injured on the head, and had been
rather badly cut on the rvight arm by
broken glass.

“You had a miraculous escape,”” saud
a man, who proved to be the doctor em-
ployed by the air company.

“Where are we'"” inguired Locke,
gazing about him,. still with a dazed ex
pression on his face.

“In the Customs Depot at the aero-

drome,” replied the doctor. * You've
hgnn here  for more than fifteen
minutes.”

‘“And the pilot and the other pas-
senger,” asked Locke—'' what of them "

“The pilot sustained a couple of
fractured ribs, and is now on his way to
the Croydon Cottage Hospital,” was the
reply. "“He will be all right in a week
or two. By a miracle, the native prince
who travelled in the machine was un-
mjured.”

Despite the protests of the doctor
Ferrers Locke staggered to his feet.

“Order me & motor-car! I must reach
London as quickly as possible!”

[n & few torse sentenees he explained
the situation. At his behest the tele-
phone bells were set rmoging, the Croy-
don  police and BSeotland Yard were
notified that Dr. Harvey Kruse had
landed in England, and was on his way

to the metropolis in one of the
fast motor-cars of the Maritimes Air
Company.

Within ten minutes Locke and Drake
were also on their way to town., Their
first call was at the curio-shop of Haw-
thorne's in the Waterloo Road. It was
here that Ferrers Locke hoped to pick up
some clue regarding the sandal-wood

hox which he was so anxious to possess.
The curio-dealer himself was out, but
his voung assistant, the Irish boy named
O'Grady, was dusting the many strange
curiosities and objets d'art which the
fusty premises contatned.

The voungster immediately recognised

ol

Locke and Drake, who had sought hij
help on an oceasion many wecks before.
“My boy,” said Ferrers Locke, “a8
number of e¢urios belonging to the col-
lection of Professor Aruold Erskine,
whom you will remember was killed In
Dulwich, were sold to you. ¥You once
were able to render me & great service
by putting me on the track of a pair of
purple sandals. Can you remember if
a sandal-wood box of Indian design came
into the possession of your master1”

“PBejabers an’ I do, Mistah Locke!”
replied the Irish lad. *Bure 'twas only
sold three weeks back.”

“To whom, my boy " inquired Locke
eagerly. “What was the name of the
purchaser? Deseribe him to me.”

Michael O'Grady scratched his head.

““ Bedad, now you've cornered ma,
sorr. It was a gintleman, and he came
in a moighty foine car. And it was the
car that I noticed most.”

“Then what did that look Iike?” pers
sisted Locke

“Sure 'twas a beauty! It was a blue
colour, and had a badge on the bonnet.™.

“ A badge! A mascot, you mean.”

“Sure, it moight have been; but it was
the queerest mascot I have ever seen.
It was'a metal shield wid a star in the
middle and a lot o' spoikes all round it.”

“Bpikes " =aid Locke. He took a
notchbook and a pencil from his pocket.
“Here, ('Grady, draw it for me.”

The Irish lad seratched his head, licked
the pencil, and laboriously drew =a
diagram on a clean leaf of the book.
When he had finished Ferrers Locke
looked at the drawing, his brow furrowed
in a puzzled frown. Then a light dawned
on his face.

“By Jove!" he said. “It’s the.crest
of India! Perhaps it was some official at
the India Office. The clue is worth fol-
lowing up.”

Pressing a pound note into the hand of
the Irish %uy, he hastily led the way out

| “Great pip, chief,”
to say.

exclaimed Drake, “this chap’s cutiing it preity fine! He—"
The machine gave a sickening lurch on to its side, and the splintering of glass and woodwork, mingled with an
agonised human ery, announced the w

It was all the lad had iime

reck of the acroplane. (See this page.)
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of the shop and entered the waiting
notor-car.

“Tirive to the India Office,” he ordered
ihe chauffeur, “and stop nt Scotland
Yard on yvour way.”

The run to Scotland Yard, situated on
the Thamos ¥Fmbankment, was made
within a few minutes. ITere Ferrers
Locke met his old friend, Inspector Pye-
croft, who, after many disappointments,
had found his way buck to England from
L'gnada, .

}]_.mhv invited the inspector into the
car, and he, Drake and the Scotland Yard
man held an animated conversation as
the vehicle swung round into Whitehall.
Locke gave a potted account of the many
adventures wﬁiﬂll had befallen limself
and Drake in their quest of the sandals,
and during their mad race for home.

Pyvecroft, on his part, was able to give
nne minor picee of news which, by 2
coincidence, he had read in the paper on
- the previous day. It was to the cffect
that the Jam Sahiby of Bhopur had re-
turned to his residence in Katman after a
long secret visit to a monastery in the
Singore Hills, .
- By some means Dr. Kruse had evi-

dently learned in India that the Jam
Sahib liad gone to the monastery and,
having relieved the DMaharajah - of
Pikhara of two lacs of rupeecs, ;!II[] -
siderad himself safe in adopting the
character of the former.

Disembarking from the motor-car af
the India Office in Whitehall, Ferrers
Locke demanded to see the head official,
who happened to be in the building at
that late hour.

After a brief delay he was shown nto
the presence of Sir Hildebrand Dyer, the
Under Secretary for India. Of this illus-
irious personage he inquired whether it
wasz known that a member of the India
(Mfce staff had purchased o sandal-wood
box in the Waterloo Road.

“Well, upon my word, this i3 remark-
able, Mr. Locke!” exelatmed Sir Hilde-
brand. *“*This is the sccond time to-
night T have had this gquery put to me.
I was the man who purchased that box.”

“*You?"

“Yeoz, The box was in the window of
a little curio shop, and I took a fancy
to it. The price being right I pur-
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chased it, and it 15 now among the ex-
hibits in the India building at the British
Empire Exhibition at Wembley,”

“By Jove!" sawd Ferrers Locke.
“Then, sir, I must ask you to coine to
Wembley with me immediately, and have
that box handed into my possession, 1
have the authority of the Ilome
Secretary himself.” Ile showad his cre-
dentials, and said as the two men left the
room together: * But who put the gues-
tion regarding the sandal-wood box to

you other than myself to-iught. Sir
Hildebrand ¥

“1 thought it was the police,”
anawered the under seeretary. * mome

time before vou ecame in someone rang
me up on the telephone and inguired
about the hox.”

“Kruse !” muttered Locke,
hia clenched teeth.

He almost ran down the stairs of the
India Ofbice with the portly under
secretary puffing hike a grampus behind
him. Hopping into the cac after he had
ushered Sir Hildebrand in, he rapped a
curt order to the driver to go onf to
Wembley as fast as he could possibly
make the car travel. '

Fortunately the streets of London were
not so crowded with traffic az in the rush
hours of the day, and the driver was
able to get along without interruption.
Twice zealous constables stopped him for
exceading the specd limit, but the pre-
sence of Inspeector DPvecroft in the car
smoothed matters over. Then within
half an hour they reached the north
entrance of the greatest exhibition the
world has ever known.

It was closed to the public, but there
were officials on duty near the main
entrance. The credentials of Ferrers
Locke and the under secretary for India
proved an open sesame, and the great
gates were unlocked and the whole party
moved swiftly toward the Indian
pavilion,

The moon peeping out from belind a
hank of cloud shed a soft glow upon the
beautiful structure which represented
India’s effort in the exhibition, remind-
ing Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake of i.|1E4
beautiful Taj Mahal and Jamma Masjid
Mosque in that wonderful land of the
Far East which they had left so recently.

With a curt exclamation to a couple of
astonished sentries near the entrance to
the pavilion, the party reached the]
portala. They hurried across the great
square to the door of the pavilion itself.
An official turned the key and pushed
the door open for the others to pass in.
Ferrers Locke, with Jack Drake and the
others close on lus heels, dashed in. The-
light of his torch suddenly pointed like a
great white ghostly figure across the
building. Immediately a hoarse exclama-
tion left Drake's lips. i

“ Look out, chief! Kruse is here!”

Dy a stall, still in his disguise, in which
he had travelled from India, Dr. Harvey
Kruse was standing with an object held
It was the
sandal-weod box which he had just
broken open, Next, Lo the amazement
of the onlookers, the doctor fell with a
erash to the floor, while curious-smelling
fumes percolated through the building.

Ferrers Locke stopped short in his
stride.

“Back, back!" he cried.
for your lLives!™

Well did the asiute detective know
what odour was that which had faintly
reached their nostrils, It was of hyvdro-
ceyanic acid, a single breath of which is

between

“ et back

sufficient to solidify the lungs and coagu-

late the blood and produce death within
a few seconds,

Just outside the building tlhe pariy
stood and gazed at one ancther with
horrified faces, as Ferrers Locke ex-
plained his theorv of the horror within
the pavilion,

“*Now we ecan understand,” he said,
““what the old scientist, Professor Arnold
Erskine, meant when with his lazt breath
he said ‘Don’t  break open  the
sandals—" Ie meant don't break open
the sandal-wood box, and the reason he
issued the warning was because a
charober in it was filled with this deadly
acid, which can bring so terrible an end
to a human being,  In all probability,
the formula which I have been secking
these many weeks is also in that box,
and the acid was the device of a dis-
ordered brain [cr protecting its secret,
It would have been uscless for us to
have gone to the assistance of the un-
fortunate man who broke open the
box —~he was dead alimozt as he fell 1™

Assistance  was  summoned. and by
various scientific processes the deadly
fumes of the hydrocyanic acid were re.
moved from the pavilion., Then Ferrers
Locke and his party, in the company of
a doctor, who had been summoned,
entered the place. The theory of the
sleuth was proved to be true up to the
hilt. Dr. Harvey Kruse had met a ter-
rible end with his hand almost upon the
professor’s secret., As it was, Ferrers
Locke himself seeured the formula at
long last, and, taking it to Downing

™

Street, destroyed it in the presence of the .

Home Secretary himself,

CGreat was the monetary reward which
was given fo Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake, and the grateful Home Sccretary
even hinted that he would be pleased to
recommend the famous sleuth for a title
as a recognition of his great services to
his country.

This latter Ferrers Locke refused. His
chief zatisfaction was found in the know-
ledge that Dritain was saved from the
effectz of a finanecial chaos, and that the
world was rid of the greatest criminal
who had ever breathed—the man who,
beside himself and Jack Drake, had made
the journey right round the world on
that most amazing quest.
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Your Editor fa always pleased to hear from his chums,

are Ln trnut;ra or need advice.
Epee reply.-
I.IEFtlFl"I", 1%:&

A GRAND SURPRISE!

N addition to the magnilicent new
serial which starts in next Mon-
day’s bumper issue of the MagNET,
there is a simple competition that

will, I feel sure, prove a great attrac-
tion to my many thousands of readers.
Thera 1s nothing difficult about it; on
the contrary, it is simplicity itself, All
that 1s required is to take three letters
out of a name of a popmlar Greyiriars
character and build up a phrase from
them.  For instance, the character to
be dealt with in next Monday's com-
petition is Billy Bunter. Now there are
many pithy remarks iy reader-chums
can make by taking three letiers from
the fat junior’s name amd building on
them. For example, take the letters
B, U, I From these vou ean build
the phrase— Bags Un],i_mit{*d Tuck. You
sce how easy it is?

SPLENDID ¢ ROYAL ENFIELD "
BICYCLE !

How’s that for a ripping prize? The
goods, I can hear you saying. Well,
egch week, to the sender of the elfort
which, in the opmion of your Editor
and a competent stall of adjudicators,
15 considered the best, a ripping “ Roval
Enfield 7 Bieyele  will  be  awarded.
Think of it, c¢houms!  Here's  wvour
oppartunily of putting Shanks’ pony in
the background, of seeing the glories of
the English countryside under ideal
conditions, and of keeping vourselves fit
inte the bargain. This is a splendud
chance for you all.- Make the most
of 10!

“SHERWOOD GOLD!*
By Franeis Warwiek,

Now you will be able to test the
truth of the glowing remarks I have
made in regard to thiz brilliant new
serial: for mnext -Monday"s _
spes the opening chapters of this stir-
ring old-time yarn well on the way. 1
still maintain that nothing as good has
ever appeared before in the pages of

vour favourite paper, and I anticipate §

an extra large mail from my rcader
chums next week conlaining apprecia-
tive remarks. Be well advised
next Monday's MaeseT well in advance.
There's hound to be a terrific rush for
it, and don’t, like Fisher T. Fish did
m “Treasure Trove,” get lefi!

« DRUMMED OUT OF GREYFRIARS !
By Frank Richards.

How's that for en iniriguing title?
You are all cariosity to know who it
i3 that fills the leading position on the
Greyfriars stage, FH wager.. Well,- T'1l
let you into a secret—William George
‘Buntee is the guilty person. The fat
and fatuous Owl of the Remove finds

Write to him when you

A stamped and addressed envelope will ensure a
Letters should be addressed
Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon
v Street, London,

‘“The Editor,"”” THE MAGNET

E.C.4.

himself in deep waters, a state of affairs
brought about by his insatiable appe-
itite and his usnal state of impecuniosity.
There’'s no knowing what William
George wouldn't do for grub, glorious
grub! Of consequences Billy Bunter
never recks—until they arrive, His
motto might be “Live for to-dav and

let the morrow take cave of itself.”  All

very well in its-way, but it has its
drawbacks, as you will gather from
reading

“DRUMMED OUT OF GREYFRIARS ! »

By the way, this magnificent story 1s
extra long, and to make room for it |
am  holding  over the ““Herald "
pupplement until the following week, I
am  doing this in response to the
requests of many thousands of readers
who have clamoured for “!ﬂhger
Grreyfriars yarns.”

ON DIT!

. They do say that the porpoise iz think.
g of celebrating this blithe. gladsome
simmertime by doing a record walk pn
the old, old track from John O'Groat’s
to .Land’s End. You can believe this,
or noi, just as fancy takes you. You
can picture it, if vour Imagination is of
the fertilte brand—Bunter having a
bright and carly breakfast, say a couple
of melons, a gallon of hot coffee, the
fore-quarter of a pie, some fried 'rggq,
ete., ete., and then merily fvoting 1
from north te south. Nous VErTONS, a8
the Gauls used to say 1o Juling Ceesar,
It would be very wromg, too. to treat
the cheery little rumour with cold
seepticism, for Bunter’s future i1z full
of vast possibilities.

MagxET |

order |

 Secret of the  Galleons”

s e S—

BOOKS OF SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE, (_

‘Leisure with one of these to read gpells pleasurs ! -

WHAT ARBROUT IT?

[ dote on questions, but if I sat up
all night with the traditional wet towel
caretully clamped to my aching brow I
could not’ answer all the keen interro-
gations which rveach me. For instance,
did Mick go back to Greyfriars after

Christmas? [ do not know. Possibly;
but Frank Richards is dumb an the
point. - Will  Willesley  retwrn?  The

answer i4 the same,  Having done his
ér}h, most  likely not. Is Wingate of
Jlavering the same as onr old pal
Wingate, who makes Bunter shiver in
his shees? Yes, just the same, only
better and wiser,

“THE SECRET OF THE GALLEONS ! ”
By Roland Spencer.

Our Companion Paper, the “Gem,”
has a notable seoop in its wonderful
new serital starting this week. *The
& a tale of
brave deeds, of things long hidden in
the fastnesses of the deep, and of the
glamoured bygone. We know how in
the oll days well-found ships' sailed
fram the West en route to Spain laden
with such treasure as has not heen
dreamed of since the times of King
Bolomon, Some of these veszels never
reached port. They encountered storms
arl  enemies.  Safe  harbourage in
Spanish waters was not for them!
Their golden cargo would never be
transferred from the quay to the backs
of mules ready for the long journey to
the Court of the King in Madrid. Ships
wera lost—for ever, so it was thought
but 1n certain instances trace was kept
of the spot where the disaster had
acccurred, . At some distant day there
might he a chance of salvage! The new
“Gem ™ werial deals with a certain
quest for one of ihe argosies which
went down with all hands. It is a
secret of the decp which will thrill all
who read it.

A BELFAST SUPPORTER.

A :zpecial request reaches me from J.

Simons, 13, Hanover Streer, Belfast,
Ulstesr. 1= redsler uuir}l wishes 1o
get milo touch with Jewish  MacNET

readers, ages 18—19, anywhere,

your €ditor.
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NERVOUS FEARS
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stamps, or a Large 1llus. Portion of Course for P.0.
%/6. Jujitsu is the best and simplest sclence
of self-defence and attack cver invented.
S ol o Learn to tauke care of yourself under ALL

circumstances. SEND NOW. {Est. 20 years.)

S TAWARA " (Dept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlésex
Ventriloguist's

MAGIG TRIGKS] ﬂitﬁgmln;h ]Et'!fiisiri;ll?‘.. Imitate Birds.

FPrice fid.each, 4forl/-.—T. W. Harrizon, 288, PentonvilleRd., London, N 1.

il

Four Triangulars and

100 Different Stamps I‘REE : I

100
Send poageard only requesting approvals. \
LIBBURN & TOWNSBSEND, 0ls London Road, Liverpool,

BLUSHING

F REE to all sufferers, particulars of a proved home

treatment that q!uir-klj.' removes all embarass-
ment, and permanently cures blushing and flushing of the

face and neck. Enclose stamp to pay postage to—

Mr. A. TEMPLE (Specialist), Palace House,
128, Shaftesbury Av. (2nd Floor), London, W.1.

"FER

D e e R T S - 3

e EL T P T~ Y PO P T i 2 LR~ T L
MY GREAT
"1"' I supply fho finest Covenbry built eyeles from
il £5-5-0 cash, or 2,- weekly. Any cycle gent @
B2l ON 14 DAYS' APPROVAL, PACEKED B
el FRED AND CARRIAGE PAID, on receipt §
menly of smeall Write for PREE BEARGAL
e LIBTS. Satisfaction or Money Refundead.
i 'f: The World's
e el W LAargeat Cycle Dealar,
s Deapt. 22, COVENTRY.

eporit,
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= All applications for Advertisement Space . E
= in this publication should be addressed =
= to ‘the  Advertisement Manager, =
= UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway

= House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

= : g =



