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HERE'S TO YOU ALL THIS HAPPY FESTIVE SEASON !
: : 2R S e e e e
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E are about lo bid farewell to 19335,
but befores we do, let me once
more wish m‘&?' boy and yirl
the Happiest of Hoappy Chnat-

moases, L am proud to say there never
wad o man with such a loyal band of
chhums as your Editor, aml L appreciate
to the full the enthusiagtie spirt shown
hy the great army of my pals, Moy our
[riemelzhip never cease.

[t's o pity that Christmae falls only ones
a year. DBut why worry, the good old
Macwey is published regularly overy weck,
and there's no batter or brighter paper for
boys amd girla on the market to-day.
For twenty-eight years the MacNeT has
atood the test and proved the beat, New
rerders should make a New Yeor's
resolution to stick to the MaiG¥ET—the
paper that never lets you down !

From Sentheen comes a guery which
will interest nll of vou, A resder chum
nskea moe @ What is (he uae of

THE TWENTY-FOUR HOUR CLOCK ?

wWell, on the Continent, whore different
countriea have different tumes, the twenty-
feurr honr clock i3 o great advantage for
the ruming of traing,.  Take, lor instance,
Lhe Orient Express, which passes through
six or seven different countries which use
different times,  DLut {or the twenty-four
hour systemn there would be great cons.
fusion in working out the time-tables
when the train arrives at the frontiers.
In fact, it would sometimes appear that
the train arrives of ita destination at a
frontier station some considerable time
hefore it starts from the previous station.

For tho sake of convonienee, European
eountries have now grouped themsslves
into three-time standards.  One group use
treenwich time, ancther mud-European
1ime, which 1s one hour fast, and the thued
vroup use ¢ast-Europenn fime, which s
twa honre fust.  When s train pesses
theough all three zones it makes matters
tess complieated if ihe time-table is
reekoned by twenty-fowr houra,  As Great
Britain iz completely in the Greemwich
time zone, there is no neceasity to use the
twonty-four hour elock, which is probably
why the reilways have not adopted it.

It 14 intereating to know that Lefors
the eoming of railways, places uzed Town
time, based on the aetual position of the
fown. That meant, of conree, that every
big town had a different time, which was
hepeless for railway travelling. 8o roil.
ways were reslly responsible for the
world using  standerd  times,

ALKING of railways, streamlined
trains are fairly common nowadays.
wery country is experimenting
with them and, ag a result, railway

records for speed are being brokem so
quickly that one can hardly keep pace
with them, I am informed, howewver,
‘that an attemnpt i now being made to
evolve
A 300 M.P.H. TRAIN |

Needless to say, if this train is a success
it will smash all existing records, and
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Your Editor iz always pleased to bear from
his readers. Write to him: Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamsted Press Lid,
Floetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
EC4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

imangurate & new era in meilway travel.
The idea is that the train, instead of being
propelled by ordioary methods, shall be
pulled slong the rails by ﬁ'mnt magnetic
arce, placed. at intervals along the lines.
As the train passes through one of theae
ares, it will shut off the power from that

are and then be dragged on by the magnetio’

attraction of the next are, and 3o on.

The most revolutionary change which
is planned, however, is that the train shall
be ball-shaprd, with a Bt::utii_nmwy chamber
inside for the purpese of carrying pas-
sengers, Thus, ?nutas:d of seeing crdinary
traing flashing along the linea, we may see
thousands of rolling balls, each containing
passengers, Tho inventor eluims thet a
speed of 300 miles per hour can be sasily
reached. A model has been operated
sueeessiully, and it is snid that Switzerland
might build & full-gsized test beain if the
idea proves worthy of it.

Incidentally, it is interesting to note
that

STREAMLINED THAINS ARE KOT NEW.

As long ago ag 1865 an idea for a stream-
lined train was patented in the United
States, The inventor's sketch showa a
train which is remerkably like & modern
gstreamlined train. although not quite so
seientifically constructed. The idea was
not teken up, for a very simple reason.
Seventy vyears ago there was no such
thing as light-weight stainless stoel, of
which modern stresmlined traing are
built, Nor was the Diessl engine available.
The engine would have been extremely
heavy, and would have had to be driven
by conl and steams, It is doubtful, there-
fore, whether the additional speed gained
would have compensated for the inercased.
enst of building the frains,

Here comes a guery from one of my air-
minded maders, who wants to know
something about

SEY-WRITING WITH sMOKE.

Doubtlesz vou have all seen sky-writing
carried out hy seéroplanes. This reader
wanta to know how large the letters
composing the sky-writmg are, The
answer may aurpriss him. Do you realize
that the average letter in a sky-writing
gign. i between half & mile and a mile
high t The amount of smoke used in
this is enormous. It takes cight million
cubic feet of amoke to write one letter!
Approximately a quarter of a million
cubic feet of smoke is geoeraied in e
second, and it takes about thirty-two
seconds to write a letter, In other words,
to write the nwme MasweET in the air
would take just under three and & quarter
minates, and forty-eight million cubie
feet of smoke would have to be used.

Incidentally, sky-writing acroplane pilots
wark out the wvarious courses on whieh
they must fly before they leave the
ground. When they are in the air and
ready to hegin sky-writing, they have
then only to follow the list of compass
courges which they have mepped oué—
and the message i wrilteo |

TUITE a numbsr of my readess are
owners of home ainemas, so they
will he intcrosted to Lnow that

CINEMAS ARE HELPING DENTISTS !

One enterpriging dentist has evolved a
scheme for making people forget ther
worries while they are n the dentist's
chair. Just befors he hegine operations on
his patient, the dentist ewitches on a home
cinema, which projects a picture on to the
ceiling. The patient, leaning back in
the chair, seeo the film and immediately
gets interested in it. The result is that
the patient’s attention is diverted from
any possible pain he might otherwise feal,

This dentiat’'s home cinema is especially
appreciated by youngsters, and by far the
rncat popular filma are cartoon oomedies.
BEach film runs for about twenty minutes
—by which time the dentist has com-
pleted his job. Some youngsters actually
ook forward to their next wvisit to the
dentiat !

Now for & few

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELLEVE!

An Acilve Volcapo Produces Iceil—A
Mexican voleano eauses heavy hail-stormas.
The huil falla on the sides of the mountain,
freezes hard, and is then cut up and sold
aa ice in neighbouring towns !

The Largest Atlas in the World!—A
museum in Berlin, Germany, possestes an
atlas that is 12 feet high and four foet

wide.

& Fish that Ate a Bird [—An angler
in Amecrica claime ‘to have seen a large
fish leap out of a river, catch a bird that
was akimming the surface, and swollow it.

The Man who Climbed over 148 Steps
a Mioute '—A New Yorker climbed all
the stairs to the top of the Woolworth
building in nine minutes., ‘The building
has 55 stories and 1,620 stepa.

A Toy Balloon Onee Crossed the Atlantle I
—1It wos released in Now York and picked
up at Edale, Derbryshire.

A Man Who Plays Billllards with his
Noss '—A curicus record is claimed by
a billiards player who doos not use B cus
in the ordihary way. He bends over
the table and strikea the ball with his
noss—and can score 46 in one break !

Where Salt is Used as Money !'—In
cartain of Afriea salt 18 used as
eurrency. JIn both Abyssinia and parts
of the Sahara ealt is reckoned to Le * s
good as gold.” :

I suppose you are all wondering what
T have in store for you next week. Well,
you'll certainly enjby :

“ GALLEON GOLD!*"
By Frank Richards,

which winds up our grand Christinag
gorieg. Count Zero ig still io wit of
the treasure of the lost galleon, determined
that nothing shall stand in his way—not
evenn the lives of Harry Wharton & Co.
As to his success or otherwise, I leave

u to learn in «die course. Frank
ﬂ?ﬂhards certainly possesses the ability
to hold your interest from the very first
te the very last lines of his yarms, and
you’ll find next week's story of the chuma
of Greyiriars & real top-notcher.

* Bupporting it "'—as the cinema people
pay—will be another full-of-chuckles
iggue of the * Greyfriara Herald,"” & con-
tribution by thoe Groyfrista Rhymester,
and mora thrilling cha of oyr stirring
gea wtory, Of course, I shall be “in the
office,” ready and willing to aoswer sll
your queries, or to pass on some more
interesting and ourious information.

Cheerio, then until next weel,

YOUR EDITOR.



SPECIAL CHRISTMAS YARN dealing with HARRY WHARTON & CO.’S thrilling adventuresin . . .
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to desert the haunted house of Polpelly surprises his friends. What’s Smithy’s game ?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Gefs a2 Bullseye !
me ! yelled Billy

1 ATT for
Buntey. A
And there was a chortle in

the old hall of Polpelly
House,

It was ten o'clock, on a bright, ¢lear,
frosty morning. The Greyiriars fellows,
whe were spending the Christmas
liolidays at tﬁa' lonely house in the
coomb, on the Atlantic coast of Devon-
shire, bad been up at dawn—with the
axception of Billy Bunter,

Harry Wharton & Co. were standing
in a cheery group at the doorway, look-
ing out through the old stone porch
down the coomb te the s=ea. Tom
Redwing had just eome up from the
boathouse, to announce that the btide was
goming in and that the boat was ready.
The ¥amous IFive and Smithy were
ready to start.

Billy Bunter wasn't!

Bunter had been down only ten
minutes. In that time he had eaten only
one breskfast. He had, in fact, hardly
gob &aing vet on hie morning meal.

“Come on, if you're coming " prunted
Herbert Yernon-Smith.

“T've lg-::rt to finish brekker——"

“Wa'll bo back by then, old fat man "
said Bob Cherry. *'We shall be only a
few houts gone.”

“Benst 1" za1d Bunter. “Look here,
von wait for me! I shan't keep you
half an hour-—"

“You won't!” agreed Johnny Bull
“You won't keep vs half & minute.”

“Come on!"™ &aid Smichy.

** Hold on, I tell you " hooted Bunter,
“If that's the way yvou treat a guest,
Vornon-Smith, after asking him to this
rotten place——*

* Bow-wow ! was Smithy's reply, and
he walked ount.

“Y  sav, you fellows—— velled
Bunter, ns the Famous Five followed the
Bounder.

Harry Wharton pansed a moment.

“Look here, you ass, if you want to
coma, come ! he said. “ Mr. Redwing's
got the boat ready—and we ean only
get into Black Rock Cave when tho tide
serves. Get 5 move on!”

“1f vou think I'm coming out hungry,
}"Dll‘—"““

“Oh, rats !’

“Pon’t vou leave mwe in this beastly
place alone ¥ roared Bunter, as the
captain of the Greviriars Remove fol-
lowed his friends. **I'm not going to be
left hers en my own, you beast!”

“ There's old Dan’l in the kitchen——-="

" Blow old Dan'l "

“Blow him as much as you like, if
he'll let vou ! agreed Wharton, and he
walked out.

Eilly Bunter blinked at the empty
doorway with an indignant blink,
through his big spectacles. They were
going—actually going—and leaving him
on his own in the haunted lhouse of
Polpelly ! Unless he left his breakfast
unfinished, which was impossible !

The fat junior rolled across to the
window, which was open to admit the
fresh air from the sea and the bright
wintry sunshine. It was not snowin
now, but the deep stome sill was thic
with snow from a fell overnight. Rilly
Bunter blinked out of the window at

Er ]

the juniors crossing the courtyard to the

old gateway on the steps down ifo the
path through the coomb.
#1 gay, vou fellows!” he howled.
“Ta-ta, Bunter " called back Frank
Nugent. .

“Wait for me, you beasts!"

“The waitfulness iz not an cstoemed
pussibility, my worthy fat Dunter!"™
answerad Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Bmithy, vou rotter!”

The Bounder did not even turn lis
head. It was true that Billy Bunter
was & guest, of sorts, at Polpelly House,
But Smithy did not seem to have a lot
of politeness to waste on that particular
guest.

“ Bmithy, you beast!” velled Bunter.

Smithy wu:li!{m:l on.

“Smithy, you tick !

The Bounder secmed deaf. The other
fellows were grinning. Billy Bunter's
oves gleamed with wrath behind lis big
spectacles.

According to the proverb, contempt
will plerce the shell of & tortoise, And
cven Billy 13i:.:'|h-|:5rl the fat Owl of Grey-
friars, was not guite so thick-skinned as
a tortoisal

He groped on the window.sill for
snow. Ho kneaded a snowhball, and took
aim. Vernon-Smith had reached the
gatewny. From the gateway, preat
steps, cut in the steep side of the coomb,
led down to the path. They wore snowy

and slippery, and needed to bo
neﬂ':}tia.tmipo wﬁh EOme Care.

Whiz!

Plop !

Bunter was not often a good marks-
man, but this time luck favoured him—
or ill-luck | He got a bullseyve !

The snowball smashed on the back of
the Bounder’s head.

He stumbled forward, slipped on the
top step, and went down. Ie gave a
gasp a5 he went. He gave a howl as
he rolled on the second step. Ha g&m
a spluttering yell as he hit the third.

“0Oh erumbs ' gasped Bob Cherry.
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“Bmithy 1™ gasped Redwing.

From the top step, thoe chums of the
Roemove watched i.l?u Bounder’s down-
ward progress, They could not help
him; he went too fast for that. _

On those steep stops, slippery with
emow, o fellow who started rolling had
little ehance of pulling up till he reached
the bottom.

Smithy's arms thrashed
wildly as he went. -

But ha caught ne hold, and, wita a
series of gasps, howls, and panting
yalls, he did all the steps one alter
another, till he ralled from the last, into
the thick smew on the path.

There he sat up, spluttering.

“Oh, my hat!” murmoercd Harry
Wharton, :

“ He, he, he !” came from the window
that framed Billy Bunter's 'E{at face and
glimmering ectacles, Serve the
beast right' He, ho, hel”

“ Vou silly asa!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Bmithy wifi come back and bust you !

“0Oh " gasped Bunfer. .

Ha dissppeared from the window.

Tt served Smithy right, of course. Hao
had been contemptuonsly disregardiul
of a guest—a distinguished guest! Hae
had asked for it—and got it! But Billy
Bunter realised that it was likely io
make him wrathy ]

Smithy’s temper WwaS never very
reliable at the best of times. In these
cirenmstances, it was probable that it
would fail him completely! IHeedless
svenn of hiz unfinished breakfast, Billy
RBunter scooted ascross the hall and
holted out of the nearest doorway, into
ihe interior of the ancient mapsion,

Meanwhile, Harry Wharten & Co.
picked their way down the steps, to join
ihe Bounder in the coomb, He was still
pasping breathlessly when they reached
him. Tom had picked up his cap, which
had fallen off in transit. Bob gave ham
a hand up.

“I'Il smash him " gasped Vernon-
Smith. “I'll kick him ?rnm one end of
I’olpelly to the other! I'Nl—"

“Losing time, old chap ! murmured
Bab Charry, as the breathless and
enraged Bounder started back towards
the steps in the hillside.

“Never mind that fat ass!' urged
Frank Nugent.

*The tide, you know—"" murmured
Wharton.

Herbert Vernon-8mith did not heed.
Ho had collected innumerable bumps in
his rapid descent of the steps. He was
damaged, he was breathless, and ha was
infuriated.  Taking no notice of
remnonstrances, he clambered savagely
up to the gateway again and rushed
back across the courtyard fo the house.
And the look on his face indicated that
Billy Bunter had acted with unusual
wisdom in getting out of reach before he
camea.

and legs

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Smugglers' Cave ¥

. UNTER !*
Billy Bunter guaked.

“Bunter! Where are you,
vou fat scoundrel?’

Bunter heard! But, like RByron’s
gladiator, he heeded not !

“¥You fat rotter 1" come the Bounder’s
enraged roar, “I'm going to smash
you! Where are you skulking ¥+

“0h lor' I** breathed Bunter.

He crouched silent.

Ha had seuttled out of the old hall of
Folpelly into & stone passage. That
passago led to the ruined wing of the
anclent house.
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Bub it was closed ot the end by a
thick oak door, bolted and barred.
Bunter had started fo draw one of the
balts—Dbut it was old, and stiff with
rust—it hardly moved, ond shricked
dismally as it stirred. Giving 1t up,
Bunter erouched in darkness.

The old passage was windowless, It
was very dark. It was very cold, too,
for it was floored with immensoe blocks
of stone. But Bunter, for thoe moment,
did not heed the cold. Ho only hoped
that the gloom would hide him from
the Bounder, -

Crouching on one of the hmmenze
Hagstones at the dark end of the
passage, Bunter listencd—and quaked.
There wera three big bolta on  the
caken door—and even if he could draw
them, tho shrieking of the rusty metal
would have warned the Bounder where
he was. Thero was no ecscape for the
fat Owl of Greyfriars, and he could

only hope ihat he would remain
L EADTL.

‘The Bounder's angry volce rang
through the old house of Polpelly. It

was clear that he was very anxious to
%}t hold of Bunier—as anxious aa
untor was not to be got hold of !

He tramped up the stone stair to the
state Led-roomn, the only upstairs room
in the nransion that was heﬂ)itnhie, and
in which all the juniora had their beds.
He reoted through the room, and stared
under all the beds. Bunter was not
there—and he came down again to the
hall, bi‘t!ﬂlllii‘iﬁ fury.

“ Bunter I he roared.

But snawer there came nonc!

Down a stono passage the Bounder
tramped to the ancient kitchen of
Polpelly House., There he found
Daniel Heard, the old ship's cook, who
liad been carctaker of Peolpelly [or
vears, and now led an unusually busy
lifa az ecook and general factotum for
the Greyfriars party. )

0ld Dan'l was arranging the sint
hefore a roaring fire, stumping on his
wooden leg, when the Bounder strode
in. He turncd a mahogany face,
covered to the eyes by beard and
whiskers, on Vernon-Smith,

“la DBunter here?” demanded
Bmuthy. )

“Hey?” 0Old Dan'l put his hand to
his ear. Ho was very deaf.

it Have you scon Bunteri”

IEHE}'?ﬂl

“I'm locking for Bunter!” roared
Smnithy.

“Av, ay, sir 1”7 said old Dan’l., “I'll
have mun ready sgin you get backl!
The tradesmen's carts can't get through
from Pilverton, with the snow on the
road, but I got in the stuff I

" Dgnter 1M

“Ay, ay!” Old Dan’l nodded, under
the impression that the millionaire’s
son was anxious about the food aup%]%
“1 got mun! Young feller from Pil-
verton got through with the basket!
There'll be a gooze——"

“Oh pad! You deaf old ass!”

HH‘}:',. i

“Can't you hedr a word?” yelled the
Bounder. :

Ay, av, sir! Il be ready agin
wou come in to dinner. You trust old

an'l I

“Have you seen Bunter?™  raved
Bmithy.

“Hev* I'm geiting a bit hard of

hoaring, sir!” said old Dan'l. *Not
dueaf, as you might say, but hard of
hearing., 1f yow mean about the tide,
you ask John Redwing ; he knows"

Vernon-Smith pgave 14 up. It was
clear that Bunfter was not in  the
kitchen, anyhow. Ilo tramped angrily
WY,

“ Buuter, youn fat villain ¥ he roarved.

TWhere are you? Lm going lo smash
youl I'll root all over the place for
you till I find you! Where are you?”

Snithy did not really cxpect an
answer, and he did not get one.
But havin shouted, he stopped

softly and quictly across the ball, wod
went out silently at the door. He
wanted to give tho fat Owl the kicking
of his life; but he remembered that his
friends were waiting, and that Mr
Bodwing had the hoat ready down the
caomb, and that the tide would wait
for no man.

As Bunter did not hear him go, pro-
bably he would remain under the im-
pression that Smithy was still hunting
for him, and would keep doggo in sono
dark, chilly corner of the rambling old
place—and the Bounder hoped that i
was very chilly indeed !

Teaving it at that, the Dounder
tramped out, and joined the wailting
jumiors in the coomb-—negotizting the
steps &t o less rajpud rate thiz time.

“Did you find Bunter?” asked Bob,
with a grin. ''he juniors gunessed that
the answer was in the negative, for if
Bunter had bheen found, sounds of woe
would have apprized them of the {act.

“MNo—but ho thinks I'm satill after
him ¥ prowled Smithy.  “He's stuck
himself in =ome corner—and he can
stay therel I hope it's jolly cold [

And Herbert Vernon-Smith tram
away down the coomb, and the other
fellows followed.  “LThey chuckled as
they went.  Billy DBunter certainly
deserved some punishment for having
sent the Bounder tumbling headlong
down the stops, and if he got cold in
some hidden corner, while his breakfast

t cold in the hall, 1t was no more
than ho deserved, It was & lighter
punishment than The would have
reeeived had the Bounder found him.

Bmithy was rubbing two or threo
aching places, and scowling, as ho
went. But the cheery sunshine, and
the fresh wind from the sea, restored
his good humour before the cove was
reached. )

It was a glorious morning, though
bitterly cold. Through the great clifts,
like a gateway at the mouth of the
cove, the vast Ailantie could be seen,
rolling  bright. Heavy waves ware
brealing on the rocks as the tide came
1mn.
John Redwing, Tom's father, stood
by the boat, which he had run out of
the boathouse.

*All ready, young genilemen!™ said
the eailorman.

“Bafe and sound and seaworihy,
what " asked Bob Cherry, looking into
the fGftcen-foot dinghy that  bobbed
besida the rocky shore.

“Av, ay, sir!” said John, “I've
caulked every hole that that landshark
bored in the timbers! You'll find her
safe.” A smile came over his bronzed
face. “I won't say it's a safe trip up
tha cave on the tide, though. DBut ghe's
a good boat.”

*“Bafe enourh for us” said Smithy

cavelessly. “Tuwmble in, you men!®
*“ All aboard, my hearties!” grin
BEob.

The juniors packed into the boat, It
was roomy, and of sohid build, and
there was plenty of room. John RHed-
wing sat at tho tiller, and Tomm took
the sheets. The juniors lent & hand as
hoisting sail, and the boat danced away
cn the rulfled waters of the cove

John steered for a high wall of
black rock that dropped perpendicular
to the water. In the faco of it opened
adespdarkcavern. Evenin the shcﬁur&d
cova the water was rough close in to
tha cliff, and semoe of the crow took
rnars to fend off.



Under a soaring arch of solid rock
the hoat plided inte the sea cave.
Thers was alwavs plenty of water in
Black Rock Cave; but only when the
tide waa in was it poszible to penetrata

ang great distance afloat, vow the
tide was volling n, and there was
doep water under the keel. Under the
arch of rock, John struck the sail, and

the crew put out the oars,

The cavern was ampliy wide enough
for pulling. Ahead of the boat waa
black darkness; behind, as they surged
in, the great mouth of the cave grew
simaller and smaller.

Daylight faded more and more, and
the splazh of the oars awoke strange
echoes in the hollow of the rocks. In
old days, when the sguires of Polpelly
hiad hived at the lonely mansion, the
cave had been used by smugglers, and
there wasz a legend that it was con-
nected in sone subterranean way with
the house of Polpelly.

The squires of Pnfpellr had been o
rough and lawless race, from the old
LElizabethan sca-captain who had fought
the Armada, down to the last of the
family, fifty ‘faara ago. Unless local
rumour belied tliem, they had had an
cxtensive hand in the smuggling that,
in the old davs, had flourished &t
olpelly.

“Joliy, what?” said Bob Cherrx.
“Ripping place for a smuggler bold {*

John lighted a hurricene lamp and
slung it to the masthead. The light of
day was now only a patch, far astern.
1he light glimmered eerily an dark,
relling, surging waters, as the boat
pulled deeper and decper into ithe
depths of the smugglers’ cave,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Drops In!
caaped Billy

“ ODD{}GGH ™
Bunter,
Heo fancied that he must he

dreaming.

Certainly he was not asleep! Bunter
was & good hand &t slecping, and
always prepared to fill up a few odd
minutes with & nap; but even the fat
Dwl of the Ilemove was not likely to
nod off in that dJdark, dismal, dank
corner of the old house of Polpelly.

It was dark=—it was cold—it was
dismal! And as Dunter crouched
there, unconforiabla thoughts of the
phantoimn of Pelpelly came into his fat
wnind.

Bunter was not afvaid of ghosts n
thoe day-time: but thers was darkness
round him now. At the end of the
windowless passape, closed by the shut
door, it was almost ss dark as night.

But he did not dare venture out £ill
he was suro Bmithy was ne, In
Fr:-i.nh of fact, Smithy had been gone
1alf en hour; but the fat Owl was
wnaware of it, and cvery moment he
expected to hear footsteps of the venge-
ful Bounder in scarch of him.

Ile was debating in hiz mind whether
to take the rvisk of venturing forih,
when suddenly the amazing thing hap-
Z}ened that mads him wonder whether
e was dreaiming.

The great fagsione on which he stood
suddenly moved.

Huge flazstones floored that old stone
passage; as solid, seemingly, as the
aneclent walls of Polpelly, which lad
withsiood the gales and storms of long
centurios,

Yet there came o swdden jerk of the
flat sfone under Duuster, snd it sank
beneath luim.

ITo gave o startled, horrified pasp.

Fis fat brain swom with amazement.
Refore he could realise what was hap-
pening  the stone had sunk a  yarld
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¢ As Vernon-Smith reached the steps

g and he stumbled forward, slip
® and legs thrashing wildly as he went.
i that framed Billy Bunter's fat face.

o o o

or more, and he steod in an oblong
orifice, with the other flagstones like
& wall round himn.

Ile popgled in petrified astomishment,

The rest of the flagged floor was in-
tacl—zolid as ever. But that huge
+tone at the end of tha pussa?a was
sinking under Bunter, apparently into
the depths of the carth as if it had
no support below,

nler made a frantie eluteh at the
surrounding floor 1o hold on aml drag
himseli ont.

Dut kis fingers slipped on the cdges
as the stone wider hem sank rapdly
decper.

In a secomd or (wo the lovel of il
passago floor was over his head, lle
squatted on the sinking stone. almost
bermnused with amazement amd ferror.
Sinking rapidly, the solid mazs of slone
dozeonded o the depth of six feei, and
then, with a jerk, stopped,

Banter, hanched o b alwost gals-

y B
g Whiz! Plop1 The snowball smashed on the back of the Bounder’s head,
on the top step, and shot downwards, his arms

“ He, he, he | ** came from the window
* Borve the beast right | He, he, he [ **

LR P

i
n Vi
T .

':':. “mu
i *'-' il

illy Bunter let Ay with the snowhall.

n

Lbling with terror, blinked round him
through his big spectacles.

Bolid carth, faced witli stone, was
round him, save in oue spot, where
thero was an opening. A light
flickered there 1n the dense dorkness,

Too lorrified to move or 1o make a
sound, DBunter squatied and blinked.
It davwned on Ins fat mind that the
whole earth was not collapsing under
him. There was hounan agency in the
rinking of the stone from the passaope
floor,

A nmum could have rveached up and
pudled Limself ot of the pit.  Buot
Billy Bunter could pet have reachod
the odiee nhove 1f e hod stood on tip-
top—even if he could slwen bave pulled
upr his weight,

He squatied anmd Blinked, his fat
Leart thoampiug with error. Cut in
the stone-faced ecarth on one sudo was
a marrew Jow doorway,

Obwvionsly 1t ecommunicaled with a
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sublerrancan passage, and the sinking
.F.E-DI'.E-B Wis B secret Way into the man-
sion above.

Bunter
breathing.

In the darkness beyond the Ilittle
dogorway flickered a hight; but ho
could sce no one, and hoe hoped that
ho eould not ba scon.

Someone was there, for a murmur
of wvoices came to his ears; and tho
light, too, was a preof of it. The
Owl of the Remove trembled in every
fat hmb.

Who were those hidden prowlers in
the dark secret den under the ancient
house of Polpelly? The Italians who
had att{:mptug tr kidnap the Bouwnder
~-Count Zero and his man Beppo?

Who else could it be? Mo doubt
that secret way had been used by the
Polpelly smugglers in the old days;
but smuggling days wero over.

Whoever they were there was danger
for Bunter, if they found that he had,
by that cxtracrdinary chance, dis-
covered the secret. Likely enough
they knew that the Greyfriars party
had gone doewn the coomb to the boat,
leaving only deaf old Dan’'l in the
house. Even i1f they knew that Bunter
had been left behind, they certainly
would not have expee him to on
the last fapstone in the dark old
passage.

Somebody was going up into the
heuse now  that 1t was  deserted.
Bunter realised that. X he saw DBunter

teied to suppress  las

therg—

He could not fail to see him if he
cane  with o lhight., That was a
pertainty,

Bunter dragged himself to his feet.

Hao ecast a looging blink upward.
But the passage Hoor was hopelessly
out of his reach. Unless he was to
reamain whera he was the livtle door-
way was Lhe only exit. But that way
ley the unknown enemy.

e blinked throwgl: it.  The lipht
rame from a lantern, and Bunter made
out the thick-set, bull-necked man wha
was holding 1. He remembersd that
it was a thick-set, bullnecked man
whom the Greyimars {ellows  had
spotted and nearly ecanght in tha boat-
house tampering with tha beoat, It
was the same man, eviden!ly—one of
the hidden enemies who lurked about
the old house of Polpelly.

e was 5Fn:&1iing to annther man
[arther on whom Bunter could nob sec.
The murmur of his voice reached thae
fat jumior, but Buanter could not dis-
tinguish any of the words, which were
in soma foreipn tonpgue. iz back
was to Bunter as he spoke.

For the moment Bunter was unseoen,
unsuspected.  Obviously it had neot
acturred to either of the men that the
sinking  stone, in descending, had
hrought down a passenger with it

Almost paralysed with terror as Lo
waz, the fat Owl realised only too
clearly that his only chance—a shim
e, too—was to dodge away, if he
voufd, befora  either of the men
approached the sunken stone.

Trembbng, as if with the ague,
Dunter stepped  throwgh the narrow
daorway—=eo low that even Bunter had
to duck his head.

If the bullnecked man turned and
flashed the |i¥hh nf the lantern on him
he was done or. Dut the man did nat
1urm.

He was not more than a dozen f'l'."i.':'- 1

from Bunter. From the lower level of
s head Bunter knew that there must
be steps down, s fat brain was
working at uncommon pressure,
IMardly breathing, stealthy as o ear
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after ¢ream, Bunter groped in
blackness, and felt tho stops.

He pave the back of the man’s head
and the lantern an agzonmized blink.
But the head did neot turn; the man
was  still aﬁaeaking in that foreign
tongus of which Bunter did not under-
stamd a word.

Was there a corner into which he
could squeeze? If there was he had
a chance.

Later, he would get out somchow.
There must be some sort of o way out.
At the moment the urgent need was to
avord dizcovery. Life iteelf might be
at stake in such desperato hands.

There were three steps down, They
landed Bunter in the tunnel-like pas-
sage in which the man with the lantern
stoodd, Hiz fat hand, groping on the
wall, felt an opening.

At the foot of the steps another pas-
sage branched off,  DBreathing thank-
fulnezss Ihilly Duonter stepped into it
It was easy omough to crouch there,
out of sight, tll those wvillains werc
gone,

Bunter took one step, then another,
and then another, and then— A
gasping gurgle of horror broke from
him as he felt himself shooting down-
wards, As he went he heard a startled
voieo :

“Che eosa of™

“Miente!” coame  Lthe
man's voice. * MNessuno 1"’

If Bunter had understood the Ilalian
language, he would have known that

Lthe

bull-nocked

the unscen man exclaimed -
“ What's that?  Apd that the man
witlhh the lantern had snswored:

' Mathing ; nobods."

But Bunter, though he heard, would
not have heeded even had ho been able
to understand. He was falling—falling
inte deep darkness; and thero waz &
sddon  splash as he dropped into
wWatop,

————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Awlul for Bunter !

. CRRRGGH " .
Bunter gurgled horribiy.
He shot downward through

ey water, He touched bottom
and =hobt up agamm.  Instinetively—for
hiz fat wils were utterly scattered, and
he did not know what ho was dong-—
he strock out, swimming.

Dunter could swim—aliler & fashion.
Every Grexiriars [ellow had to learn
to swim. Bunter was o “funk.™ He
would never have learned to swim had
he been able to aveid it. Certainly
he was the rottenest swimmer at (Grey-
friars,  Still, ke could keep himself
afloat in calm water. And at the pre-
tent moment he had reason to bo
thankful to the ‘beasts® who had
mude him learn, against his own lordly
will and pleasure.

He swam.

ITa was in densa darkness. Black-
ness and ey water surrounded himg
but he kept alloat, and his thrashing
hands ecame in econtact with rock. He
grabhed and held.

He could see nothing, But the rock
he hung to was aboete the level of the
water., Bummoening all his energy ho
clamberad on it, draggimng himself from
the sey waler, drenched and dripping,
shivering and wurgling.

“TUrrereph 1" purgled Buntor,

He squaticd on thoe rock, gasping for
breath., He was out of the water, at
all evenis,

He blinked upward, Thero was only
impenelrable  darkness  above. He
Blinked round himn. DBlack darkness!

He proped in his pocket, Since the

night when the prlisenitern of Polpetly
had appeared o the Chrmstias party,
Bunter had considered it judicieps to
provide himeelf with an electrio torch
80 that he would never risk being laft
i the derk. 8o he hod annexed one
belonging  to  Frunk Nugent., [Lle
proped for if, got it out, and flashed
on the light.

He shuddered at what ho zaw,

How deep down e was he had not
the faimrest ides, But he knew that the
water had saved him from a very un-
pleasant erash.

As ot was he was not huri; only
drevchued to the skin, and frightencd
out of lis fat wits,

He stood on a rocky bank by the
suivling dark water.

The water flowed through o patural
tunuel i: the rock—one of tho unending
caverns that hozeycombed all Polpelly,
Only a little above the water lovel was
tho shelf on which Bunter stood, backed
Ly almost perpendicnlar reck that rose
to a height far out of his range of
vision.

But that rocky shelfl seemed to extend
all along the edege of the water, and
Bunter could oply hope that it led rw
somoewhere ous of tlhis awful place.

Holding wp the light, the fat Owl
picked his way along the rocky path,
shivering as he went.

Suddenly he became aware that the
water was washing over his feet.

The path was not descending; it was
rather nsiuﬁ; a little. Yet tha water
now invaded the rocky bank,

Dunter blinked ot it through his wet

spectacles, in horror and amazement.
But it dawned oo iz mind that that
subterrancan channel must be connecied
with the sea, and he had heard the
juniors gay, before they went out, thut
tha tide was coming in.
It was the rizing tide that was deepen-
ing the water in the black tunnoe
thropgh the mass of rock below 1Mol
pelly 1louse.

Bunter gave o squeak of terror as he
realised it If the rising tide cornered
lwm in that den of darkness and
death—-

He horried on with chattering tecih.

Was there no outlet?! Was he going
lo be drowned like a rat in a trap?
The water rose and rose; it washed
round his fat ankles, and washed
against {he wall of rock on his left
hand, It was soon washing round his
pedgy knecs.

The electric torch alnost fell from his
shaking, fat hand. Dut ho clutched it
desperately and hurried on.

Suddenly—so suddenly that it made
him jump—the woll of rock along which
he groped disappearcd. 1o was in
OpeIL Space.

EHe lifted the torch and east the light
round hin

He stood in an immense cave, the
water washing round his legs.

The light glimmered ecerily on the
dark, threateming swirl.

Ho plunged on.  Billy Bunter was not

bright. But his fat intellect was exert-
ing all its powers now—such as they
were,  The push of the flowing water

cainte from the dircction of tha sca, and
it was 1n the other direction that safety
av.

Innumeralde  fssures, tunnels, and
clefta opened anto the great ecavern.
Some of them were flooded ; others, ot
g higher level, lugh and dry.

Hunter plugged and splashed on, and
had the eomfort at last of finding that
the water dropped away from him—
which meant that he was on rising
g_ﬁnund, and getting out of reach of the
frdde.

At last—ab long last—he reached a



stectch of sand, out of reach of the
lapping water. .

sxhausted by his cflorts, he sani
down on the sand, gasping for breath
and perspiring in spite of the ecold.

“Oh  lor i” nsged Bunter. “Oh
crikey | Beasts? Oh lor'! How am I
going to got out of this? Oh erumbs ™

Having rested, the fat Owl pickad
himself up at last. The tide was still
coming in, and he had to go farther vp
the slepe of sand.

IIe was safe from the tide, but wheive
was he, and what was he going to do?
Heo had long ago lost gight of the tunn:]
by which he lad entered the cave. It
was cone of two or three dozen, ail
similar in the gloom.

But it was useless to go back, had it
been possible: there was no escape nv
way of Polpolly House. Was there aix
other escape?

|
|
|

EVERY SATURDAY

volee, rumbling Lhirough e vast hollow
of the eavern. Ther lLiad seen hiz hight,
and seen him shut it off.

What were they going to do if they
ot hitn? The whirl and swirl of the
water in the darkness scemed to answer
that question. Ile heard sounds—
voices—the light flashed closer.

In desperation Bunter ran up the
sandy floor of 1the cavern in the dark.
careless of where he was going or what
lav ahead of him, =o long as he got
away'! In utter terror he heard ihe
sound of footsteps In pursuit.

His foot enught in a crevige in the
dark, and he stumbled and fell, with &
gasping squeak. Teoo exhausted to make
further effork, the hapless Owl lay,
almost fainting with terror, as footstens
came nearer 1o the hollow, echoing
CAVErna.

vou're actually THERE with the

and again !

otherwise you may be too late |

THE MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF

ADVENTURE STORIES

e

Billy Bunter sroancd.

This was tie vesnlt of those beasis
poing off and leaving him! Really, it
was the result of his snowballing the
Bounder and giving him a rough tumbla
down Polpelly steps. But it never
aecurred (o Billy Bunter that any of the
blema ought to come to his address.

“ Beasts I he groaned.

Suddenly he gave a jump! A light
flickered and gleamed In the darkness
of the great cave.

“0Oh eriker ! gaszped Bunter.

He stood and stared at the winking
light in utter tercor. It was approach-
ing him.

In those dismal depths, far below FPol-
pelly, he had supposed that he was safe,
at loast, from the men in the secret
passage, Now it rushed into his mind
that they were after hum.

He trembled from head to foobt
Remembering that his own light could
he geen, he shut the torch off hastily.
It secmed to him that e heard a calling

tiller.
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that dark stream, io boats laden with
contrabend goods, from some vessel thst
had slipped into the cove under cover
of night. Now the splash of oars woka
the echoes again, repeating cerily tn the
hollows of the rock.

John Redwing sat very silent at the
His bronzed face was clouded
Tha thought of the phantom of Polpelly
was in his mind—and the saillorman wns
not qguite free of superstition.

The same thought was in the minds of
the juniors, No ono would havé been
gurprised at any moment to see an
eorie figure looming in the gloom, in
the gleam of the lantern slung to the
masthead. ,

Herbert Vernon-Bmith, whose mind
was as hard and practical as thet of his
father, the millionaire financicr, scouted
the idea of the superstition with scorn.
The Famous Five and Tom agreed, so

characters, going through all the

Remember the name——

a

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Cave !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. peercd
round them, in the shadowy
gloom, &3 the boat pulled up the
llooded cave on the following

tide.

Immense, infinite as it scemed in tho
gloom, the Blaek Reck Cave stretehed
in darkness. The spot of daylight at
the mouth of the cavern had disap-
peared. The juniors seemed to be in a2
world of their own—of dark, rugged
rock and darvk, swirling watey,

Vast rugged walls-of rock shut them
in, arching ovoriwad out of sight; walls
that were split with cndless eracks and
erevices and smaller caves, some flooded
by the tide, others heaped with eand
aned seaweed left there by the waters

Even Bob Cherry's cheery, ruddy face
was a little grave in the silence and
gloom of the great cavern. A hundred
rears, probably, had passed since the
ast of the old smugglers bad pulied up

far as that went. Yet the Dounder's
practical mind had been unable to find
any explanation of the terrible ¥ision
that had appeared in the old house.

TUnless it was the haunting spirit of
the old sea-captain squire a ?n]g:glq'.
the grim old skipper of Elizabeth's
reign whose portrait hung in the Lall,
it was hard to explain how it had come
and how it had gone.

Some dovs had passed since that
terrible vision liad ap{;mnred in the old
house, and the Greyfriars fellows had
watehed for a yeappearance in vain.

But, whether it was a phantom or a
fake, they did not believe that they had
goon the last of if,

Rither it was the phost of the old
Elizalethan sca-capiain, or it was some
cunnine trickster seeking to scare them
away: and, in cither case, they did not
beligve that the Choistmas holidays
would pass without another visitation.

They had hunted and hunted for
seeret passaces in the old mansion, and
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found none. And if it was Count Zero
playing a lgh-nstl:.r part, how could the
man from Italy know the secrets of the
housa, whichk a prolonged seareh failed
te reveal to its ocoupants? So far as
they knew, Count Zero had never
entered the house, whersa his ancestor
had been a prisoner in the reizn of
Queen Bess.
The boat bumped on shelving sand.
They had reached the end of the
water. and beyond, a sandy floor sloped
upward, lapped by the ercoping tide.
They pushed the boat to a mass of
rock, where they could step ashore with
dry feet, and moored it. Then they
clambered over the rock, and tramped
on the shelving sand. ]
Heaped in strange shapea by the tides,
tho sand lay thick, with mosses of sea-
weed and mouldy old driftwood lying
here and there. Tha light from tho
boat's mast glimmered some distanee,
and the Greyfriars juniors pecred about
them with curious eyes.

“Tots of time to explore the place
bofore the #ides turns!” said Vernon-
Smith. “If there's any truth in the old
tale of tho smugglers, thero’s some way
from this cavern up to Polpelly House.”

“ It will want some finding I* remarked
Nugent.

“ Mo sign of the jolly old galleon, or
tha giddy doubloons | said Bob, with a
faimt grin.

“Fathead 1” grunted Smithy, * The
Ban Pictro must have broken up, and
gone to driftwood, centuries ago. The
chests of doubloens are gone for good,
unless they were got ashore from the
wreck.”

“Ageording to the giddy legend, the
ghost of the old seacaptain is still
maoching after them 1 prinned Bob.
“If the old squire got them ashore, his
ghost would know whera ta lay phantom
fingers on them—what "

" {th, rot1” rowled Smithy.
“Whether the doubloons aro really in
existence or not, it's absolutely certain
that Count Zero behieves that they are.
His ancestor commanded tha gallean,
and was a prisoner, walting for

ransom, at Polpelly Heouse, for vears.
Ho was ransumed)“ at last, and got
home—and, I tell you, he left some
document as o tip to his fammly to get
after those doublogns at a  later
date—=""

“They've left it jolly lnte!” said
Bob. “It's guite a long timo since the
Spanish Armada! Before my time!™

“Asa! The tip may have got lost—

or the Zero rribe mayn't have felt
inclined for the adventure—"*
“Sounda s bit thin!® remarked

Johnny Bull, “If I had a tip to thirty
thousand golden doubloons, I should
e after them pretty quiclk 1™

“You're Yorkshire. not Italy!"
rrunted the Bounder. “1 dare say
generations of the dero gang  spent
their time dancing and fiddhing!
Ttalians haven't pot o lot of “go’ in
them.*

“"Hear, hear !” sald Baob.

“What do you think that blighter
wanted Polpelly for?” demanded the
Bounder. “Think he liked the ideca of
it as a residence—after Italy?"

“0Oh, my hat! Not likely 1"

“DBut he wanted it, to the extent ?f
offering my father twice what he paid
for 1t years ago. To the extonb of kid-
napping me, to force my father to sell,
by threateming my life, Do you think
he's come over from Italy to do all
that for amusement "’

“Um! Mol” eaid Bob. *“But—
well, I’'d like to seo the giddy doub-
loons! If they were got ashore from
the wrecked galleon, this cave 13 as
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likely a place as any! Lend on, old
men—wae'll all fill our pockets if we
s_?iut. *am! And if we wake up the
g host——1

“Ohl Lool 1"
Nugent. ]

Ho grabbed Bob by the srm, inter
rupting him.

‘What 1

A 1i§|1t‘.‘—'l.lp the cavern !

“Oh!” gasped Bob.

All ecyes fixed on the light that
leamod from black darkness far up
the immense cavern, It seemed to
wink like a glitering eye from the
hlack distance. Even as they stared,
it went guk.

They heard John Redwing draw a
deep, bard breath. There was a
flicker of pallor in the sailorman’s
bronzed face.

Vernon-Smith's cyes gleamed.

“There's somebody in the cavernl”
he said. I tell you mern, whoever is
playing tricka at Polpelly knows, the
secrets of the place—whether he'a
that spaghbetti blighter or not. Who-
ever he 13, we'ro getting after him!
Follow mal® _

“Stop I breathed John Redwing,
“It's not of this earth, eirl"

That remark from any of the
juniors would have drawn an outburst
of mocking scorm from the Bounder.
But he never failed to treat Tom's
father with respect. E

“1 think it's a trick, Mr. Redwing,”

gasped  Frank

eaid Smit-}qf;r. “But, trick or not, ghost
or not, I'm going after it  You
fellows can come or mot if you like—
I'm going 1™

And, with his electria torch in his
left hand, a thick oaken. eudgel
gripped in his right, the Bounder ran
up the sloping sand. :

Harry Wharton & Co. followed him
at once. ‘There was something eerie
and unnerving in that flicker of light
fromm the desclate darkness of the
lonely cavern. .

But they ware not going to let the
Bounder foce 1t alone, whataver it was.
Tom Redwing followed them, and
John followed more slowly.

Blacknesa lay before them, picreed
by the bright beam from the
Tounder's torch. Buddenly Vernon-
Smith flashed the light on the sandy
floor and gave & ery of exultation.

“ Look |

" Footprints 1¥ exclaimed Wharton.

“Does that leok like a ghost?”
grinned the Bounder. “Didn't I tell
on it was all trickery! Do phantoms
cave footprintsi” .

“"DNouse my  deadlights !
John, staring blankly at the
distinet track in the sand.

Obviously, they were the tracks of a
human being. And Harry Wharton,
bending to examino them, uttered “an
excited exclamation. His knowledge
of seouting came in useful now.

“Ho's runmng!’ exclaimed
Wharton.

“Hew do you koow that,
asked John.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Seanteraft, Mr. Redwingl Look—
the toes are pressed in decper than the
heels=—you can seo it in all the tracks!
A man doesn’t walk on his toes, but
he runs on them.”’

“Come onl” breathed the Bounder,
“Wo'll get him ¥ ;

He ran on, flashing tha light ahead.
Fast at his heels came the rest of the
juniors, with cager faces.

“Hark I muttered Bob. i

There was a sound of a heavy fall in
advance. Evidently they wera close
behind the runner—and he had tripped
in the dark ond fallen.

gaspad
deep and

mir ¥

“We'wve por him now [¥ said Smithy,
between his teeth.

He tore on

The light gleamed on a sprawling,
gasping form. Up went the under's
cudgel, ready for a blow. There was &
yell from Bob Cherry.

“Hold on, Smithy! It's Buntert™

“B-b-b-b-Bunter !’ stuttered the
Bounder, Hia arm fell to his side.
5 Bll‘_ﬂ.t-ﬂl.'!”

“The esteomed and absurd Bunter 1™

*(Great pip1”

" How the dooce——""

“Whgt the thump——

Th&}r%had run down the mysterious
prowler of Black Rock Cave. The
gathered round him as he sprawled,
gtari at him in blank utter
amazement. They had got him~—anod
he was Billy Buntor |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
QOnly Bunter ]

ILLY BUNTER eat u

The Bounder's torch gleamed

on hiz big spectacles as he
blinked round in dire terror

“Ow! Keep off |” howled DBunter,
“It wasn't me! I won't tell any-
body! I never saw either of you, end
I won't mention it] Help! Merey!
Rescuct Oh, help ™

“ Bunter !” roared Bob.

“He's potty with funk|” said the
Bounder. “But how in the name of
all that’s fatheaded did he get herel”

"Help! Owl Help! cop  off 1Y
velled Bunter.

Ho was too utterly  terrified to
realise that the figures that surrounded
him wera thosa of tha Greyiriars
fellowa,

He had fancied that it was foes pur-
suing him. Now ha fancied that he
was in enemy hands. He howled
wildly for help and merey.

* Bunter, old chap(” =zaid Tom Red-
wing gently.

“You shivering funk—"" shouted
Smithy.

“Bunter, you fat duffer—"
claimed Bob ﬂherri)n .

“It'a ng, Bunter ™ sald Harry.

“Our  esteened and  ridiculous
selves, my fat, funky Bunter!”

The familiar voices of the Remove
fellows seemed to penetrate the mista
of  terror. Bunter  blinked—and
blinked again—and recognised familiar
faces in the light.

Ha stared blankly, as surprised to
sen the Greyfriarva fellows there as they
were to se¢ him!

ex-

“Oh! You!” he gasped. “I say,
c¢an you see them?”’

“Who 1" pasped Nugenk.

“Those  villains—they're after mel

I saw their light, and ran for it, and
they chased me—" ;

“You blithering owll” hissed the
Bounder. “It was us chasing youl”

“Oh " gosped Bunter. “1I say, Fou
fellows, ain't they here? I H’mught
they were after me! Oh dearl

Wharton and Bob gave the fat Owl
helping hands, and he tottered to his
foot. He blinked round into the sur-
rounding shadows, with fearful eyes.

“&are they ain't here?” he asked.

‘I'lﬂnbnﬁiy]l here but usl” growled
Johnny Dull :

“1 say, you fellows, I'm jolly %s:d
to sea you I” grosned Bunter.  “Did
rou fall down into this awful place,
ika I didt"”

“«Fall down!” repeated Wharton
blankly. “Wo came in the hoatl
You knew wo wers going up Dlack
Rock Cave in & boat, fathead[™
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%“ Look ! said Vernon-Smith, between his {eeth.

him now ! ** The

on, Smithy ! ** yelled Bob Cherry, suddenly. **It’s Bunter ! **
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“Oh!" pasped Bunler.  “Is  this
Black Rock Cave, thent”
“Did vou really think it was the
Great Cave of Kentucky " ashed Dob.
“0h, really, Choerry! Oh dear! I-—

I understand now ! gasped Bunter.
understanding any-

“Faney DBunter
1 pemarked  Johnny Bull.

thing !
“Wonders will never ccase!”

“ Benst ™

Billy Bunter pulled himself together.
Flo rcalized that his danper had not
been so terrilic as he had supposed.
Nobody was after him; asnd at low
tide it would bhave been possible to
walk out of Black Rock Cave, and walk
back to Polpelly, along the cove and
up the coomb.. Bunter, had he only
known ib, only had to wait for the
ticle to turn.

#l=] soe mow'"™ he gasped. O
lor't I sav, you fellows, I've becen
muridered—"

Ol erikey !

“1 mean, nearly murdered ! At least,
I should have been if they'd got hold
of mel All that beast Sinithy's faule.
I shouldn't have been there at all but
for that beast Smithy—"

“That reminds me ihat T owe you
& kicking ! grunted the Buounder,

" Deast ¥

“Tut how did von get here?” roared
Bob Cherry. “We touk you for s
giddy ghost, ov else a spaghotti sports-
man; and it turns out to Le only you!
You're the fellow te drop in when
least expected, I know, but low the
dickens did you drop in here?”

All the juniors were caper to licar.
Bunter bhad been left in Polpelly
Honse—hiding in sowine obseure corner
from the wralh of the Bounder! Now
hoe was here, in Black Rlock Cavet! It
was & proof of the old lepend, that

EVERY SATURDAY
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““ The trickster !

thera wes communication between tho
mansion and the smugglers’ cove.

In gaspitng tones the fat junier told
of what had happened to him.  Tho
juniors listened Iin amazement.

Bunter was too scared and unnervedl
to indulge in any of his usual fanciful
teimmings to the tale. Mo told them
exactly what had happencd. Probably
for tho first time in his fat life, the
Owl of the Remove told a plain, un-
varnished taloe! o

The Bounder'a eyves were glittering.

“What did I tell you #' he said, when
Bunter was fimished. “Mr, Bedwing.
wasn't it in that very passage that
vou saw the specire disappear, the
Iﬁg:ht. before we pot to Polpelly i

Ay, ay!” muttered John.

“And now Dunter's found o seeret
way out of it1" grinned the Donnder.
“Fhat speetee didn’t vanish  threngh
the solid stone, Mr. Redwing! lle
went down on the sinking stone in tho
floor, just as Tunter diel 17

dohn Redwing nodded slowly.

“And we snw it vanish, in the old
oak wardrobe in the bed-room,” sawl
Yornon-Soath. “Bome trick of a
moving stone behind it, of course i

*“Ahouldn’t wonder ! assented lob,

“I've kept that old wardrobe safely
lacked, ever since.” added the Deunder,
“z0 that way coaldn't Lo used again!
Dut they had the sivking stone in the
passage —just as easy ! T daroe oy there
awre other ways, foo bV

The juniors nodded assent. It eer-
tainly looked as if the Boumder wus
right. The revelation of fhe sinking
stone threw en ontirely new light on
the mystery of Polpelly., Waa it, after
all, a cunning trickster who had played
ghost, and groaned behind  the old
walpseot ¥ IL bezan {o look Like it.

ooaaith s " Th t ﬁl:s lnﬂppeg in t!ulli Egark and fallen.
gleamed on a sprawling, gasping form. Up went the Bounder's cu
“ B-h-b-b-Bunter I ' stuitered Vernon-Smith.

We've got
ready for a blow. ** Hold
(1] Bunter ! L)

. TR PR R R

And those sportsmen von saw under-
ground, Bunter,” went on the Bounder.
“YWhat were they like®”

“1 only saw one of them.” quavered
Banter. 1 think he was the man vou
found st the bhoathouse he other dav

1]

—a  bull-necked beast,  short and
stocky——"
“You heard them speaking?  Whae

tid they say?¥™

“Iow should I know ™ gruntml tha
fat Owl, :

“You ULlithering fdiel ! F suppose
rour kuow whal they said, if von heard
tirern talking.”

“Well, vou =ee, thev
in Gieemnn.*

“Uerman 77 exclabned  Smdilee,

“Bome forcign language, anvhow,"

aaid Bunter. "R #t wasa't Gernie it
wag something olse ™

wirre talizinge

“fo hon! saul Bob, willh deep
spreasm, " Sure of thal, Buntery™

“1la, La, ha!™

“Waa it Haliun ®" asked the Bounder
cagerly,

“1loew should T Beow?” gruntod
Boanter, “We wont learn Italian at

Greviriars, do we ¥

"Didn't vou catelr o single word,
N huwiil'lf_," sz, that o fellow might.
apist e ].:_J.ltgu:l:.;'i_: l_r_‘,"."" E.I‘HLI_llfIL"d Lho
Doumler.

“hy ves: T licavd one beast vapping
ont someihing as I fell. It was ness—
ness-ness-someting-or-other, "

“Wes2?" pepeated il Bonnder,
“Daes  anvbody  here koow  enowgh
Italizn lo konow o word beginning

with nessi" :

The Greviviars fellows were ot o loss.
They had on  elassical cdoeanion  at
Greyviriars, and could have held somo

Tic Alsgxer Ligeapy.— XMoo 1,461,
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sort of conversation with anerend
Romans, in the extremcly unlikely event
of meeting any. But of the language
of modern Italy they knew nothing, or
next to nothing. | :

Smithy gave an mlqatmnt unt. He
was eertain—absolutely convinced—that
tho prowlers of Polpelly wore Count
Zero and his helpers. Could they have
boen identified as Ttalians it would have
been as good as proof

It waz: John Redwing who camo to
tha rescue. John had no classical educa-
tion indecd, he had little of any kind.
But he had knocked about the wide
world and picked up smatterings of
inany tongues, in various ports. The
old sailorman kel’it silent, waiting for
the Creyfriars fellows to speak—in the
innocenee of his simple heart taking 1t
for granted that Public school fellows
would knew better than o rongh old
sailorman. But as nobady answered the
Bounder, John weighed in, diffidently.

“T think I can tell you that, sir. It's

uite & common word to hear among

talians. I've heard it o main lot of
times—at Leghorn, and Naples, and
Genca——"

“Goml old John!? chuckled the

Baonnder. 1 told you, Reddy, that this
party would be a frost if your father
didn't come! Go it, Mr. Redwing ¥

“ Thera's an Italian word, © nessuno,’
sir,” said John, smiling.

“That was it1" said Bunter. Ta
dare say it mcans something. don't
know what, and jolly well don't want
t.ﬁ ‘E?I

“Well, we want to, il yvou don't!”
snapped the Bounder. “What does it
mean, »lr. Redwing T

“It means ‘no , 8"
“Well, that's rot!" ssid Bonter.
Bunter, evidently, was recovering,

“Why should 8 man say nobody i

THE MAGNET

Lheard ooe of the beasts call out some-
thing I dida’t ecateh, and tha other
one said that word. But he can’t have
said nobod Why should hei™

“You hfithering hletherer 1™ eaid
Smithy, “Suppose they bheard you—
might bhave heard you grunt, for
ingtance. Yowre alwoys grunting.”

“(Oh really, Bmithy——" i

“Or mipht have heard vou tumbling
over, And suppose one of them called
out * Who's that?’ thoe other might very
likely have said *Nobody,' not know-
ing that o fat and foodding fathead was
thera—"

-H'H.antl '[?J
“That's very likely,” said Harry
Wharton. *Anyhow, we've got on to

this: They wero speaking Italien, and
that means that they were Italians;
and thet, again, means that we're up
against Count Zero !

“Which I jolly well knew all along !”
suid  Vernon-Bmith. :

“Let's get back to the boat!® said
Tom Hedwing.

Vernon-Bmith stared at him,

“We're here to explore tha cave
fathead | Finding that foozling frea
heve deesn't make any difference——"

“ It does, Smithy 1" zaid Tom quietly.
“Those dagoes didn't open the seoret
stone for nothing, They. must have
done it to enter the house. Most hkely
they'd waiched us leave, snd they were
up to something there during eur
abscnce. As they never saw Bunter they
would have earried on, and goodnoss
only knows what may be happening at
Polpelly now

The Dounder stavied.

“By gum! I never
Reddy's right, you men! Let's pget
back ! We can come here another time,
%umelthmg may have happened to old
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“Oh lor 1" gasped Bunter.

The juniors stared at Bunter. 1t was
so0 unlike him to concern his fat mind
about others that they could not help
staring.

“Jeml eaw, they wouldn't hurt that
old ship's cook V" exelaimed Bunter. 1
gay, 1 EQI‘JG they haven't done anything
ta old Den'l V?

“We all- hopa 50,
“But I'm blessed if I expected to seo
you worrying about it, Bunter 1"

“(Oh, really, Wharton! Old Dan'l was
cooking the dinner—"

“What?"” welled the juniors.

“What I mean is, 1if anythmg‘ls hap-
pened to bim we shan't get any dinner.™

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Wharton.

Bunter's sudden concerm for the old
ship’s cook was explained pmow,

“Vou fat villain? roared Johony
Bull.

**(Oh, really, Bull——" :

“T awe vou a kicking, Bunter,” said
the Bounder. 1 was ;E;:riﬂg to let you
off, lfut now you'vo asked again, here
moog |

“Faropooh 1" roarcd DBunicr a3
Smithy's foot landed. " 0Owl DBeast!
L'l jolly well— Yarooop !”

“Come onl!” said Harry; esnd the
juniors trooped back down the cave
to the boat, Billy Bunter rolling after
them, spluttering  with wrath and
mmdignation, esnd very anxious—not
about old Dan'l, but sbout dinner.

1F

sald Harry.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Happened to Dan'l?

i UCLL, you fellows ™ )
1t was not easy work, pulling
out of Black Rock Cave, against
the running tide.

John Hedwing pulled a strong ocar,
and Tom, Wharton, and Bob Cherry
backed him up, the bounder steering.
But the boat made slow way, and more
thun onee was in danger of being dashed
on the rugged, rocky walls of the cavern,

The juniors had planned to explore
tha cave, and go out again on the tido
when it tuened ; but that meant at least
twa hours to wailt, ond they did not
want to waste minutes. In every mind
was the thought of what might have
happened at Polpelly Iouso in their
absence.

That the Italians had opened the
sinking sione, to enter tho mansion by
tho secret way, was certain, How they
Luew the scercts of Polpelly was a deep
myslery to the juntors, but it was
certain now, from what Dunter had fold,
sthat they knew. As they had scen
nothing of Bunter, owing to his tumble
intg the underzround channel, there
was no doubt that they had carried on,
Lilely enougly, they knew that the party
had gone to the cave, and expected them
to be absent the whole morning—ag they
would have been, but for the surprising
and unexpected encovnter with the Owl
of the Hemove. :

Something, there could be little doubt,
was going on at DPolpelly House. 1f
harm was intended to old Dan’l, ho was
at their merey.

It secmed unliknlf, yeb what else they
could intend, was havder to guess. At
all events, something was “on,” and all
the party felt that the sooner they got
back, the hetter.

Slowly, but surely, the boat made way
against the tide, and the daylight was
seen apain at the mouth of the cavern.

“Izay, you fellows, buek up 1™ grunted
BBilly Bunter, “I'm cold | Kik-gik-kiii-
ecold ! Get 2 move onl Can't you row ¥

Bunter sat huddled in the boat,
wrapped in Dob Cherry’a warm over-
coat., 1lo was wet and he was cold, and



Bob had kindly handed over the coat—
pulling at an oar kept Bob fairly warm.

“Like fto take your turn rowing,
Bunter?” asked BEaob.

“Eh! Nol I ¢ould row your head
offi—but 1I'm too I-k-coldl Hungry,
too " eaid Bunter dismally, “I mnever
finished my brekker, owing to that
beast Smithy! That's what he calls
hﬂfpiﬂlity to-& guest, I suppose.”

You're such & weird guest, old fat
bean!” grinned Bob, “Guests don’t
bump their host on the back of the
ﬂ_up]per with & enowball in the best
circles.” i )

“1 d]+:+11y well wish I'd eleared off, lika
I said I would!” grunted Bunter. 1
gtaved on to protect vou fellows, and
you go out snd leave mo to those
villains——"

“ Shut up, Bunter I said the Bounder.

“You tall too much, old fat man !
“¥Yah! For goodness’ sske put some
beef inko it, vou fellows!™ growled

Bunter, " I'm hungrey!”

Tha boat pulled on steadily to the
mouth of the cave. DBilly Bunter sat
and shivered, and groused. He was
cold—and he wea hungry—especiall
hungry. And the other fellows, with
the eclfishness Bunter knew only too
well, and expected of them, did not
seem to think it mattered| They were
actually concerned sbout a wooden-
le ?Eai old ship's cook, and net about
Billy Bunter at all,

Billy Bunter had started to leave
Polpelly once; after seeing the terri-
fving phantom. He had lost his way
and rolled home! As the ghost had
not appeared again, Bunter had taken
comfort, and decided to stay on. The
altcrnative to Polpelly, was Bunter
Court—and Dunter seemed to have no
deeg yearning for that magnificent
sbode. And it was not cagy to get away
from Polpclly, so long as the upper road
was blocked with snow, and no vchiele
could approach the place.

Outside the cavern at last, thes boat
giided into the open water of the cove,
and John Redwing shook out the sail,
arlid ran the boat along to the landing-

foa,

The Greyfrniars fellows serambled
ashore, and leaving the boat tied up,
started up the steep coomb towards
Polpelly House,

Billy Bunter's little fat lega wont like
clockwork, Lkeeping pace. For onee,
Bunter was wi liru;l to put on speed,
He did net give a thought to old Dan'l,
and what might have happened to him.
But he gave many thoughts to the
foodstulls,

"1 say, yvou fellows, don’t leave ma
behind ! he hooted. *“I say, if there
was a decent chap here, he would give
a fellow a hand.”

“Oh, come on!” eighed Bob, and he
grasped s fat arm, and helped the Owl
of the Remove up the rugged way.

“Don't pinch my arm!® grunted
Bunter.

“* Like me to take hold of your neck 7

“ Deast I

Bunter pented on. He was getting
warm &t mll events. But he was as
hungry as ever—in fact, hungrier.

FPolpelly House came in sight at last.
The juniors hurried up the steps from
the coomb, and crossed the ecourtyard to
the grest doorway, which stood open,
g3 the Bounder had left it.

The old oak hsall presented its usual
aspect, es they crogwded in. There was
no si of anyone having been there.
Sounds could be heard from along the
EE.EEH-E’E that led to the ancient kitchen.
t sounded as if old Dan’l was in his
usual place, at his vsual taska,

They ran down the passage to the
kitehen,

EVERY SATURDAY

There stood the old ship's cook, ab the
table, _husi with & goose for putting én
tho zpit. Ele did not hear them coming,
and did not turn his head. But it was
plain that he was safe and sound.

“1 say, you fellows,” gasped Bunter,
paﬂt;nF in after the rest, “I say, ia it
all right? I gay—"

Vernon-8mith ran across te Daniel
Heard, and tapped the deaf old man on
the shoulder, That apprised Dan'l that
they were there—but the result wes sur-
prising.

Tho old cook gave a sudden, alarmed
howl, leaped away, ¢lattering with his
wooden leg on the stone floor, grasped a
cleaver from the table, and whirled it
aloft.

“Blicer off, you lubbers !
Dan'l, “You landsharks,
Shiver my topsasils, I'll—>

Ha broke off, as he saw the astounded
schoolbovs, With a sheepish grin, he
lowered the cleaver, and threw it on the
table,

“'Bkuse me, sir!™ he gaid, "I
reckoned it was them piratical swabs
agin, They laid me aboard without me
geeing them.”

“Who's been here?” asked Bmithy.
It was clear frem old Dan'l's words,
that somebody had.

TFI_I'E_!;?I‘}

“"Have you seen anybody here?”
roared the Bounder.

“Ay, ay, the goose is going onl”
sard Dan’l, “I wasn't looking %:::r you
back so airly, sir. The pie's done——>"

“We ought to have brought & mega-
phone ! grinned Bob Cherry. “ Anyhow,
there scems to have been no harm done,
cven if somebody has been here,”

* Somebody has—and they never came
for nothing I gnapped the Bounder.
He put his mouth close to the cook's
head, and yelled:

“Tell us what has happened hore”

“0Oh, ay!” said old Dan'l, nodding
to show that he heard, “Ay, ey, sir!
I was plltckin% the goose, sir, that the
voung feller brought up thmu%h tho
snow from Pilverton—young feller of
the name of Coffin—"

“Blow him, and his name ! What-has

roarcd old
sheer off!

happened ¥ shricked the Bounder.

“ Ay, ay, sir, it's 8 good goose, and
a plump one.”

“Oh crikey|®

“But as was saying, sir, 1 was
plucking the goosze, when they laid me
aboard, from astern!" said the old sea-
cook, “I never heered mun! Sudden
they got me, and whips a sack over my
figure-head-—dousing the glim for me,
sir. Down I gops, and one of them sits
on me and I{EEEE me down. I tell you,
sir, I was on that floor ten minutes or
more, and that swab sitting on my head
in the sack!”

The juuniors listened in utter wonder.
What the sea-cook described looked like
a “rag,” which would not have been
surprising in the Remove passage at
Greyfriars. But it was amazing and
unexpected im the haunted house of
FPolpelly.

Only Bunter was not listening,

Buonter's cyes, and spectacles, were
fixed on the half-open door of the huge
old oven, A pie within was revealed.

It was a large pie—a lustious pic—a
lovely piel It was nearly done—and
1t looked serumptious. Bunter's mouth
watered as he looked at that pie,

What had happened to old Dan’l did
not interest Bunter, Nothing bad hap-
Eem:d to the big plum pie! But, if

unter could contrive it, eomething was
going to happen to it.

“You dido't sea them, theni?” asked
the Bounder at last,

“ Hey 7™

Vernon-Smith howled the guestion into
the ancient ear.

“Na, sir, I nover see mun, with the
sack over my figure-head from asticrn.”
gzid old Dan'l. “Ten minutes, sir, I
lay aground, with that ses-lawyer a-
setting on my nut! I tell you, sir ! Then
they slips their cable! 1 gets the sack

, and takes an observation—they was
gone!l 8Slipped their cable and run cut
to rea, sivi™

“Well, my hat!” pasped Bmithy.
““When you ran me alongside jest now,
gir, I reckoned it was them swabs
again ! explained old Dan’l. * Nasty
joke to play on an honest man, sir,
Bome of them young fellers along to
Filverton, larking! I'll give 'em larks,
if they run me aboard egin !

Old Dan'l resumed dealing with the
goose, The juniors stared at one an-
other, quife blankly.

They had hurried back, fearing that
something might have happened to the
old sea-cook—expecting they knew not
what, but sure that there had been some
happening at the old house.  And all
that had hqppened, apperently, was a
rough practical joke on deaf old Dan’l.

It seemed more comic than tragic—but
it was as mysterious and perplexing as
anything that had happened at the old
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
All the Pie for Bunter I
L1 SAY, vou fellows—*"
¥ Oh, dry 1.1?', Bunter "
o
“Bhut up!™  howled thae
Baunder.  Puzzled and perplexed and
irritated, Smithy was in no mood for
Bunter's improving converszation.
“ Beast!” hooted DBunter. * Do listen
“Well, what is it, then!” snapped
Vernon-Smith. It occarred to him Lhat
the fat Owl might have some forgotien
detail to tell of his adventure Lhat
morning.
Over.
“What 1" shrieked Vernon-Smith.
“It's done!” said Bunter.
“D-d-d-done!” gozped the Bounder.
“Yes! Look here, as the pie's dons,
was hungry, though I dare say you've
forgotten it!" aa?lf Dunter, wi&i biting
sarcasm. " Well, I know Dan'l's made
that pie for dinner, after the goose, but
there's some Christmas pudding ]e:fl;, and

house of Polpelly.
“* Dut lock here——"
to a chap! It's important!”
“That ple—" Bunter pointed to the
I'm going to have some! I told you I
lots of mince ples, so ink——

“Kill him, somebody!” said Bob
Cherry.

“I'm gc-ing to have that pia!” hooted
Bunter. "“It's done to a turn! It won't
sfmil my dinner, if that's what you're
thinking of—="

i ':}h cri]{ﬂ‘j' i

"I shall manage the goose sll right
when it comes aleng! Look here,
Smithy, if 3.rc-u:ra going to be mean

azbout o pre——"

Vernon-Smith made a step towards
Bunter. The fat junior promptly dodged
behind Bob Cherry.

The other fellows were laughing; but
Smithy looked savagely angry.  Billy
Bunter, safe behind the sturdy DBob,
blinked at him warily.

“1 say, you keep off, you beast! Nice
gort of chap you are to ask fellows to a
party, and grudge them a plum pie! If
yout had come to Bunter Court, I'd have
fed you on the fat of the land. Talk
about & sbingy beast—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co.

Vernon-Bmith's angry face broke into
B grin.

Tee Magxer Lienany.—No. 1,454,
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“You fat, frowsy, foozling frump!”
he said. “You can have the pie, wou
Llithering, blethering, blozted bander-
snaich! Stuff it til] you burst, i you
like! And shut up!’

Bunter blinked at him. ]

“Well, if you don't mind my having
the pie, T don’t see what you're making
a fuss about!” he said. *“But if you
mean it, all right."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Biessed if I see anyvlhing to cackle
at! I say, you fellows, you have some
of the pie, too,” said Bunter genercusly.
“It’s done—I suppose Dan'l was going
to k it warm for dinner and use the
oven for the spuds—you needn’t be
afraid that it's not done! You have
gome, Smithy! After all, it's gﬂur pia.”

“Bhut up!?* shrieked the Bounder.

Only Bunter was thinking of pie! The
other fellowsz were thinking of the latest
and etrangest mystery of Polpelly. They
looked about the extensmive ancient
kitchen in search of some clue to what
tlie unseen intriuders had wanted there.
But thero was no clue.

Old Dan'l believed that some practicsl
jokera from Pilverton had played that
strange prank on him, ‘The Greyfriars
jellows did not think so for a moment.
From what bad happened, it was clear
enough to them that Count Zero and his
confederate had entered the house by the
sinking stong; and, taking the sea-cock
by surprise, had carried out that strange
aftack. )

Why, was a mystery! DPulting a sack
over his head and holding him down
for ten minntes, locked as if they had
some scheme to carry out which they did
not want anyone to see. They had, in
fact, blindfolded him long encugh to
do unseen, what they had come to do!
But what was it? Something must have
been done—they had not taken the
trouble for nnl..hinflgl But what? It
made the juniors feel as i their heads
were turming round as they tried to
puzzle ont that perplexing riddle.

“ Avast there!™ roared old Dan’l sud-
denly. _

The zea-cook had spotted Billy Bunter,
arined with a thick cloth, lifting the pie
from the oven.

Bunter gave a sgqueak.

“1 say, Smithy, tell that old ass I'm to
have this piet *Tain't his pie, anyhow
—the cheeky old assi”

“Ha, ha, hal”

0ld Dan'l was stumping towards
Bunter on his weooden leg, with the evi-
dent intention of reseuning that luscious
plum pie! Vernon-8mith yelled to him,
and the sea-cook grunted, and turned
back to the goose.

“That thers pio was for dinner,” he
grumbled. “1 ain't baking no more
pies, seeing I want the oven [for
wegetables 1 I mado mun for dinner.”

“I'd advize you to sack that cheeky
old image, Smithy, if he wasn't such a
good cook!™ satd Bunter. “1 say, you
fellows, carry this into the hall for me,
will you? Take a plate and a spoon and
a knife, and—— Beasts!”

Regardless of Bunter and the plum
pia, unporiant a8 both of them were,
the juniors left tha kitchen. Thers was
no trace of the handiwoerk of the strange
vigitora Lhere, and they went [arther
afield {o search. _ )

(Old Dan'l grunled discontenledly, with
a baleful eye on Bunter, as he went on
with his duties.  Heedless of the old
cook’s discontent, Bunter lodged the pie
on the table, and sorted out implements.
As nobody seemed keen on carrying off
hiz plunder for lnm, the fat Owl decided
to deal with it on the spot.

He pulled a stool to the table, sat
down, nnd carved the luscicus gm-ﬁrlut.
Tue Maoxer Lismary.—No, 1,454
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Within was a sea of rich juice and lovely
plufos, and an aromatic cdour rose there-
from when the crust was cut.

Bunter's fat face heamed.

He forgot his awiul adventuro of the
maorning. He forgot that his clothes
wera wet: anybhow, they wers drying
fast in the heat of the huge kitchen fire,
He forgot time and space, and every-

thing  else—everything  but  that
serumptions plel

He took a large helping—very large!
It vanished as if by magic! He took

another—and it vanished as quickly! A
third followed it on the downward path.
Then Bunter seemed tired of takin
helpinga! He fancied that he was egua
to dealing with the whole pia! o waa
going to try, soyhow! Taking a large
spaon, he tackled tha ple in the dish,
shipping hia cargo in bulk, ns it wers
ﬂlﬁ an’l's discontented frown changed
Lo 3 look of wonder. His look of wonder
deepened to a look of awe. Dan'l had
seen hungry seamen eat. Bul he had
never seen anything like this!  Billy
Bunter’s performance with that ple was

really awe-nspiring.

Bunter did not gEnish. tha pie. Even
Bunter had a limit, though o very wide
one., But the amount of it that he
I;mrﬁmd left the dish with a rather vacant
sk,

Ile sat with a fat arm leaning on the
table, blinking at Dan'l through his big
spectacles. He seemed tired,

“ Jolly good pie!” said Bunter.

Hea hliuﬁeﬂ—-an& blinked—and blinked !
No doubl he needed rest after his exer-
tions. But old Dan'l was surprised, and
nob at all pleased, to see him drop a fat
head on a fab aro.

* Avast, thera! Don'
in my kitchen®' growl

Snore!

With a snorl, old Dan'l came round to
him, grasped him by the shoulder, and
gave iim 2 shake. ’

“"You ain't going to sleep in my
kitchen !” he hooted.

Hnore! ]

Bunter's head rolled over into the pie-
dlish! It rested theral

“Bhiver my Llop-sails!” grunted the
sen-cook, staring at Bunter. The fat
Owl was fast aslecp, and Dan'l snorted,
and left him to it.

Meanwhile, the Greyiriars fellows were
-making o search of the house. Every
room was visited; every passage Was
traversed. Not a Eiﬂ was found of the
intruders, or of what they had been
doing there during the absence of the
Christmas gartg.

More and more perplexed, they gave
it up at last~—some of them almost in-
clined to believe, after all, that it was
some loeal practical joker who had
“bagged * old Dan'l

"‘ﬁﬁat'a uiter zot!® gnarled the
irritated Bounder. “"We know thgs
came—that was how Bunter drop
through the floor. They came—and they

o to sleep
e-g ﬂtgﬂ sea-cook.

didn't come for nothing! But—it beals
et

“The beatfulness is terrifie!” said
[furree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Let's  examine that  stene,”  said
Harry. “It may be possible to move it
from above, now that we know it's
there.™

And the party gathered in ithe dim,
dark passage, where Bunier had had so
startling an experience a few hours ago;
and two or thres electric torches were
turned on the grimy old fagstones,

Thab the last of the seriea of great, flat
stones was movable, they knew now;
but it was wedged in with the rest, and
looked, and felt, as solid na the othors.
Bolb Cherry stamped on it, but thero
was not tho [pintest molion under his
fect.

The Bounder gave an angry prunt.
_ "If wo hadn't found that fat foozler
in tho cave I should think he had
dreamed the whole thing,”" ho said;
“but we know he didn't. That stone
goes down when they release something
underneath, but we can’t shift it from
above,”

“Looks like a fixture, and no mis-
take,” said Harry Wharton.

o \!‘fﬂ’]]“ geb at the rotters, if we have

to drag up every flagstorie in the floor 1”
said Vernon-Sinith S0VE }él “ But—"
Ho broke off. To shi a huge fags

t
was a labour far beyond the powers of
the schooiboys. It mesnt getting work-
men to the spot with strong crowbars—
and even then the task would be long
and dillicult.

“No vse!” went on 8mithy. “Wa
could get police here, and workmen to
shifs t-ﬁll ﬂllgs; but the birds would ba
flown, of course, 'd have plenty of
time to get clear; they're certasin to
keep walch on anyone coming to the
house.  They've got a way in down
there that we know noething of, and they
could gel out the same way—cither 'i:rr)'
the cave or another way—perhaps half
a dozen waya,™

“bﬂut much doubt about that,” agreed

ob.

“We'll get them webl" snarled the

ounder. *“We know who they are
now, at any rate; and there can’t be
any further doubt what they're after:

f we could only spot what it was they
came up for whilea wa were out—"

“That's a jolly old puzele.”

juniors left the etone passage.
Hd Pan’ls volea eould be hear-f calling
that dinner was ready. They went to
the ancient kitchen to lend a hand ip
carrying the dinner into the hall.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" ejaculated Bob
Cherry at the =ight of Bunter. "My
only hat! Look 1"

'ﬂla juniora looked and burst into a
langh. ¥ven the angry face of the
Bounder melled into & grin at the sight
of Billy Bonter fast asleep with his head
resting in the piedizh.

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Drugged !

i A, ha, ha ™
" Bunter [
“*You fat chump [’
“YWake up, Bunter | Dinner 1"

Bunter did not stir, he snored.
Old Dan’l enorted. Ho was clearly
not pleased by Billy Bunter using his

kitchen as a dormitory. But the fat
Owl of the Hemove snored oo
regardless,

ob Cherry bent over the sleeping
beanty and roared into a fat ear:

“"DINMNER "

That word ought to have awakened
Bunter. Te s fat ears it was the
sweetest word in the languoge; and
even if the magic word.dinner had no
effect on him, Bob’s roar certainly
ought to have startled him out of
slumber. It might have awakened Bip
van Winkle, or the Seven Slecpers of
Ephesus.

ut it had no effect; Bunter shored
on.

Bob grasped him by the shoulder and
shook him. To the amazement of the
juniors, Bunter still did not awaken,

Hia fat head and fat face came out
of the piedich, both adorned with frag-
ments of cruss and dripping juice; rich
juice dripped from his spectacles, but

ig eyes citi'd not open.

“Wake up. you fat ass!” roared Bob,
shalking him. .

“He must be trying to pull our leg.”
said Harry Wharton in wonder, “Ho
can’t really bo still aslecp |’
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i “* Buck up,

- - o

Bob.

Bnore |

“Btick & pin in him|[” suggested
Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Johnny Bull produced a pin and

tonched Billy Buater's fat shoulder,
Ho had no intention of sticking it im,
but if Bunter had been pretending to
bo asleep, from some extraordinary
idea of a joke, the merest touch of
the pin-peint would have caused him
to open his eves wide; instead
of which, however, Buntcr went on
ENOTINE. i

1o sagged heavily, and would have
fallen off the stoel had not Bob held
him. In utter wonder the juniors
realised that he was fast asleep and
conld not be awakened. .

“What the dooce is the matter with
ihe fat fool ¥ exclaimed the Bounder,
“I{o seems to have stuffed nearly a
whole pie, but that eouldn't meke him
sleep like thet ™ 2

“The sleepfulness is terrifie,’
marked Hurren Jamset Ram Singh.

“He must be ill," said Harry. " But
he was all right when we left him hera.
Give him another shake, Bob™

Shake, shake. shakel

Bnore !

“Well, thia beats it!” gaid Frank
Nugent. *“I su there wasn't any-

Ta=

thing in that ileﬁ to send him to sleep.
Dangl hasn't been flavouring it with
Fum, 1 suppose.”

Oh, my hat! DPBlessed if it doesn’
look like it1"" ejaculated Bob., *Here,
Dan'l, what did you put in that pie?”

“Done to s turm, sir!” ssid old
Dan'l. "I tell "ee, gir, it's as good &
goose Bs ever I seo. But there won't
be no pie, sceing as that swab has
wolfed 1t *

“What did you put

in the pic?®
yelled the Bounder.,

“I'm eold I Kik-kik-kik-gold ]

o s s i e T s Wi T g

“Eh? The piet Plums, sir, and
sugar. 'There wasn’t nething the matter
E‘Eilth that pie. Look how mun wolfed
1

“Must have tasted nice, to judgo by
the amount Bunter parked!” grinned
Bob. “What can be the matter with
him **

“ Better shove him somewhere to sleep
it off,” said Harry

They lifted DBunter from the stool.
He hung a dead weight on their hands
—and it was a tremendous weight—but
with two focllows gras;iﬁ_ng cach fat arm
he was got out of the kitchen and along
the passare to the hall.

There he was laid on a sctiee near
the fire, and Bob placed a cushion under
his head.

His eves had not opened; ho lay
where e was placed without o move-
ment, snoring stertorously, He lay
there whilo the Greyfrinrs follows sat
down to dinner. John Redwing gave
him perplexed looks.

“That ain't a natural eleep, pgentle-
men,”” said John ot lakt. “The young
lubber has taken something.”

“Only pre,” said Bob.

John shook his head.

“More ta it than that, sir,” he said
slowly. “I've seen drugged ecamen,
shanghaled at foreign ports, I dom't
know how it eame about, sir, but that
lad has been drugged.”

“ Drugged I gasped the Dounder, |

“Av, ay, sir!]" answered John with
eonviction,

“But old Dan’l—" exclaimed Bob.
“My dear sir, old Dan’l made that pio
for all of us. It only hrppencd that
that greedy hounder secoffed the lot.

ld Dan'l wouldn't play such an idiotie
trick on us.” i .

“Not on your life, sir!"

said John.
# But M

Get 32 move on !
“* Like 10 take a turn, Bunter ? ** asked
—but I'm too k-k-cold

R R A P A o i s I R L 2 3 i e W T i R SRR vl P i i A R T R G
you fellows !** grunted Bunter.

i The fat Junior sai huddled In the boat, wrapped in Bob Cherry’s warm overcoat.
. “Eh? No! I could row your head off

Can't you rowe?™
1" sald Bunter dismally.

e T S O P O 0 T e T U O 2

The Bounder gave & yoll. He saw it
How,

“That's why I he roared.

“Why what—"

“We wondored why they came up and
bagged old Dan’l—blindfolded him in
the kitchen! That was why I Vernon-
smith pointed to the sleeping fat Owl.
“If we'd followed up the goose with
that pie we should all be in the samo
state now and at their merey™

“Oh, great pipl”

The jumors jumped up from the
table. "They had finished the goose, and
they were glad from the bottomn of their
heavts that thero was no pio to follow.
It was clear instantly what bad hap-
pened ; only tho sugpestion was needed
to make it clear to cvery mind,

They looked at one ancther with
startled facos,

“They means to drug the lot of us!™
said Harry Wharton 1n a low voice.
* Hasy enough to put a drug in a plum
gm:-. mixing it with the juice. Buot for
Juntor =eofling 1t——"

“We've found out now
cawnn for1” said the Bounder grimly.

“This ia getting a bit thick 1™ mut-
tered Johnny Bull, " Bunter looks as
if he's booked for hours to cowe, and
‘T'l:,"_"!’

“We should have been booked, too.™
shicl Nugent, ™ Lhank goodnesy Bunter
seolfed the pio ™

“ ¥ gz, rather!"

The juniors gathered round Bunter,
still snoring on tho sellee. He was dee
in a sleep from which, it was evident, it
would bo & long time before he awak-
encd.  His extenzive meal on  that
serimpiious pie had doubiless given
hiry an extra dose of the dreug.

“[—1 suppozo it's a harmless drog,”

((Tandinued on poge 16.)
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faltered Nugent. “He looks all right,
except that he can’t wake up.” '

“Ha's all right,” seid Vernon-Smith.
* Foro's game was to get us at lus
merev—though goodness kpows wha‘t.
would have happened next. Thc. man's
no murderer; E don't believe he's even
n crook, though he's acting like one,
1loc may fancy he has some claim on the
dounbloons, rough old Marco Zero
who eommanded the galleon they wend
down in. He won't stick at much. But
there’s nothing the matter \ﬂl'r;h Bunter,
excopt that he's put to sleep.

“fy esteemed chums,” murmured the
Nabob of Bhnmhplir, “a wheczy idea
soeura to mr sbsurd and debilitated
brain” .

“io it, Inky!” said Bob. *“What
have vou gob in your old black noddle
now "
- ¥The excerable Zero intended all of
ns to take his noxioua and ridienlous
drug!” eaid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “And he does not know that
the esteerand fat Bumter scoffed the

ie. Probably he will expect us ali to

o a5 senseless as the absurd Bunter this
afterncon.”

 Pretty certain,” said Harry. “ But

.i, t__l)
1 I}F He will come up to carry oul whal-
pver his execrable intention may be,
said Hurres Singh. “But we are very
far from senseless, owing to the happy
accident of Bunter scoffing the pie. Let
us wateh for him, and bag him when he
comes up by the sinking stone.”

Smithy's eyes glittered.

“(jood old Inky!"” he said. “That's
the game! The rotter will think we're
all in the same stato as Bunter ! Why
shouldn't he? Instead of that, we'll be

-

(Fonrtin

rather wider awake—and on  the
wateh !
“(iood ogpl”

The whole party jumped at the idea,
It was a chance of getting to close
quarlers with the enemy.

here was no reason, so far as they
could sce, why Count Zera ghould not
believe that Lis treacherons scheme had
been & suceess. It was by the merest
chance that it had miscarried, He
would come ! . . .

The juniors lost no time in gething
ready for the expected visik _

Ench of them armed himself with a
stout onken eudgel. They posted them-
sclves round the deorway which opened
an the stone passage, at the farther end
of which was the sinking stonc.

Except for the outer door at the end,
that possage had no other door,
the Italian‘ came, he could only leave
it by coming out into ithe hall. That,
indeed, would be his object, as he would
oxpect fo find the drugged juniors in-
sensible there.

The winter afternoon was misty and
dusky; the old onk hall was already in
siindow, save for the firelight. The fire
waz sllowed to bura low, and the dusk
inn the Iung, lofty room decpenecd.

Thoe juniors waited=-impatiently, but
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in silence. Onee the Italian stepped out
af the stone passage inte the hall, he
was in  their hands. Seven sturdy
juniors and the musecular satlorman were
more than enongh to deal with him; or
witly three or four, if it cama fo that.
And they were more than ready to use
their onken cudgels if needed.

It was weary work waiting ; but they
waited, as the winter dusk deepencd
into dark, The old manszion was silent
save for a sound or two from old Dan'l
mn the kitchen and a snore from DBilly
Bunter,

The minnktes seemed endless—but they
passed!  An hour—two hours—glided
br. Was the man coming?

Where was no sound from the stone
passage. I1f Zers was eoming he could
hardly delay much longer. Ho must
have planned to come while his vietims
woerp insensible under the influence of
the drug. Obviously, he could not have
intended to give them itime to recover
from it.

But the darkness deepened, and Le
did not eome,

A sound was heard at last, and 1t
made the juniors stazt! But it came
from the settes where Billy Bunter was
stretched. It was a grunt!

Bunter was coming to his senses |

There was another grunt, and s move-
ment a3 the fat Owl stirred. Then his
voico was heard :

“T say, you fellows !t

VYernop-Smith pritted his testh. He
threw down his stick, siruck a match,
and lighted a candle,

“Chuck it!” he growled. “He's not
coming! We've had our watch for
nothing! He's sﬁutted somehow that
we've not taken the drug.”

“I say, vou fellows, wharrer vou in

tho dark for " sgqueaked Bunter. *1I
say, have ¥ been asleep? I say, I'm
houngry."™

Bunter sat up and blinked round him
as thoe juniors lighted more candles.
Their feelings were deep. As Bunter
had now recovered from the drug, it was
clear that all would have recovered from
it, had they taken 1%, and the cnemny
conld not be coming mow., He kncw,
romehow, that they had not taken it
‘That was the enly explanation.

“That means,” zald Harry Wharton

utetly, “that there's a spy-hole in these
old oali walls somewhere, and the rotters
are able to keep an eye on us. ZFero
knows we were weiting for him.”

“The knowiulness is terrifie,” said
Flurree Jamset Ram Singh rcoefully,
“and the wheezy idea was a detestable
{rost.™

“1 sav, vou fellowzg—"

*Oh, shut wup, Bunter ™ yelled the
Donnder.

“Beast! I'm hungey 1?

Bunter rolled off the setice. He
secmicd none the worse for his long sleep.
He had awakened hungry—fearfully
hungry. He gave the juniors an indig-
nant blink. and rolled away in search
of foodstuffs.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Phantom Again !

NOCK !
There was a genernl start in
the old hall of Polpelly.

Tha hour was late,

IHarry Wharton & Co. wera thinkin
of bed. The Bounder, in a Llack an
angry mood, was pacing restlessly up
and down, his hands driven deep in his
pockets, a deep line in his brow. _

He was deeply exasperated by his
sense of helplessness in desling  with
invisible enemics. All the fellpws had

& feeling of uneasiness, from the know-
ledpe that a watching eye, from an up-
scen gquarter, might be upon them at all
mernents,  Qaly Billy Bunter was at
case, Afler a large supper, Bunler was
stretched on the settee, nibbling at
chocolates. In Bunter's fat mind there
was room for only one idea &b a time,
and at the moment he was concentrated
on chocolates !

The sudden knock at the door startled
all the Chrisimas party. Iven Bunter
gave a jump, and forgot chocolates,

Vernon-S2mith etopped m his pocing
and swung round towards the door,
staring.

“Who the dickens——" he grunted.

Kuaock |

It was a sharp and heavy knock!

Harry Wharton was standing before
the portrait on the wall of the old
Illizabethan sea captain, the qulira of
Poipelly who had captured the Spanish
eralleon. Ib was in the likeness of that
old seafaring squire that the phantom
of Pelpelly had appeared to the juniors.
Whearton turned quickly from the
picture.

Knoel |

It came a third time,

““ Better open the door [ ealid Harry.

“Somebody lost his way in the snow,
I suppose,” said Bob Cherry. “Look
out for the wind when we get the deor
open, It's blowing great guns ¥

Who was knocking at that late hour,
unless it was some wayifarer, was hard
to guess. The Bounder went across to
the great door, and Wharton and DBob
went with him.

Thera had once been an outer door to
the stone porch outside, but it had long
fallen into ruins. The wind beat on the
cak door of the hall, piling up snow-
flakes. The wind from the Atlantic was
roaring up the e¢oornb, and snow was
falling again, white flakes whirling in
clonds.

The Bounder drew back tha heavy
iron bolt, and the door flew open under
a pust of fierce wind, Outside, all was
dense blackness, save for the glimmer
of the snow.

The wind came in at the open Jdoor-
way with & howl, and almost 1n =
twinkling, ithe score or so of candles
that burned in pld-fashioned sconces
were llown out. The log fire crackled in
the wind, and shot up Hame: but thero
was ne obiwr light in the great hall,

“Who—"" exclaimed Harry Wharton,
staring out into the darknoess.

No one was there.

The juniors had naturally expected to
geo whoever it was that had knocked as
soon as the door was open.

But the old stone porch was emply,
save for tho snowflakes whirling in on
the wild wind.

They stared cut into the bitter winter
night,

“ Nobody here!™ said Bob.

Smith set his tecth.

“Some more of the ghost trickery!”
he muttered. “Oh!™ He broke off
with a gasp. * Look1"”

Suddenly, from the derkness, a figure
appeared. Only the uncertain, leaping
firelight from within revesled it—a
shadowy figure that scemed to merge
inte shadows.

In sea-boots, trunk hose, ruff, and
cloak, and sword, it was the figure of the
old sea-captain squire—the Ihantom of
Polpelly ! Even to the featurea and
the trim moustache and poinled beard,
it was the old Elizabethan of the por-
trait over again.

Thie juniors, entehirg their Lreath,
gazed at it spellbound.

The Bounder was the first to recover,
With sct teeth, ho mado & spring out



into the porch, grasping at the phantom

ﬁ%m. )
ut cven as he grasped at it

it
vanished into the blackness of the
night. The Bounder, plunging after if,

slipped in the snow aud fell on his
knees.

Tmn Redwing caughl him by the arm
and drogeed him up.

“Hold on, Smithy—"

“Come on!” hissed the
“Follow me ™

But his chum held him back.

“¥ou may be running into a trap,
fathead |” exclaimed Tom. Do you
think you'll find him in this blackness
unless he wants you to?’’

The Bounder jerked his arm loose,
but he did not follow the wanished

ure into the wild night. It was
almost too dark to see one's hand befora
one's face, and it was evidently uscless
to pursue the Ehant.ﬂm.

Ho stepped back into the hall.

The wind was blowing in mm heavy
gusts, scattering snow over the caken
planks of the fHoor,

“1 =say, you fellows,
shut 1* squeaked Bunter,

Three or four of the juniors had to
oxert their strengih on the great deor
to shut it against the fierco wind. But
{‘hf:,r got it shut at last, and shot the

olt.

They returned to the fireside, with set
faces. The candles were lighted again.

Billy Bunter DLlinked at the juniors
through s big spectacles. !

“I say, you fellows, who was 1t he
asked.

Vernon-Smith pointed te the ancient
portrait on the wall. Billy DBunter
blinked at it, and his fat hand, which
was half-way to his mouth full of
chocolates, stopped in fransit.

“Oh lor' I” he gasped. “The—the—
the gig-gig-ghaost 1

“¥os, the glg-gig-ghost 1" mimicked
Vernon-Smith,

“Oh erikey

“1f a fellow could only get to close
guarters with that meakm% trickster 1
gaid the Bounder, between his tecth.

" Hark 1" squeaked Bunter.

There was the sound of a groan. I
echoed eerily through the old hall,
John Redwing gave a start, and set his
lips under his beard. Bunter gave a
squeal of alarm,

The Bounder siared round savagely.

“Where did that come from?” he
hizzed,

“Behind
gaid Harr
“Hark |

iaroan |

“I—I—I say, you fellows, T'm going
ta reb out of this ! mumbled Bunter,
throwgh his chattering teeth. “1 say,
it makes a fellow’s fesh creep! I—1
zay, suppose it comes again to-night, as
it ¢hd before I

“It won't!™ snarled the Bounder.
“ It can’t get into the room we sleep in
nomw  the aold wardrobe’s locked uiv,
There's a seeret way in behind that old
wardrobe, as T'm jolly sure, though we
can’t find it. We shan’t see it in that
room again.”

“1 think you're right, SBmithy,” =aid
Bab slowly. " But——"

Knock |

It was a knock at the door apain, so
sudden that it made the juniors start.
Bat they diud not think of opening the
door this 1ime. .

“Let's got off to bed I said Harry.

1 say, you fellows, I shan't slesp a
wink I groaned Bunter. "I jolly well
wish I was miles from hera [*

* Bo do 11" snapped the Bounder.

*“ Beast 1™

The juniors took candles, and wcnt

Bounder,

get that door

the wainscot somewhere 1
Wharten in a low voice,
here it i3 sgain 1
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up the old sfonc stairease to the baed-
room. Billy Bunter sssured the other
fellaws that he wouldn’t sleep a wink
when ha turmed . DBut in about five
minutes, his snore was mingling with
the howl of the winter wind,

Sleep was slower in coming to the
others. But 1t came at last, and there
was no alarm in the nigilt.; and it
vseemeed  that the Bounder was right.
Now that the oaken doors ef the ancient
wardrobe were secured, the phantom of
Polpelly could not appear in the sleep-
ing-room—which was as pood as a proof
that the phanton was not a euper-
natural apparition, though 1its exact
rezemblance to the old sea-faring squire
of Polpelly was a perplexing mystery.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Funk |

BAY, you fellows—"
“Tuch in another brekker, and
ghut up I suggested Bob Cherry.

ii.l
id E-E"-Elﬁt- Ehl

It was morning, bright and frosty.
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Bpnter, having eaten several break-
fasts, onc after another, was finished,
and he did not adopt Bob’s suggestion.
He had po room to push in ancther
breakfast, and he was not inclined to
shut up. .

T =zay,” went on the fat Owl, “I'm
fed-up with this] Wa've got to get out
of this rotten place! I can’t find the
way to Pilverton slone through this
filthy snow ! Who's coming with me”

“Echo answers who!” remarked
Johnny Buil.

“Took here,” hooted Bunter, "I'm
going—see I

“8o am 11 said Vernon-S8mith unex-
peetedly. *“ And you fellows had better
pack up and come, too 1™

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at Herbert Vernon-Bmith. It was so
utterly unlike the Bounder to accept
defeat or tn show the white feather that
they could hardly believe their eara.

Tom Redwing was the most astonished
of all, knowing Smithy's obstinate
nature oven better than {the other
fellows did.

(Continued on néxt pagt.)

(1)
Breakin m; for Yule-time, going home
&Y

Holidaye from school-time !
work | Hooray |

Christmas in the offing, aparkles in our
ayan,

Boon we shall ba scofing forkeys, cakes
and pies !

Everybody’s deing packing wup. but
me ;

I go interviewing | What a jolly spree !

E'I'H'F‘ nr?my japer haviog lots of

n

No mora

I bhave pen and paper—well, it mast be
doom |

{2)
Where's that bonnder Linley 7 Seen Mark
Linley, Todd #
" ¥es, he's in the

Feler nmq:rg;:t thialy,
n .
08t 1 go o jaw him, find he isn’t there ;
Ekmnf:i :?ys he saw him oo the box-rpom
ELRIE
Asking avervbody, back I go again
Come across old Toddy, leave him with &

pain |

Bumpﬂrig‘lhi inte Bunter, leave him looking
pale

I'm g mighty huonter when I'm on the trail |

{4)

¢ Pot that tripe away, asz [ ** I shout in alarm.

£ Rm;la.wa}' and play, ass ! ™ Linley's very
alm,

“ Why don*t you leave that in your desk P **
I ask, apd he

Ropliea : “I'm fond of Latin ! I like it

. don’t you see ¥ . .
It is mot a question of swotting for a prize,
Thera is no suggeslion of leyiog lor a rise |

I read this for pleasurs ; often deo, you know !
When I've any leisure, I read Horace—so 1™

Our elever Greyfriars Rhymester, who knows
what it i3 to

rn the midmght oil, takes a real 1:

delight in interviewing u swat like
MAREK LINLEY,
the Lancashire scholarship lad of the Remove.

1
(8}
Up and down the stairway goes a marry
throng.
I' I get in their way, well, I'm oot there !
long !

In the crowded box-room Mauly works §

apacs |
Tries to ﬂtndl his gocks room, in his packing
Case
Linley isn’t present ; no, ha’s been and gone !
This is most unpleasant, but 1 struggle on.
Find bim--I"m not rotbing—find him in the

Rag,
Swotling, really swotting, 45 he packs his bag !

{b)
Well, opintons differ ;. josd as well (hey
should 1
I wounld read it i a fellow peslly could.
Fellows really liljog Latin make ma blink,
It’s & very sirlking oddity, 1 think.
El:li.tthnti’: Mark al! over, he's & brilliant
¥DO
Marky iz in clover with the awinl trips,
Yl hia': very sporting, good st work and

piay
Bturdily jsu:rr:utm:ittp,' Greylriars in the Iray.

{8)
Yo, Hﬂﬁhﬂﬂ:%ﬁi Jocent, I may say

First in all the recent elasaio papers, too |
Now old Markys goiog homa to
Lancashire

Jorlully, well knowing ke could go mo
higher. .

Many things he fold ms, some which
made me grin, q

But l:_i;_aEﬂ. would soold me il I put them
1

Snnni a.illt not extensive, T must call &

Marky may be pensive, bul he's worlh
hig salf {
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But John Redwing gave a nod of
approval,

I think you're wise, gir!” he said.
“No pood ever came of meddling in
things not of this earth I®

The Bounder gave him a rather
curious look. John was as brave as a
liem, and would never dream of leaving
Polpelly so long as the schoolbays re-
meined there, DBut he had his share
of = sailorman’s superstition, and the
mysterious, uncarthly phantem affected
him much more than it did the Grey-
friars fellows.

i Billy Bunter grinned with satisfac-

LTI,

If all the fellows were going, Bunter
would be able to go. Moreover, they
would have to spend the remainder of
the Christmas holidays somewhere, and
Bunter would be able to stick on, znd
avoid the dire necessity of heading for
Bunter Court when he left Polpelly.

“1 say, Bmithy, that's jolly zensible t*
ha exclaimed. *Of ecourse, I'm not
afraid of phosts—-*

“Not in the day-time ™

414
_“0h, really, Cherry, but therc’s a
limit [* said Bunter. *This iz a rotten
holel Td never have come if F'd
Lnown what it was likel The grub’s
good; I admit that—"

“IDoes anfl:hing alse matter ¥ asked
Johnny Bull earcasticelly.

“Beast! I'm jolly well poing 1" said
Bunter. “I'd ask the lof of vou to
Bunter Court, only the decorators—-"

“{rive us a rest, Bunfer !" said Harry

arton.  * Look here, Smithy, ere you
serious 7

“Quite [

"g;a:.}‘ra really getting out of Pol-

“Yes ™

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, if you're going, we haven't
rmuch choice sbout the matter,” he said.
“I suppose we'd better pack.”

“Look bere,” growled Johnny Bull,
“I never exp Bmithy to show the
white feather, but I don't feel inclined
to follow his example. I'm not afraid
of dashed Italians playing ghost! I'm
sticking it out

“The satickfulness iz
caper 1* “E
Bingh. “Greyfriars never
feet 1

“You fellows can do rs you jolly well
like1” snorted Bunter. “But I'm
poing, and Bmithy's going—ain't you,
Smithy 7

“I am!™ said the Bounder guietly.
“And I'm sorry to disappoint you, Bull.
if you want to stick it out. But I
couldn’t be responsible for leaving any
fellow here™

Johnny Bull's rugged face reddened
as he fixed his eyes on the Bounder.

“Toes that mean thet you're turnin
a fellow out after asking him here*”
hoe bawled. “Well, if yon put it like
that, you won't have to say so Ewice!
It's your father's place, and you can
o as vou like, I suppose! Y1l get out
as fast as I can ™

Johnny Bull marched across the hall
to the door on the staircase. His face
was erimson with resentment.

“ MNothing to get shirty about, Bull 1*
said Yernon-Smith. *“In the circom-
stances, I think we'd better get out of
the place—*

“You've got frightened, and ron're
running away I" roared :'I'ﬁhnn;r Bull,
with angry ecorn. " And you don’t like
a fellow showing more nerve than you've
got yourself | I, I'm going 1*

Johnny tramped out angrily., He
tramped up the stone stairs, and started
packing his suiteasa at once.

His friends, after an exchange of
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glances, followed him, Tom remaining
with the Bounder. Tom's face was
troubled.

“I ecan't understand you, Smithy,” he
said in a low voice. “¥ou can't be
scarcd—it's not in you to be ecared]
What game are youw laying

“"Let's go and pack,” apswerced the

OO

“Well, if vou mean it—"

“I do mean it, ass!™

“"You're treating those fellows rather
rotienly, Smithy ! They came here for
the Christmas holidays—" ] )

“You shut up, Redwing 1¥ said Billy
Bunter. I say, Smithy, we can get a
train for Barnstaple at Pilverton, We
can et to your father's place in London
this afternoon—what?™

The Dounder did not answer that.
He went down the passage to tha
Litchen to speak to Daniel Heard, His
voice was audible to all the fellows as
he shouted to deaf old Dan'l that the
party were leaving.

After which Bmithy came up to pack.

Packing was done in silence, Johnny
Bull was still engry, and the Co, were
disappointed, a little resentful, and a
little scornful. Tom was worried and
dubious. Smithy was quiet, cool, and
calm. He could not fall to know what
tho- other fellows thought of him: but
he did not seem to care.

Bunier had little packing to do; ho
was, as usual, {ravelling light. But hia
fot fuce was very bright as he 4did

that little.
Other  fellows might like lonels
phantoms,

coombs, smugglors” caves,
and kidnapping Ttalian adventurers;
Bunter didn't, Bunter liked warm
and solid comfort and security. Bunier
was looking forward with eager yearn-
ing to Mr. Bamue! Vernon-Smith's
palatial mansion in Courtman Square,
London, That, he had no doubt, was
the party's destination—and he was
vory keen to arrive at that destination.

Packing finished. the juniors went
clown to the hall. John Redwing was
waiting for them there, his bag packed.
There was a liche fall of snow, and a
glimmering of winlyy sunshipe. Five
nriles ta Pilverton, across the snowy
mocriand, was a hefty walk, but the
unlors were ready for 1t. And even
idly Bunter thought less of the exer-
tian  than of petting away from
Polpelly.

“Old Dan'l staving on, Smithy?”
askod Wharlon.

“INaturally,” answered the Bounder.
“Hao's carctaker, and has been hero

for vears. o will stay here™
“You think he's safe heraf” he
askod.

“As safe ps he was before we came,
I suppose.”

“Well, 1t’s your business.”

The Bounder smiled sarcastically.

“Old Dan'l hasn't been damaged
vet,” he said. *'I don’t see any reason
why the dagoes should want to dam-
aze him, either. And U'm certain he
wouldn’s thank me for sacking him.
Ile's sticking on, at any rate.”

“While we run away,"
Johnny Bull.

“ Exactly 1" npssented the Bounder.

“We'd better not tell the fellows
about this next term at Greyiriars,”
said Johnny., “We shall be Iu.ughed
to death for a lot of rotien funks.”

“It's for Smithy to settle,” said
Harry quietly.

The juniors went to see old Dan'l
and bid him farewell, and hand over
Christmas-hoxes, He came to the door
to eea them off, and stood ducking his
head and touching his mfma“ fore-
lock as they started. And in a silent

grunted

crowd Lhe IBmmdﬂr's Chrislinas  part
turncd  their backs on (he haunte
house of Polpelly.

e —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Rather Mysterious !

NOW lay thick on the road at the
top of the coomnb. WMo vehicle
could approach anywhere near
Polpelly until the thaw, of which

there were no signs as yet.

Even Billy Bunter realised that it
was impossible fo get & car or cven a
cart, and made up his mind to walk
scross the lonely desclate moorland.
Bunter's suilcase was not large, and
it had not much in it, but he chonged
it from one hand to the other, and
from tha other to the one about six
times in the first quarter of a mile.
Then Johin Redwing teok it from him
and earried it for him, much to
Bunter's satisfaction.

The party marched on, leaving a
cdeep track in the snow across the
waste, slowly obliterated behind them
by the falling flukes.

Several times the Bounder glanced
back as if to ascortain whether thew
were followed, or watched. But there
was no sign of anlr;' human being on
the wida waste of the moorland.

“Why not run for 1t ¥ asked Johinny
Bull, with deep and bitter sarcasm.

HShut up, old man 1™ murmured Bob.
“No good ragping.”

But the Bounder's angry fempor did
not break out. He glanced at Jolhinny
and smiled,

“ Better sprint,” urged Johnny, still
sarcastic.  “The dagoes might got
after us, you know. There seem to bo
two of them, and there arc only nina
of ws, including Bunter., This iz just
the place for a hold-up if they want
to stage one. Let's run our hardest.”

“Cheose 1f, old bean!™ said IHarry.
“After anll, they did try to kidoap
2mithy, and they tried to hold us up
the day wo left Greyiriars. Ii's not
at all unpossible, old chap.”

“They won't try 1% on here,™ said
the Bounder coolly., “They couldn’t
carry me off on their backs across this
meor if they pot me; and we've gob
Mr. Redwing with us, too. DBesides, I

fancy that Count Zero will be guite
salisfied at ﬁ:aiting shut of us. COW
wiére gone he's got Polpelly to him-
gelf.”

“Fancy letting a dashed foreigner
zee that weo're afreid of him," eaid
Johnny Bull.

Tha Dounder mado na answer to
that. e tramped on a little ahead of
the pariv. It wasz hard going on ths
rngged moor ridged with snow. John
Redwing and Tom were tireless, and
the Famous Five kept up well; but
Billy Bunfer was soon panting and
Easping.

A mile frem Polpelly the fat junior
carme to a breathless halt,

“1 sawy, vou fellows, hold on!" he

gasped. “1've got to have a rost.”
“(3h, keep onl” growled Jolinny
Bull.
“Beast! I'm tired I hooted Bunter.

“1 say, Smithy!l
vou're boss here |
to stopl®

Vernon-Emith stopped and glanced
back at the panting fat Owl

Emithy, old chap,
You tell thoza baasta

“Tired?" he asked.
“Owl Yes! Rather!” gasped
Bunter.

“Take & rest, them. Bit on  vour
bag,” . said Smithy. *“We'll wait 1"

ﬁuntm‘ blinked &t the Bounder
through his big spectacles.  Bmithy
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Bob Cherry grasped Bunter by the shouider, and shook him, But still the fat junior did not awaken. HIis fat head and

fat face came out of the

ple~-dish, both adorned with fragments of crust and dripping juice.
“ What's the matler with the fat fool ? ** oxclaimed Vernon-Smith.

wonldn’t make him sleep like that !*

was the very last memher of the party
whom ha wonld mall? have expocied
to hang about willingly while he took
o rost.

But Smithy was rather a puzzle that
MOrning.

He had astonished the whele party
by his sudden and unexpected decizion
to desert Polpelly. Now ho astonished
them again.

Thankfully Billy Bunter zat down an
his bag to rest hiz weary fat limbs.
Tom and John Redwing halted, cheer-
fully enough, to wait.

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped, also;
but they exchanged glanees. Smithy
watched them with a sarcastic grin as
they 5pnk’n“ to one ancther in low

E'pm:-'s. hen  Harry came (owards
1irl.

“Look here, Smithy!” he s=aid.
“There's no necd for us to wait here,
Bunter’s your guest, not ours, and you
can wait for him as long as you like.
Put we'd rather get on to the railway
station.''

“T =ay, you fellows, you
squcaked  Dunter, “You'd
wait at Pilverton, anyhow.
go before Smithy does™

“YWhy not?" grunted Johnny Dull

“1 suppose you can't got to Londean
first, and barpe nlo Mo eTnon-
Smith's house without  Smithy ¥
snapped DBunter,

" Fathead 1™

“ 0Oh, really, Dull—"

“You want to catech an earlior train,
Wharlon 7" asked Vernon-Smith, with
a moacking glimmer in s eyes.

“Wo want to take the first train
available,'r said ITarry. *We're not
poing on with you to London. We
cume (o Polpelly with vou for the hols,

waik 1
have to
You can't

and, as you've chucked Polpelly, we're
clieicking the whole thing.”

“"Vou're fed-up with
siearcd the Bouncder.

Wharton paused a moment.

“Well, ves, if you want it plain,” he
said, Y It's not our way fo funk, and
we feel pretty sore at leaving that man
Zero to believe that he's frightencd us
away., The fact 15 Bmithy, vou've let
ua down, and the soconer we part comi-
pany the bouter"

“ Much the better,” prowled Johnny
Bull. “Let's get on, vou men !

%1 think we'd better clear, Smithy,"
said Bob. * After all, veou don't want
uws, DBut let's part friends.”

“"But suppose I do want you?" sug-
gosted ihe Bounder.

“Well, 'm not coming with you to
London, for one,” esaid Johnny DBull.
“You might get frightened there, you
know, and start munping again. Show-
ing the white fcather onco iz enough
for me™

"The Bounder’s eyes gleamed., But
his temper, g&neraﬂj ready to leap out
at a word, was kept well in check.

“Stick to me till we hit Pilverton,
and then you can do as you lehl'l well
like, Wharton |” he said. “Let 1t go
at that."

Wharton glanced at his  friends.
Johnny Bull grunted, but the other
fellows nodded.

“Right, then !” said Harry.

“"You're sticking to mo till 1 get to
Pilverton?" asked the Beunder, with a
gri:1¥1 hat puzzled tho Famous Five.

LL ﬂﬁrll

“That does it, then! Let’'s wait for
dear old DBonter. Mustn't tire ouc
Bunter. Isn't ho the most important
member of 1he crowd %

me—what ¥

But his eyas did not open.

** He seems lo have eaten most of the ple—but that

“That's right, Smithy!” gasped
Bunter.  *Never mind those silly
asses | You stick to your old pal”

The ¥Famous Five waited. Thoy
rould not understand the Bounder in
the least that morning, They knew
that he did not care two straws whether
Dunter was tired, or only slacking as
wsial, and that 1f ho had wantﬂﬁ to
get on his way he would have gono
on, utterly regardless of the fot Owl

he stopped at that spot it was be-
cause ho chose to stop. Only the fat
nnd fatuous Owl supposed that it was
ol hig aecounnt.

Siithy ascended a little hillock hy
the snow-hidden path, and stond look-
ing back towarda distant Polpelly.

Ho camo down after about ilen
minutes.

“No sign of the rotters folloning or
watching w8, he said. "I fancy

they'ro satished that we've cleared off
for gpood.”

"I suppose they know wo have!”
grunted Johnny Boll. “They had an
eyo on uz, and they must bave heard
you yelling te old Dan'l”

i Quih!! Lit's got ot

The DBounder restarted. DBunier
heaved his weight up, to follow, Joln
Redwing picked up Bunter's bag, fo
carry it again. Dut Vernon-Bmith was
no longer heading in tho direction of
Pilverton, which lay inland,

1le struck off acress Ltho moor, fol-
lowing a hine parallel with the line of
tho Atlantic cliffs, s mile {o the
wst.

Wharten called to him.

“You'ro mussing the way, Smdby,"

"“What rot!"

“Took here, tihns isn't the wav 1o
Pilverton '™  snapped Johnny Bull,
Tie AMacxer LIBRARY.—No. 1,454,
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“Tha town's straircht ahead.
across tha moor.

*1 know that!" ) _

“We shan't get to the railway this
way, Smithy,” sald Nugent.

“1 Juow that, too.”

"Well, what the thump do you
mearn, then?” asked Bob., “If you're
soing  wandering, we'd  better pard
e

Tlhe Dounder laughed. .

“You've agreed to stick to me till
I reach Pilverton,®™ he onswered.

“That’s right] DBut you're not head-
ing for Pilverton t"' i :
"%uim; and I'm not going Lo,
“Vou silly assi” exclaimed Johnny

inland

Roll.  “Ilave you been pulling our
b 37 )

“Youw've gobt it1" assented the
Dournder.

« i i, then, look here, youn cheeky
a3g=——-""
':fl
Bunter. ]
erhert Vernon-Smith tramped on,
following the mnew route he h
sclected, apparently at random. The
vost of the party followed, puzzlad and
itriteted, Bunter in o state of great

dizmay and uneasinezs. ‘

Sinithy, it scemed, was not heading
for tho railway, after all, and the
millionaire's mansion, in _ Court-
pan  Square, was farther o than
ever. Billy Bunter panted. at the tail
of the Creyiriars party.

m——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
At the Sign of the Ship !

INE HOST of the Ship Inn, at

Crewey, standing in the inm

porch, and looking out over a

rugged street, and s pebbly

bearl. and a waste of Atlantic waters,

smiled. It was & snule of satisfaction

that illumined hia rubicund face almost
from car to ear.

It was ecaused by the sight of a
numerous parky _mamhmg on the inn;
no fewer than nine of them, st a time
of Lhe year when visitors to the Little

say, Smithy—"  squeaked
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Dovonshire fishing villape were fow
and far between. In the summer
plenty of people came to Crewey; in
the winter nobody came, or hardly
anybody. And hersa wera nine in a

bunci | )
And Mr. ¥Yeo, landlord of the Ship,
hurriedly ealled into the inn, to order
preparations to be madoe for that unex-
pected contingent of guesta The{
/

" would want lunch, at least—and lunc

for nine was an unusually big order
in the last days of the old year
While, if they were going to stay,

every available room in a ancient
inn would be required. ;

“IL say, vou fellows, ia that an nn?”
cjaculated Billy Bunter, as he spoticd
ﬂJm sign of the Bhip. "I say, what
about grubi” )

The Famous TFive came to a halb in
the rugged, straggling street that ran

down to the beach 1nm s series of

gigantic steps. o

“Took hers, Smithy, what's this
gmnﬂ?" demanded Harry Wharton,
*Wa started for Pilverton, and you've
worked around across thea moor, and
arrived at the willage—only & milo
from Polpelly, if we'd come round Lhe
cliffs, instead of striking inland,
Wo've had a morning’s walk for
nothing 1* ,

“Not for nothing argucd  the
Bounder. “I belicve you can get a
jolly good lunch at the BShip—and 1
believe Bunter's ready for lunch.”

“Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter.

“Ara wa lunching here, and then

|I'|l

going on to Pilvertoni” asked Dob,
puzzf:d and impatient.
“We're lunching lhere, anyhow.”

said Smithy. “ Ripping place—awiully

picturesque |  Arbista come here in
the sumuner to paint i—
“(jh, den't talk rot!™ snapped

Johnny Bull. "If you've been making
fools of us, Smithy a

“] haven't made a fool of
bean ! answered the Bounder.
hﬂ.h’i_'.l-E hﬂflll'l E?t}!l;‘e ithat did that!
my handiwork !

?:".'r.':m checky ass!” bawled Johnny
Bull *“I don't want to punch you at
Christmas-time, Vernon-Smith, but if 1

you, old
“Must
Not
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have of dashed

m‘:;
cheele—"
“Y say, vou fellows——

“Shut up, Bunter [

“Shan't] 1 say, it's a jolly good
idea to have Ju ore, and we may
get a lift to tho etation afterwards—
mavyhbe B cart or something herel 1
say—

* Twook here, Bmilhy—

“Do shut up, Bulll
lunch—"

“Like to order the lunch, Bunter?™
asked Vernon-Smith. “"You'roe a
protty good man at that 1™

“What-ho !”* grinned Bunter.

“Cut on, then™ )

Bunter did not need telling twice!

He rolled on to the Ship, his fat
mind concentrated on the important
businesa of lunch. The others remamed
with the Bounder. )

“Now,” said Vernon-8mith quietly,
“I'd better put you fellows wise. No
need fo tell that gabbling fat ass| I
couldn't tell vou at Polpelly—because
walls have carsl Wo know those dnEﬂ
rattera walch us—and they may be
abls to overhcar us there, for all I
know. But—1 think you might have
guessed.”

“What warz there to guesa?™ asked
Bob. “You scem to me to Lo talking
in riddles."

* 1 d-l:r]l'ti EEH"-—_”
Dull.

“You needn’t mention that; nobody
cxpects you to seo anybthing.”

‘Look here—"

“{h, don't rag!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. #For  goodoess'  sake
Smithy, if you've got an;:thing to tell
us, get it off your chestl’

“I'va gobt to tell you what you'd
have guessed, if you'd been as quick
on the uptake as a bunny rabbit!”
snapped the Bounder. “I'm not
leaving Yolpelly.™

“"You've left it!" grunted Johnny
Bull, “What the dickens da you
mean 7%

“Zero and his gang think I've left
it—I meant them to think so. Now
they're ghut of us, they will come out
of their den and carry on.”’

“1 suppose they will,” =said Bob;
“but we shall be far enough zway by
that time,”

“Wa sholl be about & mile awav—
hore, at Crewey,” said the DRounder
coolly. “And after they're absolutely
certain that we're gone, we :hall go
back. At least,” he added, wiih a curl
of the lip, “I shall go back. You
fellows ean please yourselves.''

“Oh " ¢jaculated Wharton.

“We're puttin% up here for tha
night,” went on Vernon-Bmith. ™ An
hour before dawn we shall turn out,
back te Iolpelly. Wheiever thaose rot-
ters mre up to, we shall coteh fhem
abt t."

“Ohl" said Harry againo.

“You never gave us a hinl—"
began Mugent.

“PRBecauso I didn't want to give tho
Italians one!” grunted Vernon-Smith.
“You might have guesscd, thouch!
Only s=illy idiets would have fancied
that I'd let those dagocs frighten me
away."

“Thanks[" seid Ilacrrv, dryls.

“1 knew you were up Lo sume.
thing,” said Tom Redwing. “DBut [

tnore FOUr

]

1

I eny. about

growled Johnny

never guessed that one, Smilhy! Ils
a good ideal g
We can leave DRunter Lere” went

an the Bounder. * But you, ATr. fled-
wing, may prefer to come back with
ug, though 1 know you dou'l like
spooks—"

*1 surcly shoulda't let you broys go
back alone, =ir,” said the sailorwean



wietly.  “I'd rather soa you steer
clear of the place: but if you're going
back, you back under my convoy.™

“So that's the game?™ asked Harr
Wharlon, with a deep hreath. " 'Well,
if Zero was on the watch this morning,
Smithy, you've taken him in_ all right
—for you certainly took usg oll in "

“Tha take-n was terrific!™ grinned
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ho vow're not scuttling, after all 1
said Johnny Bull slowly. "“I—I1 see!
You were only pretending to clear off,
to pull that dago's leg.™

“Ilave vou really got it, at last?"
asked Vernon-S8mith. “Good! I was
sfraid that a surgical operation m1$‘hh
be needed to get it into your head.”

“Look here, you cheeky ass—"

“¥You can’t blame us for hawng‘“ Qur
leg pulled, Smithy,” said Bob, “But
I'm jolly glad it was only a leg-pulll
I won't tell you what I was thinking
about you for gnttin?; scared.”

“Don't!"” said the Bounder, I
might puneh your cheeky head if you

digl 1"

“Order!” interrupted Frank
Nugent. “Let's get on to the innl
I'm ready for lunch, after that giddy
tramp, a3 well as Bunter.”

And the party walked on to the Ship

Iun. There they found Billy Bunter
warming his fat toes before a ma.rm%.
fire, and watching, with eyes tha

gloated through his big spectacles, the
preparation of an extensive and sub-
stantial lunen. = y

Ho gave the juniors a cheery blink
as they camo in. Mr. Yeo welcomed
his Christmas guests with hospitable
smiles and bows, and sssured them
that lunch was almost ready.

“] say, you fellows* said DBunter
eagerly, *1 say, I believe the grub's
good !{em! Looks like it to me!’

#1 breathe again!” zaid Bob Cherry
golemnly.

“ Ha, ha, ha!® .

 Blessed if I seo anﬁth}nﬁ to cacklo at |
I believe tha grub's all right, and if the
rub’s all right, everything's all rightl

say, Smithy, if it turns out that the
grub'a good, what sbout stopping the
night here and starting to-morrow 1%

“Ien't Bunter full of good ideas to-
day ?" said the Bounder. “If you think
so0, Bunter, we'll eertdinly do it!™

“\Well, let's have lunch first ! said
Bunter cautiously. "I bhelieve the
grub's all right; but the proof of the
pudding is in the eating, Fou know.
Decide after lunch, shall we?¥

The juniors chuckled. The matter
waa already decided; though Billy
Bunter was unaware of that circum-
gtance,

Lunch, however, was not merely good;
it was top-hole. Half-way through the
ineal, EilEr,r Bunter made up his mind.

“We'll stay, Bmithy!” he said. 1

“Hure sou'd like to?” asked Smithy
gravely. ; 5 g

“ Yea, old chap! This grub is mmflg
spiffing 1" Bunter beamed over the fes-
tive board. “ Besides, if you %:;Evn-'!.hem
till to-morrow, they may be able to fix
up a lift for us to the station somehow.
Book rooms for ue for to-night, Smithy!
n for them, if you like.”

L ﬁfluﬂ-‘h‘ﬂ that to you, then, Bunter.”

“What I mean iz, you'd have to lend
me the money, old chap, as I haven't
had zome postal-orders I was expecting,
owing to being stuck in that out-of-the
way hole at Folpelly. Lend me &
fiver——"

“Why not a tenner?” asked Smithy.

“Well, if you don't mind, Smithy,
perhaps I'd better make it a tenner!”
agresd Bunter. " You don’t mind if I
ask you to lend me 5 tenmer instead of
a Gverj'
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“Why shoulll I, when I'm not going
io lend you cither ¥ asked the Bounder.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Beast 1
Bunier devoled himself to lunch, and
wasted no more of his valuable tima on
SBmithy.
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter in the Dark !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. turned
m early ihat night. They were
to be called an hour before dawn;
and they wanted a night's rest
fiest. So they supped carly and were in
bed belore nine,

The rooms at the Bhip were small
and old-fashioned, with liny windows,
and up and down all soris of creaking
old stairs:; but the beds were comdiort-
able and well aired; and the {unim‘a slept
soundly to the sound of the Atlaulic
boom that came vwp the magged slrect of
Crewey. p

Mr. Yeo was considerably surpriaed
hy the desire of his guests to be called
at such an early hour in the morning.
Fle was still more surprised by themw

«Jesire 1o hira a boat to run out to sea

before the sun was up. But he under-
took to have breakfast ready ab an un-
earthly hour; and he easily found a good
boat for his puests. The Bounder bad
decided to run back to Polpelly by sea—
to save a long and wenry tramp round
the cliffs in snow and darkness; but for
another reason also.

He had no donbt that thoe enremy, hav-
ing the mansion to themselves, would
coma oul of their hiding-place and carry

on with whab it was they intended—a
search, perhaps, for the hidden
doubloona.  If they kept a look-out, it

would most likely be in the direction of
the road—they would never expect
vigitora from the sea in wild winter
weather. Coming up the coomb from
tha sea, instead of down from the inland
ropd, there was all the more chance of
taking them by surprige. )
Certainly, it was a rather risky pro-
eoeding, for the Atlantic was wild and
vough, tossed by fierce winter winds,
But John Redwing was a capabla sailor-
mati, ablas to handle a boat, and he knew
the coast almost as well as the local
fishermen. ‘They would run into FPol-
pelly Cove and land there long hefore it
waa light. If Zeroe was at Ps:-!pailﬁ,
they fell that they could count on catch-

ing him nap ng. o :

n spite of the whistling wind, the
boom of the sea, snd the creaking
timber of the old inn, the Greyfriars
fellows slept soundly. But there was
one exception—and that was Billy
Bunter. . ]

Bunter was dreaming—of Christmas
pradding ! .

At suppor there had been a Christ-
mas pudding—upon which Bunter had
kept an appreciative eye. It had been
Bunter’s intention to deal with that pud-
ding, after parking a considerable
quantity of other thinga.

But, alas! The eold lurkey had been
£O du]'icinus that Bunter had packed to
capacity; and unwillingly, but inevit-
a’l:ﬁ, ho had had to leave the pudding
untouched. y ;

It haunted him in his dreams!

It popped in and out of his slumbers
tantalisingly. No doubt eleven helpings
of turkey, seven of ham, and some other
things, tnp%&d by a pound or two of
riu:thumm ira cream, disturbed Bunter
a little, and added to the visions of the
night! That  Christmas  pudding
appeared to him egometimes as a pudding
—sometimes  with the dark, chubby,
handsome featurss of Count Zero—some-
times wilh the ghaslly countenance of
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the phantom of Polpelly! DBunter
gargled and groaned in his slumbers;
amidl at last he awoke.

“Ooorh ! pasped Bunter, as ha sat
up in bed in o perspiration of nervous
10sa,

It was black as pitch.

Ha blinked round in the darkness,
groped for his spectacles and jammed
them on his fat little nose and blinked
again, Almost he expected to see a phan-
tom Christmas pudcﬁng grinning at him
in the darkness.

e reached for a malchbnx, and
struck a match to see the time. Then
he made the intercsting discovery that,
Baving forgotten to wind his watch,
it had run down, Tt had stopped at mid-
:r|E_|.J1;'I1t; and Fonter (ancied it was Iater
than that! As u matler of fact, it was
much later. i

He laid hia head on the pillow again.

But he did not sleep.

Hiz thoughts, instead of his dreams,
ran on the Christmas pudding. It was
in the inn larder. Bunter knew where
that larder was—he had had his cye on
it several Limes. And Bunter was
hungry | .

The more he thought of the pudding,
the more hungry ha%elt. Twice, thrice,
he made a fmove, to roll out of bed. Buk
it wgs wvory cold outade the warm
Dlankets—and the thought of dark

assapges and siairs -was discouraging.
uppose those beastss at Polpelly had
tracked them to the inn at Crewey—and
atupEm Bunter ran into them in the
dark.

It really was not probable. Dunler
realizsed that—miore and mors clearly as
he felt hungrier and hungrier.

He got out of bed af last.

Ha put on a pair of slippers and a
jackot-aver his pyjamas. Then he struck
a matech and blinked round for his
candlestick. .

But he had left the candle burning
when he went to sleep, not liking
dark: and it hod burned out.

Bunter gave & snort. There was no
help for it—he had to light his way with
matches if he was ‘going to annex that
pudding ab all. And that was a settled
thitg now. Life, without that pudding,
was not worth hving!

Hias door creaked as he opened it
Holding up & match he stepped out, and
groped his way down the winding stairs.

ateh after match was struck—and he
blinked uneasily to and fro, aa he crept
on his way. Dut he reached the larder
at last—and to his great satisfaction,
found that, although it was locked, the
L-aiy was in the logk. )

12 opened the door, and roiled in:

It was cold and dranghty—but Bunter
forgot cold and draught, as he held up
a maleh and surveyed the gencrous con-
tents of the inu lurder. :

Something rubbed against Bunter’s
log, and ho gave a sudden start. But it

was only a cat. )
danced behind

Bunter's eycs
spectacles,

This was worth getting out of beidl
for, even on a -LIRI‘E and cold winter's
night 1 All sorts of pood things on all
sidea meb his cyes. Facing im was the
Chrisimas  podding, crowned with a
gprig of holly.

“(h, good!" gasped Dunter. .

There were tosy-cheeked apples in a
barrel; there werns cakes and pies and all
sorts of good things. DBunler took a
large bite at an apple to go on with:
and while he munched it, he stacked
apples in his pockets. Then he grabbed
the pudding.

“T dare say they'll think it was the
eat ! murmured DBunter. “ Anyhow,
I'm jolly well having that Qlddm-g:.“
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With the pudding under a fal arm,
the Owl of the Remove crept out of the
roomy old larder.

Ile pave a audden start. There was
a crenk from somewhere in the darkness.
It made Buanter's fat heart jump.

Was it & footstep?

" Qoooogh 1 breathed Bunter.

He stood and listened for a moment
or two. Then, with thwuping heart,
he erept on his way to tho stairs.

Visions of swarthy Itelians, and of
grizsly spectres, haunted him as he erept,
and he dared not strike & matceh. B
groped on in the darkness. Up the
creaking old stairs ho went, feeling his
way. An apple dropped from o rather
overcrowded poclket, and went down the
stairs, bumping from one step to
another.

“OLh " gasped Buanter,

He plunged on in the dark, up the
narrow, old winding staircase.  Bud-
denly a vell of horrar laft his lips.

In the darkness he bumped Imnto a
human form!

“Yarcooh ! velled Bunter.

*Who—what—" came a slartied
nowl.

”-E'DEI-[}I !r:

Bunfer staggered and clutched at the
unseen fipure to save himself.

There was a vell, a crash, e bump,
and Bunter and the unseen one went
rolling together down the stairs, accom-
panied by a rolling Christmas pudding 1

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Light In Black Rock Cava !

OB CIHHERRY roarved.
“Dwl Wow!l Help!”

Billy Bunter yelled,

“Yaroop | l}'sny, vou fellows,
helpt Ghosts! Burglars ! Kidnappers |
Yarooh I

“What the thump—" came Harry
Wharton's voice above stairs.

“-E-rﬁﬂ'llﬂﬂp !ll

“Oh erikey 1

There was a glimmer of light. Harry
Wharton, half-dressed, ran dowmn, with
a candlestick and a Rickering candle.
After him camna the other fellows, also
half-dreszed. ;

An  extraordinary scenc met  their
eyves at the foot of the stairs.

Boly Cherry was stretched there, on
iz back, with Billy Bunter sprawling
across hiz clhiest.  The bhack of Bob's
head rested on a squashed Christmas
pudding !

Lob was strugpling  frantically to
heave off Bunter’s weight. Bunter was
yelling with sheer terrvor.

“Bob ' exelaimed Wharton.

“ Bunter !* yelled Johnny Bull.

“"What the dickens——" hooted the
Tiounder.

“Ha, ha, hat™

Mr. Yeo came up a passape from
somowhere, carrying a candlo, e
stopped, 1o stare at the amazing scene,
He was on his way to call the Grey.
friars fellows. Ividently they did not

need calling !
“ What—" stuttered the mmnkecper.
“Yarooh | Help | I eay, wyou
fellows—"

“Draggimoft I gasped Bob Cherry.
“Aly head's stuck in something | Drag
that mad porpoise off I

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors gathered round, grasped
Billy Bunter, and rolled him off. ob
staggered to his feet. He groped over
he back of his head, nd his hands
came away sticky with pudding.

“ e ! say, wyou fellowz 1™ gasped
Bunter. “Keep him off | Kidnappers!
I gav, he got me in the dark, on tho
St ipgm——
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“You howling ass!” yelled Vernon-
Bmith. “1t's Cherry ¥

“Eht* Bunter blinked in amaze-
ment. “UOh! I—I thought it was those
dagpoes  Oh erikey! What was the
gilly idiot coming down in the dark
for ?”

“What were you coming up in the
dark for, you blithering owl?” yelled
Bob.

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “I—1 never
went down for the pudding——"

“Ha, ho, ha !

“You—you fat idiot!” gulped Bob.
“I;;f_ stuck my head in wour benstly
ndding——"

i “Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've spoiled that pudding, you
silly azs! What the thump are you up
as late as this for?” demanded Bunter.

“Late, you fathead! It's early. It
won't be light for another hour vet,”
said Harry. “ Bob was down first, that's
all. We're going out—-" ]

“Well, you =silly chumps[” said
Bunter, In disgust. “If you think I'm
coming out before dn.:rligﬂt, vou're jolly
well mistaken! I'm going back to bed
—but I want something to eat first !

" ¥ecu can have this pudding I hissed
Boh Cherry.,

“Not after it's been busted on the

floor, and you've stuck vour silly head
im it,” gaid DBunter. “1 don't want it
now. "

“You're pgoing to have it, all the
same."

And DBob, grabbing up with both

hands what was leit of the dismantled
Christmas pudding, jumped at Bunter,
and slammed it on his bullet head !

“Urrrrrgh 1 Beast ! Cooogh 1M
spluttered Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

"Owt I'm all sticky! I'm all

clammyt Owt Urrggh!

“Wait a minute, while I scrape up
the rest1” gasped Bob. “"I'm going to
thove it down your silly neck V'

Bunter did not wait a minute. He
did not wait a split second. He turned.
and holted up the stairs!

A door was heard to slam above, a
key to turn in a lock. Bunter, evidently,
did not want the remnants of that
pudding down his neck !

The jumiors, chuckling, returned to
their rooms to finish dressing.

Bob Cherry had a considerable
amount of cleaning to do, and there
were still traces of Christmas pudding
in hiz hair when he camp down at lask.
He had been hirst down of the party,
but, owing to the fat Owl and the pud-
ding, he was the last to join up for
breklker.

Harry Wharten & Co. had their
breakfast by glimmering candlelight.

Then Mr. Yeo let them out of the inn
and bolted and chained the door after
Lthem. '

I was pitchy dark in the steep strest
of Crewey, and they had to pick their
way <own to the beach.

At the old stone jetiy a glimmering
lantern fteld where an ancient mariner
was standing ready with the boat.

John Redwing jumped in, and stepped
the mast. The sea was rolling heavily,
and the wind was strong from the
north. The wild, dark sea locked ifar
from inviting.

But the chums of Greyfriars were
pood sailors, and they were not afraid
of the rea. The Bounder leaped
lightly into the boat after John, and
Tom followed, to lmi[}l his father with
the sail. The Famous Five packed them-
selves in, knotting their scarves, and
turning up their coat-collars against
the searching wind.

“All roight?” asked
mariner on tha gquay.

“Ay, ay!" answered John Redwing.

the ancicnt

And the Crewer man sioved the hoat
off. Tom sat at the tiller, and his
father handled the shects. The wimnld
eaught the sail and span the boat across
Crewey Bay to the open sea.

A bricht lantern gleamed from, the
bows of the Loat. But it was the only
light: There was hardly a gleam of &
star in the black =ky.

The Lozt daneed ancd rocked on wild
waves, running before the wind. Bpray
dashed over the juniors in clouds.

Harry Wharton & Co. sat silent,
There was danger in running down the
roclky eonzt in wintey weather, and they
wera well aware of il

Tom's hand was firin on the filler.
His fathor was silent, only now and then
rapping out an  order, which Tom
obeved instantly,

Through the darliness and the lazhing
gpray the Lboat rushed on, the boowm
of breakers on the rocks sounding un-
pleazantly clofe; on the port side.

They had to run out more than g mile
to steer clear of the rocks. Then John
tacked, and stood in for Polpelly Cove.

It was well for the schoolboys that
they had a hasdy and experienced
satlorman on board, On their own, they
certainly would never have got the boat
gafe inte the cove.  As it was, their
hearts leaped a good deal as they spun
past looming rocks, on which the heavy
waves broke n masses of sprav and
foam.

“This 15 whers the jolly old Spanish
galleon went down, that the sgquire of
Polpally captured from the Armada,”
murmured Bob Cherry, “No wonder, if
the old bean tried to make thiz cove
in & storm [ If we bump on one of these
rocks, my beloved 'ecarcrs, we shall take
B short cut to the giddy old galieon.”

“We're in 1" said %Iarry.

The boat glided on the smoother
waters of the cove. The Bounder
scremnbled forward, and put out the
lantern in the bows. A f‘ight on the
cove might have been seen from a
window of Polpelly House.

In blackness the boat surged on.

“Haile, Lalla, hallo ! exclaimed Bol
suddenly. “Look! A light!"

From the blackness of the shore n
light glimmered and twinkled, The
juntors fixed their eyes on it

The Bounder pritted his teeth.

“By gum, if they're on the waleh ™
he breathed.

“That light's in the cave, sir!” snid
John Redwing.

The sailorman seemed able to see,
like & cat in the dark.

Y01 exelaimed Vernon-Bmath,

The vast ¢liff at the back of the cove
wad & mass of blackness against a dark
gky., The operung of Black Rock Cave
could not be seon. But as they floated
past it the juniors could make out that
the light came from the spot where
they knew the cave to be.

Deep in the recesses of the old
smugglers’ cave it gleamed and
twinkled and moved. Someone,

evidently, was afcot in the darl: old
cavern—secking  what?  Was it in
Black Rock Tave that the man from
Italy suspecled the lost doubloons o
be hidden?

Even as they watched from the glid.
ing boat, the Ticht faded farther up the
deep cave, aud vanished.  Impene-
trable blacknesz blotted out the cave.

“He's gona [ mottered Bol.

The boat surged on, to the landing-
place, John Redwing made it fast, and
the juniors serambled azhore.

It was depsely dark in the coomb.
There was, a3 vet, no glimmer of dawn
in the skv. In thoe deep dark the Grex.
friars [ellowz tramped up the ruoped
E)at-h slong the coomb, heading for

olpelly House.



** 1 don't think you'll get away, vou rascal !’ said Vernon-Smith.
it to the police.”” ** Butl can use my fingers,”” said Count Zero, ** And now—— Addio ! ** There was a sudden click and the
oak panel behind the count opened. Instantly Count Zero Hung bimsell backwards through the opening and vanished !
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught Mapping !

i URFANTE! Ah, ladre, fur-
fante 1™

The wvoice, n low, hissing

tones, sounded clearly n the

firelit hall of Polpelly House.  The

steamre words fell on the cars of tho
Lreyiriars fellows,  What the words
weant they did neot know; but they
knew that the Janguage was Italian,
and they had no doubt about tho
wlentity of the speaker.

Harry Wharten & Co. were within
tise walls of Polpelly onec more.

By a little door, half-hidden among
frosty ivy and banked snow, ths
Bounder had let them in. He had
locked that deor before leaving, and
taken the key with him, afier carefully
oiling both lock and key.

They had tramped up the coomb and
clambered in at the old gateway, to
ind thae mansion shut—hbut with a
Hickering gleam of firelight on the win-
dows that showed that it was sccupied,

Hd Dan’l, at that lour, would be
fast aslecp in his room, adjoining the
kitehen--if nothing had happened to
bhim sinew the juniors left. It was not
likely that he would have kept the fire
going all night in the hall.

But it was cvident that it was burn-
e, nned that someono was there, f[or
the jumora canght a glimpso of tho
shadow of o pacing figure on a window,

They passed round the buwilding, ledld
Ly Smithy, and entered by the Jdoor to
which he had the key.

Within was a stone passape, Llack ns
the inside of & hat—ono of the inpumer-
able winding passages of the old house.

Tha Pounder whispered a word of
cauntion, as he stepped in. He groped
up the passago with the rest of the
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Ealrt.}r‘ silent, at his heels, John Redwing
ringing  up the rear, after silently
closing the little door.

The passage led mnto a2 vaulled room
which Ead heen an arnmoury n the old
days, and still contained specimons of
nucicnt  weapons—arquebuses,  cross-
bows, halberds, The armoury adjoineld
the great hall, by an arched doorway
frome which the doors ware gone.
Through the arch came the gleam of

firehght and candledight fromn the hall
aind the sound of a voice—the voice, as

the Juniors realised with o thrill, of
Counk Zero!
The Ttalian was there!
Vernon-Smith's  eyes  glittered, and

his grip closed lbarder on his oaken
codgel.  IHis stratagemn had evidently
been a success. It was clear that the
Italian plotter belioved that the Cheise.
mas party  were gone for goud—the
Bounder had  suecessiully  pulled  the
woal over his eyes.

Tho juniors suppressed their breath-

g, The El‘reerud camlionsly through
;h-ilﬁld arehed doorway intoe the lighted
ki,

The fire, at a distanco from them,
voaredl and leaped on the ancient
hearth. A dozen candles were burning.
On the table lay the remains of a meal.

A swarthy man, with ¢lmhby
features, stood full in their view. Hia
profile was turned towards thens, as he
stooad pazing up at the portrait on ihe
witll of the old seafaring squire of
Polpelly,

Harry Wharton & Ca, recognised {he
;n_nn at onee. There was no mistakine
WP

“Count Zevo '™ whispered Harry.

The Italian was alone. Thers wers
traces of wud on hizs clothes and his
bool=, aud his dark face losked tired

** We shall keep your paws tied till we hand you over

and weary., They ecould guess that e
bad not slept that night.

No doubt he had been busily ocous
pied, ever sivee the departure of the
Christuas party had left the old man-
ston at his disposal.

But if he had been secking for the
teeasiere of the galleon, they did not
need telling that he had had no good
foriune.

Alis face was ddark with awnger and
disappointment as he stood sturing up
at tho picturs of the old sauire, and
they saw hiin shake his fist at tha
painted face looking down at Lim aver
the old Elizabethan roff, wmder the
MHumed hat.

*Ladro—-furfante |” came in a snarl
from the Itulian, with a savage rvoll of
the “r's™ in the words, " Furfante—
furfante !

Fromy the cownt’s tone, Lhe juniors
wondered whether he was swenring 1
his awn langoage. It sounded rather
Like 3t. As a matier of fact, Liowever,
the  word  “fwcfante ”  dmplied only
rogue or rascal.

It was evident that the count was
teeply  ineensed arainst the old era-
captain of Elizabeth's time who had
captured the galleon commanded by hia
ancestor, Marco Zero, i 1he Avmada.

“ Furfante " hissed the connt again.
“Dov' e il tesaro? Dov™ «f Dov® o3

Little as they knew of IDralian, the
schoolboys could easily goesa  thar
“tesoro ™ meant treasure.  * Whero s
the treasure?” was the guestion Yora
was sharling at the grim ol sca.captain
in the picture.

Turning abrnptly fram the portrait,
the count graped m a pocket and drew
out a shp of ancient yellaw parchment.

1l stepped o ame of the candles, held
it to the bHght and scanned it wirh
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glittering black cyes, like points of jet.

The juniors stood silent, watching.
They were waiting for a signal from
the Bounder before making a move,
Vernon-Smith made no sign as yet. Hae
stood with his gleaming eyes fixed on
the Italian. . .

Ho knew now that his surmise had
heen correct. Marco Zero, captain of
the San Pietre, in the Armada, had
languished for jeara, as prizoner, at
Polpelly, waiting for his ransom to be
paig.e He had gone back at lust to hie
own country, and the Dounder was
agsured that he had taken with himn
some knowledge of the doubloons lost in
the galleon, and had left what he knew
written down. Only on that theory
could Count ZFero's knowledge be
accounted for. )

The sight of that ““E af vellow
parchment  in dero's and made
Vernon-Smith sure of it.  That, he
divined at once, ‘was the count’s clue to
the treasure—a doubtful clue, mrtainl_y,
since it had not led him to the dis-
covery of the doubloons.

Tha Italian stood motionless, scan-
ning tho parchment by the candle-light.
Plainly be had not the remotest sus-
picion of danger st hand. Keen and
wary and cunning as ho was, the
Bounder's stratagem had deccived him
completely. He was ulterly off his
guard.

Old Dan’l, no doubt, had been
gecurcd.  Zero was in possession of
Palpelly House—never dreaming of
being disturbed there. A startling sur-
prise was coming to him.

SBmithy looked round at his comrades.

“We've got himi1” he breathed.
“Weo're not pgiving him a chancoe to
handle & gun! Ee's desperate enough,
[ fancy! Feollow on!”

“Ready 1" multered Wharton., 2

With hiz ooken stick gripped in his
hand, ' the Bounder stepped through the
arch into the old cak 'hall. He made a
sudden rush.

Instantly the rest of the party were
speeding after him, racing across the
oaken floor towards the Italian.

Count Zero gave o sudden, amazed
start. He turned from the candle, and
the parchment dropped from his hand.

Tor & epellbound imstant he stared
at tho juniors rushinﬁ upon hini; then
lis hand flew to his hip.

But he had no time to draw the auto-
matic there. L

The Bounder was on him like & tiger,
lashing out with his stick, and the blow
capght Zero on the shoulder, and sent
him stapgering.

Wharton lashed oul a eplit second
later, getting the Italian's right auom.
A moment more, and Count Zero was
on the floor, yelling with rage, dazed
by the rain of blows from half a dozen
cudgels.

“(lot him!" panted Dohb.

He dropped a heavy knee on
Ttalian's chest, pinoing him down.

Zoro was makin\%ﬂ- wild elfort 1o got
at his weapon; but Harry Wharton
seized his right wrist, and held it fast,
Jolinny Bull grabbed his left arm,

Vernon-Bmith brandished his cudgel
over the swarthy, enrag faco that
stared up in the candlo-light.

“Tic the brute up [” he panted. " I'll
erack his nut for him if he stirs a
finger 1"

“ Cospetto V" gasped the Italian.

“You ecan pack that up, old bean

the

rinned  Bob  breathlessly, “We'va
jolly well pgot you, you kidnapping
rotter 1”

“I've pot a whipcord here,” gaid
Johnny Bull “Look out, vou men,
Tog Macyer Linrary.—No. 1.454,
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while I tie his paws—there may be
others about.”

Count Zero's hands were dragped
together behind him, and Johnny
knotted the strong whipeord round his
slim, dusky wrists.

Then he wag allowed to get on his
fent.

He stood tottering, and panting for
?I'Eath- A sudden yell broke from his
ips

“Beppal Prestol Beppo!™

o L-:mf:. out for Miﬂm:
grinned the Bounder,

Thera were six or seven doors in the
old hall, and the juniers had an eve on
all of them, But there was no sound or
sign of Beppo arriving. They knew that
the count had a companion at Polpolly—
the bull-necked man whe had Il:::LL::Irued
himn in the attempt to kidnap Smithy et
Greyfriars. But it was clear that Beppo
was not at hand. Probably it was Beppo
who had been carrying the light 111?13}'
had seen in Black Hock Cave.

Zero, no doubt, realised that his man
was not within hearing, for he did not
call again. He stood panting, his black
eves scintillating at the schoolboys who
had eaptured him. He gave ono savage
wrench at the bonds on his dusky
wrists. Buat Johnny Bull had tied the
knots securely, and he had no chance of
getting loose.

The ra in his swarthy face was
terrible. Buat it passed quicf:iy, and his
brow cleared. He burst into a laugh
and shrugged his shoulders,

“Signorine Verpon-Bmeet, you have
beaten me " he said. “I beliaved that
you were gone—frightened awayl It is
what you call in your barbarous lan-

uage, pulling the leg—non e vero?

fow you have me, as that old furfanto
had my ancestoer Marco, a prisoner in
Polpelly I Addio il tersoro I’

“That means good-bye to the treaszure,
I suppose!” said the Bounder, with a
grin. “I knew what you were after,
my .p;pgn]l You're going to find that
Italian brigand games don't pay in this
country! And, as yvou've been making
80 free with my father's property, I'll
follow vour example—to the victor the
jolly old spotls 1™

And the Bounder picked up the parch-
ment the Italian had dropped, and
scanncd 1t eagerly in the candle-light.

Beppo I

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Vanlshed !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. patherad
round the Bounder as he held
the parchment to the candle-
light.

A pale glimmer of wintry dawn was
coming in at the top of the high windows
now ; but it was sull dark.

Count Zero opened his lips, as if 1o
speak—but he closed thom again, and
was silent. As the Bounder had said,
it was Lhe spoils to the victor—and the
clue to the treasure, left by Marco
Zero three hundred and fifty years ago,
was Smithy’'s now. The count moved
awey a little, and stood leaning on tha
old black oak of the wall, breathing
hard after the struggle. Keenly inter-
ested as they were in the parchment,
the juniors did not fail to keep an eye
on their prisoner; and had he moved
towards » doorway, he would have been
collured fast enough. But he stood far
from a doorway, leaning on the old oak
wall beside the portrait of the old sea-
]iqring squire, his bound hands behind

.

“Now for the giddy sceret!™ said
Bob Cherry.

All cyes fixed on the parchment.

_There were stranie tracings on it, in
ink faded from are. Bome of them had
faded out and were indecipherable,
Threo written words were casy to read,
however.

“IL TESQORO QUIL™

“Tesoro must be treasure,” re-
marked Harry Wharton, “and *il,' of
course, means ‘the)) DBut what is
L] qu!' ? E-J'

“I dare say Mr. Redwing knows™
said the Bounder.

John Redwing smiled.

“I'm no hand at spelling,” he said. "1
wouldn't say 1'd write the word down—
but if it's pronounced * kwee,' it means
*here," ™

“The treasura here! That's what it
means, then I” said Smithy., “Didn't 1
tell you that old blighter Marco had
left a clue for his famly to follow up?
And this is it! Bul—making it out is

ancther matter. It scems to have
puzzled his descendant o litile.”
“Verol” sgaid the count coolly.

“True 1*

“The treasure here!” said Bob. * But
where 1"

“The wherefulness iz proposterons t”
grinned Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

They scanned the strange tracings. It
seemed to be the plan of an extensive
building, and it suddenly dawned on
them, that it was & plan of Polpelly
Houze.

“Polpelly 1 exclaimed  Wharton,
“Look—here's the hall, where wa're
gtanding now—there's thsa armoury—
there’s the courtyard—the gate—>

“That's 1t,” said Nugent.

“But the words are written outside
the plan,” said the Bounder puzzled.
“Does that mean that it's in the coomb
somewhere, or in tho cave?” Ie
knitted his brows. “There's been some-
thing traced here, but it's faded out.
If we could make out what that old
johnny put down three centuries and 2
half ago, we conld lay our fingers on the
doubloons.”

“Looks like it!” agreed Harry.
“Blessed if I see how the old squire’s
prisoner knew, when the squire himself
didn't know—but it certainly looks like
itrll

“I dare say our dusky friend could
cxplain that,” said 8mithy, with a
glange at the silent man leaning on the
vak panels,

Count Zero smiled, with & flash of
white feeth.

"Why not?” he said ecarclossiy.
“YWhen I saw you at your school, little
signor, I knew not that you had any
knowledge of the treasure—but 1 have
heard much of your telk here since.
Walls have ears, in Polpelly. For two
long years my ancestor, BMarco, was a
prisoner in this old house, after the
galleon went down in the cove. o was

ormitted to move about a2 he pleased—
10 was rather a gucst than a prizoner,
as he waited for his ransom to arrive,
as was the custom in those old days. ke
knew mora of the doubloons than his
captor imapined.”

“They id not go down
galleon, then ¥ asked Hartry.

“They were taken off in the boat,
when the sca-captain csecaped from the
wreel, with my ancestor Eis Prisultnr,"
answered the count. “ The squire landed
the treasure of the palleon and buried
the chests af doubloons for safety in the
sands of the sea-cave. There are re-
cords, in the Palazzo Zero at Milan, left
by old Marco, telling of his imprison-
ment in this barbarous country. have
read them all. Only one was of prac-
tical uso=the one you now hold in your
hand, Sipnoring 11?’[*rmr:m-&ﬁrnr&z-t B

(Continuwed on puye 28.)
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STORY !

DAN of the DOGGER BANK!

By DAVID GOODWIN.

Spies of the Black Fleet !
KEHHETH GRAIIAM, som of a

millionaira shipowner, is rescued
off the Dopger Bank by the
crew of the fishing trawler, Groy
Beal. .

Hia past lifo a enmplete blank, he is
givon the name of * Dogger Dan,” aud
gigned on ay fifth hand under Ei-;:ppm—
ﬂ'ﬁmiiug, ¥inn Macoul, Wat Griffiths
and Duck Athehng.

Aware of his nephew’s fate, and
knowing that he will be heir to the
shipowner's money when his brother
dies, Dudley Graham engages Juke
Rebow, commander of the Elack
Rqguadron, a fect manned by ocule
throats, to geb Kenneth out of the way
for ever.

Arriving st  Amsterdam, Dan and
Puck Athelin go  ashore, where
Reobow's confederates made a fruitless
attenpt on theiv lhives,

Tate that night, the two chums catel
the crew of the Adder, the Blacks
Aagship, smuggling. Boarding the
trawler, they imprison the two men left
in chargo, and make for port.

Caught in a huericane, they are
wrocked on a lowely sandbank, where
thoy discover an old Dutchman, named
Joan Qeterling, gleating over a huge
pilo of gold cuins.

Aftor forming the two chums that
he has made his wealth out of birds
eges, the miserly old man asks them
to walk round the island for an hour
while he makes up his accounls

+* L k + %

eainl e i I over saw the like of
that ! said Buck, as they wallied nway
over the zandhiils. *The old chep's
a mizer right cnoupgh!™ .

“Jle's tnoae than a mizer. He's a
sort of gold-drunkard 1™ said Dan, “One
thing’s plain to me—he’s more than half
dotty 17 ; ’

“His yarn about making all that pile
out of birds’ eggs is bunkum ! zaid
Buck.

“0Of course it's bunkum ! "There's no
gold meney about these days. He had
to say something, so he pitched us that
tale. Mind you,” added Dan, “I'd say
he makes quite & bit by that game, too.
Wa took about five hundred eggs to-
day; plovers’ eggs fetch a lot in the
markets. Three pounds’ worth to-day
alone. Say fifteen pounds a week., Tl
het Jan aod his f:}uuf nephew, too, are
pretty well off. And liviog costs Jan
nothing. Been hoarding up for years,
I reckon!™ )

“2till, he wouldn't get paid in gold,”
gbjected Buck,

“ And thoze were old coins,” said
Dan.  “Hmugglers don’t pay in gold,
either. Where would they get it? It
peats me whore the gold came from |

Buck stopped short.

“I've got it!” he said, and gripped
Pan by the arm. * Bomethin' I just
remembered. Dad’s often talked about
it, There was a ship wrecked on one
o' these islands—ever zo long ago it
was—with cases of gold coin in her
hold. ©he was broke vwp and swallowed
by the sand.”

“Treasure ship, do you meani”

“¥es, There weve lots of attempts to
galve her an’ find the gold. A company

T R o e R Y S A R A A S A A Y P PR R W,
Peering through the window, the two seamen saw old Jan Osterling seated

at a

ble loaded with gold colns |
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tried their luck not so long ago, but had
to give it up. Couldn’t locate the stuff.
Might be anywhere; an’ it's anybody's
money. L'll bet old Jan—*

Dan smacked his knee, and chuckled.

“Wou've hit it, Buck! Must be so!
Jan's nesed out that gold—found it!
He's the sort that would, too! Sceoped
the lot—after it's been buried maybe a
hundred wvears. Bit of luck, ¢h? The

sly old bird has buried it in his hut,

and he’s sitting on 1t like an old hen!™

“Well, it's his, I suppose,” said Buck.

“0Oh, I should say so! Findings—
keepings! He owns the island, too,
doesn't he? I reckon it’s stumbling
across & fortunoe like this that's sent him
dotty, But he's not a bad old bird in
his way "

“No,”? said Buck. " But he'd be an
uely customer if anybodly interfered
with him when he was handling that
ptuff of hie, eh? Ii's as well he doesn't
koow we tumbled to it last night. T'l
bet he's fondling lis gold now !

#Shouldn't wonder. 1 don't reckon

‘plenty on our handa as it 1a.

he likes uz being around, and will be
glad to see the last of ns 1
“T guess so0,” apgreed Buck, “ By the
way, have you got that revelver we
took from the chap on the Adderi”

“No,” answered Dan. “It's gone.
It was slung on my belt when we went
to the house. Must have lost it some-
where.”

“Jan's taken it!" zald Buck. " When
we were asleop, I reckon. Wanted to
have the pull over you, In case of
trouble, YWell, we don't want his money,
an' we don't want any serappin’; got
I vota we
keep on the right side of the old man,
and get off the island as scon a3 we can.
1t's giving me the creeps. Why, that
gold we saw last niglt—2""

Dan caught him suddenly by the
sleeve and stared towavds the house.

“Look ' he said, under his breath.
“Look yonder "

Out of the serubby undergrowth, hy
the weat side of the dunes, cama two
long, dark figures in seamen’s clothes,

Taz Masner Lismany.—No. 1,454,
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They watlhed slowlvy grd 1My, with
g rolling stride., There was a sneak-
ing, furtive look about them.

Thﬂ}r crossedd 1he sandy pastures to
the farmhbonse. Before the door they
pauscd for o moment, and looked
round, as though unecrlain whether to
linock.

The two seamen east ftheir eyes over
ithe hounze and ecotbuildings, and then
one of them, stepping aside, Joolked in
through the windew., IFor a second
he stood az thongh dumbstruck. Then,
bobbing down guickly below the level
of the glass, he beekoned to his com-
panion.

The other man erept up heside him,
and then both of them peerved through
the leaded panes.

The men seemed to whisper to cach
other, and the hand of each man stola
to s bels.

“"Gosh 1" muttered Buck., *It's the
Adder’s men! They were saved. then—
and they've found Jan Osterling and
hiz money.™

*Quick 1” eried Dan.
warn Jani”

The two chums sprang up, and raced
down from the dunes and across the
plain. They had little doubt what
would happen if the Adder’s men
should eurprize the old man counting
his hoard.

But the enemy did not wait. The
two men from the Adder caught sight
of the boys the moment they were
clear of the dunes.

They hesitated for a moment, and
then, to the surprise of Buek and Dan,
took to their heels and disappearcd
among the sandhills beyond the litile
tangled thickets of thorn.

“Hooked it said Buck “ Wouldn't
stand against three of usz. Or, maybe,
they've got some pala over yonder.”

“Haso up!” returned Dan, as they
arrived within fifty yards of the house.
“Wa mustn’t burst in on old Jan or
he’ll sealp us 1™

The two boys halted, and Buck gave
a shout.

After & moment’s pause the door of
the farmhouse was flung open, and Jen
Osterling appeared, his face red with
passion, & gun in his hand.

“ Behellums! Rascals 1™ he oried.
“You vos promise not to como back for
an hour !

“You're being watched ! said Dan.
 And von'd better listen. The Adder's
menn are on the island. We saw them
gsnenk u}; and look in at the window.”

a

TWe've got to

Jan's face changed from red to white.
“Wait!" be sgaid. “Wait von
minute "'

He went hurriedly back inta the
house, and disappeared for some time,
Then he came to the door and called
the boys in. The big room was in
order, and nothing ununsual was to be
BRCTI.

Jen's eves had a dangerous glint in

them. He looked over the boys
cautiously.
_" "5"'. seerel oot I haf kept all my
lifa is found, and by der last people
;nt ’iier vorld dat I wvould haf to know
it

“¥You mean the Blacks, captain?”
saidl Dan. Ay, we know what they
ara |”

“Ha1” returned Jan. “ Yes, dey vos
enemies of yours, too! And do you
know mine secret as well?

“I believa we do,” said Dan, after a
pause. “ We thought we'd dreamed it
at fArst; it seemed eo queer. But last
night, if it wasn't & dream, we saw you
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handling a pile of gold two feet high
on that {able there!l™

The old man sank inte a chair.

“] gpot to trust vou.  Bee—if doso
men get von liddle chance, dey get dot
old. I foar not dem, but d}er Black
oot will know.™

“Did they see it all 7" asked Buek,

“"No; der money under der floor 1
had not  out, It voa here ""—ho
opened the Jower part of an old grand-
father eclock—"dat I bring out der
meoney dey see. It vos not mooch—
about two hundved pounds. I bad von
half on der table. Doy oder half vos
plain to see in der clock. Der door vos
open. Dey know all det, of courze®

“Then vou'd better shift the monew
somowhore else, pretty quicl,™ =aid
Pran.

“No, I leave it dere. If by chance
dey get In dey think it vos all. DBut
onder der floor—I frust you boys "—
ha lowered his voice to a whisper—"1z
mora than five dousand pounds! You
vouder dot I Lkeep it here? 1 tell yon
== must have somedings to play mit !
His eyes gleamed again, “It vos
lonely hera on der island, and I lofe
mine money. It is not all. Derg is ten
dousand pounds more in der bank at
Utrecht !

“Now, I tell you vot vou da for me,
1 get dis money away to-morrow. But
if anycdings should happen to me be-
forchand, you defend der monery, and

if it to mine nmephew, who ecame tfo-

av. He lif at Urterhuisen. You
promise 3 .

“We promise,’’ said Buck.

“Goot! Now, becausa you know my
secret, und help me, you shall haf your
share. Sea here!” Jan drew a pieco
of paper from a slide in the clock-case.
= ‘;Pnu see dose bearings? Dey dgwn det
marks for five dousand pounds more,
buried in one iron box in der dunes,
near where you come ashore. Last
night, ven wou shipwrecked, you crawl
over five dousand pounds in gold!
Fia, ha, hat” ) ]

Jan was excited. FHis voice rang
through the room, and he waved the
paper before the boys’ eyes.

“Qteady I whispered Dan, thrusting
the paper aside. * Someocne’s outside
listoning.”
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A savage, unkempl head, the eves
alight with ecunning, showed for =
moment at the window,

Dan and Buck sprang out through
the door, but founl nobedy., The man
Lhad slipped away.

“Coame back !’ commanded Jan, 2z
the boyz wore about to po in zearch.
“Como back, I =ay! WNo onc must
loave der housze yeb !

The bove reluened meluctantls.

“¥e must not separate till ve haf
decided,” said Jan., “It voz casy o
hide on der island. Tt vill he hard to
find dem. Bur if you had to geo mit
der gold, vou veuld take dot sailing-
boat mit leeboards dot you soe dis
mornmg by der landing-stage vere my
nephew come.”

“3he'll ba weeful.  anywar., D
haven't vou eny better weapons than
these old orocks, captain?® said Buck,
indicating the ancient guns on the wall.

Jan chuckled, Ile pressed a spring
in ihe wall, and an oak panel flew
open. Inside were half a dozen good
Mauser rifles, as many six-shooters
and two open cases of greased cart-
ridges. All of them old war stores—
many years old, but sound.

“AMit dose,” he said, “*in dia old
farmhouose, vou could keep off a regi-

ment, if dey had no big guns. Der
shutters inside are bullet-proof mit
lnopholes,™

e showed them how ecasily the house
could be defended, and Dan, who had
& natural turn for strategy, took it all
in.

“But all this 1z onl
need,” concluded the old man. * Ders
vos nodings to fear from dose two
rascals,. Vot I fear 15 dat dey find
means to let der oders know. Den ve
have thirty men against us, snd—>"

“The boat I'* exclaimed Dan. *They
will take her, and warn tha Blacks™

“I am o fool!” cried Jan, starting
up and tearing his hair. "hoéj', vou
have hit it. Der boat iz der danger.
If ve had dose ra on der island
alone ve ocan hunt dem down like wild
pig. Bee! You both go at once, and
stave her in! I haf tools here and
wood, You can mend her enough to
sail to der mainland after. Quick—

E"}!“
raced off, mabking

m case of

Dan and Buck
their way with all speed towards the
inner side of the island. The twilight
was rapidly falling. They had not
realis that, worn out by the hard-
ships of the night before, it was past
noon before thev were out of bed, and
much had been done since then. When
they reached the beach it was dark.

“Hope they haven't scooted ﬂ.]r&-ﬂd?;”
said Buck, *It's the first thing they'd
do, now they know that we're on to
the game." .

“It strikes me it will be the best
thing for old Jan if they have,” said
Dan, as he sgprinted along the beach.
“We could take the gold safely to the
mainland at once, and bring reinforce-
ments off to trap the Blacks when they

come. "
“That's all very well. But how
could we get off without a boat? That

nephew only comes twice a week with
his ecraft. ¥ou know how the
squadron’s organised. They'd be down

on us o two days. Steadyl Here's
the boati"
Thae eraft was safe. She was a

beamy, fore-decked sailing-bont with a

short, stout mast. )
“Cood I’ said Dan. “Get a big
stone and stave her.” '
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But stones were scarce on the sandy
shore, and in the darkness it was some
timo before they found one—avout a
hundred yards from the boat,

“Bear a hand here,” said DBuck.
“Tt’s teo hig for one (o lift.”

The two chums were about to heave
up the stone, when a sound that chilled
the very blood in their veins broke the
silence of the night. It rang fearfully
through the stillness, distant, but clear
—a ghriek of mortal agony. Then all
was quiet.

Dan snatched up a boat-hook.

“Quick 1" evied Buck. * Back td the
house! Never mind the boat ! That
was old Jan sereamung [V

The two chums rushed back to the

house,

“Steady ! Go quietly I'" said Dan, s
they reached the outer fence. * Might
be a trap!"

Swiftly but silently they stole to the
door. Hoarse voices sounded within,
gnd the chink of coin.

With a heavy kick Buck sent the
door flving open, and the boys rushed
in. L'heir worst fears were realised.
Lying unconscious on the floor was old
Jan Osterling. The two Blacks were
Inoting the room, and squabbling over
the gold on the table. They sprang
up as the boye entered.

In a moment a knife gleamed in the
hand of the taller man; a savapge ocath
broke from his lips, and he rushed at
Dan.

Buck made a wild swipe at him with
tho heavy boat stretcher that he held
gripped in hiz fist. It struck the
attackers’ wrist, snd the knife went
fying across the room.

That blow, swift as it was, saved
Dan’s life., The man staggered back
against the table with & yelp of pain,
upsetting it, and sending the gold
pieces. rolling across the foor.
~ Dan, blind with rage, drove his boat-
hook at the other man, who dodged it
srid bolted out of the room, &q}:;ealing
with fear. Panio seized both men.
Gireed had driven them to attack a de-
fenceless man, but neither of them had
any stormach for a fight unless the odds
wera 1n their favour.

The man with the injured wrist, find-
ing himself deserted, made one bound
for the door, and dashed away into the
night.

Buck and Dan., taking no count of
the risk, roshed blindly after them.

But 1n the windy darkness outside,
black as the pit, they lost sight of the
fugitives, who had scattered and run
in different directions.

After a vain chase towards the shore
Buck pulled u;;, panting.

“"No good ! They'Hl hide up till day-
light. e might stumble on fo ‘em
and get knifed before we know it. Got
to get back an' see if we can save old
Jan."”

‘Beasta I sobbed Dan, fghting for
breath.

“Novar thought thes'd turn tail like
that, Jake Rebow wouldn't have dona
so,” said Buck grimly. “Lucky for us
they did, though. They couldn’t have
had any guns on them—thosa two.- 1
hope they haven’t done for the cld boy.
Expect he put up a fight.”

he two chums hurried back to the
house.  Old Jan, lying prone on the
stone floor, stirred and muttered as they
Ccame in, o

They knelt by his side, and the old
man opened his eyes feebly.

“I'm going, lads!” he eaid,
weak vaice. "De{l got me dis time.”

“Js there nothing we ecan do?”
roatted Dan, “Get zome brandy,

uck, and tear four strips from a shest.
Wheres are you hurt, captaini”

in a
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“No goot—no goot!” said the old
Dutchman, with a faint smile. “I ves
called for der last voyage. 1 fetch
mineg moorings in ancther inﬂl:@ to-
night, Stay by me till I go” .

he bnE tore up & sheet, and tried
to bind the old man's wounds. Buat it
was plain from the first thet human aid
was useless, The tough life in_the
fine old fellow's sturdy frame made &
brave struggie to hold its own, but inch
by inch it ebbed.

“¥You not forget your promise?” said

Jan feebly. “You not forget?”

“MNever fear, captain. We'll see it
through,” eaid Dan, trying to keep
down the lump in his throat.

They brought pillows, and made the
old man as comfortable as might be on
the floor. Any attempt to raise him to
the bed gave him such pain that they
had to desist.

“MNever mind,” with a
groan.

The old man’s hands began to stray
restlessly over the floor beside him, and
a# they clutched at the gold pieces that
lay astrown about, his eyes Erighteneﬂ
through the film of death that was
creeping over them.

“Goot 1” he murmured. “So I should
wizsh to die, mit der feel of der red
gold in my hands—so! T lie in it! It
is all around! See, boys, it 15 the
colour of blood itself, und it ecases der
pain of death!

“Tt ia pot for mineself I lofe der
gold. It ie for mine nephew—der son
of mine only sister—und his fair youn
wife, und der liddle ni }Ir?r dot shaﬁ
call me onele. FPoor ol ncle Jan |

“It is all for dem. You will sco dey
get 1t, boys, in spite of all
drals of der Black Fleet—all except
der Bve dousand pounds. Dat wyou
keep. You haf der paper? Geot!
Und now I go!” .

Taking a handiul of gold in each
fist, the grim old Dutchman clonched
hisa bony fingers upon it, and then
passed peoacefully away.

As the boys li;‘r;.'ed the lifeless body of
Jan Osterling on to the bed, a shower
of gold coins fell from each limp hand
and jingled on the floor, as though in
mockery of human desires.

“Btay by him, Dan, and guard the
house,” said Buck, in a low voice. I
must go to the landing-stage ond see
after the boat.”

“T'1l come, too,” said Dan.
letting you go alone. There is nothing
to be done here now poor Jan's gons.
And if they find you they'll be two to
one.”

“*Come on, then!” said Buck. “It's
our last chance. If they capture the
boat, we're done ! .

Away they seudded, tired and worn-
out, sick with the horror they had seen.

Panting and weary, they arrived .at
the little whaef that looked out upon
the waste of watera.

The boat was gone!

sald Jan,

“I'm not

All Alone !

HE last thread that bound the
boys to the living world was
broken. The spies of the Black
Fleat had vanizhed.

Round the little wharf were the
tracks of heavy sea-bools. A long fur-
row in the sand showed whers the keel
of tho boat had ploughed through it
when the murderers of Jan Osterlin
had launched her. There was no soun
amid the darkness =ave the distant
whistle of curlews and the weary ery-
ing of the sea. ] ‘

“Alone I” said Dan, staring into the
darkness,

der scoun--
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“Ay, alone,” returned Buck grimlw,
“unless you count the ses-birds. Alone,
with ten thousand pounds and & dead
man, on & spit of sand1 Well, there’s
work before us. If we can't get off
before they bring the DBlacks down on
us, we look like going the same way
as Jan Osterling.”

“Let's light o bonfire, and see if we
can't show ‘e on tho mainland that
something's  wrong,” suggested Dan.
“They’ll send a bost off to va”

“We'll try. Though I'm afraid the
mainland doesn't worry its head much
about Baltrum Island. You go back
to the houze an' get some straw from
tha barn, while T collect some o this
drlft,w.:cwj.”

Dan went off on his érrand, and by
the time he got back to the wharf, Buck
had piled a good heap of dry weed on
the top of a tall sandhill. Beth bovs
heaped the straw round it and made a
large stack of wreck-timber, with which
the imner beach of the island—unlike
the sea-front—was strewn. A match
was then put to the straw, and n ten
minutes a bonfire that shed a red glave
all along the beaches was crackling end
roaring on the dunes.

“That'll fetch 'em, if anything can !
said Buck. “ But we mustn’t depend
on it. We must take a turn round the
1sland, an’ ece if there's any vessel's
light in sight, or any signs o' the spies’
boat. Then we'll go back to the houso
an' clear up.”

Dan shuddered a little. His nerves
were of iron, but the thought of their
late host lving there was pwesome,

The boys were glad, tired as they
were, to walk briskly round the island,
keeping a look-out for any signs of help
or notice. They found none,

At last they returned to the house,
and, by the flickering light of the wood
fire on the henrth, that cast strange
shadows over the great room, they put
things shipshape. The scattered gold
was gathered up and stowed in the
clock-case, and the furniture put back
in its place.

“We'd better have a look at this job
of ours,” said Buck, when they had
finished, "“so0 as to be able to get the
money out when it's needed.”

They swept the sand from the centroe
of the floor. There was nothing to
show that any spoace lay below. But
one of the Ragstones tilted up an inch
when stepped on at one corper. The
tipped-up edge showed marks and
scratches,

“That's the dodge, no doubt,” said

Dan. “1 saw a erossbar in the clock-
case !t
Inserting ihe thin end under the

stone they managed to raise 1t. A
dry, dark coffin-shaped recess lay be-
neath, filled with small canvas pouches.

Buck pulled one out, and cut thoe
cord at its neck. A stream of Dutch
andd German gold pieces poured out.

“ B0 far, 5o good,” sald Dan, replac-
ing the pileces. “Now we know how
the land lies. Jan was right. 2hove
the bag back and replace the stone.
Scatter tha sand over it again, andd
nobody will be any the wiser. YWhat
next 27

“#Bleep,” said Buck. "We're played
out. Anmd goodness knows whab Jies
ahead of ws! You take the farther
bunk. I don't want io trouble poor ald
Jan. I'll camp on the hearth with a
blanket.”

It was neot long before the boys sank
inta a deep =hiunber.

(Will thee morning breng hope for the
stranded chumes, or will Rebow amd hia
eutthroot crew furp up agein? See nex!
weel's thril-pocked chapters, chums.)
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THE HOUSE OF MYSTERY!
(Continued from page 24.)

He laughed. :

“The old squire buricd the doubloons
eafe, and spread a story that they had
sunk with the galleon,” he said. “He
feared that the good Queen Bess, and

ood minister, the Lord Burlugi-.
'u.{m want—what you call—a whack ¥

" Dep n:l card !V grinned Bob.

"“An ood ancestor Marco found
the s?a:at, an removed the doubloors to
a. sa v spot, known only to himseclf,

e the squire was away in London at
une time I dra-.i"-lcd Count Zero., "
this the sguire knew nothing, or pro-
bably ha would have pasded- his sword
through mﬁ ancestor., -Afterwards,” he
souUg h for his treasure in vain—and the
:-torsr goos that his phantom s still
sceking it l”

“ S thal. s how- it was I? arid Vernon-
Smith.

“Tiat, little gignor, is how it was,”
smiléd the count. “And for cenfurics
"old Maxco's ‘papers have lain unheeded
iif He falazzo at Milan. Féw read them,
and” those few did not heed so strango
“afid wild a story, but——" 'He la hed
agaill. “In thess days of the
Jtaly we are more enter r:amg.
Fascismo has woked us up. CGold is
needed by my country. That is why 1
am here. There is a wur in Africn;
there are what you call the Banctiens

af the Lnague of Nationz; trade is
almost l}ud ami only with pold can
Italy bu ag she needs—sund at such
a titne den doubloons would ba
YOry. uuﬂhﬂ drop in the bueket—but
xg' rap counts, And these deubloons,
stgnor, I will yet place at the

i'i:e of my Duce—f it l::{lﬁ.a me my
atid.. u‘mm gther livest"
% ﬂmmr& Tooked et him curiously.
Yic. fripf was ¥o° mmml:m crook
It:!l br,cn BWare, though
-:u:h:ﬁ'l W: th' ruthlbss Trserupu ouanc:sai
Exidently, in his own eyes, he was a
¢ript—serving his country.
e was a Fascist—a followor
Mussolini,
¢ made little distinction h&twn{:n

of

‘¥ight and swrong in serving the cause
-he.had at heart.
*Well,” said the Boundeér, * whether

.thc ‘jolly old doubloons are ever found -

cop mot, I faney you'll mever get your
_ paws on them, My, Zero, . They'il
never be spent on bombi to.drop on the
© Abyssinians.”

“ Forse che si, forse che nﬂ!" gaid
Count Zere, with- ancther shrug of h]a

sl ulders. " Perhaps yes—perbaps no 1"
ernon-Smith shipped the pa.rehmcnt
mta hizs pocket.

“#We may be able to maka. something
-;:'f H}Eﬁ Jdater.”* he said, “though that
gportzmogn, hasn't -made much of it so
e Weo've g&tjﬂta of time ahead—and
Codnt Zerg. wonit barge in .again.

As
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him ﬁcmss ﬂi’? mci-c:; ti:. Pili.;ertunz and
give him in ¢ha the police.”

" Vero 1 fmﬂ:;?tha count.

“¥You've asked for it—and vou'll’ get
it 1" sai1d the Bounder. “ Yeu'rewanted
bv the police on a chorge of kidnap-
ping, and thev’ll take care of you lm}%
-.nr:mgh to give us a free hand here
you've damaged 'old Dan'l you'll have
to answer ‘fﬂr that,” too.”

“¥You w1 11 find tim old cook locked in
his room,” smiled the count. “He hLas
not been harmed, Why .should I harm
him? I .imagine that he is in & bad
temper, judging by what he has said
at intervals through lim Lkeshole. But
yvou will find him safe.”

Dawn was brightening thn wittdows
now, There was still no sign of the
man Beppo; the -man probably was
still in the eave, and certainly
no suspicion that his master had Ea]]en
into the honds of the Greyfriars party.

Beb Cherry threw  open the great
door; the sunrise glimmered into the
rlusk\r old ha!l

ﬁeiter g that man eafe to the
olice, sir,” satd John Redwing. “It'
ight enough to get across the moor.”
¢ Bounder nodded.
His face was very bright now. He'
won the game against the man
from Italy. A tramp across the moor

to Pilverton, and the police would take

charge of U-:gunt Zero—to stand bis trial
for the kidnapping at Greyiriars. The
Christmas party at Polpelly wounld earvy
on, unmoles further; and the rest
of the holidays: could be gpent in’” B
search for the lost- doubloons. Wheiher
the tressure was found or the
Bounder had beaten his rival—and that
was 8 kecn antiﬁf&diun {o Smithy.

"Ta.ka ﬁ that ha doesn’t bolt, you
fellows,” said Vernon-Smith; “though
I don’t ﬂamL be'd get far with his
hands tied.”

He stepped towards the count, who

was still leaning carelessly on the oak-
panelled wall by the side of the old

:purtrmt

T H¥ou are so sure of me?” asked

LCount Zero, with & glimmer of mockery
in his eyes.

“But I am not vet “ab
little eignor; your dull-
]]w lice have not vet found for

Pilverton,
headed
me 8 ['-"E
““T dow't think y'm:: ‘Il. get away, you
rascal 1" said Vernon-8mith. * We shall
keep (Four paws tied till we hand you
Over,

“Eyen with tiéd hands, perhaps I am
not powerless,’””. said-the count, smiling.

My wrists.are very tightly tied, but

I can use my fingers—and 1 have been
using them, amice, while mu have becn
what you "call wagging. the. chin.

anlk you for’permitting me to lean
on thn wall 'in  this: paviwcular spot,

- puessed at the mwoment t

opened like a door, disappearing behind
him; add ledving a tall cavity,

Instantly Count Zero flung himself
backwards through the opening- and
vanished.

For a split second the juniors stood
transfixed.

Then the Boonder, with & roar of
rage, leaped forward in pursuit. He
knew now that the count, as ho lenned
on the wall with his bound hands behind
him, bad been fceling’ for a esceret
spring with Iis slim, nimble fingers—
and all unmnscmush, the juniors ha
given him time te find it.

* After hima |V roaved Lthe Bounder.

He bounded at tho eavily in the old
oak wall,

The next moment he staggered ’:mck.
a3 the hﬂaw onk panzl slammed in his
face, It elicked shut, and the Bounder
ﬁms & yoll as the hard ocak tapped on

13 [EQSe,

In 8 fow scconds the juniors wera
hammering furiously at the panel.

But it remained immovable.  The
Bounder beai on it with his elenched

.in sﬂn But it did nok
open. %:elumi the i,*ra}l there cama
the mund of & morking laugh.

It was the last they heard of Count
Zearo. .

“Get an axe shouted the Bounder
furiously. _

The old cak., thick and strong as it
was, shattered under thé blows of an
axe wielded in thg strong hauds of John
Redwing. The ancient panel flew in
f{.agm:ints] The Bu‘zuder ui}mnih’lug
through the opening. e kne
that l?a would Kg too Iate

Boyoud the shatiered panel was a
stone possage, but it was blocked at the
end by solid stone. The count had
cscaped, and the massive stone that
closed the paﬁsagu like a door was
fastened on the farther side. Already,
it could not be doubted, Count Zero
was, hurrying away by somae unknown
tunnel to rejoin  his confederale in
Black Rock Cave.

The Bounder came back inie the hall
gritting his teeth.

“We're not done with fhet villain
vet 1 he growled. “But we're stickitg
it ount a semng it through !'

T Y Weare—we is 1" agrocd Bob G"i:ter

~ All the Christmas poriy at Pol
were agreed on that—t}us}ufh thuf-dr:ld’

i Wil
strange adventurcs ‘that lay belfore
themm in the oneient’ mansion that

cehoed to the boom of the” Atlahtie.
THE END.

(The finel story in  this splendid
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« EAT, DRINK AND

HOW COKER MAKES
CHRISTMAS MERRY

By G. BULSTRODE

“ 8o vou want my viewa on how a Christmas
host con make his guests happy 1" eaid Coker
“ Well, young Bulstrode, you eouldn™
have come to a better man! I've hoad some
experience of running house-partics at Christinas,

heartily.

and vou can take it from me, I

* To bogin with, you want to sot’em an example
Laugh and joke all

by being happy yourself.
long, and your infectivo good-
humour can't help epreading
to tho rost!

“Don't give the hogoors
timo to start moping | 1f you
see o guest pick up o hoolk,
knock 1t out of his hand and
tell him o fupny story instend.
He'll be grateful to you for
eaving him from boredom. If
you see him ssttling down to e
gnooze in an armchair, tip
the chair up and drag him
out for a sharp country walk.
He'll thank you! .

“It's simply essential to
keep your guests alive and
kicking. The more vigour and
pep you can pubt into their
Christmas, the happior they'll
be ! Long walks and Bpartan
exercises are the very thing—
for instance, swimming, when
the temperature 15 doovn to
zoro, is great |

“Oh, crumhbal’
claimed involuntarily.

* If thero’s snow about, of
courso, it’a easy ' prinned
Coker. “ You can chuck snow-
halls ab vour guesta or stuif
snow down their necks—any-
thing, in fact, to put "em in a
glowing good humour!™

* My hat | And what abeut
tho evenings ? ' I asked.

“Plenty of musie oand
plenty of langhter—that’s tho
idea ! ™ said Coker. * What
I do mysecll is switch on the
wirelera as loudly as it'll go
and then try to make my voice
heard above it. It's good
exerciza for my lungs, and 1t
also gives my guosts the right
astmosphere of noise and con-
viviality which ia so essential
to a merry Christmaa !

" Finally, just to give the
house.party the authentic
Christmaa touch, it's advisablo
to pretend tho house is
hounted, and a o for
mysterious tappinga to be
heard in tho bed-rooms in the
middle of the mnight. You
can even dregs up a8 & ghost
and give 'om all & scaro !

“ That's the way to run u
housa.party at Christmae, kid,
take my word for it! I've
tried 3t and it's a sucecssl
Just you ask any of my
puests and see if thoy don’t
agres |

On my way out I spotted
twao of Coker's gucete—DPolter
and Greena,

“ Is it true,” I asked, ©° thab
Coker has snccesdod in making
you happy as his guesis for
Christmas 7 ™

For reasons which they kept
to themsclves, Poitor and
Greene  promptly collapsed,
moaning piteously. So you’ll
havo to take Coker's word for
the success of his effortz os a
Christmasa host !

I ex-

NOW!

i iiv‘?,

=
)
=

e———

[ ——

¥ =

-

EDITED BY HARRY WARTON.

i

December 28th, 1935.

oy

= DICKY NUGENT

Tinkle-tinkle-tinkle !
It wea thoe Crizamas bells | But in thoe Head'a atudy
of Muggleton, poaling out } Doctor Birchemall and Mr,
merrily on the midnite | Lickham looked at cach
air. Tho fellows who were | other with eggspressions

mn.ying

in store on the morrow.

at 5t. Sam's for | that woere the reverse of
the Crizssmaz lee Coarnival

hﬂp]:}".
smiled in their sleep and ‘The hells of Muzgle.
drecmoed hnrpi]_!,r of tur- | ton | " muttered tho Head,

keys and plum puddings | "Tis

Crissmas  Day,

FROM ALL
QUARTERS

Cnnsir,:ir:mbTﬂ
was aroused at a house n

Liclkham-—zand here I am
with a hundred hungry
suests to feed and not a
sogsidge left  in the

larder 1
R “It's — it's  parstly,
CUTIOSILY | pfp g 14 breethed Ar.
Lickhum. * Homething

Polpelly after dinner on | iy have to be done!

Christmas  Day by the

steady and

gound of a loghorn which
started ochoing
tha house., Bat there was
ng noed for alarm. It was

¥, “Or somebody ! said
persistent | v, Head dryly.

Al me, siv!"” sighed
Mre. Lickhsra, "I only
santa Clana would ecomo

throurh

.Ir r -1 =0 - r
only Bunter, snoving in | “UNE with a slayload of

the armchair,
helpings of everything !

foele 1Y

Mactor Birelicmall
started. A sudden gleem

after six

Peoter Tedd tells us he | cume into his cyow

has o much bigger appetite

when he's
achoal.

1t’s only when ha gets
gwny fromn the ' beaks "
that he begina to feel

L pauk_iﬂh*_’l

“AMy hat!" Lo eoggs-

away Irom | sluimed. I wondor———

Ho geezed the tellyfono
dircetory on his desle and
cagerly turned over the
pages. Having lound the
number he waunted, he

Temple, of the Upper | snatched up the rocesver.

Fourth, who dospises gorg-

“Halle. Is that S8ir

ing, says Lo'll take good | Froderick Funguss’ man-
cale never to acqguire a'gion '™ he said, a minnit

corporation.

o make up
for it, ho'll
put on plenty
of “ side " !

The anony-
mous  Fifti.-
F¥Former who
made Mr.
Frout a Christ-
mes  proescnd
of a moving
target for rifle
practics Qor-
tainly played
for safory,

Mr. FProut's
pride will
provent  him
saying thot
the precaent
is un-"ghoot ™
-able !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

= e

later., *Hir Frederick

himself spealing §  Oh,
aod 1 This ia Doctor
irchemall 1 **

M What  the mernry
dickensg——"  mermered
Mr. Lickham.

** Lissen, Sir Frederick,"
went on the Haad.td;' I'm
ringing vou up to you
8 maﬁy' gpi way of
interdooecing the Crisamas
spirit inte your house-
party to-morrow morning !
I kpnow a man who ie
willing to drive up to your
mansion in & slay drawn
by a raindeer to-morrow
morning and dish out your
presenta to your guesets
for you! He'll be dressed
up ag Santa Claus, and all
he'll want tor his trubble
is o small gift of tuck to
tido him over the festive
sepgon—saay o cupple of
turkeva or halfa-duzzen
pu::icéingal H 4

"Grate pipt"™
Mr. Lickham, sotto ﬁg}r

“You think it's a
ripping  wheeze,  Sir
Frederick 1"  cride tho
Hend, aiter a
interval, “ Good! Then
I'll pot this man to eolil
and collect the presenis
firat Lthing in the morning,
and aftorwoards he'll yeturn
with the wholoe bag ol
tricks—slay and all. Good-
niﬁht, Sir Frederick—and
& Merry Crigsmoas to you | V'

With that, Doctor
Birchemall replacod the
receever and started per-
forming o Highland Fling
all round the study.

* Lickham 'Y he eriad
eggseitedly, "I  reelly
beleevo I've found a way
out of my awful dilemmer !
it's going to be & merry
Crigamas, after all!
Hooray 1 12

And the Bead semd
his flabbergasted assisgit
and waltzed him rond
the etudy out of sheer gid
spirila ! =

Aﬂ’.ﬂ t-hﬂntls to #l‘.
Lickham'a still grater s
prize, Doctor Birchemll
started ringing up all e
big houses 1n the nayboe.’
heod of Ht. Sam’s.
making the same kind§f
arrangements  with then
a8 he hod mode with
Frederick Funguass !

Mr. Lickhiama wentio
bed feeling firmly o
vinced that Doctor Bim-
emeall had taken leave|if
his soneca, But thore
method in the Head's
muodness, as ho was to §d
out the next day.

On tho following mey.

up aa Santa Claws. Then
lie wont to Big Hall and
took down a Traindesr’s
gntlera that wore hengin
up there. These heo carrie
eut to the skool stables,
whera he tied them on to
the head of an old mare,
Figally, he harnessed the
malo to an oncient slay
that was kept in the coach-
housze, and then drovoe
acrosa the snow down to
the skool gates |

Two  minnifs  later,
Boctor Birchemall, alias
Hanta Claus, was driving
rigusly through the
mowy lanes to the checry
mewsick of the slaybells.
Half an hour later, he was
delivering presents to the
delited  gucata of  Sir
Frederick Funguss., Half

ing Doctor Birchemall ms

up and deing long hﬂfi
anyone else wos awil.
What ho did would hee
serprized Doctor Wachine-
ham and the other gu
from 5t, Bill'a as muchis?
it would have sqrpn
the Et. Som's les
themoelvesn !

First ho went to fe

4 hour after that, ho was

doing the snme thing af
the rexzidenco of Sir Gouty
Greybeoard. Half an hour
aftér that he wae repeeting
the performance at the
prdestral home of Lord do
Creppit |

His distingwishod om.
ployera were  awfully
pleaseid with the arrange.
menta. At each house he

Senior Stage Socidl’s
roomn and dreseed himijf

!
5

Picking up a gold coin on the
Iawn mnear f{he

it at the tuckshap,
#nid it was & Roman coin, turned Coker

to be & ¥ #littering *? dream!

I Vigiting the shooling raoge at
! cloisters, the Courifleld Fair, Horace Coker
Eilly Bunter thought his luck was quila sure he could hit =mix
was in. When he tried {0 pass o} {he little balls bobbing on
: though, jets o water t

Mre. Mimble became suspicious Fotier and Greene watched while
and took it to the Head—who he blazed away, shot atter shol. ihe stronger XI. and they ze
] di 1 s ball—he wiih

up by & workman laying pipes 1 **shifted ** the proprietor, though,
Bunter’s ** gold mine " turned out sending lmmuht“ 'p:‘!;i]?u:!r olose

da’f

Eedlern and Marjorie Haz
clashed in spirited sivle ai
Heomsa School.
with agix sghots. dana’s zigler) =zeored two
gals hergelf—baot ** Baba M

COo.,
ohesred both teama to the s

teams led by *““ Balt Herbart Vernon-Smith is as bard
and his cool nerve
He ipok gix

Marjorie

three | Harry Wharion

who went over to wall, tia goals—Smit

s nkls, ;
- nevexr deserts him.
¢ ginging strokes from Mr. Queich
for insolénce ons morning—and
; 1ot played a clinking gama lor the
§ Remove XI against Rookwood
iz the gfternaon,

vigitedd he was rewaorded

handsomely with prescnts
of Crissmnas tuck., Turleys
and plom puddings and
mince pies amndd caloa and
chocklits galore bogan fo
pile up in the slay, till the
Head wae hard put to it to
find room for his patrons’

presenta I

thera was an awiul to-do
when the guests awole to
find, like Old
Hubbard, that the cup-
board was bare !

odd seraps
lected
over the
nedjerned

Ripple.

?t-P wad o bright and
frosty morning, and thoey
all had o jolly good time | PUb
on the ico. But as dinner-

happened.
of slaybells was heard
acroga the snow, and along
camea o red-coated, white.
bearded gentleman in a
slay drawn by a nock-
noecd raandeer

Meanwhile, at St. Sam’s,

Mother

After breakiasting on
of tuck col-
from etudies all
houso, thoy
to the

time drew noar,
more and moere
uneczy  glarnses
wore cast in the
direction of 1ho
shool, The same
thought was in

was  happening

Bt just when
cverybody was

really alovmed
sbout 1it, a ser-

L] I triﬂ-

vou fellows !
piled high with tuck

Thoere was o
spurround the sley asa it
cama to a stop on the edgo
Santa Claus 1+

rash to

of tho ice.
stogd up.
“A  Merry Crissmas,
overyhody 1 ¥
removing
whiskors. :
The apeciators gasped
—then they gave a yeil
“THIS HEADL™
" Yeor, 1t's littlo me !
rinned Doctor
irchemall,

* But—but whate——"
”‘ﬁal{ no guestions and
: ou
Rivor ihﬂpptm 1" chuckled tho
“I'm & bit Iate,
I'm afraid, gentlemon—

Head.

never ! do you
think of all the tuck 1've
brought you 7°7
* Ripping, sirl"
“Why, you've enuff to
feed an army, my dear
Birchomalll"”
Wackingham,
“ But whal's
tha jdea of bringing it
You'ro not aug.
cooking aud eating
o ico, L supposs 7
" That'a egganctly what
cating 1" grinned
irchemall.
been on the fone to the
s ' skool staff, and they're on
prizing thing ! {heir way here now wilh
The jingling | pots and apits and fuel—
not to montion tressles and
beards and 1
forms and everything elso
needed for our comtort
* What a ripping idea ! "’

whoee rselniined the Head of
antlera eeemed to hove E%'Bﬂﬁ:ﬂ t 4

come unstuelk.

Doctor
allminds: What | St. Bill's.

about their Criss. | Boro ?

mas dinner 7 gestin
it on

borinine ta mot | 4 5060
pmning to go Doctor

chaira and

“Crisamaas
dinper on tho icol
Sonta Claus!* | it will bo uncek in history !
arped Jack Jolly, of the | Don't  you
‘ourtlt, ' And—and look, | boyas "

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

them, Not'* halt *" bad !

Remove scored
hy got thres of h

William Wibley, the amalens
actor-prodocer of the Remove,
bhas a wonderfol memory, and is
rarely at faunlt even when aoting
& long part. He gave Bunler &
small part in ** Hamlef,”” bot
Bunler had to be prempled 10

often that hiz voice was ¥
eard at all., Bunter ralsed
it alerwards, thoogh—when

" Wih ? boofad him !

THE TURKEY BUNTER
WOULDN'T TOUCH

A whola croved of us
went along to the Iocal
Chrizstmas Boazaar, held in
nicdd of tho church [unds.
Wo all had o go ot the
lucky dip, and ona of ua
won the big prizo. The
licly one was Bunter, and
the prize he won was o
turkey !

“And so ended the
turkey ! " 1 ean hear you
all saying.

i wcg e et R 3
But  wvou'ro
Bunter hasn't  touched
that turkey yet. What'a
more, he will reselutely
refuse to touch it, even
though he suffers the mosat
aeute pangs of hunger |
Tho snag ahout it sriscs
out of Ltho fact that when

wryong !

“Yes, rather! ™ vellod
tha boys enthwsiastically,

And so tho Head's Crigs-
mas lee Carnival ended
in & blaze of glory. That
Crisamasa fvast on the ico
went with a bang from
atart to flimzh, and the
festivitica conlinued in the
light of the vulicr{ul illew-
nnations until lote 1 the
cvoning. -

And nobody but M.
Fickham ever suspected
that the suxxesa of the
affniv  was wholly and
solely due to the bright
idea that led to Doetor
birchemall bocoming the
Santa Claus of St. Samn's |

the prize was delivered {o
Bunter, it turned out to
be a LIVE turkey. OF
course, ¥ou wouldn’t thinl:
this coostifuted a very
sorious snag. All turkeyas
ore alive at somo time or
another. But in the casn
of thia particular trrkey,
the fact that it wau clive
ledl to &  very
complication.

_ ¥rom the mament when
it was taken out of ita
crate, Bunter developed
an affection for it that
had nothing whatover to
do with its ediblo pro-
porties,. It was a fat
turkey with an idiotic look
in it oye and an oxprossion
of great self.estecin on its
face, and Bunter must
have felt & sort of kinship
for it! At any rato, it
waen't long befure ho was
grinnmg at the turkey in
quites a pally way.

_ The funny thing about
it was that the twkey
soemed to return  itw
master's atfoction. When
anyone else wont near it,
the thing kicked up tle
vory dickens of a fuss.
But it would eat out of
Bunter’s hand—Iiterally !

Bunter spent quite a lot
of tume after that, gazing
thoughtfully at his prizo
and scratching his chin.
Ho scomed to ho going
through a sort of mental
hattle. Wo all wondoredl
whot it was about until
Bob Cherry asked Bunter
whou he was going to cut
the turkey. Then we found
out.

“The fact iz, Bunter
gaid, “I've decided, on
reflection, not to have the
poor thing killed. I ghall
keep it-——as a pet, yan
know! As a8 niatter of
fact, I rather like (Lt
bird. I COULDN'T EAT
IT IF YOU PAID ME
TO EAT 1T 1

So there you are |

We'ro all wondering now
what will happsn when
tho Christmay hols. wpe
over,

(recr

cupidily.

as he's prasping !

IN OTHER WORDS
Anked what he thought of Fisher 7.

Fish, Mr. Quelch said he had found him
to bhave nwiwnl mtelligence, but unuatursl

He grasps his mesning, but he's as meoan

Harry Wharlon & Co. cycled over
Highclifie to play Frank Yust
Courienay & Co. at footer, A UL B
Brown and Peier Todd oat of the
faam with
Though Courtenay offered (o
lend them two men, the Friars 1.

eferred to batila with only nine. =

their credit, thu:{ drew the

maich 2-

Tom *ho rest to mol

ankles,

Taddding —W. G,
Nemovo.

" YLL MAKE

YOUR CHRISTMAS
PUDDINGS !

ive s the in
11b. of flour, ! 1b. of byead-
crums, 1 1h. of sultanaa, 1 b, of auet, T 15, of
raising, 1 b, of candied peal, 1 lb, of sugar,
11b. of almonda, milk, spice, ciunamon ansd
new-lnid  epps, makes Une ﬂnu-l;lm'mril

dyents and leavn
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