


MY TIME’S YOUR TIME, SO-—

EC4. A

F someone had told you a few yeors
E age that they had seon an animal
that wrs something like a girslie,
Lut with shortor %ﬂga and neck ;
that it wns purplish in colour, with the
sides of its face pues, and had black nnd
white stripes on ita legs, what would you
have suid ! The chances are that you
would have told him to pull the other leg
for a chanpe. That 15 exactly what
happened when eerly explorers told the
story of

THE STRANGEST ANIMAL IN THE
WORLD.

Poople simply wouldn't belisve that even
in trlgﬁ wilds of Africa such & ereature conld
exist, Yeb s does, and its name is the
okapi. The frst ckapi to arrive in this
country was sont to the London Zoo
recently, and a Hampstead reader hasg
written asking me for more ieulars
about it. Well, you have its doscription
above, and if ever you care to pay a visit
to the London Zoo, you can see this strangs
animal there. You might be interested
te know that, although okapis have
extsted on this earth for untold numbers
of yesrs—probably dating from
historic days—one was never - eopturad
until 900, Previous to thot, sciontists
had refused to believe in its existonce. The
trouble about obiaining a specimen was
that the okapi lives in the densest parts
of the primeval forosta, where fow white
moen  have penetrated. Owing to  its
colouring, the okapi ia practically invisible
al & distance, when roaming the forests.

I have described the ckapi above as
being the strangest snimal in the world,
but there is another which runs it & pretty
eloge second, although specimens have
been seen before in this country. This
other gqueer animal is

THE ORIGINAL ** MERMAID,"

and is called the mansati {also epelled
* mapates '), Although it is an animal
it lives in the water, and bears a marked
resemnblance to a grotesque human being.
It has fore limbs with flat * finger nails ™
upon them, but no hind limbs, its tail
ending like that of a fish. It measures
from 0 to 13 foet in lenpth, and has as
many as twenty pairs of testh in each
jaw. Yhen manatis feed, they their
food towards their mouths with their
hands, just a8 human beings do. They
are found in several parts of the world, and
prefer challow water. One can guite
imaging how the early travellers® tales of
these creaturcs became garbled, and so
the legend of the mermaid arose. But the
sppearance of the menati is not vexry
flattering to the humen race !

A reader, who hails from Banbury,
wents to know something about

THE PETRIFIED FOREST,

which iz in Arizona, U.5.A. It is one
of the wonders of the world—a wvast

Tae Aicxer Lisrary.—No. 1,439,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“ Magnet,”
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,

stamped, addressed envelope will
ensure a reply.

forest, turned o stono.
treca retuin sl their woody cells and
vesacla. The trees became petrified in
tho course of wyears. First they wers
killed by the hot mineral waters of tho
geysers, then they wore gradually per-
meated by siliceous  solutions, thus
petrifying them. Portions of petrified
tree look like muarvellous marbio, and small
pioces, woll polished, are sold to visitors
for use as paper-weights, and so on.

The petrified forest of Arizona contains
tho oldest log bridge in the world, A
petrified tree, 111 feet in longth, spans o
ravine forky feet wida and thirty feet
in dopth. The tree crashed over the
raving untold numborz of years B
then became petrified, thus forming one
of the most marvellons sights in this
strange old world of ours.

Yet thess stona

In angwer {0 o number of readers, 3
am giving here another selection of

SURNAMES AND THEIR MEANINGS.

Diprose : This comes from the French
" des presux,”” meaning * the meadows.”
The original owner was obviowsly a
farmer.

Darling is a pilace.name, and wwas
originally D'Orlesns, meaning someons
whe came from that town.

Puttoek comes from an Old-Enghlish
name meaning & hawk or kite.

Sowden was originally * Sultsn,”” and
wagz probably given to its first beprer
because he played the part of a sultan
in an old miracle play.

Mawson is derived from * Maud’s son,”
and iz a similar name to Maudson, Makins,
and Makinson.

Percy is & place.name, derived from a
small hamlot 1 Franoe.

Hill meant originally, * & dweller am or
near tha hill.,”™

Lyndhursi means & dweller by the linden

wood.

E of my readers. It just shows whaet
some boys can do nowadays. Climb-

ing, for instance, comes naturatly to most

boya, but this bit of informetion concerns

A TWO-YEAR-OLD STEEPLEJACK !

Bealieve it or not, chuma, but a youngster
just over twe recently climbed &
chimney that woa one hundred leat high !
His naome iz Dovid Sends, and he lives in
Yorkshire. He climbed unaided to the
scaffolding st the top of the chimney.
But I must mention that his father
climbed up behind him, just in case any-
thing went wrong. David, who belonga
to & family of stesplejacks, has three elder
brothers, all of whom sterted their climb-
ing carcers at the age of two. Arthur,
aged geven, has climbed three chimmneys ;
Jack, aged nine, hes climbed gix ; while
Georgo, aged eleven, has lost count of the

CAME acrosz a paragraph the other
day. which may interest some

nunber ho hoa climbed ! For a family
record, that takes soms beating—what 1

I think you've all heard of
BEANBURY CROSS,

and, deubtless, many of you have sampled
LBanbury cakes—and very nico they are,
too! But ono of my roaders whe lives in
Banhury, has sont me in snother curions
little bit of information regarding his
home town. In Puritan days, the people
of Banbury had the reputation of being
even more puritanical than the rest of tha
country. In fact, one local resident waa
terribly distressoed hy the fact that his cab
caupht and killed s mouse on Sunday.
Thia so annoyed him that he promptly
placed the eat on trisl, condemned it to
death, and hanged it on Monday for killing
& 1nonuse on Sunday |

There are many such curious wyarna
connected with wvarious townz in thius
country. Porhaps there is one conmectod
with your particotar town 1 If there i,
tell it to me when noxt you write, and I'il
pass it on to other MaGgx¥ET readers.

Now [or a fow mora
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE,

which meny of my readers have asked ma
to give:

~ Five Million Bunches of Flowers ! This
ig the number.of flowers exported in one
soason from the Scilly Isles. They would
welgh, togother, no less than 700 tona |

A Slation Built on Shells ! It has just
boon discovered that the station at Arras,
France, which was rebuilt after the War,
wis constructed over a British ammunition
dump, Two hundred snd fifty sholls have
already been dug up from under it.

A Fish Welghing 700 Pounds !  This
was the weight of o tunny fish canght off

-Scarborough rocently, where tunny-fishing

is 8 regular summer sport. Specimens
weighing over 40 pounds are guite vgual
catehey !

An Animal That Throws Iis TInslde
Away ! When the Ses Cucumnbor—which,
despite its name, is an animel—happens Lo
have anything wrong with its ingide, it
throws it away—oand then waits for it to
grow agzamn. A week later its internal
workings are agein in perfect order|

That will be enough for this week, chuma.
Next week, as usual, I'll be waiting to have
another chat with you, and if any of you
have sent in queries which I have not yet
answered, look out for them then. Look
out, toa, for :

* UNDER FALSE COLOURS [ '
By Frank Richards,

another ** super.production ™ of this firat-
rate boys’ author and, incidentally, the
opening yarn in o grend new series feafur-
ing & remarkable new boy who comes to
Greyfriars with a borrowed name oand
idemtity I You have learned to expecs
something out of the ordinary when you

t hold of a Frank Richards story, and

lieve me, you won't be disappointed
with next week's yarmn. What do you
think of *“ The Flying Submarine ' ?
You'll find thrills of just the right kind in
next week's gri %ﬂmg chapters. In ad-
dition, there willp ancther * Greyfriars
Herald " supplement detsiling the eurrent
events at the school, an * Interview " by
the Greyfriara Ehymester wntten around
Edwaﬂf Fry, Temple's second study-
mate in the Fourth, and last, bubé by no
meana least, a gossipy page of queries and
replies by

YOUR EDITOR.



EXTRA-THRILLING LONG COMPLETE HOLIDAY-ADVENTURE YARN—

i

ON THE TRAIL,/ TREASUL

il 5=
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—featuring the popular Chums of Greyfriars, HARRY WHARTON & CO.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunier Up !

i LESSED if 1 sce anvthin
B cackle at!” grunted
Bunter.
Bunter was the mﬂ} fellow
who couldn't!

The Gre gfriara follows were not
exuctly cackling, as Bunter expressed
it. Kt they were smiling!l There
vwas a chuckls or two, 3

Bunter could see no cause for merri-
ment! Dut the other fellows could!
They counld sco Bunfer!

In the snnny summer's meoriin , the
holiday party at Porterclifie Iall " had
como out after breakfast in  cheery
spirite, They were going for a ride,

There were _plenty of horses avail-
able in the DPortercliffe stables. At
that magnificont establishment there
was, indeed, almost everything that the
heart could desire,

A suporb mansion, a stately butler,
and a numerous staff of servants, green
lawns and shady park-land, Lorses and
cars, grooms and chauffeurs—Lord
Portercliffe could not have wanted
much more to make him a happy man
—if ho conld have afforded to keep it
all up! i 1

Yhich, howoever, his lordship counld
not afford te do; and the superb man-
sion, with all its ap urtenances, was
ot to Mr. Hiram I'ish, of Now
York—for which raasan Harry Whap-
ton & (o were there as the holiday
guests of Iisher T. Fizh of the Remove,

But if young Lord Porterclilfe could
not e¢njoy his posscssions, the Grey-
friavs fellows could—and didl ‘They

illy

of the house in & cheery
crowd. Handesome horses, saddled and
bridled, wera held by natty grooms,
ready for them. Harry Wharton &
Co. eonld ride—Smith was a very good
horseman—and Xipps and Wibley could
stick on n horse. But it was rather
doubtful whether Billy Bunter could.

Bunter had had disasters, oven with
a Margate donkey!

It was one of Billy Bunter's happy
ways to faency that he could do a
thing better than any other fellow,

camp out

—

Somewhere, in or under the vast
pile of Lord Portercliffe’s
ancestral mansion, lies a stack
of hidden gold worth a millien
dollars ! And Hiram K, Fish
and his son, Fisher T. Fish,
are after it—like birds after a
worm 1

until he actually came to do 18! Then,

30 to speak, he woke upl

Leseons wora wasted on  DBunter!
Expericnco 18 said bg the proverb to
make fools wise! Bat it had never

had that effect on Billy Bunter,

The fat Owl of the Remove Llinked
ovoer the array of horses through his
big spectacles, end selected his mount.
The proom looked at DBunter. Tha
hovse turned its head round and looked

at him. Weither scomed much Ime
pressed.

Bunter put a foot in the stirrup and
heaved., Hiz intenlion was to lift
himself with =& graceful, bird-like

motion, and land lrglht.ly in the saddle,
nimwmg the other fellows how it should
be done.

But his weight and his circumfers
ence were both agsinst graceful and
Lird-like motions,. Bunter heaved—
and heaved again—and yet ugmn-but
he did not rlsu with o bird-like airi-

ness, He did nof rise at all.  The
attraction of the earth nucme:i too
poweriul for him,

Bunter gasped. )

The other fellows smiled.

“Geo at,’ Bunteﬂ’[ said Bob Cherry
nnmumghnglv. “Like p ladder?'”

“Ha, ha, hal"

"An esteemed ladder would be terri-
fically wuseful!"” romarked IHurree
Jamset Ham Sin

Billy Bunter b %mkmi round at grin-

ning faces, throngh his big spectacles
with an angry l:lfnk Thén he h-E-IT-D[i
BERIT.

This time he overcame the law of
gravitation.

Up went Bunter—not so much like &
Lird as & sack af cokel IHis heave
landed him on the saddle, but not in
the usual attitude for riding. He
landed there on his  fat  waisteoat,
Hprnwhng across tho surprised horse.

“Dw i gasped Buntor,

“I1a, ha, ha ("

“I say, you Fellows—ow (™

“¥la, ha, ha!” velled tho juniors,

Buntar, 3prn.v.img acrosa the horse,
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with his fat Tittle legs kicking wildly
in air, was s sight for gods and
men and litile fishes|

He war the cynosure of all eyes.

Not only the Greyiriars fellows, but
many otaers, regarded the fat Owl
with interest. andos, the builer,
stood in the doorway, with a smile
flickering over hiz usually e:i?re.ﬁsign*
less - ‘flump face. Hiram . Fish
looked out of a window, his lantern-
jaws oxtended in & wide grin. Grooms
and footmen gazed at Bunter. Ile had
the I'.'!Ipﬂt-ligh »

“Urrrgh I gurgled Bunter,
Fou felfuw&-urrﬁgh I

“Well, now Bunter's up, let's get

ing ! snid Johnny Bull., *“Is that

ow you're going to ride, Bunter!"

“ Urreh! ast] Urrgh!"

“What about tying hiin on?" sug-
gested Frank Nuﬁ‘lmt.

"~ *Ha, ha, hal

The groom holding the horse came
to Bunter's aid. But he came in an
unfortunate moment for himself.

A fat leg was kicking out wildly. A
hoot landed on the groom’s chinl Ils
gaim a yell, staggered back, and sat

own,. Jetting go the bridle, :

YOk roared the groom, clasping
his chin with both hands. “Owl”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

“Owl - I say—helpl” yelled Bunter.

The horse, released by the groom,
and undoubtedly surprised and startled
by the fat object clinging on itz back,
began to rear and prance, Bunter
bowled for help.

“Hold him !” gasped Harey Wharton,

He rushed to the horse’s head and
caught the bridle. The animal was
brought to a standstill agemn
Bunter still clinging to its mane. |

“I zay, you fellows, can't you give
me a hand?” yelled Bunter, *I Eai‘"‘l
my tummy’s hurt on this beastly
saddle—""

“Ha, ha, hat”

Bob Cherry and Jolinny Bull rushed
to tha rescue. They grasped the fat

E{3 I Eafj

with

junior on both sides of the horse. They
pulled, they dragged. they shoved, and
they heaved | unter got a fat leg
over at last and plumped into the
gaddle.

“ Qooocogh !” he gasped.

“Oh, my hatl All right now?"”
gesped Bob.

i ]
“0f course I'm all right, you silly

ats 1 hooted Bunter, “Think I
can't ride?” .
“The thinkfuhiess i3  terrific!”

chuekled Hurrees Jamset Ram Singh.

“Gimme the reins! Gimme the
whip! Don’t shove at me, you silly
dummies—I'm all right! ei;els go the
bridle, Wharton, you ass! What are
you hanging on to my gees for, I'd Like
to knowi" .

“YLook here, wou blithering iat-
head—" began IMecry Wharton,

"Yﬂh!”

Bunter dragged at the reins, and

harton let go. Now thaet he was
safe in the saddle, with his feet in the
stirrups, Bunter's confidence retorned.
He blinked round at the juniors.

“For goodness’ sake t on your
gees, and let’s start,” he ssid im-
patiently. ““Ara youn going to be all

the morning about it¥

“Xeep in the grounds,” said Harry,
“You won't be eafe on the roads,
Bunter. Xeep inside the gate, and
ride in the park."’

“Don't be checky, Wharton !**

“You howling ass!” roared Wharton.

“1I'm going for a trot! If you fellows
are afraid to ride on the roads, you
can stick in the park! ¥Yah!| Have a
hittle pluck! I'm going!”
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Bunfer gave his mount a smart oub
with the whip! The horse jumped
and started. Down the long drive of
Portercliffe Hall went the fat Owl ab
a rapid trot. He was heading for the
distant gates which were wide open on
the Margate road.

The Bounder chuckled.

“If that fat #sz meets o molor-
car—-" ha said.

“Get after him gquick!™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

And the other follows mounted iIn
haste, and rode down the avénue in a
bunch after Bunter. Bunter had given
his steed another cut, and the trot acs
celerated to a gallop.

Bumping in his saddle like a sack
of eoke, Bunter went charging down
the avenue and out of the wide pote-
way on the road.

Harry Wharton, with an anxious
face, spurred ahead of hiz comrades
and shouted to the fat Owl.

“ Bunter ! Stop !

Billy Bunter did not answer !
he did not stop !

e conldn’t |

And

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Bunter Down !

OXIC!] Honk!
H (Clatiee ] Clatter ]
i Yﬂ.l“ﬂ{lﬂh ln

“Oh, my hat " gasped Harry

Whartan.

Heo shouted wildly

“Bunter| Pull in, you fathead!
PPull 1®

“Help I yvelled Bunter.

By the great, bronzo gates of Porter-
cliffe Hall ran the white high road down
to Margate, in the istance, and the
sea. 'There were a good many motore on
that road, as a rule, especially in holi-
day-timeo.

A zmall green car, driven by a slim
young man, was coming along, at a goad
rate, as Bunler's horse pranced into
the read from the gates.

The kilaxon roared, and Bunter
jumped in the saddle, and the horse
pranced, fossing its  head, Bunter
dragged wildly on the reins—Dbut not on
both together. He dragged on one side,
and he dragped on the other side,

hardly knowing what he was doing.
Harry Wharton, riding out of the gate-
way in pursuit, shouted to him,

answered only by tervified yelps.

The horse.was already out of control,
and Bunter's frantic attempts at control
only excited it the more. "The animal
want wi]d]d_r prancing across the middla
of the rond as the green car came shoot-
ing along. Wharton pulled in his own
steed with a gasp of horrer. For a
tervible moment an  accident szeemed
inevitable.

Bunter, cortainly, did nothing to pre-

vent it He howled and yelped. But
the slim young man driving the ear,
luckily, had his wits about hims. He

jammed on his bralkes and turned the
car aside, swerving over tho belt of

razs by the roadside and banging the

onnet on tho park palings of Porter-
clifis Hall.

“Yaroooh! Ilelpt” yelled Bunier.

Harry Wharton dashed forward and
caught the reins from the fat Lands,

“Get off ' he yelled,

Bunter did not need telling ]

o got off —involuntarily 1

Wharton was barely able to keep hold
of the excifed horse. DBut he hLeld it
and kept it fromn bolting. Dunier went
out of tho saddle like a pip from an
orange, and shot into Lhe grass a few
yards from the green ecar. i

The car had stopped as it hit tha
palings. Bunter stopped as he hit Kent.

The other fellows wera riding eut of
the goteway now., But they stopped
snd dismounted at the sight of tha
accident. A groom ran cut and relieved
Wharton of the kicking, trampliex
ltorse.

Megnwhile, the shm young man hail
descended from his car and was-stand-
ing lucrkmi at it with an expreszicn on
his rather handsome face that indicated
8 shortage of tomper.

“Begad 1" seid the slim young man,

He turned from the car and surveyed
Bunter.

Bunter was zitting up in the grass,
roaring. Bunter’'s impression was, first,
that e was killed ; second, that he vwas
seriously injured. It was clear that his
lungs, at least, were not damaged, for
ha wasz waing I;Imm with great energy.

“Yarooh! Help! 1 say, vou fellows!
Yooop! I'm hurt! Ow!l Lve broken
my neck! Yarcoop!”

“You fat idiot " roaved YWlarton.
ITe was relieved to see Bunter safe, and

his anxiety turped to wrath, " You
howling chump—"

" Beast | vo broken wmy legs—
yaroooh 1V

Alarry Wharton dizmounted, hitched
his horse to & ing, ond started
towards Bunter. LIis intention was 1o
kick him. Bub the slim voung wan
froan the green car was lisst o the
field.

e bent over Bunler, grasped him by
tha eollar, and jerked him to Lis fect.
The fat junior sagged in hLis gracp.

“IHers! You young ass!™ hooted the
motorist. " 'What the dooce are vou
doing on & horse, in a puhl e road, if
vou can't ride? What 1’

“¥Yarooh "

Shake, shake, shake!l

The young men was slua,
seemed vigorous,

Billy Bunter swung (o and fro, splut-
tering, us he was shalien.

“Qoooght” he splutiered, ' Lepgo,
vou cheeky beast! Ow!l 1f you niake
my _;PM,& fall off—-"

“You dangerous young nss!”

“¥ou'll pave to pip-pip-pay for
fthem! Yooopl I say, you fellowe,
drangmnE I” yellad Bunter.

Shake, shake, shakel

“Yoop! ‘Whoopl
tered Bunter. *
Oh

Shalke, shake!

IHarry Wharton & Co. gathered rovnd
to look on.

If ever & [ellow deserved to ho
severely shaken, it was Lillv Bunterl
The chums of the Remove had no ohjeg-
tion whatever to the young wan shaking
Bunter | Rather, they wished him more
power to his elbow |

"Go i, sirl” sawd Deb Cherry
chearily. “Iave a good mnings whilo
vou're about it 1"

“Yuorrgh! Leggo!™

Shake ! )

“1 savy, you fellows—wow ! Youw 1™

Shakel

" Grocoogh |

The slim young man zecimned zati-Red
at last. Having shaken Bunter till the
fat Owl's tceth rattled like castancts, he
landed him in the grass again, with a

but he

Warrgh ! splnt-
east ! Leppo!l Yan!

bump |

Bunter sat down hard and heavy, and
roared.

“Ow!l DBeast! Ow !

The slim young man glanced round at

the grinning juniors,
ﬂ[‘l"f’ Wharton's eyea were  very
curiously on lhis face. That face sermel

familiar. At Porterclifie Ilall, in the
picture-gallery, there were long lines cf
portraitz of dead and gone Vorterclifies
—all with more or less of a family
resemblance.  And that resemblance
was quite clear in the features of the
slim young man of iho greem carl



Young Lord Portercliffe, the owner of
the estate, lived abread, but Wharton
as he gazed at the young man, guessari
that hiz lordship had come back to his
native land.

“¥Young ass " snapped the slim young
mamn. f,cimu"m that young duffer's

friends vou'd better keep him off a horse
—qor, at least, off the roads !V

T anwh l:u

“I hope wour ecar's not much
damaged, Lord Portercliffe,” said

Harry Wharton politely.

The young man gave a start and
atared at him.

“How the dooce do vou know who 1
am ¥” he ejaculated. “I've never seen
you before™

Wharton smiled.

“I've never seen you before, either,”

EVERY SATURDAY

“Yes, rather 1" said Bob.

“The ratherfulness is terrifio!” said
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh—a remark
that made Lord Portercliffe lock at him
for & moment.

The green car, fortunately, was not
much damaged. It was backed into the
read, and his lordship found that it was
still & going concern. From eeeing him
s0 near his ancestral home, the juniors
concluded that he was coming to the
Hall, but that, it appearcd, was not
the case

“Thanks | said Lord Portercliffe, and
he drove on in the direction of Margate.
That heppy and ealubricus resort, it

seemed, was his lordship’s destination.
He drove past the gates of Porterclifie
Hall and disappeared down the read
towards tha sea.

%

beastly horn—and vou got 1t my way,
Wharton| If you hadn't grabbed atm
horse I shouldn't have fallen off—
mean dismonnted! I didn't fall off |
I'm not the fellow to fall off & horse, 1
hopa 1™
_'LWhat & hopeful nature ! remarked
ob.
‘: 'Em:rll: here, :,"m.; buaats—ﬂ-—"
“Are we going for a ride, or staying
here to listen to Bunter doing a ja.:gone
solo?” asked the Bounder szarcastically.

“T'm gﬂing‘ for & ride,” growled
gt}lmny wll, and he clambered on his
Orah.

“ 1 say, you fellows—"

“You howling asa!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, “You're not getting on a
borse egainl See? If fﬂrd orter-
clifie hado't been so jolly handy with

Billy Bunter grasped the big botanical volume in both fat hands and brought it down with a terrific erash on Alonzo's head,

Crash 1

graclious !

he answered. “DBut I've seen the
rtraits of your Jolly old ancestors in
ortercliffo aH—-amr you've the imago
of the Red Harl 1™

“Oh!” said the young man. His
frowning face broke into a smile. 1
see. Are you hoys staying at the Ifall?
I understood from my agents that it
was let to an American gentleman.”

“Let ™ murmured Vernon-Smith,
with a wink at the other fellows. ]

According to Tisher T. Tish, his
popper, Hiram K., had bought Porter-
clitfe Fall, lock, stock, and barrel!
Evidently, 1f Mr. Fish had bought the
Hall, the cowner did not know 1tl

“We'ro the American gentleman's
guests,” explained Harry. “His son
13 a Gireyfriars man, and we're herc for
tha holidays with him. Shall I call one
of your chauffeurs to see to the car?”

Lord Portercliffe smiled.

“The steff are leb with the house, ]
believe,” he answered, “and I ecan
handle & car myself. I don't think thore's
much damage done. You boys can heip
nie get it back to the road, ifv vou like,

““ Yocooop ! ** yelled Alonzo, as his straw hat was smashed over his ears.
My dear William—yaroooh ! **

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
A Slight Misunderstanding 1
HH BAY, vou fellows !

“You blithering ass !”
“Whera's my gee ! demanded
Bunter.

Having discovered that he had not
broken his neck, or even his legs, the
Owl of the Roemove was ready to begin
B A,

The other [ellows were not ready for
Bunter to begin.

They had had enough of Bunter's
horsemianship ! One narrow escape Was
enoungh, in the general opinion.

“The groom's taken your horse back
to the stables, you fat idiot ! said Bob,

“And it's staying there!”

“Jf wvou fellows think 1 ecan't
ride——"

“Fathead 1™

“I can ride better than any fellow
here, and chance it I’ snecred Bunter.
“Jealousy sll round, as usuall That
road-hog scored my heorse with his

** Oh, my goodness | Oh, goodness

his car there would have been an
accident——"

“All your fault for getting in a
fellow's way ! One of you go and fetch
my gee,” sald Bunter “You shouldn't
have let that cheeky groom take it awa
-j]—su vou can go and feteh itl I'll wait

ere,™

“ You'll wait here till we come back 1™
asked Bob Cherry.

“Yez, old chap™

“Right-ho! Wait for us, then " said
Bob, “Come on, you follows!"

The riding-party mounted again,

Billy Bunter sat down in the grass to
wait—apparently expeeting the party to
ridoe in st the gatewny and up the
avenue to fetch back his horse,

Instead of which, they rode past the
gateway and trotted off down the road.

The fat Owl jumped up.

“[ say, vou fellows " Eﬁ bawled,

Bob Cherry glanced back and waved
his hand.
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*“Wait for wus, old fat man|” he
shouted,

“Youre not going for my horse|”
yelled Bunter.

“Oh, no! Put wait for us, all the
same | Wa shall be back to Junch ™

“Ha, ha, ha I

" Beasts P* roarad Bunter.

Ha shook a fat fist after the bunch of
Eidera as they disappraved in a cloud of

ust,

Evidently nobody was going to fetch
Bunter's gee. It he still wanted to
witch the world with noble horseicanship
he had to fotch that geo himself.

With a frownin ?g.t- brow, the Owl
of the Remove rolled in at the ﬁat-ﬁwa
and up the long avenue to the hall. It
was & long, long way up that. immense
avenue of oaks and beeches, and Billy
Bunter was panting and puffing by the
time he raaoﬁad the house.

did not head for tho stables
Perhaps it wae dawning even on Bun-
ter’s fat brain that there was more ex.
citernent than fun in riding among the
motor-oars—with such a gift of horse-
manship as he possessed. ,

Alonzo Todd wes coming ont of the
house as Bunter arrived, Alonzo had
& large botanical volume under his arm
and & beaming gmile on hiz face.
Alonzo was seldom seen without either.

“My dear William,” he exelaimed,
“if you sre nob going riding, perhaps
vou would like to come with mel
am going on a very, very enjoyable
exoursion.” i

“0Oh, good 1 said Bunter, "The fact
i, I den’t care much for riding here;
tho horses ain't up to our hunters at
Bunter Court. Very err lot of horse-
flesh. Going down to Mergate §”

“Oh, no !l Something very, very much
more enjoyable than Margate,” said
Alonzo.

“I say, you can have o good time at
Druumlami{ vou know,” s=aid Bunter.
“I'd rather have gone there, ouly I've
been disappointed about a postal order,
nnﬁl{;\'a run out of cazh. ¥ou lend me
a qui R T

"1 think it will be much more enjoy-
able than ' Dreamland, my car
William,” said Alonzo, beaming, “Pray
como with mel [ shall be very, very
glad of your company.”

“ Picnie 1 asked Bunter.

" Much better than a picnic, my dear
William! I'm going inte the park to
find something of very, very great
value.”

Billy Bunter started, and his eyes
gleamed behind his big spectacles,

Alonzo’'s words, to Bunter’s fat mind,
had only one. meaning—tihat Alonzo
Todd had aEutt.ad the * hidden hoard *
of Portercliffe,

That hidden hoard was a constant ¢

topio of discussion amnn% the schoolboy
party at Portercliffe Hall.

Hiram K. Fish had taken Portercliffe
Hall for three months, with an option
to purchase, in the hops of unearthin
that secrct store of sovereigns—parke
in eome unknown spot, or spots, by the
late Lord Porterclilfle.

1t had becn a deep, deep secret, and
Hiram K. had warncd his son, Fisher
T., to be very careful indeed not to
""a:FﬂI the baans,"

he beans, nevertheless, had been
spilled.

For Billy Bunter, tumbling inte the
hollow oak of Portercliffe, had tumbled
into a store of hidden soversighs—soma
hundreds of thern—evidently & part of
the old lord’s hoard.

After which it was scarcely possiblae
for the matter to be kept & sceret—and
g‘mr}rh::r'dKY at Porterclific knew what
Hiram K. Fish was after,

Bunter had not been able to keep
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any of those soversigna. But ever since
the discovery of them he had thought
and dreamed of discovering maore.
More, it was certain, were to be found—
if a fellow ecould mﬂr spot tham.

" I—I—1 say, are you sura, old chap 1"
exelaimed Bunter, with bated breath.
“*In the park, did you say "

“*Yes, my doar Williasn——"

“How far from here?? asked Bunter,

“On the other side of the park, about
a mile |

“Oh loy' ™

“It will be a very pleasant walk, my
dear William, and the exercise will do
Fou s{p&d,” said Alonzo. " ¥You take so
very little oxercige, and you are 50 very,
vory fat—"

* You silly asasl”

"My dear Willilam—"

- "X say, let’'s get off "' said Bunter

cagerly. *“Don't shout it out for every-
]_::”_ to hear. 0Old Fish would be after
G 1

a shot; so would young Fish 1"
“Do you think they Wf.:rulg be inter-
ested, my dear William I

“Th? Of course they would, fathead
—and the servants, toco " said Bunter.
“One of them—the mystery man, the
fellows call him—"2

L1 H_uh_II'

“Have you told anybody yet 1" asked
Bunter, with a cautious blink round
through his spectacles. He was glad to
see’ that there was noboedy within
Lhearing,

*I had not mentioned my discovery
to anyone, my dear William, until I
spoke to you. I did not think that any-
one wﬂuls bo interested——"

“Well, you must ba a blithering asa|”
said Bunter. “ 0ld Fish would be after

1t lika a shot, you fathead IV

“My dear William, if you think that
Mr. Fizh would be interested, perhaps
I had better ask him to accompeany
.us___.l‘l'

“You — you hlithering chump [*
gasped Bunter. "EEEE it dark! Come
on!| Let's get going |

Ha sra.'hbed Alonzo’s bony arm and
fairly dragged him away,

“Very well, my dear William,"” said
Alonzo, "I am very, very pleased to
see you RO eager. I was not aware that
vou took such an interest in——"

“Come on|"" hissed Bunter,

The walk up the long avenus had
fired Bunter. But he did not think of
that now.. Ancother walk of a mile
through the park would have been dis-
maying to think of—but for the thought
of golden treasure at the cnd Bunter
was all eagerness.

His fat little legs fairly whisked
alongside Alonzo's long thin ones. They
headed for the park guite rapidly.

Alonze's kind, simple face wore a
very, very pleased expression. He had
never found Bunter so keen on a
botanical excursion before. None of the
fellows seemed fearfully keen on
Alonzo's favourite pursnit—least of all
Bunfer. Now Bunter seemed keener
than Alonzo himself.

They hurried by leafy, shady patha
through the park.

Billy Bunter panted and puffed, but
he kept Alonzo up to a good speed,

“Bure you'rs going the right way "
he gasped when a balf-mile had been
covered.

“(ertainly, my dear William! T re-
momber the spot exactly,” said Alonzo
rather breathlessly. “I made a special
note of it. You see, I was very, very
interested by the discovery——

0 EDIﬂB o1l !:I:

“ But we have plenty of time, my dear
William, Why this haste "

“Come on [ hissed Bunter. * Sup-
pose somebody else spotted it? Suppose
it was gone when you got there 7"

“That would be very, very disagres
able. But I do not think——"

“Come on, you silly ges [™ :

They hurried on—Alonzo gasping,
Bunter puffing and blowing.

Threading shedy paths, they arrived
et last at & green bank where clusters
of ferns grew.

Alanzo halted.

*Is this the place!" gasped Bunter.
He mopped a trickle of perspiration
from his fat forehead.

“This is the place, m

Bunter blinked roun
his big spectacles.

“Is it buried 1’ he azked,

“Buried! Certainly not, my dear
William 1®

_“Mean to say it was sticking oot in
eight, for ‘anybody to see wgb hap-
ened to come this wayl" ejaculated
unter.

“Certainly,” maid Alonzo. “Other-
wige, 1 ghould nof have seen it my-
self. ¥

it 3"

* Well,
Bunter.

“Here, my dear William 1"

Alonzo knelt on the sloping bank,
beside a bed of ferns, and opened his
larga botanical volume. & pro-
eceeded to gather ferns, with a careful
hand, to place between the leaves of
the volume for pressing.

Bunter stared at him,

“You silly asal? he howled. ™ Never
mind that Ei“;" rot nowl “Whera are
the sovercigns{*

Alonze jumped.

“ The—tha what?” he ejaculated.

“The gold!"” gasped Bunter.

“What gold, my dear William1%
asked Alonzo, in astonishment.
“*{iood graciousl I remember "the
fellows have been talking a great deel
about gold being hidden somewhere,
Have vou any reason to suppose, .y
dear William, that it is hidden any-
where near this spot?”

The Owl of the Remove gazed at

Im.

“Tan’t that what you found herel”
he bawled.

“Eh? No!

“Then what have we come here for1"
shrieked Bunter.

“My ‘dear William, we have come

dear William.”
cagerly through

whers 1 exclaimed

Lere to gather those very rare gpgci-
mens of fern

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Which are of very, very great
value—"

“You—you—you—=2 gurgled
Bunter. i

“Not in 4 commercial sense,”
cxﬁlained Alonzo. “But to a botanical
collector——""

He glared at
that almost

Bunter stared at him.
him. It was a glare
eracked his spectacles. _

Alonza had not spotted tha *hidden
hoard.” He had spotted a bed of
ferns, specimens of which he wanted
for hizs bolanical collection!

It was for botanical specimens that
Bunter had fagged a mile through the
park—with a mile to fag back! Hoe
glared at the happy Alonze in unspeak-
able rage!

“¥You—you you——2 gacped the fat
Owl

“My  dear William,
would like to lold the
lace these specimens between the
eaves? Will you hold it very, very
carefully t” asked Alonzo. y
Bunter ngaspecl the big botanicsl
volume. He was glad that it was big,
and that it was heavyl It served
Alonzo’s purpose admirably—and now
it served Bunter's, He lifted it in
both fat hands, and brought it dowm
wi[t:h ah Ferriﬁe crash on Alonzo’s head.

ras

rhaps 7Fyou
ook while I



“Yooooop I* woelled Alonzo, as his
straw bhat was smashed mer his ears.

“Oh, my gandnasa' nodness
racious ! My ":«'-' LA —
arcooh
Crash !

I!-lmt-:*r madc another swipe,

Alonzo, roaring, relled over in the
grass. The fat Owl hurled the
volume at him nnd tramped away.
Alonzo’s voice followed him on its top
noto :

“ Whhho-hoo-heop ! Oh Oh,
my goodness! Yooop!”

Alonzo sat up dizzily, and rubbed his
damaged head, Bunter was gone—and

¢ear !

Alonzo was leit in a state of great
bewilderment. It was quite a little
time ‘before Alonzo felt sufficiently

recoverced to gather up the treasures he
had found in Portercliffe Park.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Haunied Turret !
vapped Fisher

1 HANDOS "
‘ T. Fish.
“&Bir 1" said the

] clife butler.
Fichy, on the grand staircase at
Porterclific Hall, looked over the
carved oak banisters with s frowning,
lean face. I'i*:h:.r seemed annoyed.

That morning, while Harry Wharton
were gone rviding, the Fishes,
Eﬂpper and son,

usy.

Blr. Iish, with hiz scerotary,
Bosanney, had gone by the secret door
in the picture-gallery to cxplore once
more tho hidden passages and vaults
under the ancient mansien. Hiram K.
Fish and his secrclary spent hours
every daey in thoso explorations.

Hiram K. was getting impaticnt.

He had no doubt about the existenca
of the “hidden hoard " of the late
Lord Torterclife. The discovery of B
parcel of zome hundreds of sovereigns in
the hollow eak on the lawn was a
proof of i1t

But where wasz the major part of the
hoard? Where was the stack of golden
coina which the old lord had hidden
away: So far, Iliram K. had fziled
to track it down.

It was clear that his m}'s{'urinus
rival in the quest, the “mystery man
of I'ortercliffe, had failed, alzo, so farl
Somewhers in, or under, the vast pile
of Lord Porterclific’s ancestral man-
sion, was a stack of hidden gald, worth
a million dollars !

But where? Day after day Iiram

K. Tish hunted—with growing impa-
ticnce, but with determination grows
ing at the same time.  Hiram K.
nessed, reckonced, and ecaleulated that
¢ sure was going to raise those
spondulics !

Fisher 1. Fish did not
popper in the svbierranean passapes
ke s old T Wil e o
gsnother treil. e had gone upstairs—
anid now he came down and yapped at
Chandos over the banisters.

“1 guess I want to po
turrct-room, Chandos ™ vapped
Fishy, “And the dog-goned door’s
locked! What's the door lecked for®”

“The turret-room is generally kept
locked, sir,” answered the Lutler. * g
i3 the 'f:::unl.&-:! rooin, 85 you ale aware,
Bif—

"Oh, gulf!” said Fisher T. Fish.

“Get the key, Chandos, and comg up
and pet it open. And don't let the
daisies prow under your feet while
you're doing it, sec?"

Porter-

join  his

into  the

were going to get

EVERY SATURDAY

Fisher T. Fish jerked wup  the
staircase again with an engry snort.
The plump, stately hutler of Purtu‘r-
clific logked after him, gravel and
Emughtfully. and then went J':,nr
ey

The turret-room was at the top of
& flight of stairs, at thoe end of the
corrider where the Gireyiriars guests
had their rooms, Fisher T. Fish went

up to the landing outside the locked .

door.
Fisher T. had been setting his kecn,
transatlontic brein to work, and ho

gunss..erl that he wanted to give the
ammted room the once-over.
He waited impatiently for the butler
ta arrive with the key. Chandos came
in 2 fow minutes, with a key in his
plump hand.

He ipserted it lock and

into the

7

say it made me ]iump a whole lot when
I saw tho ghost here.”

Even in  the «davlight, and the
summer sunshioe, I'ishy gave an un-
casy glance round him at the Memaory
af the gpectral figure he had seen in
that apartment in the dead of night.

“You belicve this here room 13
haunted, Chandos?”* he ashked.

The butler coughed.

*I would not say so cxactly, sir;
but thero is certainly a very aneral
hr‘imf that the room is Imunmd v the
EIUIltmﬂ of the Red Ear], who was

illed on this very spot in the reign
of Queen Elizabeth.”

“THQ old lord d:.r.ln't take ml.u:'h
stock in the wyarn, if thls was his
Favaurite room, I pguess,” said Fisher
T. Fish. “And I'll tell 2 man I'll eat

(Continued on next page.)

threw the door

open.
Fisher T. Fish
jerked into the
turret-room.
It was a large
apartment, with

windows giving 1
wide wview over a
great cxtent of
country, over the
estuary of the
THiames, and the
gcd. The walls were
of solid stone
blocks: tha floor of
ancicnt o ek, The
apartment was fur.
nished; but the
furniture was
covered up  with
dust sheets. T hae
room had a deso-
late and disused
BPPCATANCE.

Chandaos Jdid not
scem in a hurry to
He steod in the
oorway of the
turret = room, his
oves on Fisher 'T,
Fish. Terhaps he
was cutious about
the American
schoolboy's procecd-
ings there.

Fishy threw open
the windows to lel
in the sunlight and

- —

Thousands

frezh adir.

“Say, Chandoes!™ round,
he jnrhw:'l

“Sirl"™ gaid
Chandos.

“I1 guess this s
the room that the

eld lord used, up
to tha time he
passed in  his

checks, what ¥

“Fhis was Lot
Povlerelifl's l'm-m:r-

0 rooin, SI:I" gafrl
Chandos airily, “In
has not been  wsed

since his time, ox-
eept on the ocea-
sion  when DMaster

Burntor—
“Yep!” assented
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Fishy., I pguess I
landed that fat
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haunoted room  las
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a]l the apocks that show up! I wan
sure scared a fow at the time; but I
pueas that spook I saw was pretiy
solid—as z0lid as you are, Chandos!"

Chandes started a little.

“Maater Fish! What—what do vou
mean I he ejaculated, with & qguick
breath.

“Jest what I say, I reckon!”
answered Figsher T. Figh. “There's
SO ﬁz in this shebang, Chandos,
who'a n playing ghost.”

“Oh! I am aware that Mr. Fish
thinks sa, sir—"
“Burest thing you know!” said

Fisher T. Fish. And I guess vou
uugﬁ]t ta be able to ainch him, Chandos,
as he’s one of your staffi—"

1 capnot believe for one moment,

8y p—r . . ,
_"Aw, can it!" said Fithy. “Who'd
it but ene of the servants? I guess

it can't be anybody eles! The pnpger

nearly had him the other night—and I

§rueﬂp he'll get him sooner or later!
ep 1™ _

"pI certainly hope so, sir, if any man-
earvant here is venturing to play such
impudent and wnserupulous tricks——""

“Ain't it as plain ss the nose on
vour face?’” grunted ¥isher T. Fish,
“That pesky ghost has turned wp in

tha underground passages, trying to
Scare my popper o© i say ha
nearly got by with it, too, when the

opper loocsed off his gum at him
ﬂiﬁfaut hurting him any. But he
found out t'lmtsimis cartridges had been
changed for blanks—at least, Bmithy
found it out. 'Waal, then, you figure
that & real ghost swould fool around
with cartridges? Nopel"

Figsher T. Fish shook s bony fore-
finger st the butler to emphasise his
rernarks.

*“Nope!” he repeated. “I'll :zay
nope! You chew on this, big boy!
Since the popper found out that trick
on his cartridges, he's been pesky care-
ful to load up with the genocoine stuff !
Whet's the result? Ide's been down in
them passages umpteen times since—
antd the spectre ain't showed up!"

"Ind&e{f: gir " said Chandos. .

““Not hide nor hair of him1" s=aid
Fisher T, Fizh impressively. "1 guess
that spectre knows that there's bullets
in popper’s gun now, and he don't
want to stop any! N’npal“

figher T. Fish grinned.

“That mystery guy,
ph.ying ghost, keeps ‘tabs on us, I
guess,”” he said. “"He kpows what
goes on! And T guess he won't show
ap, with a loaded gun around! XNot
vo's you'd mnotice 1tl I guess pnp{wr
would bring him down with a bullet
m thB" leg, and that wouldn't suit his
H 1

who's _been

"F}ﬂbﬂblf not, sirl"  assented
an

“Wow,” went on Fisher T. izl
“the frst time we saw that spook,
Chandos, was i this room—the haunted
room] Mebbe a real ghost could pget
through solid stone—but 1 guess that
mystery guy couldn'ti I'll say there's
a way into this room, Chandos, that
don’t meet the eyel You get mei”

“Po you think it possible, sir?”

“I guess it's & cinch! And T'll say
I'm going to spot it,” said Fisher 1%
Fish emphatically, "1 guess it will
sure please popper a fow if I root it
out while he's pgone rooting under-
ground.”

"1 have never heard of anything of
the kind, sir—="

“That cuts no ice—you’d never heard
of any of the scerct passages till they
was found, while we was here " said
Ficher T. Fish. “I guess you must be
a tumb etiff, Chandos, you hera for
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twenty years as butler, and knowing
ncrthiﬂg about what was uwnder your
nose !’ :

“Buch matters, sir, did not come
within my provinee as butler—"

- “Waal, I guess I'm going to root out

that secret door, if it's here,” said
Ejsher T. Fish, “And L'l bank en it
that it 18! You can help me if you
like, Chandos |"? .

“I fear, sir, that my duties—"
Chandos coughed. “Tf you will excuse
me, sir, my duties—"

“Beat it as soon az you wantl”
grunted Fisher T, Fich,

“Thank you, sirl”

Chandos stepped out of the turret-
roem, clesed the door, and descended
the turret stair,

Fisher T. Fish was left in the
haunted room te continue his investi-
gations on lus own,

— ———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Turns the Key!

ILLY BUNTER rolled into
B Portercliffe Hall, red and
breathless and perspiring, and

it a very bad temper, ]

Tt was a warm summelr's morging,
and a walk of two miles had made the
fat Owl very warm, very damp, and
very sticky, and extremely irritable,
iz only solace was the remembrance
of the hefty emites he had given Alonzo
with his own botanical volume.

The [at junior sank down in an arm-
chair n the hall and gasped f{or
breath. ) . i

He siretched out his {at limbs in a
comfortable, if not elegant attitude,
anid rested. It was cool and shads in
the great ball, and Bunter began to
feel a little better,

After about a quarter of an hour’s
rost, he found energy cunough to ring
for Chandos, A cooling drink and a
cake to go down with if, scemed a
rood ulen to Bunter, and in a4 mansion
swarnting with servanis there was mno
reason why lie should not have what
he wanted. Besides, Bunter believed
in making servants work ! 1o did not
approve of laziness!

t was James who answered the bell.

Bunter blinked at lim through his
big spectacles.

“T rang for Chandoes!™ ha
hauwghtity.  Bunter preferred
watted on by the etalely butler,

“Afe. (laudos has gone to his room,
sip,t =aid dames. " Ile has one of his
headaches thiz mornmg, =10 i

Snort [rom Bunter!

It was rather a cheek on the part of
a manservant, in Bonter's opinion, to
have a headache ! Bouch things should
be lefv to hiz bueticrs!

Bunler's wlea cf the lhimit of a ser.
vant’s duties was twenty-four hours &
day And he belicved mm Keeping them
at it!

“"Headache again!™ grunted Bunter.
“Y{handos alwavs seemsz to have a
headarho when ho's wanted ! Too much
of it, in my opinion 1"

*Ivedeed, sie b said James,

“Yee, indeed!” snapped Bunter.
“Tt wonkdn't Jda for mo at Bunter
Court, I can tell yout I'd sack him 1™

“Tid you want anything, sir?”
asked the footman.

“Yee, 1 did!” enapped DBunter.
SRring moe an iced lemonads and s
cake—a plum cake! And look sharpt”

“Very paod, sicl' .

James retired by the service door
with & wooden, expressionless face,
which did not reveal his opinion of
Master Dunter,

said
to be

Below stairs, he confided to his
friends in -that regien, that it was "ard
to have o wait on low bounders!

It was, indeed, hard on all the
rivmmerous etaff of Porterchiffe Halll
The only way for young Lord Porter-
clife to keep the place up and keep
themn in -employment, was by leiting
his ancestral home to richer men than
himself—and Chandos and his staff
were” let along with the mansion.

Old Lord Portercliffe had been a rich
man. - But he had not left so much,
in the way of cash, as had becn ex-
pected. And the desth duties on the
ostate had knocked the young lord's
finances into a cocked hat.

He could- hardly have found s pur-
chaser for so. tremendous an establigh-
p:ﬂ_l::. But he could not afford to live
1Im 1L,

S0 there had been a succession of
temporary tepanls—none of whom had
the approval of Chandos and his staff |
Hut all the lot, the- Fish family
lefst won their approval. Below
stairs it was agreed nem. con, that
Hiram K. and Fisher T. were very
bear the limit, and that at lcast one
of their guests, Master W. (. Bunter,
was far béyond the limnt!

Repugnant as it was to a well-trained
footman, brought up in the best
families, tb wait on a person whom he
privately regarded as a low bounder,
James brought up a tray with the
cake and ‘the iced lemonade.

He set it down at Bunter's elbow.

“Is there anvthing more, sir?"’
ashad James with the faiotest fincture
of sarcasm,

Buntar did net reply for a moment.
Heo took a deep swig at the lemonade
and then a bite ot a ehunk of cake.

Having attended 1o imporiant
matters frst, Bunter condescended to
reply with his mouth full.

“Have thoss beasts come in?" he
asked.

“If you are alluding {0 the young
pentlemen who have gone riding, sir,
they have not wvet returned,” raid
James, 3

“Where's old Fishi” L

“Mr. Fish, gir, is, I believe, in the
vaults, engaged in some e¢xploralion
with his seeretary, Mr. Bosanmey™

“'Where's young Fish®"

“I believe Master Fich s in 1he
turret-room, sirl I heard L ask Mr.
Chandos for the key.™ :

Bunter prunied, sand Jomes relired.
The Owl of the Remove was a gre-
various animal and, fascinaung as lis
awn company was, Lhe was not zatise
liecd with it. When he was not cating
or sleeping, Dunter hked o talk.

Any company was beiter (han nene.
Tho beasts who had gone riding Lad
not come in, though they might have
known that Bunter diud wot want to be

left on his own! Alonzo was still out
in the park botanising! Fisher T.
Fish was o last resource. lis society

was neither atiractive nor agrecable,
but when he had finished the cake and
the lemonade, Bunter ascended the
stairs and went to leck fer Fighy.

Ho grunted and panted up the turreb
stair and reached the door of the
haunted room. The key was in the
outside of the leck, where Chandos
had left it, after unlocking the door
for Fishy. .

There was a sound of movemcnt in
the room. .

Fisher T. Fish's nasal voice reached
Bunter's fat ears through the docr.

“Gee-whizl I guess the popper will
sure sit up and take notice when I put
him wise to this|"

Bily Bunter prompily tuvrpcd the
door-handle, opened the docr, &
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There was a faint sound behind him, and Fisher T. Fish scowled as he turned his head, thinking that it was Bunter. Next
moment he gave a wild, startled yell at the glimpse of & masked face. He hounded up—only to fall back agaln as a erashing

blinked in. 'That excited exclamation
made him very curious, Apparently
Fishy had made some discovery in the
turrot-room. .

Bunter's thoughts were instantly on
the "hidden hoard 1™

The fat Owl knew why the Fishes

were &t Porterclific Hall! It had been
a Inystery fo him, when GCreyfriars
broke up for the holidavs. But it was

no mystery notw.
after tho hoard of the late Lord Porter-
cliffe. And Fishy's exeited exelanation,
in the turret-room, sounded as if he had
made a discovery.

Bunter blinked in eagerly.

Fisher T. Fish was on his hands and
knees scanning Lthe oaken floor with his
keen, sharp eyes. He glared round at
tho sight of Bunter in the doorway.

L | mﬂ Fishy, have you found %"
gasped Bunter.

“Beat it, you fat elam!” snapped
Fisher T. Tish, “What the pgreat
horned toad you eomo butting in yere
for "

“h, really, IFishy——"

“1 puess I said beat £ 1"

Bunter blinked at him, and blinked
round the room. There was no sign of
discovered treasure, so far as ke counld
se0. But it was plain that Fisher 7.
Fish was excited about something.

“Look here, IMshy ! I'll help you, if

ou like!” said DBunter eagerly.
tHalves if we fingd the hoard, old chap!
What #"

“¥You vamoosing " snapped Fishy.

“ If that's the way you talk to a guest,
Fizhy E

Fisher T. Fish came across the turret-
room to the door with a glitter in his
sharp eyes. Whatever discovery he had
made, it was clear that Fishy did not
want to confide 1t to Bunter.

Popper and son were -

blow descended on his head !

Y ik 1Y he rapped.

® Lock hers, you beast—"

“ Absguatulate 1" hooted Fisher
Fish.

And as Bunter did not absquatulate,
Fishy gave him a shove which sent him
tottering out of the deorway, across the
landing.

Bump !

Bunter sat down.

“Cwl DBeast!”
0w 1

Blam |

The door of the turretroom closed
apain,

Billy Bunter staggered to his feet.
His eyes gleamed with wrath behind his
spectacles.

Fishy's manners and customs, &s a
host, certainly left something to be
desired. But perhaps Bunter, ns a
guest, was & little trying.  Anyhow,
fisher T. Fish had made it elear that
the fat junior was not wanted i the
turret-room.

it Beast " hissed Bunter.

He stepped softly towards the door.
He did not open it; but he quietly
turned the key in the lock. Then, noise-
lessly, he drew the key out and slipped
it into his pocket.

There waa a fat grin on Bunter's face
as he rolled down the turret stair.
TFisher T. Fish was locked in the turret-
room, io which thers was no other door.
Bunter had the key. By the time he
F:}L out, Bunter fancied, the beast might
we sorry for his beastly bad manners |

With the key in his pocket, Bunter
rolled cut of the house, to pack himeself
in & hammock on the lawn till lunch.
And the more or less musical sound of
Bunter’s snore floating over the lawn

T.

roared the fat Owl.

told Harry Wharton & Co. where he
was, when they camo back from their
morning ride.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Struck Down |
ISBHER T. FISH'S eoyes woro
F gleaming.
He forgot Bunter's fat exist-

enece a5 soon &5 he had slammed
the door of the turret-room on him,
Eropping on his bony knees, the lean
junicr resumed giving the old oaken
floor the *onco-ovar.”

Fwer sinee Chandos had left him,
Fishy had been searching the turret-
room for a possible secret door.  If such
a secret was found it would open up =
new line of investigetion in the search
for the old lord’s hidden heoard. And
the fact that the sqf&::tre of the Red Earl
had appeared in the turret-room scemed
to indicate that there was & socret
entratice of some sort.

But Fizhy had no luck! The turret-
room stood high, and the walls of solid
stone were high above the roofs of the
other apartments. Outside them was
the open air, which discouraged the
theory of & secret door in the walls, A
large clothes cupboard, and a bath-
roomt, had been partitioned off from the
original room, but these alse had the
opoen air outside. Fisher T. Fish was
driven to the conclusion that if there
was a secret entrance at all, it was in
the old ocak foor.

But if it was there, it was not easy
to find. Bo far as Fishy's keen ﬁcﬁ
i

eould discern, the oak floor was
and immovable,
Tue Maicxer Lisrapr.—No. 1,430,
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Although, however, he had failed to
spot any trace of a seeret trapdeor, the
American junior's sharp eyes picked up
other fraccs. :

In the deserted and disused room
there was, naturally, an accumulation
of dust. A broom or a duster had not
touched it since the occasion when Billy
Bunter had occupied it for one might.

Fishy’'s skinny fingers grew very
grubby as he grured and pressed and
squeczed at the old cak planks in the

hope of discovering one that would
move. Here and there his groping
fingers left marks on the dusty oak.

Suddenly it dawned on him that there
wora similar marks under his cyes
which had not been made by his own
fingers. . . ,

No wonder Fishy ejaculated * Gee-
whiz I at thal discovery.

somebody bad been in the turret-
m?:{“h before hin:i ! Eﬂqmcgim unkntnwn
had been engaped on a similar gquest,

The :tm'ﬁhzg;'yg man of Portercliffe, of
course ! It could be nobody else!

Fishy bent over the traces he had
discerned on {he oak with eager cyes,
iving thom the onee-over, and, in fact,
the twice-over and thoe thrice-over.

His cute transatlantic brain  was
putting in some hard thinking.
That room had been disused and

locked up forivears, since the time of
old Lord Portercliffe. Only once had it
beenn opened up—on the frst night of
the lolidays when Fishy had had
Bunter put in the haunted room with
the intention of giving him a scare.
Aud cver since that day it had been
locked, shut, and unoccupied.

Whether Chandos had instructions
from young Lord Portereliffe, or
whother ho was acting on his own

jnitiative, it was certain that he kept
the turret-room locked, and the key in

THE MAGNET

his own keeping. Tishy had had proof
of that only that morning.

How, then, had tha
entered 7

No doubt Chandos lkept the key hang-
ing up somewhere, and the mystery man
could have got hold of it if he had
liked. But Fishy guessed that that guy
did not come up to the turret by the
stair.

That stair opened from the corrvidor
occupied by the rooms of the Greyfriars
follows—it was only a few yards from
Havry Wharton's door. To rcach the
turret stair the mystery man would have

room been

to pass 1he doors of a number of occu-

pied Fooms.

No doubt he might choose that way
when the house was empty of guests
Eut it would be very risky in the pre-
sent clrcumstances, )

f there was a secret way in, the mys-
tery man would chooso that. Twiee or
thrice the mysterious prowler had been
nearly caught, and each time 1t had
been at the secret door in the picture
Eallulzrj.r behind the portrait of the Red
LArS.

Evidently, when he went on his mys-
terious explorations he went by that
secret door in the picture gallery., Yet
there were traces of hia presence 1n
the turret-room ! If that did not mean
that there was access fromy the szecret
passages to  the turret-room, Fm].‘ag
zuessed that he didn't know what it di
Mean.

It was as good as proof of a secret
entrance to the turret-room. And it
waa mora than ihat.

Footmarks on the floor would have
betrayed a visitor; but Fishy was pick-
ing up the marks of groping fingers,
Amazing as it wes, these fraces told
their own tale—the mystery mamn, like
Fisher T. I'ish, had been searching and

heart of the mighty Atlantic!
School! A

fiﬂti'ﬁrﬂ}r-?a . N-E‘.Tﬂ' I'.t-lE FI-'IHI{
more thrilling story!

SCHOOLBOYS'OWN LI

"The CHEERIO CASTAWAYS!”

Six schoolboys and their headmaster stranded on an unknown island in the

What thrills and amazing adventures for Dr.

* Sammy ** Sparshott and Jim Dainty & Co., the cheery chums of Grimslade

: anhnt perils, too—for also on the

island 1s Ezra Sarson, a ruthless scoundrel whose

one desire is to be t'cv-:mged upon the Sﬂlmulbuy
Eichar&s written a

Ask for
No. 252 of the

FYSYYYETYYYEYETEPEYVFFETFVEEFFFY VT oy WY ywyyy:

At all Newsagents and Bookstalls . . . 4%

searching on the floor of the Lurret-rooy
for an opening in the old cak. Many
of the secrets of the. ancient mansion he
knew, but he did not know them all,
What else could it tnean?

Fishy's heart thumped with excite-

meld.
_ Ho crawled over the old oak, search-
ing now, not so nmch for a secret trap,
as for further signs of the previcus
explorer. ) )

“Great snskes ™ he ejaculated sud-
denly.

He stopped In his crawl and stared
at the floor, whers the sunlight fell
from one of the windows he had opened.
Boetween two of the close-set oak planks
of the floor was o pash, evidently made
by a tool. '

A chisel, or some such instrument,
had been Fressad in there, or driven in,
gither to loosen the plank, or to ascer-
tain  whether if pﬂssihfy could be
loosened. 3

Y (Ree-whiz ! breathed Fishy.

There was no doubt now—no shadow
of doubt! The turret-room was the
spot selected by the mystery man for has
soarch—the seorch for the Txiddnn hoard
of the old lord. He suspected, or
bhalieved, that it was in the turret-rocm
that ¢old Lord Portercliffe had stacked
the golden hoard-—or part of 1t! FPart,
it was known, had been hidden in the
hollow tree on the lawn.

Fishy's eyes ghstened.

This room had been used 'E}% the old
lord, in his hfetime. No doubb he, at
least, had known its secrets. Was there
soma hidden cavity under the solid-
leoking floer, where a golden hoard was
concealed? i

It looked as i {the mystery man
thought so. i .

‘With beating heart, Fizher T, Fiszh
contineed his search. 'This would be
great “noos ” for his popper! It was
a “line” on the ludden treasure that
had broupht Hiram K. Fizh all the
way from New York .

Bosanney, formerly -the old lord's
seeretary, had "“put him wise ¥ to
But all thet Bosanney kpew was that the
old nobleman had lidden sway s hun-
dred and fifty thousand sovercigns, He
had no idea where. Fizhy puessed that
he knew more than Bozanney now.

He knew as much as the mystery man
—wvho, evidently, was one of the men-
sepvarts who had been thera in the
old lord's timng. _

“I guess pop will sure smile a few
when %.uput him wisze to this ¥ Fisher L.
Fish chuckled alond.

A faint sound behind him made him
turn his head. -Heo scowled as he turned
it, thinking fer the moment that 1t
was PBunter again.

But it was not Bunfer!

Fishy gnve s wild, dartled yvell at’a
glimpse of a masked face. He bounded
up—only to fall apain as a crashing
bﬁ:w descended on his head !

There was a groen-—a heavy fall!

Then there was deep, deep silence i®
the turret-roomm of Portercliffe Halll

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Thinks it Funny !
IRAM K. Fizh frowned, with
H knitted brows, as Le zat down
to lunch.
His secretary, Jonas Bosan-
nev, was looking tired and disparited.
Evidently the %unt- in the secret pas-
sages that morning had been as futile
as the numbcerless hunts and_ tearches
already made. Once more Hiram K,
and his secretary had rooted through
dusty passages, weary staircases, and
ﬂ;mp vaults, with nothing to show for
i



Harry Wharton & Co., on the other
Yand, were cheery and smiling. They
had enjoyed a morning's ride by the
and returned in great spirits and
P'ood appetites.  Alonzo had come
ick from the park, fatigued but happy,
with wonderful specimens guu.rke_ in
his botanical volume. Billy Bunter had
rollad out of his hammock at the sound
of the gong for lunch, and his repose
mn the hammock seemed to have given
him as good an appetite as the ride
had given the other fellows.

Only one of the party was missing
from the lunch-table, and that was
Fisher T. Fish. . )

Mr. Fish did not seemn to notice his
absence at first. No doubt he wa3s
thinking of the task he had in hand st
Portercliffa Hall, which was ;imvm
longer and more difficult than he ha
guessed, reckoned, or calculated.

Herbert Vernon-8mith, after a glance
at the lean face of the gentleman from
New York, winked at the other fellows.

Harry Wharton & Co. affected not to
see the wink, but Billy Bunter gave &
fat chuckle.

“Any luck thizs morning, sir?” asked
the Bounder blandly.

Grunt from Mr. I"izh !

He did not care to discuss the matter
of old Lord Porterclifie’s hoard with
son's schoolfellows, It was extremely
irritating to him that they had learned
anything about 1t at all.

Thal;i:;hcrwev&r, had been unaveidable.
Bince Billy Bunter had reoted hidden
ﬂﬁvarqhgna out of the Portercliffe cak,
the hidden hoard had been & topic all
through Portercliffe Hall, above and
below stairs. And the hunt for the
mystery man had caused endless excite-
ment.

“Not spotted the jolly old mystery
man yvet, sir?” went on Smithy.

“Nope [V grunted Hiram K. Fish.

The Bounder grinned. It was his
belief that he.could have helped very
considerably 1n spotting the mystery
man. Butx-.\ir. Fish had made it clear
—yary clear—that he had no use for
schoolboys hﬂminf‘ inte the affair.

The juniors told Mr. Fish of their
meefing with young Lord IPeortercliffe
that morning. But Hiram K. was not
interested in young Lord Portercliffe.

Indeed, ha gave a grunt which indi-
cated that the news that the young lord
was in the neighbourhood was far from
walcinme to hiE‘a. - ,

*1 = ose he' g coming along to
lock :fp the old place” gremaﬁmd
Vernon-5mith, with another wink at the
JUuniors. :

snort from Hiram K |

“1 guess not,” he answered.
I've got no use for him here! If you
iuung guys have been asking that

ombré to horn in you can wash it out.”

“We should hardly ask anybody here
sir, without wyour permission,” saf
Harry Wharton, rather dryly.

“*You said it!” agreed Mr. Fish,
“Waal, don't ™

The juniors let the subject of Lord
Portercliffe drop, like 2 hot potato.

They were, in fact, thinking rather
uncomfortable thoughts on that subject.
Billy Bunter, who had his own sources
of information, had told them that Mr.

AER
\l._rit{n
back

“T1 say

Fizh had not bought Portercliffe Hall,

as Fishy declared, but had only taken
it on & tenancy, with option to purchase.
They did net attach much timportancs to
the statements of a fellow who derived
information from reading other people’s
letters.
. But from the young lord that meorn-
ing they had heard the same thing, and
80 there was no doubt of it now. Quite
unaware that he was giving away the
swank of popper and son, his Inrdshi;:
d mentioned that tho house was “let.”
Yet, though he was not the owner of
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the place—which was certain now—it
was equally certain that Hiram K. was
in search of the hidden hoard.

That hoard, if it existed, belonged to

agung Lord Portercliffe. There could

no question of that.

What, then, was Hiram K.'s game?

The DBounder thought he knew.
Having sn option to buy the place,
Hiram K. was going to exercise that
option if he found the hoard—in plain
language, to buy Lord Portercliffe's
house with Lord Portercliffe’'s own
INOney.

Smithy was rather oynically amused
at the ides eof such an exceedingly
sharp stroke of business. But the ofher
fellows hesitaied to believe anything
of the kind.

It was, after all, no business of theirs,
and if Mr Fish did discover the hidden
hoard he was not likely to tell them that
he had done so. But it was rather an
uncomfortable subject for reflection.

“Where's Fi&h]vy;?” asked Bob Cherry,
to change the subject.

Mr. Fish glanced along the table.

“Ain't son here?” he asked. He
glanced round at Chandes. " Say,
Chandos, where's son "

“Master Fish has not come in to
lunch vyet, sir,” said Chandes. "I
cannot say where he 13 at the moment.”

“He, he, hal” "

That chuckle came from Billy Bunier,

As tha key of the turret-room was stiil
in Bunter's pocket he knew where
Fisher T. Fish was—where ha must be.
He cauld not have got out of the turret-
room through & locked door.

B“ Well, what's the joke, fatty ?” asked

o

“Oh, nothing ! said Bunter hastily.
“I don't know where Fishy is, of

course! Haven't the foggiest 1™
The juniors looked at him,  That
Bunter was as usual,

]?Ira‘varicating, .
was clear. a knew - where Fishy
was, and was apparently greatly amuszed
by his absenca from lunch.

Mr. Fish, however, gave the fat Owl
no attention.

After lunch he lighted one of his long,
thin cigars znd walked away to the
library with Bosanney. No doubt they
wera gomng to have one more of therr
endless discussions on the subject of the

vssible hiding-place of the old lord's

oard. There was nothing alarming in

Fisher T. Fish missing lunch.
might have gone down to Margate, or
for o drive in one of the Portercliffe
cars. Mr. Fish guessed that he would
blow in soconer or later, and left it at
that.

Billy Bunter grinned as ho rolled

out. He had iotended to keep Fishy
shut up in the turret-room till lunch,
which would serve him right for his
rotten bad manners. - He had not anti-
cipated that Fishy would have to miss
that meal. That seemed the cream of
the jake to Bunter.

It had not occurred to his fat brain
that the prisoner of the turret-room
would not be able to attract attention
to his plight. He had expected to hear
that Fishy had been haminering on the
door or shouting from -the windows. If
50, however, 1t was clear that he had
not been heard.

Bab Cherry tapped the fat Owl on the
shoulder: :

“"Where's I'ishy ' he asked, when
Alr. Tish was out of hearing.

EBunter blinked at him through his
big_spectacles and grinned.

*How should I know 1™ he inguired.

“1 don’t know how you should, buk
vou jolly well do!” answered Bob.
“Have you hbeen ”pla:.ring tricks on
I'ishy, vou fat Owl ¥

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“My esteermned and idiotie Bunter,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

i

“the playfulness of ludicrous tricks on
an esteem host 15 mot the proper
caper.”

““He, he, he!"

Y Do zou know where he 15, Bunter 1™
asked Harry Wharton, looking at the
grinning fat Owl in_ astonishment.
‘Has anything happened to him *"

“He, he, he! f & fellow shoves &
fellow over, gerve him jolly well righe
if ho gete locked in & room and misscs

lunch I chuckled Bunter. “Not that
I've locked Fishy in & room, you
now."

. Oh, my hot!” said Nugent.

“Nothing of the kind I'" eaid Bunter.
#In fact, 1 haven't been near the turret-
room this morning. And I only went
therc to speak to Fishy because you
beasts went out and loft me on my own,
Not that I saw Fishy  there,” added
Bunler. cauticusly. “He wasn't there,
and I never locked him in, and I haven't
%nt} the key in my pocket now. He, he,

E IJ‘J

“Great pip!” sald Vernon-Bmith, as
all the juniors stared blankly at the fat
and fatuous Owl,

“ He, hae, ha 1*

“I5 the fat ass Eﬂtt{.’?" asked Johony
Bull in wonder. * Fishy can't be lock
in the turrct-room. Ho would be howl-
iﬂg to ba let out.””

*He, he, he! I faney he 13 !” chortled
Bunter. “ But nubbgﬁ’ﬂ heard him.
Bee? Lot him stay there—the boasti
He may learn manners. He, he, hel®

“You blithering ass!” said Harry.
“If Fishy was hammering and howlin
in the turret-room I should have hes
him-when I went up to my room beforo
lunch. And he could shout from the
windows, too. He can't be there.”

*He, he, he! He jolly well is—unless
he's elimbed up the ::himneg or é}umped
out of & window 1™ chue ied Bunter.
“Den't you fellows tell him I locked
him in, you know. It was only a joke.
Besides, I never did it !”

Harry Wharton's face became grave,

“Have a little sense, Bunter! The
turret-room’s rather high up, but it
would be quite easy for a fellow. to make
himself heard—"

“Fishy hasn't1” grinned Bunter,

“What on oarth can_ have lmgpenrd
to Fishy in the turret-room?" esld
Harry. I suppose he can’t have had
an accident there. © J—I supposc that
sportsman who played ghost wouldn't
show up in the daybime. But——"

“Better go and see, I think,” said Beb
Cherry. “Give me the key, you potly
porpotse 1

“1 haven't gl?zdthn key 1™ said Bunler.
“1 never loc Fishy 1, you scel
Besides, I only did it beeanse he shoved
me over | ‘he actual fact iz that I
haven't been near the turret-room. And
if you fellows can't take my word, I
can only say—— Yaroooh! Leggo, you

beast! If wou Lick me again, vou
rotter—— Yaroooop{ Here's the key,
vou beast 1”

Bob Cherry took the key: and the
Greyiriars fellows, with grave faccs,
hurried up the stairs,

Fishy, it was c¢lear, had been locked
in the turret-room; and by lunch-time
at least he must have discovered that
he was locked in, and bawled to ba let
out—if he was able so to do. What
t:-?u]ﬂ imaginably Ytave happened to
him ¥

Mot a sound was heard as the juniors
crowded up the turrststairs. The door
above was shut and locked ; obviously, if
Fishy had been thero at all, ke was still
there. Why was he silent ¥

Bob Cherry banged on the door.

“Halla. halle, halle!” he shoubed.
“*You here, Fishy?"

Thore was no answer,
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“1e can’t be there ! said Wibley.

“Must be, if Bunter locked him in”
said Kipps, “ But what the dickens——"

“Get the door open, Bob!™  eaid
Hearry.

Bob Cherry puthed the key into the
lock and turned 1t. The door swung
wido open,

Bunched in the doorway, the Grey-
friars fellows stared into the turret-
roomy, bright in the sunshine that
streamed in at the open windows, There
was & startled cry from the whole crowd
et once:

“ Fishy 1" : ;

On the floor, in the middle of the
room, lay Fisher T. Fish, insensible,
white a3 chalk, with & streak of crumson
oozing down his colourless face. Faor
one terrible second the juniors gazed at
him in horror, Then Harry Wharton
rushed in.

“(Call Mr, Fish!” he panted. ;

And he knelt beside the American
junior and raized Fishy's insensible
cad on his knce,

s ey —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What Smithy Suspected !

IIERE wore grave and serious

I faces that afterncon at Porter-

cliffe Hall, Nobody was feeling
mnch in a mood for holiday-
making. ]

Fisher T. Tith lay in bed—not yet
conscious. A doclor from Margate had
arrived in response to an urgent iele-
phone-call from My, Ifish, :

Harry Wharton & Co. were anxious
for news of him. Fisher T. Fish was
hard hit—that was knewn. He was not
in danger—it was not so bad as that.
But he had had a severs kroek on the
head which had stunned him, and he
had not yet recoverad his egonszes. By
whoze hand had he been struck down in
the turrct-room?

There was an obvious answer fo that
question. 'The mystery man of Porter-
clifo had been st work again! No
other band could have struck the blow !

The strange affair at Porlerclifie
Hall was taking on & moro serious com-
Pluxmu. Hitherto the unknown rascal
1i8d been content with playing ghost
and secking to scare the explorers of
the old mansion’a seerets,  That had
failed. The *spectro of Porvterchile,”
the phantom of the Red Earl, had not
been scen—since My, Fish had  dis-
covered the trick played on  lis
cartridges. . :

The spectre did nol care to_take ihe
risk of facing real bullets. But, that
trickery having failed, it looked as if
the mystery man was proceeding to
more drastic measures. Spoof spectres
could be disregarded, bat & blow on the
head was a2 very muich more serlous
matter, .

IHiram K. Fish's lcan face was grim
with suppressed rage that afterncon.
His helplessness to lay o hand on the
unknown man, even to begin to suspect
who the man was, got his goat Eu:nrei,r.
Bosanney, the secretary, looked pale

and froubled, Oune glance at his pallid |

fare showed how deeply he was scared.

Until Fishy recovered and was able
0 speak, nothing definilte could be
Yearned of the attack on him.

But, owing to Billy. Bunicr, one fact
et least was quite clear. There was a
pmeoret mieans of access to the turret-
Io0I. .

Fisher T. Fizh had been locked in at
the time he was attacked, The door
Bad still been locked when the juniors
went up to find him.

That was proof that the assailant had
entorad the turret-room: by some secret
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way, And during the afternocon Harry
Wharton & Co. spent seome hours in the
turret, searching for the secret way in
and out.

But they had ne luck.

The secret daov, which they now knew
muet be thers, was too well hidden for
discovery, There was no possibility of
following the way the unknown dastard
had pone after leaving Fisher T. Fish
ingenzible on the turret floor.

“By gum !’ said Bob Cherry, “T'd
like to get near the rotter—I'd like to
handle lim for a few minutea "

The Bounder joined in the search of
the wirret-room; but after & time he
beckoned to Wharton and went out,
leaving the other fellows still engaged
on the rather hopele:s search.

Wharton followed him out on the
landing.

On the turret stair Vernon-Smith
stopped, with a glance up and down to
maka sure that theve were no other ears
to hear.

Wharton looked et him curiously.

“What have you got in your head
now, Smithy I he asked,

“Can't you guess?”

Wharton started a little, i

Hihandos 7 he asked in a low volee.

“Just that”

“It's fin mib!e_, Smithy | Utter rot ¥
Wharton :ﬁmk Ins head decidedly. " A
middle-aged, respectable butler commit-
ting a rotten, cowardly attack likes that
—1I couldn’t believe it ™

“(Get down to the faets,” said Vernon-
Smith coclly. “ You know why I began
to suspect Chandos. ¥ou and I ran into
the mystery man in the dark one night,
and in the tussle I hit him in the eye;
he got away unseen. But what did I
tell you at the time 77

Wharton smiled inmtl]r,'.

“You Lold me you believed that you
liad damaged his eve, and that if any-
one was seen next day with a damaged
cye, it would be the man.”

“Fxactly! And who was seen next
day with a damaged eye?” asked the
Bounder. .

“Chandos was. Put according to what
he staied, he knocked his head on the
bedpost going to bed and—"

“You think it might be only a
poinecidence ™

“I think it must have been,
imagine——""

“Well,”” =atd Vernon-Bmith quietly
and eeolly, “1 don't believe anything of
the kind. I was knocked into a cocked
hat, I admit, when I saw Chandos with
that damaged ove the day after I had
punched the mystery man. But I knew
what it meaut—and I | 1

A 10 IO
Wharton was stlent.

T can’t

He admitted
that if what had happencd was a coin-
cidence, it was a remarkable coinci-
dence. But he simply conid not believe
that Chandos, the stately butler of
Tartereliffe, was the might-prowler, the
trickster who had played ghost—the
rascal whe had siruck down Fishy in
tha turrct-room. It seemed to him
incredible.

“You remember I had a wheeze for
spotting him,” went on the Bounder.
“1 stayed np one might to watch, but I
got that fool Bozanney by mistake; and
old Fish eut wp rusty and told me to
mind my own business—and I did!
After that I just washed the maotter out
of my mind. But now—"

“Well, now—" said Harry.

“Now it's taken d rather more
serions turn, So long as the mystery
man was only playing ghost and hunt.
ing for the hidden hoard +that old
Fizh is after, it mattered little eanough
to me. But knocking a fellow on t
head is a rather more serious matter.
He ought to be snafled }"

-accusation agaipst a man  on

" That's right enough ! szid Harryy
* Buyt—="

“But you can't believe that it was
Chandos 7V

“Well, ne!” pard Wharton frankly.
“And if it was, there’s absolutely no
proof, Smithy—yoa can’t bring such an
i bare
suspicion.”

“I know that! I'm not fool enough
to shout this out before I know more,”
said the Bounder iestily. “But I'm
going to know morel I've told you
slready that I've found out that
Chandos suffers from headaches—and
goes to his room to rest every. day—
another coincidence, of course, th::-uﬁh
it’s pretty clear that a man who
prowls at night must get come zicep
in the day. Will you take a bet?"

“A bet! What do you mean?™

“I mean that I'll give rou ten to
one that Chandos was gone to his
room with one of his headaches at the
time that Fishy was kpocked on the
liead in the turret-room !"

HOh 1" zaid Harry.

“He would have to get out of sight
of the staff, of course, for the=a
stunts [’ said the Bounder. * And that
varn about headaches washes welll
Look here, come with me!™

Wharton fcilowed the Bounder down-
stairs,

Billy Bunier was in the hall sprawl-
ing in an armchair. Even the fat Owl
of the Remove was locking a little
serious in the present state of afairs,
He was thinking chicfly of tea-time,
but he gave a thought or two to the
hapless Fighv.

He blinked at ilhe fwo
through his big spectacles
came down.

“1 =zay, wou fellows, how's Fishy ¥
he asked. “It was all his own fault,
you koow ! 1f he hadn't turned me out
of the turrct-room [ should have been
thera when that blighter pitched nto
him, and I should have protected
him! I fancy that rotier wouldn't
have handled me as casily as Fishy "

“ Fathead !” said Harry.

“ O, really, Wharton—"

“You came back when we went for
the ride this morming, Bunder' sad
the Bounder., “IDid veu szee Chandos
about '

Harry Wiarion asmiled faintly, If
Bunter kad seom Chandos about at the
time that Fizhy was aitacked in the

juEniars
they

s

turret-roony, it would kneck tha
Bounder's suspicion cky-high. And
Wharton *ti‘:m;i.-ihz it very probable
that Bunter had.

“Chandos I repeated Bunter, He

frowned, *MNa! I rang for the beast
to bring me somo grub, but it was
James that came.”
Wharton staried as
rave him a guick look.
“I dare say Chanaos was busy " Le
remarked cacclessly.
Snort, frem Banter!

the Bounder

*Busy slacking az wsual ¥ he
answered,  ** Headaches be blowed |
The man glways =ccems to have a
headache when he's  wanted, 1o
wouldi't do for DBwnter Conrt, I can
tell vou”

Wharfonn caupht his treath.,  Tha
Beounder waz gquestioning Bunter on
tho mere chance of picking up some
information c¢oncerming  tha where-
aboutzs of the butler that morming. He

was wetting more than he could have
anticipated.

“flow do yea know that Chandes
had one of his hendaches at that time,
Bunter " azxed Harry.

“1 Lknew thot James said oV
grunted Bonicn,  “1 jelly well ieid



Fisher T. Fish chuckled. ** I’ll
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Mt. Fish stared blankly as his son flashed his light on the confents of the old oak chest.
say this Is the spook’s outfit, pop I ** he remarked.
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“ Gee-whiz ! ** he ejaculatad.
“You sald it ] " agreed Hiram K.

The chest was packed with anc¢ient garments—Ellzabethan trunk hese, ruff, cloak, sword and other such things.

him there was ton much of it in my
opinion.” .

“Was that while Fishy was in the
turret-room ¥

“Eh? ¥Yes! James told me he was
there, and I went up to see him. If
be hadn't shoved me out——"

The Bounder gave Wharton a
rather grim smile.

“1 say, vou fcllows, what do ¥ou
want to know about Chondos for?”
asked Bunter. *What does a dashed
manservant matter to youl”
ﬂ'i"i’harmu and Bmithy left the fat

wl.

The Bounder did not speak till they
wore out of hearing of Buniter, Then
he said curtly:

H WE.].! ?H

Wharton was silent. The Bounder
had been right—one of Chandoes” head-
aches had taken him out of sight at

the time of the attack on Fisher T.
Fish in the turret-room. It was rather

startling confirmation of the Bounder's
Buspicions. ]

“Well " repeated  Smithy  im-
pationtly.

Hi\Well,” said Harry slowly. It
begins to look—" Ile paused. " DBut

it may be a coincidence—you don't
know enough to be sure, Smithy.”

“I'm pgoing to know " said
Bounder grimly.

the

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Hiram Knows How !
FISHER T, FISH sat up in bed

with a bandaged head, a rather

pale face, asnd & I

acho in his napper.

It was late in the eveming. Down-
stairz the radio was on in the hall, and

lingoring

tha Greyiriars fellows wers gathoered
there. Strains of music floated up to
Fishy's room—unheeded.

Damagod as he was, Fisher T. TMish's
lean face was very kecn—and so was
the lean faece of Hiram IL., sitting by
the bedside. Bosanney, the secretary,
was in the room, but he was nob sit-
ting down—he was moving about with
restless uneasiness. Every now and
then Hiram K. pave him a glance of
conternpt.  What had happened that
day had shaken Bosanuey's ncrve—but
on Hiram K. it had only had the
effect of getting his goat.

Fishy was feoling sore, and he had
a big bruise on his head. DButb he was
almost himself arain now, and he had
told his popper of the discovery he
had made m the turrot-room. Al
as he anticipated, it made Hiram K.
femile o few."”

“We got on to it at last "' suid Br.
Iish. ““We sure got on to it! 1l
gay we're in line for that doggoned
hoard! Yep!”

“I pucsz so, popl™ asscnted TFisher

“Wea're suro going to root out the
way that guy pgot into the tarret-
room,” eaid DMr. Fizsh, “and we're
sure going to roobk out what he got in
for! Bay, Bosanney [V

“Yes, Mr. Fisht”
secretary.

“You was seerelary to the old lord,
amnd vou was liere for years with him,
boefore o spolted von spying and fired
vou!” sanl AMr. IFizh, “You've told
me that he generally located in that
turret-room.””

“It was the room he always uvsed
ns a study and privato apartment,”

mutfered the

snid Bosanney. "1 often sal with lLim
there, going over his papers.’ ”

o .ﬁn& you never spotted any secrct
place in toe room?¥”™ :

“ Never [

“Waal, I puess I'm going lo spot it
a few ! said Iliram K, "Il say it's
there, and that mystery guy is wise Lo
it The pesky old lord seems te have
parked the spondulics in dilferent
spots—one lot was found in the hollow
vak—and I guess another lof s going
to be found in the turrct-room. DAlebbo
the whole caboodle this time.”

Hiram K.'s sharp ecyes gleamed,

“I puess that old lord knew whal he
was about when he laid up sovercigus
abt twenty slullings each ! L went o,
“He knew that gold would rise when
& counlry went on paper—I1 puess i
was about the best myvestnment he could
have madel! Lvery one of them
sovercigns s worth over thirty shil-
lings these days! Il sey  ihe old
geek knew a thing or {we! IF he
ltadn't pazsed in his checks s0 sudden,
I guese ho would bave lelt some hint
for the mext lord to lay a paw on il
what 7

" Possibly that was Lz aofention”
said  Dosenney.,  “Buot e cevtainly
never did so. Young Leovd Poriecelille
is ignorant of the existence of  the
hoard—there is no doubt about that.”

Hiram K. prmned.

“And nobody would ever Lave got
wise to 1t i you hado't spaed on honne—
and that mystery poy, foa!™ he re-
matrked., I guess vou awd {he other
guv was both boncheads not to spot
whiat he did with it ] Dubl Lhat mevslery
guy sure bas a big suspivion do Ius

(Cantinucd on page 10.)
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(Continued frem page 13.)

mind—he thinks it’s hidden in the
turret-room, and he's been hunting for

it there. What?"
“It looks like thatl” admitted
Bosanney,

“RBurest thing vou know I said Mr.
Fish cmphatically. “And Tl say I
might have guessed that much, too!
First time the ghost was seen  was
when the room was fixed up for young
Bunter—and it hasn’t been used since.
I puess the ghost had good reasons
for wanting to keep that room _empty.”

“¥ou said it, pop 1" agreed Fisher T.

" But—"" muttered Bosanney.

“Spill it 1* grunted Mr. Fish. “You
losing your nervel™

“I—1 did not anticipate all this,"
said DBossoney uncasily, “The—the
host business, of course, matters

iftlpe—T"

"I guess it scarad u & few, all
the same !’ grinned Mr. Fish, “But
don't you worry about that ghost none !
I guess he won't show up any more,
now thet he's wise to my gun!”

“No doubt! No doubt! But—"

“Shoot 1™ snapped Hiram K.

“Whoever the man is, he has now
taken to desperate measures!” stam-
mered Bosanney., * Your son has been
struck ‘dovwn from behind——"

"1 guess he won't sce me again!”

“Ho may get you, or Mr, Fish, or
me—any of us!® said Bosanney. “I—
1 did not realise before that we hava so
desperate & man to deal with. Every
time we have descended into the sub-
terranean passages we have been at his
merey. A blow could be struck—""

“Forget it 1" snapped Mr, Fish.

“Think of it, sir!” said Bosanaey,
“The man played ghost to frighten us
away. He [ailed-—and now he has
adopted more drastic mcasures. What
is to prevent him from going farther
still? Obviously, this attack on your

son is mdended as a warning—to
frighten us off, as the ghost trick
failed. Do you think that this des-

perate villain, whoever he 1s, will rest
content with that? The noxt blow
from behind may be one that will not
be recovered from !”

Ficher T, Tish whistled.

Hiram K. snorted.

e | nesg I'm wize {0 that 1™ he
snapped. “I'll say I szeec the whole
game from A to izzard! But he ain't
scaring me any [

“You may please yourself, sir,” said
Bosanney., " But, so far a5 1 am con-
cerned, T rofuse to seb foot again in the
underground -passages, I will not

lage my life at the merey of an un-
mown and desperate  man, whosze
attacks cannot bo guarded against.

Another snort from Iiram K.

“T guess if that mystery guy lad
only you to deal with, Iesanney, ho
would win the game hands dewn ! he
answercd contemptuously. “Bu: I'll
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tell a man, I ain’t easy scared out of a
million dollars! No, sir ™

“But—the danger—"
_ “¥ou want a million ‘dollars to fall
mto your trousers ket -of their own
accord 77 sneered Hirpm K. ”Fnri;at
it! We got to beat that guy—and I'll
mention that I'm the man to beat him !
Jost a few ! ] .

Bosanney gave an impatient shrug of
the zhoulaers.

“You cannob deal with him!" he
said. “Even if you discharged every
manservant in tho house, from the
butler to the kitchen-boy—which you
cannot do, as they are in young Lord
Portereliffe's service—but even if you
did, as I say, it would serve no pur-
poze. The mystery man knows all the
socrets of the place, and could cnter,
whenever he chose, from outside,

unseen.”

“I guess I'm wigse to that!l Dut
wa'ro goiug to beat that guy all the
pamo |77 said Mr. Fish coolly. I guess
wo got to come to a finish, with so
much chinwag going on about the
hidden hoard! It was going to be
kept dark; but the beans was spilled,
and that's that! And I hear that
voung Lord Portereliffe is in the offing,
too—and if he got & word of it—""

“Gee-whiz!”  murmured Fisher T\
“I1 gucss that would put the hd on it,
pop "

“We're getting through ! said DMr.
Tish.

“How 1" vapped the secretary.

“I puess we can handle the proposi-
tion in & way that that mystery ¥
ean’t " said Mr. Fish coolly. “He's
one of the menservanis—goodness
knows which.. But all he can do 1z to
search and search-——and I'll say that
If'lia searchae ain’t buying him much, so
ar."”

“What else can wo do?"

“Heaps!” grinned Mr. Fish, *I
guecss we know whare fo look new.
That mystery guy has put me on to it
He figures that the hoard iz hidden
somewhere in the turret-room—that's a
cingh. I gucss he's right. All he can
o there is to paw over the place, hunt-
ing. But now I know where to look—
and I guess I'm looking! ¥es, sir.
I'm telephoning this here evening to a
firm of builders in Margate.”

Bosanney stared.

“They'ra going to send me half a
dozen men,” continued Mr. Fish., " And
that turret-roomn is going to be pulled
into pieces—iest into little bats, if
necessary.  You needn’t fell me that
it's Lord Porterclifie’s property, and
that I ain't cot any right to pull his
house to pleces. I'm sure going to buy
tha heouse when I spot the spendulies.
His lordship won't have any kick
coming. He wants thirty thousand
pounds for the place—cheap at tho
price, aurel I puesa e ean have it—
ont of the hundred and fffv thouszand
his nnele stacked away—mebhe in that
turret ! I'll say I'm prepared to pay
for all the damage I do—hut I'm surn
gﬁil::ﬁl to de a whole lot.”

(£ LR

i gasped DBosanncy.

“That's  the programme !’  =said
Hiram K. Tish. *“We ain't rooting
about in them wnderground passages

any more. I gucss that mystery guy
only went that way to got info the
turret-room by o secret door—I guess
I'm wise to that now! Waal, we're
going to begin on the turreb-room from
inzide—and ficsk of all the foor's coming
up! Got that?”

“Iopper 1 said Fisher T. “You're
spry '’
“T'1l men-

“Bon '™ zaid Me, Fish.
tion that I am!™ .
“It's g citich [™ said Fisher T. Fish,

hig eyes gleaming under the bandsﬁﬂﬁ.
“I'll tell tho world, it's sure a cinch ™

“8Bo voun can pull yourself together,
Baosanney 1" said Mr. Fish. “Wo ain't
going rooting about in dark corners
where that guy can got us with =
sockdolager on the cabeza, like he has
gonl Nope! I guess by this time to-
morrow wo'll know what's hidden in
the turret-room, 1f we have lo take it
stone from stone and plank from
plank! Bank on that!” )

“You said it, pop!1” said Fisher T.

"' Search me " said Mr. Fish.

And he went down to telephone.

— =

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Day Out |

ANG
B Clang 1
Bang! Clang! Clank!

“1 say, you fellows, some-
thing’s up [¥ =queaked Billy Bunier.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not need
Bunter to tell them that.

‘It was the fcllowing morning. and
the Portercliffe party were at break-
fast when that outbreak of din caught
all ears.

The juniors had already been aware
that something wnusual was “on” that

morning. A party of workmen had
resented  themselves; and & burly
}J-nreman had interviewed an astonished
Chandos. Bome of the fellows had
seenn the arrival: and they rather
wondered why Mr. Fish had sent for a

party of builder’s men.

Mr. Fish had come in to breakfast.
Apparently he was giving the workmen
‘iinstrur.:tic-ns a5 to what they were to

o

Their work, whatever it was, made
s great deal of noise. The din seemed
to procecd from upstairs. It sounded
as 1f the house was being knocked to
plecos.,

Ficher T. Fish was at the brealifast-
table—still bandaged, but lockin
quite merry and_ bright. Ie grinn
as the banging, clanging, and clanking
be'ga.m

What's up, Fishy ?* asked Wibley.

“Breakine up  the happy home?”
asked the Bounder. .

“Aw, jest some alterations  fhe

pper  thinks  necessary ! drawled
'P‘:(i]shcr T. Fish. “Nothinge wach 1®

Breakfast finished, to an accomnpani-
ment of banging and clanging, Mr.
Fish came in with his sceverary, and
they snatched o hurried meal.

Aftor breakfast Mr., Fish addressed
son's guests, with a cheery grin on lus
lean face.

1 guess I hxed up a trip for vou
lu_-dﬂ,:.'!” he remarked. "1 been soap-
ping it out a fow.”

“That'sa very kind of you, Alr
Fish " said YWharton, while the other
fellows looked inguiringly at the gentles
man from New York.

“MThe  kindfulness 1= terrific i
remarked Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“You'll take the big car,” went on
Mr. Fish, “and give the coast the
once-over—LBroadstairs, Ramsgate, Peg-
well Bay, Sandwich—up and down and
round about. Then o eall in at
Canterbury—I guess you'd like to sce
the cathedral, and the place where that

aloot, Thotns Becket gol his—— And
ame by the River Stour, and Ford
and Sturry, amd Grove Terry, You'll
e able to get boats oo the Stour, if
vou want. I've told Chandos to pack
cats for o prenmic—and I pucss yew'll
havo a tip-top day.™

“Bounds good I said Harry, with a
smile.

“And T pucss the

car s wathipng I



said Ar. Fish. “I'd say vou better not
lose a lot of time. vely day—

lorious weather—and tha en&( of the
wlidays nol far off | Aake the most
of it, what?®

“Hear, hear ' said Bob.

That excursion, as mapped out by
Mr. Fish, eertainly did sound attrac-
tive.

But the juniors were a little puzzled.

Mr. Fish had looked cut a very plea-
sant trip for them, It wes more trouble
than he hed hitherto taken with his
son’s guests.

Withont  bein unduly guspieious,
some of the fellows wondered a little
whether Mr. Fish had any reason for
dqswingl‘ to clear them out of Porter-
cliffe [Ial]l for a whole day—and
whether it had any connection with the
“alterations” Fishy had mentioned,
and for which a gang of workmen had
arrived from Margate.

However, it was senrcely possible to
argue the matter, even 1f they had
wished toe do so—which they did not.

VWith the exception of Billy Bunter,
1Tf=u'.'.-if1 were  not  enrious  about  Br.
Fish's concerns; and s day ocut in a
car, with a picnie added, was guite an
attractive idea.

So the party went up to their rooms,
to get ready for the trip.

‘Oneca upstairs, they were left in mo
doult as to the precise location of the
**alterations " that were going on. The
sound of banging and clanging, clanking
and wrenching, came down the narrow
stair {rom the turret-room. .

“1 say, vou fellows, they've in the
turret [ said Billy Bunter, blinking up
the turret stair threugh his Mg spec-
tacles, “I sav, let’s go and see what
they're up to.”

But Mr. Bosanney was seated on the
turret stair.

He waved Bunter back as the fat
junior made a step upwards, :

* Pleass do not come thiz way 1™ said
Mr. Bosanney.

“0h, really,
Bunter.

“ Alterations are gnin%: on,” ex-
plained thae seerctary. “ There may bo
—'hem —danger from falling planks, or
eomething of the kind. Kindly do not
coma up this staireaze.”

The Bounder grinned.

“Alr. Fish's mstructions " he asked.

“ Precizely 1” zaid Bosanney.

“What rot[” grunted Bunter.

Hot or not, Bosanuey was not to be
painzaid! The juniorz went on along
the corrider to their rooms.

The Bounder touched IHarry Wharton
on tle arm.

“What da you think of that?” he
asked.

Wharton smiled.

“Something’s up, esnd we're not
wanted on the scene, I suppose,” he
enswered. "It looks lhike 1t, at any
rate. No bizner of ours”

“Tooks as if the Fish tribe ave on the
track of the giddy hoasd—or fancy
thev are!” zaid Vernon-Smith.

Wharton nodded.

“¥ou remember what voung Lord
Portercliffe let drop when we saw him
vesterday., This house doesn't belong to
old Fish, as young Fish made out. IE
they spot the guids——"

“Chuek it, Sonthy Y said Iarry
uletly., “We'va no right to suspect
Mr, Fizh of intending to bag what
belongs to yvoung Lord Portercliffe !

The Bounder sncered,

* What does 1t look like ¥ he asked,
—*Never mind what it looks like.
We're here as Fishy's puests, and we've
no right fo suepect his father of sharp
practice. Chuck 1

The Bounder langhed mockingly and
let the culyject drop,

vou know——" said
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Banging snd clanging g still

oing cn merrily when the junfers came

own. The hig Portercliffe «ar was
waiting on the drive for the pavty, and
pienig baskets were being taken out
to it by James and John. 3

Chandos was on the scene, hiz plump
face very grave.

Wharton glanced rather curiously at

im.

He did not, and could not, guite
believe that the Bounder's suspicion of
Chandos was well founded. It seemed
almost 1mpossible to connect the stately
butler, in his mind, with the desperate
unknown who wag called the “mystery
man * by the juniors, for want of any
other name to call him by.

But if Smithy was right, and Chandos

¥

was the mystgry man, there was nho
doubt that what was going on in the
turret-room must be a startling shoek
to him. And it was easy to read pez-
turbation in his usually .expressionless
face. Two or thrxee times, as lond
banging came from above, Wharton
noticed that Chandos compressed his
HEE‘ very hard. . )

he Bounder gave him a wink as they
went out to the car. Ha been
observing the butler, too. 3

“ Jally old Chandos doesn’t like what's
ait on, I fancy ! murmured the

under. “Think so?”

“Yes, I think so,” assented Wharton.
“But he may be worried about the
damage that’s being done. Chandos

(Continuiéd on néxt page.)

(1)
1 guess and caleulate he®s cuts |
I rackon he's a keen galoot !
Say, bo, this guy is sure a ** beaut »
At raking in the dollars !
1'll tell the universe ihat he
Is just as sharp as sharp can be,
Hats off to Fishy, Fisher T. !
The brightest of our scholars |

{3)

It*s true that Fishy sometimes buys
0ld books =nd things {rom other guys,
But even wndre I'll say he's wise,

He never makes an error ]
Be'll sell you anything you please
From cricket bats to cupboard keys ;
The price he asks for one ol these

Would make you scream with terror !

{5)
He's busy, busy all day long,
Yef though he seems to go so sirong
His Forme-work's nearly always
wrong—

At thal be's most unwhling !
But though he doesn’t care z.scrap
For class-work, he won't {ake a nap
Or rest while any single chap

Has got a single shilling |

(8)
I knocked upon his study door,
Immediately 1 heard him roar :
“ Absgquatulate ! Light ouf, before
You glet my goat—you'tl rue it 1™
At that I ealled ount with a grin ;
** 8ay, ean you lend a chap soms iin ?**
And Fishy cried : “ Sure ! Mosey In !
I'm just the guy 1o do it ! ™

(8)

Af that he kinder simmered down,

And eyed me with a2 nasty frown.

I smiled and waited [or the ** brown,'””
But I 41d not receive it !

Said Fishy : ** Say, let’s get it plain !

Just spill your story once again !

“ Wofear I Isgid. *° I'"ve asked in vain !
Perhaps we'd better leave It !

gink.
He
think—

Ink—

Eome,"

{(1C)
This quésiion seemed fo rile the

jumped wup-—why,
And smothered me with writing

The miserable miser !
1 toock up Gibhbon's

And ¢rashed it down npon his dome,
And left him, as I hurried bome,
A sadder Fish, but wiser [

Ax this week's yarn winds up our popular heli-

day series | think it's & htting mement for Jour

clever rhymester to tell you what Lranspir
during his interview with

FISHER T. FISH,

the American " business-man " of the Remove.

{2)
No coln has Fishy ever spent,
He lends lt—and ihe money lent
Bears interest at cent per cent, :

Or else there's * nothin® doin® ! ™ i
The scheme Is this—you take a loan
And pay lor it with all you own,
Until at last you find you've grown

To be a bankrupt ruin 1

(4)
You go to see him when you'rs “* flat,™
To sell an anclent cricket bat.
He looks at you and mutters ; “* Scat 1 ™
-Hls face Is lean and skinny |
You show him what you want {o sell;
He bids you ** twopence *' or * farewal
Buit when he siaris to sell it—well,
* One cricket bat—one gulnes [ ™

‘I‘ih

(7)

I smiled and nodded fo the pest,
Who sald he kinder sorier guessed
There'd be a lostle interast,

Noi much—woll, hardly any !
He made me out an [ O U,
And sald : * I'll see what 1 can do I
How muaeh 4'ye think will see you

through ? **
Sald I : ** Aboufa penny ! "

(9)
# Meanwhile, I've other things o do.
I've come here for an interview,
1'd llke a llitle chat with you.
So kindly start to jabber.

And first of all, explain to me
Exactly what it’s like to be

A beastly, horrid, miserly, o
Revolting money-grahber !

I cannot

* Ancient
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must know that the
belong to Mre. Fish.™ ]

" ¥es, he may be worried about their
vanking up the floor planks,” grinned
smithy., " But fancy he's ore
worried about what they may lnd
underneath  them.”

Wharton made no reply to that.

Fizsher T. Fish came out to sce the
party off. That was their first intima-
tion that Fishy was not accompanying
tirem.

“Aren't you coming, Fishy?' asked
Bolb Cherry.

Fishy shook his head.

“Nope,” he apswered. I guess I
got s bit of an ache in mny cabeza, after
that knock I got yesterday. I tell you
it was s sockdolager IV

“My dear fellow,” said Alonzo Todd,
“1 am very sorry to hear that you have
a headache, but if you will rub it with
Dr. Pootor's Magical Lotion for Bruised
Boneg—-"

“Pack it up !" said Fisher T. Fish.

“¥ say, yvou fellows, 1s the grub i the
car?” asked Billy Bunter anxiously.
“1 savy are you sure they've put in
enough grub 1’

5 -grubfulness is
esteemed fat Bunter t”

“"Well, if the grub's all right, every
thing’s all right[" said Buntej. *“But
ol can't be too careful, I szay, you
ellows——"

“Have a good lime!” gzaid Fisher T.

15h.

The big car rolled awey.

Fisher EI' I'ish stood looking after it
with a cheery grin as it rolled down the
avenue to the gates. Then he turned
and whisked back into the house.

Harrv YWharton & Co. were gone, for
the dax. One of them, at least—tha
Bounder—had no doubt what was
scheduled to happen while they wero
safely off the scenc. They were not
coming back till night, and by that
time, Sinithy was quite assured, {-Iiram
K. Fish guessed that the hidden hoard
would be found, and safe in his lean
hands,

That., Vernon-Bmith did not doubt,
was the programme. Probably the
Bounder was right! But 8mithy, with
all his kecenness, did not dream of
what was destined to happen at Porter-
cliffe Hall that day during the absence
of the Greyiriars fellows.

houza dags not

terrific, my

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Shots in the Dark !

HSDRT of passage, sir!” said Mr.

Jones, the foreman.
“Bort of 1" smiled Hiram K.
Fish.

And Fisher T. grinned.

It was nearly noon, end active work
had been going on in the turret-roomn all
the morning. Tha furniture had becn
moved outk of the room, leaving It
empty, and Mr, Jones and hiz men had
banped and clanged for hours. The
room had a very dismantled look.

It was not easy work raising the solid
old oek planks that had been }anuned
in their places for hundreds of years.
But several of themn were up, disclosing
the solid stone of the focor underneath.

It was in the large, empty cupboard
that the discovery was made of the
“sort of passage.” The cak floor of the
cupboard had been wrenched up. That
drastic measure could not fail to reveal
the secret hidden there.

Once the floor was up, it was eas
to distinguish a section of the old ocak
detached from the rest, which ocpened
like s trapdoor. Beneath it was a
cavity in the solid stone of the floor—
gnd in the cavity & spiral stair, that
led downward.
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The secret way into the turret-room
had been uwnearthed by BMr. Fish's
extremely drastic measures

This, evidently, was the way by
whielt the mystery man entered the
turret. It was the way he had come the
previous day, cmerging into the fall
cupboard, rﬂenue watching Fisher 'T.
Fish at his investigations, and stepping
cut, wien Fishy's back was turned, to
knoek him on the head!

“I guess I'm gi\'iﬂ% that show the
once-over,” remarked Mr. Fish. “You

coming along, Bosanney "

“I—I think I will remain here, Mr.
Fish, and-—and superintend the—the
work,” stammered Bosanney.

Hiram K. snorted.

“’lease yourseli., You coming, son?”

“1 should smile ™ answered Fisher T.

Mr. Fish turned on an electric lamp
and deseended the spiral stair from the
turret-room. Fisher T. followed him
down.

The narrow stair wound down t.hrﬂu?
tha thicknesz of ancient stene walls.
1t was dark and stuffy and close.

Out of sight of the workmen in the
turret, Hirem K. Fish jerked his gun
from his hip pocket, and he guessed,
reckoned, . and calculated that the gu
was not going fo get a chance of hand-
ing him a sockdolager on the cabeza !

E‘m‘ a long distance the spiral stair
wound downwards till it was clearly
far below the level of the ground foor
of Portercliffe Hall. s

Then Mr. Fish stepped from 1t into a
musty, damp, stone-Hagged passage, He
flashed the electric light round him,
with wary eyes. He would not have
been surprised to see a dark, mysterious
fgure start up at any moment, and his
gun was ready ! But there was no sign,
no sound, of the mystery man.

“Say, pop, what's this outfit?” ex-
claimed Fisher T. Fish suddenly.

He flashed his light on an ocak chest
that stood in the stone passage, close
by the wall. )

Mr. Fish lifted the lid.

He did not expeet to find any trace
of the hidden hoard in that old chest,
for, obviously, it was known to the
mmystery man, who must have passed it
whenever he visited the turret-reom.

He stared blankly at the contents of
the chest. :

“(Zoe-whiz I he c¢jaculated.

Fisher T. chuckled.

“P'll say that's the spock’s outfif,
pop!” he remarked. ! §

“ You said it!” agreed Hiram K.

The chest was Em-:ﬂ-:n-d with anclent
garments—Elizabethan trunk-hose, ruff,
cloak, sword, and other such things.

Fisher T. chuckled as he rooted out
a can of phosphorus paint.

Evidently popper and sen had dis-
covered the outfit used by tho mystery
man when he played the part of the
hantorn of the Iled Earl, in Eliza-
ethan garb, glimmering with ghostly
phosphorescent light.

“ Follow on, son!” said popper. ©I
gucss we'te going to spot jest how fhat
guy gets into this hyer rabbit run.”

“Search me!” agreed Fisher T.

Hiram K. led the way along the sub-
terrancan passago.

He was suddenly stopped by a solid
block of stone. X

There seemed to be no outlet. But it
was ovident that an outlet must exist:
snd Hiram K. searched over the stone
with keen eyes and groping hands,

There was a whirring sound; and a
creat block moved slowly, on some
hidden pivot.

Beyond, the narrow, dark passege

extended further, scemingly into the
verji depths of the earth. .

“1_pgucss this lets us out!? said
Br. Fish.

He mareched on through the stone
doorway, holding up the light.

The next moment there was a sudden
roar of sound in the silent passage.

Bang |

It was the report of & firecarm. There
was a erash as tho electrio lamp was
knocked from Mr. Fish’'s hand and
smashed on the flcor. i

Popper and son wers left in sudden,
dense darkness. i

“(Gee-whiz!1” yelled Fisher T. Tish,
startled almost out of his wits,

“Wake snakes!” gasped Mr. Fish.

Bang, bang, came the reporis again.

“Bquat ¥ gasped Hiram K.
They flung themselves down in the
darkness, ullets were whizzing along

the narrow passage over them.

Bang, bang! .

“Bearch mel” gasped Fishy, wishing
that he had remained in the turret-
room with Bozsanney. He bhad not bar-
gained for this.

Hiram K. set s teeth,

Evidently the mystery man was
already aware that the secrct stair had
been discovered in the turret-room.
Equally evidently, he had gone by a
different way, to lie in wait for the
explorers. Now he was ahead of them
in the underground passage, blazing
away with a revolver.

But Mr. Fish was more onrazed than
alarmed. He had no doubt that the
firing was intended rather to scare than
to harm. :

The unseen man could have picked
him off with ease while he was holding
up the light. Instead of deoing so, he
had shot the lamp out of his hand.
The rattling bullets that whizzed along
the passage were not intended to hit.
Desperate as he undoubtedly was, thae
mystery man stopped short of blood-
shed—at all ovents, he was trying every
other method first of getting rid of his
rivals in the quest of the hidden hoard.

“"I—=I eay, };lmp_—’- stammercd
Fisher T. through his chattering teeth.

“Aw, chew on it!" grunted pop. “I
guess that guy's only trying to rattle
us! I guess he covld hava got us if
he'd wanted—but it's sure bluff! But
by tha great horned toad, T'Il tell a
man, he ain't putting the wind up
H. K. Fish! Nope, sir—not so's you'd
notics it! I'm sure going to give that
guy suthin' to chew onl”

The firing died sway, leaving a
booming of cchoes and a smell of gun-
powder. ]

Mr. Fish lifted his own revolver and
pulled the trigger.

Bang, bang, banﬁ! ;

He pumped bullets into the dark
passage ahead of him. From the black-
nesz came a startled well, which
sounded as if one of them, &t least, had
gone clese.  Echees came back of
pattering, running feet.

Hiram K. gave a prim chuckle.

“I°'ll mention that it's that guy that’s
got the wind up, a few!” Le remarked.

“You seid it, pop !” agreed som,

“You E'“t a torch, son?”

ﬂ'&*e 17

“Hand it out 1”

Hiram K. Fish furned on son’s
electrie torch.  Flashing the . ll{t]t
ahead, with his revelver readv n his

¥

right hand, he tramped on. Hiram K.
Fish had plenty of nerve, and his lean
face was hard and grim. Fisher T.
followed on behind pop.

But there was no further eign of
the myvstery man. He had failed to
AR the explorers: and, as Hiram I
said, it was very probable that he had
the wind up himself when Hiram
started firing in furn. FEvidently he
did not choose to run the risk of
stopping a bullet, in the narrow, stone
pASSAEE.

Popper and son reached the end of
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Chandos, the butler, gmpad al something unseen on the wall, There was & low whirring sound, and suddenly, without
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waming, the cak floor on which Mr. Fish, his sen and Bosanney stood, collapsed and shot down 11ke a released frap-door |
Three startled cries were blended into one as the three figures shot downward into the black, unknown depths | |

the pa:sage at last. It ended whera
another pasziage branched off, at the
foot of a spiral stair, similar to the one
by which they had descended {rom the
turret-room.

ol | %unﬁﬁ I know where we are now!”
sald Hiram K., staring round. *“I sure
been on this spot before! I'll say this
18 the way out.”

He started up the spiral stair,
followed by Fisher T. At the top was
& small landing, clesed in by stone
walls. In one spot an irom handle
pr:‘::jectegi from the wall,

Mr. Fish graﬁped it, and turned; and
a8 sectlon of the wall opened like a
door! They ste]i,pﬁd out into the
picture gallery of Paortercliffe Hall. It
was the portrait of the Red Earl that
formed the door, and this was familiar
ground to Hiram K.

JHe glanced up and down the great
picture ﬂ“ﬂl‘? of Portercliffe. MNo one
was to seen ithere,

“I guess ho popped out this way!®
grunted Mr. Fisﬁ+ S ¥

“I puess he won't matter 2 bean if
we get hold of the ky old lords
hoard, pop !”_1ﬂn1arkeﬁ isher 1.

“¥ou said 1f, son I

And popper and son walked from
\he picture gallery to the hall. From
ebove there came the sound of banging
wnd c]angmi from Mr, Jones and his
men, at work in the turret-room. That
banging and clanging went on, un-
interrupted, till the workmen from
Margate knocked off for dinner.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
After lunch, Mr. Fish zat in
the hall, in a deep armchair,

Caught in the Trap !
Iis long legs stretched out

HANDOS coughed.
across ene another—smoking one of

his Iomg, thin cigars. From where he
sat he could hear the banging and
wrenghing overhead, work having been
resumed o the turret-reom after the
dinner-hour,

Bosanney was in the turret, Keeping
an eye on the excavations while
Me, Fish took a rest. Fizsher T. was
with his popper, takingha rest also—

every now ahd then rubbing hiz band-
aged head tenderly.

Chandos’ cough made them both
glance up.

Tha massive butler stood

Elumg‘,‘
beforo Mr, Fish, respectfully waiting
for his attention, {
“Shoot 1" said Mr, Fish ter::-e]{.
A matter has come to my know-
ledge, sir, which I think it my duty to
communicate to you !™ said Chandos,
“Bpill 181
_ “8inee the discovery of the secret door
in the picture gallery, sir, and the sub-
sequent discovery of underground pass-
ages, which surprised me very much
indeed, I have taken the liberty of
gwm the matter some thought!” said
‘handos. “This has led me to make a
discovery—"
Mr, Fish sat bolt upright.

Ha was interested mmediately.

“What you spotted! he barked.
[1] Ehﬂﬂtl]"

Chandos coughed again. His stately
leisura was not to be hurried by

Mr. Fish's transatlantic pep.

“MNo doubt vou are aware, sir, that
from the gun-room, which is on the
round floor, there is a passage which
eads to a door on the terracel It was
formerly T.IE“EE].‘ I presume, as a private
entrance, but it has been locked up for
many vears. You have, I think, seen
the passage—"

“I guess I've given it the once-over !
said Mr. Fish, with a nod.

There was hardly a foot or an inch
of Portercliffe Hall, to which Hiram K.

had not given tho “once-over” in his
search for a clue to the hidden hoard.

“In view of the recent very sur.
prising discoveries, eir, and crf our
expressed wish to hear of anythin
further of the same nature, it nmurreg
t¢ me to cxamine this passage ! eaid
Chandos. ™I trust, sir, tgat you do not
regard this as taking a liberty on my

pare.”

“(iet on!"” yapped Mr. Fish.

*1 found, =ir, that a large stone in
Em passage walf]lragn_ ba zot tir! motiomn,

TEESUre B iedd in & cerisin spotl™

s:fidp E-'handm‘pp e

“ Gee-whiz!™

“Beyond this moving stone, sir, there
appears to be a room--or rather, per-
haps I should say a cellar!” paid Chan-
dog. “I have not taken the libarty of
exploring it, sir; and so far as I have
seen, ik appears to contain nothing but
an oak chest. As this was locked, I could
not ascertain its contents, if any; but its
weight was very considerable—it was, in
fact, too heavy for me to move, sir, and
I am a fairly strong man. I thought,
sir, that you would like me to inform
vou of this discovery.”

Mr. Fish breathed hard through his
long, thin nose. )

Fisher T.'s eyes wera gleaming.

] 1;upper and son exchanged & quick
aok.

An old oak chest, too heavy to be
moved, in a hidden cellar behind =
secret door!  Popper and son figured
that they could guess what it contained!

“Bearch me!” murmured Fisher T,

“You've not mentioned this to the
other servants, Chandos?” asked Mr.
Fish. He gave a sharp lock round the
great hall, unensy leat any other servant
might have overheard ZThandns’ com-
munication.

But thers was no one elss in the hall,

“*No, sir!” said Chandos.
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“I guess you needn’t!™ said Mr. Fish.

% Certainly not, sic.”

Mr. Fish rose [rom his chair.

“FNl zay I'm interested in that old
oak chest!' he remarked. **Son, you
get Bosanney.” .

Fisher T. Fish scuttled up the stairs to
¢all the seeretary. Mr. Fish rubbed his
long, thin hands together,

Was he on Lthe trail at last?

It looked like it! He hoped much
from the excavations in the turret-
room. But an old oal chest, hidden
away in a secrot cellar, sounded very
yromnising. Hiram K. was extremely
eeil to get a look inte tha interior of
that hidden oak chest.

Chandos was moving away when Mr.
Fish ‘callad him back sharply.

“ Hold on, you!”

“&ir!™ egaid Chandos.

“1 guoss I want Jir]::-u to show me thak
spot!™ saigh BMr. Fish.

" Very pood, sir " said Chandos, " Am
I to understand, sir, that you do nob
wishh the ottention of the servants to
be drawn to this matler?” ]

Mr. Iish grinned. Certainly he did
not want the nwmerous stalf of Lord
Portercliffe's mansion to become awarso
of the fact if he unearthed the old lord's
hoard of gold

“Sypra!” he snapped. I puess I don't
want it tooted all over Yurrup.” !

“You may rely, sir, upon my dis-
cretion,” said Chandos. "But in that
case, sir, perhaps I had better wait for
vou in Lhe gun-room."” i

“Yon smid 1t!" agreed Mr. Fish.
L1 Git:"

Chandoes left the hall .

Boaanney came down the stairs wilh
Tisher T. Fish. He locked a little tired
and dusty. y )

* Nothiog has been found so far in the
turrei-roomt, Me. Fish,” he sad. “ Al-
most half the foor has been taken up,
but only stone blocks——" ]

“1 guess I'll have them up, too, if
I don't find what I want!" said Hiram
. “But Tl tell you I'm on another
lire now.” In a low voice he told the
secretary what he had learned from
Chandos,

“Bosanney looked dubious. .

“In all the years that I was wilh the
late Lord Portercliffe, sir, I do not re-
member that he went into the gun-room
at all,” he said. “If ke conveyed the
lioard, or a part of it there, he must
have acted very secretly.”

“Waal, I guess he was pretly secret
about all he did, as nobody has a line
on the hoard!™ said Mr. Fish. *“No-
body but you and that duggﬂn-t'd mys-
tery guy ever knew that there was a
honrd at afl” .

“That is truze!” admitted Bosanney.

“ Anyhow, I puess we're sure squint-
ing into this," said Mr. Fish. “I'm sure
powerful keen to see what's inside that
old chest.” .

“You bet!” said Fisher T.

“Oh, cerinioly,” agreed Bosanney.
“Tet uz look nto 1t all means.
Nothing must be neglected.”

Andd POIREr, EO, and secrelary pro-
ceeded i the direction of the gun-reom,
which was reached by a cornidor from
the hall.

In the gun-reem, Chandos was wait-

ing.

%’uppﬁ*]‘, gon, and secretary entered tho
room, and Mr. Fish carefully closed the
door and turned the key. IIe did not
want to risk ony interruption while ho
wrs engaged on this investigation.

Chandos watched his action with an
pxpressiontess face; though his eyes for
a moment gleamed oddly.

“(Get gpoing[” said Mr. Fish.

“This way, sir!™ said Chundos.

He opened a sinall door on the farther
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gida of the reom. This gave admittance
to & stone-walled passage with oaken
floor, deep in darkness. Popper, son,
and secretary had all been through that
anssage before in earlier investigations,

‘hey had found nothing there! This
time they were going to make a dis-
COVEry-— {;_mugh they hittle dreamed what
it was! )

Firam K. turned on his electric torch.
Bosanney and Fisher 1. Fish did the
same, They stepped into the passage.
Save for the plimmer of liﬁht. from the
gun-room, it was quite dark, having no
windows. .

“{*ome on, Chandos!” said Mr. Fish.
“[ puess I want you to point cut the
spol !

“ Very pood, sie!”

Chandos followed the thres into the
stone passage.

Fisher T. Fish gave him rather a
curious look as he glimpsed his plump
face in the light of the torches, Chandos
was a trifle pale, and there wers beads
of perspiration on his plump brow. Dutb
ke was quite caim.

Halt-way down the pamaﬁ‘e they
stopped at a sign from the butler.

“Ilare iz tha place, sir!” said Chan-
dos, “If you will feel over the wall,
sir, you will find o depression in the
stone. Press on that spot, sir, and the
stone will open like a deor.”

Mr. Fish groped over the stone wall,
sonn and secrstary watching him. Chan-
dos moved back along the passage to the
Fun-roon.

“ Here, hold on, * yapped Mr.
Fish, over his shoulder. Hl? eas I
ain't found the spot, Chandos! You
come here and work the riffe”

To his surprise, there was no answer
from Chandos,

The butler had reached the n-
room ; and his bulky form almost hlled
the small deorway. As he stocd there
he was groping at something unseen on
the wall. o

‘There was a low, whirning seund.

“ What—" hegan Mr. Fish.

He never finished the sentence.

Suddenly, without warning, the oak
floor under his feet collapsed, The sec-
tion of the floor, from wall to wall,
where the three were standing, shot
down like a released trapdoor.

Three startled cries wera blended into
one as three figures shot downward into
black, unknown depths under the
passage Hoor.

A whirring sound--and the trapdoor
closed again, The passage presented ils
former ﬂmr)aarance—unlennutcd now |

Chandos plump face was a little pale
whon he left the gun-room and went
back slowly to the hall. DBut he was
still guite calm.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !
Wiz SAY, you fellows!”
E “Hevra we are again’” soid
Boh Chearry.
“I'm tired!” said Bunter,

Billy Buuter made that remark in an
accusing tone. Bunter sppeared to have
the impression that it was somebody's
fault that he was tired after a day out.

The pienic party had returned late in
the summer evening. It was close on
bed-time when the big car rolled up the
avenne at Portercliffe Hall and they
crowded out of it. !

All the party were a litile tived afier
a long day out. DBut all except Bunter
were merry and bright. They had had
a glorious duy and enjoyed it all

through. But Billy Bunter could not
Lired without getting peeved.
Bob. “Too

“ Poor old Dunter!” sal

tired to walk up the steps! I'll help
you! Take his other ear, Franky.”

“ Beast!” hooled Bunter.

Tired as he was, Dunter got up the
stepa without waiting for assistance,

handos let the party in.

They came in in o cheery erowd. The
rather expected fo sce Fher T. Fis
when they came in; but he was not to
be geen.

“Fishy's gone to bed, 1 suppose,” said
Harry Wharton. “We'd belter do the
same.

“If you think I'm going to bed with-
out any supper, Wharton—" began
Bunter warmly.

“CGiot room  for any?" asked the
Bounder sarcastically,  *“Vou've been
parking %ruh all day and eating all
the way home——-="

"Yah ™

“ A eold supper ts laid in the dining-
roomnt, imung gentlemen I said Chandos
urbanely.

(i, good!” said Buntcr.

“Fishy gone to bed " asked Nugent

Chandos coughed.

“ Mo, &ir. aster Fish left with his
father, sir—"" !

“Left1” ejaculated all the juniors
together.

*Yes, sir.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared st tho
Porterclifie butler. This was the 1.'13:5
last thing they would have expecte
to hear on their return te Portercliffe
Hall after their day out.

“Is Mr. Fish gone, then?” asked
Johnny Bull blankly.

“Vega, sir,” said Chandos.

“ Bu# why-——"" ejaculated Wibley.

“Mr., Fish did not scquaint me with
his reasons, sir!” said Chandos, *He
merely informed me that business sud-
denly called him away, sir."”

“Well, my hat!” said Kipps. _

“ This is jolly sudden, isn't it1" said

“The suddeniulness 1s terrific:™

“ Maoster Tish requested me, sir, to
express his regret at not heinﬁ able to
BRY -:u::d-b;.ra to wvou personally,” said
Chandos. "1 understand that 1t was
some very pressing business that called
Mr. Fizh back to New York—"

“Hep's gone back to Ameérica?” ex-
claimed Wharton.

“Qn I understand, sic!"”

“And Fishy's gone back with him,

with the new term at Greyiriars
beginning in a week or fwo!” said
Frank Nugent blankly, " Well, my
hat 1™

“What on earth——"" said Wharton.

He broke off suddenly, as a possible
explanation of that sudden departure
flashed into his mind. ]

“Mr. Fish has taken his baggoget”
he asked. .

“ Some suitcases, sir, remain to bae
sent on,” said Chandos. “I have Mr.
Tish’s address in New York. Mr, Fish
and his son and his secretary, sir, took
g suitease cach.”

# Heavy ones?’ asked the Bounder,
with a wink at YWharton.

Chandos looked a little surprised.

* As yon mention it, sir, they were
heavy — very  hweavy  indeed!” he
answered. ©1 noticed it at the time,
as I personally helped to carry them to
the taxi.”

“The taxi !’ said Harry. “3Mr. Fish
did not go in the car, theni”

“Ng, sir. He had a taxi to the
atation.”

“1 say, you fellows, I'm gnin% to have
sgme grub !’ said Bunter, and he rolled
away to the dining-room, much more
interested in supper than in the sudden
and startling departure of Mr. Fish,
The other fellows, in & stale of great
astonishment, went uwp to their rooms.
The Famous Five gathered in Wharton's



roony, and the Bounder- joined thew
theret ‘there was & c¢vynical grin on

Smithy’s face.
“Bit of 8 facer, what?’ he asked.
“Well, rather!"” said Harry, "1

faney I ean guess, though—-"

"gnmu hera |V sﬁgi& Bnhf

“The samefulness is terrific I grinned
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

" As the thing fairly hits vou in the
eys, it's not difficult to guess,” caid

ernon-Smith, " They've found the
hoard, and bolted with it.”

“"Looks like 1t} admitted Wharton,

The Bounder laughed.

| suipcsn it turned wp under the
floor in the turret-room. We all knew—
&t least, I did—why cold Fish fized up
that trip for us to-day: to get us off
the scene, because he thought the heard
was S,'crmg to turn up. It's turned up
—and he's cleared off with it, what?"”

The Famous Five nodded. It scemed

probable enough to them.
- " Bul=—but it's pretty thick if that's
the case!” said Beb Chérry slowly.
“"Any gold found in this house belongs
to voung Lord Portercliffe—a tenant has
no right to it—"

“That's why they've cleared with it!"
said BEmithy.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“We can't be certain of that!” he
eaid, “We ought not to believe—="

.The Bounder gave a scoffing laugh.

“What does it lock lika? Clearing
us off while they spotted it—clearin
off themselves while we were awary, wit
three heavy suitcases—""

“I Lnow what it Jlocks like!”
admitted Wharton. ‘“But—-" He
paused. * Well, wa know something for
certain, and we can't say anything sbout
it, I suppose. Dut—that young [ellow,
Lord Porterclifie, seemed a decont sort
of chap. It's pretty rotten if he's been
robbed—and that’s what it amounts to 1"

“Business—as understood in New
York!” said the Bounder cynicallr.
“You fellows staying on here, now
Fizhy's bunked

"I don't zee how we can '* said Harry.
“Anyway, the holidays are pretty near
the end. suppose we can't stay on as
Fuﬂats of a fellow who's cleared off and
cft vz, Beiter pack lo-morrow,”

“It's one in the eye for the jolly old
mystery man, anyhow|” said the
Bounder, laughing. *"0ld Fish has
beaten him to it, at any rate”

And the Creyiriars fellows, ﬂcaﬂy
surprised and considerably perturbed by
the unexpected news, went to bed,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dead or Alive?

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H down to breakfast in the morn-
ing in a rather perturbed frame

of mind,

It was disconcerting for their host to
disappear i this abrupt way, leaving
them on their own. Ho had not even
left them a note—only a message by
word of mouth through the butler. 1t
was far from agrecable—and the sus
picions they could not help entertaining
as to the molives of popper and son
made the whole affair still disagrecable.

Chandos, at breakfast, was 1n atten-
danco with his usual stately urbanity.
But it was easy to discern that, now
that the Fishes were gone, the Porter-
cliffe butler tock it li"-:u: granted that
the Fishes’ guesis would also be leaving.

On that, the Greviriars fellows had
already decided. But it was all rather
sudden, rather disconcerting, and, in
fact, rather annoying. The juniors dis.
cussed their plans over breakfast—minus
Bunter, who was s#ll in bed snd snoring.
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Herbert Vernon-Smith had Jiitle to
say., Ho scemed to bes thinki very
deeply. The other fellows talked it
over.

: “It's & bit rotten,” remarked Wibley.
“1 was fixipg it up to wind up the vac
with & performance of my play here—
but I suppose the theatricals are washed
out now! I can't say I likse Fishy's
manners. "

*“They were always a bit fishy I re-
marked E:fps.+ “I shall jolly well tell
i what 1 think of him, next term at
Gre fr:ira.” ; gk :

" Laoks as if Fishy mayn't join up
for the term ! said Bob Cherry, “If
he’s gone home to the jolly old United
States, 1t doesn’t look Like 1t,7
- "We shan’t miss him a fearful lot !
grunted Johnny Bull.

“The missfulness will not be terrific I”
assenited Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

““ RHotten bad manners, anvhow 1’ said
Nugent.

“5till, we have had a wvery, wvery
agrecable holidey here ! said Alonzo

odd gently. “I have made quite an
cxtensive collection of very, very in-
teresting botanical specimens, and I am
asgured that my Unecle Benjamin will
be delighted to seo them. I am, in fact,
very, very anxious to show them to
Uncle Benjamin, and though I shall

regret very, very much leavi ol
feflows, I shall ge very, very m?ady to
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sea Uncle Bepjamin and Aunt Tabitha
again.”

After breakfast, time-tables were
looked out

Alonzo wae the first to leave, and
Chandes ordercd the car to take him
to the station. The other fellows said
good-bye to him at the door of the
car.
Alonzo beamed on them as he shook

2

farewell; eand .dropped his boisnical
volume from his knees as he did so,
and scaitered pressed botanical speci-

mens all over the floor of the car.
Which kept .Alonzo busy, picking
them up again, till he got to the
statiomn.

Later in tha morning, Wibley and
Kipps went off together. The Famous

Five had not yet quite decided pn their
lanz; only ithat they were going that

ay. ;

Neither had Billy Bunter quite
decided, All that Bunter had decided
upon was that he was not lwading for
Bunter Conrt.

If the Famous Five went off together,
Bunter was going with them. ﬁ'ﬂ the
went scparately, Bunter had to decide
on which member of the Co. he would
bestow his fascinating society.

S0, until the chumns of the Hemove
scttled exactly what they were going to
do, Bunter had to remain in an uo-
scttled state,

Smithy bad said no word om the
subject.

& loafed about tha house thai
morning with his hands in his pockeis
and a thoughtful leok on his face,

When Chandos, with & deprecatory
cough, inguired whether any of the

imung ﬁentlemm would bes staying to
um}rh’ tln;a Bounder answered curtlys,
LR ES 2

“We were thinking of getting of,
Smithy 1" said Harry Wharton.

“No good hanging it out 1* remarked
Johnoy Bull. *“Fishy's let us down—
that's whet it comes fo—and the sooner
we olear, the better "

“1 zay, vou fellows, I'd ask the lot
of you to Bunter Court for the rest of
the vacation,” remarked Billy Bunter,
“ but——-=*"

(Continuéd on néxt page.)

hands all round-—
and then all round
Bgain.

“Tt has been &
very, very great
pleasure to pass a
holiday  wit m
dear old school-
fellows,” he said.
“I  should have
been  very,  vefy
pleased to give you
some Instructions 1o
botanical subjects,
but you secm to
have been so0 very,
ver much occu-
pi with  otlier
things—""

“The loss  1is

onrs | said Bob
Cherry solemnly.

“Tha lossfulness
1s terrific.”

“"PBut perhapa we
ghall pass another
holiday  together,
and then thers may
be opportunities,”
gaaid Alonzo
brightly. * I should
be very, very de-
lighted ! I am
sorry to be leaving
yolu, my dear
friends, huth how
very, very appy

shall ba this
evening, showing
Uncle  Benjamin
iha collection I
have made™

And Aleonsze

_—

rolled off in the
car; end waved
his hand in cheery
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“But the butfulness is terrifel”
griuned the nabob of Bhanipur.

“"Yon eee, the painters are
explained Bunter, * otherwise-——"

* Bow-wow 1"

“(h, really, Cherry——"
*Likowise rats 1" said Johnny DBall
“8tell, we mneoedn’t break up the
arty,” s2aid PBuntor. “Don’t  you
ellows be afraid that I shall let vou

down, like Fishy., I'mm sticking to

you 1?

“The stickiness is—*

“ Prepostorous 1 grinned Bob Cherry.

“Leave it till after Junch,” said the
Bounder, “I haven't settled anything
yvet, and yeu're not going to leave me
here on my own1”

“Right-ho1* agreed the Co.

And Chandos had the pleasure, or
otherwise, of presiding at one mors
meal for the diminished Porterclifio
party.

After lunch, Billy Bunter rolled out
to & hammock on the lawn for some
necessary repose after his gastronomic
excritons, Bmithy proposed a last walk
round the grounds, to which the Famous
Five cheerfully assented—though, as'a
matter of faet, they were rather anxious
to get going.

The juniors strolled away from the
buuse, and the Bounder led the way
into the park. At r distance from the
house he stopped, and stood leaning on
an ancient beech.

The Famous Five stopped also.
Smithy was rather perplexing them
that day.

‘Lﬁrm’t we going for & walk *¥ asked

‘I:Ilq"'u Ill
“Then what the dickens have we

come out for?" asked Johnny Bull,
rather testily.

“What's up, Bmithy " asked Harey
Wharton, wvery aquictly, “What the
thump is it youw've got in your head
now '

“We've come here for a jaw !” said
Bmithy.

*And why net in the house ¥ grunted
Johnny.

“Walls have ears—ospecially the walls
of Portereliffie Hall!® said Vernon-

in,"

THE MAGNET

Smith.  “Unless I'm miztaken, this 15
jolly serious! Last night I thought
the same as you fellows—ahout ald 1izh
and young Fish clearing off ! But
sinor T

“Since—" said Harry.

“I'va been thinking 1

“The thankfuiness appears to havo
been terrific [ rEInarI-:eflpE['L:rrm Jamset
Ram Bipgh, with a dusky grin. *Is
there any ridiculous produet 77

“Have they really gone?” said the
Bounder abruptly.

The Famous Five stared at

him

blankly as he asked that startling
question.

“The Fishes " said Bob.

*Yos 1"

“{f course they've gone, ass, a3
they're not here 1™ said Bob, in wonder.
“Are you wandering in your mind, or
what #* -

“Bmithy 1  Wharfon :zpoke in a
startled tone. " You—vou don't think
—that anything—that anyvthing can
have happened ™

1] dﬂ |r?|' &

“What rot!" said Johnny Bull,
staring. “ Are you thinking about that
Jﬂ"‘vy old mystery man?"

(13 135 [;_r

“What could he do?” asked Jolhnny.
“ Besicles, weo Lknow they're gonme—
Chandos told ws he helped carry theie
bags to & taxy”

“I know that!"
~ “Well, do you think Chandes dreamed
it, or what?" asked Johnny., “Look
here, Smithy, what the dickens are vou
talking about$*

"Weoe've only got it from Chandos
that they've gonel” said the Bounder.

“Well, Chandos knows, I suppese!”

“He knows all right—but I faney he
hasn't told wus what he Knows!™ said
the Bounder. “1 tell you we've got
only Chandos’ word for it! And—it's
queer. We got the impression—I fancy
Chandos meant us to get it=—that they'd
found the hoard and bolted with it}
Buof—"

“Well, they did 1™ zaid Jolinny.

“Did theyi” said the Bounder. "1
don't see why they should. My beliof
was that if old Fish found the hoard,
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he meant to exercize his option and
buy Fortevcliffe llouse. Buying it as
it stood, with everything in it, he
could have made out, to satisfy his
consclenee, that he was buving the
hoard along with the rest. I suppose
he's got a conscience of sorts ™

“Pretty casy-going one, if that would
satisfy 1t ! grunted Johnny Buil.

“Well, ves! 5till, that's not so thick
as clearing off with the loot packed in
soiteases 1 zaid Bmithy, “That's fear-
fully thick !

“We can't be sure!” said FHarry.
“He seems to have told Chandos that
ho was called home on pressing busi-
ness |

“Chandos—Chandoz I said Smithy
impatiently. “Chandos all the time!l
I'm going to tell these fellows what
I've told you—awe've got to think this
thing out! The mystery man is
Chandos—and Chandos 15 the mystery
ran [*

“"What!” howled Bob, Johnny,
Nugent and Hurree Singh all together
in their amazement.

*“That's Bmithy's belief, you fellows,"
saic! Marry. *“What do wvou think of
it ¥

“Utter rot ¥ said Johnny Bull,

"Secms bosh to me!” said Nugent.

“The boshfulness seems terrific”

“Mot to say preposterous!” grinned
Bob Cherry.

Herbert Vernon-8mith emiled sar-
castically and shrugged his shoulders.

“Look at it!” he snapped. “Old
Fish sent for a gang of workmen to
jerk the turret-room to pieccs. They
were hard at work yesterday—they're
gonc now [*

“Naturally, now My, Fish is gone ("
said Frank.

“Oh, very naturally 1 said Smithy.
“But it locks to me as if the mystery
nman knew they were on the track, and
made up hiz mind to stop the excava-
tions in the turret-room somehow, Well,
they're stopped! But he ceuldn't get
rid of Old Fish & Co. without Chandos
knowing—and Chandos knows! He's
the man 1" The Bounder spoke guietly,
deliberately. “0ld Fish, and voun
Fish, and Mr. Boesanney haven't left
for New York! They're still at Porter-
cliffe Elall—and Chandos knows exactly
where—dead or alive

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Puiting it to Lord Portercliffe !
ik I'AD or alive !
D Harry Wharton repeated
the words.

Ilis chums gazed blankly at
the Dounder,  llerbert Vernon-Bmith

seemted  to have taken their  breath
AWav.

“You-—you think—" [laltered
Whartor.

“1 think we're dealing with & pretty
desperate man ! said the Bounder
quictly, “lle tried cvery kind of

trickery to pgoet his rivals off the sceno
—and failed! Now he's come down to
brass tacks! 1 was taken in like yon
fellows when Chandos told us the tale
last night! DBut=I've thought it over
inzide-out. If 1I'd never suspected the
butler in the first place, of course, I
thould bave taken it all at face value.
But—knowing that Chandos was the
wystery man—I began to think ™

¥ But——="" stamered Bob,

“Lots of gueer - things about i, if
vou only think,” said Bmithy., “Wh
should old Vish go in a taxi, with
Lalf a dozen cars ab his disposal @™

“Blessed if I know! DBut it scoms
that ha did "

“You mean, we might have learned
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Torches gleamed down infto the hidden pit below as the trap-door opened.
** Halle, hallo, hallo !

Fish, Fisher T. Fish and Bosanney.
agaln ! ”

that ha had not cne of thd cars from
here,” said Harry, "and then—"
“Fxactly,” Smithy nodded. “And
why did Chandos help him esrry the
bags to the taxi instead of a footman?
It's not his job ! Because no bags were

carried, old bean—and they never
went 1™
* But—"" said Nugent.

“But you can’t get it down that
Chandos i1z the mystery man?” asked
the Bounder.

“Well, no!®

i E-nuti:r;r 3 got a rcason for suspecting
him,” sai Harry. " That night
Smithy and: I ran isto him, Smithy
punched him in the cye, ¥ou remember
the morning Chandos had a bunged
eye. That was the next morning !

Bub Cherry whistled.

“ But—" he sand.

The Co. looked serious enough. But
it was plain to see that they were nat
greatly impressed. by Smithy s startling
suspicion. '1th' simply  could not
picture the stately butler in the role of
the dark, mysterious, masked mystery
an.

“T'm blessed if I know what to thinl,”
said Hal:::f Wharton Elu-w]:.' *“ But one
Em ‘s certain. We can’t leave it at

18

“It would suit that villain's book for
us ell to eclear off ¥ said Smithy.
“ Alonzo and Kipps and Wib are gone
already—you fellows were just getting
ready to vgo—hﬂs counting on a clear

ell

feld. you Lﬂﬂ go if vou like.
I'm not going iill know what has
become of Fla;;;l.r and 1113 popper ¥

“You can't imagine that—tihat—"
Bol's voice faltered.

“] can—and do!™ =aid the Dounder
coolly. “That mystery sportsman isn'b
the man to let much stand betwoen him
and a fortune, I fancyl Dead or
alive—"

EVERY SATURDAY
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Al ! Mirmeril

“Good heavens![” breathed Wharton.

o We]l it sounds pretty steep!” said
tEnl:;.h- lessed if I think you could go
0 L)

the police with a tale like that,
Smithy 1

“I'm net going to the F-::lu:e—:ret'”
enswored Vernon-Bmith, *“There's one
man who has a right to handle affairs
i=n't on the

here. now that Ar. Fizh
spot——"

“"Lord Portercliffe !  exelaimed
Wharton.

“"That's it W'E saw him fhe day

befora yesterday going down to Margate
in his car! We can get him——"

“How do you Lknow he's sl
Margate?”

“Beeanse I've looked at the latest
jelly old news of distinguished arrivals
in tha ]ma.l paper. He's staying at the
Splendide.”

“Oh, good ™

“We can pet him on the phone ™ zaid
Vernon- Emn&

“Phew |” Johnny Bull whistled. I

—1I say, ha will think us'a lot of asses i
we spin him & yarn like that !”

“The esteemed Mister Fish wguld
probably not like us to. tell lam & ter-
rifie lot sbout the hoard ¥ grinned
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“He has a right to know about that,”
satd Hairy at once. “ Whether Mr.
Fish intended to do the right thing by
him or not, he has a right to know
about  money ‘found on hizs own
property.” _

“That's so,” agreed Nugent. *“But
it's not our placae to tell him, without
IEﬂ."-'ﬂ from Mr. Fish |*

“Yes, tha.t.a true. DBut—*

“ But,” cut in the Bounder, * we can't
tell him anything "i'i-lthﬁut h‘:ng‘ hin
about the hoard. And if, as I belicye,
old Fish is either murdered or kid-
napped by the mystery man——>"

im
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The light shone on the pale, upturned faces of Mr.
Here they are ] ** roared Bob Cherry.
It was a relief (o the trio o know that they would soon be helped out of the deaih pit.

‘ Glnd 1o see you all

“8Bmithy " gasped Nugent.

“Ono of the two!” aa:d the Bounder
coolly. “If old Fish is a priconer some-
wJ'_LE.rE, I fancy ho would bs glad enough
f'l:.‘rl' us to tell anqrﬁ{hdy -'H.H}"l’l'r'l'ﬁg to save

his bacon. If he's dead—"

chuck

“For poodness’ sake it,
Smithy !” gasped Bob. “Loock here.
we'd belter put it np to Lord Porter-
cliffe, and sce what he thinks. It's {or
him lo settle, I should say ™

And that was agreed upon; and the
Greyiriars fellows walked slowly back
1o the house.

“Not a syllable for Chandos to hear ¥
warned the Bounder. “He's as keen as
a i'-awr,"

“Mum's the word!” agreed Eoh.

“Keep him talking in the hall while
I usze the phone in the library,” sdded
Zmithy. “There are telo hone exten-
siong in this house—and the dear man
rivight listen-in, We don't waut him to
et on to this™

Chandos was in the hall when the
i’uﬂmm camne in. He gave them a

aintly inguiring glance, as 1f respect-
fully eurious to know when they were

geing. -
“Can you get us & line-table,
Chandos? asked Vernon-Smith.

“Certainly, =ir! Here is onel”

answered the butler.

“ Look out the best train for London,
1.-.1!] ;‘ﬂu?”

Very good, sirt”

Chandos opened the railway time-
table as the Bounder passed on into the
librery and carefully clesed the door
after him. The butler's eyaes, howeaver,
did not fix on the time-table. He
larced over the faces of the Famous
Five, as if he sonsed something unusual
in the aimosphere.
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Then he looked out the train,

“Threo-fifteen, Master Wharton I* he M

eaid. “Shall I order tha car for that

time, or will you be taking & taxi?”
“The ¢ar, think,” “said Harry.

“We're rather a crowd for a taxi”

“Very d, eir ("
Vornon-Smith como back from the
library.

#“All eercne, you fellows,” he said
casually. “The tide’'s in, and we can
Eet o fast. Lathe before we go. I Bup-
pose we can have the car, Chandos?”

%“The best train, sir, i3 three-ffteen.

“(Oh, the next one will do!” said the
Bounder carelessly. “Tell them to send
the car round, Chandes, for a guick run
down to Margate.” i

Chandos hesitated s fIraction of a

second.

“ Vary good, sir " i

The -:::i;ums did not speak till they were
outside the gates of Portercliffe Hall

“ Well 7* said Harry qumt_lﬁ. “ I sup-

sa we're not really going down for a

the, Smithy?"

The Bounder laughed.

“Hardly! That was eyewash for
Chandos’ bonefit. I've spoken to Lovd
Portercliffe on the phone, end he's asked
me to come down at once to his hotel.
1 mentioned the jolly old hoard, and bn
seomed quite keen to hear some more
sbout it "

In & gquarter of an hour tho ecar
stopped at the Hotel Bplendide, 1in
Cliftonville. The Groyfriara fellows
were shown up at once to Lord Porter-
chiffie’s rooms—and for the next half-
hour an sstonished young nobleman was
listening, in great emazement, but with
keen intercst, to the strange story of the
recent happenings ot Portereliffe Hall.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quick Work !

i UR lordshipl” gasped
Chandos.
For onco the stately butler
of Purtgréiﬂ!u Hall seemed to
be taken quite aback

Heo actually stared at Lord FPorter-
cliffe.

The big car had come back from
Margate. It brought S8mithy and the
Famous Five—and Lord Porterclifie!
And if the young nobleman had been
tho  ghost of the Esrl, whom he so
strongly resembled, his sudden appear-
anca could hardly have startled the
butler more.

“1—]—I was aware that your lord-
ship had returned to England,” stam-
mered Chandos; “ but—but—but—"

Young Lotd Portercliffe gave his
butler a pleasant nod and a smile, but
a very keen look at the same time.

“Thest young fellows have called me
in, Chandos!” gaid Lord Portercliffe.
“It seems that my tenant, Mr. Fish,
has gone—-""'

“Ves, my lord. He lcit last oven-
ing,” said Chandos. " It was somewhat
sudden, and Mr, Fish gave ine to under-
stand that pressing business called him
away.” i

“«Very pressing, I should think, to
make him leave so very suddenly,” said
Lord Portercliffe, “I gather {rom thesa
bovs that he left in & taxi.”

“That is =0, my lord.”

“To take & train at Margate?™

“ Precisely 1"

“With his son and his sgeretary

“inite so, my lord.” )

' Then it's odd—dashed odd ! said
Loid Portercliffe. Ho turned to a
short, stout man, with a square jaw,
who followed in from the car. * What
do you think of that, Inspeetor
Simmons

Tue Magxer Lirrany,—Na 1 435,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Very odd indeed, my lord !” said the
largato  police-inspector. I ghould
gay that it was excessively odd.”

%}hnnﬂm, with all his szolf-control, was
breathing hard. The Greyfriars fellows
had sprung Lord Portercliffe on him all
of a sudden—and Lord Portercliffe had
brought a police-inepector with bim.
What did it—what could it mean?t

“Very odd indeed, Chandos!” went
on the young nobleman, his cyes fixed
on the butler. *“These boys come and
told mo they had reason to believe that
my tenant here had met with some
mischange—-"

“ Absurd, my lord " said Chandos,

“I hope so—I1 hope ae,” agreed Lord
Porterchfie. “ But the matter seemed
soricus- enough for me to consult the
authorities, and Inspector Bimmons was
kind enough to take & little trouble
about it." ]

“1 have made exhaustive inquiries at
the railway station,” ‘sa.id* Inspector
Simmonsz, “and nc parties answering to
the descriptions of Mr. Ifish, his son,
and his secretary are known to have
left by train yesterday.”

“Indeed, sir,” said Chandos calmly.
“But in such crowds, at holiday-fime,
Mr. 8immong—"

“[ have made inguiries at every taxi-
rank, and no driver recalls being sent
for to Porctercliffe Hall sesterday,” gaid
Inspector Bimmons.

“Indeed, sir”

“Bo, you see, Chandos, the matter
will bear locking into,” said young Lord
Porterclifie. “1 believe this place is
full of old secret passages and vaults
and so0 on, though 1 am unacguainted
with themn personally, I hear that some
sportaman, whom thess lads call the
mystery nan, has been playing all
kinds of strange pranka, ather &
matter for the polize, I think.”

"Ar. Fish did not think se, my lord,”
sgid Chandos. * An' I, of course, was
under his orders durizg his tenancy.”

“0Oh, of course—of course!” assented
his lordship. * But now that Mr. Fizh
has departed, 'or disappeared—or what-
ever he has done—T shall take control,
Chandos, It seems very exirpordinary
to Mr. Sitnmons and to mo that such a
party was nob chserved at the railway
station even in & holiday crowd-——-"

“From the deseriplion, very extra.
ordinary,” said the inspector. “ A tall
Eentienmn with an American accent, a

oy with a bandaged head, and a small
gentleman in blagk—"

“You are surc that they left, Chandos,
ag yvou told these bovs?""

* Naturslly, my lord,” said Chandos.

Tha Bounder's mocking eyes noted a
bead of perspiration start out on the
plump fovelcad.

“I had better guestion the servants
who saw them go, my lerd,” said Inspec-
tor Simmens, “Your Dbutler will
summon them,” )

“ Ploase do so at once, Chandoa,” said
Lord Portercliffo. .

Chandos' breath seemed to fail him
for a second.

“It was X, my lord, who earvied the
bags to the taxi for Br. Iish,” he said,
“Jt was Mr. Fish's desire to leave very
quictly=—I presume that he had some
reasont for doing so—and none of the
servants was on the spot.”

“Not one T exclaimed Lord Forter-
cliffe.

“ 8o far as T recall, my lord, none”

Inspoctor  Bimmons' sguare  jaw
E-Eﬂm':l.i. ig ETowW EOQUATCT. .
“S8o0 it boils down to this, Mr.

Chandos,” he said—"*three porsons arc
said to have left this house last even-
ing; nobody but you sew them leave, in
o house of more than twenty servants;

no taxi-driver can be found who drove
thein to the station; and nobody at the
station noticed such an unusual party;
no outside or inside porter handled bag-
gage for them——"

“What, “sir, are jyou
asked Chandos.

The inspector gave a grunt.

“I am implyving nothing: *I am meak-
ing a plain statement that proof must
be furnished that these three persons
ever left Portercliffie Hall st all,” he
answerad grimly,

“I hardly understand you
Chandos. ““They are certain
at present.”

“That iz what we have fo ascertain,”
satd Lord Portercliffe.

Chandos turned (o him with great
dignity.

“I trust, my lord, that after my lon
sarvice to you and the lata respecte
lord=—your uncle—you do net doubt my
good faith," he said.

“Hate tol” eaid Lerd Portercliffe
cheerily, “But, dash it all, Chandos,
what's & man to believe? You say they
leit in a taxi yesterday——"

“Certainly, my lord 1Y

His lordship shrugged his shoulders.

“You adhere to that statement,
Chandos 7' asked Inspector Simmons.

“Cartainly, sir

“ Very well, it will be put to the test,
Tord Portercliffe, with your pemiﬂsimﬁ
I shall make a search of the mansion.

“Oh, quitel” said his lordship.
“Chuendos, you will give Inspector
Simmons  every  assistance. The
kovs N

“Oh, certninly, my lord " .

“ And we'll ail lend a hand,” ssid the
Bounder.

“¥es, rather!” sald Bob Cherry.

Chandos, with undiminished dignity,
went away to his room for bunches of
keya, « arry Wharton & Co. spread
about the house, beginning to search.
Lord Porterclific sat down and lighted
a cigarctte. James and John, Petor and
Adolphus, and numerousz other men-
servanis, estonished to learn that a
search was to ba made for the tenants
who were supposcd to have left, joined
in at his lovdship’s order  If the Fishes
—popper, son and secretary—wero still
in Porterclifie Hall, there was no deubt
that they were going to be discovered—
whether the search proved bricf or
lengthy. ] ]

In point of fact, it proved bref.

“Hallo, halle, halle!” came
Cherry’s voice. *This door is locked I
Bob was shaking the door-handle of the
Fun-room. ;

“ Locked ! Jospactor Simmoens camo

implying "

gir,” said
y not here

up quickdy. _

“The room -F not usually locked, sir,™
said James; “but Mr, Chandos locked
it vesterday—" .

“Did he! zaid Mr Simmonhs.
[ £ w‘.l:i' ?fl

“1 really do not know, eir. Mr

Chandos has the key in his reom——"

“Take me to his room ot oneo!
rapped the inzpector. “Mr. Chandos is
a E.mg time getting thase keys "™

Jamez led the Margate inspector toa
the butler’s room., The door of that
room was locked, too. DMr. Simmons
rapped sharply oa it, but there was ne
angwer from within.

The inspector brewthed hard, sharp
suspicion 1n his eyna. _ ]

“Take m= round to the window of this
room !"* he snapped.

“This way, =ip.” ;

A minute later Inspector Simmons was
looking in at the window of the butle's
room. LE was open, and the room was
cmpty, Chandos waz gone—by way of

1”

{Continued on page 28.)



THE MOST SENSATIONAL FLYING STORY EVER WRITTERN !

CARSOMN
The Chrysanthemum Club !

O all oulward appearances, the

l members of the Chrysanthemuin

Chub  were as eminentl B

respeclable body of pentlemen
as ever forgulhered for a eosy and
itimate dinner.

As a matter of fact, they were n
dining club. Up till receutly it had
Leen their custom to meet olce ovory
three months to have dinner in a littlo
hotel off Shaflesbury Avenue. DBut
now they met once a month, and on
tlds particular evening the whole club,
numbering sixteen members, was seatoed
gt the lone diang-table which, as
usual, was decerated with bowls of
ohrysanihemums.

Every member of the elub was a siue-
passful City. man, and if the names of
the nmjority. of them did not spund
particularly English, that wos no
reason to suspect tho club of any other
ruolive than the promoting of good will
and followship.

There was, for instance, Pidusk), the
chairman, seated at the head of the
table, his fat face creased in siniles as
he recounted the latest quip of the
Htock Exchanpe to his  immediate
neighbour, 1laguar, the stcel magnate,

Amongst others = present wWas
Levinsky, the eminent financier;
Gomael, the hnnhﬂr; and, to name but
one moere, Jeleiz, o’ man who imporied
hides and dairy produce on a vast
scale froin Northern Euwrope.

The dioner progressed jovially to its
conclusion, and when coffee and
liqueurs had been placed before the
guests, the woiters, following the usunal
procedure, withdrow.

Thore were one or two speoclies, pre-
fectly innocent and hermless.  Then
suddenly every tongue was stilled and
every eye niveted with an  intenss
intercst uwpon ihe chaivmean, who lad
risen bo lhis feet, a pgorgecus chrysan-
themum in his podgy hand.

Slowly and deliberately, and withoud
uttering a word, the chairman plucked
& bunch of the golden petals froaw tho
bloom and dropped them into a clean
llt.E‘Iw:::r ashtray on Lhe table in front of
i,

Still withoot speaking. he handed the
s:hitray to Haguar on his left,  ‘Fhe

CAPTAIN LAWLESS

steel magnate picked up, a single petal,
{:rumplug it betweenn the Inger and
thunib of his right hand, and then
passed the tray to his neighbour on the
left, who also picked np a petal befora
handing the tray on to the next man
on_lus left.

Thera were seventecn petals plucked
Ly Piduski from the bloom, and when
the ashtray had eircolated round the
table, each guest taking a petal, it was
left to Haguar 1o pick up the last.

Az he did so, he rose to lns fect, s
swarthy faco grim and sot.

“Zentlemen,™ he said harshly, Lifting
hia glass, “I pledee myself to cavry
out, even unlo death, whatever task muy
be allotted to me!”

In silence the rest of the company
drained thoir glasses, then, pushiog
back their chairs, they cowmenced to

“ Gentlemen, I pledge myself

to carry out, even unto death,

whatever task may be allotied

tome . .." HAGUAR, Mem-

ber of the Chrysanthemum
Club.

deift towards the Jdoor, en route for the
cloak-room, where they had parked
their hats and coats,

Only DPiduski and ITaguar reinained
in thoe room.

“¥ou will return at once to your
home,” said the chairman in a low
voice, “and there you will await a
visitor, who will call upon you at mid-
night.”

*1 understand I bowed Iaguar.

Turning on his heel, Haguar guitted
the roow, and, getting his hat end
coat, passed oot into the street and
walked to the car-park where he ha:l
left his galoon car. ]

A few minutes later he was speeding
thirovgh Leicester Bquare, with ils
blaze of lights and illuminated signs,
et route for his large country house
silnated on the outskirts of I'nrley,

1le reached it well within the hour,

and, leaving the car to be taken round
to the garage by a chauffeur, entered
the Louse, to be met by the butler, viho
relieved him of his coat and hat.

“I have a visitor calling st mid-
night, Ivan,” he seid to the butler,
walking into the dvewing-room, * You
wil shaw him in here.”

“"¥Yer, sir,” replied the manservant,

Prompt on the stroke of midnight
the front door hell rang, and & few
momenis Jater the butler ushered into
the drawing-room a tsll, saturnineg man
c¢lad in a heavy overcoat and carrying
6 black ifelt hat,

“Mr. Haguari”
nuestioningly.

At your gervice,” replied Ilaguar,
with a curt bow.

Waiting until the manservant had
withdrawn, the stranger said:

“There was s mesting of the
Clirssanthemum  Club  to-neght.  Yan
wera the cne to draw the peotal i

“That is correct,” assented Ilaguer.

The other stepped nearer.

“You know: whemce I come,” he
=aid in a low veice. *“These are your
cvrders. A house named White Gables
llas been rented by us at Bandwich
Bay. You will proceed there to-
morrow and take wup residemce with
your butler and another servant whom
we have provided, Do you under-
stand 17

“Yes' zaid Haguar, his dark eyes
fixed sidcntly on the stranger.

“Within a stone’s throw of White
Gables,” went on the latter, *is the
houze of Captain Lawless. You will
make yourzelf known to him by
means of this letter of introduction
which is signed by 3ir Godfrey Carter,
of the British Admiralty.”
| He handed Haguar a sealed enves
e, :
“This 1= a forgery, of course ¥ said
Iaguar, taking the letter and slipping
it into s pocket.

"Yes,” adnutted his visitor: "huot it
is an expert one. Sir Godirey is a
fricnd of Lawless, and thera i3 no
riason for Lawless to suspect that Sir
Goadfrey is not uainted with you.”

“And why am to make myself
known to Lawless

Tus Magser Lisnany.—Neo, 1,439
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“You will ask him to dine with you,”
repliced the other. “We wané him out
of the way in order to rawd hig house.
He has a laberatory there contoining
scerets which wa wish to learn.™

Ho pavsed & moment, then went on:

“"As you kpow, Lawless hds invonted
and butlt a flying submarine. Where
that submarine is at the moment we do
npt know. It is your business to find
~out, even if you have to torfure him l”

“Bat why cannot a raiding party
break into this house at Bandwich Bay,
seize him, and ransack his laboratory ¥
demanded Haguar.

“Beeavse the man 1z net a  fool,™
answered the visitor hacshly. “He is
well propared against anvens bresk-
ing into his house. Just what pre-
cauntions he has taken wo do not know,
but we do know that to attempt to

foreo an contry with him on the
remises  will be  to dnvite  abject
ailure.”

“And vou are sure you ean fores an
entry wgﬂ;l he is off the premises?”
guestioned Ilsguar.

“We will, at least, stand an infinitely
better chance,” replied the othec.
“There are only two brags of school-
boys there besides himself.”

“You understand, of course,” said
Haguar steadily, "that whether or not

I learn from Lawless the seorct of the
submarine's whereabouts, it will bo
impossible for me to remain any longer
find myzelf in prison.”
“¥You will leave Ingland that very
night,” replied the other. “An ocean-
or you. Things have been moving
swiftly of late, my friend. The country
for whichh we are working will have
gaonths from to-night.”
Drugged !

H at Handwich Eai.', Hagfunr
allowed a day to e a before
calling on Captain Lawless.

Ho had never previously met Lawless,
ganthemum Club, he knew sll about the
activities' of Lawless against the great

Baltic power which was on the ove of

The seomingly harmless Chrysanthe-
mum Club was nothing more nor less
than o body of mon who hated England,
everything tha{ could to aid the foreign
power in the fortheoming strugglo.

On the morning following his arrival
the narrow streteh of coast road te

Lawless’ house, which stood some three

or_four hundred yards away.

rubber E'Iﬂvéﬁ, was in_his extensively

?gx ped laboratory with Carson and

ribh, the two schoolboys from Abbots-
when Mrs, Bodger, his elderly house-
l{nﬁ%er, brought him Haguar's card.

“Haguar? said Lawless inguiringly,

“Bhow him intoe the drawing-room,

Mrs. Bodger, and tell him I will be

with him n a fow moments.™

loves, Lawless descended to  the
drawing-room, where Haguar was wait-

Ing.

produced the forged letter of introdue-

tion purporting to come from Sir

Godfrey Carter.

in this country. I have no wish to
aing yacht will be waiting offshore
declared war on Britain within threo
AVING duly taken wp residence
but, being & member of the Chry-
ring war on Dritain.
and who had pledged themselves to do
at Whito Gables, Haguar strolled along
wless, wearing a -white overall and
court, who were acting as his assistants,
looking at tho piece of pasteboard.
Discarding his white linen coat and
Apologising for his intrusion, Haguar
Printed In Great Eritaln and pobhshed ever

m&nn. BE.0.4, jﬁdrnrhilgmcn offtees : The Fleetwey House, Frerlngdoen Stircet,
. Bubsoripilon rates: Inland aod Abrosad

THE MAGNET

Taking it, Lawless rapidly scanned
the penned words, and so perfect was
the forgery -that he never for one
moment  doubted _
them or of Sir Codfrey’s sipnature.

“1 mam down here for my health,”
gaid Haguar, “and must confess that
I find it somewhat lonely. I will be
delighted if you will dine with me this
evening.”

I am afraid this evening. is impos-
sible,” began Lawless. regretfuﬂl\_‘r,

“To-morrow evening, then?? said
Haguar quickly. _ _
“Feg, 1 ecan manage to-morrow

evening,” replied Lawless; and, after

(‘.hattmﬁ a few minutes with his visitor,
he strolled with him ag far as the gate
of the large garden which ?:ﬂl'ltﬂd -the
house, '

Lawless was not suspicious of Haguar,
for. he knew -the steel magnato by
ropute  as a successful City man, nor
was thera anything in the cosy liitla
dinner. the following evening to arousoc
the shightest suspicion.

He found Haguar an excellent host

and an entertaining conversationalist.

There were times, however, during the
course of- the moal when Haguar fell
strangely silent. ' 3

It was after one of these periods that
he looked at Lawless nnd zaid sadly :

“Is 1t not. terrible to think that
within the next few months the world
will be plunged once again into wari”

“War?" repeated Lawless, his eye.
brows raised In surprise.
. “Yes,” replied Haguar. “We know
in the City that it is coming, although
the muticrings of the storm have not
yet been hecard by the people.™

“It 13 & storm which may never
break.” said Lawles: non-committally.

“You know it will break,” returned
Haguar. *“As certain as night follows
day, war iz coming ™

Abruptly he changed the subject for
8 moment. X

“This brandy,” he sald, his fingers
enrved about the stem of his fragile
gt?m. “I would like your opinion on
1&..”

“I'm afraid I'm no connoisscur,”
laughed Lawless, *“but it certainly iz an
excellent brandy.”

Strange, hoe thought, how intently
Tfaguar was watching him. He waa
beginning to feel unaccountably drowsy,

as  well.  What was wrong  with
Haguar? The man had risen to his feet
and was standing, watching him, a

peculiar smile on his lips.

Now ha was speakiml.g:

"¥es, it is an excellent brandy, my
friend,” he purred. “ At least, it was
until 1t was drugged. But now it is
.'t‘f;!knl.l:':t’:%t You of your senses and your
strength.

Desperately, Lawless tried to get a
grip on himself. Pushing back his
chair, he blundered to his feet. But the
room was recling about him, and, as
his knees caved in, he crashed heavily
to the Hoor, to lic & limp &nd inecrt
heap.

“‘Eguick I* rapped Haguar, turning to
the butler, who had noizelessly entered
the room. “Tie him up! It will not bo
long before he comes round!”

Leaving the butler te hoist Lawless
into a chair and tie him there, Haguar
hastened from the room, and, running
upstairs to an attic window, he pressed
the switch of a powerful electric torels
and sent a signal flashing out into the
darknoss,

Three miles from share, aboard & bip,
ocean-going yacht, watching eves saw
the signal. An order was given, and
two boats. crammed to the gunwales

Londom, B.G.4.
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wilth armod men, were lowered into the
water and rowed quickly shorewards
through the dorkness.

Eeaching the beach, the men dis-
embarked, and, leaving fwo of thoir
number in charge of the boats, they
moved silontly over the sand-dunes,
making towards the house of Lawless
A light” was shifung through a chink
in the curtaing of a room on the ground
floor, and, passing stealthily in through
the gate, 'tﬁn mon wailed whilst thaie
leader softly approached the window
ahd peered in.

“There’s two boys sittin
the fire, reading,” reported the leader,
on rejoining his compantons. “We'll
ring the bell and rush in tho moment
Remember, there is
Wao want this

in front of

not & shot o be fired.
job done as quietly as possible.”
_Gm;tmuslﬁ'l o approached the door,
his men behind Mim, and rang the bell.
There came’'a watt of a fow moments,
then they heard footstepz approaching
along the hallway on the other side.
The -door opened, and the plumip form
gor  appeared on  the
threshold,

At sight ‘of the men, she drew back
with a ory of slarm, and mado =
though to shut the. door. Rut tho
leader thrust it rudely open, and,
striding past her with hiz mom, flung
aopen the door of the drawing-room and
vaspod :

“Tut your hands up 1™

In the Nick of Time !

T sight of the intruder standing
fht‘d't'ﬂh wﬂ!h drawn antematioc
an ac up by his gang,

; Carson and Brih{ i.:-'a;:ﬁ; .
their feetf.

“Where the dickens have yon come
from ¥ gnapped Carson.

“Never mund that,” grated the other.
“Put your hands up or I'll drill youl"

Blowly Carson and Cribbh elevatad
their hands, while the leader spoke
from the corner of his mouth to o couple
of his men.

“Tia ancl guf: "em I he ordered.

‘Obediently the two men moved for-
waed, aml, as Lhey did so, Carson
whipped inte action. He was o hefty
i.'nuth, and, ﬂmp{nng his hands, he
eapt forward, grabbed one of the men
rounid the waist, and crashed with han
against the wall by the fireplace.

The fellow, token completely by sur-
prise, acted as an effective shicld for
Llarson from the gun of the leader.

Vinding what, to all inlents and pur-
poses, looked like an ordinory bell push,
Carson pressed it hard.

Next instant, acting on tho snarled
commands of their leader, half o dozen
men hed hurled themnselves forward and
grabbed the schoolboy,

Beizing his  opportunity. Cribb
plunged wholsheartedly into the melee,
Lnowing that the leader wonld not fire
in case of wnuhﬂing his own men.
Desperately he and Carson lashed ont
right and left. but the edds were hope-
lezg, and within & few minntes the twa
selioolboys were ovorpowerad.

Throughout ihe house was creepin
o thin, yellow fog, invading roomis ani
staircases. A man stonding on guard
over the honsekeeper in the hall got
one sniff of the fog, recled on his feet,
oned then crashed to the ground, o limp
and huddled heap. )

The gas was deadly in its swiftness,
and as man after man in the roam
blundered blindly forward, 1o finally
tupple to the floor, Carson whipped ont
his handkerchief, tied i round his

to
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As Carson and Cribb pushed the door slightly open, they saw Haguar strike a maich and bend down to apply the flame to
Lawless* bars foot !

mouth and nostrils, and leapt to a cup-
borrd, from which he snatched a couple
of gas masks,

He was almeost black in the face,
through holding his breath, and his
heart was pumping furiously and his
lungs bursting by the time he had
whipped the gas mask over his face.

Cribb was down, lying huddled on the
floor, together with the invaders.

Picking him up, Carson bere him in
his arms from the room and out into the
clean, fresh air of the night.

Laving him on the grass, he returned
into the deadly atmasphere of the house,
ran swiftly upstairs, and, taking a small
phial from & shelf in the laboratory,
poured & few drops of the contents into
a tumbler of water. .

Replacing the phial, he raced down-
stairs again and out into the garden,
Raising Cribb’s head, he forced the
contents of the tumbler between his

hg;.

he antidote was a strong one, and
after a few moments Cribb’s eyves
flickered open.

“Where's Mrzs Bodger?” asked Cribb,
getting unsteadily to his feet.

" Bhe's passed out, with the rest of
*em, poor thm;,"’ replied Carson, * But
ithe gas doewn’t kill, It was a map-
vellous scheme of the skipper's to have
a gas release ABtted like a bell push in
every room.”

“Where d'vou think these {fcllows
have come from?” demanded (ribb.

“I dunno,” replied Carson grimly.
“But we'll zoon d out.”

A sudden thought siruclk him.

“1 say,” he exclaimed, coming to an
abrupt halt, "“don’'t wyou think it's
dashed queer that these fellows should
raid us on the one and only night that
Captain Lawless is out "

“You mean,” sawd Cribb, who was
not slow on the uptake, “that he may
have been lured away on purpose?™

“That's just what I do mean,”
responded Carson.

“But Haguar’'s supposed to be a bi
noise in the City, isn't he” proteste
Cribb.

“I don't care whether he's a big noise
or not,” replied Carson. “ There's one
thing I've learned since we've been with
the skipper, and that’s to trust nobedy.
Come on, wea'll get these fellows tied
up ; then we'll go along to White Gables
and see what's happening.  And, what's
more, we'll talkke a gun apiece with us

Procuring a clothes-line, Cribb cut it
into lengths, while Carson swiftly and
adroitly tied the raiders hand and foot.

“Twelve of e I he said, straighien-
ing up from tying the last knot. " Not
a bad haul, Cribb, old chap ™

Fach arming himself with an aute-
matic, the two schoolboys quitted the
house and made thetr way swiftly along
the road to White Gables.

There were lights in all the ground
Hoor windows, which were heavily cur-
tained, and, reaching the fromt deer,
Carson said softly:

“I don't think we'll trouble to ring.
If everything's all right we can easily
explain cur bursting in by saying that
we were in too much of a hurry to see
Captain  Lawless to bother about
ringing.”

(gniatly turning the handle of the
door, he and Cribb, their guns in their
hands, stepped into a wide and spacicus
hallway. ront a room on the left, the
door of which was standing ajar, came
the even voice of Haguar:

“I am quite serious, Captain Lawless.
Unless you tell me just exactly where
sour flying submarine 13 located I shall
¢ under the painful necessity of apply-
ing a lighted match to the bare soles of
yaur feet.”

Pushing open the door ancother inch,
Carson peered inte the room. Haguar,
his back to him, and & box of matches
in his hand, was standing loocking down:
at Lawless. who was bound band an
foot to a chair.

“I will give you enes mare chance,
Captain Lawless,” went on Haguar,
quite oblivious of the presence of the
two schoolbeys behind him., “Will you
tell me where your submarine . ist™

“No, T will not!” returned Lawless
grimly.

“"You are very foolish,” murmured
Hapuar. He struck one of the matches
and bent down to apply the flame to
Lawless' foot. *I think you are going
to find this most painful.’ :

“Do you?" cut in Carson, pushing the
deor wide open and levelling his auto-
matic. " Then think again, you black-
guard ] Stick your hands upl”

With a snarl,-Haguar wheeled., At
sight of the bovs, he dropped the lighted
match, and his hand snaked to his
pocket, to draw the gun which reposed
there.

Simultanecusly Carson's finger tight-
ened on the trigger of his automatie,
and with the crazsh of the cxplodin
cartridge Haguar spat out an oath an
staggered back, clutching at s
wounded shoulder.

Attracted by the noise of the shot, the
butler and. manservant came dashin
from the kitchen. But Carson slamm
tha door in their faces and, turning the
key in the lock, kept Haguar covered
whilst Cribb picked up a knife from the
table and sawed frantically at the bonds
of Lawlcss.

Realising that something had gone
radically wrong, the butler and his com-
panion epparently came to the con-
clusion that discrefion was the better
g:rt of valour, for when Ilaguar had

en made prigoner, Lawless and the
two scheolboys discovered that they
had fled from the house.

They were taken by the police on the
Jandwich Road, however, after Lawless
had phoned through to the police
station. Further telephone communica-
tion with Deal and Ramsgate resulted
n “the yacht being captured as she lay
waiting for her two boats to return.

As for the raiding party, they were
transferred in a lorry to the Marine
Barrack, at Deal, to await trial and
sentence.

But still the Chrysanthemum Club
continued to meet.

(Laok out for more big thrills and sur-
prises in next week's chapters of this
sensational. fying story, chums!)
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(Centinued from page 24.

the window. The inspector set his lipa.
“Gone!” he said. *Well, ha won't
get far] It's pretty clear now ! .
« Inspector 8immons hurried to the tele-
phone., It was not long before he re-
joined the crowd that was gathering at
the locked door of the gun-room. In a
few minutes that deor was forced—and
the gun-room and the passage beyond
rang and echoed to the footsteps and
voices of eager searchers.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Found I
' L1 pasped Fisher T, Fish,
‘ H ﬁﬂl“:ﬂ I‘Eﬂ &Pt John James
Brown [ exclaimed Hiram

“ Help 1 shrieked Bosanney. i

How long they had been there in
darkness and despair the hosrd-hunters
did-not know. It seemed like days—
weeks—years! Their electric torches
were long sinee exhausted; hours and
hours a.ng hours of dense darkness had
passed. They had shouted and valled
and howled till their throats weve husky
and their strength spent. DBut they had
no hope that help would come.

The fall into the hidden pit, ihmnfh
the trapdoor, had shaken them severely,
but they were not otherwise hurt.

Now that it was too ‘late, Hiram K,
Fish knew the identity of the mystery
man of Portercliffe; for'it was Chandos
who had tricked him to that spot.
Chandes who had let fall the trep under
his feet—Chandos who had trapped hum
to his death! The knowledge came too
late to be of any use, :

1t seened like & dream %o Fisher T,
Fish when, from the deathly silence,
ceme sounds above—sounds of trampling
feet on the trap that covered the pt.

Footstops were passing above—many
footsteps, And, with sudden hope, the
three prisoners of the pit shouted and
velled in frantic excitement,

“Help! - Helpt! Help!”

In the house they could not have been
heard through thick stone walls; but in
the passage overhead, now that there
were ears to hear, they could be heard
~—and thoy were heard,

“Help! Help!"” .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"  Faintly,
through the thick oak above, came Bob
Cherry's roar. - “Did you hear that,
you fellows?

1] HE]-P tl:l
“This way!
H‘Plp El‘l

Crowding foetsteps gathered above.
Excited volces boaesd b a chorus. Then
came 8 sound of blows—hammer and
chisel! 'The secret meéchanism that
worked the trap had not been found;
hut the trapdoor wes discavered, and
the scarchers were foreing 1k :

Half a dozen torches gleamed down

Wherg—‘-—-“ :
roared Hiram XK. Fish.
Look for a trapdoor!

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

into the hidden pit below as the frap
opened. .

The light gleamed on lhree pale,
ghastly, upturned faces.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they
ara[" roared Bob. *Glad to ses you
again, Mr. Fish!”

“Tha gladfulness is terrific, esteemed
and ridiculous Figh i

“*A  ladder!” rapped
Simmons. )

Five minutes more, and popper, son
and secretary  wers ElE!pEd out of tho
death-pit.

Fisher T. Fish, almost in a state of
collapse, was helped away by the Grey-
friarz fellows. sanney, in & state of
complete collapse, had to be carried.
But Hiram K., hard as nailz azd tough

Inzpector

az hickory, seemed little the worse. His
elniei_feeiing was intense wrath.
“Where's Chandos?” he Thooted.

“ Say, where's that doggoned lobo-wolf
Chandos? I guess I'm going to han
him a few. I'll say I'm going to break
him:-up! I'm sure going to sock that
guv! I'll tell 3 man—"

The Bounder chuckled. ]

“(Mhandes has bunked,” he said.
“ But the police will be after him ! Lord
Portercliffe, here's Mr. Fish—"

Hiram EE checked the flow of his
cloguence.

His lean jaw dropped.

He stared at the young nobleman.

“Lord Porterchife !™ he ejaculated.

Evidently Hiram XK., was taken
torribly aback at beholding the young
lord in the home of his ancestora! He
forgot oven his narrow escape at the
hands of the mystery man, in his dis-
may at the sight of the legal owner
of the hidden hoard of Porterclifie.

“Great John James Brown! he
gasped.

Lord Portercliffe smiled. )

“Happy to meet you, Mr, Fish!”
he remarked. “You owe your safety
to this boy, Vernoo-Smith, who seems
to lave suspected the butler, and who
brought me here with a police-inspector
tD____J?

Hiram K. locked )

Mo doubt he was grateful for Emtth[i"u
intervention, which had undoubtedly
saved his Jife, " But his chief thought,
at the moment, was—had the beans been
spilled? If young Lord Portercliffe
had been told aboyt the hidden hoard,
then——

“1 must apologise, sir, for my butler’s
conduet!” said Lord Portercliffe. “I
had every confidence in him—he served
my uncle before me, and—dash it all,
I'd never have dreamod he was such
g rogue! If he had come to me and
told me of the hidden hoard, I should
have seen that he was fairly rewarded,
if it was found, of course | But, begad,
he wanted the lot! Whatt"

“ The—the—the what—"" stammered
Hiram K.

“And I gather that you've been
searching for 1it, Mr. Fish{" went on
the young lord. *I take that very

at the Bounder,

kindly, sir. I'd never heard of it—and
I can tell you, it would have been a
happy surprise to me if you'd found it
sﬁ ]{andad it over to me, as, ol course,
you intended to do.'”

Mr. Fish gazed at him. He could
not discern whether his lordship was
speaking sarcastically or not, Not that
it matterad. The game, clearly, was
up—the keen, cute, spry businessman
from New York was never going to buy
Lord Portercliffie’s family seat with
Lord Portereliffie’s own money !

“Great John James Brown!"
Hirem K. feobly.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not leave
Portercliffe Hall that day.

But Hiram K. Fish did.

Now that Lord Portercliffe was
“wise " to what was ngfg on, it was
obvious that the hoard, if found, had
ic go where it bulnnfzd.

aving failed in that stroke Iu! ax-
tremely sharp business, Hiram K.'s only
idea was to cut the loss as much as
possible.  Lord Portercliffe, keen to
resume possession of the Hall, and
search for the old lord's treasure, let
him off the tenancy on the casiest pos-
sible terms, aond popper, son A
secretary departed.

The Famous Five and the Bounder
remained as the young lord’'s guests for
the mmﬂ.inder_ni} the holidays. Lo

And Billy Bunter, of course remained
with his old pals!

The excavations in the fturret-room
wora resumed—under the eye of Lord
Portercliffe ! And that the mystery
man had been on the right track was
proved when the stone floor was taken
up and. & hidden reccss revealed—in
which bags of golden soverelgns weie
stacked.

That' discovery would have been mado
by Hiram but for Chandos'" des-

erate act; and no doubt it would have

een made by Chandos, in his turnm,
but for the Bounder's infervention. But
all was well that ended welll

Fifty thousand golden sovercigns were
stacked under the turret-room. No
doubt there were more in other Ridden
spots, to be found by a more extended
search. But that discovery made it pos-
sible for young Lord Portercliffe to live
in his own house instead of letting it
to enterprising Americans!

Which was very satisfactory to the
chums of the Remove—and very gratify-
ing to Fisher T. Fish—perhaps !—when
they told him about it the next ferm, at
Greyiriars. THE END.

(Next week’s Magxer will confain
another grand long stery of Harry
Wharten & Co., entitled: “UNDER
FALSE COLOURS!™—the opening
yarn in @ grand new seriea, indroductngy
a remarkeble new boy who comes fo
Greyfriars with a borrowed name and
identity! Avonl disgppointment by
erdering your copy of the MAGEET
good fime, chums
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“HIP, HIP FOR THE
BIG KICK-OFF!”

Roars BOB CHERRY

Footer da
and cricket
stowod away in your old kit-bag last
need to moan about going back to schoo
know you're going back to the good old
peason, tool

Whoopee |

old “ Plonk 1 ? of boot against ball § What |
was it the poet said ?

“ Breoathea there the man with soul sc
dead

Who never to himaslf hath =aid :
‘ Footer's the bpst game in the land® 7 ¥

But let’s get down from the abstract to
the oconcrete—whatever that means! The
season that lies shead of ws, my infants,
ia going to be the greatest and best in the

ong his of this grand old school.
hew! If ol FﬂFJ:-ur or gomeons said that
on Bpeech Day, he'd bring down the houss 1)

We're out to win every game. All who
:;u worth t-!ﬁlu‘ salt are ﬂ-at keen;rs Tuatin]r{l
pepper  their onents | s for the
Remove, I need h';.prgly tell you that we're
in the mood to wipe out the Fourth, annihilate
the Bhell, decimate the Fifth, and givo the
Arsenal a run for their money if we get the
chanoe |
Az I told Wingate, when he psked mea if
the IRemove were ocoming up to scratch,
we're simply “ itching * to atart |
The only drawbacl so far aa I can see is
that the feam is allowod to consist of only
cleven men. I can name threegood goalies,
four brilliant baocks, soven hirh-class %ml'ms,
and twelve fine forwards, without thinking
twice aboul it—and some of them are boond
to be unlucky! Honour bright, I really
believe we could Tun two tip.top teams in

are here again! Pack up your flannels
ts, boys, and get out all that junk you
ring

when wyou

Doesn't it make your flesh tingle and
your heart miss & beat just to lhear the cheerful

the Remove and then have a bit of make-
weight left over1 Who'd swep places with
our old pal Wharton, in his job of selectin
the eleven best out of such an array n%
.tﬂﬁl:]:!lt? I wouldn't, for ome, and that's

&

Well, here's to & jolly good season, boys !
Hiﬁ’ hip for the Big kic[:.n::ﬁ‘ !

nd, in conclusion, don't use that last

phrase to Tom Dutton, our hard.of-hearing
champion. I did myself, and he gave me a
thump on the back that sent me fying.
The iii}ht-hﬂ'ﬂ.ﬂ thought I snid: “ Hie! Hic!
1've got hic-hiceoughs !

o

—_—

PETER TODD suggests

A FEW NEW TERM

IMPROVEMENTS

I've often thought that they don’t study
our comfort and convenience in the Remove
#3 much as they might, and with the now
term starting “soon, it seems a favourable
time to trot out a few suggestions for improvo-
menta.

In the first place, think of the awful
trouble we have in throwing Coker down tho
Remove stairs three or four timca a weel,
How much more convenient it would bo if
we were supplied with o largo rubbish-
chule into which we could neatly deposit
him, with the assurance that ho would bo
swiftly and safely carricd to the ground fHoor
without hurting the feelings and limbs of
people  coming up  the siairs!

nyway, when you come to think of it,
why should people have to walk up the
slaigs ot all?  An sulomatie passonper-
It would save thom the trouble.

(Continued on extreme right hand column.)
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Bert Birchemall,
the sneaking,
boolying, oow-
lmrd:ry neffew of
the headmaster
of 5t. Sam’s, was
& boy with o sin-
nister secret. Un-
known to the rest
of the skool, he
wag holding o
yvung fellow as his
prisoner in the old
rumned tower ! He
couldn’t very waoll
house him in the
House ; 80 he had
decided to keep
!,.;.,u:j in the Ii.J .

nd as nobody
ever visited that LT,
sancient eddifice,

Bert Birchemall’s secret
geerned likely to remmain &
sceret for a long, long time |

Nobody would have thought
he had anything on hia mind
to see him strolling out of
the &Skool House, arm-in-
arm with his unkle, after
skool one fine day. He was
grinning all over his dial,
s though esomething had
happene to please him
immengely. As & matter
of fakt, something had1 Dr.
Birchemall had just told
him that it was his igtenshun
to see that he become kaptin
of the Fourth at the earlicst
posgibul morment.

“There's Jolly, doar unkle
—kicking o hat about with
his pals over there !’ wined
the new hoy, as they walkod
neross  the guad, " Why
don't you tell him at onco
that you're ordering a new
election for a Form kaptin
in the Fourth t

“Why not, indeed 7
grinned the Head. ™ * Striko
while the iron’s hot’ has

always been the motter of
the Birchemallal I'1l tell
Jolly at once, JOLLY '™
Jack Jolly, however, waa
too bizzy just them to hear
the woice of the charmer,

] :fp;;

Amazing Serial:

Birchemall’s Prottegy!”

He and his pals were punting
about a topper belonging
to Bounder, of the Bixth,
and in the eggsitement of
the game they had almost
forgotten that such a person
as Dr, Birchemall eggsisted.

“ JOLLY 1" bawled the
Head, wusing his somewhsat
grimy hands as & meggafone,

Jack Jolly and his pals
carried. on, regardleas!

The Head's brow grew
as black as thunder, iike
litening, he flashed geross
the guad, Like a hurry-
cane, he brought out his
birch.

Another moment and he
would have started wacking
the Fourth skipper like any.-
thing, But, just as he raised
tho instrument of torcher,
Jack Jolly gave Bounder's
topper o terrifick kick and
the toppor hit the Head
full in the faca. The result
waa awhully lucky for Jollw,
for the Head's birch got
doflected from its corse, and
hit Bert DBirchemall, while
Jolly got off scot free.

“Wooooop!? yelled the
Head's neffew.

“Yaroooo!™ rearcd 1ihe
Head. "My fizz! It's
busted ! 3
IT?

1 -t A
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Continuation of Dicky Nugent

# EnrrJy, gip.»"*
grimned Jack Jouy.
“You shounldn't
have gobt in the
wa:zr! ey

*'Shoulda’t have
%at- in the way'1

Vhy, y-:-ul cheeky
yung welp———"
began Dr. Birch.
emall, Then he
remembered goms.
thing and- went
on in & odloer
voice: “But,
talking of getting
in the way reminds
me of what I came
to see you about,
Jolly. i
somebody in tha
Fourth who is m

the way at pressnt—very
much in the way

* Indeed, gir! ™

“ Yes, indeed, Jolly | This
selfish youth,” said Dr. Birch
emall indignantly, * is holdisg
on bke grim deth to an
honnered post, hnowing full
well that there is another
in the Fourth who is mush
better fitted to take it on I ™

“My hat! What a rolter
he must be ! epgsclaimed
Jack Jolly. “ What's hs
name, sic 1"

The Head's reply mads
Jack Jolly & o farely
jump.

“His name,” he
calmly, "is Jack Jolly1
put it plainly, Jolly,
culprit i3 vourself!”

“Oh, ecrumal! Then, an
that case, sir. what’as the
name of the fellow who da
so much better ftted for the

job thapn 11 ™

Dr.,  Birchemall  smiled
slitely.

* 1t should hardly be neoes-
sary for mo to answer thst
question, Jolly!  The [lsd
I have in mind is a fo,
noble earrickter who eomn
always be relied on to pat

kis vwn interests first and
i others wlter—I roean, wvieey |

s

said,
Tao
tha

There i}

% Birchemall's

versa | Hers he is, standing
in front of you—my owo
neffew, Bert Birchemasll |

Jack Jolly & Co. gasped.
Then they burst into a roar
of larfter.

" Bilence ' " roared the
Head. * Any more cackling,
and I'l birch wyou bla
ond blue! I Lkuoow you've
been & good form kaptin in
the paat, Jolly ; but now my
neffew has come along, you've
.guﬁ to reockernige that he's
ar more suwtable for the
job. Now, it'e up to you!
Yhat are you going to do
ahout it ¢ Resine in favour
of Bert Birchemall?”

“ No fear, gir!? said Jack
Jolly fearlessly.

“Yery well, then ™
gnapped the Head., “ We
willpﬁava a fresh elcction and
Bert Birchemall will put
up &8s wour opponent for
‘the kaptiney ! 'The Fourth
will realise my neflfew's wvast
souperiority and he will be
clected kaptin by a terrifick
mejority ! '

“0Oh, my hat!
really think so,

“1I'm sertain of
you ‘want proof
Jolly, trot along to Bert
first election
the Common.

Then you’ll

Do you

gir 17’

ittt If
vourgelf,

meeting in
room  to-mite.
gee ! ¥

“ Right-ho, sir!" grinned
Jack Jolly, as the Head and
Bert Dirchemall shuffled off.
“We'll be there!?

And the Laptin of the
Fourth was as good aa hig
word., That evening, when
Dy, Buchemall turned up
in the Jumior Common-room,
with his prottegy, Jack Jolly
and his pals, though number-
ing1 only three all told, were
well

A grninning crowd  sur-

to the four!
rounded the Common-room
table, as the Head and his
neffew  jumped on to it.
The Fourth had already

learned +what was in the

wind, and all were anxious
to hoar the Head's offorts
to make them turn their
backs on their old leader.
From the fakt that most of
them carried a supply of
dewbious epgs, =& OVEr-
ripe tomatoes, it loocked as
though they weren't going

to be grately impressed, how-
ever powerful the Head’s
arguments mite be !l

‘ Jentlemen, coha and
ft:;}imm ! ¥ began Dr. Birchem-
all.

* Hear, hear! ™

“On the bawl, sirl?

* It gives me grate plezzure
on this suspishus oocasion
to support cawse of the

ouly candidate that matters
—Bert  Birchomall 1 ¥
“ Booooooo | 12

“ Bert Birchemall I yelled
the Head, pretending not
to Lwear the booing, ' will
make a simply epiffing Form

I-ill.Pf.-i.l'I B

‘Ha, ha, hal™"™

“Look at that noble
boke ! " eride the Iead,

with & sweeping jeslurs at
his scowling prottegy. * Note
the firmness of hig peckor
and the intelligonce in his
peepers | Jentlemen! Take
one look at this unock wyouth

and make up your minds to
make: him kaptin by a
sw&a%mg majority |

“ Ratts | 2

“And now,” conclooded
the Head, “will all those
who are gl}inf; to support
Bert Birchemall kindly signify
in the usual manneor @2

The response was over-
whelming, But it wasn’t
quite the response the Head
had eggapeeted | Instead of
raising their hands and cheer-
g, bﬁu Fourth started eling-
imng tomatoes and egps as
though for & wager!

“ Wooooap | Grooooo 1
Yooooop!®  welled  Bert
Birchomall.

“ Yaroooo | Btoppit |

howlod the Head,

Unkle and neffew dodged
and fainted all over the place ;
but, try as thoy mite, they
couldn’t dodge the deadly

fire. Boon thoy presented a
study in yellow and red |
At last the supply of

ammunition ended, and the
Fourth ran for it, leaving
the Head and his neffow in
the very dickens of a state

“Grooo! What price the
kaptiney now t ' groaned Bert
Birchemall,

But what waa wvizzibla of
the Head's faor waa more
determined than ever.

“ By fare means or fowl,”
he cride, as he wiped egg-
yolk away from his fizz,
** this eleotion is going tb be
won by youl! oep your
eyes open and you will gee
what you will seel '

And, with thess kryptic
words, Dr. Birchemall tot-

tered off to the nearest bath-
room [

(What has the Head gof up
hiiz  slesre now 7  For the
answer, read next week's stag-

gering instalment of ** Dy,
Hirchemall's Protteqy I 1
Ed.)

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Billy Bunler had npever thonghi
& goal so wide till he tried ** keep-
ing *'* ageinst Remove sharp-
shooters &t practice,  Bunter
missed doxens of sholz—Dbut
finally stopped one with his chin !
He rather wished be had ** kept **
out of ihe practice altogetlier !

i i
Vi i s 0
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Dick Bussell hag been dabbling
in sculpture, and he offered to
do a bust Bunfer i1 ithe Owl
would act as model, Bob Cherry
gaid a buast of Bunter wonlid be
enciegh to make mEhady * bust *?
with Jlaoghier ! Bunfer, when
asked to pose, nurel}r said : ** Ob,
bust [ 7

Earry Wharlon & €Co. wets
gsurprised and delighled when
Lord Conway, elder brothep -of
Arthur Augusius D Arcy, of

Jim’s, paid them a visit, landing local concert

on Little Side in hig plage, Peo-

fore leaving, Conway gave a

thrilling display of aerchatics. A
“ Byiny ' success !

William Wibley gof up a miustrel
tronpe among Removites in aid
of the Cottage Hospital, and gave
il n go-ahead performance in the

hall. Wibley's
Comic Coons collected quite a

substantial amount for the hos-
pital—a ]nudgbl;i ** seriguy M
aim

1 photo-
graphy is quite deep, and he likes

to lancy  himsel! behind a
**movio 7 camera when he
leaves Greylfriars. As a news-

re¢l man or a studio camers

expert, Rake will certainly show

plenty of * snap.” He ought to
+E l:'llck »l I

At centre-half, the Remova foot-
ball team &re well served by Pefer
Todd, whoze long legs emable
him to cover a great denl of ground.
Plaving against Templa & Co,,
Toddy took Temple ‘“in  bhis
stride,’” and the lofty Cecil
Reginald wuis lturl;'.‘ run ‘*off his
ee

WILLIAM WIBLEY on—

FIFTH-FORM DUDES’

DREADFUL FALL

Hilton and Price, of the Greviriara Fifth, were cock
of the walk at the Hotel Magnificent, at Bhrimpton.hy-
Sea, last wvao., belisve me, kids!
myzelf, you see, 80 I happen to Lnow

Of courss, they didn't notice me.
been s ¢rushing blow to the di

I stayed there

It would have
gnity of a couple of

tailor’s dummies like Hilton and Price to have an ac«
quaintance who wore an open-necked shirt and rather

rimy flannel bags. So beyond turning a
ﬁbtla pink, whon they firat }Epﬂt-tﬁd mlgg on
the veranda of the hotel, they ignored me

cornplately.
But, alas! Hilton and Price had a great
fall! Ons bright morning, tha most fearful

bounder you ever saw bowled up end aaked
for Hilton. The hotol erowd, who had been
told about the poshnees of Hilton and Price,
and their relations, till they actually believed
it, were interested. The priuker{ up their
ears—and they were well rewarded |

The awiul bounder, who dropped his aitohes,
chewed gum, and kept his hat on indoors,

ve out the most lurid details of Hilton'a
family history, with a bit of Price’s thrown
m, t0o. He olaimed to be Hilton'a cousin,
and talked at lemgth about the family fish.
and.chips shop, uncle's beerhouse, and other
intimate matters !

Hilton corapletely disowned him. In the
end, the intruder seemed to reslize that he
wasn't wanted. With loud wyells of " Good-
bye, Cousin Cedria! Which I'm if
I've disgraced you, like1'! he went. d,
oh, did he leave thoss two Fifth-Form
sewankers in a state ¢
. Hilten and Prico didn’t stay much longer
m Shrimpton-by-Sea. Titters and covert
gring wrought havoo in their dashing style,.
Under cover of darkness, they fled.

And—er—yos, dear reader! Just to save
yvou the trouble of writing in to ask, Hilton's
* cousin's ** real name wos William Wibley !

(Continued from foot of column 1.)

Another welpomo innowvation would be
something te¢ kcep Bunter out of misohief.
A dog kennel, chain, and muzzle have been
suggested, but & good sound-proof supbosrd
in somebody's aturﬁr would be just as affeotive,

This brings me to a roally urgent need.
I mean & padded esll for Bolsover major.
Nobody who has heard Bolsy doing shadow-
boxing and punchball practice in kis nt-ud?
will deny the necessity for this! Bolay's
study at about eight o'clock most evenings
eounds like a voleano in eruption. A padded
cell is positively the only solution to ihe
problem |

And then, of ecourse, we badly want a
emoking-room for dear old Skinner and his
pals. For preference, I'd make it a smoling-
room which eould bo locked, from the out-
side, with pi laid en for supplying ample
quantitiee of tear-gos and sneezing-powder
when Shkinner & %}m got inside. hat'd
learn 'om |

Thera are a lot of other bright ideaa I
have for improving things in the Removoe
peasage, Take Study No. 1, for instance——

(No you don't, old bean! You can make
libellous statcments about anyone you hke,
with the exception of those chaps whe hang
out in Study No. 1.—THE IEIJIT R.)

Nautical Gait

Taught by post. Also the sailor's hornpipe,
enuine soa shantica and fo'o’sle phraseolopy,
iid pur cronies you've boen cruising !—
HAROLD SLRINNER, ofo GREYFRIARS
HERALD.

Keep That Sunburned Complexion

Ten tina of brown paint for sale, left over
from echool redecorations in thoe vooation.—

MR. MIMBLE, Scheol Tuckshop, Greyfiars,



