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Wing Commander Hat!iférﬂti'itgl! took over o ﬂli'" : = 2 =
command of a Polish fighter wing, to train S o : : e : & = . ——

them for a special mission. Though fanatic- : ==
ally brave, the Poles were completely un- ==
disciplined.  Battler took two of the pilots
to help him escort home a crippled Lan-
caster bomber. The Poles flew off to artack
some distant German fighters, ignoring the
" ace’s orders. Battier chased them, diving
down straight in fromi !uf their Spitfires
noses !

SQUADRON LEADER PERITZ SHOT 4
GLANCE SKYWARDS. . . AND GASPED )
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OKAY. . . PERHAPS YOU'LL &
. <7 OBEY ORDERS. NEXT TIME. A
: THOSE JERRIES YOU WERE -

=L, AFTER WERE ONLY DECOYS.

5 QIGHT.. THERE
B ARE Six MORE
HUNS D TLEDE

WAT'LL mMake || . P [ s 7
8y THUNDER] | | Y 7

RIGHT.. . 7415 1
TIME BICK VOLR
OWN TARGETS . o o
BLUT DON'T LETF 'E44
GET NMEAR TUE
LANCASTERD . .

GOOD LUCK. .. |

Continued on next page.)
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BATTLER AND HIS WATCH-DOGS OF THE SKIES HAD BROUGHT THE BOMBER HOME SAFELY !

THE FIGHTING ACE YANKED
KIS CONIROL COLUMN BACK
AND FLASHED INTO ACTION, .

1 | THE TAL GUNNER OF THE LANCASTER SWIVELLED WIS
TURKET KOUND AND CRABBED MIE GUNS, .

PUHEW. THOSE
FIGHTER BOYS SURE
MOVED FAST/ | DAREN'T
FIRE IN CASE OF HITTING
THEM! | HOPE TO
| HEAVEN THEY CAN £
KEEP THE JERRIES / G

=

R

Ve LEADING GERMAN PLANE ELEW INTO
HE SQUEEZED THE FIRING BUTTON . . .

BATTLER'S SIGHTS AND

SO00LLY IGNORING THE HA/L OF WITE-HOT LEAD
EROM THE ENEMY E/GHTERS. THE TWO POLES

HELP YOURSELF TO. THAT
LOT, SQUAREHEAD!

CARELFULLY PICKED OFF THEIR TARGETS..AND FIRED)

AN

V.

[ Fwey WeRE OVER THE NORTH. SEA NOW AND
NOT 4 SINGLE HEINKEL HAD REACKHED THE
LIMPING BOMBER WHICH WAS SPRUGGLING
TOWARDS ENGLAND. . .

.

L

s WE'LL MAKE 1T
o — ET, BOB...THANKS
Z N W\ T0 THOSE BOVS /
—
RIS N
| i\ ;

i
X

CERTAINLY COULDNT \&
DO IT WITHOUT THEM.
THE HUNS WOULD HAVE

THE DRINK

HAD US IN
BY NOW/

SOON AFTERWARDS, THE | ANCASTER CROSSED

THE FLAT EAST ANGLIAN COAST AT ABOUT A

HUNBRED FEET. ..

L

JUST LIKE SHEEP POGS
- HERDING AN OLD BULL HOME.
. | HOPE THE BOYS IN'THAT BOMBER
AREN'T HURT. THEY'RE BRAVE
LADS. mrg ggmmr
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A crim SmILE O S4a7/SFAcTION
CROSSED THE EAMOUS ACE'S FACE
AS HE CALLED BACK. .,

NICE WORK, CHAPS.
THAT WAS A £1RST
CLASS SHOW.! WE
SKHOUL D BE OkAY Now.!'
BUT KEEL WATCHING
OU7,! OVER/

SUDDENLY, THE SURHIING GERMAN PULOTS
DPENED THEIR THROTTLES AND ROARED
AWAY.. FLIGHT LIEUTENANT HARTOW WAKED
WITH DELIGHT AND CALLED BATTLER ON -
THE RADIO. . . '

THEV'RE RUNNING !
WE'VE GOT THE SCUM
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B47ER THAT DAY, ALL THE PILOTS WERE CALLED TO A MEETING IN TWE
BRIEEING ROOM AND SQUADRON [EADER PERITZ SPOKE. TO THEM. . .

[8eFoRE WiNG COMMANDER

As Soon 45 THEY HAD REPORTED THE NOW, YOU S5EE WHAT | MEAN
SUCCESS OF THEIR MISSION TO THE ABOUT FLYING DISCIPLINE AND
INTELLIGENCE OFEICER THE THREE OF OBEYING ORDERSZIF | HADN'T
THEM WENT INTO THE MESS FOR A WELL |FORCED YOU CHAPS BACK TO ,
EARNED BREAKFAST. . . THE LANCASTER, THE JERRIES BRITTON CAME, WE THOUGHT I
i ! WOULD HAVE SHOT IT TO OUR MISSION IN LIFE WAS

RIBBONS/ m ' TO SHOOT DOWN AS MANY
=) '| | NAZIS AS POSSIBLE.. .
A=) = A REGARDLESS OF TME
FHI R =) = COST. BUT FROM TODAY,
THAT'S ALL CHANGED/
WE FIGHT FOR VICTORY..

FOR POLAND.. BUT
TOGETHER 7
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A CERTAIN RAILWAY
JUNCTION IN FRANCE HAS
TO BE KNOCKED OUT. TO
B>, PREVENT GERMAN _ e
RGP _TROOPS AND SUPPLIES (L AR\ EEEsremssm S
=N, REACHING THE SN
COAST. AS A EIRST
e |
HARTON RAILWAY 1/ AN
L JUNCTION UP 7. 5

NORTH FOR A )
DUMMY ATTACK. ////54’fff'- :
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WING COMMANDER,
WE'RE SORRY... FROM
NOW ON, WE'RE GOING
TO WORK AS A TEAM..
AND THAT GOES FOR
ALL THE BOYS

TUEY SOENT THE REST OF THE DAY DISCUSSING DETAILS A5
THE NEXT MORNING THEY TOOK OLF FOR 74E DRACTICE
ATTACK, WHICH WOULD ALSO TEST .THE LOCAL AR DEFENCES,

o

PWHEN PERITZ HAD FINISKHED, BATTLER TOOK
OVER, HE COULD SENSE AT ONCE TLAT THE
POLES PREVIOUS HOSTIITY 70 HiM HAD GONE,
21 GENTLEMEN, | CAN NOW TELL YOU
YOU HAVE BEEN CHOSEN FOR A
SPECIAL MISSION. IT IS A TASK
A REQUIRING IRON DISCIPLINE
NAND NERVE., ITS SUCCESS
% WILL SAVE COUNTLESS
LIVES IN THE FORTHCOMING
ATTACK ON HITLER'S
EUROPE /
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N THE UNOERGROUND OPERATIONS THE EAR PHONES IN BATTLER'S £LViNG wetsmeT ) T LE FAMOLS #(-?.-F GAVE H/8 S
T??—:‘.?QA‘?' AT FIGHTER COMMAND SUDDENLY CRACKLED INTO L/IFE. . . OROERS SHWILETLY AND COOLLY, or

HQ., THE DAY HAD STARTED
QUIETLY. BUT THE POSITION S0ON
CHANGED )

AULLO, THINGS ARE

CONTROL CALLING B-FORCE (EADER.. ey
- BANDITS TWOFIVE AT TWENTY THOUSAND.. ‘T J \-—""')
COURSE TWO-LIVE ZERD.. INTERCEDT. . r _

CANCEL MISSION., OVER’

WARMING UP. BANDITS TWO- SISZY._. — S =ey ' ot f
FIVE MEADING WEST IN : 3! : -3 5 1
SECTOR NINE. ORDER B- 4% : : g
i - 2 "
CANCELLED.” - e % b 7,
A7 ‘—W : HI‘E’.’—”" )ﬂ/
"._ . .d"f'{: " X d :
% & S : N \ P
: e 8- FORCE B-FORCE LEADER CALLING. . YOU
b I\ LEADER CALLING HEARD THE MESSAGE? WE'L(
A S CONTROL ., MESSAGE \ A774C« BY SECT/ONS., . 87T PATEL

v = KRECENED, , OVER (7, CHAPS,. DON'T GO WD/
= AN our,/ GOOD LUCK., OVER +
A LEW MINUTES LATER THEY SICGHTED THE S ——a——
CERMAN BOMBER FORCE BELOW. BOMEBS

WERE ALREALY RAUNING DOWN ON THEIR
TARGET,- WHICH WAS SHEFFIELD,

BATTLER DIVED DOWN STEFLLY. .,
HOPING FERVENTLY. THAT TH/S TidiE ThE
- POLES WOULD -OBEY ORDERS. . .

Next week . . . into battle above bomb-scarred Sheffield ! Super thrills with the fighting ace !
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THIS STIRRING STORY OF DICK TURPIN HAS ONLY JUST STARTED! HERE ARE

T _ﬂ.-\;-::

Twelve-year-old Redney Revelstolie was
travelling south in a post-chaise with his
grandfather, old Captain Rattler Rodney.
They had a meal at the Apple Tree Inm,
fhen continued through the stormy night.

At that same {ime, Dick Turpin was
holding up the York Mail with his loyal
band of nightriders—Tom King, Pat
O’F};ml, Jem Peters, and Beetles.

After teaching a raseally alderman a
sharp lesson, and giving financial aid fo
iwe of his victims, Diek Turpin and his
friends left the abandoned eeoach.

Then pistol-shots rang out on the night
air, and the fearless band rode te investi-
gate. (Now read on.) :

THE WRECK OF THE CHAISE.

OUNG Rodney Revelstoke and his

i grandfather were both pleasantly

sleepy after a good meal at the

Apple Tree Inn. The swaying

and jolting of the ehaise served merely

to lull the old bones and the young
into a deep slumber.

Rodney was not enly sleepy. he was -

genuinely tired. For some days his life
had been a whirl of excitement.

Left an orphan in his grandfather’s
care at the age of six, he had been bred
on Captain Rodney’s estate in North
Lancashire, with no friends of his own
age save the sonsof a few local farmers,
the two boys from the parsonage, and
the occasional visitors who came North
for the autumn shooting.

But old Rattler Rodney himself, for
all his years by the calendar, was as
good a friend as any boy eould ask.
While a young doctor of divinity from a
Scots university had taught young Rod
book learning, his grandfather had
spared no pains to make the boy a
crack shot with gun or pistol, and a
fencer of skill with rapier and broad-
sword. :

From his earliest remembrance it
had been understood between them
that he was one day to follow in the old
man’s footsteps and become an officer
in the Navy.

On his twelith birthday had come the
news that a friend of his dead father,
a Captain Leveson, had been appointed
to a new command, and that, by
arrangement with their lordships at
the Admiralty, he could take young
Rod as a midshipman. :

The chance was such an opening as the

old sea-captain had counted apen.
- “Harkee here, young Rod,” he had said,
“you could do no better than join Will
Leveson. I trust yve to do credit to the breed,
lad. But no risks just for devilment's sake.
It would break my old hearyv if these lands
passed to that smirking, snivelling rascal,
your eousin Clarence. He’s twice your age,
and alrea«d%as jealous of ve as one man can
well be of his own kin. And as for that, a
man’s kin is often more tricksy with him
than honest stranger-rogues would be. If
aught befalls 3{){3‘311, lad, he fakes the lands,
and if aught befell you and me together,
Clarence would be the happiest man in
these islands!” ~

But Rod was in no mood to worry about
his cousin Clarence Re ke. He was
g too ha§p¥ in contemplating the

?:vent_ure and the glory that were to be
hls when he signed the roll of Captain
Léveson'’s frigate.

By Colin Brooks <%

It was of just such adventure and glory O'Fiynn. “Is it the murdering rapscallions
that he dreami{ as the two-horse chaise  of footpads again?”
rolled and jolted him along the dark road. “I thought so, but methinks not now,”
In his dream he was leading a boarding  Dick responded. “Who ever heard of foot-
party aboard a French seventy-five, in a  pads riding ecattle like these approaching?

shower of lead from the eanister shot. But stay! Here are the f ., slinking
One gun-fire seemed unduly loud and real, out from the shadows. And these horseme
and he awoke with a start, to find the —there are but three—are their temporary
chaise rattling at a frightening pace under masters. They must have hired them for
a small hail of pistol bullets. this werk, and black work it looks! What

In that small dark, swaying vehicle it was = say you, boys, do we join the game now
difficult to make out what was happening. or wait till it develops a little?”
“Grandfather!” eried Rod. 2 “No time like now, Dick,” said the steady
There was nao replﬂ. . voice of Tom King in his ear. “What de
The boy put out a hand fo waken the old we do, think you? Give them a few balls
man by his side. _ ~of lead, or & touch of the good, cold steel?”
To his horror he found that his grand- “Wait but a mement until the horsemen
father had slipped from the seat beside him  come up,” Dick replied. “The minute the
and lay huddled on the fiobr of the chaise. foremost mounted man halts or dismounts,
Rod was quick of wit. He realised that let the party have a broadside of bullets,
the shots, which had been fired had found and then withouf pause we'll inte them
at least one mark, probably two, for the with our hangers. They are too intent
horses tore along now, down the dark road, upon the wreckage to be wary of us. Ready.
as if no postilion guided them. 5 Now!™
- The shots had ceased. He listened in- Five pistols rang out as one. - There came
tently, and heard hooves pounding the road from the group of footpads about the
after the chaise, and, more faintly, hooves wrecked chaise yelps and groans of anguish
hammering the road towards it. to show that some at least of the leaden
He strove to interpret this double sound balls had found billets.

- of approaching horsemen. The party be- The three mounted men steadied their

hind must be, he knew, the assailants who  rearing horses, and peered info the dark-
had wounded or killed his grandfather. But ness whence the flashes and the bullets

“the a&prnaching party might t;aal"felpers and had come. Hardly had they recovered from

frien _ : the sudden shock than the five highwaymen
~ He had decided to risk a bullet by peer- were upon them with drawn 11'1;%161’&3?

ing from the window when the wheels of = gad! The Raffler has had an
the chaise struck an obstacle in the road  escort!” screamed a high-pitched voice.
and he was pitched violently forward. His “Back for your lives, boys!”

(-Gﬁ(-ﬁ(-ﬁ(-ﬁﬁﬁéﬁéﬁ(-(-(-(-(-(-(-(-ﬁ'ﬁ(-ﬁ(-(«-44((-@&4({-('6&(-4
His grandfather lay huddled on the
floor! The pistol-
shots he had heard
had found ar least
' one markhk!
CECECECCCL L EECECELLE

head struck the woodwork in front of him, The three horsemen wheeled round th
and a great tide of blackness seemed to horses and refreated the way they h
swell up around him and engulf him. - ¢ome. The footpads, dazed and demoralised
s : - e B . by the chfargei: gﬁh ti%vle five ca%ﬂ% a*ﬁ?r tt%e
Dick Turpih came eantering along in time  SOWer of pistol-balls, scrampled off into the
to see a flying chaise lacking its postilion, ﬁﬂlkﬁaﬁ- m‘:ththﬂ% m{}ﬂr,hﬂd_raggmig their
hurtle into a log which had clearly béen tlzn e Wlm t}fg]'.l[]:l, Wk--&dﬂegt es and
thrown deliberately across the road. The t-e I's (aiﬁﬁlﬁ = awkward flight with
two horses came to thelr knees and the heir riding-whips. : .
crazy vehicle overturned with a crash. Dick Turpin walked over and examined
The highwayman was too experienced E 1@ wreckage of the chaise, whose two

rider of the night not fo know of the & orses were now still and cold. _ |
reputation of this moorland way. He had “The brutes had at least the merey to put
black hatred of the gangs of evil footpad a couple of balls into these poor beasts, and
who made it thelr playground for robbery elease them from their misery of broken
and deeds of violence. egs,” he said. “What damage has been

Turpin did not eount himself a robber  sustained within? Gadzooks, but ‘tis dark,
in the ordinary sense. A Jacobite, he felt and there is no hope of relighting these
that to rob George, the seo-called King, was shattered lamps. Oh, there Tom, give me

‘a virtue, and in his takings from private a hand. There is someone here sore hurt.

travellers he kept fo the great tradition of Why, 'tis but a boy! He is stunned, bu
Robin Hood of old, and took from the rieh he moans. There is life in him! I warrant
to give to the poor. you the postilion was shot and thrown a3
Seeing the arranged catastrophe into  mile back.”
whieh the chaise had fallem, Diek Turpin As Turpin peered into the dark interior
dismounted, and held Black Bess quiet by  of the wrecked chaise, and dragged ouf
the roadside, motioning the others of hi from it the senseless body of voung Rodney
band info the same still watchfulness Revelstoke, the gathering rain began to fall
they joined him. = heavily. There were some flashes of
“Phwat is it, captain dear?” asked Pat lightning



FROM THE DARK VAULT OF THE HEAVENS A BALL OF BLUE FIRE DROPPED ! \ 5

“Hurry, Dick,” said Tom King, “or the
storm will be on us. Is there any other
there?” :

“Nay, plague me, but I cannot see,” Dick
answered. “All the travelling gear is
thrown into the utmost confusion. We can-
not leave this young shaver in the highway,
and we dare not stop, for if the storm held
off, there would be a fine body of searchers
out for us from the Apple Tree Inn once
the coach-horses arrive there without the
Mail behind them.”

Dick Turpin hoisted the prostrate form
of Rod on to his saddle-tree, and himself
remounted his mare,

“'Tis odd that so young a boy should be:

travelling alone,” he said. “My heart mis-
gives me that some other has been taken
from the chaise. But we dare nof wait.
Away, bonnie boys, bearing southward!
There’s more than ordinary thunder in this
dark and rainy air.”

The five of them put their horses to a
canter and, leaving the road, took to the
moorland.
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Beetles. “I fought dat de red whiskerers
cﬁlb 'Massa Peterers had set de world on
re!”

“A thunderbolt!” said Dick, raising his
voice above the storm which had now
thoroughly broken. ‘“Gadzooks., one can
smell .the sulphur .of it, *twas so  near!
Methinks it has fallen where the chaise was
wrecked, drawn there, doubtless, by the
iron-shod pole. They tell me that iron has
a rare magic for attracting fthe electric
fluid from the clouds. This is an ill-omened
spot, lads, let us away from it with all
speed. We are in for a rare soaking!”

“Ah, well, captain, me darlint?’ said
O'Flynn philosophically, “I doubt hot we
have enough of German George's guineas
to pay for brandy to keep the cold from our
bones. Where do we rest?”

“If we can make it before full dawn,
we’'ll take to the old quarry. That is a safe
lair for a day’s sleep, and well found, withal,
if I know Dame Stukey.”

“And the boy, Dick?”

“Faith, I know not now whether he be

E : 3 =
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interview with a great Minister of State in
Whitehall, ;

Unless the villain, Richard Turpin, was
safe under lock and Key before the month's
end, the Runners would have a new chief!
That was the essence of the talk, although
many hot and sneering words had been
ﬂl%ng at the head of the discomfited police-
officer.

The Runner charged with guarding the
privacy of the irate Grassgreen had had no
easy morning. Because he particularly
wished to be alone, it seemed that all the
fools Iin London were. determined to intrude
upon him.

Peter Gunter, who was the unfortunate
officer on duty, had not even had time to
walk round to his favourite hostelry in
Drury Lane, and now that it was early
afternoon he felt ruefully that his chance
of a good meal, which he hela to be essential
to a full performance of his duties, was
remote.

Gunter was not an ideal man for the
work of thief taking. It was said of him
by rude little boys that he was thicker from
back to front than he was tall from toes to
head. It was said of him, with more truth,
that not for twenty years had he seen his
own feet.

Horace Grassgreen, having been quiet for
half an hour, and no intruders having
threatened his privacy, Gunter felt that
he might safely console himself for missing
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There came from the gruup‘ of footpads about the wrecked chaise yelps and groans of anguish, and, as the three mounted

men steadied their rearing horses, the nightriders appeared, with drawn rapiers!

Hardli had they ridden a furlong when
the darkness was rent by a triple fork of
lichtning that seemed as if the very heavens
themselves had opened to spit down a blue
flame. Barely had the ragged forks flashed
to the earth than a burst of thunder
seemed to volley over their heads. :

The five horses pranced like mad things.
Had the comrades not been first-class
horsemen they must have been flung from
their saddles. Black Bess wheeled about
and curveted on her hind legs, Dick grip-
ping her tightly with his knees while he
held the still form of Rodney before him.

His eyes, part blinded by the lightning,
seemed to see an extraordinary sight. From
the dark vault of the heavens a ball of
blue fire dropped to the very spot on the
high road where they had abandoned the
wrecked chaise.

the doleful

“Golly!” said voice of

alive or dead. But we’'ll loog at him when
we reach the caves.”

And with no further words spoken, the
members -of the gallant little band bent to
the tempest and rode stoutly through the
night, the injured: boy clasped fast to the
breast of Dick Turpin.

A VISIT TO BOW STREET.

ORACE GRASSGREEN, chief of the
Bow Street Runners, was in an ill
temper. News in those days travelled
slowly, but bad news seemed to travel

fast enough.

A horseman from York garrison had
posted south to tell the authorities that
their cunning had gone for naught, and
that the pay for the troops, for the third
time on record, had been taken by highway-
men, ‘

Horace Grassgreen had had a stormy

his dinner by taking forty winks with his
feet propped on the top of his desk.

Hardly had his eyes closed when his
composure was disturbed by a series of
hollow groans. He tried to disregard them.
but they doubled in tone and intensity.

Gunter looked up to the ceiling, but there
was nothing there. He turned his goose-
berry-like eyes to the left of him, and there
was nothing there. He turned his gaze to
the right, and there was nothing there.

Then, as any full-witted man would have
done at the first, he looked straight in front
of him—and almost fell off his chair in
surprise mingled with fright.

Opposite to him, looking as if it had been
newly severed, was a coal-black head, with
staring eyes and flashing white teeth. From
the wide mouth of this head the hollow
groans were coming.

(Continued on next page.)
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“Ooo-er !’ said Gunter.

“ Qoooooooooocoooo !’ said the head. like
some calf that had lost its mother.

Gunter dropped his legs from the desk and
prepared to run for help. But as he swung
1imself round a hand gripped his shoulder.

Gunter turned to faee the terrible thing,
and found that the owner of the head had
now risen from his stooping posture in front
of the desk and was standing upright. It
was a tall negro dressed in the gorgeous
blue livery of a footman.

“Am dis de home ob de Bow Street
Runnerers?” asked the negro.

“‘Ere, wot do you mean bellowing at me
like that?"” said Gunter.

“Me, sah! Bellow. sah? You must have
been dreaming.- salh.. In dat nnocent
restin’s dat youm ftreat yourself to after
vour dinner, you must hab fallen asleep
and been dreaming ob de cows in de fields.”

“Dinner! Bust me if TIve ’‘ad any
dinner,” said Gunter, .

“Me should say it would more likely bust
you if yem did have any
dinner, sah! But, tell me
sah, ‘am dis de home ob de
Bow Street Runnerers?”

“Yus—it am—I mean are—
bust me, I mean is!”

“Deny I tell my massa to
come in said the mnegro,
turning to the door. -

“'Bre, not so quick, Sambo.
Who is your master?”

“Me not Sambo, sah. Me
gentleman ob colour -called
Caeser Pompey Nero Seipio
Hannibal Dingo. My massa a
oreat gentleman. Him Siy
Lucifer de Bourbon Casteja le
Mot.”

“A Frenchman?”

“Tm ob French consent.”

“Prench consent! Bust me’
what's that?”

“Tm grandfather was a
Frenehman.” :

“©Oh, you mean descent.

Not consent., you black crow.
You mean he springs from
the Freneh,  sald Officer
Gunter pompously. _

“No, sal. My massa springs
from nobody, sah. 'Im springs
at ‘emt”

“T can’t waste all day talk-
ing to a fool. What does this
Sir Lucifer what'sname want
‘ere, eh?” :

“Pn come to call enn Horace
Grassgreen, de boss ob de Bow
Street Runnerers.”

“Tell vyour master that
Horage @ Grassgreelr - can - see
nobody teday, B  retorted
Gunter. “If he wants any
advice, tell him that Officer
Gunter. Officer Peter Gunter,
will be most ‘appy to advise
him.” :

“Very good. sah. Me ftell
massa dat.” :

The negro departed through
the door, and Oilicer Gunter
anxiously straightened his
miform and seraped his
scanty locks ever "his Yrosy,
bald pate. 7%

The next moment he was
bowing low before a handsome
voung man dressed. in a coat
of the most dainty lavender blue, who
enftered the dingy room bearing under his
arm a gold-laced hat that was obviously
for -mere show, since it would neot have
fitted the elaborate wig that ils owner wore.

A large diamond ring sparkled on the
hand which balanced a tall cane, which was
set at the head with glittering stones.

“So Horace Grassgreen is net at home,
fellow, eh?” said this imposing person.

“No, m’lord duke— I mean m'lord—I
mesn youwr sir-ship!” :

“How fatiguing. I parficularly wished to
hold converse with him.”

The young dandy daintily dusted the
office chair and then settled himself down
with a mixture of languid eomfort and lazy
dignity. : ; i

Officer Gunter watched him with respect-
ful amazement. :

“I particularly wanted to hold converse
with Grassgreen, because I am anxmous teo
travel north with some old family plate.
Now vou look an intelligent man, officer, if

Black Bess wheeled on her hind
boy in his arms, turned to see an extraordinary sight!

- most helpful.

I may say so. Do you think I should be
safe to travel with all these dreadful high-
wayvimen abroad in the land, or should I
hire an escort of Runners?”

“Whieh part of the North was you a-
thinking of geoing to, your grace—I mealy
yvour sirship?? .

“Into Yorkshire.”

“Well, you'll be quite safe up there, your
sirship,” Gunter assured hini “Why, Grass-
ereen himself and half the foree leaves
‘ere tomorrow morning for them very parts.
Theyre a-going to captwe this fellow
Turpin. Grassgreen's inside there this very
moment making arrangements, and they’ve
inereased the reward from three hundred
to five hundred gumeas for Turpin’s
capture. Bust me, 1If I'm1 not going myself!”

“*Oh., well, If Grassgreen and half the
Runners are going to be in those very parts,
I shall not worry any further. but post up
there on Thursday,” .said the visitor.
“Where might your headquarters be in the
North, in case—just in case—anything did

happen to me and my family plate?”

“ Grassgreen and me, your highness, will
be found at the old Apple Tree Inn, between
York and Brigham,” answered Gunter.
“We've got to question some witnesses
there. Grassgreen’s belief is that the old
woman who keeps that theire hostelvy is
league with these highwaymen. He's a
terror for nosing oubt guilt, is Grassgreen.
Almost as good a hand at it as your
‘umble servant.” _

“Well, thank you. officer. You have been
Perhaps you wouldn't object
to drinking my healthr and safe journey
with this erown-pieeg.”

“'Onoured, sir. Pm sure. Le{ me s€e vou
to vour chair, vour grace.”

“No. I fthrank you.
will help me in. Good morning, officer.”

The fat Runner almost bent double in his
attempt to bid the genereous visitor a fitting
farewell. : ’

Three minutes later Horace Grassereen
hawled for s fat henchman.

legs and Dick, clutching the

My man, Pompey,

THE ELEGANT YOUNG DANDY IN THE LAVENDER-BLUE COAT LEARNED ALL HE WISHED TO KNOW !

“Now, Gunfter, here are the orders for
tomorrew,” he said, impatiently. * Have
them copied and put up on the netice
boards. And be ready to ride with me at
eight o'cloek.”

LT Y{ES.L Sll‘.‘}? *

The fat Runner turned fo leave the room,

“What foolery is this, Gunter?” said
Grassgreely's high-pitehed querulous voice.

“PFoelery, sir?” gasped Gunter in hurt
surprise.

“What is that pinned to vour uniform at
the back?" roared Grassgreermn.

“Pinned to me uniform, sir?" said the
fat man, turning round and round like &
puppy-dog chasing his tail in & vain attempt
to see what Grassgreen was peointing aft.

*Come here, fool!” .

Officer Gunter advanced to the table

wliere his superior sat, and turned to allow
that irascible chief to detach the ofiending
paper. =

“Why, man, it's a letter.
to me!

chief, reading the note: S5

“* Dear and Most Honoured
Grassgreen.—If was. a poor
trick to send an emipiy coach-
to York. Heowever, ib is an [il-
wind that -blows nobody good,
ahd  your stratagem  has
enabled me to relieve the-
“York Maill of enough guireas
to keep me and my friends 1n
comfort for a seasen on the
Yorkshire mwoors. Tell your
master, German Geozge, that
His eguineas will not be safe
until his paymaster ceisss
from empioving Gernman
mercenaries to diseipline
British lads, who are good
soldiers enough without Han-
overian ruffians to flag them
to their duties. And if you
should come Northr yourself,
cood  Grassegreen, to  In-
s “yestigate the sad affair 'of the
« York Mail, forget not {o give
my regards to one-Alderman
Jackman, who is a nastier
thiref than was ever— 7

4 Your Ohliged “tand
Obadient Servant, ' :

“LDIcK TURPIN.-Y

Horace Grassgreen almost
exploded with rage as he
finished reading.

*“This—this is im the very
handwriting of the blackguard
himself!”” he howled. “Who
pbrought it? How came it on
vour fat back? Whom have
vou had in that den of yours
this bour or two past®

“Why, nobody, sir!"” panted
poor Gunter. “Nebedy, that
is, ‘but a young lovrdiing of a
knight, who came o see me
about the need of an esecort of
Runners to take his family
plate to the North.,”" -

“A voung kngght! Was he
alone?”

“He wasn't what yvou might
eall alone, siv. He had a man-
servant with him. = He was
the blackest blsckameor I
ever did see.”

- Horace Grassgreen seemed
likely to choke with rage.

“Pool! Dolt!” he roared.

Peter Gunter had rarely seem his present
chief in such a black rage.

“Why, sir, who might they have been?”
he gulped. : e

“Who might they have been, idiol! Why
vouw've had in vour hands and let slip Dick
Turpin’'s second-lieutenant and that knave..
Beetles! Had you held them, fool, you'd -
have been richer by a hundred and fifty
ouineas—fifty for Beetles and a hundred
‘or that cool rogue, Flick. Turpins young
friend. And you let them walk im. pin an
insulting message for me on to your coat-
tails. while you were bowing and seraping—
and walk coelly out again——"

Officer Peter Gunter scraitched a puzzled
head. Af length the enormity of his folly
broke in upon his dull wits

“Well—bust me!” he gasped.

(Continue this grand stery im yveur next
ENOCKOUT. Learn mere abeut the boy,
Rodney Revelstoke, and share mgw stirring
adventures with Dick Turpin and his band
of gallant nightriders.)

_ And addressed
Listen here. foel” snoricd his:® ==



lGET USED

HAD MATT MARRIOTT MADE A BAD ENEMY? TIME ALONE WOULD TELL ! 7

s e S ™ —

Matt DMarrioit, Powder Horn and Chalk MeTizue were all

buffalo hunlers at the railhrad of the Sania Fe railroad. {

Chalk was an Indian hater, which infuriated the peace-loving

Mati. While out one day they found a wounded man, who said t

he had been atiacked by Indians. Chalk wanted speedy revenze,

but Matt argued against this, and Chalk' grabbed him
threateningly. Angrily Matl pushed McTizue away . . , 5
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NEARBY WAS ONE OF THE GREAT
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SN T KNOW HIS TROUBLE.

MARRIOTTS GONE SOLR

AIN'T ON THIS GAME ALREADY.
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THE PAY'S GOOD, MAT'T.
DURN IT. WHERE ELSE CAN YOU
PICK P A HUNDRED BLICK6
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Don’t miss the continuation of this super Western
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—BUT I GOT TO DO IT

story in next Wednesday’s KNOCKOUT !
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THE HEAVYWEIGHT
CHUMP OF HIS SCHOOL

POOR STARVING
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PAR! HARK AT HER
READING THAT SILLY

INDIAN RUBBISH! Wiy
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SITTING BlULL STOOD
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YOUR SOPPY, INDIAW |
I\ venceance! 1 |
WANT
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RICHARD FAIRFAX, KNCWN ON THE
SPANISH MAIN AS THE BLACK PIRATE.
WAS CAPTURED BY DON DIEED, L
SOVERNCR OF BL SANTARC, RICHARDS |/
SHIP, THE CRIMSON CROSS IT, WAS ;
SUNK AND' THE CREW. THROWN INTC
A DUNEEON NEAR THEIR CAPTAIN.
BUT JEREMY HAWK ESCAPED AND
HE AND ANACA, AN INDIAN,
CVERPOWERED TWO SPANISH
SOLDIERS, DRESSED IN THE
SPANIARDS' UNIFORM. THEY WALKED
BOLOLY UP To THE GOVERNORS

PALACE . . .

=

"CLCKk " HISSED JEREMY. "TC THE DLUNEECONS. IF THE
CLARPS HAVE THE KEYS, WE WL FREE THE CAPTAN
AND CUR LADS BEFDRE Ti/E SCLURVY DONS RE4L/ISE
WHAT 1S MAPPENINE/” TWO SENTRIES
STOOD GUARD JUST INSIPE THE
STONE ARCH LEBADING TC THE
DUNSEONS AND FORBADE

THEM ENTRANCE...
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JEREMY HANK'S FIST SHOT OUT LIKE A
RAMROD AND ONE GUARD FELL WITH

A MOAN. ANACA FLUNG HIMSELE

ON THE OTHER SPANIARD
AND DRAGGED HIM TO
THE GRCOUND...

LUCKILY, NOBORY SEEMED TO HAVE HEARD THE
SHORT SWIFT FISHT AND JEREMY SNATCHED
TRHE KEYS FROM THE BELT OF THE
UNCONSCTIOUS GUARD. THEN WITH

ANACA BY WIS SIDE, HE RAN AR
DOWN THE STONE STEPS 4SRN
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: ;ICHARD FAIRFAX GASPEDR WITH SURPRISE AS KIS CELL
OOR WAS FLUNE OPEN: AND THE sum FIGLRE OF
JEREMY HAWK STOCD THERE, HIS BEAM FACE F
IN A STEEL SPANISH HELMET. 'COME, W}' IN, THERE: -
TIME TO LOSE!Y CRIED JEREMY, 'THE SPAMARDS ARE STiil
CELEBRATING THEIR VICTORY ... WITH LUCK ITEL
; BE SHORT LIVED”
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'TEAN%!LE,_AHACA HAD “4 7 %
NLOCKED THE DroR R AN
OF THE BIG CELL AND 3 - 3
THE CREW OF TUE Ny 14
CRIMSON CROSS IT CAME RUSHING D Za :
CUT, '8y NEFTUNE ! RUMBLED A SR W TS W Ee
BiG TEVON SAILOR, /T NEVER
THOLGHT TO SEE TLHE L/i=WT
. OF DAY ACAIN.!" I'4ND [OCK!”.
- CRIED ANOTHER SAlLOR.
STHE CAPTAIN STILL LIVES, .,
ANE JEREMY LAl
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RICHARD QUICKLY TOLD THEM TO
BE QUIET LEST THEY AROLISE
THE SPANIARDS ABOVE. -
'THROW THE GUARDS /INTO

A DUNGEDN ANZ FOLLOW

ME, LAPS,” HE SAID.
T STHL MAYE TO DRdS

THE TRUTH FROM THE

EOVERNOR, DON. DIEGLD.

FOR I 0O NOT YET

KNG [F HE WaS THE

FOLLE WILLAIN WO
SLEW MY FATHER "

w:

THERE WAS AN ARMOURY AT
THE SIDE OF THE GREAT HALL
AND THE SAILORS SWIETLY
ARMED THEMSELVES WiTH
SWORDS AND FISTOLS.
THEN RICHARD LED THEM
AT A BUSH FOR THE

UFPFER FLOCOE...

"THE PRISONERS! THEYVE ESCAPED/"SHRILLED A STARTLED
SPANISH OFFICER.'CALL OUT THE GLARD! CALL OUT THE
EUARD/" BUT A GROUF OF RICHARD'S MEN HAD ALREADY
SILENCED THE GUARD BELOW AND THE SPANIARDS ON THE
UPPER LANDING WERE SWEPT ASIDE.

RICHARD CUT IS way
TO THE END OF THE
RCOM, WHERE THE
SPANISH COVERNCR
WAS TRYING TO'
VAINLY ESCAPE.

HE CAVE A SNARL

CF FURY WHEN
HE SAW THE
ENGLISH CAPTAIN
ANP LUNGED AT
HIM WITH His
- SWORD...
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THE SPANISH GOVERNOR OF EL SANTARC HAD BEEN
CELEBRATING WITH HIS OFFICERS WHEN RICHARD
AND HIS MEN SURGED N. A WILD. BATTLE THEN
TOOK PLACE IN THAT LAVISHLY APPOINTED *
DINING ROOM... A BATTLE N WHICH NO
QUARTER WAS ASKED...
~ AND NONE GIVEN /
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| _THREE P
SWEEPING CUTS
| FROM HiS GLITTERING
| SWORD HAD DON DIEEO e
[ AT RICHARD FAIRFAX'S s )
CMERCY. WITH THE NEEDLE-SHAR ;
SWORD POINT AT HIS QLIVERING THROAT,
. THE COVERNCOR: BACKED ACAINST THE WALL, HiS BYES
BULGING IN TERRCR. ‘NOW. YOLL DOG," GRITTED THE
- BLACK PIRATE. "THE TRUTH... ARE YOI THE BRLTE WO
KILLED MY FATWER AND SANK HIS SWIP, CRIMSCON CROSS
: W FIRST = SFPEAK, CLRSE You /"




' CATESBY KNOWS ALL THE QUESTIONS . .. BUT THE ONE ANSWER ELUDES HIM !

George Bulkeley, the popular captain of
Rookwood, had left the school under a
cloud of disgrace. His father had been
arrested on a charge of stealing valuable
bonds worth twenty thousand pounds from
the safe of the firm—a firm whose partner
was James Catesby, uncle of a Rookwood
Sixth Former. :

Jimmy Silver and his chums had been
unwilling witnesses of a meeting between
Catesby and his uncle shortly before dis-
grace had fallen upon Bulkeley. And they
had seen James Catesby hand a package
of “very important papers” to his nephew,
asking him fo lock them up in a safe place
at Rookwood.

Tubby Muffin suspected Catesby of having
food locked up in the desk in his study,

and was caught by another Sixth Foermer

in the act of trying to open it, while
Catesby was out keeping a secret appoint-

ment. (Now read on.)
DARK DOUBTS.
66 ELL, Stephen?” :
Mr. James Catesby halted on
the quiet country road and
removed the cigar from his

mouth, regarding his nephew with a some-
what curious look.

There was a troubled expression on the
face of Catesby, the Rookwood Sixth
Former. e

“You wrote to say you wished to see me,
Stephen,” continued the City gentleman.
“I have not had time to eome down before.
I have been rather busy, owing to the un-
fortunate happenings at the firm.”

“I understand that, Uncle,” said the
Sixth Former uneasily. “But why couldn’t
vou come to Rookwood to see me as you
used to do? Why did you say vou'd meet
me out here?”

“There are reasons, Stephen, why I do
not -wish to visit you at Rookwood at
present.” - 3

“Is it anything to do with the bundle of
papers you gave me to mind for you the
other week, Uncle?” Catesby asked.

Mr. ‘Catesby looked very sharply at his
nephew.

“Hush!” he muttered, glancing about him
swiftly.

“There's nobody to hear us here,” said
Catesby.

Uncle and nephew had stopped in the
dusky lane, a little distance out of Coombe.

“You cannot be too careful, my boy. A
great deal depends upon it.”

“You have never told me what that
bundle contains, Uncle.”

“Important legal papers,” said Mr.
Catesby.
“¥Yes. But—but——”

“My dear nephew, do not trouble your
mind about them,” said Mr. Catesby. “Is
there anything else you wish to ask me?”

Stephen Catesby was silent, but it was
evident he was troubled.

The elder man’s sharp eyes narrowed as
he watched his nephew’s face in the dusk.

“I hear Bulkeley has left Rookwood!” he
said suddenly.

“Yes. His father——"

“Mr. Bulkeley is on bail,” interjected Mr.
Catesby, “but under close supervision, I
believe.”

“I understand that you believe in his
innocence, Uncle?”

“I try to do so, at all events, Stephen.
I feel bound to defend my partner, until
he is actually condemned by the law.”

“I've only heard imperfectly what hap-
pened, Uncle,” said Catesby, after an
awkward pause. “As I heard it, a number
of bonds were missing.”

“About twenty thousand pounds’ worth,
Stephen. A large sum.”

cern you,” he went on quietly.

i | By Owen Congquest i

“Why should Mr. Bulkeley be suspected
of taking them?”

“Really, there seems little room for
doubt,” replied his uncle. “Mr. Bulkeley
had the key to the safe.”

“But you are the junior partner, Uncle;
you had a key, too?”

“Quite so. But it happens I was on
business in Scotland at the time, and. when
I left I placed my key in Mr. Bulkeley’s
charge for safety,” explaineG Mr. Catesby.
It was during my absence in Scotland that
the premises were entered. and the safe
opened with a key and thes bonds taken.
The night watchman was attacked from

behind, and knocked senseless; and a heayy

walking-stick was found lying near the safe
the next morning. It was Mr. Bulkeley’s
stick! - Apparently he had laid it down
when opening the safe, and had forgotten
to take it up afterwards. However, I trust
he may be able to clear himself.”

“And the bonds have not been found?”

“No. He protests his innocence, of
course. I sincerely hope he will be able
to prove it.” ' -
~ There was a slight inflection of. mockery
in Mr. Catesby’s tone. which made his
nephew look at him quickly.

“You ftold me not to, Uncle.”

“Where do {’GU. keep them?”

“In the old mahogany desk in my
study.”

“And the key?”

“I wear it on my wateh chain.”

“Good! You cannot be too careful. If
those papers were lost, I might get the
worst of a law suit on a future occasion.”

“Oh!” said Catesby, his face clearing s
little. *“They are really legal papers, then
—something to do with a law suit?”

e Pre_cisely' ry

“I should think they would be safer in 3
bank than in the desk in my study at Rook-
wood, Uncle.”

“1 am the best judge of that. Stephen,
In a few weeks I hope to be able. to relieve
vou of the charge. Until then, keep the
madtter secret.”

“I will, Uncle.”

James Catesby looked at his watch.

“Now I will say goodbye. I have to take
the next up train. Do not mention that I
have visited you.”

“Very well, Uncle.”

They parted. The City gentleman hurry-
ing back into the village. : ;

Stephen Catesby made his way in the
direction of Rookwood with a clouded brow.
There was a thought—a suspicion—lurking
in the back of his mind that filled him with

R LI LTI LI LI LI L AL LI I LI L

There was a suspicion lurking in
the back of his mind which filled
him with fear!’!
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Catesby’s lips openied again, but closed.
There was something weighing on his mind,
but it was something to which he did not

- care to give utterance.

His uncle regarded him closely through
the smoke-wreaths of the cigar.

“Have you nothing else to say to me,
Stephen?”

“N-no.” S

“You have said very little, considering
that you asked me to come down specially
to see you,” said Mr. Catesby sharply.

(11 I_I LE ]
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“Nothing.”

Mr. Catesby drew a deep breath. :

“My dear Stephen, you must not think
too much about matters that do nl;:d;}::::u:mE
1] Dn!
worry over the affair in any way. It is not
your business, Ivﬂu know.”

“I don’t; on

3

“Only what?” :

“Nothing,” muttered the Rookwood
prefect. .

“Really, you are rather mysterious,

Stephen,” said Mr. Catesby sharply. “But I
will not ask you to explain vourself further.
Perhaps you have some little troubles of
your own on your mind. Are you in need
of money?”

“That’s an old need with me, Uncle,”
Catesby confessed.

“Well, you have a kind uncle to draw
upon,” said Mr. Catesby, laughing. “I put
a. five-pound note in my pocket-book for
yvou, Stephen.”

He opened the pocket-book, and Catesby
took the crisp fiver in his fingers. But his
face was still heavy and troubled.

“By the way, you have never mentioned
those papers to anyone?’ asked Mr.
Catesby carelessly.

uneasiness, almost with fear.

He strove to dismiss it, but it would
linger.

What were the papers that his uncle had
handed him within twenty-four hours of
the theift of the bonds in London?

Was 1t possible—

The bare possibility was so terrifying -
that Catesby did not care to think of if.

-But his mind was still troubled when he
returned to Rookwood and let himself in
with the prefects’ key at the side gate.

There was a light burning in his study
when he reached it. He found Tresham of
the Sixth there.

“Waitin® for you, old man!” said
Tresham, as Catesby came in. “You seem
to have forgotten that we were going to
have the gloves on this evening.”

“Sorry!” said Catesby. “I had forgotten,
somehow.”

“By the way, do you keep anything of
value in that old desk?” asked Tresham,
jerking his thumb towards the mahogany
desk in the corner,

Catesby started violently. :

“That—that desk! What do you mean?”
he panted. :

Tresham looked at him in astonishment,

“Keep your wool on!” he said. “I was
only going to tell you that I.found young
Muffin of the Fourth nosing about the desk
when I looked in for you some time ago.”

“That inquisitive little beast!” exclaimed
Catesby. “How could he know——"

“I kicked him out of the study,” said
Tresham.

Catesby crossed hurriedly to the desk,
and examined if. He breathed more freely
as he found it was still locked.

“How could he know what?” .asked
Tresham.

“Oh, nothing! I mean, what could he
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have been nosing about that desk for?” said
Cateshy, with forced carelessness. *“ There's
nothing of value in it.” _

“I thought I'd menfion it in case there
was,” said Tresham with a smile. “Now,

if you're ready, we'll go down to the gym.”

tephen Catesby left the study with his
friend, his brow darker than ever.
The prying Tubby Muffin haunted him.
What did Muffin know? What could "he
know? What could he suspect?

THE ST. JIM'S MATCH.

INMY SILVER and Co. started for Big
J Side immediately after dinner on the
following day. '
The
Though

were looking verv serious.
he First Eleven match was not
in their eyes, so important as their own
madtches, they still admitted that it was a
matter of importance.

And they had no desire to see Rookwood
First licked by Kildare and his merry men
from St. Jim'’s. But that was what they
fully expected to see.

How could a team
composed almost
entirely of Moderns
beat any lot that
could play footer at
all?

The view taken by
the Moderns was quite
different.

Tommy Dodd and
Co., the heroes of the
Modern Fourth, opined
that Rookwood was in
for a successful season,
now that the Modern
side was really getting
a chance in the games.

“Hello, Doddy!” said
Jimmy Silver, as ke
arrived on the footer
eround and found the

Modern there. “Nice
prospect for today—
what !”
“Pirst rate!” agreed
Tommy Dodd. .
“Faith, amd weTe

going  to see some
footer entoirely!” said
Tommy Doyle sturdily.
“Real footer,I mean!”
“I don’'t think!”
snapped Lovell.
“No need to tell us

fhat, old scout,” re-
torted Tommy Dedd
quickly. “We Eknow
vou don’t think. You
can’t, in faet!”
“Look here, vou
cheeky Modern mis-
fi,t E ¥ :

“QOrder!” said Kit

Erroll, with a laugh.
“Leave Tommy his
opinion He'll change
it fast enough when
the play begins.”

“Here come  St.
Jim’s!” said Morning-
ton. “They look &
rippin’ lot!”

There was a cheer
for the St. Jim's footballers.

They were a team that required the hest
men in Rookwood to be put into the field
against them, and even the Moderns could
hardly maintain that Enowles’ eleven repre-
sented the best in Rookwood.

Knowles seemed to have no doubts, how-
ever. He was smiling and confident.

A victory over St. Jim’s would certainly
have been a great triumph for Cecil
Knowles, and a preof of his contention
that the Moderns had never been given a
fair show under George Bulkeley’s rule.

But it was a very great question whether
he could win such a victory with his present
feam.

Knowles won the toss and elected to play
against the slight wind which was blowing,
obviously with the thought in mind that it
would be better to have that advantage in
the second half. )

From the first whistle, the St. Jim’s team
attacked, their forwards moving with
smooth precision and passing with a degree
of accuracy which left Knowles and his
team-mates standing. |

There was a breathless hush over the

-at Tomm

he shouted.

crowd, then a sudden tremendous yell as
Kildare sped between the Rookwood backs
and slammed:the ball into the net far out
of the leaping goalie's reach. :

“Goal! One up fo St. Jim’s in the first
minute!’ groaned Lovell, turning to scowl
Dodd and Co. *“What price our
Modern skipper now!”

“Just a fluke, that's all,” retorted Tommy
Dodd, with a careless shrug. *“Wait {ill old
Knowles’ men get really stuck into it!™ -

The Rookwood team were undaunfed by
this initial setback, and EKnowles showed
he was quite justified in including himself
in the team. :

He worked hard, and Jimmy Silver felt
his hopes rise as he watched him. Angry

as he was with Knowles, Jimmy could have

tolerated his triumph if only he could have
bagged a victory for Rookwood.

For the next thirty minutes Knowles
attacked with real vigour and skill, well
backed up by Frampton, Neville and Jones
major, who had nof resigned his place in

Knowles’ face was white with rage as he threw up the window.

‘“ By gad, I'll—’ll—"H ., ,”

Knowles’” team after all. There was no
doubting Knowles’ ability, and there were
moments when the Fighting Four found
themselves yvelling encouragement.

But four men don’t make a team. The
other players in the Rookwood side had
been chosen in the main because they were
Moderns—not for their footer prowess. And
as the match proceeded it became more and
more obvious that it was a weak side.

They lacked the cohesion of their
opponents, and by half-time St. Jim’s were
three goals up.

“What a pack of wet fish!” snorted
Lovell, with feeling, as they waited for the
game {o be resumed.

“Catesby plays as if he’s got two left
feet!” remarked Raby scornfully.

“What about Hoke, too?’ scoffed New-
come. “The way he's been wandering
about vou ean’t tell whether he's left-half
or goalie!”

Tommy Dodd and Co. were standing
within ear-shot, and the szcid comments
made their ears burn. :

“Dry up, you Classical mugs!” hooted

- Silver hotly.

He choked with wrath.
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Tommy. “You're only jealous because the
Moderns have got a sguare deal at last!”

“Square deal, my foot!” retorted Jimmy
“There's only four players
in the team, and two of those are Classicals
—Neville and Jones major!”

“Hear, hear!” agresd Lovell.

There was a threat of opsn war breaking
out- between the Fourth Formers, bal the
whistle went at that moment, and for the
time being, a truce was called.

Unfortunately for Rookwood, the chill
wind - which had been ‘blowing against
them. throughout the first half had faded
to. a mere light breesze, so they gained no
advantage by the turn round.

Again the St. Jim's men swept info the
attack. They forced a eorner in the first
five minutes, and when the ball sailed in
from the flag, Kildare’s head was there
to meet it and send it spinning up inte a
corner of the goal.

“Four down!” groaned Jimmy Silver,
“What a carve-up!”

The faces of {he
Rookwood crowd grew
longer and longer.
Even some of those

- who had veted for

Knowles - were begin-

ning to have grave

misgivings.

As for Knewles him-
self, his expression
betrayed - the anger
burning inside him. In
consequence of the set-
backs, he now tended
to hang on to the ball
too long every time it
came his way.,

Neville and Jones
major were *frozen

- out,” and the Classicals

m the crowd lost all

patience.

“Pass to Neyille!”

“Let Neville have a

gol”

“‘Pass to  Jones!
He’s on your side,
Knowles — or didn't

you kuow?”

Cecil Knowles
flushed with rage, but
he could not resist the
appeal in which many
of the Moderns were
now joining.

The very next time
Knowles gained pos-
session of the ball he
slammed it towards
Neville. As a pass it
was a pretty poor
effort; too hard and
too high. But Neville
made the most of it.

With a mighty
bound he managed to
get his chest te the
flying ball, and before
the opposing St. Jim's
centre-half could trap
it, the eager Classical
got his own boot to it
and was away, racing
: off with it at his toes,
casting swift glances to right and left as
he went.

He looked in vain for suppert. EKnowles’
“wonder boys™ were not fast enough to
respond to Neville's courageous effort. He
was on his own.

“Go on, Neville!
donel”

“Up, up, up, Rookwood! You've got ‘em
beat, Neville!. On your ‘own, boy! Shoot!”

The Classicals’ shouts thundered across
the ground. Jimmy Silver and Co. were
fairly hopping with excitement as they
watched Neville slip smartly round the left
bac}c, and race on towards the St. Jim's
goal.

Three more opponents were now belting
after him, two of them rapidly closing the
ga%: separating them from the Ilone
attacker. But before they reached him,
Neville's right boot connected with the ball
in a tremendous kick.

The fading crimson sunlight of
winter's afternoon glinted on the flyin
leather, momentarily transforming it inté

(Continued on next page.)

“Clear off!

Show 'em how it's

i L}r:
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THE FIGHTING FOUR

(Continued from previous page.)

? ﬁre%}all as it sped straight and true to its
argetf.

The St. Jim’s goalie make a desperate,
flying leap. The fingers of his outflung
right hand clawed frantically at the speed-
ing ball, but to no avail.

Neville's shot was home!

And the shout which greeted his
magnificent goal rang again and again
across the playing-fields of Rookwood.

*Good old Neville!” :

“Goal! Goal! Goal!”

“Rookwood’s got a player after all!”

Cecil Knowles’ ears burned. Neville—his
rival—was getting the applause. And he
himself had earned nothing but ridicule,
and criticism!

Before the final whistle blew, Kildare's

men had put the ball into the Rookwood
goal again, making the score five—one, and
there was nothing Knowles and his men
could do about it.
PLAIN ENGLISH!
ANG! Thump! Crash!
B Knowles started.
He was alone in his study, in a

gloomy mood. The sudden din from
the dusky quadrangle startled him out of
a very unpleasant reverie.

He stepped to the window and looked out.
Then his glance became fixed, with surprise
and rage.

Foremost among the crowd outside were
the Fighting Four, of the Fourth.

They were supported by Oswald Flynn,
Rawson, Mornington, Erroll—in fact, nearly
all the Classical Fourth. :

Smytsne of the Shell was with them, with

several more Shell fellows, and a mob of
Third Form faps. "

And among them, too, a good many
Modern juniors could be seen. It was not
wholly a Classical demonstration.

The Fighting Four bore a banner alofft.
It was made of a sheet stretched between
two poles, and on the sheet words were
daubed in paint in huge capitals.

Several fellows carried electric torches,
directing their beams of light on the banner
so that everybody could read it.

WHO THROWS AWAY MATCHES?
KNOWLES! :

WHO'S A SILLY ASS?
KNOWLES!

WHO'S GOT TO RESIGN?
KNOWLES!

RESIGN! RESIGN! RESIGN!

Knowles ground his teeth as he read it,
and his fists clenched.

This demonstration was one of the first
results of his policy.

The seniors had not taken action yet,
though doubtless they would do so!

But the juniors were not so slow to ex-
press their feeslings.

Thump, thump, thump! Bang! Bang!!

Conroy was beating a tin can with a
cricket stump, and Oswald was thumping a
pair of saucepan-lids together in the style
of cymbals.

The demonstrators intended to let all
Rookwood know what was on. They did not
mean to leave Knowles or anyone else in
the dark as to their opinions!

Knowles'. face was white with rage as he

threw up the window.

“Resign!
crowd.

Resign! Resign!” roared the

“Clear off!” shouted Knowles. “By gad,
I'll-T'll—TI'll—-" He choked with wrath.

Then he grabbed a cane from the table
and rushed downstairs.

A vell greeted him as he tore out of the
house, cane in hand.
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“Resign!”

Knowles lashed out with the cane in a
blind fury.

“Yarooh!”

“Oweh!”

“Collar him!”

Then followed an unprecedented scene.

The captain of Rookwood was seized. His

cane was jerked from his grasp, and he was
unceremoniously bumped on the ground.
- He lay there gasping for breath, while the
demonstrators marched away at last, con-
fident that they had made their meaning
quite clear!

“Ow, ow! OQooof!” gasped Knowles, as
he sat up dazedly.

Catesby came and gave him a hand up.

“I—I—TI'll smash them!” gasped Knowles,
as he scrambled to his feet. “TI'll—I'll—
Ow! Groogh! Laying hands on the
E%%]taii]ﬁ of the school, by gad! Ow! TIll—
I!‘ el ¥ i TR -,

“Better come in,” said Catesby.

Knowles gave him a savage look, but on
second thoughts he decided that the advice
was good. And he went in.

So far the exercise of authority had not
brought much satisfaction to the new
captain of Rookwood.

In the end study, on the Classical Side,
the Fighting Four chuckled loud and long.

(Be sure to read the nexi instalment of
this rollicking Rookwood story . . . another
KNOCKOUT attraction!)
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THE FETTERED EARL!

NLY the dim, yellow light of a
O lantern illuminated the silent
dungeon. It was set high up in

the tower of St. Leys Castle, and

its lone occupant was the descendant .

of a line of earls who had owned this
castle in which he was now held a
prisoner. .

There were
wrists and ankles, and between these
ran lengths of rusted chain of such
weight that it was difficult for him to
get about in his place of confinement.

He was grey-haired and his expres-
sion was kindly. :

He sat at the table; staring straight
before him, the gaze of his eyes look-
ing out from below shaggy, grey brows,
peering at the solid stone wall before
him, almost as if he could see through
it to the rooms of the castle above his
prison.

Had the earl-been gifted with sight

which could pierce solid stone, he would
have  witnessed an extraordinary
spectacle. :

In a room situated high up in the
tower above him nihe men were
gathered. Each and all wore full even-
ing-dress, and eight of them had a
cloak hanging over his shoulders.

Each one of these nine was perfectly
attired, but they had hard and
criminal faces, lowering brows and
shifty eyes, and the attention of eight
of them was riveted upon the ninth
man.

This man was Vernon Morell, leader
of the gang that occupied this ancient
castle. It was he who had made the
Earl of St. Leys a prisoner. Vernon
Morell had done this because the castle
was an ideal headquarters for his
lawless activities.

From where he stood he was
silhouetted against a mass of
mechanism which -covered the wall
behind him. Almost all of the
apparatus was electrical, and there
were festoons of wire and heavy cables,
while a great switch stood out from
all else, and towards this he pointed
as he now addressed the men gathered
about him.

“That switch holds the secret of
success or failure for our work to-
night!” he said.

His voice was thin and ringing,
and it held a dominant note as it
reached the ears of the men before
him. '

“At thirty minutes after midnight I
shall throw that switech, when the
electrical current will be cut off from
every building within ten miles.” he
said. “I have tapped the overhead
cables which supplv this distriet with
current, and at an hour after midnight
we shall bring off our latest and
ereatest coup!”

Some of the crooks seated at the table
glanced at one another, then their gaze
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heavy fetters at his -

READ OF A YOUNG MAN WHO TOOK HIS LIFE IN HAND IN ORDER TO RIGHT A WRONG!

w%nt to one man who rose from where he
sat.

“I think it's about time we cleared out
of here, Morell,” he said. “The police are
getting too hot, and I've got a feeling that
we're tackling something just a little too big

tonight.”
“Nonsense!” The arch-crook glared at
him. “I know what I'm doing, and I've

just given every one of you his orders. If
you obey my instructions to the letter
nothing can go wrong!”

“Youre clever, Morell,” the other
answered. “I admit that, but there'll be
close upon- two hundred guests at the ball
which the Duchess of Radford is giving.
And they——"

“And they’ll be helpless when they’re
confronted by you” Vernon Morell
answered. “All you have to do, when the
lights go out, is to appear in the ball-
room and hold up the guests. You’ll line
them up, and make them go past you,
handing over their jewellery and rings,
their wallets, and everything else of value
that they have. With four of you in the
ballroom to do this, and the rest placed as
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: PRISONER IN THE TOWER!

be very grateful if I could explain my
trouble to you.” o

“Of course; won't you sit down?”’ Dick:
Fletcher asked. _ )

He watched the beautiful Marion St.
Leys seat herself gracefully, then he resumed
his own lgjlanr.:e behind the desk. finding him-
self hardly able to take his glance away
from her beautiful features. He could see
that she was troubled. She slowly removed
her gloves, looking thoughtfully before her
until, at last, she raised the gaze of her
wide eyes to his own. :

“It's about my uncle, the earl.” she said.
“He lives almost alone up at the castle,
and I haven't seen him for quite a long
while.”

Dick Fletcher frowned as he listened to
the girl’s words, wondering exactly what she
was going to tell him.

“I thought he might be ill,” she con-
finued. “And one evening I telephoned to
the castle. My call was not answered. I

- telephoned again and again, and still I

received no reply. Then I sent three or
four telegrams, begging him to let me know
if he was all right! Mr. Fletcher, I am

A I S S S S S T T T
“der thirty minutes after midnight I
shall throw that switch .. . we shall

bring off our latest and greatest coup?!”’
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I've directed, ten minutes will see the whole
thing over, and vou’ll come back here with
a very substantial fortune in gold and
jewels! ~ Tonight’s coup shall be our last
in this-distriet!”

He glared around at the men, and he
saw the relief which came in the expres-
sions of many of them.

“You have your instructions,” he said as
he signed to the men. “Now go! 'As the

clock above the old Black Gate strikes

twelve tonight, you will go about your
business!”

AT THE BLACK GATE!

UNLIGHT struggled through the grimy
S office window, lighting the figure of a
young man who sat at a desk. Across

the window was gilt lettering:

FLETCHER, HARPER & FLETCHER

And below this showed a single word:
Solicitors.

The young man at the desk was Dick
Fletcher, and before him were spread a
number of legal-looking documents, which
he was regarding with some distaste, when
there came a knock on the door and a
clerk entered. !

“A young lady to see you, sir,” he said.
“Name of Miss Marion St. Leys. None
of the partners are in, so will you see her,

_ Mr. Fletcher?”

Dick Fletcher nodded, and rose from his
desk as a girl enfered while the clerk held
open the door. Just for a moment the
handsome young lawyer stood astonished by
the girl’s loveliness.

“I'm the niece of the Earl of St. Leys.”
she told him. “I know that your firm
attend to all my uncle’s business, and that
1S why I came to you. I understand that
none of the partners is in. but I should

worried—terribly worried about him!”

Once again the girl paused, twisting her
gloves in her hands, while deep concern
showed on her face.

“Then I'll go at once and find out what's
happening,” Dick cut in decisively.

During the long journey which followed,
his thoughts went often to the beautiful
girl who had come so unexpectedly to his
office. The train rushed on as evening
shadows deepened into the night, until at
last Dick alighted at St. Leys station, and
it was close upon midnight when, after a
long walk, he sighted the shape of the
castle itself.

He could see the moon shining upon its
turrets and battlements, then he saw the

_ old stone wall and the big arched gateway.

He heard a clock sound the first stroke
of twelve, and as it rang out he saw the
gate beneath the arch drawn slowly open.

He saw the massive front door drawn
wide as the clock solemnly tolled on, and
from out of the castle came—eight men!

All of them were clad in full evening-
dress. They came down the steps to where
a large, gleaming saloon car stood waiting
in the shadows, and a moment later the
doors had slammed shut and the car sped
away iInto the night!

For some moments Dick stood starin
into the darkness after the eight men has
gone, and now he remembered what he had
heard of a mysterious crook gang which was
operating around St. Leys Castle,

They were known as the Midnight Men,
and were said to wear evening clothes.

Presently Dick was standing by the castle
entrance, gazing up the broad flight of
shallow steps which led to the massive
door above. He mounted them, not expect-
ing that the door would give when he
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turned the great iron handle, but, to his
surprise, the deor opened. ; T

He stepped quietly imto the big building,
closing the door behind him, and standing
guietly there, while his eyes became
accustomed to the gloom of the hall in
which he now found himself. ;

The floor of the hall was paved with

slabs of stone, and from a corrider at ome
side there came a faint gleam of light.

Slowly Dick paced towards this, peering
down the broad corridor when he reached
it. He saw that the light came through a
half-opened door at one side, and he crept
towards this, finally peering in.

He saw the tallse%a-unt-_ figure of Vernon

ore the apparatus at

one end of the big room. The man drew
out his wateh, then glanced at the dial

“I've nearly half an hour!” Dick heard
himm murmur. “There is just time to inter-
view my prisener!” :

Instantly Dick slipped aside, sheltering

~in the shadowy niche formed by a corner

Quietly Dick followed him He reached
the second door, ascending the steps and
following Morell until he reached a heawvy
door which was reinforeed by heavy lengths
of mom . Morell was drawing bolis bhaek
from the door when Dick saw him again,
and the crook pushed the door open,
stepping through to the dungeon beyond.

Swiftly Dick moved to the door, and
peered eautiously within. He saw the tall
figure of Vernon Morell eonfronting the
fettered form of the earl, whe sat still at
the table on which stood the lantern.

“T've come to tell yvou that it will not be
long before you are released,” Vernon Morell

“And the moment I find my freedom I
shall put the police on te you, you
seoundrel!” the Earl of St. Leys said
defiantly, while his eyes flashed as he spoke.

“I'm afraid that by the time you tell the
police all you know, I shall he very far
away from here,” Morell replied “My
husiness has been extremely profitable, but

o ——

waich—"my eight Midnight Men, as the
police call them, will be taking up their
positions.”

He paused. - The chained earl was staring
up at him. faseinated by the revelation of
this arch-crook’s plet.

“Af precisely thirty minutes after mid-
night I shall throw a switch in a room: up-
stairs.” Morell went on.- “That switeh will
extinguish every light in this neighbour-
heod, including those in the duchess’ house!
Certain of my men will knock out the four
detectives who are suppesed to be guarding
the guests, and the remainder will collect
tribute from the lords and ladies wha are

assembled there.”
chuckled to himself, jeer-

Once again he
ing at the earl.

“You scoundrel!” the Earl of St. Leys
panted, and he dragged himself off the
benich. raising his fettered hands as, with a
supreme . effort, he hurled himself at the
man. : :

But Vernon Morell moved quickly aside
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where the eorridor turned. Hardly breath-
ing, he remained there as the deor was
opened and lights flooded out. He saw that
Morell now carried am electric toreh in one
hand, and the unsuspeeting leader of the
Midmight Men switched on this torch and
passed Dick as he paced on around the
turm in the eorridor.

Dick saw him open the door at the end,
while the beam of the tor¢h shone upon
steps whieh led steeply upwards and which
the erocok ascended.

The moment that he had disappeared
the young lawyer followed him. The steps
led up to one of the towers, and he had a

impse of the man silhouetted against the

. of his owm torch, as he opened a door
and went up more sieps.

Ly

I:'i”n:-’{' _' ' 'd'-

I am bringing off my final couﬁa tonight—
at the Duchess of Radford’s ball.”

The earl’s eyes widened, while he stared
at the man, and the crook’s grin became
even more mocking.

“The duchess sent an invitation to you
to attend her ball, and I believe yow go
every year,” he said to the earl. “Buf,
of course, it would have been inconvemient
for me to allow you to attend this year.
However, my representatives will be there
in your stead.”

“What are you going to - do?” the earl
gasped.

“I intend to relieve the duchess snd all
her guests of such valuables as they hap{agﬁ
to be carrying,” Morell replied. “At th
particular moment”—he glaneed at his

e !
The revolfver roared! Dick threw up his

hands with a gasping cry, and pitched help-
tessly over the battlement!

and the ear] fell, tripped by the heavy
chains that he wore, just as Dick Pletcher
stepped through the open door of the
dungeon!

THE SHINING SWITCH !

ERNON O saw. Dick the
moment that he entered, and amaze-
ment showed on the erook’s face.
But only for a moment did he

stare, then one hand flashed to a pocket,
seeking the revolver which he carried, but
at his very first movement Dick leaped
towards him, grappling with the man and
striving fo bring him dewn.

Flercely the two fought, with the erook
siriving to draw his revolver, and with Dieck
doing his utmost to prevent him.

Morell foreed Dick back, and the beneh
went over with: a crash. The two struggled
against the table until that, teo, overturned,
for the lantern to clatter to the ground, so
that its light went out.

In the darkness Dick called upon all his
strengtie in an_effort to bring the crook to
the ground, only to feel himself whirled off
hlstEEE and slammed against the dungeon
wall.

His head struck the stonework, so that he
slumped, half stunned, te the floor.

He struggled to his feet, and ' heard
Morell running out of the dungeon. He
Heard the sound of the door slamming, and
through the crash of it eame & ery In the
voice of the ear], then Diek was on his feet,
reeling towards the door

“He didn’t close it,” he heard the earl's
voice sound out of the darkness. “I was
trying te get ouf, and I managed to wedge

(Continued on next page.)



18 THE FATAL MOMENT HAD ARRIVED !

one of my chains against the door, so that
it wouldn’t shut.”

Dick hardly heard what he was saying.
He stumbled against the door and started
to drag it open, then staggered out into the
corridor beyond and reeled along it to the
end where the stone steps continued
upwards.

Dazed as he was, Dick realised these steps
must lead to the upper room—the one he
had heard Morell mention to the Earl of
St. Leys when he was taunting him in the
tower dungeon a few minutes before.

There was a small landing at the top of
the steps, and a door which now stood
partly open admitted a shaft of light out
into the chill, stone-walled stairway.

Making no sound, Dick crept stealthily
across to the door, then peered inside.

His startled gaze travelled swiftly over
the, elaborate electrical installations, the
fls and the switches. Morell stood close
0-a large switch which dominated the con-
trol-panel, his gleaming eyes again consult-
ing his watch as he waited impatiently for
the appointed time of action—thirty
minutes past midnight!

Then, even 'as Dick was moving with
silent, panther-like tread across the room,

crook whirled abruptly, clawing the gun
from his jacket pocket as he did so!

“No, you don’t, you interfering cub!” he

snarled. “I saw your reflection in one of
the dials! You shall re%ret your per-
sistance! This time there’ll be no second
chance!”

Dick had instinetively refreated before
the menacing figure, until now he felt his
back pressing against something hard. He
imagined it to be the wall, and as he
watched Morell’s forefinger tightening on
the revolver’s trigger he fell sure his last
moment had come.

But luck was with Dick Fletcher that
night. It was not the wall which had
halted his refreaf, but another
small wooden door which gave access to the
battlements of the ancient castle. And all
of a sudden it gave under Dick’s pressure!

He staggered backwards, almost falling in
the instant that Morell fired.

A splinter of wood flew from the open
door as the bullet viciously lashed across it
and ricocheted off it with an ominous
whining sound, close past Dick’s head!

Staggering out into the chill moonlit
night, Dick bounded towards the bafttle-
ment close by, flinging a backward glance
;Envards the lighted doorway as he reached
it.

Escape from the armed crook was upper-
most in Dick’s mind at that moment, for
he knew he stood no chance against Morell
now that he had lost the opportunity of
getting to close quarters with him.

A swift glance over the castellated wall
revealed tangled ivy growing on part of the
ancient stonework below. - Dick had climbed
through one of the gaps in the battlement
g_hen a snarl of triumph rang out behind

im.,

- “That’s ri%rht—jump!” eried Morell, rais-
ing the revolver and taking deliberate aim.
“And TI'll help you on your wayv with this
bullet !

As he finished speaking the weapon
roared. Dick threw up his hands with a
gasping cry, and next instant his figure

itched headlong over the battlement—
wurtling down close past the iron-barred
window of the dungeon in which the Earl
of St. Leys had been held a  helpless
prisoner for so long!

~castle clock chimed—one solitary

door—a

Morell turned back into the tower-room,
safisfied that he had eliminated the young
man who had ventured to invade the secret
hide-out of the Midnight Men.

But Morell would have been shaken had
- he now looked over the castle battlements.

g‘{}r Dick Fletcher had not crashed to his
oom.

Clutching the ivy on the wall with his
outflung hands, he had survived the initial
savage wrench on his arms, and he was
now hauling himself across the wall-face by
means of the ivy.

A broad window was his objective. Upon

- reaching it he breathed a sigh of relief

when he discovered the casement opened
under his hand, and in another moment he
had slipped back inside St. Leys Castle!

Panting from his exertions, he paused,
but only for a brief instant. Sight of a
clock on the mantelpiece spurred him into
swift action once again, for the hands
indicated one minute to hali-past twelve!

Dick fairly raced up the stone staircase
which led to the tower-room where Vernon
Morell now stood, his hand resting on the
handle of the main switch.

This time, Dick made no mistake. He
entered the room with a mighty bound
which carried him from the doorway to
within reach of the crook. Too late, Morell
turned from the big controi-panel, only to
receive a punch on the jaw which sent
him crashing to the floor.

And it was at that moment that the
: stroke,
marking the half-hour past midnight!

The crook remained where he had fallen,
stunned. )

Staggering, breathless, Dick straightened
up above the man, to hear a knocking upon
the other door. He snatched up the man’'s
revelver from his pocket, moving to the
door and turning the key in the lock. He

ulled the door open, and upon the thres-

old he saw the chained, grev-haired figure
of the Earl of St. Leys.

“Come in, my lord!” Dick panted. “I've
knocked that man out, and he had ho
chance to throw the switch. If I can tele-
phone the police and warn them, they may
yet prevent his gang from doing anything.
They'll be waiting for the lights to go out,
only they won’t %G out!” i

There was a telephone at one side of the
room, and Dick ran towards it. He spoke
swiftly to the telephone operator, asking to
be connected with the police. Soon he
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MORELL MUST THROW THE MASTER-SWITCH—OR FAIL !

found himself talking to an inspector, to
whom he swiftly related what had occurred.

A search of Morell’s pockets by Dick
enabled him to gain possession of the key
of the padlocks.

Then swiftly he secured the stunned
Morell with the chains he had removed from
the earl. Barely was this done when the tele-
phone bell rang, and Dick answered it. It
was the inspector of the police talking.

~ Well, thanks to you, sir,” the inspector
sald, “we've got every one of those eight
Midnight Men. We were able to take them
by surprise, and we had handcuffs on them -
before they could show fight.”

“Good!” exclaimed Dick. “And if you
can come up here, inspector we can turn
the leader of the gang over to you!”

“I'll be there within a quaiter of an hour,”
the inspector answered.

The police officer was as good 25 his
word. In less than fifteen minutes the Earl
of St. Leys was admitting him and four
constables to the castle, conducting them
to the room where their prisoner was now
conscious, struggling with vicious impotence
to free himself of his iron manacles.

“I think we’ll take him to the police-
sfation as he is,” the inspector suggested.
“And now, my lord, with your permission,
we should like to search the castle, because
I've an 1dea that we shall find here some of
the things which this man has stolen.”

The police inspector did not have to
search for very long. In another room,
farther along the corridor, he discovered
the whole of the booty which the Mid-
night Men had stolen during their opera-
tions 1n fthe district. Evidently Vernon
Morell had kept it against the day when
he would divide the proceeds with his con-
federates. &

“You're like most crooks,” the inspector
told him, as he was led out to the waiting
car with his chains rattling. “you always
go too far, and now you're starting on a
Journey which will only end when it sees
you behind the bars of a prison cell. And
I think I can promise that you’ll remain
there for a very long time!”

Within the castle the Earl of St. Leys
was shaking hands with: Dick Fletcher,
trying o express his thanks for the way in
which he had released him and had brought
this gang of criminals to book.

“I'm afraid most of your thanks are due
fo é,rour niece, Miss Marion St. Leys,” he
said.

“Then, if yvou'll accept the hospitality of
my castle tonight,” the earl said, “I'll
accompany you to London in the morning,

and I'll thank her personally.”

It was when the Midnight Men were
brought up for trial that Dick met Marion
St. Leys again. The criminals received very
heavy and well-deserved sentences, and Dick
turned to the girl as they left the court.

“Well, I'm not sorry that theyre being
punished,” he said. *“The whole business
has been so unpleasant that I want you to
forget 1t all,” he went on. *There was only
one really pleasant thing about it.”

“What was that?” Marion asked him.

“Meeting you!” replied Dick.

And, something in her smile told him
that many more happy meetings would
follow.

(Another grand story appears in this
exciting series next week. Buy KNOCKOUT
—and be thrilled!)
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