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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
‘ Bad Tidings-

‘ EXTON BLAKE was standing
gazing out of the window in Baker
i Street. There was a look of bright-

ness, almost of eagerness, in his
- cyes. Occasionally he glanced at
his watch. After some miniutes passed
thus, he smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

“I'd no idea the time could pass so

wlowly without Tinker,” he murmured.
“The lad has been only a week away, and
it seems ltke a mouth since we parted.
The evenings have been dull without him,

Next mocment Twigg staggered desperately forward
hurled him into the darkness.
from the stable, and they both feil.

as Blake
He coilided with Tinker, returning

and I’ve missed him at every turn when I
wanted papers or letters. The old place scems quite different
since he left. Yes, T'll be jolly glad to have him back.”

He began to put away a pile of records lying on the table,
and while thus engaged, a taxi drew_up against the kerb.
Next moment a voice he recognised came floating through
the open window.

"pg}ad to see you again, sir!
on?

“Oh, very well, all things considered! And how are you,
Tinker? Bui I needn’t ask that. The change has done you
a world of geod; you're looking ten times better than when
you left!” Blake replied, shaking hands warmly. ‘‘ And how
15 Hayford 2”

Tinker’s face suddeniy became grave.

“He’s in no end of a fix, I think,” he said thoughifully.
“Say, sir, didn't you tell him that there ought to be ne
difficulty about his getting a small holding under that new
Act of Parliament ?” :

“Yes, I looked into the Act, and though in some ways it
is very vague and logsely worded, yet the inlention of the
Legislature is quite clear. I hope Hayford hasn’t taken a
false step of any sort. I've been interested i him ever
since—well, you know the story. What's his trouble,
Finker?” !

 His landlord won’t give him the small helding, siv. He's
making all sorts of diffieulties.” . :

- Blake frowned. .

“His landlord! Why, I thought it was a young lady who
cwned the property !”’

“ Miss Mellson? Oh, yes, that’s right enough, but it’s her
uncle I'm talking about. He manages everything for her
now, and a cantankerous old eustomer he is, too!”

“Yet I don’t understand how the difficulty can have
arisen,”” Blake replied, still pondering deeply. ¢ Under
Section 19 of the Aect a tenant can agree with his landlord
for the purchase of his holding. And that is what Hayford
did 77

“Tt was only a provisional agreement, with a clause in it
that enables the landlord to back out. That’s what Boxton
says now.” . . i
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How have you been getting

‘“Boxton is the solicitor acting for Miss Mellson and her
uncle, T suppose?”’

NP D

“So I've thought from what you told me. Boxton evi-
dently wants to keep Hayford at arnr's length, And what
is the uncle’s name, Tinker 7”

“ Jonathan Twigg ! :

“Humph! I remember the name now. Miss Me:son’s
mother was a Miss Twigg before she married.  Hayvford told
me that when I last saw {n’m. He seered to think that Miss
Mellson was a very nice young lady.
opinion, do you knaw 77

Tinker drew his hand across his mouth to hide a grin.

*‘ He .calls her Millicent when he’s. talking abeus her,”” he
said. “And he’s doing that most times when he can get
anyone to listen to him. The other day I heard him on the
far side of a hedge telling his dog Toby that there was no
one like her. I did yell langhing, and Hayford got fair wild.
It was the only time I riled him, but I s’pose chaps are a
bit dangerous when they go silly after a girl. I can’t under-
stand that sort of thing myself. ’Tain’t in my line somehow.”’

" Tinker picked up hig bag to take it to his room, but o his
surprise Blake stopped him. .

“YTeave that bag where it is for the present,” he said. “I
want to think, and I want you here. Sit down.” :
Tinker sank into a chair, and Blake began pacing up and
down the rcom. Sometimes he stopped and looked down ab
the carpet or up at the ceiling. Presently he went to the
mantelpiece, loaded his pipe, and struck a match. After

smoking for a minute he leoked across the room at Tinker.

“1f this fellow Jonathan Twigg refuses to sell the holding
to Hayford, the game is not-up yet. Does Hayford know
that 7 he asked.

“1 don’t know as he does,” Tinker replied.

“Under the Act the County Council may provide small
holdings for persons who desite to buy or lease them and
~ill themselves eultivate the holdings,” Blake said.

“Boxton is the solicitor to the County Council, and I was

Has he altered his

_told down there that they did whatever he suggested,”

Tinker replied.
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¢ Well, even so, Hayford isn’t beaten yet,” Blake went on.
“If the County Council wor’t stir in the matter, he can
-appeal to the Small Holdings Commissioners appointed by
the Act, and they will look into the matter. And if they
veport favourably, and present a scheme to the County
Council, through the Board of Agriculture, the County
Couneil must carry out the proposals of the Commissioners.
1f they fail to do so within six months, the Commissioners
may prepare a scheme themselves.” ;

““You seem to know the Act, sir!”” Tinker said.

“Yes; I took a deep interest in this Act of Parliament from
the start, and I welcomed it most heartily, and now at the
very start obstacles are put in its way. This man Jonathan
Twigg is no true Britisher.”

“That's what they say down in Cazley, anyhow,” Tinker
remarked. “The labourers are more dead against him even
than Hayford and someé other chaps who want to buy their
holdings.”

“What! Does he refuse to give land for allotments to the
tenants, too?” Blake cried wrathfully,

“Rather! He'll let anyone have anything if a man pavs
the price he asks, but that is always out of all reason. And
everyone in Cazley says that the land there is suitable.”

‘“ And is there no one there who can tackle him 7"

“There is no one to lead them,” Tinker explained. “I
wanted them to get up a public $neeting out on the green by
the village pump, and they all seemed willing to go to it, but
none of them would speak; they were afraid of old Twigg.
He got to hear of if, though, and came down blustering to
Hayford’s house, and wanted to seesthe London rascal who
had dared to meddle between him and his tenants. Those
were his words. I went out to see him, and he called me a
young cub, and told me that if I didn’t clear out sharp he'd
make the place too hot to hold me. If it wasn’t that he
might have turned nasty with Hayford I'd have given as
good as I got, you bet. All I did was to tell him not to squeal
so loud, but to give the pigs a chance. That’s all I said. He
looked as if he was going to have a fit, but then the horse in
his trap became restive, and he had to hurry out to the road.
He sent a bobby up that night to scare me, just as if I was a
kid, but I'd fun with him. I led him out the back way, and
he fell over a tub I’d fixed up, and Toby started to bite his
calves. You should have seen the way he sprinted out of the
yard.”

“Twigg dares anyone to interfere, does he?” Blake asked.
“He means to ride rough-shod over the people, does he? Ile
threatens anyone who demands fair play? That's his sort—
eh? Tinker, instead of unpacking your bag, just throw some
things into mine. It was I who sent Hayford down to Cazle
and:I’'m going to sec this thing through. The Act of Pa
ment is on our side, and we’ll see what Mr. Jonathan Twisgz
has to say when he meets a man who knows as much as he
does. By the way, you didn’t say who you are, did you?”

““No, sit. You told me not to mention any names, bacause
they might guess that Hayford had been indebted to your
kindness for a start, if T did.”

“Quite so! I remember that now. Well, order luncheon,
and get ready for the journey. Meanwhile, I'll send a tele-
gram to Hayford telling him we are running down, and to
meet us at the station.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Off to Cazley.
HE train ran into the small wayside station after dusk
had fallen. Tinker jumped out to the platform, and
Blake followed him.

They, walked slowly out of the station, each carry-
ing his bag, and the lad crossed over at once to a
gig drawn up against a hedge on the far side of the road. A

strapping young fellow was standing at the pony’s head.

“ Ah, Hayford, how are you? I thought I'd run down and
spend some time here,” Blake said cheerily. “ Why, man,
yow're in the pink of condition! Your chest and shoulders

ave broadened out wonderfully, and you look as hard as
wails, I’d scarcely recognise you !’

“TI’'m sorry T couldn’t get round to the platform to meet
you, Mr. Blake, but the pony i3 skittish,” Hayford explained,
as he cordially greeted his friend and benefactor. “I am
jolly glad to see you I needn’t say, and this is a big surprise.
I felt quite lonely this morning when old Tinker left, and I
could hardly believe my eyes when your telegram came.
Now, jurap up! Tinker, you can stow the bags under you at
the back.”

They rattled off, leaving the throng still flitting from
trap to trap, and they plunged down the hill under the
overhanging trees, the pony pulling for his head. Swinging
out through the railway gates on to the broad road; they
shot under an archway, and came ouf on a wide stretch of

_country.

Through the villaze half a mile away, past the dark
cottages and the one brightly-lighted inn, the pony petulantly
pounded the hard road, and, settling down into an even
stride as they got into the country again, he breasted the
vising pround steadily. They turned off the main zoad
presently, and ten minutes later Hayford drew upon the
rein,

“ Steady, boy—steady!”

They were close to a two-storied farmhouse standing back
thirty yards from the lane, with outhouses to one side,.and
a stretch of grass running down to the hedge. Hayford
turned in through a wooden gateway, and the pony tried
to break info a canter again as he drew near to his stable.

“Here we are!” Hayford cried, as Tinker jumped down
and went to the pony’s head. “Welcome to Ivy Cottage,
Mr. Blake! It’s only a bachelor's homestead, but I’ll do
all possible to make you comfortabl®. Come in—come in!
Tinker will take the pony round to the yard. Youw've no
idea what a farmer he’s become in the last week! He talks
of cattle and sheep, and the rust in wheat, and the rotation
fti: (')'l"opﬂ’ as if he’d never been out of the country all his
ife!

Flinging open the door, Havford led the way into a square
hall which served excellently as a sitting-room. A bright
log fire was burning in the open hearth; a large lamp was
suspended from a hook in the ceiling over the table in the
contre of the room; sporting pictures were on the walls, a
pair of comfortable armchairs flanked the hearth. a gun,
a fishing-rod, a well-seasoned bat were piled together in one
corner; in another was a large oak case; under the diamond-
paned window was a setiee, a bookcase faced the door, and
four stout, old-fashioned c¢hairs were drawn around the
table, which, with its spotlessly white tablecloth, its bright
glass and cutlery, its tempting joint and hot pastry pie, its
big loaf of home-made bread on a brown platter, its cheese
and cakes and jams, told better- than words could how eagzer
the young fellow had been to extend every hospitality to his
illustrious guest. The bright scene pleased Blake at once.

“Why, Hayford, this is as snug a home as man need ever
want!” he said cheerily. ““You certainly have made the
place comfortable and enticing! A log fire and a big copper
kettle hissing over it! Ah! And photographs, too!
‘What's that one in the centre in the particularly nice frame?
A young lady—ch? Now, how did you come by that?”

There was a twinkle in his eyes as he asked the last
question.

“That's Miss Millicent Melison, who owns this estate,”
Hayford explained, as he helped Blake off with his over-
coat.

“And i3 it a rule on the estate that the fair young lady
must give her photograph to all her tenants?”’ Blake went -
on, :

Hayford smiled.

¢ Miss Mellson has been very kind to me,” he said. “But
I see you are making fun at my expense, Mr. Blake,” he
remarked good-humouredly as Blake chuckled. “For
goodness’ sake, don't do that when Tinker is about! The
voung rascal delights in chaffing me. Besides, it’s no laugh-
ing matter now! I'm rather knocked out of time.”

e sighed as, bending down, he threw another log on the
fire.

“That has happened since Miss Mellson’s -uncle came here,
1 suppose?” Blake suggested. ““What sort of a man is he,
FHayford? Tell me what you know about him.”

“I don’t know much in his favour; he has quarrelled with
nearly everyone since ho came here three months ago,”
Iayford explained. ‘““He’s a bully, for one thing, and he's
so suspicious that I sometimes think he must have mixed
in Very queer company all the years he was abroad. And

“Oh, he has just returned from abroad, then! Where
wag he?” .

¢ Nigger-driving in Cuba, and he wants to treat the folk
around here the same way, Mr. Blake. He tells us all to
our faces that we are an ignorant pack of yokels, but I
wouldn’t bother about what he says if only he'd leave us
alone. That’s just what he won’t do. He meddles in every-
thing! Tle has threatened to sack the schoolmaster, and
to have the boys in the village whipped for playing on tho
road when his trap is coming along, and he wants the
alterations in the institute stopped now, and he's trying to
prevent one poor chap from getting any outdoor relief just
becatse he spoke out his mind a few days ago. He's a
tyrant, and worse, I think! Anyhow, he’s made a dead sct
on me, and you know my tenancy here will have to be re-
newed in three weeks’ time.” ,

“But surely the young lady won't brook any interference
with you if she likes you !’ Blake urged.

“I've no claim on her affections,” Ilayford replied.
““She is wealthy. TIf it wasn’t for your kindness, Mr. Blake,
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I wouldu't even be in the small, comfortable Lome I have
now. You took me from abject poverty when my parents
dred, had me educated, helped me on every way, and

“Oh, well, don’t bother to talk about that, Hayford!”
Blake interjected hastily. “You'd hold cut your hand to
anycne in need if the chance came your way. Forget all
about that.” L :

“No, I'll never forget about it; I’ll thank you from my
heart to the last day of my life !” Hayford replied fervently.

“ Well, we're talking about Miss Mellson now, anyhew,””
Blake said. , :

“Yeg, I think the world of her, Mr. Blake, but though
yhe was always very nice to me, I never dared to tell her
what T felt.”

“*You won’t be able to keep your feelings bottled up
always!i” Blake chuckled. ‘Some day your heart will carry
you away !” o

“T never see her now,” Hayford explained.

"'%"]gmt’s strange! Has her uncle stepped in between
you 1'%

“I fancy so, but I have no proof. Hallo!
side. Come in, Tinker! Supper is ready!”

The latch shot up, and the doer slowly opened.

“Come on, Tinker! None of your larks, my lad!” Blake
cried. Then he stared in surprise.

#For, instead of Tinker, a man was standing on the threshold,

holding a legal-looking document in his hand, and img
at Hayford. And when he saw Blake he faveou
with the same insolent stare,

He was of medinm height, very broad should
deep chested, about fifty years of age, and his he:
screwed on to his shoulders, so small was his neck.
was very fat, two big scars marked his features, cune over
the left eye, and the other down the right cheek, giving
a droop to his left eye and a twist to his jaw, and adding
to the ugliness of a face that had not even brightness nor
good bumour to redeem it.

He was dressed in a Norfolk tunic and k
his_stumpy calves bulging out through homes
and in his tie he wore a big, flat, quamntlycarved zin.
Altogether he was a singular-locking object, out of place in
peaceful rural life. Had Blake met him on the slopes of
the Antilles with a couple of revolvers in his belt, he would
have felt that he fitted in with his lawless surrcundings.
Here he looked like a stranded bandit And his voic
boomed like a foghorn as he raised his thick hand anc
the papers at Hayford.

“ Entertaining company, my

Tinker is out-

scoffed.  “Imitating your be !
friends around to create discord on my
Well, here’s something to go on with.

sauce for your supper. Just you
Your days here are over!”

As he finished he stamped across the room and held the
paper.

“What is this?” Hayford demanded.

“Notice to quit! I've had encugh of you. Jous
Twigg don’t stand any cheek from upstarts. T've 1 my
stick about lots like you in my time, and if you turn nasty
I’ll know how to deal with you. Ves, and I'll serd your
meddling friends ‘flying out of this pretty sharp, too. if
~they ain’t careful,” he went on, eyeing Blake. * Don’t you
try to get up the crowd here against me, same. as a young

start to

than

whelp as was here did the other day. Keep a civil tongue
in your head, or Jonathan Twigg will start en you.” 5

“Talking to me, sir?” Blake asked blandly, whilst Iay-
ford flushed crimson with anger.

“VYes, sir, I am talking to you! Who else did you sup-
pose I was falking to?” Twigg replied contemptuouslys
*And do you be warned in time, or .

“You see that door?” Blake asked.

Twigg stared. .

*“What about it?”" he snarled.

“Get the far side of it at onece, or I'll fling you out
neck and crop!”’ Blake said icily.

“Eh? What!” Twigg bellowed.

“Will you go?”

“No! The impudent scoundrel!
am? How dare you talk that way
lord, and——" ;

‘“And you're a trespasser in this house at the present
moment, and an ill-bred, insolent bully,” Blake cut in.
“TLeave him to me, Hayford. I know how to bring him to
his senses. Sc you think ‘that yoa can do as you like down
in this part of the world, do you, Mr. Jonathan Twigg?
You think there is no one who will dare to stand up against

Do you know who I
to me? Pm the land-

you? You'd browbeat the people here like the niggers on
the Cuba plantations—eh? ¢ Well, that game is up. You
dared to threaten me. Now I give you my answer. I defy

you, and you can do your worst. And before I leave Cazley
I'll make you rue the day that ever you came here. Now,
you've had your say and I've had mine. That's enough in
the way of words. Ouf you go at once!” > :

Twigg’s fingers were moving tremulously around the knob
of his big stick as Blake spoke; his eyes were dancing in his
head with fury, the veins stood out on his purple face. He
raised the stick. :

4T thrash you within an inch of your life for this,” he

began. “I’Jl—7
The stick was snatched from his grasp. He was spun
round and round, and rushed to the doorway. Before he

could even try to shake himself free he was on the step
cutside. Next moment he staggered desperately forward to
save himself from falling as Blake hurled him into the
darkness, .

He collided with Tinker returning from the stable, and
they both fell. The lad gave a yell, and letting out witl
his fist he caught Twigg on the jaw. And as the bally rose
to his feet, bawling with blind fury, Tinker, with a lond,
merry laugh, dashed into the house and slammed the door.
Twigg stood 1 lutely for some moments. Then, mutter-
ing bloed-curdi threats of vengeance, he limped away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tinker Qets a New Job.

INKER, hurrying down to breakfast next m
found the table laid but the room empty.
long Hayford hurried in. .

“Mr. Blake went out a couple of hours ago for a
stroll, but he knows the breakfast-hour, and he’s
bound to be back in a few moments,” he said. “Take your
seat at the table, Tinker, old m The rashers and eggs
are piping hot if you eare for them, and it would be a pity
to let them get cold. Or there’s that cold pie from last
night if you prefer it, or some sausages under that dish.

orning,

Before
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Please yourself.  Ah, there’s Mr. Blake! I knew he
wouldn’t be long.” . :

Blake’s tall, athletic fgure had thrown a shadow across
the window as he strode round from the side of the house.
Tramping into the hall, he put his hat on a peg.

“Good-morning ! Hayford cried.

“ Morning !  Morning !” Blake cried back cheerily. “Is
that lazy varlet Tinker downstairs yet? He went to bed
early enough, anyhow, and—ah, there he is! Ounly just in
time for breakfast, I'll lay a wager! Somehow, he never
‘manages to be late for that, though. That’s right, my lad;
load up your plate. You've a hard day’s work before you.”

““What's on now 2” Tinker asked, as he began to tackle the
cold pie, and Blake pulled a seat to the table.

“ Hayford said last night that you were a capital farmer,
and you had the cheek to let the statement go uncon-
tradicted, so I'm going to put your knowledge to the test,
Blake said laughingly, as he sat down.  “Coffee for me,
thanks, Hayford. And, yes, rashers and eggs, please.
And—"

“I'm a good hand at bossing a job, bus I ain’t strong,”
Tinker remarked, with a grin. “If there’s hard work to l;)e
done, I'll be able.to get a score of ten ia no time, and T'll
undertake that they don’t shirk work whilst my eye is on
them. You can trust me for that! I could bustle them as
well as Jonathan Twigg himself if I was given a free hand.

“T can trust you to dodge hard work if it’s the sort you
don’t fancy,” Blake replied genially; “but thiz time you
won't be able to get out of it. We can’t s;gend money on
wages; that would swamp all the profits. See here, Hay-
ford ’—and his tone changed—“T've been thinking a good
deal over this business of Twigg, and it’'s not the sort of
thine that can he settled in a day or two. When we start
to fight him he can throw any amount of legal obstacles in
our way one after the other, and that means our appealing to
the Clommissioners of the Board of Agriculture, and pro-
longed investigations and tardy reports, and all sorts of
jrritating delays. So I've made up my mind to settle down
here for a while, and, of coursegghere must be some tangible
reason for my residence beyoné‘"'a vigit to you, if I am fo

gain the confidence of the people and the goodwill of the

authorities. Otherwise Twizg might represent me at the
start as a meddling agitator who had no stake in Cazley.”

“Then you are going to take a farm?”" :

“Oh, no! I doubt if I could get one near here even 1’f I
tried. Twige would be able to baulk me in that. But I've
been round the locality this morning, and it seems to me
that thore is a bettef opening here for market gardening
than folks realise. And as we intend, in spite of Twigg, to
enforce the Small Holdings Act here, and allotments for the
labourers, I propose to give practical proof of the value of
intensive gardening.” .

“ You mean to adopt the French system?” G

“(lertainly. It has been tried in other parts of Britain
already with complete success. Why shouldn’s we adopt it
in Cazley? Men are making five and six hundred pounds a
vear, and more, out of an acre of land in Britain this year.
To old-fashioned people that seems incredible, but 1t is
strictly true. Of course, the initial outlay is very heavy, but
in every case so far where real hard work has been put into
the undertaking, the money has come back fourfold.”

“ And where do you mean to get the acre of land, Mr.

lake?”

B“ You have a field at the back that just suits,” Blake re-
plied. “I will rent an acre of it from you, and start work
ab once.” :

“But I'm under notice to quit now! In ‘hrec weeks’
time Twigg can come down upon me, and all your money
will be thrown away.” .

“No fear!” Blake said quistly. “Many wunexpected
things often happen in thres weeks when a man puts up a
good fight, Hayford, and Fm going to give Mr. .fonnathan
Twigg enough to think about from this on. Don’t worry
about him; get on with your work, and leave him to me.
Well, can I have the acre I want?”

< OFf course you can, Mr. Blake, and as much more a3 you
care to take.” ;

“0Oh, one acre iz quite enough, thanks, and we won’t use
all that at the start, either: but by degrees we'll extend our
garden. Now, Tinker; there's your job for you, and either
you'll be a benefactor to Cazley, or the laughing-stock of
every farmer in the neighbourhood. That’s a certainty;
tho garden must either be a success or a dead failure;
there’s no half-way between, so put your back into the
undertaking.” :

Tinker had been listening to the foregoing conversation
in silence. :

“1 never claimed to have much experience in this ’ere
intensive gardening, sir,” he said demurely, winking at

" Hayford.

“The first thing youw’ll have to buy is a proper rig-out,*
Blake remarked; ‘““and as all the folks here are to be led ta
think that we have come down to start this garden, youw'd
better get me one, too. You can give out that we are a
couple of market-gardeners who have rented the land from
you on strictly business terms, Hayford, and you can explain
our presence in the house by saying that we are your pay-

“ing guests; as we want to be as near as possible to our work.

We don’t want our names mentioned. I'm Sexton from
this on whilst I'm here, and Tinker’s name is Tingley.”

“And when I've got the togs, what am I to order next?”
Tinker asked. :

“Ah! = Youwd better jot it all down, Got a pencil?
Good! Now, let’s see! There are some things that are
absolutely necessary before we order the seeds.”

Blake had finished brealkfast, and now, rising from the
table, he crossed to the hearthrug and began to fill his pipe.
Tinker had taken a pencil and an old envelope from his
pocket, and he waited expectantly whilst Blake smoked.

“Ready ?” Blake asked presently. “ All right! Put down
two hundred tons of manure first.”

“What?” Tinker gasped.

“That will do for a start. We can’t manage with less,
though. TIf we intended to work on the whole acre we'd
have to use six or seven hundred tons.” :

“But youw'll smother the land!” Hagyford said.

“My dear fellow, you can’t get the land to give vege-
tables and fruit out of season,” Blake reasoned. * And that
is what intensive gardening does. We mean to supply the
market with vegetables all the year round. So we don’t
bother about tHe soil at all. We make a moist soil ourselves,
fm‘d a tnoist atmosphere, Now, Tinker, next item ! Ready?”

‘Yes.”

“Two hundred frames, each about twelve feet long by four
and a half feet wide, with straw mats to cover them when
necessary.’’ i

Tinker scribbled for some moments.

“That’s down,” he said then.

““Six hundred cloches?”

“1t sounds Frenchy, anyhow. But what are they?”

“Small frames made of glass and shaped like a bell. They
are very handy, and befter for cos lettuces than frames.
Get the usual garden tools, too, and then you will be able to
start work. Telegraph for the frames and cloches, and then
see about the manure. That will occupy you fully to-day,
and to-nmight you can tell us how far you have succeeded.
You are going back to the fields, T suppose, Hayford? Well,
T’ll stroll round the neighbourhood. There are some things
I want to think over.”

“He’s going to puzzle out how he’ll tackle Mr. Twigg,”
Tinker whispered to Hayford, as Blake left the room. * But
he won’t be the only one to-day with a big nut to crack.
How in thunder am [ to get all these things? I don’t know
where to begin! Two hundred tons of manure—eh?”

Laughing heartily at the lad’s discomfiture, Hayford went
back to his work, and Tinker started on his mission. Mean-
time, Blake had left the house and passed out through the
gateway into the lane. He sauntered on, down to the main
road and towards the village, his stick hooked in his* arm,
his hands clasped behind his back, and his hat slightly tilted
forward to keep the sun from his eyes. If asked, he could
not have told at that moment the direction in which he was
going, so deep was he in thought, and he started as a voice
accosted him.

“Say! Can you direct me to Mr. Jonathan Twigg’s house ?
They told me in the village to take this road.”

Blake looked at the speaker. He had been sitting on a
gate a few feet back from the road and hidden from view
on either side of the one approached by a thick, high hedge.
Now, as he addressed Blake he jumped down and advanced
towards him. ' Blake was not favourably impressed either
by the stranger’s appearance or his manner. He was quictly
dressed in plain tweeds and a bowler hat, it is true, and his
figure and carriage were good. His face also was well-
featured, but it was marred by a cynical expression, and his
eyes had an insolent stare. He looked about thirty-five years
of age, and a man who had seen a good deal of city life; and
shrewd and experienced observer of mankind that he was,
Blake at once came to the conclusion that his contact with the
world had been mostly amongst demoralising surroundings.
His manner was very off-hand as Blake answered him.

“I am a stranger here, and I can’t exactly point out Mr.
Twigg’s house—or, rather, the residence of his niece where he
is stopping,” he explained; “but you are in the right direc-
tion, certainly.”

“0Oh! So there’s a girl there—ch?”

“Yes, a young lady owns this estate,” Blake replied, looking
full at the other.

“Good old Twige! He’s feathered his nest well!” tha
young man remarked with a short laugh. “ He’s doing the
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fairy uxil’cle, I suppose. Advising the dear young thing,
and——

“Ts there any other way in which I can be of service to
vyou ?” Blake interjected curtly.

“Oh, no! As you don’t know the way you can’t help me,
of course. It’s a nuisance, but T must ask someane else.”

“Then I'll wish you goeod-morning !” &

“Pata!” gaid the young man, and swinging his cane he
sauntered lazily on. . ;

“A regular cub!” Blake murmured as he moved off.
“Now, Ill be bound that that fellow never did a stroke of
work in his life! He belengs to the class who always dress
well, always are to be secn in expensive places, seldom have
the price of a cab-fare about them, and are a mystery to
their acquaintances. How they manage to get credit is one
of thosc things no hones: man can understand. A shirker
and a fashionable loafer. That’s what he is. A high-class
tramp. And now I suppose he’s come down here to sponge
as long as he can on old Jonathan Twigg. Ah! Twigg is
not the man to let anyone get the better of him, and I don’t
fancy that he is overflowing with the milk of human kind-
ness either. What’s the bond between them? Good idea!
I’1l turn back and keep an eyve on my young friend yonder.”

He wheeled round and locked after the other. He was
just turning a bend in the rcad, and Blake proceeded to
stalk him down. But no sooner had he got to the corner than
‘he stopped and drew back. For the young man, waving his
cane in salutation, had quickened his pace, and Jonathan
Twigg, walking in the middle of the road, was. advancing
towards him. From the sheiter of the hedgesBlake watched
them both.

Twigg looked up, and, secing the young man; stopped
suddenly, his head thrust forward from his big shoulders, as
if undecided whether to retreat or proceed. The young man,
in no way deterred by his unfriendly attitude, strode briskly
towards him, and, with a laugh that Blake could hear, laid
his hand on his shoulder. Twigg shook him off, and raised his
big stick. Still laughing heartily, the other stood his ground,
and a rapid exchange of words ensued, Twigg evidently
becoming more wrathful every moment as his gestures
testified to Blake. And the young man only kept on laugh-
ing, and finally drew a paper from his pocket, which he held
forward.

For some seconds Twigg would not.touch it, then he roughly
snatched it. The young man calmly lit a cigarette whilst
Twigg read the document, and folding it carefully when
returned, he placed it in a pocket-book. They =poke again,
this time long and earnéstly, and Twigg no longer showed
signs of indignation or wrath. Bub close together they
walked the way that Twigg had come, now apparently on the
best of terms.

““Ah! What does this mean ?” Blake murmured.
tragedy or comedy ? I’ll follow and see!”

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Sharp Tussle.
F OR about half a mile the road ran in winding lengths

“Ts this

of a hundred yards or so, and Blake was able without

difficulty, to follow the two men. Then came a long

straight stretch, and, perforce, to avoid detection, he

had to wait until at last they disappeared in the dis-
tance. Then, hurrying after them, he came, when he had
turned this corner to another half-mile of road, along which
he could see uninterruptedly for the whole distance. They
were not on it. They must have turned off either to the
right or left.

He pushed on rapidly, one side of the road being bounded

by open fields, whilst the other side was thickly wooded. And
presently amongst the trees he saw a fine old Elizabethan
mansion built on a gentle eminence. A lane fringed the
border of the demesne, and he turned up it without hesita-
tion. He had only gone a couple of hundred yards when
he heard a sharp ery, followed by a stentorian yell. He
stopped at once and gazed across the hedge in the direction
from which the sounds had come. Again the stentorian shout
was repeated, and gazing keenly through the thick wood he
saw figures flitting amongst the trees.

“Pinker !’ he murmured. ‘‘Those scoundrels have attacked
him, and he’s dodging them for all he’s worth! That fricud
of Twigg is running him down, and the old bully himself is
following as fast as he can. Ah, the lad is too sharp for them !
He has whisked ronmnd the tree, and is off again. He’s ccming
this way, and he'll be safe if—— No, he’s down! The
scoundrel is on to him ! If Twigg gets up to him with that big
stick he’ll half-kill him before he stops!”

Without a- moment’s further delay Blake burst his way
through the hedge, sprang across a deep ditch, and rushed to
Tinker’s assistance., The lad was rolling like a large mastiff

on the ground. The young man had great difficulty in hold-
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ing him down, and Twigg every moment was drawing nearer.
with stick upraised. Blake ran at full speed in the direction
of the little group, and so intent were the two men on
Tinker’s capture that they didn’t see him approaching.

“Hold on to him, BEvans! Don’t let him go till E get up!
The trespassing young dog! T’ll flay him for this!” Twigg
bellow;ed. “That's right! Hammer him well if he tries to
bolt I’~

Tinker had nearly broken loose, and as he was rising to his
feet the man called Evans felled him to the ground with a
savage blow. Twigg was only a few yards away now.
Puffing with the unaccustomed exertion, his face purple, his
eyes sparkling with venom, the stick held high in his hand,
he was only waiting for the moment when he could bring it
down on Tinker. Now he was ten yards away, now only
five! Now he was over the lad. But at that moment, as
with a snarl he made ready to strike, there was the switch of
swift feet through the rank grass, a rush like a cyclone, and,
heavy as he was, he was hurled staggering and sprawling
several feet away, till, tripping over a treeroot, he went his
full length on the ground with a grunt as if the wind bad
been -squeezed out of his bedy. A clap like a pistol-shot
followed, and Evans, lifted up for a moment, went down like

" a stone.

“Well, what excuses have you to offer for this disgraceful
attack on my young friend?”’ asked Blake.

He was gazing sternly at Evans as he asked the question,
and the young man, having arisen with eyes blazing and face
distorted with passion, was cowed at once. The vindictive
light went out of his eyes, the colour crept from his cheeks,
ho stood irresolutely. Not one man in ten would have liked
at any time to bandy words with Blake; in his present
attitude to do so would be to court disaster.

And whilst he was still crestfallen and growing more
uncomfortable every moment, and Blake was waiting for an
answer, Twigg's voice came like a choked talking-machine
ten yards away. He had managed by this time to get some--
what over the shock of his heavy fall, and had slowly risen,
and with returning strenggh his bullying nature was rising
in wrath, and as he stamped forward he looked as if some
fight was in him still. - b

“Hold on, there! Just wait till T get up! Don’t darc to
run away!” he spluttered hoarsely. “I want your name!
I'm going to land you in the lock-up at once! Six months®
hard labour—that’s what yow’ll get for this!™

Blake turned and squared his shoulders.
humour to bandy words.

“Tower that stick!” ho commanded,

“You've broken the law!” said Twigg. “I said I’d have
you gaoled for this, and I mean it! And you took a cowardly
advantage of me, too! You crept behind me, and—-"

“ A cowardly advantage!” Blake scoffed. “That comes
swell from you, Mr. Jonathan Twigg! You didn’t take a
cowardly advantage of your size and strength—eh?—when you
set upon a lad not half your weight!”

“He had no business here! He was tresnassing, the same
as you are now! And he struck me last night after you had
the impudence to turn me cut of my own cottage! I don’t
forget that!” .

“No. And it is because of that.that you wanted to vent
vour spite on him now. He has not been trespassimg, and
T am not trespassing. Look there! Do you see that path
through the trees? That wasn’t made in a month or a year!
It is the right of way, open by law to anyone who cares to
use it, and he was as much entitled to use it as to walk the
highway down below. Don’t threaten me with the police-
court! = You made an unprovoked assault upon him, and I
only interfered to protect him!”

“Oh, so that’s the line youw're going to take?” Twigg
rejoined.

“Pm going to take a line that will surprise you very
much before I'm done,” Blake answered qgliet]y, but scern-
fully. “FPm not going to bandy words with you now, either
—in fact, I don’t intend. to speak to you any more; there’s
no necessity.  And don’t you address me again!”

He turned away. Twigg stared open-mouthed.. Ever since
he had come to Uazley he had terrorised the folk there, and
here was a man who had openly flouted him twice! An
uneasy feeling crept over him. This athletic stranger had
used a veiled threat again. He seemed, too, to be the sort
who would do whatever he said. A man like that could be a
very great nuisance in the distriet. He could incite the
people to rebel against their conditions of life, and at present
they seemed disposed that way. If this fellow should offer
to lead them, he might prove rather a difficult customer to
beat down. All this needed thinking over—and besides, there
was nothing to be gained by prolonging this heated dis-
cussion. THhis stranger was not to be scared!
~ With a grunt, he turned on his heel ;

“Come on, Evans, 1 know what I'll do,” he said vaguely:

He was in no
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: my lad ?” he asked.

Blake agreed.
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®Tll put a stop to this
pretty  quick ! Ah - Tl
teach him something he
doesn’t know! Come on!
Look sharp!”

Nodding his head omin-
ously at Blake he marched
off, and the young man
sauntered after him. Twice
before they disappeared
amongst the trees® Twigg
looked back and shook his
stick at Blake. The latter
was chuckling sofily.

““How did all this begin,

“I had been to a farm-
house this side of Cazley,
and I was advised to go to
a man called Spracton, who
lives a mile away,” Tinker
replied. ““And seeing that
there was a path through
these woods, I took it, of
course. And whilst I was
walking along I saw Twigg
and that other fellow ap-
proaching. I didn’t bother
about them—I knew I had
every right to be on the
path., But when Twigg
saw me he stopped for a
moment, and began talk-
ing to his pal. Then they
came on together towards
me. I suspected that they
might be up to mischief,
but I wasn’t going to run
away like a scared kid. I
had as much right here
as they.”

*“Of course you had!”

“I was on my guard,
though, And so when

Evans made a spring on
me when I was quite close
to them, I dodged him and
bolted. =~ Twigg yelled to

Tinker, swinging the spade abeve his head, was about to bring it down upon ths

bully, when a stentorian voice stopped him.
Blake, who, emerging from a field on the far side, had heard the clamour.

‘“ Tinker, leave him to me!” It was

him to catch me, and T knew
what T was in for if he succeeded. T held my own for a bit;
then I stumbled and fell. Then you came up, and you know
the rest. T don’t mind old Twigg wanting to got aavhack
abt me—that’s right enough after last night; but I never saw
Hyans before to-day, and he must be a crawling sort of
creature if he’ll set on to a chap just at the bidding of anyone
else. That's what made me so furious. He's no man, any-
how! That's a cert!”

“I agree with you there, and I think there’s a good deal
between him and Twigg that would be worth finding out,”
“Hallo! What’s this?”

He had glanced at the spot where he had knocked Evans
down and Tinker subsequently had attacked him. A brown
object in the greon grass had now attracted his attention.
Stepping forward, he stooped down and picked it up.

“A pocket-book! Tt must belong to Evans,” he said.
“But the initials are F.K. That's curious! Then ecither
Evans is not this fellow’s name, or he has a pocket-book
belonging to some other man.. From the little 've scen of
him already that last would be quite possible. And he showed
Twigg a document that effected a wonderful change in that
bully’s manner on the road half an hour ago, I remember
now. I'I look into this.”

He opened the pocket-book. Inside were a collection of
visiting-cards with different names and addresses. Some of
the addresses were in London, some in America, half a dozen
of the names were evidently foreign. FKurther, there were
some slips of paper which he did not open; also some receipts
for smail amounts, a soiled parchment with figures and
hieroglyphics, three letters bound together by an elastic band,
and one by itself. The last he opened and glanced at. Af
orce his attention became riveted on the page. He read it
over and over again, as if puzzling out some problem.

. “Is Evans a wrong 'un?” Tinker asked, with suppressed
eagerness.

“Ah! Are you there still my lad?” Blake answered; as if
suddenly aroused from a reverie. “T have something here
that interests me deeply. Youd better cut along and leave
me to think it qut.”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Blaks NMeets Miss Mellson.

FTER some more moments of deep reflection, Blake
sat down under a tree, and taking out his note-
book he copied the letter carefully. Also he took
copious notes of the other memoranda in the pocket-
book, and keeping three letters, he returned the

rest, pulled the elastic band over the pocket-book again, and
sauntered off in the opposite direction to the one taken by
Tinker. He had a couple of hours still before early dinner,
and plenty to think over in the meantime.

He came out through a path on the far side of the woods,
and whilst standing undecided which of many turns fo take,
he became suddenly aware that a small, playful poodle was
frisking about his feet and demanding friendly attention.
As a lover of all animals, Blake bent down at once and patted
it, to its intense delight. Then he looked around to find its

owner. A lady’s voice made him look to the left.
“Nap! Good dog! Come here!” she cried. “Nap—
Nap!”

The poodle had backed a couple of yards, and was gazing
eagerly at Blake. :

“ Pardon the -question,” he said, “but have I the pleasure
of addressing Miss Millicent Mellson?”

She scanned his face before answering, and he noticed that
her eyes were very thoughtful, and perhaps a trifle: sad.

“Why do you ask?” she said.

“Because I am a very particular friend of Mr. Hayford,”

¢ replied promptly. z

She started.

“T know M. Hayford,” she said slowly.
of mine, too.”

“He is in trouble,” Blake said. “I have come down here
to help him out of it if I can, but you can do far more for
him than me. Hayford is an honourable, industrious fellow.
I have a very high opinion of him, and a very great regard
for him.  After years of self-denial he managed to save
enough money to take a farm on this estate: He has paid
his rent regularly, and has been an excellent tenant in every
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yay. Is it right, then, that ke should be evicted and flung
put on the world practically penniless again?”

Whilst pufting the case straightforwardly he had spoken
gently, and Millicent Mellson had listened in silence and with
fips parted. A look of pain had slowly gathered in her face.
Now for a moment she turned her shapely head away.

“ must leave everything to my uncle,” she cried, with a
ring of pain in her voice. = “It was my mother’s wish. I
snade her the promise, and I must keep it. 1 trust my
uncle. He is a man, and understands these things, and I am
only an inexperienced girl. I know nothing about business.
It seems hard on Mr. Hayford, and you don’t know how 1
feel about it. I wouldn’t tell my feelings to anyone. Bub
my uncle tells me that life is fuil of things like that—that
cften when we scem most cruel we are really doing the
greatest kindness; that Mr. Hayford is only wasting his time
here with his great ability and education; that it he goes
back to London or to some big city be will make a name for
himself, whilst here he has no future before him. 1 hope so.
I try to look at things like that.”

“Your uncle has told you all this?”

“Ves. He does not dislike Mr. Hayford; he assures me
that he doesn’t. He says he needs rousing ; that he has not
- ecnough ambition; that some day he will be glad that ke

left.” :

“ But you would be sorry if Mr. Hayford left?” Blake said
ointedly. “ You mentiored a few moments ago that you
ooked upon him as a friend.”

Her pretty checks flushed a charming pink. She bent down

and patted the poodle, which all this time had been struggling
" at the end of the lead.

“Nap—Nap! Don’t be silly!” she cried. ‘“ Yes, we are
going home soon. It is getting quite late, isn’t it?”’

Blake smiled. Her confusion could only be due to one
eause. Hoe would be able to cheer up Hayford very consider-
ably on his return to Ivy Cottage. He had heard all he
needed at the moment, and there was no necessity to detain
the young lady, who seemed anxious to depart. But some-
thing fresh occurred to him as he was about to take his
departurc—a good stroke of business. Later on it might
lead to something. He dived his hand into his pocket, and
drew out the notebook Evans had dropped.

“T found this in the grass in yonder wood,” he explained.
“Tt belongs to Mr. Evans. Perhaps you would kindly take
it and restore it to him?”’

“Myr. Evans! I don’t know anyone of that name!” she

_said.

“He is a friend of Mr. Twigg. Has he never spoken about
him 7

“No. But how do you know that? 1 wasn’t aware that

you and my uncle were acquainted. In fact, I don’t even
know your name!”’

And she smiled shyly.

“QOh, my name is Sexton! T have met both your uncle
and Mr. Evans—in fact, I was talking to them this morning,”
Blake replied. ‘I hope, Miss Mellson, that you won’t allow
anything your unele may say about me to prejudice you
against me. He does not like me, because I am determined
to support Hayford in his claim for a small allotment in
every possible way.”

“But why should you interfere?”

“Because I don’t agree with you that the best thing Hay-
ford could do would be to leave Cazley,” Blake replied. “On
the contrary, I believe he ought to marry and settle down
here. Now I will go. 1T see you are anxious to leave!”

“But this pocket-book? I don’t know where Mr. Evans
lives, and, for that matter, you could give it to him just as
well as I could.”

. “He has gone to your house with your uncle.
find him there on your return,” Blake explained.

‘A troubled look came infc her eyes. She was about to
speak, but she stopped. Blake raised his hat.

‘“Good-bye I’ he said courteously.

She bowed. S

“1 will give the notebook to Mr. Evans,” che said, as she
turned away.

Blake walked off chuckling heartily.

_ “That’s all right!” he said heartily, as he swung along
the path on the way” back to Ivy Cottage. ‘Hayford needn’t
have any fear; he is well in the running with that young
lady, and when a woman’s heart is stirred, she may be
hoodwinked for a time, but in the end she’s bound to sce
facts with a clear vision. When that day comes to her,
what a change there will be, to be sure! Let her but see
that old rascal Jonathan Twigg in his true colours, let her
but realise the sinister plot he is hatching against her happi-
ness and Hayford’s, and my services won’t be needed. She
will bundle him out of the house in half an hour, and turn
to Hayford as a matter of course. And now about those
interesting items in Evans’ notebook! HEvans! Whew!
There’s a danger in him!”’
Tug PENNY PoPUuLAR.—No. 188
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his way when any startling
His step hitherto had been
ard again he walked slowly,
as he entered Ivy Cottage.

He stopped suddenly, as was
thought sprang into his mind
brisk, now as he moved f
and his face was very grave
Hayford was there awaiting hiffl. -

““Ts there any town near here where therc is a public
library 77> Blake asked. L2

“QOxtard is seven miles away, and there’s an insti-
tute there which, they say, has a good selection of books,”
Hayford replied. *The nearest town with a public librazrg
isefifteen miles away. Why de you ask?”

“Tet’s have dinner, and I'll get off at once,” Blake re-
quested. ““And I may not be back ull late to-night, so don't
wait up for me. There is some information I need badly.
The fact is, I'm in a bit of a fix.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tinker Puts Up a Good Fight.

WEEK had passed, a week during which Blake’s
movements had mystified both Hayford and
Tinker. Twice he had paid short visits to
London; during the other days he had seldem
been seen; after early breakfast he always dis-
appeared, and only returned to the cottage when dusk had
fallen. Telegrams came for him constantly, but he did not
divalge their contents; in the evenings he used to sit pre-
occupied and silent, smoking his pipe.

During this week, too, the village had awakened from its
accustomed lethargy.  Tinker's doings had at first been
received with scepticism, then with amazement, then with
good-humoured ridicule.

Never in the memory of the cldest inhabitant had such a
wild-cat scheme been attempted.  As reperts came to the
village, as farmeve driving through stopped to exchange
snatches of gossip at the inn or with the family butcher, who
was the leading man in Cazley, loud guffaws ran down the
quiet street.  That anyone in his senses should buy two
hundred tons of manure for the use of an acre of ground
denoted madness surel¥. It was impossible.  The thing
was too incredible for belief.  But there was the proof,
Thick rocls of Bank of England notes which farmer after
farmer pulled out of his capacious pocket in payment for
the manure. And if that was not enough, other indeed
was soon to hand. ;

Team after team of horses dragging heavy lorries passed
through the wvillage from break of every day until an hour
after darkness had set ih.  They blecked up the road, they
hindered traffic so competely that motorists in the district
began to grumble, and the village policeman in despair
telephoned to his superiors for instructions. And still they
came in an unending chain of vehicles, the drivers enjoying
the joke as well as the rest. :

And Tinker, with his ccat off and the perspiration pouring
down his face, kept working steadily all day long whilst the
road bordering the land became the village rendezvous. At
the dinner-hour the farm-hands tramped there in groups
to look at him; the old men now past work carried stools
from their cottages and sat down to watch him; the children
after schoel hours ran shrieking and laughing to enjoy the
fun, and overwhelm him with catealls and ridicule. And
when the stationmaster one day appeared there with scared
face, and had a conversation with the lad, and when later
on porters frem the neighbouring stations were summoned
to Cazley, and crate after crate of frames and cloches were
dumped on the ground, till the acre of land looked like a
huge timber-yard, then the greybeards in the village decided
that the time had come when steps should be taken to put

7

* him under restraint. :

He worked on, however, with complete fndifference to the
sensation he had created. At first, when questioned, he had
tried to explain the scientific object he had in view, but
as soon as he declared that he intended to grow all manner
of fruit and vegetables out of season, his auditors declined
to discuss the matter further with him. They withdrew in
a body. Such nonsense might be accepted by cther people;
it would not go down in Cazley.

After that Tinker did not bother his head any more about
them. He went on working hard, whistling cheerily, and
every day advanced considerably in his effort to make order
out of chaecs. And at the end of a week he had most of the
frames and cloches in position, the glass glittering in the
sunlight till it locked like a silver lake from the hills for
miles around. ;

Jdt was drawing towards evening of this particular day,
and though dog-tired the lad was still sticking to the job,
having resolved that before night-time all the frames and
cloches should be arranged and the ground clear of debris,
so that in the morning he could begin to sow the seeds.
And as it was the weekly half-holiday in the village, an even
larger gathering of spectators was thick upon the road. He
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sas used fo their voices, to hearing the shrill cries of the
children, and the deep-throated laughter of the men. 5o
when a stir ran through the villagers as a trap swung round

the corner, the horse advancing at a sharp trot, he did not~

even lock up.

He was unaware that anything exceptional had occurred,
until the crash of glass made him turn and gaze in the
direction of the noise with a frown on his face. For though
he did not resent badinage, he was not prepared to tolerate
damage to Blake’s property. And he straightened his back
and stepped forward resolutely at what he saw. For Jopa-
than Twigg and another man had crossed the fence, and
were advancing towards him, and Twigg with his big stick
was deliberately smashing the frames as he strode along.

“Hallo! Just you stop that!” Tinker began. * Get ouf
of this, or I'll whack you over the head with this spade.
None of vour bullying here, Mr. Twigz. This is private
property, and I'm here to protect it. If you smash any
more of that glass, I'll bash you straight away, you impu-
dent scoundrel I” -

“What!” Twigg bellowed. “You hear the young cub,
Boxton? Take a note of what he’s said.. He’s using
language caleulated to lead to a breach of the peace. Take
out a summons against him at once. And you, you puppy,
clear off! It is you that is trespassing. I'll smash every-
thing here and fling it out on the road. Hi, there, you
men, why don’t you follow me? Chuck out all this rubbish!
If vou don’t obey me I'll make it hot for the lot of you!”

Some of the villagers began to cross the fence as Twigg
called on them, but most held back. The bully was close
to Tinker now, and the lad, his face searlet with anger,
stood holding the spade threateningly, ready to strike if
Twigg came within reach. A great silence had fallen on
all the rest. Hitherto there had been comedy from their
point of view; now tragedy seemed near. Boxton, the
attorney, stepped forward and pulled Twigz back.

“Mr. Twigg! Mr. Twigg!” he urged fawningly. “Don’t
go into danger, my dear sir! Your life is most precious.
Remember how valuable it is to our community, even if you
disregard danger on your own account. That young villain
i1s a most desperate character, I can see. And there is no
need to grapple with him. We can procsed by law. Verbum
'sat sapienti. Ahem! Be guided by me, my dear siv. His
conduet just now only makes our case the stronger.”

There was a look in Tinker's eyes that was far more

convincing to Twigg than the attorney’s remonstrances.
The lad meant to use the spade if necessary, and Twigg’s
big stick for once was at a discount. He turned and called
again to the villagers.
. “Smash. everything!” he yelled, beginning to break the
frames again himself. “Come on! T'll know who hangs
back. I see the lot of you. Stubbs, Bardler, Greening!
If you don’t obey me you'll never get another day’s work
from me!”’

In Cazley, as everywhere, there were some mean-spirited
fellows who did not dare to refuse the dictates of a tyrant,
but most of the villagers stood their ground doggedly. The
glass began to crash and the wood to splinter at a terrific
rate, and Tinker, alone and singlehanded, stood for a
moment aghast with horror. Then he sprang after Twigg
with spade uplifted.

. “Stop them! If you don’t, the consequences be on your
own head!” he shouted. “Stop them, else yow'll have to
be carried away!”

Twigz and Boxton turned again. The attorney went
white to the lips, and staggered back, tumbling over a
frame, and falling with a yell into the glass. Twigg, driven
to bay, prepared to fight. And Tinker, swinging the spade
around his head, was about to bring it down on the bully,
when a stentorian voice stopped him. .

“Tinker! Leave him to me!”

=]

It was Blake, who, emerging from a field on the far side,
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had seen and heard the clamour. #Jumping across a hedse,
orwaed

“Ha! There
Twigg shouted.
Where are you?” .

Hxcept for the lower part of his long, thin legs, the
attorney had disappeared. He was lying his length in the
frame, wedead in by splintered wood, and cut in half a dozen
places by broken glass. His feet kicked feebly, and dis-
covering him at last, Twigg roughly pulled him out by the
ankles, whilst Boxton yelled in terror.

“Take care! I'm cut to ribbons! Get a doctor! Il
bleed 4o death!” he bawled. “Why did I come here?
Why was I such a fool as to risk my life in this way?”

Blake, hurrying forward, was at Twigg’s side by this
time. Without a word, with face pale with fury, with every
muscle taut as a violin string, he seized the bully round the
middle, and, heavy though he was, he lifted him as high
as his shoulder. With quick strideg he crossed the ground
to the fence, whilst the villagers fell back in amazement.
And then, with a last supreme effort of magnificent strength,
he hurled Twigg on to the road. The scoundrel fell with
fx flop like a sack. It had all been done in ten seconds or
ess.

Blake vaulted over the fence.

“Men of Cazley,” he cried, “how much longer are you
going to stand this? Is this cur to bully you just as he
likes? Have you no courage, no independence? Look what
he has dared to do to me! And loek at the answer I have
given him! There he lies, as he deserves, knocked out of
time; and though I am the man who has assaulted him, the
law is on my side, and not on his. I care nothing for him,
nor for that toading attorney yonder. Will you follow me
and defy them? If you do, I promise you security and
liberty. Choose now, for the time has come!” *

he is! There’s the arch-villain, Boxton!”

“Now we'll tackle him! Boxton! Boxton!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Blake's Triumph—Jonathan Twigg Gets a Surprise.

HEN Blake stopped, dead silence ensued for some
seconds. Then one man pulled off his hat, flung it
in the air, and gave a shout. That shout was
talken up by a score or more. Intuitively the
villagers felt that a man who could fight their
battle was before them at last. As they looked at Blake’s tall,
athletic figure, his strong, intellectual face, now with dark,
deep-sst eyes flashing, and every feature rigid, they realised
that his boast had been no idle one, that here was a man who
would fight to the bitter end, who knew not defeat, and in

whom their confidence could be well and wisely placed.

Twigg had slowly risen and still showed fight. He advanced
shakily but grimly.

“ (et home, the lot of you!” he thundered. “Or stay!
Wait a few moments, and then clear off! Boxton, come here!
T'll deal with this interloping stranger now. Here’s Smigg,
the village constable, coming! I’ll have him locked up!”

Smigg, seated in his cottage after a weary tramp around
the countryside all day, had heard the shouting, and had
hurried to inguire what it might portend. Twigg yelied to
him, and he broke into a run, and arrived panting. = .
B“’Arrest that fellow!” Twigg commanded, pointing at

lake. '

“One moment, constable,” Blake said. “I charge this
man, Jonathan Twigg, with frespassing on my land, and
wilfully damaging my property. He has smashed about fen
pounds’ worth of glass belonging to me. The villagers here
can confirm my statement. I have plenty of witnesses.”

“ Ay, ay!” one man shouted.

“ Ay, ay !” a dozen assented.

Twigg faced them savagely. :

“You're going to turn against me!” he cried, aghast.

“They’re going to see fair play,” Blake remarked. “ Now,
constable, take him away.”

Smigg did nothing of the kind. He felt that the situation
was exceedingly embarrassing for him. Twigg had a big
position in the neighbourhood, and could mar his prospgets
of advancement. Blake was only a stranger. On the other
hand, Blake had made a serious charge against Twigg, and
apparently there were witnesses to support it, and, so far,
Twigg had not explained in what manner Blake had violated
the law. So Smigg adopted the usual official attitnde. He
looked as wise as he could, and drew out a thick notebook.

“I have the charge of this strange gentleman. What is
yours, Me. Twigg ?" he asked, whilst he licked the point of a
penc :
‘Assault and battery!” Twigg snapped. “But
to write it down now. Just march him off.”
ievous bodily assault!” Boxton said from behind. Fe
s standing mopping his cut face, and lookiag a picture of

cy.

don't
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“You've been assaulied, toc, Mr. Boxion !” Smigg cried. -
““Not directly assaulted, but those who take part mn a riot
are responsible for the consequences, whatever they may be.
That is the law,” Boxton replied, speaking with professional
voice. *“If I die of my wounds, that young villain in the
shirtsleeves will swing for a certainty.”’ ‘ ;

“What-ho!” Tinker remarked cheerily. “That’s the law, is
it?  Well, there’s just a bit I know teo. A man can be
accessory to a crime. Smigg, I charge this kneck kneed
attorney with aiding and abetting Jonathan Twigg. Lug him
away !’ :

Swigg sucked his pencil thoughtfully. L

“The evidence is contradictory,” he began, “and in that
case, it is always best to—-"

“To hold your tongue!” Twigg growled.
you at once.”

Boxton stepped forward.

“The case is quite clear againsi these scoundrels, con-
stable,” he urged. “ Acting on my advice, Mr. T'wigg came
here and entered that latd. He had a perfect right to do so.
These men were engaged in an unlawful business.”

Smigg looked very undecided.

“‘]You can take out summonses against one another,” he
said. -

The crowd broke into a hearty laugh. Twigg glared. Bl
smiled approvingly.

“ All right. That will suit admirably,” he assented.
now that that matter is disposed of, we ean let Mr. Jon
Twigg and his attorney go home and hatch more plots.

“Do as I teil

We
don’t want them here arly more. I told you, men of Cazley,
that T was going to stand by you, and now I will explein

what I mean to do. I intend that every man who owns a
small farm on this estate shall become the owner of it. He
shall not be bothered ever again by such men as this bully
Twigg, or his rapacious attorney. You have only to bac
me up and remain firm to win the day. Don’t mind
threats. Since Twigg won’t do the straight thing by you,
mean to defy him., We'll get the land in spite of him.”

“ Hurray! Hurray!”
_ The shout was whole-hearted. Tt testified fo the hatred all
Cazley had long felt secretly for Twigg. He and Boxton had
started to walk off, but hearing Blake’s voice they had
stopped to listen. Now Twigg broke into a scornful laugh.

““Ha, ha, ha! Listen to the fellow. So this is the man
you think will beat me!” he scoffed. “Why, he’ll lead you
all into pretty trouble, and serve you right. T won’t sell the
cstate, and that settles the matter. You focls, don’t you
know that 7’ -

Blake ignored the interruption.

“I've been to London and fixed up everything,”” he went
on, “I've arranged with the Board of Agriculture that two
IConf]nr’z}zss.mners are to come down here shortly to value the
and.

“ What !” Boxton cried, aghast. “You know about that?”

“Ah! Look ab the attorney’s scared face; listen to his
words,” Blake went on triumphantly. “Yes, T do lknow
about that. 'There is nothing about the Small Holders’ Act
that T don’t know. I know, too, that it applies to allotments,
and I have also arranged that the question of allotments is
to be gone into, too, so that in future every labourer in
Cazley will have his Iittle plot of land as his right, and nct
at the mercy of this bully.”

Again a rousing cheer broke forth.

Every moment the

villagers were becoming more and more convinced that in |

Blake they bad a trusty ally. Twigg had turned to Boxton,
and both were whispering eagerly. Now Boxton stepped
forward.

“ Betore you believe this man, and go in the way of serious
trouble and expense, just listen whilst I prove that his state-
ments are false,”” he began. “He says that he knows th
Act of Parliament. He is trying to convince you that he has
done you a service. Who is he that the great officials in
London’ should obey his commands? Is it likely that the
Government would rob Mr. Twigg and his niece at his
request? I ask him who is he?”

“I have no particular influence with the Board of Agrical-
ture,” Blake replied quietly.

“Ah, men, listen to him, He’s trying to climb dewn now
that I have tackled him I Boxton eried triumphantly, whilst

Twigg broke inte a rcar of laughter. ‘“Can’t you see now
that he’s only a windbag? Only a mischievous; empty-headed
agitator. If he has no particular interest with the Board of
Agriculture, how did he persuade the Board to promise te
send two Commaissioners here?”

Murmurs of doubt and anxiety ran thréugh the crowd.

“1I can tell you as a lawyer what he hasn’t told you,”
Boxton went on eagerly. “The Board of Agriculture won’t
stiv on the application of one man, even if that man is a
celebrity instead of being a fellow like this whom nobody
kunows.  The Board will only aet upon the schemo of the
Uounty Council in the case of small holdings, and on the
scheme of the rural authority in the case of allotments? Does
be deny that?”

“Ne,” Blake said firmly. -

“Then what did you mean by foolihg these people?’

Bexton demanded fiercely.
“ Tt 19 for them to judge here and now if T fooled them,”
] e replied. “I have not spent the last week i this
neighbourhood altegether idly. I have been about a good
deal, and I haye seen a good many people. In point of fact,
I had the honour to take a petition signed by many members
of the County Counecil of this county to Londen the other
day, and to lay it before the Board of Agriculture.”

For some seconds Boxton was too amazed for speech. Then
he turned contempiuously on Blake.

“You did that. You want us to believe that you were able
to persuade the members of the County Council to sign such
a petition! You! What next?”

“ Why, nothing next, except that the Commissioners aze
coming down at once,” Blake replied cheerity—*“in fact, I
think 1t will surprise you to know how soon they will be
here. Make way at the back there. Some gentlemen want
to speak to me.”

Two well-dressed strangers advanced with hands out-
stretched, as the erowd moved to cither side, forming a path
through which they could proceed. Both were middle-aged,
, and jovial-looking.

“Ah! How de?” one said, as he tocok Blake’s hand. “ We
are the Commissioners sent down by the Board of Agriculture
to inquire into the needs of this neighbourhood, and the
authorities advised us to consult you first. We understand
that there is a very disagreeable sort of man here who is
agent over the estate, and that he is throwing all sorts of
difficalties in the way of purchase of allotments and small
holdings. Well, we’ll deal with him. You can trust us for
that.” :

The crowd listefied in amazement. Boxton felt as if the
ground was reeling under his feet. Twigg, trembling like a
icaf, stepped forward and pulled the second Commissioner

“Who is that
at Blake.

“Don’t you knew?” the Commissioner asked in surprise.
“Why, that gentleman is one of our greatest British celebri-
ties.”’ #

“Whe is he?” Twigg rasped again.

“Mr. Sexton Blake”

“Sexton Blake!” Twigg gasped, growing ashen pale.
“Zexton Blake! Has he of all men crossed my path?”? He
ed back to hide himself. Blake was laughing and talking
with the Commissioners. :

“Yes, a great deal will have to be done, of course, before
we will be able to send in our report,” he was saying.
“ And then the law’s delays are proverbial. It will be many
!1101{t’})s before everything is shipshape. So I am not leav-
ing.’

“ Are you stopping on for leng, Mr. Blake?”

“I have started a market-garden here on the intensive.
principle, as an cbject lesson for those who care to learn
from it,” Blake explained. ‘Besides, you said just now that
1 could leave this man Twigg to you. Well, I intend to
settie a certain matter with him myself. Yes, I don’t go #ill
that is done.” -

man?”’ he asked hoarsely, pointing his stick

THE LND.

(Readers of the above story should cn no account miss the
splendid sequel thereto—* Foiled at the Finish!’—which
wppears in newt Friday's dssue. It explains how the great
detective carried out his resolve concerning the tyrant—
Twigg. Order your copy carly.)

NEXT FRIDAY'S GRAND LONG COMPLETE TALE OF SEXTON BLAKE IS ENTITLED

FOILED AT THIE FINISH
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A Magnificent Long,‘ Complete School Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
: TOM MERRY & Co. at St. Jim’s.
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Tom Merry & Co., Jack Blake & Co., and Figgins & Co. of the New House, leave 8t.
Jim’s on a mystoricus expedition. ;

THE FIR3T CHAPTER.
The Juniors’ Schemae.

HERE was great excitement amongst the juniors of
St. Jim's, and this excitement was concerned with a
coming cricket match between St. Jim’'s First Eleven
and a touring eleven of Indians captained by the
Rajah of Jal.

The team of dusky cricketers had been touring the country
with great success, beating several famous colleges, and even
giving one or two of the minor county elevens a stern game.

Kildare had been successful in fixing up a match with the
rajah’s eleven, and all 8t. Jim’s, from the highest senior to
the lowest fag. was waiting in eager anticipation for the
great match.

Tom Merry & Co., Jack Blake & Co., and Figgins
& Co., their rivals of the New House, were discussing the
forthcoming attraction on the cricket-field.

“{ reckon it will be a tussle!” said Tom Merry.
Indians are hot stuff "

Just a bit!” remarked Blake. “But put your trust in
Kildare and his merry men, old son! It'll be a fine game,
and I guess St. Jim’s will come out on top !”

“What-ho!” exclaimed Figgins. “But I say, what's the
matter with Kildare?”

“TLooks a bit down in the mouth, doesn’'t he

‘Kildare, the captain of the school, passed within twenty
vards of the juniors, and they had not failed to note the glum
look on his face. Something had evidently happened to upset
the captain of 8t. Jim’s.

“What's up, Kildare?” sang out Tom Merry. And the
captain swung round as if noticing their presence for the first
time.

“Nothing,” answered Kildare.

“You are looking pretty miserable!” said Jack Blake.
“The captain of a cricket eleven should be in high feather
the day before a big match, you know.
ful, you'll have the Indians whacking you!”

¢ As it happens, the Indians will not whack us, and we shall
not whack them,” said Kildare. *The match is off.”>

“The match off |”

*Yes; it has been cancelled,” replied Kildare gloomily.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Figgins. “That’s rotten!”

" ¢ Anything else you kids want to know ?” asked Kildare.
= “No,"” said the juniors, somewhat taken aback at the news.
They were keenly disappointed that the match was off, for

“The

DR

If you are not cave-

they had almost been as eager to watch the game as the
seniors were to play in it.
Kildare walked off, and for a moment the juniors failed to

speak. Suddenly a smile crossed Kerr's sunny face.
“Hallo! What are you cackling at?” demanded Figgins.

“It's great !’ “

“What is, fathead?” .

“The scheme I've thought cof,” explained Kerr. “I am
sure it would work.”

“ Explain yourself !” exclaimed the juniors in chorus.

The juniors eagerly gathered round the Scots junior.

¢ Look here,” said Kerr, “why shouldn’t we disguise our-
selves as the Indians and play the Sixth! We can send
another telegram stating that the mateh is sfill on, There
will be no difficulty in blacking our faces and making our-
selves proper Indians.’”

The juniors roared.

The schefne was so utterly unheard-of that it tock their
fancy at once. Such a jape against the Sixth would make the
whole school gasp when it came out. And if by some miracle
the “spoof ” team should win—what glory for Tom Merry
& Co. !

They yelled with delight at the mere thought of it.

“Tt's ‘alwayseold Kerr who thinks of these things,”
Figgins admiringly. “He’s got a head on him!”

“Well, I think it’s a rather good dodge,” said Kerr.
“IWe can make up as easily as anything. We've done it
before for‘the amateur theatricals, and we've got all the
grease-paint and things we need. We only want the Indian
costumes, and we can get those at the costumier’s.”’ .

“Hurrah!”

“Hold on!” said Figgins.
travel in costume?” .

“Blegt if I know! Bubt it would be more convincing.
We should change into flannels for the match, anyway.”

“Yes; that’s all right.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Kildare can get a wire saying it’s all right, after al
said Kerr. “Of course, we couldn’t send a wire in the
rajah's name; that wouldn’t do. But we can word it so
as" to make Kildare imagine it’s all serene, without commit-
ting ourselves.”

“Oh, yaas, that will be easy enough!
the telegwam with pleasuah.” :

“%f the Indians came,” resumed Kerr, thinking it out as
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he spoke, “they’d have to come to Wayland Junction, and
change theve into the local train for Rylcombe., We can
walk over to Wayland in the morning, make up there, and
come over in the local.’Z ;

“Qeood !”

“ Byt the wire will have to come from London,” said Menty
Lowther, . :

“ Bxactly. We’'ll get some chap in London to send i1t.”
_“My bwothah Conway is in town now,” said Art}‘mr
Augustus D’ Arvcy. I can write to him to-night and enclose
ihe telegwam for him to send. He will get the lettah first
post in the morning.” i :
Yes, Conway will do it. You can explain it’s a jape,
and he’ll know there’s no harm in it,” said Manners.

“Vaas, wathah!” = :

“My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “It’s 'the.rlppmges’t’;
iape of the term. 'There never was anything like it before.

“We can go down to Rylcombe at once and see about the
costumes,” grinned Kerr. “We can fix t_hat quite easily.
And we'll make up this evening, for practice, m the study,
#0 as to he sure it will work all right.”

“Oh, ripping!” e

And’thep?un%ors started for the village at once. They Q}ye'rﬁ
in the greatest of spirits. Even if the jape against the Sixt
were nob successful, it would be- the biggest thing they had
ever undertaken; but they were determined that it should
be a grand success. : :

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
- All Serene!

HE next morning dawned bright and sunny.
U The fellows at St. Jim's turned out cheerfully on
that sunny morning.: A whole day without lessons,
with nothing to do but please ,the{nselves from morn-
ing prayers to evening prep. That was calculated
w0 make them cheerful. ; : = -
Tom Merry & Co. seemed to be in extra high spirits. Not
2 word of the great scheme had been breathed outside the
twelve, and nothing was known even to their most intimate
iriends. . .
A rehearsal in Figgins’ study had gone off pef'fecﬂ_y sue-
cesstully, and the plotters, by this time, had not the slightest
* deubt of success. L -
They had packed the disguises and the (’ostumes] in ba:gs:
veady to convey to Wayland, and they only delayed starting
while waiting for Kildare to receive the telegram from
¥ ondon. Unless that was safely delivered, of course, the
whote thing would have to fall through. e
And the chums of St Jim’s waited in a group at _the
school gates for the telegraph-boy. Ie seemed a long time
soming, but he came at last. There was a general exclama-

tion of satisfaction as he was seen commng up the road.
““Here he 1s!” -

“Who's it for?” asked Tom “Anyway, we chall see &t one-
Merry, as the lad came up. ; 4; ﬂlll”f’y whether they arrive or
“Master Kildare, sir.” ¢ ‘ot said  Kildare, “We'd
“Good! Take it in!” é better have a brake at the
The boy went on. Kildare was & station for them. If’s all right!”
in the quad, standing outside t.h}e p . Q}f cl?urse it is,”) said Baker.
School - House,  chatting = with . ; ¢ Shall we meet them at the
Dasrel of the Sixth. The notice : b station?” asked the New House
of the scratching of the matc}l :’ prf}LfZCt' : :
had come tco late for the Bt 1 A couple of us might go in
Jim’s captain to be able to fix q; the brake. After all, they'ze
up ancther match, and the Fn"sﬁ » ¢ f(‘)rellﬁnbers, you know, and it
Eleven wefre :;edilce.d tot h]l)(} ‘ :' \wo‘:boog'gnly civil,
necessity of not playing at all. o ood 1 :
That was what Kildare intended FOR Qz . “R"i shall have to go down
to do; but it WaSﬁ colmg,—d(‘;“'ﬂ, ‘> t%e ybi(')lrilbe to arrange Iab}?u(;
after tl ch een ake, anyway, as 2
;z{fmiipgtlfng{natv“ L READERS OF 2 (A?‘ance]led it - sa?d Kildare.
“Hallo, here’s a telegram!” q One of you chaps come with
exela;lmed Darrel. “It’s for you, ‘: m%{ildare' L
e : THE 2 Ded ol
Ki]dal‘e}took }he \\ilrg. i :: down to the gates.
“May have found it possible .
to come, after all,” Darrel sug- , <9 THE THIRD CHAPTER.
gested. S Quite a Change.
Kﬁda,]e brigilﬁened up. } ;, € El(';lllaﬂmn:({g T(,:Jéle !“'\’j[ene\;{.
By Jove, hope so!”’ he ex- S 1 m Merry.
o : ] :
{'uﬁgc%pened the envelope and % :: stoplze%. 'J . =
vead the message. « It was brief, ¢ — d gg : - e bright mon- .
but it was to the point, and it 8 @ (¢ ing sunlight was falling through
b,reught a s{mi]}e of sattisfacti?xlqtto : i ‘: %slcgﬂfgge\ﬁfgog dl‘jgs%dglaafle'rigf
the face of the captam of Bt - P 3 : . D=
. . NOW ON SALE.  § whnseam o "0 * 50
“Hurrah!” he exclaimed. 0 It was a quiet an ﬁilecu ole
“Good news?” RS PT IR SRR % e ‘spot’, just suited to what -the

Tur Pexny PorurLAr.—No. 188,

-

“Yes; they’re coming.*?

“ Bravo !”

“Listen!” Kildare read ount the message?

“f Kildare, School House, St. James’, Sussex.—Previous
telegram cancelled.  Arriving one-thirty.” ”

“Good!” exclaimed Darrel. I suppose they’ve got over
it, or he’s managed to rake in some substitutes. 1 rather
wondered the rajah couldn’t manage that. They're in
Londm’x now, and there are plenty of Indian oricketers
there.’

Kildare nodded.

“He hasn’t signed it,” he remarked. “A kit excited,
perhaps, and it makes just the twelve words. But it's
clear enough.”

“Oh, yves, he says plainly ‘ previous telegram cancelled.” **

Rushden and Monteith and Baker strolled up.

‘“Where are we playing?”’ asked Monteith.

“We're playing the Indians after all!” said Kildare.

“The Indians!”

“Ves. The rajah finds he can come.”

“Good !’ said Baker.

“ Ripping !”’ said Rushden. .

“Jolly uncertain sort of beggar, I should think,” said
Monteith. “Do you mind letting me see the wire?”

Kildare handed it to him. The New House prefect read
it through, and uttered an exclamation:

“It’s not signed!” he said.

‘“No. It makes just the twelve words, and, of course, he
knew we should know whom 1t wds from,” said the captain
of 8t. Jim’s, with a smile. “Nobody but the Rajah of Jal
would be likely to wire to me that the team was arriving at
Rylcombe at one-thirty.” .

*“No, I suppose not,” said Monteith thoughtfully.

Kildare looked af him.

“ Why, what are you thinking about, Monteith?” he ex-
claimed.  ‘““‘The telegram’s all right, isn’t it?”

“Yes, I suppose s0.”° :

Monteith read it again. The New House prefect was of a
keen and suspicious turn of mind. .

“ What could be wrong with it?”’ asked Kildare.

“Well, as it’s not signed it crossed my mind that it might
possibly ‘be a jape of those young fags, to make us expect
the. Indian team {for nothing,” said Monteith, “If we
m‘gpected”them, and they didn’t come, we should look a set
of asses. :

Kilddare lal?glled.}

“1 don’t think they’d go quite so f hat,” ai

‘“‘Hardly 1 1‘emark}€1d I%akgr. 2o e

Rushden pointed to the telegram.
hereug(l)lglild hl:leemgOIx;gng;n’to }lleiﬁg. f1‘fI e
o this morning to send

Monteith grinned.

“Well, no, I suppose not,” he said.
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juniors had to do. No one
was likely to obserwe or
mterrupt them there.

The bags were opened,
and the costumes and dis-
guises taken out. Kerr's
services were. in general
request at once. Kerr was
the leading light of the
Junior Amateur Society.
What he did not know on
the subject of making-up
was not worth knowing.

And Kerr was very in-
dustrious ‘and obliging. -
H e superintended the
dressing and the malting-
up with tireless patience.

he juniors discarded
their. Eions, which were
rolled up carefully and
placed in the bags. They

donned the Indian cos-
tumes. Indian costumes,
chiefly. used for local

fancy-dress functions, had
been very easy to obtain,
but they had mostly heen
many sizes too large. But
in Figging’ study the pre-
vious evening the juniors

* had taken reefs in, so to
speak, and the ecostumes
were quite ready for wear-
ing now. ;

The making-up was care-
fully done. ~Their skins
had to be tinted a soft
brown, and all Kerr’s skill
was required. But he ex-
celled himself. Figging
was the first fellow
finished. He stood with a
brown face and hands, and
arrayed in white garments
and a turban gleaming
with jewels—the jewels
being made ‘of coloured
glass, of course.: There
was a tremendous diamond

in his turban which would
have been worth thousands
of pounds if it had been
warth anything at all.
The juniors could not

Figgins opened the door.

Clitton Dane and Lumley—-Lumley were standing there with

demure smiles upon their faces.
Lumley answered in the same tongue: ‘“ Figgy wiggy Merry perry Blakey chakey
shaky Gussy wussy.” ‘‘ Monty manny Diggy Herry Fatty Wynny,”?

And then the cricketers knew that they had been found out.

‘* Bang-bang !’ said Figgins. To which Lumley-

added Clifton Dane,

help chuckling as they
looked at him. Figgins made a very impesing Rajah of Jal.

“It’s ripping!” said Tom Merry. “Your mother
wouldn’t know you now, Figgy.”

“Wathah not! I say, shall T look anything like that,
Kerr, deah boy?” T
- “Yes, Gussy!” :

“Bai Jove! I twust I shall not look like an old-clothes
man who has not washed himself for weeks!”

“My dear chap, all Indian princes look- like. that,” said
Kerr. “You have to dress up to the chiaracter.’

“Yaas, but 2

“Keep still, or this stuff will go into your eye,” said
Kerr.

*“Yaas, but—groo!”

“What’s the matter?” ]

“Yow! You've dabbed that howwid thing into my
mouth.” .

“Well, you shouldn’t talk while you’re being operated
on,”” said Kerr. “I can’t do a lot of dodging round your
mouth while youw're talking. Ring off 1

“ Weally, Kerr Groo 172 :

‘“There you go again!”

“ You uttah ass! Ow!”

“Youwd better shut up, Gussy!” said Tom Merry, Jaugh-
ing.  “You'll get it in the mouth.every time you talk !1”

And D’Arcy thought so, too, and the rest of his thoughts
remained unuttered,

The' work was done at last, and the twelve . juniocrs of
3t Jim’s stood stained and arrayed like natives of the
Eastern Empire. : ; . s

“Come on!” said Figgins. .“We’re ready!”

“ March !” said Tom Merry.

The juniors, carrying their cricket-bags and also the other
bags containing their usual clothes in the place of the dis-
guises, left the glade in Rylcombe Wood,

Their hearts were beating a little faster as they entered the
footpath leading into Wayland town. However, they passed
through the village without being recognised, and were in
geod time for the local to Rylcombe,

They crowded into first-class carriages, and the station-
master himself ‘closed Figging door, and stood hat in hand
outside the carriage as the signal was given for the train to
start. ¥

After about ten minutes’ journey, the train pulled up at
Rylcombe station, and Kildare and Darrel stepped forward to °
open the carriage doors for their distinguished visitors.

A crowd of dusky cricketers pouréd out upon the platform,

The 8t. Jim’s seniors could not*heln staring a little.

They had expected to see small men, bub they had sup-
posed that the Jal cricketers were larger in size than tihe
juniors of St. Jim’s.

There was only one of the party who was anything like as
tall as a man, and that was the dusky youth with the big
diamond in his turban. - Vi

Kildare guessed that he was the skipper, and he advanced
te him with outstretched hand.

“The Rajah of Jal?”’ he inquired.

‘“Bang-bang |”’ h

And the rajah shook Kildare’s band heartily.

“I am very glad to see your Highness,”

“Boggley ! ;

“We were very disappointed to get your telegram yester-
day, but it’s turned out all right.” said Kildare. “You
speak English, do you not?”

“Bang.-bang! I speak your English so well,” said  the
rajah. ‘:It is not with difficulty that I sveak him.
Bang—— |

“That’s a blessed Hindustani word, T suppose?”’  mur-
mured Kildare, “Blessed if 1 like the look of this lot!
They’re a shabby crew, anyway!” :

TrE PENNY PoruLar.—No. 188,
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But he did nof say that aloud.

“We've got a brake outside,”
come with me?”

“With great and venerable pleasure.”

And Kildare led the way from the station.

The Itians piled into the brake, amid loud and enthu-
ﬁs‘lhﬁ\k comments from the interested youth of Rylcombe
village.

Kildare and Darrel mounted with them, and they rolled
away on the road to St. Jim’s.  The two seniors of St, Jim's
tried to enter into talk with the cricketers en route, but it
was useless.

The Rajah of Jal was the only one who spoke English,
and his English did not seem very good, either, and ke md
not appear inclined to use very miich of ‘t

He had introduced Chandra Das and Numar Lal. two
of his followers, to Kildare, but the two Indians }nd only
bowed and salaamed respectfully, without speaking. If
Kildare had heard Chandra Das speak, he might have been
struck by a resemblance to the voice of Tom Merry of the
Shell, while Kumar Lal’s tones would have recalled ‘those of
Jack Blake.

Darrel addressed a few nolite words to Chandra Das as

he went on.  “Will you

St. Jim’s came in sight. The old grey tower rose over the
green trees.
“That’s St. Jim’s,”” he remarked.

Chandra Das bowed.

“We shall arrive in a few minutes now.”

“Bang-bang !”

“You do not speak any English, sir?”

:(Boggleyzn 3

“T have read about the Jal team in the papers,” Darrel
said, with a perplexed look. “I understood that most of
them spoke some English, some of them quite fluently. But
pelhaps some of you fellows are substitutes for those on
the sick list.”

* Cham-ram-tooral-kybosh-bang.

That was quite a long ﬂentonce, but Darrel could make
nothing of it.  He knew no Hindustani; but if he had
known evely word of it in the language, it would hardly
have helped him in this instance.

The brake rolled up to St Jim’s.

(3

A crowd of fellows had
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gathered round the gates to see whether the Indians maﬂv
arrived. There was a loud cheer as the bralke was scen
with its crowd of dusky passengers.

“ Hurrah !’

“Here they come!”

::Heres the glddv rajah !’%

Beavo!

The brake rolled in amid chec Crowds of juniors leﬂd
their caps and shouted to w olcome tue Indians,

Tom Merry & Co. bowed on all sides as the brake rolled
on.

They had never received such
proper persons, and it was very
srave.

But they managed it.

The Indians were takea to the pavi
changed from their rich and rare co
cncl\etlnw Hannels,

When they came oub with their dusky faces shining in tho
sun there was another cheer to gree .

They salaamed in return, and said “B:mg—bj.n
cheerful smiles.

Kildare tossed with the rajah for
the rajah won, and elected to 2o in fi

“Chandra Das and Kumar Lal,”

And Tom Merry and Jack Blake
innings for Jal.

an ovation in their own
Lard for them to keep

fon, where
1e3 mto ordinary

R ewith

choice of innings, and

the rajah,
Wens: 11 %0

aopen tha

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Indians® !nnings.

ILDARE placed his men to field. He had ! uoarr that
the Jal men were very hard hitters, and the seniors
fielded deep.

Seniors_and juniors crowded round fo see tho

Indians play. Clifton Dane and Gore and Skimpole

and Macdonald stood in a group to look on. There was a

cmmus expression upon Dane's face. Dane was study-mate

in the Shell to Kangaroo and Bernard Glyn; and Dane was

gifted with very sharp vision. But if Clifton Dane saw any-

thmn unusual about the Indians, no one else did. They were
taken at face value, so to speak, by the whole of 8t Jxm

“T guess they’ro a small sizo for grown-ups,” Jerrole:
Lumley Tumley remarked to Clifton Dare.

» Dane nodded.

“VYes; they might be a set of boys,” he said.

“Well, some of them have big whiskers, though,” said
Gore. “Look at that chap—Chandra Da», I hear h~ nims
is. He’s gob thakeh like a lion’s mane,

= Cuuous, t0o,” said Lumley-Lumley. ~“I've seon their
portraits in the papers, and they were nearly all clean-
shaven.”

“T hear that the rajah is playing some substitutes today,
though.”

“The rajah looks full size,” sqid Lumley-Lumley. “Tha
others are jolly small. Thcv can't really have much chance
against Kildare’s lot.”

"7 don't know; ; they've beafen University tea

“TI guess it's strange, then.”

And that opinion was very common on the ground. It was
very strange that the little Jal men had beaten 'Var
players. All excepting the rajah were overtopped by ths
seniors of St. Jim’s.

But the Jal batsmen ghowed that ’c’hev could bat,
events.

Monteith, the New House prefect, was put on to howl ths
first over against the dusky youth khovm as Chandra .

Monteith was a good bowler, a‘m very nearly the best in
the St. Jim’s First Eleven, bub he could not touch Chandra
Das’ wicket.

Chandra Das knocked his bowling all over the field, and
the dusky batsmen ran and ran, and the over gave them
8 runs to bemn their score.

It was evident that, in spite of their diminutive size in com-
parison with the St. Jim's team, the Jal men knew how to
play cricket.

Chandra Das had taken 20 runs “om his own
he was finally dismissed by a catch in the slips.

fat Indian came on to take his place. There were

smiling comments from the onlookers as the fat cricketer
rolled up to the wicket.

“My hat!” said Lummley-Lumley.
Fatty Wynn!”-

“By Jove, he is!” said Clifton Dane. “By the way, speak-
i;lg ot Fatty Wynn, where are Figgins & Co. ? Ihﬂy re not

ere !

“Curious they-should miss this match.”

““ And Tom Merry, too—where is he?”

“He's not here.” 3

‘““And Blake, and Gussy?” -

855 “ BOYS FRIEND.” 12

at all

when

“That chap's as fat as
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“They all went out this merning,” said Lumley-Lumley.
*“1 remember now, they took a lot of bags with them, and
1 imagine they’re going to make a day of 1t.”’

“It’s very odd!” said Clifton Dane. .

“Well, yes!” :

“That fat chap can bat, though,” said Gore, as Fatty Wynn
drove the ball to the boundary from Rushden’s bowling.

“He can! Bravo!”

The St. Jim’s fellows were all sportsmen, and they cheered
every success. of the dusky visitors. And they had plenty to
cheer. The St. Jim's bowling and fielding were both good,
but the visitors scored very considerably.

Kumar Lal was out at last, and he joined the group of
dusky batsmen outside the puvilion. Jal were six down for
70 runs.

When any St. Jim's fellow strolled near the group of
Indian cricketers, he heard them talking among themselves
in curious language; words like bang, and rang, and chang,
and wallah, and boggley, and woggley continually recurring.
But when there was no Saint within hearing, they contrived
to talk in English.

“It's going on all right,” grinned Figgins. “‘I wonder
what Kildare weould say if he knew that St. Jim’s Juniors
had knocked up eeventy against the First Bleven for six
wickets.”

““Yaas, wathah !”

* Ha, ha, hal”

“And wait till they get their innings, and Fatty begins
to bowl,” said Kerr. ‘“I’ve always said that Fatty was fit
to bowl for the County, and we’ll sce how he shapes against
Kildare’s lot 17

“Yes, rather !”

“It will be rather an eye-opener for them,” grinned Tom
Iderry. “Of course, the real Jal team would have taken
more than seventy in this time. But if Fatty takes their
wickets, we shall keep their score down.”

“ And beat them,” said Figgins hopefully.

“Wouldn’t that be ripping 7

“ YVaas, wathah!”?

“Hush 1”?

Some Saints were strolling by, and Figgins, without a
change of countenance, went on in an unknown tongue—as
unknown to himself as to everybody else.

“Boggley bang wallah sum sing chang hunkaback 1”

* Oh, hunkaback—hunkaback !’ said Tom Merry gravely.

* Sin ting ghaut gommy bong ?”

“Ram bang1”

“ Blessed if T can make out a word of it,” Gore remarked,
as he strolled on. “Blessed if it seems possible that they
understand it themselves.”

“It’s rummy,” said Clifton Dane.

“You're getting on famously, sir,”
addressing the Rajah of Jal.

“Gommy bhong bang !” said the rajah politely.

Sk Eh??)

“Lummy, crikey, chuck, chuck !”

“My hat!”

“Gommy tong !”

“Oh, I give 1t up!” said Gore.

“ What’s the name of that fat chap who’s batting 7% asked
Lumley-Lumley.

“ Punar Singh is the name on the list,” said Gore.

“Brave, Punar Singh!” shouted Clifton Dane, as the fat
batsman sent the ball to the boundary again. :

“Hurrah |7

And there was a ripple of hand-clapping.

Punar Singh was going strong. But he was clean bowled
by Kildare in the next over, and he came off the field per-
epiring. The Rajah of Jal locked at him, and an expression
of alarm came over his Highness’s face. :

(e “Get into the dressing-

said Lumley-Lumley,

Great Secott!” he whispered.
room, quick !”

“What’s the matter 2 muitered Punar Singh.

“Your complexion’s running.”

“ My hat |”

“ And yow'd better run, too !’ grinned Monty Lowther,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” :

And Fatty Wynn bolied into the pavilion, Kerr followsd
him, his artistic touch was required. Kerr, under the name
of Bolar Das, was wanted next, but the rajah himself went
1, to give Kerr time to restore Fatty Wynn’s complexion,

huch
PEE ™ Ov tinrFeenny
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bowlsd Qut. .

HERE was a cheer as the Rajah of Jal came ont to
the wicket, with his bat under his arm. The hard-

hitting of the rajah was well known, and the St. Jim’s

fellows expected to see a second Ranji. The rajah

raised his cap gracefully to the cheering, and took his

place at the wicket. Kildare tossed up the ball to Darrel.

“Youwll have all your work cut out to shift that chap,
from what I hear,” he remarked.

Darrel laughed. .

“T’ll do my best!” he said.

Darrel did his best; but he could not shift the rajah. The
rajah was very careful. He blocked every damgerous ball,
and only hit out when it was quite sccure to do so. But
when he hit, he hit hard, and the Saints were given plenty
of leather-hunting. He took 7 for the over, finishing witk
the odd run, which gave him still the bowling in the next,
Monteith was put on against him, but could not get him out.
The rajah piled up runs for his eide; inwardly wondering
what the prefect would think when he discovered that he
had been bowling, in vain, against a junior of his own hcuse.

The rajah piled up 30 runs, and he was loudly cheered, and
his dusky comrades cheered as loudly as anybody, i their
own peculiar language. At every big hit they clapped their
dusky hands and shouted :

“Bang-bang !”

‘I suppose that’s a sort of Indian cheer,” Lumley-Lumley
remarked. “Something lilke the Japanese banzai, T guess.”

“T suppose 50,” gaid Gore. ** What ave you lecking so glum
about, Dane ?” :

Clhifton Dane started.

“Was 17” he exclaimed.

“Well, thoughtful, then.

“T was just thinking.”

‘“ About the rajah ?’’

f‘;l?ef,” sald the Canadian junior, with a grin, “about the
rajah.

He strolled away with his hands in his pockeis, without
saying anything further. Gore and Lumley:Lumley lcoked
after him in some surprise.  But they soon turned their
attention to the match again,

The rajah was out at last, caught by Kildare, and as he
joined the dusky team cutside the pavilion, they cheered hi
loudly.

**Bang, bang, bang!”

“ What does that mean in English 9’ Lumley-Lamley asked
one of the Jal men.

“Boggley, deah boy!”

ilEh?,’ =

“I mean—ahem ! — bang — boggley — ¢hunk — chuskerty
clack 17 2

“My hai !

“Sang bang chang, teotle bunk

“I believe that bounder ean speak English if he Lies,”
Gore confided te Lumley-Lumley. ‘“Did you notice how he
drepped into English, and stopped himself 27

Lumley-Lumley had a very curious expression upon his
face.

“T guess I did,” he said.

He strolled away to jein Clifton Dane, and the twe wera
deep in discussion, in whispers, for some time afterwards,
The Jal ipnings was drawing to its clese now. The lass
wicket fell with the score at 129, and the field cleaved.

« The Jal men crowded to the dressing-room.

They did not admit anybody else with them, and the rajah
was careful to close the door. Then the Indians permitied
themselves a long chuckle, :

“Ha, ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove!” said Arvthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Ii’s
wippin’. The boundahs haven’s a single suspish, you know.”

*‘ Not the slightest,”” said Blake.

“1t’s gorgeous.”

“There never was a jape of this sort or size bhefore,”
chuckled Tom Merry. “Of course, they couldn’t possibly
smell a mouse.”

“ neahly put my foot in it once, deah boys!”
D’Axcy.

“Oh, trust you to do that!”

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“If you give us away, we'll squash you!”

“T should uttahly wefuse to be squashed.”

“What have you done?” asked Tom Merry. )

¢ Oh, it was really nothin’! T used a few words of Englich
when that chap Lumley-Lumley was askin’ me a quosiion.
But it’s all wight.” , -

s 1577 ’;n;aid Tom Merry anxiously. “Lumley-Lumley's

’ said Dighby.
Tre Penny Porurar.—No. 168
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“But ho wouldu’t give us away, if he guessed,”  said
Kangarco. ‘“IHe would play the game, you know. He uscd
to be rather a worm, but he’s decent cnough now.”

“Yaas, wathah !

There was a knock at the door, and the discussion suddenly
ceased. Tt occurred to the Jal cricketers that the partitions
in the cricket pavilion were somewhat thin.

“Hush I” murmured the rajah.

“Weally, Figgins—-"

“Bhut up, vou ass!”

“I considah——""

Blake jammed his hand over Arthur Augustus’ mouth, and
the further considerations of the swell of St. Jim’s were
quite lost. Figgins opened the door. ;

Clifton Dane and Jerrold Lumley-Lumicy were standing
there, with demure smiles upon their faces.

“Bang-bang ! said Figgins.

To which Lumley-Lumfey replied, in the same language:

“Chuck a luck, and ting a ling. Sam chang.”

And Clifton Dane added:

“Snorey porey gorey bung. :

The Jal men stared blankly at them. The two juniors
looked very grave and serious, and evidently expected
answers in the same tongue. k

“Bang boggley wallah punkah koosh,” said Figgins, at
ast.

3

“Hanky panky silly pranky chuckit,” said Lumley-
Lumley.
“Eh? I mean bhong song pinky.”

“Figgy wiggy Merry perry Blakey Chakey shakey Gussy
wussy, said Lumley-Lumley.

D“M-onty Manny Diggy Herry Fatty Wynny,” said Clifton
ane.

And then the ericketers knew !

“Come in!” said Figgins hastily.

Lumley-Lumley and Clifton Dane grinned, and came ia,
and Kiggins closed the door. The dusky heroes glared at
the two juniors who had found them out.

“How did you know?” gasped Tom Merry.

They chuckled.

“It was Gussy's beautiful accent that put me on to it,”
8aid Lumley-Lumley. Dane seoms to have suspecied some-
thing from the start. Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Canadian.

S Hush !”

“You're bowled out, I guess!” chuckled Lumley-Lumley.
B What a jape! So the real Indians are not coming at all?”

“No !” muttered Figgins.

“You sent a socond telegram?”

“We had it sent.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hush!” said the rajah.
besides you two?”

Clifton Dane shook his head. )

“Not a soul,” he said. *I shouldn’t have known, only

“Does anybody else know

old Kangy seemed rather familiar. You see, I have the duffer-

in my study every day. And then what Lumley told me
made me quite certain about it.”

“ Nobody else knows?”

“So far as I know, nobody.”

“T guess not!” grinned Lumley-Lumley.

“You haven’t said anything ?” -

% Not a word, of course.”

Figging drew a breath of relief.

“That’s all right, then,” he caid. “We don't mind you
fellows knowing. Keep it dark—deadly dark, that's all. If
any other chap suspeets, get hold of him and make him shut
up. The seniors are not likely to tumble.”

“T guess not,” chuckled Lumley-Lumley. ¢They're far
too high and mighty to dream that the juniors would jape
them like this! My hat! It's the biggest thing I've ever

heard of. The cheek of it!”
“And we're going to beat them,” grinned Figgins. “A
hundred and twenty-nine for "the first innimgs, eh? And

wait till Fatty Wynn gets to work on their wickets!” .

“Oh, good!” = “

“Only keep it dark!” .

“You bet!” :

- “We'll back you up,” said Clifton Dane, “only we couldn’t
%’d,p, letting you know we knew. It's ripping! Ha, ha,
ha I’

“Time we got out, I think,” said the rajah. “Tumble
up!? :

And the dusky cricketers left the dressing-room, leaving
Clifton Dane and Jerrold Lumley-Lumley there, still laugh-
ing. They little thought, however, as they marched on to
ficld, that Ernest Lievison, the cad of the Fourth, had tumbled
to the little scheme, and was preparing a wheege for bowling
out the bogus eleven. -
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_ting away like a machine !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Victors. >
ILDARE opened the St. Jim's innings, with Monteith
at the other end. He hoped to give the inmings a
good start, and put courage into his men.
But Kildare was doomed to disappointment. The
bowling of the Indians was superb, and the St. Jim’s
eleven had great difficulty in mastering it.
~ The wickets fell at a steady rate, and when St. Jim's wers
six down for 80 runs—Kildare’s wicket among them-—-the
Saints locked very grave.

As for the Indians, they were jubilant.

Fatty Wynn looked the most pleased of all, It was not be-
cause he was taking wickets, or because his side was win-
ning. It was because the sooner the innings was over, the
sooner he would be able to sit at the hospitable board that
was ready for the entertainment and refreshment of the dis-
tinguished visitors to St. Jim’s, The feed was to be a ripping
one, and mental pictures of it danced before Fatty Wynn's
brain as he grew hungrier and hungrier.

Perhaps the thought of the feed to come bucked him up,
for presently he bowled Rushden and Lefevre one after the
other, the first for a 2, and the second for a duck’s-ege.

Kildare looked blue as they came out.

Eight down for 82, out of the 180 that were wanted. Then
Darrel went in, with Baker at the other end, and Darrel,
who was a mighty hitter, retrieved matters a little.

Fatty Wynn, Blake, and Figgins himself pelted him in
turn, without being able to move him, and the First Kleven
score soared up. -

It passed the 100—it reached the 110—20!

Figging’ cyes began to gleam. .

The First Eleven wanted 9 more to tie—10 to win!
And they had two wickets yet to fall! And Darrel was hit-
Another boundary—that was 4
to Darrel ! -

A hundred and twenty-four! The Indians would have
looked as blue as the seniors had been looking, if their dusky
complexions had allowed them to look anything but brown.

Figgins tossed the ball to Fatty Wynn again,

“You've got to get him out, Fatty !” he said, in a whisper.

“T'm hungry.”

“You fat bounder! Think of the feed we shall have if you
take those wickets. The longer it lasts, the hungrier you will

et.”
- Fatty Wynn grunted. -

“ ¥Yes, I'm thinking of that,” he said.

Do your best, Fatty, old man.”

¢ Right-ho, Figgy!”

And Fatty Wynn bowled with all his skill thrown into it.
And for once Darrel was caught napping! His leg stump
rolled over, and the bails were on the ground, and Darrel
retired, amid a storm of cheering. He had scored well, and
brought his side within easily measurable distance cf victory.
5 wanted to tie, 6 to win! And nine wickets had fallen!

“Last man in !”

Fatty Wynn squared his shoulders, and his eyes gleamed.
He had one more wicket to take to save his side. The first
ball was swiped away for 3, and the score stood at 127.

“One more boundary!” murmured Kildare. “That wiil
o it.” .
dOne more boundary would certainly have done it; but it
was the tail of the St. Jim’s side at the wickets now, not
boundary-hitters! And their life was to be brief. Fatty
Wynn sent down a ball that was his best, and it dodged in
some mysterious way under a watchful bat, and there was
the crash of a falling wicket.

There was a gasp from the crowd.

“How’s that?”

“Qut !” said the umpire grimly,

Last man was “not out.” But the wickets were down, and
St. Jim’s First Eleven had been beaten by 2 runs!

Beaten !

Beaten, as they imagined, by the Indian team —beaten, as
fifteen juniors knew, by the juniors of St. Jim's—the juniors
of their own school !

The dusky cricketers yelled.

“Hurray! Hurray! Hurray! Bang !
Hurray !” &

And St. Jim's generally gave them a cheer. They had
fought well for their victory, and they had won it by a
narrow margin. They deserved a cheer,

Kildare came up to the Rajah of Jal, with a pleasant smile
on his handgomo, sunburnt face.

“You've beaten us, sir,” he said. “T suppose we couldn’t
really expect anything else, considering the reputation of
your team. But 1t was a close thing at the finish.”

“It was an honeurable and splendid match, my young
friend,” said Figgins, inwardly quaking a little ‘at his own
audacity in calling the captain of the school his yonng frie

Bang! Bosh!
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74 veflects equal glory upon both sides, and it is the foriune
of war that the victory rests with us.”

And he shook hands with the captain of St. Jim's very
heartily.

£ ‘\%iy decent chap,” Kildare said to Darrel. * There’s seme-
thing about him that scems familiar to me, too—something
in his voice that I think I have heard before somewhere.”

Darrel nodded.

“The same thing occurred to me,” he remarked. “I dare
say it’s through seeing their photographs in the papers some
time or other.”

*“Yes, perhaps.”

But Kildare still looked a little puzzled.

As for the Indians, they retired to their dressing-room to
change, and in the room they chuckled loud and long.

“Beaten ’em!” said Figgins. ‘‘Beaten the seniors! Ob,
my only hat! If that doesn’t fairly take the cake !

- *Yaas, wathah!”

“ And now for the feed!” said Fatty Wynn.

f“Ha, ha, hal?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Fatty Wynn Changes Colour.
IR sun was setting, ‘and long shadows were stealing
over the old guad. It had been a great day at St.
Jim’s; one of the best matches played by the First
Eleven. And the margin of defeéat had been so
narrow, and their opponents were such a famous
team, that the seniors did not feel munch discomfited at losing.
If they had known whom their opponents precisely were,
their feelings would have been very different; but as yet they
were in the state of ignorance which is bliss. .

The two teams sat down to supper in the senior room.

The long table was crowded. In the place of honour sat
the two captains—Kildare and the Rajah of Jal—on the best
of terms. Tom Merry and. Blake had D’Arcy between them,
ready to put the stopper on if, in the enthusiasm of the
moment, he should attempt to make a speech.

The dusky faces of the Indians gleamed round the festive
board. There was a merry fire of chatter, most of the fellows
talking at onee; and the Indians, of course, talked in their
own peculiar language, excepting when they forgot, and then
they showed a curiouns knowledge of English, and even of
English slang.

The St. Jim’s fellows who noticed it were surprised. It
was only natural that the Indians, touring in England, should
pick up English; but to make so much progress in a single
day was very astonishing. .

Still, there was the fact, however surprising, and the Saints
had to believe their own ears.

There was one cricketer who did not talk at all. That one
was Punar Singh, alias Fatty Wynn. He was too busy to
talk. Several fellows tried to compliment him on his won-
derful bowling, but Wynn had little or nothing to say.

“You might pass the 'pie,” he said, and his English was
remarkably good for a native of Jal, who was supposed to
speak only the Jal dialect.

Kerr pinched him,

“Bang-bang !” he whispered.

“Oh, I forgot! I mean bang-bang.”

“You do speak English—eh?” asked Monteith, with a
curious look at the Indian bowler.

“Bhong kosh,” replied Fatty Wynn.

“ Don’t you understand me 77’

“ Muckey chuckey walker.” :

“But you were speaking English just now,” persisted the
New.House prefect. ‘ You.asked Rushden to pass the pie.”

* Spooner schooner mop bang wallop.”

Monteith looked very much puzzled.

Fatty Wynn buried himself in the pie, and was happy. He
did not care whether his prefect was watching him
snspiciously ; all his thoughts then were of pie, and pie alone.
Pie filled up the whole horizon for Fatty Wynn. |

But when he had satisfied himself with pie, he wanted
something to drink,

“ Any lemonade going ?”’ he asked, locking round.

- Kerr pinched him again, and Fatty Wynn squeaked.

“What the——" -

““ Bhong clack bang ?”

“0Oh, yes! Wady halfa khalifa bosh kosh.”

« “Here’s the lemonade!” exclaimed Levison, hurrying up
with a syphon.

He rushed up to Fatty. Wynn with the syphon of lemonade.
He drew Wynn’s glass towards him, and streamed the
lemonade into it, and contrived to stumble and turn the jet
of fizzing liquid upon Fatty Wynn’s face.

There was a roar from the fat Fourth-Former.

“ Yareop! Ow! Yah!”

“0Oh, I'm so sorry !” exclaimed Levison.

>

17

“Yow! Owl”? . ;

Fatty Wynn jumped up, choked and blinded, kicking his
chair over backwards. He put up both hands to his fae,
wiping the foaming lemonade from his eyes and nose and
mouth, His face was drenched, and as he wiped his fat
hands over it the colour came off cn his palms and his fingers.

There was a gasp from the feilows who saw him. Whitish
streaks appeared all over the dusky complexion of Punar
Singh, and a great deal of his complexion had been trans. -
ferred to his serviette. £

“Great Scott!”

“My hat!”

Kerr clutched Wynn by the shoulder.
left yet.

“Bolt!” he whispered fiercely.

“ Right I’ muttered the unfortunate Fatty.

He covered his face with his hands, and belted.

The deor banged after him.

Half the company were on

There was a chance

their feet now, in alarm and

surprise, and therc were exclamations on all sides,

** What’s the matter?”

“ What’s happened?”’

“What’s been done to him?”

“Tt was an accident,” said Kildare, turning a rather
worried face upon the Rajah of Jal. “A boy squirted
lemonade in his face, I am sure by accident. I1i was an
accident, was it not, Levison?”

“Of course!” said Levison. “My foot slipped, and

“You can get out now, Levison. We don’t want any more
accidents of that sort. Leave the room at once!”

“Very well, Kildare.”

And Levison departed, hoping charitably that he had done
sufficient mischief.  Certainly, he had observed the change
in Fatty Wynn’s complesion; but the fat Fourth-Former’s
flight had been so prompt that Levison’s plan had not been
carried out. He had meant to show the junior up to the
whole table as disguised, but he had not succeeded in that.

The Rajah of Jal looked perturbed.

“I hove Punar Singh is not offended?” said Kildare.

“Perhaps he is hurt,”’ the rajah suggested. ‘ After such
an experience he may not care to return to the venerable
feast.  Will you follow him, Kumar Lal, and see whether
he is damaged? Kong bong pushy tap sammy bang !

“QOsh kosh!” replied Kumar Lal

And he followed in the foctsteps of Punar Singh.

The incident somewhat upset the cheerfulness of the
company. Indians were supposed to be touchy fellows, with
all sorts of curious ideas about caste, and there was no tell-
ing what unknown offence Levison’s action might have
given. Besides that, quite half a dozen fellows declared,-in
mysterious whispers that soon ran round the table, that they
had seen a change in Punar Singh’s complexion when he
wiped the lemonade off.

“He’s not a nigger at all, that’s what T say!” said Lefevre
of the Fifth, “It’s a little game!” .
“Pm sure of it!” said Monteith. “I've suspected some-
thing all along—1I couldn’t quite make out what. 1 .remem-
ber now that some of the Jal team were crocked; they were
going to scratch the match because of that. = They’re playing
substitutes—not Indians at all, but English chaps with their

skin browned. That’s my belief.”

“T shouldn’t wonder,” said Rushden. “T was sitting just
opposite him, and Pll swear I saw him change colour in
streaks.”

“So did 1.” :

“Tt’s not a fair game, then,” said Monteith. “The rajah
had a right to play substitutes, but he ought to have told ns
they were white men, and played them in their own' colour.”

“Yes, rather!” :

“No good saying anything now,” said Baker hastily.
“The result would have been the same anyway, and we
don’t want to appear to be carping because we're licked!”

“No; but—"

“Tt wouldn’t be a bad idea to squirt some more lemonade,
and see if any more of the complexions will come off,”
growled Lefevre. ‘That’s what I say!”

Monteith grinned.

“Tve a jolly good mind to,” he said. “Only—— Hallo,
here comes the fat chap again! He’s got his complexion
touched up. That’s what ke bolted for!”

Blake led Fatty Wynn back to his seat.
across to the fat bowler: "

“I’'m sorry for that accident, Punar Singh.
weren’t hurt 7’ i :

“Not a bit—ahem !~—ram sing push bang koosh

“It’s all right, then?” 3

“Bang-bang1”

“Good !”

“0Oh, boggley, boggley!  Wallah!” said Punar Singh.

And the supper went on cheerfully enough. =
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Kildare called

I hove you
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Triumph!
E UST ag Levison 1e‘t the seniors’ room, Mr. Railton

came striding along the passage. Ho stopped the
l‘onrth Form junior,
lave you seen anything of I'»~rv,
Figgins vl.Tld their friends?” he as\rf
discovered that they have been out au day, and no one seems
to ,lfnow'whem they are.. Do you kuow where they went
-y 7

Blake, and
“ haye jush

' said Levison.

“J don’t think you need feel anxious, sir,

“But I am,” said Mz, Rail “ Haver
where they went to?”

“T know they are guite safe, sie,”

“How can you know that?”

“J know where they are, sic,”

“Indeed! - And where?”

¢In tho school.”

Mer. Railton gave a statt.

“TIn the school, Levison?

“Yes, sir.

“Where ("

“In tho seniors’ room, sir. « I-=f can’t say more, sir; it
would be smeaking, and t‘v’wy would rag me d.ff("‘\vﬂ[’d‘s,
said If’ex ison, . hesitating. “I don't want to give them
away.

Mr. Railton compressed his lips.

‘ “T shall not mention you 1r nams as my inf rmant, ” he said.
“You declare that the missing juniors are in the seniors’
room ?”’

“Yes, sir.

::Then they are present at the suppee?”

Exactly, sir,”

“If you are playing a joke in telling me this, Levison,
1 need not tell you that I shall punbh you severely. T shall
now proceed to asecertain whether there ia any truth in your
amazing statement.” : .

And Mr. Railton stopped into the

He glanced about the ropm.
crowded with feasters, white and brown, gay with 1'9" ts and
flowers, and there were a crowd of fags waiting on the
cncketers but not a sign could the Hounsemaster see of Tom
Merry & Co.

- But he was resolved %o test the matfor. Levison’s manner
had been convincing, though his statement was so peculiar.

The Housemaster called out Tom Merry’s name in loud
tones. If the hero of the Bhell was there, it was his duty
to answer o his name when the Housemaster called.

¢ Merry !”

Chandra Das rose in his place at the table instinctively.

“ Adsum !”

And there was 8 general gasp.

Mr. Railton stared blankly at Chandra Das, and every eve
was turned upon the Indian .mme'hatﬂw.

“How tho—"

“What the

“ What does he mean 7

‘On vou ass!” murmured Figgins. “Oh. you frabjous
ass! You' ve given the show away now, and 1o mistake !”

“Bai Jove ! Yaas wathah {"

“The game's up,”’ aaﬂ Kerr calmly.
was a jolly good jape.’ :

Monteith sprang to his feet.

“T understand now !” he exclaimed. “Tom Merry !”

Tom Merry stood dumb.

Me. Railton advanced to the table. Tt was not only that
Tom Merry had replied to his call, but he had rccognlsed the
familiar tones. In spite of the inky complexion, in spite of
the name of Chandra Das, he knew that it was Tom Merry
standing there. His face was a study as he looked at the
pscudo Indian.

“Merry!” he exclaimed.

seniors’ room.
Thers was the long table

‘Never mmd; it

’t you any idea

Ve ea, air2”

“What—what on earth dom this mean ?”

. Kildare and Darrel and most of the others were on their
feet now. Only one fellow was undisturbed. It was Fatty
Wynn, He was wiring into jam-tarts at express speed. If
the game was up, that was all the more reason why Fatty
Wynn should make good time before he was kicked out w ith
his comrades.

The room was in a roar. Mr, Railton held up his hand
for silence, but it was some time before silence could be
obtained.

Amazed exclam zﬁio ns, and some angry ones, were hm‘d on-
all sides.

“The young bouncmrs' =

“The spoofets i .

¢ Not Indians at all [

“We've been done !” =

¢ Make them explain !”

% dilence |” exclaimed Mr. Railton. “Let me speak.”
And the hubbub died down at last. The Housemaster
looked at Tom Merry, who was crimson under his paint,
although his blushes did not show. *“Now, Merry, kindly
explain {7

“Make the rajab explain,”
the leader.”

“Yaas, wathah!

said Monteith sourly; ‘“he’s
Though, weally, T should have gweat
pleasuah in explainin’, and pewwaps you fellahs had bettah
Lﬂ ve the talkin’ to me. Undah the ur(‘s, what is wequired
is a fellah of tacf: and judgment, and

“ Silence U

. Figgins stammered and explained.

“You see, sir, we heard that the match with the Indlans
had been seratched, and as we always said we could beat the °
Sixth if we had ‘a match with them, we worked it to come
down' as the Indiang.”

¢ Bless my soul "

HOf _course, it was only a ]apo, sir, and Kildare w 111 admit
that i%’s been a jolly good match.”

Kildare laughed a little amkwardy To be beaten by a
junior team was a bitter pill to swallow, even to the good-
tempered captain of St Jim's

“ Yes, it was a good match » he said ;
pla» ing such a jape on us—"

W ell, you see——""
‘11 never heard of such a thing
n ama70ment~ never in.my hfe'
tle matter to you fo settle, Kildare,
£ this extraordinary ‘pxdctieal jokc!"

The spoofed Sixth-Formers looked grimly at the disguised
ymloxs The Rajah of Jal and his team had drawn close
together, Fatty Wynn with a jam-tart.in either hand. They
were rather expecting to Ieave the common-room on their
backs.

Monteith and some
But the more sensible fellows realis
wiser to take the whole affair as a joke.
least said the soonest mended.

Kildare pointed to the door.

“You had better go and get thoso complexions cleaned off,
and get into some civilised clothes,” he said. ‘““And if you
ever dare to jape the Sixth again i

“ Weally, I\l]dd =

“ et ont !’

The Rajah of Jal and his team gob out. ~ Outside juniors
crowded round them in swarms to cheer them and laugh ‘and
laugh and cheer. It was a day of triumph for the juniors
of St. Jim’s. * The juniors had beaten the sen‘ors—had beaten
Kildare and the First Eleven. It was incredible, but it was
true.  And the whole of the Lower School rejoiced greatly
over the way the juniors had spoofed the Sixth!

“but your cheek in

? exclaimed Mr. Railton,
However, I shall leave
as you are the victim

more of the Sixth were looking angry.
d that it would be much
It was a case of the

THE END.
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THEFIRST CHAPTER.

Pete Receives a Letter—
How He Went to iis
Docom — A Terribie
Blow —Miles the
Carrier. .

AQCK, Sam, and
Pete, the famous
comrades, were
staying at the

Anchor Inn, - on
north-west coast of
Trelond. At the time
our story opens, how-
ever, Pete was not at the
inn.  He had been out
for a stroll on his own,
and was just returning.
- Suddenly he was ac-
costed by a lad.

“There’s a chap
pamed Partridge who
wants to see you in the
hut along the shore,”
said the boy. ‘That is,
he wants to see you if
you are Pete, the nigger,
and so he does.” i

“Dat so?” exclaimed
Pete.  “Do you know
what he wants to see me
about, my lad?”

“Sure, ho said some-
thing about having been
shamefully treated by
two men, Jake and Silas,
and that he wanted to
give you scme Informa-
tion concerning them.
He seems a silly sort of
spalpeen, but he gave
me five shillings for tak-

S
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at a good four miles an
hour; but, although he
kept up this pace, it was
midnight before -he came
in sight of the light in

the window of the
shanty.
Now, although Pete

was reckless, ho was not
so stupid as to enter
into the presence of
three enemies, who
would undoubtedly be
- armed, and whom he
believed to be quite
capable of murder to
gain their own ends; so
he stepped noiselessly to
the window, and looked
into the little place.

Partridge was seated
at the table, with
another chair close to
him. As far as Pete
could see, mo omne else
was in the hut, so he
cuntered boldly.

“Well, old hoss!” ex-
claimed Pete. “I tink
you want to see me.”

“Wah - wooh ! ra-
cicus! How you made
me my dear fel-
low!” cried Partridge,
springing to his feet,
and feigning surprise re-
markably well. 1 was
reading, don’t you know
—and this place s
beastly lonely—and——
Well, this is awfully
good of ‘you to come,

g the message, so it's
not myself that will be
miscalling him. He said
Lie was hiding {from them

The heavy coke—hammer descended from the trap—daor,
and swung to one side; then,
the blow fell on the side of Pete’s head.

Pete. Tt 15 really, don’s

s ou know. I'm in a
with tromendous force, fyrightful hole, because
Jake and Silas have

in the hut, and—"

* Where is do hut?”

“Right along the shore. You can’t miss it, cos it’s in the

- water at high tides, and so it is. I’'ve come miles out of my

way to give the message, but I've got the five shillings in

advance, and that’s something. I must be off now, or T'll
never get home to-night.”

“Dere’s anoder five shillings for your trouble, my lad,”
exclaimed Pete, handing the delighted youth the coins. “ Tl
consider "bout de oder matter; all de same, you hab faith-
quy” delivered your message, so you deserve what you hab

“Good luck to you, and it’s wishing that I had such a job
‘every night of my life!” exclaimed the lad, hurrying off;
though, had he known what would occur at the lonely hut, _
his pleasure would have been short-lived. =

Pcte was unarmed, and he knew from past experience that
‘he might have some very desperate characters to deal with;
but he was very anxious to discover whether Partridge was
merely a dupe in the hands of Jake and Silas, or whether he
was as bad as they. Thus he determitied to rely on his great
strength, and go to the lonely hut, even if he had to face
the three men, as he fully believed they were.

Thus he strode along the shore, covering mile after mile
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sworn to do me an in-
jury if they catch me.
What I mean to say is, that they know I am going to tell fou
all about them. I threatened to do so, not thinking they
would mind, don’t you know, and you never saw such an awful
state of fury as they got into. Jake was the worst. Silas
is more vielent, but Jake's threats were awful. Now, I
know you are a kind-hearted fellow, and remarkably strong.
I want you to protect me from their vengeance.”

“I see,” :growled Pete. “You want me to act someting
between a bodyguard and a nurse. Well, I ain’t got de
time, Partridge, and if you take my advice you will put de
police on de job. You see, a bobby ain’t got anyting to do
but dat, and T hab. Dis pipe wanis filling eber so often;
den I hab my meals to get, and oder tings like dat. Nunno!
When I want a place as a constable I shall apply for it at
headquarters, and I air’t at all sure dat dey will take a
nigger for de job.”

“But, my dear fellow, you would not like me to be
robbed,” murmured Partridge, refraining to offer Pete that
fat;il chair, because he felt sune that he would take it sooner
or later.

“Well, T dunno dat I would mind dat- much,” observed
Pete, seating- himself and pulling out his pipe, which ha
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eommenced to fill. “You see, I hab de feeling dat you hab
robbed de poor people.” : . :

“Ah, that’s right! Sit down, my dear fellow; because,
don’t you know, I want a few minutes’ private conversation
with you. I can soon convince you that I have done nothing
of the sort.”

Although Partridge kept his eyes fised on Pete, he also
saw the trapdoor being slowly opened; but the miscreant
went on talking with perfect calmness.

“Now, don’t you know,” observed Partridge, smiling in
a most idiotic manner, “I am not at all satisfied with Jake’s
honour.”

“Should say you would be de most easily satisfied man
on de face ob dis earth if you were satisfied wid it,"”
observed Pete. ¢ All de same, I don’t tink you need boder
“yourself ’bout Jake’s honour, ’cos de man ain’t got any.”

“He, he, he! Very good that, don’t you know. But
what I mean to say is that I have been treated rather un-
kindly by Jake. Of course, I don’t pretend to be clever——"

“Tt would not be any use, Partridee. You would only
make men tink you were a liar.”’ :

Partridge’s face twitched slightly as he saw the heavy
coke-hammer descend from the trapdoor. It swung to

one side; then, with murderous force, the blow: fell on the

side of Pete’s head, and he fell sideways to the floor. There
was one convulsive twitch of his body, and then he lay as
motionless as death could have made him.

The assassin who had dealt the cowardly blow descended
from the loft, and as he gazed at his victim he trembled
in every limb, while his coarse face turned to a livid hue.

Partridge was perfectly calm now. He bent over the
vietim of their crime, and there was actually a smile on his
face as he rose. :

“That was very cleverly done, Silas,” he said. * What
you might call capital punishment, and as you and I know
that he deserved it—why, we have nothing to blame out-
selves with. All the same, I take it that we are not the
“sort of men to be troubled with consciences—eh? All men
must die. Besides, he is only a nigger, and no one is likely
to miss him. His comrades are not at all likely to bother
about him, especially if his death will bring them his share
of their fortune.” . %

With perfect calmness, and with an evil smile still on his
face, Partridge searched Pete’s pockets.

“See, comrade!” he exclaimed, opening the pocket-book
and carefully counting the notes. “We have eight hundred
and fifty pounds here, which, you will admit, is a nice little
sum. Here is also gold—to say nothing of silver and
coppers. We will leave the latter, in case the body is ever
discovered. Now bring the brute this way. Take the-legs!”

They bore their burden across the rocks, then flung ib
into the sea. Partridge took off his false moustache and
evebrows, and washed his hair in the water until he got rid
of the colouring matter; then he went back to the hut and
concealed the hammer in the loft. After that the pair of
miscreants hurried inland across the country, their object
being to got as far as possible from the scene of their crime
ere day dawned.

Now, the spot where theterrible crime had been com-
mitted was about as lonely as any in the country. It was
the rarest thing possible for pedestrians to pass that way,
for the hut had been deserted some time ago by reason of
the encroachment of the sea, and the late occupant had not
troubled to remove the few articles of furniture that were
in it, probably because it would have cost him more to cart
them away than they were worth.

Tor a vehicle to pass that way was an almost unknown
thing, but it so happened that on that very night Miles, the
carrier, had been compelled to leave some goods at the
Anchor Inn. He should have reached there in the after-
noon, but had the misfortune to have a breakdown, with the
vesult that he did not reach the inn till very late, and Tim
was so savage that he did not ask him to have so much as
a glass of ale.

Miles had the choice of going back the way he came, which
1ed him across a bog, or keeping along the shﬁro until he
struck a lane, which, although it would take him further,
was quite safe travelling; and as he knew that he would be
unable to reach his destination until the following morning,
he chose the safer and longer route. Thus it was that ne
passed the lonely shanty on thaf very night, and not long
after the crime had been committed. -

The wind was now blowing from the sea with such fury
that some of the gusts, as they caught the waggon-tilt, almost
overturned the rickety vehicle. Suddenly Miles reined in
his horse, which was only going at a walking pace by
yeason of the ruggedness of «&he road. : -

“Steady, there, Nora, mavourneen |"” exclaimed Miles, who
often carried on a one-sided conversation with his mare,
by veason of having no one else to talk to. “Sure, that
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looks like a human being; all the same, it can but be a
clump of seaweed. It's rare strange forms it takes at times,
and so it is. It’s seaweed right enough; and if it were a
living man it’s not myself that could kring him back to life,
for the waves have caught it back. And if it's a dead
man, what use would my help be? Sure, the plaguey thing
is coming up again amongst the foam, looking more like a
corpse than ever I saw seaweed look. I can do it no good,
and by that same token it can do me no harm, and it’s cruel
to lave a corpse in the cold waters a night like this. If it’s
a living man, it will not harm me for having saved its life,
and by that same token seaweed won’t harm me, either.

“So, Nora dear, just you wait where you are while T
go and save the life of the corpse—unless it’s seaweed, which
I am inclined to think is the case. For a corpse will do me
less harm than would my conscience if I had left a fellow-
corpse to perish in the storm when an effort on my part
might have saved its life, though I’ll not be succading in
doing that if the corpse is already dead, and I'm inclined
to think that is the case, unless it’s seaweed—which I am
more inclined to think than anything else.”

Having delivered himself of this mixed soliloquy, Miles
clambered from his van in rather a leisurely manmner, because
he was not a man to hurry himself, and because he believed
that the form was really seaweed.

He gained the water’s edge then saw that what he had
come to rescue was in reality a human form.

The water was fearfully cold, and Miles was prone to
rheumatism.  He uttered something between a gasp and a
yell as the waves came washing up to his breast. Now to
plunge into the icy watern had never occurred to him.
Within three minutes he had Pete beyond reach of the
waves, and then Miles knelt beside him.

“Poor lad—poor lad!” murmured Miles, who was old

enough to be Pete’s father. ““Sure, it will be a negro
sailor, perchance from some wreck; or maybe he’s been
washed overboard. And what will I be doing next? ’Tis
the strangest load T've ever taken, and the saddest—ay,
sadder than the wreath of flowers! We've got to do it,
Nora, lassie. We've got to do our duty this night. We can’t
lave the body here—and so we can’t, in this perishing cold.
By the powers !”
- Was it a movement in that form that Miles felt. or was
it the sigh of breath? He did not exactly know, but he felt
that the form was not dead, and a sudden joy thrilled
through his breast. It was the joy that man feels at doing
good to others, and the joy that becomes a lasting one when
that man has saved a life.

Miles was quite a steady fellow. He had never been
drunk in his life—not even at a wake; but he always carried
a flask of spirit-and-water with him, because he had so much
night work. He also invariably carried food. Kortunately,
he had consumed the last morsel on the present occasion, or
the chances are he would have strived to thrust it down
Pete’s throat. He had some weak whisky-and-water left, and
this he poured down the throat of the unconscious man,
Miles understood nothing about first-aid, only he wanted to
do something, so he did his best—which, to say the least,
was rough-and-ready.

At any rate, the spirit quickened the action of Pete’s heart,
and a sigh escaped his lips. That was enough for Miles,
who was wont to look on the bright side of things.

He was accustomed to lift heavy weights, and he got Pete
on his shoulder, then bore him to the van.

It is true that Miles got his burden in something like he
would have shifted a heavy case—that is to say, saved him-
self all unnecessary labour—but this was merely habit, and
through no want of kindness. Well, where will you find
the Irishman who is not kind to those in dire necd? Where
will you find a stauncher friend or a braver foe?

There was a good deal of straw at the bottom of the van,
and Miles made a pillow with it for Pete’s head. For some
moments he listened to his breathing, which was just audible ;
then, springing up in front, whipped up Nora, and they went
at a pace that she was neither accustomed to nor appreciated ;
while Miles’ clothes stiffened on him as they went.

With the turn of the tide the wind drepped down, and the
following morning was quite bright.

Jack and Sam were getting most concerned with regard to
Pete’s safety. They quite expected he would be in for break-
fast, but they had finished their meal, and still there was no,
sign of their comrade. ~

They decided to call the landlord and question hinm.

“When did Pete go out?” asked Jack, when Tim appeared.

“Tast night,” grunted Tim, who was never a very amiable
man.

“What time?'-

The landlord scowled.

. “How do you think I should know?” he said.
think I watched the nigger’s every action?”

“Did he leave any message?” aslked Jack.

“Do vou
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“Net a single word., It strikes me he meant to go away
and leave you to settle his bill.”

“You are talking like an utter idiot!” exclaimed Jack.
“He did not leave any letter for us?” :

“Letter? No; but one has come for you.
going to give it to you when—""

“That will do. You forgot all about it. Bring the letter
here immediately ! Silly 1diot!” murmured Jack, as Tim
feft the room to obey the order. “It may be from Pete
himself. Ah, this looks som@hing like his scrawl!” added
Jack, as Tim returned with the letter, which had come by
post. :
Jack ripped open the envelope, and Tim got behind him
to see what the letter contained.

“¥ou can leave the room !” said Jack sharply.

“T suppose I ean, seeing it is my own room !” enarled Tim.

“Very well,” exclaimed Jack; bring me my change!
We will leave your inn, seeing that you do not care for us
to occupy a room. Add this meal to the bill and bring me
the change.” :

“Oh, there’s no call for youNo——’

“Obey my orders, fellow!” cried Jack, in a voice that
caused the innkeeper to beat a hasbty retreat. “The fellow
has anneoyed me,” added Jack. “Now, did you ever see—
Lock here!

I was just

;]

“‘Dear Jack,~—Hab gorn to Paris to meet Pariridge.
Meet me at de best hot-e].—Your friend, Brrn Y

“71 reckon that is a large order!” exclaimed Sam. ‘‘The
best hotel ! I wonder how many hotel-keepers would tell you
theirs was the best hotel in Paris?” .

“1 don't know how many hotels there are in Paris,”
growled Jack; ‘‘otherwise I should be able to answer your
question. Still, I suppose there is nothing else for it. We
must go and find the owl. Suppose we start at once, Sam?”

*“I’'m ready this moment.”

Jack rang the bell, and Tim brought up twe-and-sixpence
change out of the five pounds. He had been making a little
profit on the way, and Jack was so disgusted with him that
he put the two-and-sixpence into his own pocket.

“We are going,” he said shortly. : !

“ Now, there’s no call for that, and—%

“Good-day !” :

““See you here! You will have to pay for the bed-rooms !”’

“We shall do nothing of the sort!” answered Jack. “We
have engaged no -bed-rooms, and shall certainly not pay
for them. VYou have got guite enough profit out of our
friend as it is. Come on, Sam! Come along, Rory! You
have got a leng journey before you!”

Late that night Jake called at the inn, and when he learnt
that Jack and Sam had left for Paris, he grinned in a
manner worthy of Partridge. It was he who had written
that letter, and he had copied Pete’s style and handwriting
from some papers he found in his pocket. He only remained
at the inn a few minutes, and then he went to report to
Silas the success of his plot.

“You see, Silas,” he cxclaimed, “we arc absolutely safe
now. Even if the nigger’s body is washed up, there is no
one to attribute the—the incident to us. We will get to
Londen and change those notes.” :

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Pete in London—The QGhostly Apparition.

HEN Pete recovered consciousness the miorning
after he had been attacked by Silas and Jake, he
had a terrible pain in his head. Nora and Miles
begged him to lie still, but Pete refused. Fe said
that Jack and Sam wonld be concerned about his

absence, and therefore it was his duty to get back to the inn
and.allay their fears. ;

Just after breakfast he bid his rescuers good-bye, and made
tracks for the Anchor Inn. - Unfortunately for Pete, when he
arrivedd there Jack -and Sam had departed on their false
errand.

“Where hab dey gone to?” he asked of the landlord.

“Tg Paris,” replied Tim abruptly.

“Golly! What do dey want to go dere for?”

“How the dickens should I know ?” stermed the landlord.

“Didn’t they tell you?”

“ Course they didn’s!”

“Well, they ought to have done so,” said Pete, gazing
theughtfully before him.

“Well,” he said after a pause, “‘there’s no help for it, If
ack and Sammy won’t come to me, I must go to dem.
Spect dey will go to London first, and perhaps stay dere for
a little while. T wonder whateber de old hosses hab gone
g0 far away for? Neber mind, I shall soon find out, ‘cos I'm
going to London in search ob dem,  Good-day, old hoss!?

o

o

Tim said good-bye in a half-hearted fashion, and the next
moment Pete ‘was gone.

1t took him the best part of two days to reach the greas
metropolis, and when he got there and saw the crowded
strcets and closely-packed buildings, he realised what a diffi-
cult task it would be to find his comrades.

He roamed about for several hours, and then suddenly
pulied up in front of a rather -cheap restaurant. :

“1I tink T will get a snack for myself, and dis coffee-house
looks rader a nice, old-fashioned place.”

It was divided off into little compartments, and Pete
entered one of them.

“ Free mutton chops and fried potatoes,” ordered Pete of
the waiter, whom the customers addressed as William, and
whose one aim in life appeared to be to please everyone,
with the result that he had to considerably divide his atten-
tions. Pete was quick to notice this, and he at once got the
lion’s share of such attentions by tipping William five
shillings. -

Pete suddenly stopped eating, and commenced listening, as
two men entered the compartment at his back, and com-
menced talking.

He knew the voices immediately, although it was the last
place where he would have expected to meet the speakers.
They were talking in lowered voices, but he caught most of
the words, and guessed at most of the meaning. !

“As you say, Silas, we have done well, but we shall vet
do better. Mind, we should have done better on the island ;
but T take it we are not men who go through life working on
one idea. There’s not the slightest doubt that those three
have money 2
__“‘That’s true enough, Jake. Two of ’em is away, and——
Well, we don’t want to talk about that. Pass me the sugar |”’

“ What’s to prevent that money being drawn 7’

“Ah, if we could only do that ’ere !

“Not so loud. Leave it to me.”

Pete had heard enough. He slipped out of his compart-
ment, and got into the next one further away; then, when
William came along to see if therc were any more orders,
he made a sign to nim to remain silent, and slipped half-a-
sovereign into his hand. :

“Dere are two men in de box next de door,” whispered
Pete. “I don’t want dem to know dat I am here, and I
want te know when dey leave.”

“If you watch in that looking-glass, you will see them go,*
murmured William, in a low voice.

“Bring my bill, den, so dat we may be all ready for de
occurrence.  You see, William, dose men ain’t as honest as
dey might be, and I want to find out where dey live.”

“You watch in that glass, and when they go I will open
the door for them and tell you which way they turn. There’s

‘the bill, and thank you kindly !”

“All right, old hoss, you can keep de* change out ob dat
sobereign. ‘I hab an idea dat dose men hab robbed me ob
’bout eight hundred pounds, and dat dey are trying to get
de rest ob my money; and de worst ob it is dat my noddle
ain’t in a fit condition to tink de matter out properly.”

Jake and Silas left almost immediately they had finished
their meal, and William pointed to the left as Pete followed
them. By reason of their stature, he had little difficulty in
keeping ti’)em in sight. They walked towards the City, and,
turning once more to the left, made their way towards
Bedford Square. ;

- Here they entered a house, the front door of which was
not latched, and presently Pete saw a light in the front rcom
on the first floor. . : ~

“Should like to hear a little more ob deir conversation,”
mused Pete. “All de same, I ain’t in a fit condition to
tackle dose two. Shouldn’t tink dey would care to make
much noise, and if dey do, I can get a few bobbies to help
me. Tink P’ll risk i, ’cos I ain’t habing Jack and Sammy
robbed ob deir fortune. Dis way to London!”

Pete noiselessly turned the handle of the front door, and
finding no one in the hall, crept upstairs. There were two
rooms on that floor. He entered the back one, which was
in darkness, save for the light which came through the
partially-closed folding doors, which led into the front room.

The apartment in which he stood was a bed-room, and there
were two beds in it. The other room was a well-furnished
sitting-room, and through the partially open door he could
see Jake scated in an easy-chair by the fire. The miscreant’s
back was towards Pete. Silas was at the other side of the
room, and out of Pete’s sight; but he could hear his voice,
and presently he alse moved nearer to the fire.

The two accomplices remained talking for some time, but
their voices were so iow that Pete could not catch the words.
Once he heard Partridge’s nime mentioned, and it was then
that Silas gave a hoarse laugh. - :

“Well, mate,” he exclaimed at last, “suppose we bave a
drop of something before we turn in, and we will see what
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we san bring off to-morrow. Mind you, I believe your
cheme will work all right, and if we could only ruin those
two derons I should be content.”

¢ Bspecially if their forfune came to us—eh ? Leave it to
me, Silag. If T can’t work it I shall be very much surprised.
Yes, we will have a nightcap. Bring out the brandy-and-
soda.”’ .

Now Pete would have been wise to have beaten a retreat,
but he wanted to give the miscreants a little surprise. He
had an idea that they knew of the attack that had been
made upon him, and probably believed that he was dead, s
he thought he would appear to them in.ghostly form. :

Dragging a sheet from one of the beds, he wrapped it
round himself, then stepped towards the folding doors, and
stood in full view.

Jake's back being towards him, he, of course, did not see
the strange-looking form; meither did Silas, who was bend-
ing down by the sideboard.

Pete was rolling his eyes in a truly ghastly manner, while
he held his left arm extended in the orthodox ghostly fashion.
At that moment the servant girl entered the sitting-room
with the supper tray. For an instant her eyes were fixed on
the ghost, then she dropped the tray with a crash, and, utter-
ing a succession of piercing shrieks, fled wildly from the room,
leaving Jake’s supper on the floor in pieces.

Silas leapt to his feet, and as he gazed at his victim he
uttered a wild howl, while even Jake gave a gasp of terror.

Now a wailing sound arose. It did not appear to come
from Pete, neither did his lips move. The wail scemed to
come from the ceiling, and it wandered all over the room.
The effect was really extraordinary, and did great credit to
Pate’s ventriloquial powers.

He stood as motionless as a statue, except that his eyes
rolled fearfully. : :

Jake was the first to recover his senses, He drew a
revolver, but ere he could fire a shot the ghost was upon
him, and he reccived a blow beneath the jaw that knocked
gim into the fireplace, while his revolver dropped into the

o

Tn a second Jake was on his feet, for he found his position
hotter than he could bear; then, withk one accord, he and
Siias went for the ghost for all they were worth.

Pete soon found that he had his hands full. He was in
such poor condition that it seemed to him all his strength
had gone. Jake and Silas knew that it had not. The blows
they received were quite as heavy as they cared for, but they

_were not knocked out of time, as would have been the case
had Pete been in his full strength.

Had it not been for his skill as a boxer,
that he would have got the worst of it against two such
powerful adversaries, for they were just as determined to get
the best of it as he®was.

Pete’s deep chest was heaving painfully, but his will power
lent him strength.  Silas seized a chair, and smashed it
over Pete’s head; then the miscreant received one between
the eyes that sent him to the floor, and at that moment the
revolver commenced to fire on its own account, while Jake
uttered a dismal howl as one of the balls struck him in the
fleshy part of the leg. It was not much more than a graze,
but it so frightened him that he bolted from the room, fol-
lowed by, Silag, for they did not know where the next shots
were coming from the heated weapon,

Peto thought this an excellent opportunity to make his
escape. He bolted down the stairs, and as he charged at
the two ruffians he sent them head over heels to the bottom;
then Pete leapt over their prostrate forms, and darted from
the building. :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Poate’s Intarview with Partridge — Searching for the
Treasure — The Flood —Finding the Treasure — Pote
Returns to London.

HEN Pete was about a quarter of a mile from the

" house, a brilliant notion occurred to him for
defeating the plans of Jake and Silas.

Heo immediately made tracks for his nearest

bank, and after drawing out a large sum of money,

e took a train to Bdgware, and there his actions were peculiar

in the extreme. He went to a place known as the Burnt Qak,

und, digzing a hole deep in the ground, he buried his treasure

deep down.

- Then he returned to London, and resolved to pay Jake and
Silas another visit. The servant-girl opened the door, and
immediately refused to take Pete’s name up to her employers.
Pete, however, was in no mood to be trifled with, and he ab
once hounded up the stairs, and entered Jake'’s sitting-room,
where he found “Partridge ” smoking a cigar.

Tor a few moments Partridge’s smile vanished from his
Tre Penny Popunar.—No, 188.

there is little doubt

face, but he played his part remarkably well, and Pete never
imagined that smiling villain was Jake.

- “Supprised to see me, ain’{ you, old hoss?"” inquired Pete,
seating himself on the table, and fixing his eyes on Pariridge,

“Well, T am, but, don’t you know, I'm awfully glad! I
say, Pete, how could you have been so brutal as to strike me
senseless on that night when we last met? You know, I was
always friendly towards yow.» I -wonder how escaped
with my life. What made you do it, and why did you rcb
me of the money that was in @y possession ?”

“¥Voyu pretend to tink dat I did all dat?”

“Protend! What else could I think? 1 received a biow
on my head that rendered me unconscious, don’t you know,
and as you were the only person in the hut, I naturally
thought it was you. When [ regained my senses L found
that I had been robbed.”

¢ gee! You tought I had done it?”

“ Naturally !

“Den all [ can say is dat it iz mighty funny you should be
awfully glad to see de man who had done all dat—er—what,
dear boy ? Don’t you know !*

“Well, I wanted to ask for an explanation, because T had
always believed you to be an honourable man.”

“Po you suppose dat de explanation from a man who could
do all dat would be ob much use to you? I'm inclined to
tink dat de explanation wouldr't be so mighty trooful. I
dunno weder you received a blow on your napper or not, but
T'm mighty certain dat I received one on mine. I'm inclined
to tink dat you neber received a blow at all. What's more,
I rader tink dat you arranged the matter wid Jake and Sitas,
and dat after you had knocked me senseless, you robbed me
ob my money, den frew me into de sea.

“Ob course, I.may be wrong; at de same time, I'm inclined
to tink dat I'm perfectly right, and dat de eight hundred
odd pounds dat were in my possession are NOw in de posses-
sion ob you free scoundrels. Howeber, T ain't come about a
little matter like dat. Dere’s a much more serious matter for
me to attend to. You see, it's dis way, Partridge. After
you struck me dat blow on my head—"

“ My dear fellow, T know nothing about it.
we were talking together, and—" :

“T know all 'bout dat. We ain’t arguing de point, ‘cos 1
hab got de conviction dat if you didn’t strike de blow, you
know who did, and you also know who sfole all de money
dat was in my possession."’ ;

“ My dear fellow, indeed you wrong me

“Yah, yah, vaht It would take a mighty lot to wrong you.
But look here, Partridge, I happened to know dat Jake and
Silas were trying to rob me, so I drew all de money out ob
de bank and buried it. It amounts to a hundred tousand
pounds, and T was tinking dat you might like to help me ind
it. You see, free heads are better dan one.”

1 will' certainly do so, my dear fellow. I don't think it
would be wise to tell Jake anything about the matter. We
might let Silas into the secret, if you like, because he is not
a very brilliant man; but Jake is rather dangerous. Now,
where is the money hidden ?”

“ At Edgware.” >

“Well, you let me kuow the exact spot, and I will make
a thorough search,”

<« All right, old hoss; but I'm going to be dere while you
make dat search, ’cos, don’t you see, you might find it, and
forget to mention de matter to me.”

T hope you don’t think I am a thief?”

“Nunno, old hoss! T don’t tink anyting 'bous it.
mighty certain ob it!”

“Look here, Pete, that's beastly insulting, you know. and
you cannob expect me to help you to find your money if you
spealt like that!”

< All right, old hoss!” exclaimed Pete, getting off tho
table. “Den we won’t boder furder ’bout de matter. T ain't
such a mighty liar as to tell you dat I tink you are not anyting
like honest, ‘cos I'm mighty certain dat you are not anyting
ob de sort.”

“Well, well, you and I won't quarrel.
you like fo commence the search?”

““Should say to-day would be de best time, supposing you
can get Silas.”

“Wait here a few minubtes!” exclaimed Parbridge. I
think I know where to find him. He has gone round the
corner to get something to drink.”

Partridge closed the door, and Pete immediately tried the
folding ones, but found them locked; then he listened
intently, but if Silas were in the next room, as Pete sus-
pected, he left it without a sound.

In about ten minutes Partridge returned with him; then
he pretended to leave a note for Jake saying that he would
not be back until late that night.

You remember,

1

I'm

Now, when would

(Continued on Page 24.)
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SENSATIONAL SUCCESS OF WONDERFUL
NEW BEAUTY CREAM.
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How to Secure a Beautiful Complexion, White Throat, Hands

and Arms, by Using a'Toilet Cream that Vanishes on Use.

EVER Thas there been such a popular
triumph among women as the introduction

- of a wonderful new toilet cream which,
whilst creating beauty like magic, entirely
“vanishes from sight directly it is applied to the

skin. '

This wonderful new npeauty
cream may be tested free by
every lady reader who desires a
beautiful complexion. It gives
that soft, velvety pink-and-white
loveliness that is the hail-mark
of beauty, and as thousands of
women say the world over, from
its very first application there is
reawakened a hidden, sleeping
beauty.

BEAUTY FOR THE
ASKING.

Photo: Barony
Miss ELISE CRAVEN, the
“youthful and charming den-
cer, says : ‘I think * dstine’
Yanisking Cream delightful.”’

 Astine” Vanishing Cream,
as the new preparation is called,
is the only possible toilet com-
panion for those wha are troubled with
Crow’s feet Wrinkles
Lines round the mouth Red hands or arms
. Blackbeads Hard skin round the nails
Sallow complexion Unsightly threat or chest
Take just a little ““ Astine” Vanishing Cream on your
finger tips. Massage it as directed into the skin, and whilst a

new, goft beauty appears, not the least trace of the application .

of any preparation at all can be noticed.

These are facts that you are invited to test freerof cost
for yourself, for a wonderful beauty gift awails every woman
—a gift that the world’s most beautiful actresses certainly
advise you to accept. :

Nowhere has * Astine”’ Vanishing Cream met with such
cordial approval as in the world of Art, where beauty is such
an' important asset. Practically every famous British
Actress has given her cordial approval of * Astine  Vanishing
Creamn.

MISS ELISE CRAVEN, the youthful and charming dancer,
gays: 1 think ‘ Astine’ Vanishing Cream delightful.”

MISS PHYLLIS BEDELLS, the English Pavlova, says:
I have thoroughly tested ‘ Astine’ Vanishing Cream., 1t
makes the skin beautifully white and fresh.”

MISS YVONNE ARBNAUD, of “The Girl in the Taxi™
fame, says: ‘‘ Your Cream is excellent; I want to use it
always.”

! MISS ELLALINE TERRISS says: “I consider the Cream
yery excellent.”

MISS ELSIE JANIS repeats the same opinion,

. MISS ETHEL LEVEY, the ‘ Quecn of Revue,” praises
# Astine ”’ Vanishing Cream in the same cordial terms.

Why not test * Astine” Vanishing Cream for yourself

to-day free § o

SEND FOR YOUR BEAUTY OUTFIT FREE.

GAIN BEAUTY THIS WAY FREE.

Send for your free supply of “ Astine” Varishing Cream
to-day. Yeou may at once in your own home commence a
delightful beauty eourse. ’

The gift sent you is indeed a threefold one, for you will
receive :

1. A Generous Trial Supply of the New ¢ Astine >’ Vanishing
Cream, the wonderful toilet diseovery which, whilst creating
Complexion beauty, and giving to the arms, throat, and hands
an alabaster-like whiteness, immediately vanishes on use.

2. A specislly written illustrated Pamphlet, eomprising
complete Rules for Beauty Drill, the foilowing of which will
assure to any weman, no matter how troubled she may now
be with her complexion, an added charm and fascination.

3. Full particulars of £10,000 Profit-Sharing Competition,
in whieh all readers may participate.

“ Astine ” Vanishing Cream has entirely surpassed the old
fat-laden produets. It is a delicately perfumed grease-free
product which the dainticst of ladies will appreciate. .

A BEAUTY COURSE WORTH GUINEAS.

- Send for your Free Supply, filling in and posting the form
below. Apply  Astine ” Vanishing Cream night and morn-
ing to the skin according to the directions given, and you
will enjoy a beauty course that might in the ordinary way
cost you two or three guineas.

Once you have proved to your
own delight and satisfaction the
marvellous difference even the
first application of ° Astine”
Vanishing Cream makes to the
complexion and the skin generaily,
you will find that you can obtain
further supplies from all Chemists
at 1s. and 2s. 6d., or direet, post
free, on remittance,from Edwards’
“ Harlene ”? Company, 20-26,
Lamb’s Conduit Street, London,
W.C.

To procure your Free Supply
send the form below, together
with 2d. stamps to cover cost of
postage and packing.

So5ves POST THIS COUPON ssoosel
? To EDWARDS’ HARLENE Co.,

20-26, Lamb’s Conduit St., London, W.C.
}  Dear Sirs,—Please send me a Free supply of the new 5)
“ Astine ” Vanishing Cream, together with the course g
of beauty lessons, and particulars of £10,000 Prize j
Competition, I enlose 2d. stamps for postage and
packing. :
Namz ._..,.,................................;... ‘S)()D ,

fPhoto : Wrather & Buys

Miss ELLALINE TERRISS
says: “I consider the cream
very excellent.”

ADDRESS sovinonosscossonsessnscansnsssssssesssrss é§

)
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At Pete’s instigation they took a train to Idgware, and
then he conducted them to Burnt Oak, pointing cut the spot
where he believed he had buried the treasure.

“You see, old hosses,” he explained, “I know dat you are
such-mighty thieves dat I tink you will $ucceed in finding de
gold, howeber securely it i= hiuden, and as I can’t find if,
I'm letting you hab a try. Dis is de plan, and dat line is
de riber. Dese lumps are bushes; you can see dat, ’cos I .
hab marked B against deth. I had to draw dem widout deir
leabes, and as I did it from memory, dey ain’t as like bushea
as might hab been de case Now, mind you, dere are a
hundred tousand pounds just about here.”

““You are sure you arc not fooling us, my dear fellow
inquired Partridge, who could scarcely conceive that a man
would be so simple as to conceal money like that. :

“Nunno! Tt’s here or hereabouts right enough, and it
ai’t buried so mighty deep. Golly! Here comes de rain,
and den dis riber floods!” -

Partridge lost his smile, Tt was not pleasant work, but he
koew that 1f he could only locate the treasure he would be
able to mark the spot, and .come at another time to get it
tor himself, therefore he put up with the discomfort of the
rain, and kept asking Pete questions as to the spot where he
had concealed the box. Pete’s ideas were very hazy on the
point. He knew it was near a bush, but as there were a
good many bushes, it became necessary to search every one
of them, and this took many hours.

. Meantime, the water in the river was rising with remark-
ablo rapidity.  The Brent had a knack of doing this at tha
part.  Probably there is no river in England that rises so
rapidiy and foods such a vast track of country in such a short
.space of time, . :

Péte watched those rising waters with grave misgivings,
and by three o’clock the stream became a rushing torrent,
while they appeared to be no nearer finding the treasute
than when they first started. -

Silas began to loss his temper, especially when Peta
chaffed Lim about getting wet.  He declared that he did
not believe any treasure was buried there; but Partridge.
continued his search, and at last he knelt beside a bush, and
commenced to cxamine the ground with a care that con-
vinced Pete he had hit on the right spot.

“Hellup!” ‘yelled Pete, springing forward. “You come
out ob it!  Tm only using you and Silas as sorts ob blug-
hounds. Here, what's de man trying to do?”

Pete rushed forward with such impetnosity that he
charged against Partridge, who was on his knees, and  he
bowled over, then uttered a wild vell as he rolled down the
ateep bank and plunged into the river. -

“Yah, yah, yah!” howled Pete. “De man iy taking a
sort ob barf! 1 say, Partridge, from what T hab heard ob
dat riber, dere’s too much drainage in it to make: it suitable
for bathing purposes. Got into your mouf, has it? Yah,
yah, yah! Tt will make your whiskers grow. ’Scuse me
laughing at you, but you seem to hab found de right spot.
M'yves! T'm mighty certain dis earth has been disturbed
lately. All right, Silas, you go and rescue him while I rescue |
de treasure. 1  don’t want to lose a hundred thousand
pounds if Iican help it. Golly! Here's de hox!

¢ Now, all dat I hab get to do is to find Jack and Sam, wid
Rory frown in. I’'m much obliged to6 you, old hosses, for
your assistance im dis matter, and you are weloome to keep
de eight hundred pounds you robbed me of by way ob recom-
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A Grand Long, Complete Story of JACK, SAM, and PETE in
Next Friday's Issue, entitled:

Pm going to dat inn to dine, and if you like to
me dere, dere ain’t do slightest doubt in ‘dis life
dat you will find me dere. Yah, yah, yah! = Golly! Ain't
you got wet dis time, Partridge? Dat’s right, old hoss,
spit 1t out, 'cos de character ob dis riber ain’t all you could
wish for, and you don’t want your whiskers to grow too
long 1"’ :

1t was a lucky thing for Partridge that, although his head
went under water, his false moustache did not come off.
Pete knew that he was not in a fit coadition to face those
two men; besides, he had an idea that they would be armed,
and that they would not hesitate to use their weapons,in
such a lonely spot, so he hurried along the river-bank, and,
choosing the narrowest place, leapt to the opposite side;
then he mgde his way to the inn with his box, and ordered:
the best dinner that could be served. |

He felt absolutely certain that the miscreants had robbe
him of eight hundred pounds, so he did not feel any con-
punction concerning the part he had made them play.

Heo was half-way through his dinner before they mads
their appearance, and Partridge was in a sorfy plight. H#&
was shivering in his wet clothes, and his smile was a thi
0{ Ithe past, but he still played his part to the best of hi
ability. :

“Look here, Pete!” he exclaimed. *We have found" thal
treasure for you, and you ought to give us some of it, don’t
you know. Silas will expect a reward, and I think, seeing
that I actually found it, I am entitled to something ‘hand-
some !’ : i . | ' :

“Well, yvou can take Silag’ face, and if dat ain’t hend:
some enough for you, you can keep de eight hundred pounds
you robbed me ob, I'm leiting vou keep dat as a sort oh
reward for finding dis money. ¥Yah, yah, vah! You'n
dripping on ds carpet; still, it’s all clean water out ob di
brook !” = =

“Well, we will discuss the matter as we return to London
together,” said Partridge. “Just serve up something to
cal, waiter! When 1s the next train? T shall catch w3
death of cold if it is long!”
- “There’s one in half an
“That will give you nearly twenty minuves for

“Then serve it up immediately.”

“Dat’s right, old hoss!” exclaimed Pete.
food keeps out de wet.. Just wait a moment!”

Pete dodged oub of the reom with his box, and whisp
a few words to Charlie, ‘'who re-entered the room in abot
five minutes’ time carrying the dinner-tray.

‘“Whero is the nigger?! -demanded Partridge,
been ringing the bell violently.

“Gorn by that train, sir,” answerad Charlie, who was no
absolutely. truthful, for ho knew perfectly well that Pete was
in the upstairs room.

But, having received orders to get rid of them, Charlis
went that way to work. . S :

“Fury " yelled Partridge. “Here, never mind the dinner!
We are off ! I must catch that train!” :

‘And so they did, but they did not find Pete on it. That
worthy returned to London the following morning, and,
having deposited his money in the bank, turned his mind to
discovering his comrades. :

And here we must leave him until next week,

pense.
follow

5 -
hour, sir,” answered Charlie.
dinner.”

who

THE END.
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BY 8. CLARKE HOOK.
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