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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kidnapped Baby—Sexion Blake’s

Premise.
i HAT'S the worst of a free
country, my lad,” Sexton
Blake observed, laying down

the morning paper. *Jast
because Engiand is noted fer
s weneral regard of the law, precautions
hat would be taken in ether countries are

Tt is simply asking for

t

" “Tallking about the millionaive buby, I
suppose, sir?’”’ Tinker asked.
Sexton Blake shrugeged his shoulders,

A ragged girl of aboui fifteen, who held a baby in hés‘ arms,
let gut a scream of fright, and nearly let her burden drop to the

fioor. &

and lit his after-breakfast pipe.
**What else is there other than the war and that fo talk
abeout?’ he answered. ‘I really think that a study of this
iresh ease has saved me from gomg into & lunatic asylum.”
Sexton Blake turned again to the itemn in the paper that
liad attracted his attention. It was headed:

“STOLEN!
“THE MILLIONAIRE BAEY!
“ALI-NIGHT SEARCH! .

“Rehable information reached us last nighi that the eunly
child of Mr, and Mrs. Charles Dunean, of New York, was
spirited away by kidnappers.

“It will be remembered by our readers that the parenis
arrived with the child only a week ago in Bnglaud, and at
once proceeded to the. country seat of Sir Ralph Hersham,
whe is related to Mys. Duncan. It can readily be understood
hiat this baby, who is less than a vear old, would raturally
ve the attention of kidnappers, as 1t is estimated that
Il inherit a fortune of not less than thirty millions from
its father alone.

“In America the most extracrdinary precautions were
taken to prevent anything of this kind happening. but after
tite arrival in England some of the safeguards appear to have
been relaxed, with the disastrous result related above.

“We are given to understand, at the time of going to press,
that Secotland Yard officials have already veached Hersham
Castle. '

“One of the most remarkable featuves of the disappearance
is that twe plain-clothes men were enguged to watch the
child’'s room, and it is net yet knewn how ihe Kkidnappers
contrived to evade them. s

“Foller details will appear in specizl late editions of the
paper.” 3

O

Vague enough, but still explicit enough to interest 3
s ! S ; i
the

Blake. He ljenwmbered_p_Iamly the exeitement th
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arvival of the thirty-million-pound baby in:England had
caused, and the detailed description of the precautions taken
in America to guard it. They had seemed te him, at the
time, rather unnecessary; in fact, he had been inclined to
regard it all as ene of the freaks of an advertisement-mad
miltionaire. - :

“ Whoeever did it knew his work,”” he said thoughtfully.
“1 have read four papers on the subject, and so far as I can
see they have not left a solitary clue. The whele affair must
have been thought out for months, with not a detail left to
chance, and only a pause until the right moment to act
arrived.” 5 ,

. “That’s the warst of being a kid with such a lot of money,**
Tinker remarked. ‘‘Fancy anyone taking the trouble to
pinch me—my aunt!” ;

*Money has its disadvantages,” Sexton Blake said drily.

“Knewn it useful, though, sir.”

But Sexton Blake paid neo heed to the remark. He was
thinking of the extraordinary kidnapping ontrage, his bramn
vworking quietly round the few facts given in a way that was
a habit with hima. Tt was quite unlikely that his assistance
would be asked, but even then he liked to form his own
theory, and then wait and see whether he was right or wrong.
It may be added that be was usually right. ! -

“One thing is pretty certain,” he murmured, “no help
was given by anyene connected with the child. Tt is notorious
that the nurses, and everyone connected with him, are mag-
nificently paid, as & precautionary measure, so that it would
net be 1n their interest to be anything but honest. There’s
one thing I'd hike to know—where were those two plain-
clothes men?? v

“ Haviog a drink, sir,” Tinker suggested with a grin, but
ke did not know how near he was te the truth.

“And where was the nurse?’ Sexton Blake continued.
“1t is certain that the child would not be left for a moment
unguarded under ordinary circumstances. iz

If she was——"

The boot of & moter-car came from the street, then there

was a wild kneeking at the front door. .
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-#See who it is, my lad,” Sexton Bleke ordered quietly,
and the boy hurried from the room.

“My. and Mrs. Charles Duncan,” Tinker announced a few
seconds later.

The famous detective was not in the habit of showing sur-

prise, but just for an instant a gleam of excitement came
into his eyes. It was cases of this kind that he loved, that
gave him a chance to display the remarkable powers that he
possessed. -
_ A tall man hurried into the room, and behind him followed
‘a slightly-built woman. Even if their names had not been
announced, Sexton Blake would have recognised them ag Mr.
Charles Duncan, who had inherited fabulously rich oil-wells
from his father, and hi§ wife, for the papers had been full
of their portraits on their arrival in England. Mr. Duncan
was a man of under forty years of age, with dark hair
turning grey, clean-shaven, and with the rather high cheek-
bones that so many Americans have. He wag dressed care-
lessly, and his tie was all awry. Mrs. Duncan was a little
woman, some years younger than her husband, and pretty
in the best American style. ‘

¢ Mr. Blake,” Mr. Duncan said, in a quick voice, with only
the faintest touch of an American accent, “I guess you've
got to comie right along to Hersham now.”
 The multi-millionaire spoke with the manner of a man who
is used t6 giving- diders and being obeyed, but he did not
realise the type of man to whom he was speaking, Sexton
Blake was only too ready to take up the case, but his natural
pride forbade him to be ordered to do so in such a manner.
- “Please sit down,” he answered indifferently.

“There’s no time for that,” the millionaire persisted. “I

want you to get along at once.” .

“Scotland Yard is already at work, I understand,’” the
detective answered non-committally. “Tt will be quite time
for mé to help if they fail. I am really rather busy &

“Busy!” Mr. Duncan cried, snatching a notecase from hig
pocket.  “See here! I want you, and T'm going to have
you, to find that baby of mine! Tll pay you the biggest fee
man ever had! T'll pay you enough that you won’t reckon
to have to work for tﬁe remainder of your life if you'll bring
him back to me!” : :

There was something in the man’s voice that was terribly
earnest, and the detective forgave him for his previous
manner.

5 “You must do it, Mr. Blake!” Mrs. Duncan put in, with
_tears in her eyes, and with her lips trembling. ¢ He's all
we've got, and—oh, I love him so!”

Sexton Blake bowed, and there was a softness about his
face that was not often seen there.

l‘glga.ve other attempts been made to-kidnap the child?” he

asked.

“Yes; twice in America, but they failed.”

“ And on account of that, I presume that you took special
precautions for his safety?”

“The baby might have been a convict, he was so closely

_ guarded,” Mr. Duncan answered bitterly. “I engaged a
special staff of dctectives, all at salaries that would make
nothing but a very large bribe worth their while to take.
In the streets the poor little chap’s bassinette had, instead of
the ordinary hood, a solid steel cage, the keys of which the
detectives 1n charge carried. Even in his bed-room we
reckoned that he was not safe, and when he played there it
was behind bars that it would have taken an expert burglar
hours to get through. Besides that, there was always at
least one nurse in the room, and a detective on guard ontside
the door.” - .

Sexton Blake nodded, and his eyelids drooped more than

ever. =

“And in England?” he asked.

contrivances with you?” :

* “Why, no!” Mr. Duncan admitted. “My wife has always
hated the whole business, and she reckoned that things were
not :so bad over here. We left the detectives and the steel-
caged bassinette- behind, and engaged two detectives when
we came to England.”

“What happened to the detectives while the kidnapping
was going on?” - . .

“Did you bring all these

“They weren't there!” the millionaire answered savagely.

“T forced it out of them that they made a habit of running
down to the village at nine at night.. They were there when
the baby was taken.”

“The cage?” Sexton Blake inquired.

“That’s one of the most curious things,” Mr. Duncan
replied quickly. “We had brought that over from New
York, so that the baby’s cradle could be closed in at night,
but somehow it got mislaid on its way to Hersham,
iqnil all inquiries have failed to bring its whereabouts to
ight.”

- Sexton Blake nodded, and sat in silence for some seconds.
Then his eyes opened, and he rose to his feet.

“Tinker, the var—the sixty-horse power!” he ordered.

“Then you will come at once?” Mr. Duncan oried eagerly

“Hersham is thirty miles away, I believe,” the detective
answered. ““I shall be there inside forty minutes.” -

“VYou will find my baby—you will not give in until he is
found?”’ Mrs. Duncan asked hysterically. !

“Madam,” the famous detective answered coldly, “I am
not in the habit of giving up cases until they are completed.”

His lips were pressed into a thin, straight line, and his
eyes were cold and hard.

“I shall ind him,” he added:

Ten minutes later Sexton Blake's great car swept: out of
Baker Street, the detective himself driving, Tinker and Pedro,
the bloodhound, in the back. It swept towards the corner at
a speed that made the policeman on duty sharply raise a hand.
g‘}ie next moment he recognised Sexton Blake, and tonched his

elmet. . =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
On the Trail—Curious Clues.

EXTON BLAKE'S car dashed up the broad avenue of
trees that led up to the entrance to Hersham Castle,
pulled up with a skidding of wheels, and the detective
jumped out.. He had done the journey in exactly
thirty-five minutes, and it was now eleven o'clock in

the morning. More than twelve hours had passed for the
scent of the kidnappers to grow cold, and few bloodhounds
except Pedro would have been of any use after such a period
had elapsed. .

“Who do you want, sir?’’ asked a man at the door.

Within a very short space of time Inspector Martin, big
and burly as ever, came swaggering forward. Judging by
the expression of his face, one could not have said that he
was best pleased at the arrival of Sexton Blake.

“Morning !” he said shortly. :

“ Good-morning, Martin!” Sexton Blake answered affably.
“Found ont anything of importance yet?”

Inspector Martin drew himself up, and assumed his most
official air.

“J regret-that it is impossible to answer your question,” ke
replied coldly. “Scotland Yard is not in the habit of
divulging its movements. May I ask how the matter concerns
you?” )

“Why not?”’ Sexton Blake answered lightly. ¢ Mr Duncan
has been foolish enough to consider it worth while to engage
my services over this affair, that is all.”

“Oh, has he?” Inspector Martin growled, his face going
red. ”“Perhaps he would like the Yard to retire from the
case?

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders carelessly. He knew
Inspector Martin to be a thoroughly good fellow and a very
capable man, though rather hampered by the methods that
had been drilled into him at Scotland Yard.

“That is a question for Mr. Duncan,” he murmured. Then
his tone changed to the brisk one that was always his when
at work. “Look here, Martin,” he said. “There is no need
for us to bandy words. You will work your way, I shall work
mine. and we need not clash. If you win, very well; if I
win, 1 don’t suppese-you will be out of it at the finish.”

This was quite true, for Inspector Martin knew that in
every case in which he had been more or less opposed to
Sexton Blake the latter had always made a point of allowing
him to make the arrest.

 All right,” he said gruffly. “What do you want?’ )

“Merely that you shall instruct your men not to interfera
with me,” Sexton Blake explained. ¢ That is all.”

“ Pl see to it,” Inspector Martin agreed shortly, and turned
on his heel. ,

“(Oiven him a bit of pain in the temper, hasn't it?” Tinker
chuckled. “What’s the first move, sir?” >

Sexton Blake shook his head reproachfully, and took Pedro’s
lead from his young assistant. :

T am afraid that your powers of deduction are not develop-
ing as well as I had hoped, my lad,” he answered. ¢ You
will observe that I have brought Pedro with me, and you
know that the kidnapped baby most probably was taken away
through the window—the conclusion is obvious.” o

“Oh, all right, sir; you needn’t be so rough on a chap,”
the crestfallen Tinker said. “I’ll bet you didn't learn every-
thing in a day.” ot

Sexton Blake Iaid a hand kindly on the boy’s shoulder, for
he had not really meant te hurt him.

“There are plenty of things that T have not learnt even
vet,” he said quietly. -

“T,ike to know what they are,” the boy chuckled, with a
grin that showed that he was quite himself again.

Sexton Blake, with Pedro pulling on the lead, made his
way along the terrace that fronted the casfle, across the moat,
which was now empty of water, and so to the garden that
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stretched away from the wing of the castle from which the
millionaire baby had been stolen. That the child had been
removed by way of the window the detective had not a
shadow of doubt, for to have taken it through the house there
would have been the greatest risk of running into servants
qr'guests.

The kidnappers had thought out their plan well, and had

worked it equally well, and 1t seemed to Sexton Blake that it
wvas likely that he would have by no means an easy task to
track them down. -

- He paused by the ornamental lake, from which the cry for
help had come, and looked at the window that the kidnappers
had used. ¢

“One thing is certain,” he said, in a thoughtful tone.
“There were two, if not three, men in the job.”

* Why, sir?” : .

“The window is just too high for a man to clamber up with-
out help,” Sexton Blake explained; “and it is more than
unlikely that a ladder would be used. One man would
clamber on to the shoulders of his comrade, and the rest
would be simple.”

“But why the third man, sir?”?

Scxton Blake shook his head reprovingly ; but, nevertheless,
he answered the boy’s question.

“Because every second counted,” he said, “and therefore
the men who actually did the kidnapping would be crouching
under the window, ready to do their work the instant that
the nurse rushed from the room fto give the alarm. At the
titmost she would be gone less than a minnte, so you can
understand that they would have no time to waste.”

- The detective led the great bloodhound forward to the
window, and in his eyes was the smallest trace of excitement.
If Pedro was able to. pick up the right scent all might be
well, but what with police, servants, and guests having been
over the spot, he feared that the wrong trail would be struck.

He stooped to touch the ground richt beneath the window,
but stopped before doing so. The police were sure to have
been over that spot, looking for footprints; and, besides, it
was mnot likely that the kidnappers would have crouched
directly beneath the window.

Sexton Blake moved to the left, and placed his hand on the
ground, close to the wall.

“ Find, Pedro!” he ordered. “Find—good lad!”

The bloodhound needed no further instruction. He dropped
his muzzle to the ground, a look of ‘intellizence in his blood-
shot eyes, and sniffed. But no bay broke from him—there
was no scent there.

Three times Sexton Blake touched the ground in different
- spots, working ‘back towards the right, but avoiding the
place directly below the: window. A fourth time he
endeavoured to get Pedro on the scent, and then a low bay
broke from the bloodhound, and, after sniffing it the ground,
he turned to the left, tugging at his lead. =

“Good old Pedro!” Tinker cried.
better than hunting for footprints
glass|”

Sexton Blake did not answer. Pedro was on a scent, sure
enough, but there was nothing at present to show that it
was the right one.

The . bloodhound pulled so hard at his lead that Sexton
Blake broke into a trot, and he could not help thinking that
the scent must be too recent to be the correct omne. If it
‘had been the track of his master, or scmeone he knew well,
that would have been different. : ;

Pedro kept close under the wall of the castle, as the kid-
nappers would undoubtedly have done, until the corner of
the wing was turned, and from there he struck off across
the garden and in the direction of the fields. .

“It’s the right track!” Tinker said, and the same thought
was in his master’s mind.

Over a hedge they went into the fields beyond, and Pedro
doubled sharply to the left, and reached the road. Straight
along it he led until the gate giving admission to the grounds
was reached, and there he checked.

“Look, sir!” Tinker said excitedly, pointing to the ground.
And cven Sexton Blake caught his breath in sharply as he
saw the marks indicated. :

There were the tracks of two eycles there. Only shallow
tyre-marks from the gate until almost the centre of the road,
and then heavier impressions, showing that the men had

mounted.
“And how the

“He’s a jolly sight
with a magnifying-

122

“Only two!” Sexton Blake muttered.
dickens did they take the child away on a eycle?”’

Pedro gave a sudden tug at his lead, almost drageing it
from his master’s hand, and trying to get away in the
direction of the village.

“The third man,” the detective muitered. “They must

. have separated. But the question is, who took the child?”

“T reckon we’d best try the man on foot. sir,” Tinker
put in, and his master nodded.

THE PExny Porunar.—No. 204,

. lead, anxious to pick up the trail that he had lost.

Down the road went Pedro, Sexton Blake and Tinker
going at a run, and they were quite close to the vﬂlaga'
before the bloodhound checked again, sniffing at the hedge
and bounding up to it. : -

With a grim smile on his lips, Sexton Blake lifted him
over, - .

“It’s our man!” he said. .

Across the fields, and so skirting the village, went Pedro,
then swung round and made again for the read, stopping
at the hedge. Once more he was lifted over, and almost at
once he stopped. At the same moment a cry hroke from
Sexton Blake, and he handed the lead to Tinker.

“Keep him there!” he ordered. - .

Sexton Blake dropped to his hands and  knees, first
peering at the road, then at the grass border at the side of
it, also at a pateh of oil that still showed on the dust. When
he rose to his feet his face wore a puzzled expression. He
could read on the road and the bank a story as plainly as if
it were in print. >

motor-car had been waiting beside the road for some
time—the patch of oil showed that—and to it had come the
man Pedro had tracked. A violent struggle had followed,
and then the car had been driven away. . :

All that was plain enough, but the reason for it was not
so simple to amrive at. : :

Why had there been a struggle? Had a passer-by recog-
nised the child and tried to rescue it, or had the kidnappers
fallen out among themselves? Then the two who had ridden
away from the castle grounds had to be considered.

The case was beginning to grow complicated; but of one
thing Sexton Blake was pretty certain—the child had been
taken away in the motor-car. The detective was still turning
these facts over in his mind when Tinker called to him,

_ “The trail seems to run on from here, siz,” he said.

Sexton Blake turned, and saw that Pedro was tugging at
his lead, trying o get away down the road. That he wanted
to follow the same scent the detective was certain, for he
had never known the hound leave one trail for another,
however many times the original one had been crossed:

It had seemed likely to Sexton Blake that the man with
whom the motorists had struggled had been takon away in
the car, if only to keep him quiet, but now he changed his
mind. For some reason the man had been left behind.

“We must follow, he muttered. “The track of this
man may lead us on to the trail of the others.”

Taking Pedro’s lead again, Sexton Blake ordered him fors
ward, and, without hesitation, he led the way down the road.
Before going far, however, he checked by the hedge. ’

“Took to the fields!” Tinker said triumphantly, “My
aunt, what a chase!” " -

Over into the field went Pedro, Sexton Blake, and Tinker,
and there was no hesitation about the bloodhound. Straight
on he led, keeping for the most part under the shadow of
the hedge. Between two and three miles he covered before
stopping at the side of a narrow stream. His master at once
led the way across; but although Pedro nosed round, it was
soon plain that he had lost the scent.

“Curious !’ Sexton, Blake muttered. “Why should the
man have tried to hide his trail unless he thought that he
might be tracked by bloodhounds, and that isn’t often done ?
Whoever he is was no fool, and he must have been directly
connected with the kidnapping, or he would not have acted
in this way. Why was he attacked by the motorists, and why
did they leave him behind? If it was to have ene less to
divide the baby’s ransom among they would be taking a
tremendous risk of him sphitting on them, and——"

Sexton Blake threw away surmise. There was one tangible
clue to follow, and that was the trail of this man. If he was
run to earth, it was probable that the capture of the others
would be considerably simplified. .

“Beems to me we’d better try down-stream, sir,” Tinker
suiggested. :

“Why ?” his master queried, for he had been wondering

which way it would be best to go.

“The man was going up-stream when Pedro lost the trail,
Sif, ,the boy answered, “and he’d expeet us to search that
way.’

“Good, lad [’ Sexton Blake agreed, patting his young
assistant on the back. “I shall have to take lessons from
you yet.” !

“1 don’t think!”” Tinker muttered, and added: “Tll take
the other bank, as there may be bootmarks in the mud.”?

Down-stream they went, Pedro sniffing at the bank all the
way, knowing well what was required of him. He had seen
this game played before, and he pulled away eagerly at his
A conple
of hundred yards was covered, with Tinker proceeding along
the opposite bank, but at the end of that distance no trace
of the man had been found.

“We'll go as far as the ftrees,

. and then turn back,™
Sexton Blake said.
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~ Before fifty yards had been covered,
triumph came from Timker.

“Here we are, sir!” he said excitedly. ,

Sexton Blake waded through the stream with Pedro, and
bent over the mark on the muddy bank to which the boy
was pointing. It was the imprint of a bare foot, quite plain
in the mud. It was so plain that it -could be seen that one
of the toes was what is commonly known as hammer-toe.

“We'll get him yet, sir !’ Tinker cried. ¢ Whether he kept
his boots off or not, Pedro will follow him.”

Without a word, Sexton Blake put the bloodhound on the
{rack again, and he led off at once across the fields. In the
distance a line of telegraph-poles showed where a railway
ran, and it was in this direction that Pedro led. Straight
for the lines he made, and on to them; but there he checked,
and once more Sexton Blake’s face wore a worried
- expression. i

“Why was he so afraid of being tracked by a blood-
hound 7’ he mused.

“May be a man you've nabbad before, sir,” Tinker
suggested, and it seemed to his master that that explanation
was probably the correct one.

Pedro was nosing round in a circle, whimpering as he
endeavoured to pick up the trail; but it was not until he
had gone nearly a hundred yards down the line in the
dirvection of London that he stopped at one of the sleepers
and bayed. He started from it, but stopped again, raising
his eyes questioningly to the face of his master.

Sexton Blake led the way to the next sleeper, and as Pedro
nosed it. once more he bayed.

“T thought as much,” the detective said, with a touch of
triumph.  “Our man did a thing that I have seen many
a platelayer do to avoid walking between the sleepers.
He stepped from a sleeper to the line with his left foot, and
was so able to reach the next one with his right.”

“My word, but he did take trouble!” Tinker observed.
“Where d’you think he was making for, sir?”

“A railway-station,” Sexton Blake answered.
we shall be safe in making for the nearest one.
can see, there's one a matter of a mile ahead.”

Without attempting to pick up the scent, the detective
hurried along the side of the line, but left it when he drew
near to a small country station, and took to the road, so as
to approach the place in the ordinary way. The station
proved to be Little Darvil, and from the look of it it could
be judged that not many travellers were likely to go from
there. In that case, the wanted man had made a mistake,
for his departure would be bound to be noficed. But then
he had probably reckoned that by then he had put anyone
off his trail.

Sexton Blake strolled into the station and on to the plat-
form, where a sleepy-looking porter was very leisurely clean-
ing the oil-lamps with which the place was lighted.

“What time is there a train to London?” Sexton Blake
inquired.

“*Doo now,”” the porter answered phlegmatically.

“ And the last one at night?”

“Twelve-thirty—milk train,” the porter answered.

Sexton Blake paused to light a cigar, with the air of a
man who is in no hurry. :

“Not many passengers by it, I suppose?” Le asked, in a
casual tone. =

“No; that there ain’t,” the porter assured him; and his
tone was brighter as he saw that Sexton Blake had dipped
his hand into his pocket. “Can’t say as I remember one till
last night.” -

“Wonder if that can have been a friend of mine?” the
getec}ive mused. ‘I rather fancy he was going up from

ere.’”

Sexton Blake now held half-a-crown in his hand, and the
sight of it appeared to bring unusual intelligence to the
porter’s brain.

“Big, heavy man, sir,” he said.
whiskers. 'H didn’t seem very well.
and I brushed him down.” v

The expression of Sexton Blake’s face did not change as
he slipped the coin into the man’s willing hand.

“] suppose he could have got up to London a different
way by changing ?”’ he suggested.

“Not ’im, sir,’} the porter replied, with conviction.
“’Sides, e speciaily wanted to know the time ’¢ arrived in
Lunnon, an’ that’s-three o’clock.”

Sexton Blake nodded, and turned away towards the book-
ing-office. .

“Tinker,” he said, with a little smile on his lips, “kindly
take tickets for London! I am rather mterested in this
man who travelled up by the milk-train,” :

however, a cry of

“1 think
As far as 1

“Reddish hair and
Said he’d ’ad a fall,

~ a cab,” he said.
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- % ~ THE THIRD CHAPTER. :
The Driver Who Knew—The End of the Trail.

- EXTON BLAKE and Tinker alighted at Victoria
Station, after a tedious journey-up from the little
country station, and it was then close upon five in
the afternoon, Naturally, there was the usual crowd
about, and the detective realised that in the station,

at least, it would be asking Pedro too much to expect him

to pick up the trail.

He paused in the entrance, shaking his head at the offers
of cab-drivers, and his brows were Lnit close together. For
the moment his tracking had come to a dead halt, but that
was not to be the case for long., At three in the morning,
he realised, it would be impossible for the man he wanted
to get anywhere except by cab or by walking. Tven at
that hour it was not unusual for cabs to be about, and under
those circumstances it was more than likely that the man
had reached his destination in that manner.

But how to find the cab, that was the question.

Sexton Blake thought of the coffee-stall which stands at

- night close by the station, but the man would not be taking

up his pitch for some hours yet, so that it would be im-
possible to question him, unless he found out where the man
lived, and that would mean a delay. Then the detective
remembered that there wos a policeman on point duty all
night at the junction of Victoria Street and the road running
down to Vauxhall Bridge. .

“TLet me see,” -he mused. *If he was on duty at three,
he would have come on at two o'clock, and that means that
he would be relieved at six. Then there is eight hours off,
so he would be on again ab two in the afternoon, and that
means that he will be on duty now.” :

Sexton Blake stepped briskly from the station, followed
by Tinker and Pedro, and went round to where the trams
that run over Vauxhall Bridee start from. There was a
policeman on duty there, right enough—a smart-looking,
voungish man, who turned civilly to the detective as he
approached. : . =

“Were you on duty here at three o'clock this morning?
Sexton Blake inquired. . -

“Yes, sir,”” the man answered, looking
hope there’s nothing wrong.” :

“No,” the detective assured him. *The fact is, 1 ought
to have been at the station to meet a friend of mine who was
to arrive by the milk-train from Kent at three o’clock, but I
missed him——"’ = -

The constable moved away to stop a, heated dispute
between the driver of a dray and the chauffeur of a taxi-cab.

“Unfortunately, I do not know his address,” Sexton Blake
continued, when the constable returned. “I thought that
at that time in the morning you might have.notxced him
pass—a big man, with reddish hair and whiskers—unless
there was a cab about, and he took that.”

Tho policeman pulled thoughtfully at his moustache, then
“his eyes lighted up.

“Now I come to think of it, there was a gent who took
“Tt was just passing me to go home when
a man hailed it. I remember, because the driver wouldn’t
have taken him unless he was going the same way.”

“Would you know the driver?” Sexton Blake asked, and
ho could not keep the eagerness out of his voice.

“No sir,” the constable answered, with conviction; * hut
I can tell you where the cab came from. It was one of the
red ones that belong to the garage at Kennington.”

“Thanks, very much, sir!”

Sexton Blake moved away, and his eyes were glinting,

“With luck, we're on the right track again, my lad,”’ he
said. “There’s just a chance that we can find the chauffeur
at Kennington.” :

“Why not try the ’phone, sir?” Tinker suggested. “If
he’s not at the garage, they might know his usual stand.”

“Good for you, lad!” his master agreed.

And he hurried into the station. In a few minutes he had
looked up the number of the garage.at Kennington, and
was quickly through.

“Can I speak to the timekeeper who was in charge
between three and four o’clock this morning?” he asked.

And for all his natural self-control, he could not keep the
eagerness out of his voice.

“Who are you?” the answer came back. -

“1 am sorry to trouble you, but you would not know it,”
Sexton Blake eaid. ‘“The fact is, I am very anxious to
trace a friend of mine who arrived in London in the early
hours of this morning, and I know that he took one of
your cabs. You will fetch the timekeeper? Thanks, very
much !’

Sexton Blake waited impatiently in the telephone-box,
his nerves tense and quivering. If this clue failed him, he
knew that his work would be infinitely harder, and then——

“No; don’t ring off!” he cried frantically. “Hallo !
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Yes: I am the man who rang up juet now. “You're the time-
keeper? Good! Can you tell me liow many cabs returned
to-the yard hetween three and four this morning? - Only
one!t” : e :

Soxton Blake could not keep the hand that held the
receiver from trembling.

““Ts he out?’ he asked. -

“Of  duty just now, sin,”' the {imekeeper
“ 7o'l come on duty about six, I expect.?

“Do you know where he lives?”

“0f course!” - 5

“Then Tl give you a sovercipn if you'll send for him,’*
Sexton Blake said quickly, “and one for him if he’ll come
to Victoria Station, South-Eastern cside, as quickly as
possible. He'll know me, because there's a boy and a
bloadhound with me. Good! Don’t lose a minute!”

- With a eigh of relief, Sexton Blake hung the receiver up.
One more step in the pursuit had been taken, and with
ordinary luck 1t should prove to be an important one.

< All vight, sir?”’ Tinker asked eagerly,

“Ves,” his master answered simply.

For half an hour the defective and Tinker paced up and
Cown outside the entrance to the station, and shortly after
that a red taxi came rapidly up, and although the flag was
Jdown, showing that it was not for hire, there was no one
inside it. : Lo

Phe driver touched his cap as he caught sight of Sexton
Tlake, and stepped from the seat.

“Was it you who ’phoned, sir?’ he asked.

“Veg * Sexton Blake answered quickly. “T want to know
sbout the man you drove from here early this morning—
biz man, with reddish hair and whiskers.” :

The driver's face fell, and he rubbed thoughtfully at his
chin. : :
“1 did pick vp a gent just outside, sir,” he agreed, “bub
be hadn’t got hair like that, He was darkish, and gouig
Hrey .

“ Pone ! Tinker muttered.

But Sexton Blake  only smiled. Tt was only too likely
that the wanted man had been disgnised, and that he had
vemoved the disgnise in the frain. ;

“Where did you drive him t0?” the detective asked:

“ Ctambervwell, siv,” the driver replied promptly.

“(Good! Take me to the exact spot where you dropped
him—the exact spot, mind you "’ Sexton Rlake ordered, ard
stopped into the taxi, to be followed by Tinker and Pedro.

The cab moxed off, swinging out of the station, and
vound into the Vauxhall Bridge Road. At that hour the
traffic was dense, but the driver, probably with the sovereign
in view that Sexton Blake had promised him. lost no time.
Over the bridge he went, round to the left under the arch,
snd along the turning that leads to Kennington.

Tn ten minutes he had reached Camberwell Green, and he
turned up along the tram-lines that run up Denmark Hill
cutil they turn past the station to go down to Dulwich.

Sexton Blake sat back in the eab, and there was a thonght-
ful oxpression on his face. He was remembering how
eagerly Pedro had followed the scent, and a vague idea,
which he had once put from him, came to him.

Py the music-hall that stands at the corner on the right,
where Coldharbour Lane branches off, the cab stopped, and
the driver alighted from his seat and opened the door.

“Tt wasn’t. a yard from here, sir,” he satd, with con-
viction. -

“Good!” Sexton Blake answered, slipping the promised
sovereign into the maws hand.  “I suppese you kpow which
way he went?”

“Up the hill, sir. 1 was surnrised he stopped here. for
he walked like a man who was cither drunk or hurt. Any-
thing else, sir?”

“No, thank you!”

There were plenty of people about at that time of the
evening, and more than one looked curiously at the great
bloodhound ; but Sexton Blake had no time or inclination
to worry about them. Too many hours had passed already
for 'the scent to be good, especially-considering the number
of feet that must bave passed over it, and even if he
‘attracted a crowd, the detective meant to get to work at
once. :

“Rind!” he ordered, as the taxi drove away; and Pedro
dropped his muzzle to the kerb.

i anewered.

To Sexton Blake’s amazement, the hound almost imme-

diately bayed in a way that showed that he had struck the
scent.  Great though his powers were, his master had only
dared to vaguely hope that he would be able to pick up the
scent after being off it for some hours. yet here he was find-
ing it_without delay, Perhaps it might prove to be the
wrong one.

Tt Heks me, sir!”? Tinker said, with the same thought in
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“1 could understand if he was following either
of us, but this is a fair knock-out !

Whatever it was, Pedro was on it without a doubt. Up
+the hill he led the way, past the shops on the right, and
bore round the bend on to the upper part of Denmark Hill.
Straight on he went, without a check, and turned inte the
drive of——

Mr. Spearing’s house!

“What the dickens!” Tinker gasped, as Pedra broke loose
from the lead, and dashed straight up ‘to tke front door,
where he stood whimpering to be admitted. ;

‘Sexton Blake stared from the hound to the door, and back
again. Theén a smile curled his lips, broadened into a grin,
and a peal of laughter broke from him.

“It’s too funny !”’ he gasped.

“Jt’s w-what 7’ Tinker gurgled, catching the infection.

“P-f-funny !> Sexton Blake spluttered, with an absence of
control unusual with him. :

Pedro turned his solemn eves to the distorted face of his
master, then broke out into a loud barking.

““Oh, stop it!” Tinker gasped, for his laughter was grow-
ing worse as It pavtially dawned upon them why Sexton
Blake had been seized in such a manner.

The door of the house opened, and Mr. Spearing steépped
out on to the step. At sight of Sexton Blake his face, which
was paler than usunal, went quite white.

“ What's the game?” he growled huskily.

“W-where's the baby?” Sexton Blake spluttered.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Spearing Télls the Truth—Two on the Trail.

R. SPEARING stepped back with a staggering
* ‘motion, as if he would have fallen, and the sweat
stood out on his brow. :
~ “The what?”’ he managed to ask.

Sexton Blake made a frantic effort to recover
himself, but he was still shaking with suppressed laughter
as he wiped the tears from his eyves.

“Charles Duncan, junior,” he explained, still choking—
“the millionaire baby !” :

Mr. Spesving was making a great effort to pull himself
together, but his attempts could not have been described as
a complete success.
~“Pail to, understand !’ he jerked.

Soxton Blake moved towards the deor, and there was still
a broad smile on his lips. :

“My dear old friend,” he protested, “why waste tinie
in trying an impossible bluff? Master Charles Duncan, the
millionaire baby, has been kidnapped by you—oh, ‘wait a
minute '—and 1 have been engaged to restore him to' his
fond parents. I should hate to have you arrested, but I am
afraid that I shall have to, unless 2

“What!”? Mr. Spearing cried, his face going purple.

“Have you arrested,” Sexton Blake repeated calmly.
Then he rose to his feet, and placed a hand on Spearing’s
arm.

“You can help me, and I can help you,” he said quietly,
“if vou will only tell me the truth. I can guess that mn
some way you have been fooled—I am sorry to have to use
the word, but it is the only one that I can think of for the
moment—and you want to keep it dark.”

Mr. Spearing’s face became absolutely funereal in expres-
sion, and he groaned softly as he touched the bruise at the
back of his head. .

“You didn’t see her.” he said dismally. “Tears in her
eyes—very beautiful—wanted fo kiss/ my hand——"

“Mo what!”? Sexton Blake cried, then once more broke out
into a fit of laughter. ;

“Kiss my hand,” Mr. Spearing repeated, with great
dignity, but nevertheless looking very foolish. “ Wouldn’s
let her, of course.” : .

“You might as well have,” Sexton Blake said drily. “One
of the worst failures I ever had was through a woman—and
that not so very long ago. We're all human, old man; so
why not own up?” 5 !

Mr. Spearing stood in silence by the window, and Sexton
Blake did not try te hurry him, knowing that he would have
to give in. !

“EAH right,” he said at last. And bit by bit, rather jerkily
he told how a person named Mrs. Drummond had declared
the baby was hers, and had eventually prevailed upen him
to kidnap it, Sexton Blake stopping him at the point
where he deseribed how, after he had succeeded in kid-
papping the baby, he was attacked, and recognised one of
his assailants to be Gentleman George,

“Vou are sure of that?” he demanded.

“Qught to be,” Mr. Spearing growled; “I’ve had him
through my hands twice. Make it three times soon,” he
added ‘grimly. ~ : ,

Sexton Blake rose to his feet and paced up and down the
room—bis hands clasping and unclasping behind his back, a
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heavy line between his
eyes.  When he at last
stopped, he held out his
hand to Spearing, and
there was the little smile

on his lips that always
meant business.

“Then we work fo-
ether?”’ he asked.

“If you'll have mie, after
being such a foel,” Mr.
Spearing answered. - And
their hands met in a firm
clasp.

Sexton Blake sank info
a chair again, and the tips
of his fingers beat to-
gether.

“1ts a
playing,” muttered.
“Gentleman George has
always been a hard fish to
land, and he’ll be harder
with the chance of a for-
tune awaiting him.”

““What’s the first move?”’
Mr. Spearing asked.

“To get on the track of
Gentleman George,” Sex-
ton Blake answered, with-
out hesitation. “We need
have no fear that he will
try and leave the country
with the child, for we can
trust our friends at  the
Yard to prevent that. Be-
sides, London is big enough
for a man like that to
hide in.” :

“Might wait until he
makes his offer to give the
child up—at a price,” Mr.
Spearing suggested.

“I think not,” Sexton
Biake answered shortly.
¢ Inspector Martin & Co.
will be waiting for that,
hoping to nab him then;

game worth

he

Mrs. Duncan started forward, her eyes shining, her arms stretched out. Suddenly
a terrible cry of dismay broke from her, and her arms dropped limply to her sides.
‘It is not—my child!’’ she moaned, and reeled back in a dead faint.

but {hey are not likely
to get their chance yet.
You rest assured that Gentleman George will lie low for
some time, until the Duncans are in such a state that they
will agree to anything. It is that that I am afraid of, and [
am going to write them to-day, asking them not to offer a
reward, large or small, for the return of the baby.”

“Humph!”” Mr. Spearing growled doubtfully. * What's
the first move?”

“A meal,” Sexton Blake answered coolly, "“if Mrs.
Spearing can manage one without inconvenience, and then
a call on Barney Moss. If any man ean help us, he can.”

“If he will!” Mr. Spearing jerked.

“He will,” Sexton Blake assured him. “You will
remember that Barney decided to run straight after his last
little affair with the police—and you may also remember that
I assisted him’ to start a small business. I think that out
of gratitude he will do as [ ask him.”

A little man, in a very large overcoat, which had obviously
niot been made for him, sat perched on a stool in the saloon-
bar of the Vellow Dragon® public-house. which, it may be
explained, lies not very far from the Elephant and Castle.
Apart from being small, there were things about the man
that would have attracted the attention of any observant
person. His face was thin to the point of emaciation, his
mouth was broad and narrow, and his eyes, that looked out
of peculiarly deep sockets, were bright as a bird’s. But it
vras his hands that were curieusly out of place in such a man,
The fingers were exceptionally f;ng, and the nails were un-
commonly well-kept for a person of his class.

In short, they were the hands of ‘a man eminently fitted
for delicate work, and as they belonged to Barney Moss,
ex-crook, the police could have informed you that some of
the delicate operations that they had performed—notably on
safes belonging to other people—could not have been accom-
plished by many criminals in the world. In fact, it was just
this individuality in his work that had eventually got Barney
into trouble on more than one occasion, until he had finally
decided that a straight life would be better for him—
especially as he was getting to an age when prison ‘diet and
work did not altogether agree with him.

S

It was not often that Barney Moss journeyed so far trom
his general shop in the East End, but in his pocket was a
telegram from Sexton Blake, making an appointment at the
Yellow Dragon, and that had becn guite enough to cause him
to close up his shop an hour earlier than usual, and repair to
the place mentioned, for the ex-crosk was not without
gratitude. %

The clock struck nine o'clock, and Barney Moss took the
telegram from his pocket; and looked at it with his twinkling
eyes.

“Time!” he mutitered.

He had scarcely made that remark before the door of the
bar opened, and Sexton Blake and Mr. Spearing entered.
He at once rose to his feet, a smile on his thin lips. -

“Well, how are you getting on, Barney?” Sexton Blake
asked quietly, shaking hands.

“All right, thanks to you, sir,” the man answered.
“Found it a bit slow at first, but it’s marvellous how you
can get used to a thing.”  His voice dropped to a lower
key, angd he chuckled. *Don’t believe I'd lay a finger on the
Crown Jewels now if 1 only had to crack an cgg-box to get

em !

“Hope not!” Spearing growled, for he had not a great
belief in reformed characters.

“We need not discuss that,” Sexton Blake said, after
glancing round to see that there was no one near enough to
overhear the conversation. “You once said that you were
grateful to me, and though T don’t usually ask for that sort
of thing, you can prove 1t now, and get well paid into the
bargain!”’ -

“T'll do it, sir,” Barney Moss answered eagerly., “But
there’s no need to talk about payment; Tve had that
already.  Just let me know what it is, and you ean rocko:
that it’s done I” I

“Good I

No more of importance was said while three men_entered
the bar and had drinks, but the conversation was resurned
the moment they had departed.

“You know Gentleman George—his proper name is Ned
Allam ?’” Sexton Blake asked.
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- “You bet ! Barney Moss agreed. *‘He did that hunt ball

business three years ago!” ;

“Exactly,” Sexton Blake continued. “You musft have
read in the papers about the kidnapping of the millionaire
baby from Hersham Castle—"

“So it’s George’s work, is it?” Barney Moss chuckled.
-1 had an idea it was his sort of ‘game, though the way in
which he got the kid away—if the evening papers are correct
—seems elumsy for him }”’

“ Call it smart!” Mr. Spearing snapped, turning red.

“Well, T don't,” the ex-crook persisted. = T reckon I could
show him ten ways better than that. But that’s not the
point.  Where do I come in?”

“Simply that Gentleman George has got to be located,”
Sexton Blake explained. “T’'m pretty sure that he’s m
London, and also that he won’t let the child far out of his
sight.  It’s too precious a thing for him to run the risk of his
accomplices playing tricks with him !I” ;

Barney Moss removed his battered felt hat, and  rubbed
thoughtfully at his thin grey hair.

““That's likely enough, sir,’” he agreed, “but it’s not much
4 :, Shouldn’t be surprised if George is disguised, and

hen——

“Wait 1”? Sexton Blake interrupted. “There is more than
what I have already told you to go on. Gentleman George’s
partner in this game is most probably an American, who
would know all about the steel cage in which the child was
usually kept, and therefore saw that it went asfray in
Eng]_and. There is also a woman in it, young and pretty——
I t}nnk I am right in saying she is pretty, Spearing?”

*Very,” the ex-official assented, his face redder than ever.

“What 1 want you to do is simply this,” Sexton Blake
continued,

clue twenty pounds, and every other man a sovereign for his
tr(‘)}lblq. Is that enough?”

()the, sir,” Barney Moss answered. “If you offer more
they’ll twig it's a game worth money, and they may try
taking a hand in it on their own account, though I’ll do my
best to see that they don’t do that. Pl start ’em to-night,
and I'm open to bet that if George is in London, they’ll spot
him inside a couple of days!”

Sexton Blake tose from his stool, and there was a little
smile of satisfaction on his lips.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Hopeless Mother—News from Barney Moss.
4 OME at once to the Hotel Imperial.—CHARLES
Duxcaxn.”
Sexton Blake read the telegram, and frowned.
‘“ Anything fresh, sir?” Tinker asked.

_ “Order the car round,” his master answered
briefly.

Sexton Blake looked distinctly moody as he stepped into
his car, and his face was hard and stern as he alighted at the
Imperial Hotel. He inquired for Mr. Charles Duncan, and
was at once conducted to a suite on the first floor.

“You are expected, sir,” the servant announced. “I have
orders to show you in at once.” -

The room into which Sexton Blake was taken was one of
the most beautifully-fitted apartments in an hotel noted for its
magnificence. Tt had ever been the abiding-place of million-
aires, and hence it was natural that in it Mr. Charles Duncan,
perhaps the biggest millionaire of all, should take up his
residence while in London,

Yet Charles Duncan, multi-millionaire, appeared to be one
of the wretchedest men living. His thin face was drawn until
the cheeks looked terribly hollow beneath their high bones,
and the marks about his eyes should not have been there in
the case of a healthy man. Even his hair appeared to have
gone greyer in the past few days.

“1 guess there’s nothing new ?”’ he asked drearily, and the
fingers that fidgeted sith his tie trembled.

“No,” Sexton Blake admitted. “ We are waiting for one
clue, and until we have that we can do little.” =
- A low, sobbing seund came from behind a door on the left
of the apartment, and Mr. Duncan caught his breath in
sharply as his eyes turned in that direction. -

“You hear?” he said hoarsely. “It’s just killing her!”

Sexton Blake did hear and understand, but he still waited
to learn why he had been sent for so hurriedly, though he’
believed that he could guess.

“T1 am sorry that no more can be done,” he answered
quietly. "

“Thas’s where you are wrong,” Mr. Duncan said, and the
hesitating note had left his voice. “T'm going to admit
myself beaten, and advertise that I will pay a hundred
thf{)usand pounds for the return of the child, and no questions
asked.

“You are not,” Sexton Blake said coldly.
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1 “Ydu. can get a score of lads to work—more, if
you like—and I will give the one who brings me the right

“Why?” the millionaire demanded, almost fiercely.
 “For the best of peasons—the child would be kidnapped
again,” the detective replied. *‘If you paid the money, he
would never be safe, and you would merely have thrown out a
bait for every crook in the world to bite at.” o

Mr. Duncan passed a shaking hand across his face, his.
emotion overcoming him for the moment.

“1 had not thought of that,”’ he said wearily. “What can
be done?” : ,

“Nothing but have patience,” Sexton Blake answered
quietly. “I am working night and day to find vour child,
and Mr. Spearing is helping me. Between us we cannot fail
for-long.”

“Yoxgl are sure of that?”’ the millionaire asked hoarsely.

Sexton Blake looked towards the door of the bed-room,
and the expression of his eyes was very tender.

“That is enough to make me sure,” he answered softly.
“1 have worked with the biggest fees ever offered to a
detective dangled before me as a reward, but a detective may
also be a man, and I want nothing more for this than to

‘bring happiness to a mother.”

Mr. Duncan held out his hand, and Sexton Blake held it
firmly for a second.

“Thank Heaven I went to you,” the millionaire muttered.

Feeling more determined than ever, if that were possible,
to bring the case to a successful conciusion, Sexton Blake
hurried down to his car, and was soon on his way to Baker
Sireet. FHe tried hard to think of a new plan of working,
but so far as he could see, the one that he had adopted was
the only feasible one. If it failed, there was practically
nothing to do but wait for the kidnappers to make a move.

Sexton Blake was still pondering the matter when he
reached Baker Strect, but he looked up sharply as Tinker,
his face alive with excitement, met him in the hall.

“PBarney “Moss has been here, sir,” he announced, “and
Spearing—he was here when Moss arrived—has gone down to
Wapping. Theylve struck a clue, and Spearing thought he'd
better go there at once.”

“ Any message ?” Sexton Blake asked sharply.

“Ves, sir,” Tinker answered. “You are to go dieguised
to a little public-house called the Finches, in Lemur Street.”

Sexton Blake's manner had been listless until this news,
but now it was very different. With a nod of his head, he
walked briskly into his bed-room. )

« And now for me,” Tinker chuckled, burrying away to his
own room. . :
Five minutes later Sexton Blake emerged, and his dearest
friend would have found it difficult to recognise in the rather
grimy navvy the famous detective of Baker Street. He had
scarcely stepped into the consulting-room before Tinker also
appearcd, and his disguise showed him to be a good pupil of
his master’s. He was dressed like a street arab, and a tiny
scrap of plaster fastened to his right eyelid gave him the
appearance of possessing a distinct squint. :

“Will T do, sir?” he asked, with a grin. -

“Who told you that you were going?”? Sexton Blake
demanded, with a great outward show of sternness. -

“Who told me?” Tinker gasped. ‘Did you think I wag
going to let you go down there alone ?” : -

The ghost of a smile curled Sexton Blake’s lips, for the
boy’s enthusiasm for his work always pleased him. 5

“ All right,” he answered, “but don’t be seen with me!
Tt’s not likely that Gentleman George or his pals would
recognise me n this get-up, but if they saw a boy with me,
they might jump to conclusions.”

“T'Il cut you dead, sir !”” Tinker sniggered.

In a room on the second floor of one of the dingy row of
houses that go to make up the left side of Lemur Street,
which is down Wapping way, were two men, and one of them,
at least, was distinctly out of place in the dingily-furnished
room. His lounge-suit was of good material, but of a cut that
suggested an American tailor, and on the lttle finger of his
left hand was a diamond-ring of considerable value. His
clean-shaven face, that of a man between forty and hfty
vears of age, was harsh, and lined by vicious living, and his
eyes were cruel to a degree.

The police of America would have tcld you that this was
none other than Eli Cook, one of the most notorious crooks
in America. They could have told you that, but they would
have had to add reluctantly that, despite the fact that they
knew of a dozen swindles in which he had been mixed.up,
that they had never been able to get evidence against him on
which there would have been a chance of a conviction.

His companion was dressed as an artisan, and his face was
adorned by a short beard, which more or less successfully
disguised the features of Ned Allam, alias Gentleman George,

Both men were standing by the window, over which the
cheap cotton blind was drawn, and they were peering through
two small holes in it at a public-house that lay across the road.
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87 told you not to be such a fool as to come here,” Gentle-
man George growled. “If we get nabbed, it’ll be all your
confounded fault. Why couldn’t you lie low, as I told you? 2

“I guess I'm not taking too many orders ]ust now,” the
American answered, with a pronounced drawl, “and I don’t

reckon that I'm so struck en your morals that T'IL trust you
further than I can see you.’

Gentleman George looked ugly, and his hands clenched;
but Eli Cook only langhed as he saw his attitude.

““Oh, quit on it!” he laughed. *““You don't raise me as
easy as that' .

_He spoke lighily enough, but there was a menace
voice that cooled the orhu' man down.

“I reckon that you're nm so sure, either, that the men
over yonder are who you say,” he added.

“Oh, aven’t 1?77 (;rP]lth‘nuiD George sneered. I tell you
that the old man in the pub is Barney Moss, a crook who's
turned nark; and the other’s Spearing. I had reason enough
to know him when he was at the Yard, and I'm not hkdv
to forget him so easily I’

There was something in the man’s manner that impressed
Eli Cook, and his face hardened.

“‘WL ve got to quit with the kid, then,” he sa:d slvmly,

‘or prove that we haven’t got it here.”

“How ?” Gentleman George cnapped

“Can’t we put a plant on them?” Eli Cook answered.
*QOlara’s upstairs with the kid, and I guess that at any
moment our friends opposxte mav r1=k a raid. We could out
them, sure, but that game’s too risky.”

Gentleman George stood biting his finger-nails, and
suddenly a gleam of trlumph came into his.eyes.

“Got it !” he cried, |

“ A real cinch?” the American asked doubtfully.

“A cert!” Gentleman George chuckled. “Just listen.”

By the time that the man had unfolded his plan, Eli Cook
wvas chuckling, too.

“P’Il quit by the backway,” he said; ‘‘then you get to
work. Ride-me-on-a-rail if 1 thought you had so much bm,n
George! I guess it must tire you at times.’

in his

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Raid—The Marking on the Dress—WMr. Spearing
Has a Rough Time.

EXTON BLAKE, disguised as a navvy, a dirty little
. clay pipe stuck out of one cormer of his mouth,
lounged -along Lemur Street, with the manner
typical” of the man who hasn't got any work to do,
. and does net particularly want any. Outside the
Finches he paused, thrust his Hand into his pocket, glanced
at the coppers that he produced, and thrust open the swinging
door. Anyone seeing him would never have guessed that he
was anything different than he appeared to be, especially

after observing his little ruse with regard to tlic money.

Tt was a dirty little bar, the sand on the floor littered with
pipe-ash, matches, and scraps of paper; and at that hour of
the day it was empty, save for two men, who had béen there
a considerable time.

The shabby little man was, of course, Barney Moss, and the
burly individual was easily 1ecorrnl<ed as Mr. Spearing, as he
was not disguised. When Moss “had brought the news to him
that Gentleman George, in disguise, had been spotted in
Lemur Street, he had thought of nothing but getting to the
spot at once It had been through him that the millionaire
baby had been captured, and his one ambitiort just now was
to restore it to its parents. He would then be able to feel that
he had done all in his power to rectify the terrible mistake he
had made.

It had been sheer luck that Sexton Blake had not been at
home at the time of Barney Moss’ call; -and though Mr.
Spearing had felt i} his duty to leave the message that he
had, that had not prevented him being first on the scene.

“Pmt » Sexton Blake said laconically, banging down two-
pence on the counter. And, having served him, the potman
returned to his task of cleanmg pots at the other end of the

ar

“Amthmg fresh 77 the detective asked, in a low tone, but
in his natural voice, without turning towaxds M. f:pearmg
and Barney Moss; and the former nearly fell off his stool in
blank amazement.

- He had seen Sexton Blake disguised many times, but this
particular one he certainly had not penetrated.

~ “Be careful!” he glo“led D1d11t think wise to speak
to you when you first came in.’

Sexton Blake chuckled, and mpped at his beer. Then he
drew a ragged and soiled paper from his pocket, and pre-
tended to read. In this manner he effectually prevented the
potman from seeing that he was hmdmg a conyv er~atmn
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“Gentleman Geosge ‘is in the house opposite,”’ Mr. Spear-

ing explained triumphantly. “There’s a baby there. -I’ve
seen it.” -

Sexton Blake’s face set grimly as he still \st‘ucd at the
paper.

“here can be no mistake ?” he asked.

“] d know Gentleman George anywhere, disguised or nOt,
sir 1 Barney Moss answered, with romwﬂon “He’s in the
house over the road, sute enough.”

Sexton Blake was silent, pondering what had best be done,
To enter the house would be to run considerable risk—not so
much to their persons, but if they proved to be wrong. I
was not as if Spearing was still attached officially to Scotland
Yard, for it would then have been possible, taking into
1egd1d the well-known character of Gentleman Geméo to
have eutered on suspicion.

“Woulda't it be wise to let In;pcctm Martin in on this?"
be suggcacod

“No!” Mr, Spearing snapped.
and we'll get the credit for it.” i

Sexton Blake glanced through the window at the house
opposite, and as he did so the b}md on the second floor was
drawn up by a grimy-looking girl who held a baby in her
arms.

“TPhere you are!” Mr., Spearing whispeved = excitedly.
“ Don’t suppose the woman of the gang would be there; tfo
dangerous.” ;

Sexton Blake's doubts vanished, for he had noticed one
thing when he had caught a glimpse of the baby. It was
gowned in what appeared to ke a nightdress, and the lace and
frills on it certainly looked out of place on a child in such a
neighbourhood.

“ All right, we'll risk it,” he said.
together; it will make no difference.”

Curiously enough, it was Mr. Spearing w ho hesitated, an |
expression of doubt on his 1ed face.

“Look here,” he jerked, “don’t want to mal;e arrest 17

Sexton Blake conld not help smiling as he realised the
reason for this. An. arrest would mean that Gentleman
George and his confederates would be placed on trial, and
then “the part that Mr. Spearing had taken in the actual
kidlnpning would become public property.

“Why not?” Sexton Blake answered. ‘It seems to me
that if we let them go we shall be aiding and abetting.”

“Then we’ll have to!” Mr. Spearing snapped. ‘“‘Only
arranged to get the child back—that’s all [”

Sexton Blake said no more, but rese to his feet and led
the way from the bar. A glance up and down the street
showed him that it was raﬂticai}y deserted—a fact for
which he was thankful, e knew that in such a neigh-
bourhood the 1nhab1tants are not alw ays on the side of law
and order.

As ho stood for a moment on the kerb, Tinker came
ambling by, whistling a popular ditty. He stopped,
apparently, to adjust the picce of string that served as a lace
for one of his dilapidated boots.

“Get a cab at the end of the street at once,
Blake ordered.  “ Anyihing will do, but be guick ! 0

The boy hurried away, and Sexton Blake and his com-
panion crossed < the road, Mr. Spearing unconsciousty
reverting to the official swazger of his Scotland Yard days.
They found the door of the house ajar, and did not hesitate

“We've done the work,

“’\Iay as well all cross

3

Sexton

to enter.
“Look for trouble !” Me, Spearing grow]ed. “It’s the
front room, second floor.” = -

No one apoeared to check the men’s entrance, and they
proceeded eautiously up the rvickety staircase. They had no
means of telling whether Gentleman George and' his con-
federate were there; and if that did prowe to be the case, a
surprise would be advisable and certainly safer, for Barney
Moss would searcely count if it came to a fight.

The first floor was reached, and as the detectives mounted .
towards the next one, the crying of a child 16(L(h€d them.
Outside the door of the front room they paused, and just
for a moment hesitated—as men will who are just about,
with their eyes open, to take a big risk. Then Mr. Spearing’s
fingers gnpped the handle, and he thrust the door opeit
:mdI leapt into the room beyond the others close at his
heels.

A rageed girl of about fifteen, who lield a baby in her
arms, let out a scream of fright, and neally let her burden
drop to the floor.

Otherwise, the room was empty. o

“In luck!? Mr. Spearing chuckled, for he had dreaded
the kidnappers being presenf, for reasons already stated.

With the natural pertness of self-assurance of the true
Tast-Ender, the girl quiekly mcoveled herself.

“Now, then!” she cried shrilly. “W hat are you after?
Don’t you try coming no games with me !

Mz, Spearing fixed his most official glare upon the gn]
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and, it must be vegretfully stated, she stuck her tongue out
at him. - ;

“Whose child is that ?”” he demanded.

“Mrs. Smiff’s, T serpose,” the girl answered truculently;
“though, as far as I knows, it mayn't be. A cove called me
in from the backyard to keep an eye on it while ’e went
aht 1”?

Mze. Spearing positively beamed as he stepped forward.

“Don’t be a fool!” he growled, as the girl moved back-
wards. ‘“Have reason to believe this is a kidnapped child.
Must examine it !

The girl's face went blank with awe, and she made no
further resistance, especially as the manner of the burly
man had suddenly convinced her that he was what is known
in the dialect of the part as a “slop.” .

Mr. ‘Spearing took hold of the child’s nightdress, and
turned to the part where the name is usually to be found.
He was mot disappointed, for there, quite plain and large,
was written “Charles Duncan.” - :

My, Spearing took the child from the girl’s arms, and the
‘action roused her.

“’Fre! What are you a-doin’ of ?”” she demanded shrilly.

“Be: quiet!” My, Spearing snapped. “This child has
been kidnapped, and we are going to take it back to its
parents.” >

“Oh, are yer?” the gitl cried. “T’ll see what Mrs. Smiff
thinks abaht it first.” :

Before she could be stopped she had made a bolt for the
landing.

“Mrs. Smiff I”” she shouted.
the kid I :

Out into the street Mr. Spearing went, with the baby in
his arms; and, caring nothing for the strange spectacle that
he presented, he hurried towards where a taxicab was waiting

at the corner. )

*  The vehicle was not to be reached without trouble, how-
ever. ;

The ragged nurse-girl emerged on to the pavement, and
her shrill voice rang out again:

“Murs. Smiff! 'Ere’s some coves pinchin’ the kid!1”

“Quick,” Sexton Blake ordered, “or we’ll have the whole

neighbourheod after us!” :
_But Mr. Spearing needed no spur of that kind. Already
he had broken into a run, and it was with a gasp of relief
that he scrambled into the taxi, the door of which was held
open by Tinker. Sexton Blake and Barney Moss entered
behind him.

They were none too soon, for already windows had been
thrown open in answer to the girl’s cries, and a couple of
men had appeared from some mysterious place.

“The Imperial Hotel—quick I Sexton Blake ordered.

“Not so fast!” the taxi-driver answered. “I want to
know what the trouble is! I'm not' goin’ to be mixed up in
any kidnapping !”

“You fool!” Mr. Spearing roarved. “This is the child
that was kidnapped—the millionaire baby. It's a sovereign
if you get out of here at once!” '

It may have been My. Spearing’s tone of authority, or it
may have been the offer of the sovereign; but, anyway, the
taxi-driver hesitated no longer. His cab moved forward
with a jerk, but only just in time to avoid the grab that a
man made at the handle of the door. A second man tried
from the other side to reach the cab, but Spearing’s arm shot
out of the window, his hand caught the man full in the chest,
and sent him sprawling into the roadway. The next second
all danger of pursuit was past.

595

{’Fre’s some coves stealin’

Sexton Blake paused before the door of Mr. and Mrs.
Duncan’s apartments at the Imperial Hotel, and motioned
Mzr. ‘Spearing to keep back,

“It will be best if T break the news gently to her,” he
said. ¢ Wait outside until I call you.”

“Don’t be long !” Mr. Spearing growled.
fool if anyone passes!”

As a matter of fact, the entrance of the detectives with the
baby had alveady aroused the curiosity of the guests lounging
in the lobby of the hotel, especially as they naturally knew

“Feel such a

the story of the kidnapped child, but a tactful servant
politely. stopped them from following upstairs.

Sexton Blake knocked at the door of the room,
entered, closing the door behind him. : :

Mr. Duncan, who had been sitting in an attitude of
dejection by the window, looked up wearily, but at sight of
the detective’s face he leapt to his feet.

“There is news ?”” he cried.

“Yes,” Sexton Blake answered quietly.
better speak to Mrs. Duncan.”

The millionaire ran like a boy to the door of the bed-room
and jerked it open.

¢ Alice,” he cried excitedly, ‘‘there is news!”

From the inner room came a gasp of joy, then Mrs.
Dunecan, her pale face alight with hope, faced the detective.

“The child is found,” Sexton Blake said quickly, seeing
that it would be kindest to speak right out.

“Thank Heaven!” Mrs. Duncan gasped. “Oh, where is
he?” s

Sexton Blake turned towards the door.

“Spearing !” he cried. -

The door opened, and Mr. Spearing, trying to keep a
broad grin of triumph from his lips, entered with the baby
i1 _his arms.

Mrs. Duncan started forward, her cyes shining, her arme
stretched out, then a terrible cry of dismay broke from her,
and her arms dropped limply to her sides.

“It is not—my child I” she moaned, and reeled back in a
dead faint.

My, Dunean stood quite still, his face ghastly, holding the
still form: of his wife in his arms, and for the space of five
seconds or more no one spoke.

Spearing’s jaw had dropped foolishly, and he held the child
6o loosely that it looked as if he might drop it at any
moment. KEven Sexton Blake was dumbfounded, though the
paint with which his face was still partly covered hid his
pallor, for he had not had time to wipe it all off in the cab.
Still, he was the first to recover himself.

“You had best take Mrs. Duncan to her room,” he said
in a low voice. -

And Mr. Duncan mechanically obeyed, to return a few
seconds later with the dragging walk of an old man.

“There is some terrible mistake,” he said huskily.

“We have been fooled!” Blake said, between his teeth.
“We might have known that Gentleman George would not
be beaten so easily.”’ -

e squared his shoulders, like a man ready to go into a
fight again, and faced the millionaire..

“There is no need to give up hope,” he said quietly. “ We,
at least, have a clue now, and I can assure you that it will be
followed to the bitter end. We know where the child has
been, and we must pick up the trail from there.”

Mr. Duncan nodded, too moved to speak, and the detec-
tives went quietly from the room, leaving him to his sorrow,

Out in the passage Mr. Spearing paused, his face still
foolish with astonishment, and looked down at the child in
his arms. -

“What do with this?” he jerked.

“Talke it back,” Sexton Blake answered simply.

“ Do what?” Mr. Spearing gasped. .

“Take it back!” Sexton Blake persisted. *“There’ll be
trouble if you delay.”

““ There’ll be trouble, anyway I’ Mr. Spearing said dismally.
“Why can’t you take 1t ?” 7

“For the simple reason, my friend,” Sexton Blake
answered, ‘“‘that if Gentleman George and his friends are
on the watch they might recognise me, and that’s the last
thing that I want. They know you're in the game, so you
don’t count.” - -

“Thanks !” Mr. Spearing growled.- “Don’t know Lemur
Street as well as T do !

ﬂxen

“Perhaps T had

THE, END. .

(Next weelk’s story, entitled “ The Unwritten Law ! forms
a splendid sequel to this week’s yarn, and from it you will
learn how Blake succeeds in turning the tables against
Gentleman George. Don’t miss this exciting sequel, but
make quite sure of securing your copy of next Friday's PEXNY
PoPULAR by ordering it in advance.)

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

THE UNWRITTEN LAW! |

Please order your copy of the “PENNY POPULAR” in advance, and hand this number to a non-reader,
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me pREFECTS REVOLT!

A Magnificent

Long Complete
- School Tale,

dealing with the

Early Adventures

of

TOM MERRY & CO.

of St. Jim’s

- BY ~ :

- MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Eve of the Election{
; PON the notice-board in the hall
! of either House at St. Jim's a
: paper was pinned, bearing a

brief announcement that was
intensely intetesting to all the

fellows at St. Jim’s, seniors and juniors
alike, and even fags in the Second Forn.
The notice in the New House was in
the handwriting of Monteith; that in the
School House in the hand of Darrel.

mannah possibie.
but 1 twust | shall always act like a fellah of tact and judgment.”

¢ ps captain of St. Jim’s,” said D’Arcy from the steps of the School
House, ‘I shall do my best to wun things in the most wippin’

1 shall not stand any nonsenss fwom anybody,

“ Hurrah !’ exclaimed the juniors!?

< But the two announcements were
identical in wording. They ran as follows:
“NOTICE!

. =The post of captain of the school being vacant, owing
to the regretted departure of Kildare of the Sixth, an election
will be held to-morrow—Tuesday—at 7.30 p.m., in the School
Hall, to fll this pest.

“Tho eandidates for election are George Rushden of the
Sixth and James Monteith of the Sixth. Votes will be taken
at T7.30 precisely.’”

Tom Merry & Co. and their chums, Jack Blake & Co. of
the School House, eved the notice wonderingly.

“(@peat® Scott!” exclaimed Blake. “Where's Kildare
one?” -
“Haven't you heard?”

#No.”

“His mother’s ill,” explained Tom Merry, “and he’s been
palled home suddenly.”

Blake pulled a long face.

“That’s rotten, isn’t it7”

Tt i a bit,” admitted Tom Merry; “but it’s ne good
being miserable about 1. We shall have to back np Rushden
at the election. Wae don’t want a New House bounder
bossing the show.”

“ Certainly not 1"

“Bai Jove, deah boys! T've got an ideah!”

& Hallo!? said Monty Lowther, turning round. Y Non
here, Gussy?” : -

“Vaas, deah boy,” said Arthur Augnstus D'Arey. “I'm
heah, and, moreovah, Tve got a weally wippin® ideah !
*(Oh, rats!” ‘
“Weally, Blake—""

Monty Lowther held up his hand.

“Qilence for Gussy’s idea!” he exclaimed.
%o ever had, and he wants to work it off.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

¢ Weally, Lowthah:

“Go it, Gussy!” said Tom Merry encouragingly.

“1t’s the first

33
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+““ Hear, hear!”

“Well. deah boys, I think it is generally agweed heah that
it is quite imposs for Monteith, or any othah New House
chap, to be captain of St Jm’s!”?

“Yes, rather.”.

“Hurrah!” ; :

_ “Yaas, wathah!” esaid Monty Lowther, with an exach
imitation of B'Arcy’s own beautiful accent, and there was a
roar of laughter. :

“PBut there are many cites to be urged against Wushden’s
election,” went on Arthur Augustus. “He's a splendid
chap.”

“Hurrah for Rushy!”

“But theah ave fellahs in the School House more suitable
for the biznev.”

“Darrel can’t put up,” said Blake,
the rest of the term!”
© “J was not thinking of Dawwel.”

“Who then? Not North?”

¢ Certainly not!”

“ Lefevre of the Fifth?’’ hazarded Dighy.

“0h, wats! Look heah, you fellahs, my ideah iz a wippin®
one! I wegard it as wotten that the captain of the school
should always be selected fwom the Sixth.”

“Better than the Fifth!1” said Glyn.

“]1 am not thinkin® of the Fifth!”

“Why, what——"

“Why shouldn’t a juniah be captain of St. Jim’s?”
demanded Arthur Augustus D’Arey boldly.

It was out now! .

Tor a full five seconds sheer astonishment hield the juniors
dumb. .

Then there was a roar!

“Ha, ha; ba

4 Weally, deah boys
“Ha, ha, hal?
D'Arcy jammed his monocle a little move tightly in his
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eye, and surveyed the hilarious juniors indignantly, He
did not see anything to excite mirth in the suggestion. But
the other fellows did, evidently, They roared!

“Look here, you silly asses 2

“Ha, ha, hal’

“1 wegard you—-"2

“Ha, ha, hal? ; ;

The juniors did not leave off laughing till they were hoarse.
~Then the tears ran down their cheeks.

“ What juniors were you thinking of, Gussy?” asked Tom
Merry, as soon as the laughter had lulled a little.

¢ Myself, of course!”

“Of course!” grinned Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Captain Gussy {’% e

“Ha, ha,” ha!” :

1 wepard it as a wippin’ ideah, and T dare say you chaps
will aftah you have had time to think it ovah,” said Arthur
Augustus. “ What is wequired for captain of the school is a
fellow of tact and judgment, a fellow who will always back
up the School House, and give the New House chaps the
kybosh, and so on. There are othah points, too, such as
‘havin’ ‘g decent taste in dwess, and doin’ the school cwedit in

that way.”

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“I'll tell you what we'll do,” said Tom Merry humorously.
“If we vote for a junior ap all, Gussy, we’ll vote for you.”

“Hear, hear!? said Blake. “You can have our votes if
we vote for a junior at all!”

And the rest of the juniors grinned assent.

“I fail to see why you should wegard the mattah in ' a
humowous spiwit,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.  “ At
all events, I am goin’ to put up for election, and T twust
to g’he good sense of the House, on weflection, to back me

up.
“Great Scott!”?

. And Arthur Augustus walked away with his nose very high
in the air. .

. He left-the crowd of juniors almost in convulsions.
-idea of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy as captain of St Jim’s
tickled the least humorous of the fellows. And they had
further cause of merriment when, a half an hour later, they
returned to the notice-board, and saw pinned there a new

notice, carefully written out in the clegant handwriting of

- Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

- . . “NOTICE :

A. A D'Arcy, Esq., of the TFourth Form, haying
nominated himself as a candidate for the post of captain
of 8t. Jim’s, the juniors of the School House are 1nvited to
rally round him, and vote for him on Tuesday, at 7.30
precisely. (Signed) ArTnur Aveustus D’Aroyv.”

The juniors read the notice, and laughed il their si
ached.  When, an hour or so later, D’Argy passed thg nostli(ie:
board and glanced at if, there was still a fresh paper pinned
up, this one in the unmistakable handwriting of Monty
Lowther of the Shell. The new

notice ran :

“A. A. D'Arcy, Esquire, being
a candidate for Colney Hatch, the
Juniors of the Sehool House are
invited to rally round and sub-
scribe the cash to buy him a
strait-waistcoat.

** (Signed) A FrIEND 1¥ NEED.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Thunderboit!
HE next day the talk of
St. Jim’s was all upon the
subject of the election.
= The election was to be
held at seven-thirty that
evening, and there were threo
candidates in the field—Rushden
and Monteiﬁl of the Sixth, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the
Fourth. -
D’Arcy was not taken seriously
at all, though by this time a
number of irresponsible fags had
announced their intention of vot-
ing for him. Two score of votes
had been promised to Arthur
Augustus by fags in the Second
and Third, and D’Arcy had made
careful notes of the names in his
Russia-leather pocket-book. He
hoped that the list would increase
greatly during the day.
He was rather exasperated
THE PENNY PorurAr.—No. 204.
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because his chums did not take his election more seriously.
But they didn’t. All their electioneering was done foi
Rushden of the Sixth. Tt was in vain that D’Arcy appealed
to their loyalty to their Form, their loyalty to their study.

. They only laughed.

Between Rushden and Monteith the contest was likely to
be closer, and Monteith’s chances certainly were enhanced
by D’Arcy’s action. For a couple of score of votes made a
great difference. :

But a good many of the seniors in the School House were
not displeased at the prospect of the vote being split. For
although they would dearly have liked to see a School House
man captain of St. Jim’s, most of the Sixth realised that
Rushden was not exactly the fellow for the position. He
was a much pleasanter fellow than Monteith to get on with,
but ke had not the gift of ruling as captain. That was
evident to his best friends. '

If it had been Darrel, the Sixth would have plumped for
him almost"to a man. But Rushden, kind and good-natured,
easy going and easily led, was not the man to captain a school
like St. Jim’s, and captain the First Eleven in tough footer
matches. Most of the School House seniors backed up Monteith
because they had no doubt whatever that he would make the
better captai of the two. )

That proceeding made the juniors extremely indignant ;
they were not disposed to listen to argument on the subject.
To them'it appeared clear that a School House fellow ought
to be captain of St. Jim’s, and they were prepared to fight
tooth and nail to keep the New House candidate out. Tha$
was as far as they looked in the matter.

Some of the fellows wondered whether a fourth candidate
would present himself; but no one suspected the surprise that
was coming, ;

It was after morning school that the thunderbolt fell upon

- the School House,

There was a meeting in Rushden's study after morning
school; the juniors knew that. Tom Merry & Co. had seen
Rushden go into his study with a very thonghtful expression
upon his face, and had seen Sixth-Formers drop in by one
and two and three. - : LT

Rushden came out of his study after about half an hour,
looking a little gloomy, but with an expression of resolve upon
his good-natured face. He had a paper in his hand, which he
proceeded to pin up on the notice-board. Then he retired

There was a rush round the notice-board at once. = The
fellows who saw Rushden’s action concluded that he had
written out some stirring appeal to the patriotism of School
House electors—some eclarion call to crush the rival House.

But he hadn’t.

Stupefaction fell upon the juniors as they read the notice,
It was written in Rushden’s own hand, and they had seen
Rushden himself pin it up, so there could be no doubt about
its genuineness. They would have doubted it if they could.

“NOTICE!

“The undersigned has withdrawn himself as a candidate
for election. : : GEORGE RUSHDEN.”

The juniors stared at the paper.

“It’s impossible!” said Tom
Merry, with a deep breath..

“Rotten 1”

“Can’t be true!”

_“He’s dotty!”

“He's a silly ass!?

"~ “He sha’n’t do it!”

“We won’t stand it1”

“TIt's mean!”

‘“Rotten! Caddish !’

The voices rose to a roar. Five
minutes earlier, George Rushden
had beer,l, the popular candidate.

ow—— :

“Let’s go and see him!” ex-
claimed Blake, exasperated. “He'll
have to give us some explanation,
anyhow.”

* My deah boys——*

“Oh, shut up, Gussy!”

“I wefuse to shut up, Goah! T
wegard it as extwemely pwob that
it has occurred to Wushden that
it is time a juniah was captain of
St. Jim’s, and he has therefoah
gwacefully withdrawn fwom thé
contest. I-eonsidah——”

But the fellows did not wait
to hear what Arthur Augustus
D’Axrcy considered. They swarmed
awz&y towards George Rushden’s
study.

Rushden was doubtless expects
ing the visit. He was standing
up, leaning on the mantelpiece.

Price 1d.
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locking = rather disturbed §
and  thoughtful, when a
dozen knocks sounded at
cnee on his door.  North
and Darrel were with him.

“Come in!” said Rush-
den.

The door was flung open,
and Tom Merry Co.
crowded in. Behind them
" the passage was seething
with juniors—crowds of the
Shell, and the Fourth, and
- the Third. Nearly all the
juniors belonging to the
School House seemed to
be bent upon getting as
‘near Rushden’s study as
they could.

“Hallo !” said Rushden.
“What do you kids want?”’

He knew well enough.

“We want an explana-
tion!” roared Blake.

*“Yes, rather!”

“What do you miean by
300

“You're not
~resign !V

“We won't let yout”

Rushden flushed, and held
up his hand for silence.

“I’m sorry you chaps are
disappointed,” he said.
“I've consulted all the
Sixth fellows in the School
House, and I've thought it
out _carefully myself. I
should like to be skipper of
St. Jim’s, but it seems to
be the general impression
that Monteith is the best
man after Kildare.”

going to

“ Rot !

“He's a New House
chap !”’

“His House  doesn’t

matter,” said Rushden.
“We want the best cap-
tain _ we can get for
St. Jim’s. Pd rather it
were a School House man,
but if Monteith’s the best
man available, let him have
it. We ought to think of

grinned and saluted D’Arcy with great respect.
‘Oh, don’t be an ass, Tom Mewwy!?”
Monty Lowther;, who never could be restrained from making puns.

The Terrible Thres came along the passage, looked in at the open door, and

All hail mighty captain!”
‘ All hail, long may you reign!* said

/

the school.”

“He’s not the best.’”
_ “I¥’srot!”

“Darrel agrees with me,” said Rushden.

Darrel nodded. -

“I’'ve helped Rushden come to this decizion,” he said.
¢ I think it’s for the best. I think Rushden’s done splendidly
in standing out of the election, for the good of the school.”

Darrel was too much respected by the juniors for him to
“be interrupted. But the looks of the disappeinted youngsters
showed that for once one of the most popuiar seniors in the
House failed to make the shightest impression upon them.
~ “Ho, you see, it’s for the best,” said Rushden, with rather
an effort, for he was a little disappointed himself. “You
kids had better stand up for Monteith.”

“Rats!”?

“Now then, no cheek!”

“Bosh 1 2
quiet !”

The juniors obeyed the order to “buzz off,” but they were
far from quiet.  In the Sixth Form passage the throng
swelled and surged. Toni Merry raised his hand.

““ Fellows——"" :

‘“ Hear, hear!”

““Chaps, the Sixth have betrayed us!”

Groans for the Sixth.

“Even if we get another senior candidate, we can’t tell
whether he may not desert the cause at the last moment, and
leave us dished.”
 Groans!

::gﬁws’y was right !” shouted Tom Merry excitedly.

! Ve

“Gussy said it was time that a junior was captain of 3%
Jim’s, and he was right. A junior wouldn’t have been
talled over into giving us away to the enemy like this.”

“Bravo!” - : ‘

said Rushden. “Buzz off, and be

“Gentlemen, T am going to vote for a junior captain of
the school. 1 invite you all to follow my example.”
There was a roar.
“Hurrah ! Hurrah for Captain Gussy! Hurrah!”
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Election.

LECTION night! : . .
There had been elections before at St. Jim’s, and
they had always caused excitement; but there had

never been such singular issues at stake—mnever
before had so much turned upon an election of a
captain of the school. :

With two candidates, one a senior and the othef a junior,
the election was a new thing in the annals of St. Jim’s.

Hardly a single fellow was likely to stay away from the
poll. Keen electioneers on both sides urged and drove the
fellows into Big Hall as seven o’clock came round.

Figgins & Co. and a compact phalanx of the New House
juniors marched in by one door, and the School House fellows
entered by another. This had been arranged, in order to
prevent possible collisions while feeling ran so high. Not
that there was any real ill-feeling on the subject between
the juniors of the rival Houses. But they were highly excited,
and somewhat in the state of a powder magazine, requiring

.only a mateh to be dropped into it. " :

If a row once started, there was no telling where and when
it might end.  The prefects, armed with canes, perambulated
the hall to keep order.

The rival juniors exchanged yells and catcalls of defiance
across the hall, undeterred by the frowns eof the prefects.
They had many things to say to one another, chiefly of an
uneomplimentary nature, : 0 -

The entrance of the masters put an end to the uproar.

When Mr. Railton took his seat upon the dais, the juniors
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ceased to vell and caicall, and contented themsclves with
whispering and buezing. Mr. Railton had no part in the
roceedings, but he was there to keep order, and Mr.
E{atc’liﬁ, the Housemaster of the New House, joined him
there. Two prefects, one of the School House and one of
the New House, had béen appointed tellers.

When the votes had been counted, once by each teller,
they were to compare notes, and the candidate who counted
the  greater number of “voices’” would be declared duly
elected captain of St. Jim’s, ' -

Artbur Augustus D’Arcy had come into the hall in the
midst of his special chums. Blake and Digby and Herries
were round him, and he was also supported by the Terrible
Three and Kangaroo and Clifton Dane and Glyn and Reilly.
There was 1o doubt that the School House juniors were united
on thé point of getting D’Arcy in. They marched in with
him in a sort of triumphal procession.

“Here he is!” roared Tom Merry,
kerchief.

“Here he is{”
was 1ot guite so white as Tom Merry’s,
People’s Candidate I’

* Hooray 1" .

Mr. Railten held up his hand for silence, and the cheering
Gied away.

The School House master had visen to his feet. +Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy stepped npon the dais, and Monteith passed
up the hall, and stood near him there. Monteith’s expression
was curions.  If his adversary had been Rushden, he would
have shaken hands with him; but a prefect could not
acknowledge a junior so far as fo shake bands with him
before: the asserabled school.  D’Arcy made a graceful bow,
but Monteith barely nodded. .

“ No bad feclin’, deah boy, I hope,” said D’Arcy blandly.

Monteith frowned.

“You voung ass!” he replied. .

¢ Weally, Monteith———"? . i

“ Boys,” said Mr. Railton, “the election of a new captain
of the school, in the place of Eric Kildare, is about to take
place. There are—ahem !—two candidates, and I trust that
the electors will use judgment in giving their votes!”

¢ Hear, hear!” roared the whole hall.

Mr, Railton sat down. Then Baker of the Sixth jumped
up and proposed Monfeith, 2 move to which Tom Merry
rather percipitately responded by jumping up and proposing
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. There was a yell,

““Order !” .

But that yell was from the senfors. From the School House
juniors came a roar that almost drowned if.

* Bravo!” -

“CGood old Gussy!” - ; =

“Silence ” said Mr. Railton, “The votes will now be
taken. Darrel and Baker, you will kindly take the votes for
Monteith.” .

“Yes, sir.” :

“‘Hands up for Monteith!” ealled out Darrel.

Quite a forest of hands went up. . Arthur Augustus D’Arcy

swaving his hand-

roared Wally, waving a handkerchief which
“Hooray for the

- looked round him with an eye that was gleaming rather

anxiously through the eyeglass, - i

The New House to a man voted for Monteith. Every
member of the Sixth of either House voted for him. Some
of the Fifth who belonged to the School House did not vote
at all.  They did not want a New House captain, and they
did not intend to vote for a junior, so they refrained from
voting at all. .

The tellers counted, and then compared notes. The result
was announced by Baker, who demanded whether the other
gatty wanted a show of hands. The hands for James
Monteith numbered ninety-six. :
. “Want a show of hands?” roared Jack Blake indignantly.
1 should say so! We could beat that total off our heads !

“Silence !” -

Wally gave Jameson of the Third a ferce glanco.

“You wait till we get into the Form-room. Jimmy!”

Jameson grinned uneasily, -

¢ Must stick by the Hougse,” he replied.

“Show up, the School House!” roared Kangaroo.

“Hands up for Gussy!” .

¢ Hands up for the People’s Candidate !

“D’Arcy and liberty !’

“Hooray !” : :

“Silence ! exclaimed Mr. Railton,
D’ Arey, please!” s

Darrel and Baker proceeded to their task, Tt was noted
that they were longer over the counting, and that angured
5 School House.  Darrel’s face was quite im-
nﬁiovable when they finished, but Baker was looking decidedly
glum,
looked very grave.
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““Count the votes for

They compared notes, and spoke to Mr, Railton, who .

He rose to make the result known. There was a breathless
hush. \ ' : :
*Boys, the total number of yotes for D’Arcy of the Fourth
is one hundred and seventeen!™

There was a buzz. = . -

“D’Arcy of the Fourth has a majority of twenty-one votes,
and I have therefore no alternative but to declare him duly
elected captain of St. Jim’s.” e e

It was not an enthusiastic way of putting it. Mr. Railton
evidently was not delighted with the result of the voting.

But the School House fellows did not notice or care for
that. All they cared for was the announcement itself.

Captain of St. Jim’s!

Duly elected !

There was no doubt of it. The impossible had happened.

- Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the Fourth Form, was

captain of the school. .
And the School House juniors burst into a roar of cheering
that made the old rafters shake.
“ Hurrah 1"’
~ “Hip, hip, hurrah

THE FCURTH CHAPTER.
The Mew Captain of St. Jim’s. -
85 AT Jove, you know, I wegard it as wippin’1” :

B That was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s modest ra-

mark. N
Bat the School House juniors were wildly en-
thusiastic.

Heedless of the presence and the frowns of masters and
prefects, they made a rush for the junior candidate, and sur-
rounded him. :

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was raised shoulder-high by the
cheering crowd; and the juniors swept out of the big hall
with D’Arcy borne above, like a frail craft on the crest of a
wave.

“Bai Jove! Weally, you know, deah boys—

But D’Arcy’s protests were not listened fo. :

D’Arcy was the hero of the hour. He was the captain
of St. Jim’s—the first junior in the history of the scheol who
had attained to that exalted honour.

It was incredible, but it was true. .

Arthur Augustus D’Arey was captain of St. Jim's.

No wonder the juniors hurrahed! >

Even the fellows who had been most doubtful about the
wisdom of electing a Fourth-Former to that important post
gave way to the enthusiasm of the moment in the pride of
the knowledge that a fellow of their own standing was col-
lege captain. :

And after all, why not?

There was no why, as Blake remarked. |

D'Arcy was going to inavgurate a new era at St Jim's.
He was going to make a new place of it—perhaps get juniors
in as prefects—and then, as Blake said gleefully, they'd let
the Sixth and the Fifth see what was what!

* Hurrah

“ Hip, hip, hurrah!”

¢ Speech I’ roared Kangaroo.

“Hurrah! Speech—speech !” ) .

The enthusiastic crowd had carried D'Arcy np and down
the passage, then round the quad, and then they halted on
the steps of the School House. In the radius of light cast
into the dusky guadrangle from the windows and doorways
of the School House there was a sea of upturned, excited
faces to be seen. D’Arcy, somewhat hustled and breathless,
stood on the top step, setting his necktie straight. That
characteristic action was the cause of another ringing cheer,

“Hurrah !’ : - i

“Speech 1

¢ Gentlemen ” began D’Arcy.

¢ Hear, hear!” .

“Gentlemen, on this auspicious occasion T have but few
words to say——" =

“ Hurrah ”

“Weally, deah boys——"

“Goon!”

“On the ball :

“Gentlemen, you have elected me captain of St. Jim’s!”

““Good old St. Jim’s!” roared the crowd.

“The task of choosin’ the best man for the job was before
you, and you have performed that task with pérfect success.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hurrah !

. " As captain of 8t Jim’s T shall do my best to wun thines
in the most wippin’ mannah possible. 1 shall not stand any
nonsense fwom anybody, but I twust T shall alwass act like
a fellow of tact and judgment,” : .

“Hear, hear!” e e

“Fellows will be expected to play the game. Anybody
not playin’ the game will get a feahful thwashin’.” :

?
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* Hurrah 7

¢“1 have no more to say—"=

¢ Hurrah !” :

“Exceptin’ that I am vewy gwateful for the honah you
have done me, and that I shall take it as a personal favah
if evewy gentleman here pwesent will comeé ovah to the tuck-
shop with me and ordah- what he likes at my expense.”

* Hear, hear!” roared Fatty Wynn. “That's something
Iik?”a. skipper ! Monteith wouldn’t have done that! Come
Q. =

And Fatty Wynn led the way.

‘'The juniors, laughing and cheering, followed, and D’Arcy
was hoisted upon new shoulders—Figging’ and Thompson’s
this time—and carried in the crowd across the quad.

Dame Taggles’ little shop was soon crammed.

D’Arcy was borne into the midst of the swarm of fellows
there, and he turned a flushed but good-tempered face upon
the old dame.

“T am captain of St. Jim's now, Mis. Taggles——’

“Good gracious, Master D’Arey !’

“I'm standin’ tweat to these fellahs. I have a fivah heah
fwom my governah, and if it wuns to more than that, Mrs.
-Taggles, I twust you will have no objection to puttin’ it
down to my account, to be settled on Satahday,” said Arthur
Augustus, with dignity.

Mrs. Taggles took the crisp and rustling fiver.

‘“No objection at all, Master D’ Arcy.”

“Then go ahead, deah boys!” i

“ Hurrah 12 -

_Fatty Wynn was already going ahead. He had a good
‘place at the counter, and he was helping himself, He looked
up for a moment from a pork-pie.

“Jolly lucky the election took place to-day !’ he remarked.

“Why?” asked Kerr.

“Because Mrs. Taggles’ pork-pies are fresh in to-day.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Try one,” said Fatty Wynn.

Outside the shop was a swarm of fellows who could not
get in.  Good things were passed out to them in the most
liberal way. By the time that splendid feed was ended Mrs.

3

Taggles’ shop was like Mother Hubbard's celebrated cup- -

board—it was looking decidedly bare.

Thete was no doubt that D’Arcy had begun his term of
captaincy well. =

When, after the feed, the juniors returned to their own
House, D’Arcy was a little breathless, but looking very
cheerful and happy. Blake slapped him on the shoulder as
they went into Study No. 6 to do their prep.

i “I’t,’s vipping !’ he exclaimed. “I'm jolly glad, old fel
ow |

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy!
were here!” said Arthur Augustus.

“T wish she were! Captain Gussy!
e

T think it sounds wippin’.”’ :

The Terrible Three came along the passage and looked
in at the open door of the study -and grinned, and saluted
~ D’Arey with great respect.

‘ All hail, mighty captain !”’

“QOh, don’t be an ass, Tom Mewwy!”’

“All hail! Long may you reign!” said Monty Lowther,
who never could be restrained from making bad puns.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you know——"

Knox, the prefect, the bully of the Sixth, stopped in the
passage with a scowl.

“Not so much noise there, you kids!”

Tom Merry turned upon him.

“What do you mean?” he demanded. “Do you know that
you're talking to the captain of the school?”

“QOh, rats!” said Knox disrespectfully.

“ Weally, Knox—"

“You young ass!”’ said Knox.

D’Arey drew himself up to his full height. The tall and
slim swell of the Fourth was very nearly as tall as the bully
of the Sixth, and he was certainly more graceful, and a great
deal more dignified. :

“What did you say, Knox?” he asked, in a stately manner.

#Young ass!” said Knox.

“Do you wealise that you are addwessin’ your captain,
Knox?”?

¢ 0Oh, don’t be a silly ass!”"

“Tt is against all the wules, w'itten and unw’itten, for the
captain of the school to be chawactew.ised as an asg,” said
D’Arcy firmly. “I call upon you to withdraw. that wemark,
Knox, and apologise for it.” .

“Rats!” said Knox. “Don’t play the giddy goat!”

D’ Arcy raised his hand commandingly.

“Thwow that webellious wottah down the passage, you
youngstahs!”” he said.

“#What-ho!” said Tom Merry & Co., with one voice.

I wish Cousin Hthel

Sounds weﬂ, doesn’t

- “If you dare to lay a finger on a prefect——"" began Knox.
‘“Captain’s orders!” said Tom Merry. *Out you go!”
“Yaas, wathah!”

Knox gave a roar of rage, and began to hit out. But half
a dozen sturdy juniors fastened upon him, only teo eager to
obey the new captain’s orders so far as laying hands on the
unpopular prefect  was concerned. - Knox was whirled off his
feet, and dragged along the passage, and rolled down the
stairs, almost 1n the twinkling of an eye. A crowd of juniors .
in the lower hall cheered enthusiastically as Knox was rolled
among them, dusty and dishevelled and wild with rage.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had performed his first act of
authority as captain of St. Jim’s, and there was not a junior .
in the School House, with two or three unimportant excep-.
tiogs,l who was not prepared te back him up through thick
and thin.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Some Changes in the First Eleven.

FTER morning lessons the next day Arthur Augustus
lingered a few minutes bchind the Fourth in the
Form-room to write out a notice, which he pinned
up on the board in the hall with perfect gravity.

Seniors and juniors gathered round to read it

with great curiosity.

“NOTICE !
“The members of the First Eleven are requested to attend
in Study Ne. 3, 6th Form, to discuss the Topcliffe match.
¢ (Signed) A. A. D’Arcy, Capt.”

Notices signed ‘‘ Kildare, Capt.,”” had been eommon enough
on the board. ‘“D’Arcy, Capt.,” was something new. There
was a growl from Knox. ;

‘I jolly well sha’n’t attend any blessed meeting of that
blessed young ass !’ he remarked.

“Vou needn’t,” said Tom Merry. “You're not in the

. First Eleven, or likely to be, unless you change your manners

and customs.”

Knox grunted, and strode away. i

D’Arcy went into Kildare’s old study, which he had decided
to occupy on important occasions like this. It would certainly
have been infra dig, if the prefects had been called upon to
attend a meeting in a Fourth Form study. To Kildare’s old
room they could take no exception; and D’Arcy, firm as he
was to maintain his rights as captain, was careful to be
delicate and considerate upon all possible points.

One by one the prefects-and other Sixth-Formers concerned
in the Topcliffe match dropped in. Most of them hardly knew
what to do, but they had followed Darrel’s lead, and Darrel
had accepted the peculiar situation like a sensible and cool-
headed fellow. -

Arthur Augustus bowed gravely to the seniors as they came
in in turn. They nodded in reply; some of them grinned,
but their grins died away under the elegant junior’s look of
chilling dignity. ‘ -

“ All the membahs of the team heah?” asked D’Arcy, look:
ing round through his eyeglass, as he stood in an elegant
attitude by the mantelpiece. : o

“Yes,” said Monteith shortly. -

Monteith was feeling very sore about the result of th
clection, and he hardly took the trouble to conceal it.

“Vewy good! Pway be seated.”

“ About the Topeclifie matech——"" began Rushden.

“Of course,” said North, a little uneasily, “you are going
to ask Monteith to captain the team for the mateh?”

D’ Arcy shook his head. :

“¥ twust I shall nevah ask anothah fellow to do my dutay
for me, when I am perfectly able to perform it myself,” he
replied. : 8

“ You—you don’t mean——"

“You can’t mean——7>

“Look here!”

“Who's going to captain the First Eleven 17

D’Arcy adjusted his monocle carefully in his eye, and
replied, in the coolest of tones and without the flicker of a
muscle :

S am

“You are!”

““Yaas, wathah !’

“You are}”

“T have alweady wemarked, yaas.” :

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did not see anything to be excited
about. But the prefects in Kildare’s study looked excited
and dismayed. Of course, Arthur Augustus was acting
strictly within his rights as captain of St. Jim’s. - He had
the right and the power to captain the First Eleven. And -
since he had full confidence in his ability to do so, why should -
he delegate the task to another? Why, indeed? ¢

Tue Pexxy Porurar.—No. 204

- DELICIOUS TUCK HAMPERS FOR READERS OF THE “BOYS® FRIEND” PRICE 1™



16 - THE PENNY PoPULAR—EvePy;EPi«day-

Darrel, the senior prefect, had made up his mind to take
this gqueer business in a businesslike “ay. But even Darrel
was dlstmbed

“D’Arcy,” he e\dalmed heatedly, *

“Why not, deah boy"”

“Come now, you can’t captam a senior team——

“My deah Daw“ el, that is where you are quite mistaken,
Y have tong been conv ¢inced that what the First E]e\ en wants
is to be bucked up by bavin’ some Jumah; in it.

“What 7 yelled the seniors.

* The Firgt Eleven' ought 6 be wepwesentative of the whole
gchool, in my opmmn » said Arthur Augustus firmly. “I am
thinkin’ of puttin’ in two fellows of the Shell and two of the
F ousth, be=1de nryself.”

6 Oh

“That will make if a more wepsw ecentame team.”

“My hat !’

“ Poor old St. Jim’s!”

“\me day for 'Iopchffe

D’Arcy frowned.
i hase not the slightest doubt that we shall beat Top-

you can't mean i

L

‘cliffe,” he replied: ST ook at this papah! I have sketched
out1 the cleven alweady, Fatty Wynn of the Fourth in
goal

Dalrel s face cleared a little,

Y yon of the Fourth kept goal for the Sixth once befme,
and did it jolly well!” hc exclaimed. 1 don't complain
about that.’?

“Vewy goodl I wcepeci‘ your judgment v mw much,
Dawwel, and 1 am glad you agwee,” said D’ Arcy. BacLs,
Lefevre of the Fifth and Wushden.” -

“That's all right!”

¢ Halves, BaLah and North of the Sixth, an\l Thompson

of the Shell.’

“ Ahem!”

“In the fwont line, Tom MO“V\V of the Shell, Blake of
the Founrth, mvsolf and Mont01t11 and anothah scmah 1
leave him to you.’

Darrel whistled.

“Well, it’s a team that might win,” he said.
front hno wilt be iushed all over the ‘ground by Topeliffe
soniors.’ -

“ Wats 22

(£ Eh? bh 7

< Tixouse me, Damwel——]‘ mean I don’t agvsen'

think that a team with juniahs in it will do St. Jim’s gweat
cwedit. At any wate, I will now pwoceed to post this list up
in the hall”? |

And the swell of St Jim’s quitted the study.

He left the scniors looking at one another in silence;

“Well, this beats the deck !” said Bakez, at last.

Monteith laughed angrily.

‘;Better gue the young cub a hiding, and end it!” he
sal

1t can’t be done,” said Darrel quutlv “He's captain
of St. Jin's, and the juniors would back him up.  We don’t
want a gencral riot between the Sixth and the Lovwer School,
in which the Sixth would get the worst of it.”

And all but Monteith agreed with Darrel.
stiil feeling sore over his defeat in the election.

Arthur Au"ustus D’Arcy pinned the paper up in the huH
aud the notice- board was immediately surrounded by a erowd
of cager readers.

lhere was a chirrup of satisfaction from Jack Blake. He
slapped the captam of St Jim’s on the shoulder

Monteith was

very
heartily.

0‘ Bmyx"o”’ he exclaimed., “Your front line is splendid,
ussy !

“Yaas, wathah!” avreed D’Arcy.  “ What do vou think,
Tom Mewwy?”

“Rlppmrr' said Tom Merry, laughing.

“1 could suggest a slight 1mpr0\emeut ” said Kangaroo

thoughtfully. :

¢ What is that, Kangy, deah boy? ‘?”

“Put me in as centre-forward,”’ grinned the Cornstall.
' Ha ha hal®

& Wedl'y Kangy—"" i

‘”\’othmo like selecting the best man available,”

snggested
‘Ix‘mgaroo
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Aurmstus did not deign to 1eplv His own name

swas down as centreforward, Upon the whole, the list gave °

the Lower School great satisfaction. There were five juniors,
50 the seniors still had a majority. But it was unheard of for
five juniors to have played in the First Eleven.  The seniors,
of course, were expecting & wholesale licking from Topcliffe,
excepting Darvel and one or two others. “Darrel saw that
D’Aroy had well selected his team, and he would not have
been surprised at a victory. IHe thought that such a team
might pull off a win once, but not twice.
Tue PesNy POPULAR, -—1\0

“Only vour

I wathah :

But D’Arey had no doubts,

: Needless to say, there was a big crowd on the ground When
the ime approached for the Topeliffe match.

Topcliffe seriors were a strong team, and the St Jim’s
fellows were very curious to sec how D’ Arc; S mlxud eleven
would face thenu

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Win for 8t. Jim’s.

OPCLIFFE scniors were grinning as
: that remarkable match.
Probably they mgarded the remodelled First
Tleven of St. Jim's in a comical light. But they
 soon woke up to the fact that the eleven, mixed
as it was, was quite up to their form.

Tom ’\.[errv and Blake and D’Arcy certainly were ratnm'
licht against the big Topcliffe fellows, but they were very
nimble and very qmd\ And the St Jim’s goalkeeper was
a marvel, With Fatty Wynn in goal it was never easy to
score, and Fatty \\ ynn was on his best form now, and ready
for anything.

Topeliffe made two or three rushes up the field, and
Yorke, the captain, slammed the ball in twice, but each time
Fatty Wynn fisted it out with perfect ease, and the St.
Jim’s crowd roared approval.

At length Tom Merry, who was playing outside- right for
8t. Jim's, captured the ball, and bore it along down the
touchline, and-as the Topeliffe backs closed on him, he sent
it in to Jack Blake, who “centred to D’Arcy just as he was
tackled.

Blake rolled over under a charge with a bump that shock
every ounce of breath out of his body. -But D’Arey had the
ball, and was =peed1ng on with only the goalkeeper to beat.

With his eyeplass jammed in his eye, and his cheeks glow-
ing pink, the swell of St. Jim’s sped on, and the Topcliffe
goalie grmnod and prepared to receive boarders.

D’Arcy’s rlght foot whisked out, and the goalie spr ang to
save, and D’Arcy changed his feet with hghtmng quickness,
and kicked into the further corner of the net.

The ball missed the goalie by a yard or more, and lodged
in the net, and the Topcliffe custodian ceased to grin.

There was a frenzied yell from the St. Jim'’s crowd.

“Goal 17

“ Hurrah ¥ ’

“Good old Gussy!”

“PBravo, skxpppr

“My only hat!”
again, after the goalic had tossed owt the leathir
bave to lkeep an eye on that young bounder.”

“Bravo, Gussy!”

“Hurrah ! ”

D’ Arcy lifted his cap most gracefully, and bowed to the
acclamations of the crowd. Then the ball was kmkcd off
again.

Topcliffe fought hard to equalise during the remainder of
the first half, and they succeeded just before the whistle
went. Yorke put the ball in, and when M. Railton blew his
whistle the score was equal,

“One to one!” said Jack Blake, when the teams moved off
the field for their brief rest. “I don’t think the old eleven:
would have done any beétter.” :

The second half commenced with vigour. Topcliffe were
trying kick-and-rush tactics, and they succeeded in breaking
through the St. Jim’s defence more than once, but Fattv
Wynn in goal was always up to the mark.

Again and again the leather was slammed in upon the fat
Fourth-Former; but no matter how it came, he always sent
it whizzing out again.

A good save by Faity Wynn sent the ball out to mid-field;
and Arthur Augustus captured it and sped off down the
centre,

Tackled by the enemy’s halves, he passed out to Monteith,
who was at inside-left. Monteith kept the ball, and ran on,
hoping to score, D’Arcy keeping pace with hlm down the
centre.

Both the Topcliffe backs closed on Monteith, and the
smallest fag in the crowd round the ropes could see that
Monteith should have centred fo his captain.

D’Arey had scored once before from a similar pass, and he
had every chance, while if the winger kept the ball he had
ot the ghost of one.

But Monteith did not pass; he duobleu the ball on.

“To me!” shouted D’Arcy.

The prefect did not heed.

“Do you hear?” shrieked the swell of St, Jlms.
me !”

“Pass!” roared the crowd.
“Pass, you duffer!”
i Pass, you ass!”

they began

said Yorke, as the Topcl:fﬁans lined up
“We shall

& TO
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& Pass—pass !’

But the New House prefec. did not pass. His lips set

obstinately over his set teeth, and he rushed on with the
ball and kicked from a distance as the backs rushed on him,
The kick was. kasty and ill-judged, and the ball bounced
against the goalpost and shot off into play again. A second

later cne of the backs had cleared, and the play surged:

away into. mid-field.

D’Arcy vas pale with anger. .

Monteith’s direct disobedience and indiscipline had cost
his side an almost certain goal; and worse than that, it had
_given the foe a chance. S

For the Topclifians were rushing the ball on; the St. Jirn’s
forwards were nowhere. And befere the defence could rally,
shots were being rained in on Fatty Wynn.

Fatty Wynn was splendid, but he was not invincible. A
shot found the net, and there was a yell from Topcliffe.

“Goal1”

Yes, it was goal ! Monteith bit his lip hard. He felt that
he had gone too far, and his captain did not mean to leave
any misapprehension upon the point.

Arthur Augustus strode up to the New House prefect, his

eve gleaming behind his monocle, and his hand raised.

“ Monteith 17 “

“QOh, go and eat coke!” growled the prefect.

“Get off the field !”

“What ! » :

“T ordah you off the field!” said D’Arcy, his voice trem-
bling with anger. “You have thwown away a goal, and
given the enemy one. You are worse than useless in the
team! I'll finish the match a man short. Get out!”

“You young fool—"

s GO {.5’

WMonteith clenched his hands. passionately. He had pro-
voked his junior captain too far, but he did not mean to
obey such an order as this.

“You cheeky cub !’ he said, between his teeth. “I sha'n’t
stir a step!” . - .

“Get off the field.!” .

“Oh, rot! Hold your tongue!”

“If you don’t get off, Monteith, T'll have you thwown
off 1 7 said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Blake, Tom Mewwy !
See Monteith off the gwound !

“Got off, Monteith!”” said Mr. Railton sharply. * How
dare you remain when your captain has ordered you off ?”

Monteith glared at Mr. Railton, but he could not dispute a
yeferee’s order, ancil he could not argue with a- Housemaster,
He thrust his hands deep into the pockets of his football
shorts, and t-uﬁ&& off .the field, his face black with rage.

Tom Merry whistled softly.

““Man short, Gussy!”

“ Bettah than playin’ that cad, deah hoy.”

$Oh, right-ho!” said Blake. -

D’Arcy lined his team up again.
met the kick-off with careless coolness. They had not the
slightest doubt of winning now. They were a goal up, and
the home side were playing only ten men.

But the great game of football is full of surprises, and that
game was more surprising than .most, -

Fatty Wynn in goal was a tower of strength. He saved
with machine-like precision, and every attack of the Top-

>

cliffians, however hard pressed, was stopped when it reached

the citadel manned by the Welsh junior. :

And when Rushden, who had been moved into the front
line, scczre‘&, there was a roar of relief and delight from
St. Jim's. o

“Goal 1 . ‘
“Bqual now!” grinned Jack Blake. “Now for the odd
goall”?

Both sides fought hard for that odd goal. Two to two was
the score, and there were yet ten minutes to go. .
A determined attack by Topecliffie put the St.  Jim’s goal
in danger, but Fatty Wynn was not found wanting. The
attack petered out, and then the Saints swept the leather
goalwards in their turn. Tom Merry kicked for goal on the

stroke of time, and the goalie was beaten by a hair’s-breadth.

To the immense delight of the Saints, on the field and off, the
leather lodged in the net. s

Phip!

The shrill note of the whistle was almost drowned by the
roar that broke from the crowd.

“Goal! Hurray! St Jim’s wins!”

““Hurrah, hurray!”

St. Jim’s had won!

GHUCKLES, 4

THE CHAMPION
EVERY SATURDAY

The Topcliffe fellows
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Hand of Autharity.

HE enthusiasm of the juniors of St. Jim’s, after the
defeated Topelifians had departed, knew  no
bounds.

They had won! : .

A match which had been regarded as a tough
one by Kildare, had been won, with a junior captain and three
junior players in the First Eleven. : .

It was enough to make the juniors enthusiastic.

. Needless to say, there was a celebration of the glorious
victory.

‘Tom Merry & Co. pooled their funds for the purpose, and
a big feed was held in Study Ne. 6, to which, of course, came
Figgins & Co., from the New House. - =

Arthur Augustus was the hero of the hour.

There was a sharp rap on the door while the merriment
in Study No. 6 was at its height, and a fag of the Second
Form put his head in, with a cheeky grin.

“Knox says you're to stop that row, or he’ll come up to
you ! said the fag, and vanished. He did not care to remain
near Study No. b after delivering that message.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned red with wrath.

In olden times, certainly, Study No. 6 had recceived
messages like that many a time, and they had found it
expedient to obey the orders of a prefect. ;

But the case was changed now. D’Arcy, at all events,
was no longer under Knox’s orders, but Knox was under”
his. The impertinence of the message was unbounded.
“Batr Jove !” ejaculated D’Arcy at last. =
“The cheek!” said Figgins indignantly. * Fancy sending
message like that to the captain of the school!”

- “Yes, rather!” e

“Make an example of him, Gussy.”

D’Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his eye.

“1 shall certainly speak to him vewy seveahly,” he said.
“Go and tell Knox to come to me at once, Lowthah!”

Monty Lowther hesitated. .

The captain of St. Jim’s certainly had a right to send
a Shell fellow on messages, if he liked, but that was an aspect
of D’Arcy’s captaincy which struck Lowther as less agreecable
than the aspect he had hitherto observed. Besides, the bearer
of such a message to Knox, the prefect, would be putting his
head into the lion’s den.

“Oh, I say——"" began Lowther.

“Pway go at once, deah boy!”

Monty Lowther ceased to argue, and quitted the study.
He made his way to the Sixth Form passage, and cautiously
approached the door of Knox’s study. Although he was
backed up by all the authority of the captain of St. Jim’s,
Lowther knew better than to venture within reach of the
bully of the Sixth when he delivered his message.

Knox’s door was shut. Lowther tapped at it, and opened
it. There was a sound of voices in the study, and Lowther
saw Knox in consultation with Sefton of the Sixth, and
North and Pelham and another prefect. Knox looked at him
savagely. :

“What do you want?” he demanded.

“Tve got a message from the captain,” said Lowther,
keeping his hand upon the handle of the door, ready to slam
it and bolt at a moment’s notice. ,

_“PFrom that cub D’Arcy, do you mean?” asked Knox
harshly. -

“From the captain,” said Monty Lowther firmly—*from
Captain D’Arcy. You'’re to go to his study at once.” -

“What?” yelled Knox.

“You're to go to h¥ study immediately, and report
yourself.”

“ My—my—my only aunt !’ ejaculated North.

Kuox made a spring towards the door. ;

Slam ! -

Monty Lowther sped at top speed down the passage. Knox
dragged the door open, but the active Shell fellow was already
at the end of the passage. He fled for the Fourth Form
quarters at top speed. -

He burst breathlessly intoc Study No. 6.

“JIs Knox coming?” asked D’Arcy.

“Tle was when I lost sight of him!” gasped Lowther.

“JTs he after you?” exclaimed Figgins.

“Yes, rather !” :

“Vewy well I”” said Arthur Augustus. “We shall see!”

And Arthur Augustus stepped into the open doorway of
the study and waited.

But Knox did not appear. He did not care to pursue
Lowther as far as the junior passages. -

D’Arcy waited in vain, with the light of battle gleaming
behind his eyeglass.

“He jsn’t coming,” said Kerr.

“Wathah not!”

o
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“He voulda't care to venture here, I expect,” said Tom
Merry.

“1£ ‘the mountain will not come to Mahomet, deah boys,
Mahomet must. go to the mountain,” said D’ Axcv.

¢ Gussy: o

“nox has wefused to obey his skippah’s ordahs,”

said

D’Avey. “It is my dutay to punish Knox.”

(33 E\ D iy

“1 am now going te his Qtuday You fellahs can follah
and back me up if you like.”

And Arthar Augustus D’ Arcy walked out of the study with
a q*a*clv tread.

The chums of 8t. Jim’s followed D’Arcy, Figgins & Co.
quite as keen as the School House fellows on backing up the
junipr captain. And a crowd of other fellows, seeing them
march and learning what was on, joined them. Quite a little
army marched into the Sixth T orm passage, and some of the

more prudent and thoughtful of the juniors had caught up.

walking-sticks or cricket-stumps or rulers, in case there was
trouble.

1’ Arey knocked at the reoelhous prefect’s door.
might be angry, but he was always nohte

“Come in !’ roared Knox,

D' Arcy opened the door and W‘xll\cd in.

Knox glared at him.

Behind D’ Arcy the juniors crammed themselves in the door-
way and m the passage, which was simply a sea of heads.

“What!” yelled Knox.. “You!”

“ VYaas, wathah!”

“You've got the cheek to come here——'

“I have come here to w ecexv an explanation of your
impertinent message, Knox, or else an apology !” said D’Arcy,
with perfect calmness.

And he Jivnmed his monocle a little more tightly into his
eye and surveyed the half-dozen prefects in the study without
turning a hair.

" % Are you going to stand this kid's impertinence, Knox?”
said Monteith, with a sneer.

D’Arcy turned upon Monteith at once.

S hne no interference from you, Monteith!” he ex-
claimed. ‘““Go back to your own House at once!”

¢ What 2"

“T give you two minutes to leave tho School House !”” said
D’Arey. -

Monteith sneered.

“And if T don’t go?” hé inquired.

“1 shall ordah the pwefects to thwow you out.”

The half-dozen prefects burst into angry laughter.

¥ Do you think we shall do it?” asked North.

““Vaas, watlmh‘ :

“Then you're mistaken;
gort 1” shouted Pelham,

“Will you wefuse to obey your skippah?”

“Yes, rather!” !

“Vewv well ! T call upon the school to back me up !” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with stately dignity. “The
juniahs, at ll events. are not lost to all sense of what is
wight and pwopah. Chaps, please cleah out this studay, ‘and

D’ Arey

’

we sha"n_’ﬁ do anything of the

" _ put these fellahs in their places.”

“ What-ho !" roared Blake. ¢ Come on!”

The juniors needed no more.

Long had they been eager to try conclusions with Knox
and Sefton, and they were by no means unwilling to come
down heavily upon the other prefects. The time had come
to show that a junior was as good as a senior any day.

Tom Merry & Co. rushed into the study.

“Get out!” roared Knox.

“Hurray! Down with the cads!” shricked Wally,
Third. :

“ Biff the bounders!”

“Bump ‘em over!”

The rcbel prefects hit out desperately. A dozen juniors
were knocked sprawling, and others stumbled over them—but
there wete swarms of them. The prefects were overwhelmed.
as by the tide—the juniors were innumerable. They crowded
into the study until there was no room to move, hardly room
to breathe, certainly no space to struggle. The seniors were

of the

E

‘Kildare’s
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drageed down, and upon each of the sprawling prefects thres
or four juniors rolled and clutched.

In five minutes the struggle was over, and the rebels were
extended upon the floor, with two or “three juniors sitting
upon each senior znd kee ing him down.

“Hurray !” roared Wally.

“Thank you vewy much, deah bovs"’ said  Arthur
Augustus D’Arey, adjusting his eveglass with one hand, and
dabbmg red from his nose with his handkerchief held in the
other. ““Blake, Tom Mev&wy Mannahs, take Monteith and
dwop him out of the window.” g

“ha ha, ha!”

“ Veg, rather 1

“Told on !”

Tt was Darrel's voice. The prefect had forced his way
through the crowd, and his face was very excited.

“Tlold on, you kids——"

D’ Arey turned his eyeglass calmly upon Darrel.

“J am sowwy, Dawwel, but I cannot allow you to intah-
feah heah. No one but the Head has the wight to intahfeah
with the captain of the school—and, unless Kildare weturns
to St. Jim's, T am captain of the school. Pway wetire

“Put I tell yOu

“T am sowwy, I have no time to listen, Dawwel—""

“Kildare’s come back !” roared Darrel.

“0Oh, bai Jove 1”

Tor a moment even the swell of St. Jim’s was taken aback.
TFrom the passage rang a: loud cheer, ringing loudly from
D’Arey’s most ardent supporters.

“Hurray ! Kildare! Hurray!”

A stalvs art form came striding up the Sixth Horm passage;
handsome face looked into Knox’s study.

¢ Kildare I

“ Bai Jove 1

The old captain 01 §t. Jim’s nodded and smiled.

“ Vs, here T am.” he said. “T’ve come back.”

“For good?” asked Tom Merry. :

“Yes, for 'good.”

“ Hurray !’

For a moment there was a struggle in Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy’s breast—but only for a moment. @le had pledged
himself to resign the captaincy if Iuldare returned to claim
it, and he was a fellow of his wor It was only for a
moment that the swell of St. Jim's was sdent then he joined
in the cheer.

“Huwway !”

The dusty * and dishevelled prefects were alTowed to rise,
They were so much relieved by the return of Kildare that
they felt hardly angry.

“Kildare, deah boy, I am vewy glad you’ve been able to
come back, aftah all!”’ said the swell of 8t. Jim’s. “T twust
vour matah is bettah?”

“Thank you!” said Kildare. #3She took such a turn for
the better to-day that the doctor has every hope of a quick
TeCOVEry. Lndnr the circumstances, and considering how
things were going on here, accordmg to a letter T had from
—never mind whom-—I've come back.”

“Vewy good! Xou are awarc that 1 am ecaptain of St.
Jim’s now—-"

“Yes,” said Klldare grimly, ¥ T'm aware of that.”

“1 wesign the oaptamcv into vour hands agam with a
g“leat deal of pleasure,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy grace-
fully

And, with a nod, a smile, and a grvaceful bow, the late
captain of St. Jim’s retired ‘from the study and departed
\\ﬁh his friends.

“There’s a lot of the feed Ieft ! Fatty ann vemarked.
“We may as well finish that.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Good egg!”

And thew did !

Kildare remained, and filled his old pomhon' and even
D’Arcy admitted that the school thrived under his sway.

"But for a long time the juniors recounted with great gusto

the thrilling ineidents that had occurred under the short but
eventful rule of Captain D’ Arcy.
THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The River Steamer —
Pete and the Crocodile—
The Captain’s Pro—
posal.

HE waters of the
Euphra flowed
cool and  clear

beneath the
burning rays of
the Arablan sun now in
the zenith, Palm-trees
and ferns lined either
bank, and on the bosom

;\‘(
e

of the stream lay the
Water Lily, its pure
white 1now  somewhat
marred with age and

streaks of black grease.
1t smelt of bad cook-
ing and tebacco-smoke,
mingling - pleasantly with
engme-oil; for, as the
astute reader has already
surmised, the  Water
Lily was a steamboat,
and not a flower. :
She was very old, and
the way she groaned and
panted against the tide
gave the impression that
she required new
engines, the eclang
and crash of which could
be heard half a mile
away. She also wanted
new boilers, as was
evidenced by the hiss of
escaping steam; but, as

'THE VOYAGE OF PERIL!’

A Mégnificent Long, Complete Story dealing with the Great Adventures of

. JACK, SAM, & PETE.
By S. CLARKE HOOK.

199

“Hase her—stop her!
roared Karn down the
speaking-tube, for the
Water Lily had no tele-
graph. *Starboard your
helm, there, you yellow-
skinned lubber I**

The passengers did nok
like this at all. = They
| wanted to get to their
various destinations, and
although the water was
fairly deep, they knew
the danger of running on
the mud. .

They commenced to
complain, but Karn only
velled out his orders to
i his helmsman, and he was
E manceuvring the vessel
t with some degree of
skill. ‘

“PFull speed astern!”
he shouted.

Now, had that order
been cbeyed, all would
have been well, but the
engineer was fully expect-
ing to reccive the order -
“Full speed ahead.”
The stoker was his
brother, and they were
chatting together, and
not paying very much
attention  to  anything
except the awful heat.
He put the engines full
speed ahead!

The vessel took the
mud with a speed that

i

her owner and captain,
Silas G. Karn, said, there
was no reason why they

should burst, seeing they QHid yug Bk sl

# Qood-morning, old hoss!’’ said Pete. *fNice sort ob day,
“1'm hungry!’ came a deep voice.

caused some of the pas-
sengers to go sprawling
to the deck as she came
suddenly to a stop.

had never burst yet; be-
sides, her engineers were - . :
Arabs, and he guessed they. did not count much.

She also required a new hull; but as she was a business
venture, Silas G. Karn guessed that he was not going to
spend money on her. His guess was perfecily correct, too,
for the simply reason that he had already spent the only
money he had in making the purchase. -

Her passengers consisted chiefly of Arabs, with a sprink-
ling of Turks. They looked hot and cxtremely dirty. They
were both,

Suddenly a roar burst forth, and Karn glanced anxiously
towards the engine-room. He thought the boiler was going
to burst, and that one of the engineers had noticed it, and
was uttering those howls by way of warning. But as the
howling was repeated, Karn glanced towards the bank from
which it appeared te come, and there he saw three men.
The howling one was a negro,. and his name was Pete.
Beside him stood his” comrades, Jack and Sam, while the
dog Rory was hunting for water-rats along the edge of the
river.

“Stop de vessel, old hoss!”’ bawled Pete.

“ Vou will have to guess again, strangers.
stop for the King of Egypt and all his wives.”

“Pe King ob Egypt ain’t in dis country.’’

“1 know he ain’t, Snowball; but it would be all the same
if he was.” ’

“We want to bring upwards of five hundred pounds
aboard, and—-"

This craft don’t

* who was seated on a camp-chair just beneath. -

Sitas G. Karn went one
worse. He pitched against the rail of the bridge, which,
being old and rotten, gave way with the impact of his weight,
and he went sprawling on the top of an elderly passenger,

Perhaps this was fortunate for Silas G. Karn, but
it was far from fortunate for the passenger, who had been
calmly reading a paper. He fell to the deck amongst the
ruins of his chair, with the weight of Silas G. Karn on the:
top of him. He spoke in Turkish. Karn spoke in American,
such ““as she is spoke ” in the Bowery; and the extra-
ordinary part of the thing was that he swore at the passenger
for getting in his way. You see, when a man has pitched
from a vessel’s bridge, and hurt himself considerably, he is
apt to lose his temper, and when Karn did that he always
blamed someone, whether guilty or as innccent as the dear
little lambkin we cat in the spring.

There were only two things that could have made Karn’s
temper worse. One was Pete’s howls of laughter, and the
other the engineer’s action. :

Abou was his name, and it took a lot o trouble him. He

looked as innocent as a camel, and as meck as sterilised

Liondon milk. His brother Ras was a man with a doubtful
Lemper; yet Abou ruled Ras with a rod of iron made red-
ot.
¢ Something has happened,” murmured Abou, smudging
some black, oily waste aeross his brow by way of cooiing. it.
“The vessel makes no headway. Heap on more fuel, you
TreE Penny Popunar.—Ne. 204
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lazy camel. FPll make headway against this tide, or I will
burst her boilers!” :

Abou spoke in Arabie, but this was the gist of his words.

¢ The beastly skipper 15 howling at you,” murmured Ras.

‘“Let him howl,” observed Abou, who neither feared Karn
nor a personage who was much worse than he, but who shall
be nameless. ‘“ What is the sense of him making that noise?
Stop, I will screw down the safety-valve. Mind that loose
bolt! It might fly out with the extra pressure. How these
accursed-engines rattle! It is enough to drive a man mad.
Hark at the silly vagabond’s howls, and I know exactly what
he wants me to do. I wonder why he does not speak down
the tube. Fury! There foes the gauge-glass. Turn off the
cocks, vou lazy beast!” -

Now Ras was afraid of his brother. He generilly obeyed
his orders, and never dared openly to disobey them; but he
was not going to obey an order like that. Steam was hissing
from the upper cock; boiling water from the bottom.

“I'm going to have a fit!” yelled Ras. ¢ Give me air!”
~ No one gave him air, perhaps because he took it, by rush-
ing up the iron ladder on to the deck; and Abou made a
good second.

The scenes which followed on board the Water dLily were
ludicrous in the extreme. Hverybody seemed to be getting
into everybody else’s way, and no one knew exactly what
to do. The vessel was stranded in the mud, and it looked
85 though a good deal of time would have to elapse ere it
would be got off. '

Pete turned to his comrades.

* Well, boys,” he said, ‘I don’t know how long they will

be in getting that vessel off the mud, but I know dis. T'm
not going on board until de old boat is afloat again. What
do you say to a little shooting? We can enjoy ourselves far
better on land than on that old tub.”

“Yes,” said Jack. “I'm inclined to agree with you. They
look a pretty rough crowd on board, and we might just as
well wait until the vessel is ready to start again.”

“Hi, you dere,” bawled Pete to the captain of the vessel.

“Just give us a call when you are ready to start. We sha'n’t S

be far away, and are sure to hear you.” -
“I‘if?ee you here,” shouted Karn, who wag in a vile temper,

“ Dat’s all right, old hoss,” exclaimed Pete, not giving the
man time to finish his sentence. ‘“Don’t apologise for
running de boat on de mud. We don’t mind waiting a
little while. Come on, Sammy; let’s see you bring a few
birds down.”

Sam put his rifle to his shoulder, and brought down three
birds with as many shots before they had proceeded many
yards. Unfortunately the birds fell into the water. Pete,
however, was not going to lose them for the sake of a
ducking. He serambled down the bank, and waded breast-
deep into the water, -

Jack and Sam had a view of tho scene, so had the passengers
aboard the vessel, and what followed seemed to make the
hearts of the former stand still, while it greatly surprised and
excited the passengers. : -

Pote was standing waist-deep in the water, and close to him
lay an enormous crocodile, its hideous jaws gaping open as
though ready to seize its prey.

“Good-morning, old hoss!”’ eried Pete, in a voice that must
have been distinctly audible to those on the vessel. “Nice
sort ob day, don’t you tink so, and——" :

“T'm hungry!” came a deep voice.

Jack and Sam, of course, knew that the voice was due to
Pete’s ventriloguism, although it appeared to come from those
awful, gaping jaws.

The passengers knew nothing of the sort, and when they saw
Pete talking and smiling at a crocodile, they were naturally
;urpgised. They listened spellbound, and this is what they
‘heard : : -

“Hungry, are you, my poor old hoss? Den why not go and
catch some shrimps, and——" -

“““T prefer niggers.”

“Well, dey ain’t no good for eating purposes. Jack and
Sammy are nice and tender. Don’t fire, Sammy, ’cos you
would make him come at me, and I like to be friendly wid de
poor old hoss. I ain’t got time to talk to you any more, my
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dear. T can tell dat you are a lady crocodile by your beauty,
de same as you can fell dat I am a genfleman nigger by my
beauty. Good-bye, my dear!” added Pete, stroking the awful-
looking reptile’s head. ‘ Eber seen de trick ob putting your
head into de jaws ob a crocodile, Sammy? Here goes!”

“A ery of terror rose from the passengers aboard the veasel
as Pete actually placed his head into those gaping jaws: then
he withdrew if, kissed his hand to the crocodile; and came
ashore.

Of course, there are sceptical persons who will not believe
that this happened. All the same, it did. Jack and Sam
would not have believed it, had they not seen it with their
own eyes. They hurried to the spot just as Pete sas scram-
bling out of the water, and then they suddenly turned and
fled. for at least twenty yards, while Pete followed them,
smiling. - - -

“My eyes!” gasped Jack. *How awfull”

“Oh, dat’s nuffin’, Jack !” observed Pete. ‘‘You only want
to know de correct way to train a crocodile to be able to do
dat.” L ; :

“ Phew !” gasped Sam. I should say you want to know
the correct way to bury that crocodile ! I dop’t like the smell
of a live crocodile—it’'s too musky—but I draw the line at
one that has been dead for weeks.” i

“@olly ! I'm sorry you noticed de smell, 'cos it sort ob
gibs de show away!”

“ Noticed the smell!” gasped Jack. ‘How could any living
man help noticing it. 1 believe a stench like that would
poison the inhabitants of a chemical town.”

“Funny tihg, but I noticed it when I was in de water!”
observed Pete, pulling out his pipe. ‘I came to de conclusion
dat de inseck was dead, and, finding dat he was dead; and, by
his smell, had been dead for a considerable time, I tought I
would gib you all a free circus show widout any risk.”

1 reckon you have run the risk of typhus fever,” said Sam.

“Well, you see, Sammy, I held my breaf. I only got one
smell ob de inseck, and den I found. dat quite enough, so I
held my breaf during de circus performance. Let's get away
from dis part. I didn’t bring de ducks, "cos somehow I didn's
seem to tink we would relish dem after dey had been floating
about in dat water.”

“Perfectly right, Pete,” said Jack, “and I only hope thas
the Water Lily is not drawing drinking-water from this part.
Come away, boys! If we are fo do any more shooting, we will
do it in another part. I am perfectly certain that if the wind
shifts in the wrong direction from our point of view, that all
aboard will get some sort of fever. I must say, Pete, that if
was a very plucky thing to put your head into that crocodile’s
jaws. Perhaps not quite so venturesome as we thought at
frst, when we imagined that the reptile was alive. All the
same, it was a brave deed, and we shall not give the show
away, though I think a change in the wind will.”

Jack was wrong. The wind did change, and it did so with a
suddenness frequently met with in the tropics. o
_ Perhaps the reason why they did not smell the crocodile
when they went aboard was because the wind was blowing too
hard. It came on all of a sudden, and before many minutes
the sunlight disappeared, while the heavens grew overcast.

No man aboard that vessel understood the weather half as
well as Abou, her engineer. He guessed what was coming,
and so he got up steam, and before he had done so what he
had foreseen arose.

Thunder rolled across the heavens, and the rain came down
in a rmanner never seen outside the tropics.

Jack, Sam, and Pete, after having interviewed Karn, sought
the cabin which the captain had apportioned to them, and had
their dinner there. They were quite determined to have all
their meals there until the rain had ceased. It found its way
through the rotten deck of the vessel, and it found its way
through the roof of the cabin, but it only came through that
in drops and trickles. Those on deck, who had not sought -
shelter in time; were drenched to the skin ere they had time to
rush below. The rattle of the rain was as though small
bullets were being dropped upon the deck.

Probably there was only one man aboard the Water Lily
who was glad, and he was Karn. He knew that, at last, there
was a chance of getting his vessel off, for a very few minutes
of rain like that would certainly raise the level of the river,
which drained a very large fract of country. He was correct. -
Before long the freshet came rolling down, and the Water
Lily was in foaming waters. Abou pulled the whistle out of
his end of the speaking-tube, and when he félt the vessel
moving, he waited with his hand on the reversing-gear, not
knowing which way the engines wounld be put.

“Stand by, there !” roared the skipper’s voice.

“Ay, ay, sir!” answered Abou, by way of letting Karn

= know that he was attending to his duties promptly for once

in his life. PR =
Then came the orders.
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“Rasy ahead! Full speed ahead!”

And at full speed the engines went, though the Water Lily
went very slowly because of the rush of the current.

In parts where the full fury of the torvent caught her, she
scarcely moved ; but she was gradually forging her way ahead
and the rain ran down Karn’s oilskins in large streams, while
the man at the helm got so hopelessly drenched thdt he cared
no lenger how hard it poured.

The downpour, which was accompanicd by thunder and
lightning, did not last for more than five hours, bub the
amount of rain that fell in that space of time must have
surely been abnormal. Jack and his comrades found it a hard
matter to obtain shelter from the rain even in their cabin,
and Abou was compelled to stars the pumps. She always
required a lot of pumping, and the rain pouring through her
deck rendered pumping more necessary than-usual.

Then the downpour suddenly ceased, and in a few minutes
the sun was shining so fiercely that it scemed that rain was
guite unknown in that country.

“Well, T must say dis change is an fmprovement in de state
ob affair s,” observed Pete, as they went on deck. “ You see,
boys, -a river voyage 1s all right, but it becomes rader mono-
tonous when you run on a mudbnlk and hab to waib dere for
six months or so. M’yes, I tink dis a decided improvement.
Hal‘ Who’s dat kpookmg at-de door? Come in, old hoss !

The door opened, and in walked Karn.

“What do you want, old hoss 77 inquired Pete.

. “I have come to cee you on a very important matter,” said
Karn, “I saw your action some time ago. It was indeed
very brave of you to put your head in the crocodile’s mouth.
Not ene man m a thousand would do snch a thing. \\ ould
you care to face another terrible danger 7’

“CGolly! What do you want me to do?”

“Well, it’s like this,” explamed Karn.  “For the last two
nights a ghost has appeared in my cabin. I have tried my
utmost to get my hands on it, but witheut success. Now,
being a plucky man, I feel sure you will sleep in my cabin
for one night, and capture the miscreant.”

“M’yes! I might doall dat. Butif _you could not collar de
ghost, how do you expect me to do it ¥’

“Well, you might have a try,” said Karn.

“ Al right, old hoss! You leabe it to me, T hope your
cabin is nice and comfortable, ’cos it’s like dls—l prefer a
nice comfortable bed, so that T can sleep soundly,”

“Oh, T can supply you with a comfmtable bed |’ said Karn,
S Will you take it on??” .

“Might as well,” said Pete.

And that night Pete slept in the captain’s ca.bm.

2

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The GhosthA Desperate Struggle—Karn Wants to Get at
the Qhost, and Pete Qives Hnm Facilities—A Sad Sequel.

HE skipper’s ecabin was the most comfortable one
aboard the Water Lily, altheugh this was not saying
very much for it.
In- the first place, it was far from eclean, and,
amongst other ornaments, it was decorated with
numerous spirvit-bottles, all of whieh were empty. 'The full
ones he kept under lock and key, for obvious reasons. Even
then he sometfimes missed one, and, although Abou knew
where it went to, he never told.

Pete did not lock the door. It occurred to him that if he
were expected to lay the ghost, the best thing to do would be
to give it every facility %o enter the place.

What he intended to do was to keep watch, and what he
really did was to go to sleep and snore.

He had been doing this for a_ considerable time, when he
started from a pleasant dream, in which he thought he was

%

attend you now !’

a1

being hanged and he discovered that his dream was not se
far from the truth as most dleams are, for a terrible grip
was upon his throat.

Pete always had a useful weapon at hand in the shape of his
left fist. He used it now with such effect that the ghest tock
two or three backward leaps, then fell heavily to the floor.

Pete was out of his berth in an instant, and, groping his
way to the door, for the cabin was in entire darknecs, he shut
and locked the door.

“Now den, old hoss!? he cried. “Dere’s going to be a
fight between us. I dunno weder ghosts understand de laws
ob boxing., You can go as you please, if you don’t. I'm
going on “de free minutes’ round cistern. Golly! Where are
my matches now? Hellupt Dere’s someting sticking into
me! I tink de ghost has frown a knife! 1 wonder where
dose matehes are?”

As Pete was groping about for the lost matches he received
.a blow on the head with a chair. that would have stunned a
white man. He found it very painful, and struck out with al}
his strength. Then he uttered another yell, for his fist came
in contach with the side of the cabin, and his knueklcs were
hurt as well as his head.

“Seems to me dat I'm getting de worst ob dis ﬁgnt,” he
growled. “Hellup! De ghost is on my back now!”

His assailant had sprung on his back with a suddenness that
caused him to sprawl forwards, catch his shins against some

obstacle, and measure his length on the floor. Then he
veceived a few more blows on the head, and they felt as
though they were being driven with somethmg harder than a

t.

Flinging his assailant from him, he was on his feet in a few
moments, and then he strutk out with all his great strength.
But this time he only hit the air.

“Dat’s de \xorst ob dese ghosts,” growled Pete. “Derc’s
no substance in dem to hit at. You can’t hurt dem, while
I'm mighty sure dis one has hurt me. 1 tink we will try &
little silence, and a change ob positien.”

Peto now remained in absolute silence, peering into the

blackness Then he thought he heard the decply- dram]
breath of his assailant, but he could not locate the exact
position.

L Some moments passed, and then there was a banging at the
ocr.

*“T'm busy wid a ghost!” growled Pete. “Go away; [ can’t
: “Open the door, you silly owl!” cried Sam. “ We have a
ight "

*“Open it wid your shoulder, Sammy, and mind de ghost
does not escape.’

Sam sent the door flying inwards, and directly thele was a
?{]gh* in the room Pete’s assailant leapt upon him with mad
ury

Dee.pelate though the struggle was. it did not last for manv
moments. Pete hurled his foe heavily to the ground, then
knelt upon his chest.

 Now _look here, Massa Ghost, dis ain’t de way to behave.
You ain’t—— Why, it is Ras!?

“The reptile!” yeiled Karn, rushm" at him, and giving
hxm a very vicious kick in the ribs. “ et me geb at him !”

‘All right, old hoss!” answered the obliging. Pete. “If
yow'm €0 anmous to get at de man, you are at liberty to do
s0; but I ain’t habmg any man kicked while I'm holding
him down.”

“Perdition!” howled Karn, as Ras leapt upon him, and
commenced to hammer his face in a most painful manner,
“ Hold him back, you silly brute of a nigger!”

“Well, dere you go!” exclaimed Pete. “First ob all you
want me to let you rret at him, and directly I do dat you
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want me to pull him off. I dunno what you do want wid all
deso orders. Yah, yah, yah!”

Ras hurled the skipper to the floor, and, seizing him by the
throat; rattled the back of his head on the floor in a manner
that brought forth spasmodic yells.

#3 b yah, yah! ’Scuse me laughing at you, Karn, but
you ain't making much ob dis fight. Here, come off, old hoss!
Ghosts ain’t expected to fight like dat. De part ob a ghost is
just to mouch about and frighten people a little. Now you'm
doing a lot more dan frightening dat man. I wouldn’t be a
bit surprised if you hab hurt him. Just lend me a bit ob
cord, Sammy, 'cos I would like to tie dis man’s hands and
logs. He ain’t de safest ghost dat 1 hab eber come across.”

Ras’ oves were gleaming, and he was foaming af the
mouth, while his struggles were so terrific that even Peote had
all his work cut out to hold him. :

Karn sat on the floor and groaned, while Sam got the rope.

In a fow seconds Ras was powerless to do further damage,
b‘u}t_he had already done a good deal to the skipper and his
cabin.

Karn's face was considerably torn,
kept rubbing the back of his head.

“Pero you are, old hoss!” exclaimed Pete. “You hab
got to be very tankful dat de ghost ain't hurt you In any
way.'

“Not hurt me!? hooted Karn. < The reptile has nearly
mirdered me. But won't I pay him for tiis! Here, send for

- tba"‘,,’villain Abou! I'll tedch him to let the brute loose on
me !

“Suppose you go for Abou yourself, old hess?? suggested
Pote. I ain't habing dat man ill-used, and I hab de im-
gression dat you would rader like to get some ob your own

ack, now dat de man is helpless.”

“T.et me kill him !’ snarled Ras.

“Vou be quiet, vou silly maniac!” said Pete. “You'm
foaming at de mouf like a mad dog. Can’'t you hab a bit ob
Sense? I'm ashamed ob you, Ras, acting like dis!”

Karn soon brought Abou into the place, and it would be
imagined that that worthy would be considerably perturbed
at what had happened. :

But there was not the slizhtes: change on Abou's calm
face. He gazed at his dear brother much as he might have
ioolé(;d at a puppy with the distemper that he did not want
ta die.

“It's t‘ﬁuite stmple,”’ he murmured. “My dear brother
oceasionally goes mad. He is subject fo epileptic fits, and he
frequently goes mad before he has one. He is going to have
one now, I can tell by his rolling eyes. He is perfectly
harmless, and——"" -

. “Harmless bo hanged!” howled Karn. ‘“He has mearly
strangled me and dashed my brains out!”

“ Merely his excitement in his madness. See, 1 told you he
was going fo have a fit. They are most annoying things. My
dedr father used to have them, but I never do. It won't last
abovo five minutes or so, and then he will be all right for
stoking purposes. e always declares that these fits make his
head ache; but I always make him stoke, because he is so
untruthful, and will assert anything to get off work.”

“ What can we do for him?” gasped Jack. .

_ It is a terrible sight to watch a man in an epileptic fit, but
Abou was accustomed to it.

“There is no need to do anything, sahib. He will get all
right presently. You must just cut his bonds.”

“Pll be hanged if I shall!”’ howled Karn. :

But Peto did so, and the poor creature struggled and
foamed at the mouth. i
_ Jack had pulled out a cigar, but he flung it on the floor.
Abou picked it up, and calmly lighted it while he gazed
sideways at his struggling brother.

‘““q is getting on nicely,” he murmured. ¢ This is quite a
mild fit. Tho madness is the only risky part about i,
because there is no telling what he may do, and he always
wants to go for the skipper.
have another attack for some time to come.”

“1'1] take thundering good care he does not have another

one on this vessel, Directly the brute gets out of that fit
he's going ashore.” - :

“Then Il go with him, sahib. I will not desert my
brother. Ho is a troublesome brute, but I promised my dear
mother that I would never desert him, and I never will I
am the only one who ean manage him properly.”

“T believe he is dying,’ said Jack.

“0Oh, dear, no!” answered Abou, enjoying Jack's clgar.
“ e is getting on very nicely. He will gurgle and kick a bit
more vet; but it is nothing. He often has one of those fits
down in the engine-reom, but I don’t mind o long as he
does not go mad. Sometimes he goes mad before them, at
others after them, and sometimes he does it both ways.”

“Then chain the brute up!” velled Karn, who would not
gef within two yards of the struggling man,
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nd az he groaned he

However, I dare say he won't

- &7t is not necessary,” murmured Abou. “I don’t think ks
will go mad again.”

“Fury! I'm not going to risk it!”

“Of ,course,‘ if you wish to chain the man up, you can do
50, sir.” -

“ Nonsense ! exclaimed Jack. ““I wish we could do some-
thing for the poor creature, But I will take good care hie
does not receive rough treatment. 1 suppose he is really in a
fit, Abou?” . <

“No doubt about that. A man can’t sham a fit like that.
o tries sometimes when [ work him rather hard, but I can
toll the difference directly, I am quite accustomed to seeing
him in them, and they are remarkably simple. ~ You wil
think he is choking directly, but that never happens.”

Abou was the only calm one in the eabin. He must have
had some sori of affection for his unhappy brother, but he
certainly appeared to be utterly callous, and he disgusted
thel comrades, for there could be no doubt that Ras’ fit was
real.

Presently he ceased To struggle and foam at the mouth,
and then the poor creature lay in an exhausted condition,
while there was a glazed appearance in his eyes.

“ Are you not ashamed of yourself, Ras,” exclaimed Aboun,
“making all this disturbance in the dead of the night, and
waking me from my sleep?”

“Have I had a fit?”

“You have, and you have given the skipper fits.”

“T am sorry.’"

«&g is he, and he is going to put you ashore.”

% Yon will come with me, Abou?”

“You don’t deserve it. It is:a shameful thing that you
should wake me from my sleep like this. Why do you not have
your fits in the day like a respectable man. Now, come with
me, and just you take care that you do not have another. I
won't put up with this behaviour. 1 have a good mind to
tell you that I will leave vou, and let yvou have your stupid
fits alone in the desert.  Oh, it is no use crying! That won’t
alter my determination. You must take care not to have any
more, and then I shall not leave you, though I must say I
think vou deserve it!”

“Look here, Abou!” cried Karn.
of thing aboard my vessel!”

“T am not answerable for my brother’s fits. Heisa good
stoker.  If you want to get rid of him, you can; but I shall
go with him.”

“You must keep him under control.

“T won’t have this sort

He has nearly mur-

* dered me!”

“He would do. I don't doubt it for a moment; but it is
not at all likely to occur again—until he has his next fit. He
might go for weeks without one, or he might have another
to-night. - He is most inconsiderate when he has them, and
no reliance can be placed upon him. Good-night, gentlemen !
Come along, Ras, and don’t walk as though the bones of your
Jegs were taken away!”

“(Come 'long, boys!” growled Pete.  “I ’spect Abou means
{0 be kind, but I must say he has got a funny cistern ob show-
ing his affection to his brudder!”

“ Here, you had better stay in my cabin and make a night
of it now!” exclaimed Karn, “T’'ve got a couple of bottles
of whisky, and——"

“We don't drink
Pete.

“Who wants you to, you silly brute of a nigger !” snarled
Karn. “Tll warrant your friends will, and you can go and
drown vourself for all I care!”

Karn was wrong, though.
éven saying good-night.

Karn placed a bottle of whisky on the table, made sure that
his revolver was loaded, in case of another attack from Ras;
then, having locked the deor, he uncorked the bottle, and
spent the night with his light burning.

The comrades held a short discussion as to their future
movements, and then they turned in, and slept comfortably
till the morning. :

whisky dis time ob night,” answered

‘Thny all left his cabin without

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Fire—How Pete Extinguished 1t-—-And the Passengers—

Karn’s Last Trick—How Pete Foiled Him.
AS behaved remarkably well during the next few days.
The poor wretch spent the time in the stokehold,
which, as may be imagined; was fearfully hot, while
the heavy work wvas not at all suited to his complaint.
However, Karn did not care for that. So long as
the engines drove the vessel against the tide, and he did not
get strangled, he was quite satisfied. It would not have
troubled him if Ras had died at his post, provided he could

get any other man to take his place.

On one afterncon the heat was so terrible that the pas-

HAND THIS ISSUE INTO QOUR POST OFFICE—THEY WILL SEND IT QUT TO THE FRONT FREEI



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

gengers lay alt under any shade that they could get. = They
were all in wery had tempers, because of the intense heat;
but, beyond a few quarrels, all went well.

Presently Pete, who had finished his doze, sat up.

*“1 dunno weder you people mind it,” he observed, “but
Pm 'mest sure dat, by de smcke coming up here, dat eider
dis vessel is ved-hot, or else she is on fire! I rader tink she’s
by de smell ob it. Howeber, as it can’t make it
otter dan 1t is at present, why, we sha’n’t mind in any

Pete’s words caused every passenger to leap to his feet,
while a wild yell arose. . Karn turned quickly to see what
ter; then the. cry of “ Fire!” rang out, and the
excited passengers dashed about in a manner that was ridicu-
lous and useless;

“Rig the fire-hose!” howled Karn; and he accompanied
his order with a little strong language, in the hope that it
would expedite it. ’

Smoke was pouring up the aft hatchway, and every now
and then a spurt of flame told that the fire had already got a
firm hold.

The passengers howled to be put ashore; but Karn wes only
thinking of his vessel, whi :

which was not insured.

** Take that hose below ! roared Karn. - “ What is the use
of squirting from there, you silly villai Go down, one of
you, and find out exactly where the fire is!”

It was quite a simple and sensible crder, but to obey it was
another matter. It looked very much as though the man who
ventured down would be suffocated, and the Arab who was

directing the branch mentioned that he would see the skipper

boiled alive in oil before he would go down!

“Here, let me hab a look round, old hoss!” said Pete,
taking the branch from his hands.  ‘“Doun’t ‘spect dere’s much
ob a fire, after all, aldough it is likely to be a pretty big-sized
one de rate you ave patting it out!” .

“That’s rvight!”? shouted Karn.  “Get well at the seat of
the fire, and mind it doesn’t get to the powder-magazine,
There is a cargo of powder aboard, and if that once ecatches
we shall be blown te atoms.  Will you hold your yelling, you
cowardly brutes! I am not going to put you ashore! I
have cther matters to attend to!”’

“We shall be blown to atoms!” shouted one.

“T can’t help that. I dare say they will be able to collect
the pieces for burial purposes. That nigger is worth a dozen
of you. I it had ccourred later 1

should have said that he
was the canse of the fire with his smokjng in bed. I expect
it 1s that mad villain Ras!?

Pete fought his way
was possible to go, and the torrent of water he poured on the
flames gradually began to take effect. > :

“How are you getting en?” inguired Sam, for he had come
down with Jack. -

Rory preferred to remain on deck. 5

“Well, T dunno dat de firc ain’t getting on rader better,”
answered Pete.  “ All de same, I don’t tink deie is quite as
much heat, dough T must say dere is enough to go on wid.
‘P'm rader anxious ‘bout dat powder, ’cos.aldough de old hoss
told me to keep de flames from it, he forgot to tell me where
it was!”

“We niust chance that.” said Jack,
that to make vou work all the harder.”’

" “Den all I can say is dat it was a mighty silly sort ob ting
to say, 'cos dat was one ob de principal reasons why I was
tinking ob working at swimming ashote. You know, it's a
mighty unpleasant semsation to be blown up wid gun-

“Possibly Le only said

nowder !”

T reckon you have never tried it.”’ ,«

“Dat’s true enough, Sammy, and I don’t secem to care
*bout trying it now. Ebery time dere is a fiercer crackle it
sends a sort ob ‘start frough my cistern. . Dat powder is
making nie so nervous dat 1 don’t seem to know what I am
doing, one way and anader.  Dis may be a bery pleasant way
ob travelling, but I'm rader inclined to tink dat we are paying
rader toe much for all de luxuries ob dis voyage!”

“G& on with your work, and stop your grumbling!” said
Sam. “I think you are getting it out now !

“M’yest! De craekle don't seem so fierce as it was; but.
you see, de fire may be just burning at dat magazine. I

wouldn’t be a bit surprised if dat powder isn’t nearly red-hot.

I dunno how hot you can make it before it goes off. * Do you,
Jack”

“No; but don’t bother about the powder. It won’t go
offI” . = ce e

“Shouldn’t care for a bet. on de subject.”
“ Well, it would not much matter whether you won or lost,
for if he really has a cargo of powder aboard, it is certain

that we should all get blown to atoms, and there would be no

tinie for payment of the het ! :
. “Well, T neber tought ob dat; but it seems to me dat we
can sguirt at dis fire from ‘de deck just as well as we can from

" “T1 ain’t done

s far into the suffocating smoke as it
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here,-and we shall hal: de advantage ob being able to breathe
widout choking ourselves. You go up first, boys, and I will
go backwards so as I can keep squirting at de flames!”

Jack and Sam did so, and when Pete came on deck and
reported that they had got the fire under the passengers

~ventured to crowd round him.

“Keep on playing en it ! roared thic skipper.

“Dat’s what I'm doing, old hoss,” said Pete, turning round.
“Look here,- Jack and Sammy—why, what's happening
now ?” he added, as the most extraordinary yells burst forth.

Pete was carelessly holding the hose in his hand, and as he
tusned the branch turned with him, and one of the men got
a torrent of water in the chest that knocked him head over
heels. Then another passenger got the stream in his face,
and it nearly tore his whiskers off. ‘

“ What are dey making all dis row——""

“Ha ha. ha ;

“Oh, don’t guffaw at me like—— Goll
coming de wrong way, and—yah, yah, yah!
de skipper off de bridge now.”

“Hellup! Turn the other way!” yelled Sam, dodging
behind Pete, who was simply sweepine the decks. In less
than a minute he had simply drenched all the passengers, and
as they firmly believed that he had done it on purpose—which
was quite a mistake—they were very furious.

Pete directed the hose straight up in the air till he got it te
the hatchway, and then he went on with his fireman’s work,
and it appeared as though another terrvific downpour was
taking place, for the passengers reccived the return torrent
from the hose. |

“T can quite see dat dese are tings dat you want to be bery
careful wid,” observed Pete, not troubling himself concerning
the wetted passengers. - “Dey appear almost as dangerous as
a gun, and——"

*Look out!” cried Jack,
a marlinespike.” ‘ ~

“You dastardly nigger !” howled Karn, rushing at hin.

“ How’s dat, old hoss?”” mquired Pele, turning round, and,
despite his previous experience, turning the hose with him.
_Hellup! De man has got knocked ober

! De water is.
it has knocked

¢ Here comes Karn armed with
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magain |” ,

So he had. The rush of water eaught Karn in the face,
and beyond nearly drowning, him, it knocked him over bael-.
wards, causing him to severely bump the bruised part of his
head on the deck. 'Then the language he used was so horrible
that Pete deliberately squirted at him as he crawled away
on his hands and knees; and he kept going down like a shot
rabbit, except- that unlike the rabbit he rose again. &

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete, turning his attentions
onee more to the fire, and drenching the passengers azain as
he did so. “Ain’t dat man made himself mighty wet. Ain’t
you feeling well, old hoss?”? o e

“Y have a good mind to shoot you!” roared Karn, drawing -
hig revolver.

“Yah, yah, yah! Look here, old hoss. I tell you what
we will do.- We will hab a duel. ¥ou shall hab five shots
at me, and I will use de hose like so, Fire [

1t may have appeared am unequal duel to the spectators.
At any rate, they thought that it was a dangerveus one, and
they scattered in all directions, It was both.

Karn, -even if he had wanied to fire, had net the slightest
chance of doing so. When the rush of water caught him i
the face he scarcely knew where he was. e dropped his
revolver and bolted ; while during his re 5 he was twice
knocked over by the torrent. Then, with the branch of the
hose danghing m his left hand, Pete walked to the revolver.
and, having picked it up and flung it overhoard, he walled
back to his self-imposed duties, and every time he turned he .
swept the decks. 7

“ Here, you image,”’ exelaimed Sam, * just you be careful
where you are squirting to.!! No. I don’t want you to turn
to argue the point with me. Keep your mind en the five, and.
try to put it out. Don’t turn to answer me.” -

“But I am trying to put it out.” .

“You will never do so by squirting at the
passengers.”

“ But you see, Sammy, T &
. “Never: mind! - Don’t talk. I don’t want vou to slew
round with that beastly hose in your hand. You are more
dangerous with it than a child with a gun.”

*“You see, Sammy, you want to get accustomed to dem
before you can handle dem properly. Dey are de most

pper and the

_awkwasrd tings I eber came across. First dey squirt one way,
~and den aneder.

Still, we seem to be getting de fire out,
and dat’s a great ting, sceing dat dere is a lot ob powder
aboard. T ain’s at all fond ob gunpowder during a fire.”
The passengers took particular eare to kecp up in the bows
of the vessel. Karn kept out of the way altogether, and kept
sending Bill to report progress. Pete wanted to be quite
Tuee Pexxy Porurar=No. 204
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- gertain about the powder, and while sp0! ke was coming up,
water continued to zo dows,

“T rather think yon can stop now Pete?! saild Jack.

“But you sce de smoke is still coming out, Jack,”

¢ Probably thut is only steam, The fire must be ouf by
now. If you stop that water we will go down and " se‘e.

“'&ou just run down, Jack, and I will aquu‘
noddle.”

“Not if I know it,” laughed Jack.
the fop of Sam’s head if he lilces, but vou are not going to
squirk over mine. You are foo dcadkv dangerous with that
hose-pipe.’ =

Sam did not like, so, having turncd off the w ute they w en*
down to make their examination, and found that although
the fire had done a very considerable amount of damage, it
was now guite out. When they svent on deck they metb with
a very hostile reception. °

The passengers foxgot the good ihat Pete had done, and
only remembered the duckings he had given them. One
ragzed-looking individual, whose clothes eould not have been

waorth five shxlhngs, vowed he would have five pounds com-
pensation for the damage to them.

“But dey am’t darmged old hoss,” :»‘Iid Pete.
ing dose clothes hab had will do dem ali de good in de w o*'lu
Nunne, you ain’t come to any harm, and you look as dough
a ‘food washing would bo ob some sort 6b benefit to you.

,But see here, ;ouucn look so mighty rich, so pub dat
overeign in your pocl ket, ‘and buy yourself a new rig-out
n hcn you gct ashore.” :
This only made the others more cager. They all se
said he would settle the matier by

claims, until at last Pete s

dividing twenty pounds gqml]v betw them; and, strange
to say, there was only one man aboard who would not pag-
cicipatu His name was Fatty—at lenst, that was what the
crew called him,

“He has doue us alla good turn,” he declared. % As for
the ducking—well, that’s a lot better than getting blown up
with gunpowder, And, lO’)I\ here, boys, we are not so very
far from home now. 1 hope you will come. there to spend a
day or so, and I can give you seme good big game shooting,
I want my wife to see thaf dog perform,
ventriloquism.”

The comrades af once accepted the ipwta ion, as they V&ere
getting rather sick of that voyage, but when Karn heard of
it he did uot like it at all. They were bringing him in six
po unds a day, and ho did not want to lose money, although
ke would gladly have lost the comrades,

“1 guess if you get off this craft i In the nnadle of the vovage
vou will have to pay double fare,” he said. I m not going
to be rogued in this way. Here, I've haJ my clothes spoiled

by that mrrger, :md now he wants to rob me of sour paiss
money.’

“But look here, on hoss I exclaimed Pete.
‘me dat we shall reach his howe to- morrow

“Deo wash-

it in

age-

“ Fatty tells
Bery well, you

will get anoder six pounds, and dat. xnx be. all we owe you. 1
don't see where de robbery comes in."”
“TH soon show you what I will do!” ceied Karn, “In

the first place, I want five poundﬁ for my

“Well, dere you are, old hoss,”

I must sav dey didn’t Took worf it,”

“Now I dcmand fifty pounds compensation !”

“Bery: well, you can keep on demanding it,” said Pete.

“We ain’t going to pay you anoder penny in any shape op
form, except de six pounds dat will be due to- -INOLFOW nwht
but we shall pay you when we get off de vessel.”

“You will, will you!” eried Karn, “Then T tell you what
it is-  You sha'n’t get off the vessel unléss you swim for it,
and if you attempt to do chat you may as well bear in mind
that there arve crocodiles in the river. As for that Fatty, he
will have to come to the end of the vovage now and he will
have to pay his uovbk fare, besides pava in advance for
every bit of food he eats.  He sha'n't have so much as a
biscuit ora gtasc of water unless he pays a couple of shillings
for 1t. Tl show you who is master on this vessel! I gliess
you think you can play the fool with mie, you beast of a
nigger; but you will find yourself mistalcen, and so you will
§1=cover to-morrow when I run past the janding, for I vow

won

damaged clothes.”
e‘cclalmed J:‘ete, “dough

3

Vexcla{med Pete calmly. = “Did you

R

By S.

ober your

“You can =q¢u~t over

ani to hear Pate’ 8-

_maiter, ‘and let you
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aber hear anyting so sad, What i3 de lumip sum wou will
taks to land us at Fatty's home?” -
“Fifty pounds.” -
St gross robbery, and I wouldn't pay a penny ' cried

“The rascal has sw mdled you far too much already.’
ses here, Karn,” said Pete. “I will consider da
know to-morrow what de decision is.
Buzz off, old hoss! You aiu’t pleased me!”
“Do you think as you've pleased me,
Why—"
¢ Here, buzz off to your kenuoel like a well-hehaved dog 2
“1 shaln't! You have no right to this cabin, and—"
“Are you going to buzz off 17 - & -
“No I'munof! o
“1 dunno,” exclaimed Pete, plckum hitn up anr\ fAinging

Fatty.
SWell,

you

him thlouzu the doorway, “T rader tink vou me Voa can
come in again if you like, ’cos it's too hot to close de door;
but if you do, I shall clump you ober de napper, and send
vou out again. We hab had ’bout c;nough ob your non-
sense.”” i

Karn thought 1t best to slink away; then Pete paid Abou
a visit, after that heé had a chat with the crew.

The following day was one to gladden the heart of man,
but Fatty agpeaied to be very anxious. He was very m u(‘h
baumd time already, and if he were kopt ot that boat f

week or so he knew that his wife would becom“ urubh‘
alarmed. He even suggested to Pete whether it would not
be better to try to compi romise matters w 1fh the smppor.
“Nunno, old hoss ! oxclaimed Pete. “You
matter to me, and we shall be at your hiome to-
:mppei only needs someone to take de upper hand wid him,
and den he will climb drmn like any oder monkey.”
“1 fear you ave wrong.” greaned Fatty. “Yonder i3 ths
Ianmng stage, We shall be past it in a féw niinutes.’
“Well, de next best ting to do is to get up your luggage,
and we will go and get our tings. Den you come on de”u,
and see what Is going to happen. :

s an awful state of affains!”

groaned Fatly, obeving.

grinned, and kept the vessel in the centre of the
river, Fattv was the Brst one up, and he begged of
skipper to put bﬁ(’n. for they were past his destination now.
He even went so fur as to offer him five pounds if he would
do so. But Karn vowed that he would not take a penny
less than fifty pounds, and that even that would not pay bi

“You are the only one who g“ts off here, and you
have to do it on oar retw‘n voyage, declared Karn,

At that moment Pete came up in a very leisurely manner,
and he went on bndgo whither the thmw other interested
partics followed hn =

“See here, old hoss!” exclaimed Peto.
de landing-stage!”

“1 know I have, you black heast!”

““Well, just put back again.”

“BSink me if I will!/

“In Uab case, ob course I can’t make you; bt it will be a
mighty easy ting for me to do it. Just chuck dat man out ob
de road, JJ.CL, and go and take de hélm. You will know
how to run her in. We may as well run stern first, I tink,
seeing dat der= ain’t much room to turn.’

The man at the helin pretended to make a resistance, but
Pete had alveady arranged matters with the crew.

“Fase her! Stop her! Turn her astern!” bawled Pete,
down the tube. Karn howled out confrary directions, and
Pete gave him a slap on the head that made him see stars.

“ Hasy astern!” was Pete’s next order. Then he and Jack

the

ABEES

“You hab passed

R ully brought the vessel to the landing-stage.

“Make fast!” bawled Pete,
much like the skipper’s

in a volce that sounded yery
5, whon he gripped by the back of the
neck. “I shall increase dat pressure like so if you utter a
sound ! murm‘ueq PctQ

“ Now de , old hoss,” he excmnned \x‘xen the vessel wa
made fast, © you, see q'ute well dat two can play at de gdme
ob taking de law into deir own hdlldb. Silence! T m speak-
ing to you, and not you to me! We'm going, and p’raps dz,
will be a-lesson to you to be ecareful huw you behave in
future, else you might got yourself hurt ®

Then the comrades lOlablI'Cl} left the vessel, and they went

to spend a very pleasant day or so at Fatty’s home, subse-
quently leaving him the bmt of friends.
: THE END.
MWM
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