| Gomplete |
| Stories. |

musing #cene from the .hmgiﬁiﬁ,cant» !t'mgr ;:omplite,taie o ool fife contained in th

NING THE TAP ON TAGGLE



NUMBER 207.

SR
Week Ending Seﬁtembﬂr
~ - 23rd, 1916,

PUBLISHED EVERY FRIDAY §
-

Co;svrlg-ht in the Dnited
States of America

A Magnificent Long, Complete
Story Dealing with the Further
Amazing Adventures of

ihe World-Famgus

ETECTI'

L IO e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Elcke Turns Author—Lovers and a Sp
R\n Enonymous Lettcr~~ﬂss<cnrg.

TON BLAKE leapt out
Londen train at the country sts
of Warchester, To have loo}
his  radiant face and to ha
watched his buoyant step from the

station to the hot@l ne one would have

thought that he had a difficuls case on

E

hand. Such, however was the reason for
Tis arrival at this out-of-the-w ay pla
He entered the only hotel in the lListle
town, n:ere *akmg a private room, in
which he soon made himself comfortabl

. Dirge leapt up with wildly-working ?éce,
ceoals already giocwing upon the hearth,
acress o the fire apd hurled the manuscript inte the flames.

iis oyves direcied to the
in a moment he stepped

Here, in a cosy chair, he became more
serious as, in his mind, he went over the ts of the case.
How Stephen Crosby, a s’tmvgun.{r author, had lost what he
called his masterpiece—*‘ When the Dawn Shall Come "—
waich he had written under the name of Stanwell Creed. .

The story had fallen into the hands of two disreputable
erooks nanted Colter and Dixt‘e Dirge was the secretar
to Mr. Goodmayes, the acle of Stepnen Lro
Goodmayes had refused to acknowledge his
with Stephen while his nephew wrote t)asl"“ s
of good books for a living. _\ow that he —Blake—had
obtained a copy of the story, and knew the plot that the
two vogle: were scheming, natmaln— the thought uppmmo%
in the detective’s mind was how to foil the rogues and right
the wrongs of the author.

He was pretly certain that Dirge was unconscious of the
fact that he had a copy of the manuscript: swhile he was
equally sure that the secretary did not Enow that “he had
overheard the plot by which Dirge hoped to publish the
book under his own name, and thus raise the esteem in
which his eﬁmmloyer held him, and so benelit consme*ably
under the old man’s will Dirge had also set

his heart on
marrying Goodmayes’ niece, Miss Nc-lan. She, as it hap
‘ened had fallen in love with the sailor son of Stephen

‘b}; having met him on a Transatlantic
\elwl Blake could hardly suppress a smile when he
realised that the two lovers would be very near to each
-other during the next few weeks, for Mr, Goodmayes and
his niece lived at Warchester while Stephen Crosby, who
was at present slowly recovering from a severe nervous break-
down, was to eome to .S‘"anugq near by, to get thoroughly
we -

A ways a man of action, Blake rose from his chair, seem-
ingly stiuck with an idea. Hastening out of the hutrl he
walked quickly down the i post-otfice, hhme he
despatched a wire to Tinker.

By an early hour Tinker received the texe’ ram.. He was
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to come down to Warchester with Pedro, and w
ney cf !uggaee for a long smy
: od in th e afterncon. He was
a tallish man, ratber bowed about the
scsed in Norfolk coat and knickerbockers, a ¢lace
han beard, and thick hair that loppe. about hi
walked mu’gni up to Tinker.
“\V«}‘ my boy,” d “he, “have you brot Ibht everyl
“Great sn 1alees, gw nor, is it you? 1 thonght
Skakespove for a minute, come to life again.
ycu get your rig-out?”?

“Brcught it with me from Waterleo Statisn, my boy.’
Blake always kept a portmanteau mdv' packed Witk
disguises and malke-np materials at mest of the big Lond

stations in case of emergency.

* And what’s the meaning of the rig-ont, guv hOi’?
to turn poet?”

“Not quite, Tinker, but novelist, For the next few weeks
I'm not merely gonm to nrt*end to be an author; I'm

tualiv going to do the work ﬂI one.”

“Now, w hat do you miean ! 2

“1'm to  finish * When the Dawn Shail Con
You've the manuseript down ‘according to
instruc

o

Golng

nel? =
‘\65, but what’s the use of your finishing it 7%

1
well

es
R 1 don’t, Tinker, somebody  else will, And Star
Creed will lose the vesult of all his labour.”

And in a few minutes Blake had made Tinker ac
with the plot ke had overheard.

“Oh, I lwig the game now, guviner! It's going to he a
Face between you and this Qum on Dirge as to who gels
tlie beok done first. Is that it?”’

“That's it precisely. Fstart werk at once.”

“Where are we going to live?” -

““That’s the thing I'm poing to seftle to-day. T've b
nice, quiet, secluded house which is o be leb furni shed.
seen the agent to-day, and I think it’s likely to =mb
’s & few miles from here—in fach, midway befween Pxd
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THE PENNY

Regis and Swanage. We'll see to the luggage, and then
wo'll go over and have a look at the house.”

Within three days Blake had arranged to oocupy Bracken
Liodge. Within those three days, also, Stephen Crosby had
been brought down by his wife and sailor son to their new
guarters near Swanage.

The astonishment of Jack Crosby was unbounded when
Blake showed that he was aware of the young fellow’s engage-
ment to Erica Nolan.

“1 wish vou joy, my lad,” said he; “bui I warn you that
you have enemies at work who will try to prevent you ever
marrying Mr. Goodmayes’ niece.”

*Ohb, T know that!” Jack answered gloomily. 0ld Me.
Goodmayes is against it. He quarrelled with father vears
ago, and it isn't likely that he’ll be any better friends svith
me.
rned out to be cousins. [I'd no idea of it till now.
zeither father nor mother ever spoke much about Mr, Good-
nayes, and never once by name. I knew dad had an uncle,
but hadn't the slightest idea who he was. As to FErica,
I'd never once heard her name mentioned. But it's a nam
I shall always remember now,” he said tenderly.

Yes, and I hope she’ll share your name 6ne day. But you
will be wise for the present, I think, to keep vour engage-
ment secret. Some day I hope that your father and his uncle
will be reconciled—in fact, I shall do all T can to bring it
about, To that end I shall need your assistance.”

“Why, what can I do, sir?”

“A good deal. Your father, as you know, is a little better,
He will recover completely down at this place, I belie

i1 already he has quite lucid intervals
Yes, sir,” Jack said sadly; “but he seems out of hi
mind most of the time, and then he talks and raves in so
nge a way that——"

I know. But it iy precisely to those ravings that I want
7ou to pay particular attention. Don’t ask me why, but do
as I telfvou. You have noticed that his ravings are chiefly
concerned with a book which he partly wrote many vears
ago. On that subject his ravings are strangely coherent. I
myself have heard him reel off whole passages in the develop-
ment of the unwritten part of that book. Many of tha
ohrases he uses in his delirium are brilliant, even wonderful.
i elf have noted many. I want you to note everything.
Write it all down in a book as he speaks it, and every day
let me have the report of what he has said.” z .

. ake, this is all very bewildering.

rie why you want this?”
Not yet, Jack—not yet. Only be assured that it is
a good purpose, and absolutely to the advantage of vour
162, When you're not by your father's side your mother
i take your place. I have already arranged with her.”

So the strange understanding was arrived at.

Blake got to work on his book at once. He was alreads
provided with a very full synopsis, made vears before 1
Stephen Crosby himself, which served as a detailed «
for the completion of “ When the Dawn Shall Come.” Thi«
synopsis, added to the quite voluminous notes which ho
daily received from Jack Crosby, made his task far easier
than it would otherwise have been.

Blake decided to send to Jelf's Typewriting Offices,

London, for an assistant in his work. Jelf’s promptly sent
down a smart young fellow to help in the literary work.
So the defective was soon able to get well ahead with the
task he had set himself,
Jack Crosby came over on a bicycle almost daily to deliver
notes to Sexton ‘Blake. That done, he would generally,
instead of returning to Swanage at once, pedal away in the
opposite direction. :

Arrived within a mile of the village of Pydon Rexis, he
would turn, and, stowing his bicycle away in a barn, climb a
fence and enter a wide-spreading, well-wooded park.

He was trespassing, and Jack knew it. But
temptation was too great to withstand.

Hor this park belonged to Pydon Court, old Mr. Good-

1ayes’ residence, and in a secluded part of it Jack, somehow
or other, always contrived to meet Erica Nolan.

Accidental meetings! Well, we won't go so far as to say
that. But they met, and for an hour or more at the time
would roam about the park, talking of—well, what do a
young fellow of twenty-three and a girl of twenty say to
each other usually? It is certain that you know “quite as
well as we do. In any case, we can’t tell you what Jack said
to Hrica. If we did know, we are not sure that we'd tell,
because 1t's only a mean person who would tell about such
things.

Unfortunately for the young lovers, a mean person hap-
pened to be about one particular day. Not only a mean
person, but ths one man in all the world who was likely to
take advantage of his knowledge. -

You see,
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Will voun not

then the

But how funny it is, Mr. Blake, that we should have
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Quinton Dirge!

The private secretary not only saw them meet, and shake
hands, but he saw them kiss, and—mean hound that he was—
contin to spy on them, and to listen to their exchangs of
teuder confidences.

What he saw ate into his heart like a canker.

In his own way he loved Erica. Her girlish beauty and
charm had captivated 4iim. The sudden discovery that she
wai in love with this voung sailor filled him with fierce
jealousy. He determined then and there to put an end to the
busmess, :

The ways he chose to do this was characteristic of him. He
wrote to Samuel Goodmayes an anonymous letter. In that
letter ha detailed all the information he had gathered by his
eay opping. & i

Old Samuel Goodmayes was dumbfomided on reading this
letter. To do him justice, he was not inclined to put much

faith in an anonymous communication. Stille he felt bound
to investigate it.

At once he sent for Erica :

Oné glance at the old man as he sat surrounded by books
in his magnificent library, told the girl that something swwas
amiss. His brow was puckered in a deep frown of worry.

But he loved his great-niece, and, pending proof of the
charge against her, he was quite ready to go on loving her.

He turned to her then with a somewhat sad smile. :

“Erica, my dear,” the old man said, “I want to talk to
you very, very seriouslv., 8it down.”

She sunk on to a footstool at his feet, and took his
velled hand in hers. :

‘Uncle—dear uncle.” she said, with a slight pout, “how
very serious you're looking!”

‘Am I, my dear? Well, perhaps I feel serious. I want
to ask you something, Erica. Have you any friends that 1
don’t know of 77

She opened her beautiful
chievously.

-“Why, ves; heaps and heaps and heaps. Remember, T've
just been round the world—all, all round the globe,” She
threw out her beautifully-moulded arms to deseribe a circle.
“And I've been on lots of ships, and on ships one meets a
lot of people, and makes friends with them, and—and—"

‘*Stop that for a moment, Erica. You've made friends o
ships. Have wyou made a friend of any particular one
above all others?”

She turned her head from side to side, perhaps to hide her
rising colour. ;

“You're not answering my question!” said her unecls
testily, and, disengaging his hand suddenly from hers:
“ Have you become friendly with anyone of the name—ihoe
name of Jack?”

He rose to his feet as he jerked out the question.
too, sprang up, faced him, her face all crimson now.

“Well—well, have vou?” he asked again.

His apparent anger brought her to the verge of tears. But
there was nothing of cowardice in her natu She answered
him at once.

*“Yes,” she said, lowering her eyes. “1I have made friends
with someone named Jack. He—he belonged to the crew of
the Liebnnian—the vessel T came home on. He saved my life
in the Mediterranean, and—and I—I——"

She broke down, appalled by the fierce anger of her uncle’s
face.

“And so, out of gratitude, you allowed this man—this
comumon sailor, to make love to you?” he snapped.

“Uncle!” she flashed out. “Jack is not a common man!
He i5 a gentleman, if ever there was ona! Ile is brave, and
noble, and true, and—and——""

“ And you allow him to come to this place—to come into
my park! You meet him there secretly, vou walk about
with him, and all unknown to me you allow him te make
love to you! 28

eves wide, and laughed mis-

She,

Is that true?

“Yes,” she cried out, bravely enough, though every fibre
of her was a-quiver, “it is true.”

““ And you're not ashamed of it?”

“ Ashamed !” Her eyes were filled with indignation now.
“Why should I be? He i3 a brave, noble, and tiue man. I
am proud to know that he loves me, and I am proud fo love
him in return.”

The old man staggered back with a gasp.

“*You admit all this?”’ he cried mcredulonsly.  “You
admit that you have allowed yourself to fall in love with a—a
sailor, knowing full svell that such a thing would meet with
my sternest disapproval? You must have known that, or why
keep the matter secret?”

“ Because—because "—her voice trembled, and she
hesitated—‘because I did not know quite how to tell you.
Oh, perhaps I have done wrong, dear—dear uncle—not wrong
in loving Jack, but wrong in not telling you before. But
forgive me for that. T meant to tell you later—to tell vou
Tur Pexxy Porurar—No. 207.
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everything, and—and don’t be angry with me, dear—dear
undle, but forgive me—forgive me!”

Ile made a step towards her, and gripped uer fiercely by
the wrist.

HYes, T will {01g1ve you,”’ he said,

“Condition! What condition?”

*“That you refuse to sce this fellow any more—that you tell
me who he is, so that I may write to him and forbid him
ever to meet you again.”

“Refuse to see Jack again! Oh, uncle!”

“You agree? You agree to my terms?”

She broke wildly away from him.

“Never! Never! He loves me, and I love him!”

“Rubbish—utter rubbish! Youn're not old enough to
know your own mind. As to his loving you, the fellow is
probably a me®t fortune-hunter. You must gne him up!”
¢ Never—oh, never !” she moaned.

“Then,’ by Heaven “—the old man, waved a trembling
hand, and clenched his fists in the air—‘if you refuse, I cast
wyou off! You are my great-niece, you are tﬁe one of my few
remaining kin whom I have continued to love. From the
time you were a tiny child, I have brought you up, cared for
you, loved you. I have intended that you sheuld mherit the
bulk of my fortune, I have even provided for this n my wilk
But ”—he paused, while the fury in his eyes
“refuse to obey me in this, and not a penny of my monev
shall ever come to you. You understand? Not a penny!
Now will you give this man up?”’

“Not”

Her answer came out with an unﬂ;m ling vehemence that
equalled the ﬁerccness of the old man’s challenge.

“ Never—never! He saved my life, and I love him—1 love
him—1 love him! Nothing you or anybody else can say will
ever make me give him up.

Stern and angry, the old man turned to pace the room.

“This defiance of my wishes is unexpected, almost mex-
plicable. But there it is. You're detecrmined to go your own
way. I am equally determined that you shall never disgrace
yourself and me by marrying a man who is beneath you.
Onee more, will you give him up?”’

]he girl's eyes were stle:un'ng with tears.

* Dear uncle,” she said, “T have always obeyed you, but in
tm> it is Pnpmsrble. I love Jack, and Lie loves me. To give
him up would be the v 1lest treachery, ihe meanest disloyalty.
I can never give him up.’

“Then go to your rcom, and remain there until T give you
permission to leave it! 1 am your guardian still, and you
are not yet of age. Until you are, you are sub]ect‘. to my
wishes. I forbid you to see this man ever again! CGo to
your room! 1 shall put someone to watch and see that you
do not disobey me. I wish to gne you time to reconsider
your position. Most strongly do I urge you to fall into line
with my wishes. If you persist in vefusing, there will be
nothing left for me to do save to cut you out from my will.
Now go!”

Erica went. From that day she found herself practically a
prisoner in the house. Her own maid was taken away from
her. 1In her place came a tall, hard-faced, gaunt woman, who
acted half as personal attendant, and half as gaoler.

Erica had a small suite of reoms for her own particular use.
in these she felt herself compelled: to remain. Following on
the scene with her uncle, she had at once written to Jack,
telling him everything, and had given the letter to one of
the servants to post.

Bagerly enough she had waited Jack’s
came.

The days passed wearily enough. Three days—four days.

Not a word came from Jack Crosby.

A new sorrow came into Krica’s heart. What did the

She had told him of her uncle’s

53

‘“on one condition.”

reply. But none

silence of her lover mean?
anger and threat to deprive her of the fmhme qh(, had always
been led to expect. Was. it

“Oh, no, no! It could not be! No motive so base would
actuate him. He would love her just as much when she was
poor as if she were 1‘ich. ‘Nothing ef that sort would ever
make him cease to love her. ‘19t~oh the dreadful suspense
of uncertainty ! What did his silerice mean?

: THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Cry of Alarm—Near the Lonely Pool.
S a matter of fact, her letter had never reached her
lover.
Tn the household of Samuel Goedmayes there was
a conspiracy among the servants, mainly engineered
by Quinton Dirge, and countenanced by old Good-
mayes himself, to prevent her from communicating with the
man she lov ed and to prevent any news of him reaching her
cars.

So it came about that if she was worried hy Jack’s silence,
Jack was no less bewildered by hers, and by her sudden dis-
appearance from their usual meeting-place in the park.
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Not a day came but found the young fellow awaiting her
at the trysting-place.

As the days went past,
anxiety grew.

He confided in Blake.

Blake, in thz guise of a traveller in. d}f’ap Jewdlﬂv
called at Pydon Court, and struck up an acquai mp’w with
some of the servants.

In this way he quickly learned the fruth.

Jack (,mﬂby was wrathful. 1t was in his mind to po and
beard old Samuel Goodmayes in his den, openly declare kis
love for Erica, and demand the right to see her.

With the greatest difficulty, Blake dissuaded the young
fellow from his purpose. IHe did not wish to p)emp itate any
violent action. To do so might spoil his carefully-laid plans.

He told the young sailor as much.

“Have patience, Jack, my lad,” said he, “and you’ll ste
that everything will come right in due time.”

‘“Patience !’ muttered the young fellow. “You den’t
ﬁno\\’*’ what you're asking me! You don’t know how I love

er!

And he went off gloomily to nurse his grief, trying to find
consolatien in the places where he had been wont to wander
with Erica.

Tinker, also, did a good deal of wandering about the neigh-
bourhood. He had, however, shown considerable delicacy in
keeping away from Pydon Park. But now that Tinker kuew
Erica no longer walked there, he felt at liberty to explore the
beauty of the fair demesne,

It was seme few day} ar
that, in company with Pe
nen,l.bomhood of Pydan Co

Skirting a cer
through which v
undergrowth.

Suddenly, from a distance cff, he heard the sound of shouts.
Listening, he could gather that some sors of duat el was
going on. W Inle he hesitated what to do, he distinetly
heard the sounds of heavy blows bemg struck, a ery of pain,
and then, after a thrilling monient, 2 heavy splash in water.

That was enough for Tinker. With a quick whistle to
Pedro, he started off in tue direction from whence the sound
had come.

Two minutes of running brought him to a clearing in the

vood. A glance ahead showed him a large, dark pool, over-
shadowed by willows, and fringed with yellowing reeds and
sword-blade rushes.

e looked abeit him, but could sce no sigus of anybedy.

Presently, hewever, a number of footmarks in the scf‘é
clayey margin of 'Me pool attracted his notic Rt
forward, he followed the confused line of fooqjhnts,
led right to the water’s edge.

The reeds had been beaten down. Glancing amongst them,
Tinker's heart suddenly leapt into his throat

Something was flceting there among the rushee—the fxur
of & man!

With heart beating vielently, he waded into the water to
his knees, then to his waist, then almost to his neck.

One more step forward, and he had grabbed held of that
floating figure, and, gripping him under the shoulders, wea
dragging him te land.

Not tili then did he take a close look at the man’s

When he did so, his blood seemed to turn to ice,
ane glance he 1(‘(‘obmsed the unconscious h;;ul
Crosby !

What to do he hardly kuew.

and he saw not‘hing of her, hig

ter Erica’s quarrel with her uncle
o, Tinker found himself in the
LEG.

of the park, he dived into a wood,
ious paths wound amongst the dense

at

s face.
in that

A brief examination was suflicient to show that Jack ’*u‘i
1

been the victim of a violent assault ere being thrown into the
pool. The blood was even now trickling from a wound in his
head.

While Tmi.sr cleansed t with water from the pool, and
started to do best to restore animation, Pedro sat near by,
whining softly \\Mh vmpathy. He bad beaomu quite guﬂ]
friends with dack Crosby, and it was plain that he recognised
him ih a moment.

“Thank you, md -hap 7 Tinker mutter cd
as SOITy for Jack as I am.
we do?”’

The dog whined again, and
way they hdd come.

“We must get h(‘ p—is that what you mean?
you're 1‘ight! But how to get it? I daren’t leave poor Jack.
I wonder if you T know! Yeu've got the sense of 2 ma:
any time, and move than a good many. Il put you to the
test.”

From his pocket he
apon it these words:

** Help mgentw wanted! Wheever may read this, please
follow the dog. IHe will hmd you back to the pool in Pyden
Wood. Come without delay.”

' He folded the note once.

“1 kuow yo
What can we do, Pedro—what can
turned his head toward the

By Jove,

snatched o sheet of paper, and scribbied

THE SFPECTRE OF TRE FOREET!
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“Pg you see this, Pedro?” he said quickly. “This will
bring help. Go back through the wood, and the first man
you see, drop this note at his feet. You understand?”

Pedro, who had turned his head from side to side, as he
always did when his brain was working, gave another lLittie
whine, and wagged his tail.

“Off with you, then, old chap

And Pedro dashed away, leaving Tinker to continue his
efforts to restore Jack Crosby to consciousness.

Twenty minutes later there was a noise in the undergrowth
that made Tinker turn his head. Instantly he caught sight
of Pedro, followed by three excited villagers. -

““So we’ve found somebody, ’ave we?’ said the foremost
villager, catching sight of Tinker. ;

“Told you we should, Ezra,” said another man. “Told you
that dog was a real scholard, from the way he dropped that
note at my feet, and then stood back while=1 read it
Won’erful dog he be, to be sure!”

“Don’t waste time by talking, please,” said Tinker.
“Something’s happened—something dreadful! A man’s been
half-killed, then thrown into the water. Look at him!”

“Looks main damp, he do,” said the leading villager,
scratching his head. Water allus serves you in that way.
se¢ a man ducked in th’ ’orse-pond once. He looked all wet
and mucky like that, ’e did.”

“For goodness’ sake,”’ cried Tinker, “don’t waste time!
Where’s the nearest house?”

One of the men pointed through the wood.

“Through Beach Grove, then through five-acre mead, and
there y’are, nigh to the village.” :

199

“Then lend a hand, and help me to carry this poor fellow

there.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Trail—Blake Calls on Samus! Goodmayes.

oy HERE'S the spot, guv'nor—here's the spot where 1
found him.”

Tinker and Blake stood beside the pool again,

and Pedro was with them.

Nearly two hours had passed since Jack Crosby
had been found. Since then he had been carrvied to the
village, and medical aid obtained. Tinker had despatched a
message to Blake; who had come post-haste to the scene of
the attack.

“Whose footsteps are these?” Blake asked, pointing to the
marks which had first attracted Tinker’s atteution. - -

% They ‘were made by whoever it was attacked Jack. [
kgjpt the villagers who came to my aid carefully away from
them.”

“Good lad—good lad! We ought to get on their trail
easily. I see it leads there to the left. See how the wet grass
is beaten down. Yes, that’s the way. Come on, Tinker.
Now, Pedro!”

At the word of eommand, the bloodhound was nosing along
the trail. With hardly an instant’s delay, he led the way
along the margin of the pool for some fifty yards, then struck
obliquely through a corner of the wood,

resently they emerged on the piece of undulating open
gr'ound over -which a footpath ran to a stile that gave on to
a lane. - :

Here the dog turned to the right. Trotting along at a good
paco, followed by Blake and Tinker, they presently reached
oross-roads.

Pedro did not hesitate, but once more turned to the right.

Blake glanced at a finger-post set up on a patch of green
nedr by. - - : !

“¢To Ekenwake, two miies,’

Out came his map.

- “ Ekenwake is a small village,”
—and—yes, a railway-station.
impatient |’

The dog seemed so. He padded along unhesitatingly. In
twenty-five minutes they reached the village. :

An inn sign hung suspended from a tree over the road.
Straight to the inn door went Pedro. Blake followed. The
landlord gave him “‘ Good-day !" and prepared to serve him.

“T don’t want anything, thank you,’ said Blake, putting
down a coin nevertﬁeless, “ Only information. Have any
strangers called Lere to-day 7”

“Why, yes, sir—four men.
tod; bit excited like.
the sun.”

“ What sort of men were they? Well-dressed or——"

“ Roughish, three of ’em, though one had a decent sort o
suit on.. Big chap he was —a six-footer, and half as broad
as he was long.. Wore a long grey ulster, he did.”

Blake turned to Tinker.

“‘ Griggs,”’ he whispered,  Colter's ass

£Oh, I remember him ! said Tinker

3

he read

said he.

Come on.

“Two inns and
boy, Pedro's

Rum sort o' lot they seemed,
I should have said they'd been out in

ant !’
rubbing his head.

1 ain’t forgot that tap he gave e yef, although it's a
goodish time ago.”

Blake turned to the landlord.

¢ How long did the men stay here?” he asked.

“ Not long, sir. Guzzled down a pint each, they did, had
a look at the timetable, and then asked how far it was to
the station.”

“Ha! And how far,is the station?”

“Half a mile, sir.”

¢ Thank you!” :

They were off again, reaching the station in a few minutes.

Blake sought out the stationmaster, and questioned him.

Yes; four men had caught a train nearly two hours ago.
One was a tfall, broad-shoulderad man, with a brutai-looking
face, and a long grey ulster. .

“ Where did they book for ?”

“ London—Waterloo. They were jusi in time fo catch tha
fast train at Warchester.”

“ Ah, then they’ll have almost veached towu by now !”

Blake turned to Tinker.

“Too late to wire,” he said, “to have them stopped at
Waterloo, and I'm not sure that it would serve any good
purpose. If these fellows are in the pay of Colter, as [ think
they must be, we can find them at any time.. We'll get back
to Pydon Regis.”

*What to do, guv'nor?” . :

“I'm going to ecall on M:. Samue! Goodmayes. Things
have gone far enough now. When it comes to a murderous
assault, it's about time I interfered.”

. . . . o (3 . L

“And so you are Mr. Sexton Blak he famous Mr. Sexton
Blake? I am delighted to meet yon. I am alwavs delighted
to see anybody who has achieved such ‘distinction in lis
profession as you have.”

“Very kind of you to (Groodmayves,”’ Blake
answered, as he sat opposit >~ oid man, in the magnificent
library of Pydon Court. know, of course, of your
philanthropic actions, and I know of your tremendous love of
books. I had hardly hoped that your sympathies exteaded to
one )vhose whole life has been devoted to criminal investiga-
tion.” -

“Why not, Mr. Blake—why not? I am deeply interested
in social reform. I wish to see the distress of the world
relieved. And surely the detection of evil and the punish-
ment of evildoers form of necessity part of the scheme for
the regeneration of the world. It is not good for the vest
of the world to let the eriminal go unpunished.”

“Thank you, Mr. Goodmayes! Then I may hope for your
co-operation in trying to find the perpetrators of the assauit
committed in your woods to-day?"

“Yes, of course; I have heard all about it. Understand,
that though I have no particular predilection for the victim,
1 should wish his attackers to be punished.”

“ Are you aware of the real identity of the victim?"

The old man knitted his brows.

“ Now that he is lying ill I scarcely like discussing it, bui
lie is a young man of whose attentions to my great-niece I
most sternly disapproved.’

“Yes; but his actual identity—his name?”

T know nothing of these.things. I have never inguired.”

“His name is Jack Crosby. e is a relative of yours, the
son of your own nephew.’” ,

“Stephen Crosby’s son? Good heavens !’ _

0ld Goodmayes' teeth snapped together, and his jaw ech
hard.

“1 did not know this,” he said. “Had T known it, 1%
would have increased my disapproval, stern though it was
already. Stephen Crosby’'s son, the worthless child of a
worthless father "

“Mr. Goodmayes! Please—please!"”

“T mean what I say. I despise his father! Years ago he
disobeyed me. He chosé to go his own evil ways, to waste
his life, and I threw him off. There is no good in him, and
there will be no good in his son.” :

“ At least you might wait and judge him on his own
conduct.”

“1 judge him on his immediate family history. His father
was a wastrel, a gambler! He married a play-acting
woman :

“Who may easily be a good woman in every way.”

“No, no! No good can como out of the stage! But do
not pursue this painful subject any longer, Mr. Blake, I beg
of you. I have striven to forget my nephew. For years
pasi I have found solace amid my books, and T have found
a kind, sympathetic helper in Mr. Quinton Dirge.”

“ Your private secretary?”

“More than that—my friend and confidant. Quinton Dirge
is a scholarly gentleman who has been of the greatest assist-
ance to me. I have always found that I can rely implicitly
on his literary judgment. That alone is an important
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consideration to me. It has helped me to get together one of
the very finest couoguous of books in the world. Well, well,
Quinton Dirge will lose nothing by his devotion to an old
man., He w il be amply p1'0\'1ded for when I die. ' I had
always intended to give hun a legacy, but recent events have
increased my regard for him. T have added a codicil to
my will in which I make Quinton Dirge heir to most of my
fortune, But there, Mr. Blake, I don’s know why I should
tell you this, except that my gratitude to Dirge is great.
ile has cever tried to please me when everyone else has
opposed my wishes.”

It served the detective’s purpose to take the hint and to
change the subject. The conversation veered round to books
—that topic of eternal interest to old Goodmayes. Proudly
he showed his fine Collectlon of early folios and rare editions.

But he was a reader as well as a collector of books, and he
quite delighted Blake by his wide knowledge of literature,
both English and foreign.

He was catholic- in his taste He liked poetry and
romance, ag well as philosophy a.nd science. He found
delight in books of biography and fravel, as well as in heavier
works. But best of all, perhaps, he loved the “novel with
a pulpose

‘1 know the critics are divided on the point,” he said.
“1 know that many would keep certain utterances for the
n]plt and rigidly exclude them from boeks. 1 differ from
them entirely. While the pulpit is daily lesing its power,

the Press is daily increasing its vast influence. TLook at
this old book.” :
He took do“n a -well-thumbed ¢opy ofc “Uncle Tom’'s

Cabin.”

“Tt is a mere novel; perhaps, from a purely literary point
>f view, not a great novel. Yet think of its wonderful power,
ns rmghty effect. ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ was not a Blue
Book, nor yet a sermon; but it did more to abolish slavery
than 21l the Blue Books ever published, and all the sermons
ever Colivered. A great book—a great book! Would that
someone else would arise and do for modern slavery what
Mrs. Stowe did for the negro slaves in America !”’ \

i Modern slavery I

‘Ay!” The old man’s voice rose to a pitch of passionate

enmlmsm. “ Ay, modern slavery! What is the awful sub-
jugation of man to drink, gambling, and other social evils
except slavery? Would that some man would write a bock

that would point the way fo emancipation! How I for one,
would Welcome such an addition to our literature !
Blake’s eyes glowed. Here was a chance for him, a better

chance than he had hoped to get so scon.
“Mr. Goodmayes,” he said quietly, “I believe there is
already a story in existence.”

“You mean that?” thre old man cried eag “What is
]!“ name? How is it I have never seen a copy
* Because the book is “c( vet published. It is indeed

hardly completed in writing.’
“ But the author—who is he?”
“ An unknown man—an unknown
“You put it as high as that"’
“T hayve had the privilege of reading the first half of the
mauuscript. As far as that is concerned, I do not hesitate
to say it is & work of genius.”
“Mzr. Blake, you interest me vastly. How T should Iﬂu
to have a look at this manuscript.  Would that be possible 7
“0h, yes; geitumly‘ Myr. Goodmagyes, I will arrange for
it to be sent to you.”

genius.”

= . : :
Blake w ent aw dy 1c_101ung He had found a way of bring-

mgb Stephen Crosby’s book to old Goodmayes’ notice. Out
of that cucumstanee he hoped much good would come. The
way to the old man’s heart was through his brain. Stephen

(mﬁby had disappointed him in the past by what locked
like the neglcct of his natural gifts. Now surely this book,
as shawing the choicest fruit in his mind, would malke the
cld man alter his opinion, and would pcﬂnps bring about
the long- defeupd reconciliation,

He lgft the house resolved to act at once. He had scarcely
completed the first writing of the book, and he had hoped
to have time for a careful revision.

He decided now that it would be h“tm not to wait f:ﬁ‘

hat. A policy of \'mmng nught even be dangerous. Samuel
(wooomaveﬂ was an old man—eighty. Alr oudv he had ‘cad\m‘
the uc'nome limits of life’s span. Tt was unlikely that ,xe
would live very much longer, and his end might naturall;
be expeeted at any time.

Now, on his own admission, his.will largely favoured
Quinton Dirge. A villain, as Blake well knew. For such
s man fo inhoerit the old man’s wealth would be a thing of
the greatest injustice.

Thmefou, if a reconciliation was to takc place between
uncle and nephew, it must be brought about speedily. The
hook must be fnished at once , and the completed manuseript
submitted without delay.
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Ounly by that means could the evil schemes of the enomy
be frustrated,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qumton Dirge Plays a Strong Card, but Blake Trumps
the Trick. \

UINTON DIRGE had overheard every word of tlie
conversation between Sexton Blake and old Samuel
Goodmayes.

Had it been posmble, he would have prevented the
two meeting, but Blake, foreseeing some such
attempt, had taken partlcular care that his visiting-card
ehou.ld be delivered to the old man, and not to the secretary.
The ostensible explanation of Blake’s call was this. He had
nierely chanceéd to be in the nelghbourhood5 and had simply
called. upon Goodmayes to offer his help in clearing up the
mystery of the attack on Jack Crosby.

That, of course, was sufficient to arouse Dirge’s suspicions.
S0 he had promptly concealed himself in a room adjoining
the library, and had listened to the conversation.

Blake’s reference to the uncompleted book rather puzzled
him. He could not possibly be referring to Crosby’s work,
he thought; but, in any case, it would never do to intr oduce
any deservmg gemus” to the notice of Goodmayes. Such
a Ihmfr mlght seriously interfere with his inheritanee of the
old man’s fortune.

And by this fime Dirge had set his mind on getting the
bulk of that.

On a certain morning a few days later, he went into the
library early to sort the letters which had arrived for Samuel
Goodmayes, who had not yet come downstairs.

A bulky brown-paper parcel caught his eye as soon as he
entered. = One quick glance he gave at the handwriting,
Then he opened the package.

The first sight of the contents sent him reeling back in hig
chair. From the covering page of the MS. a title stood
out that put his brain in a whnl

“When the Dawn Shall Come.”
- By Stanwell Creed,’2

Stephen Crosby’s book !

He glanced at the first few pages, and his heart sank. e
looked at the covering letter from Blake, and shivered as be
read that this was the book—the work of the unknown genius
to which he had referred.

Stephen Crosby’s book—the work of Samuel Coodmaws
own nephew ! Why, if that book ever got into the old man’s
hands—ever was read by him it mlvhi defeat all his plans !
It might lead to a reconmhatmn‘ and then—good-bye to the
fortune.

“Tt must not reach the old man--the book must never,
ander any circumstances, be read by him !”

Quinton Dirge spoke the words to himself,
through his clenched teeth hissingly, like the wrathful sounds
of a serpent. About them was a qn ess and an emphasis that
invested them with all the force of an oath—a fierce, un-
breakable vow !

“ Never, never, never must he see this hoolk again! Ha, L
kiow ! I’Il make it impossible for him ever to see it !’

e leapt up with wildly-working face, his eyes direected to
the coals already glowing upon the hearth. In a moment hoe
stepped across to the fire, and hurled the manuseript into the
flames !

One swift dig of the poker. and in a second the types
written pages were in a fierce blaze.

\thh eyes that burnt almo‘zf hI\e the glowing coals them-
selves he watched the wicked work of destruction.

“Gione!” he exclaimed at last in demoniacal triumph.
“That is the end of Stanwell Creed’s work. Never shall he
win old Goodmayes’ tribute to genius. The work is mine—
mine, and I shall reap the full beneﬁ‘r of it. Now to hide all
the traces of the burnt paper.’

He stirred the fire again unhl the
crumbled into small ashes- and disapy
till then did he rise erect and wipe a
had gathered on his brow.

A step in the corridor outside. A light,
felt slippers. It was old Goodmayes.

Juinton Dirge turned swiftly from the five and glided inte
a seat near the desk.

When Samuel Goodmayes entered a Aar)*mm later, the
rageally private secretary was busy with the letters, looki ing
as unconcerned as if nothing whatever had happened.

The usual good-mornings were exchanged. The old man

glanced around.
said he.  “That story T spoke t&

“That story, Dirge,” .
you about. Ilas My, Sexton Blake sent it yet ™

They came

burnt sheets had all
ed. Then and not
the moisture that

tottering step in
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#Not yet;” returned the
Secretary. “ Nothing has
come this morning.”’

“Hm! I am sorry! I
zan’t tell you how eager
I am to see it. I confess
to you, my dear Dirge,
that Mr. Sexton Blake has
so aroused my interest

- that I can hardly restrain
my eagerness to read the
book he spoke of. I do
hope it comes to-day; but
if it doesn’t, it is almost
sure to come to-morrow.
You will let me see it

_directly it arrives.”

“Directly it arrives!”
repeated the ‘secretary.
“Of course, sir — of
course !’

+ He half turned his head
away, and grinned to him-
self - cunningly. -

“Tomorrow,” he
thought. = *No; it will
not come to-morrow—nor
the next day, nor the next,

nor  ever. So far as
Sexton Blake and your

. nephew are concerned, the

story is destroged for
ever. When the book
does appear, it will be

under my name, and mine
will be the glory and the
credit of it.”

Sexton Blake waited a
week after despatching
the typewritten copy of
““When the Dawn =hall
Come.”

Then he went to call on

Samuel Goodmagyes.

“Delighted to  see you
again!” the old man
greeted. I have been
longing to see that won-

““ Don’t you see he has betrayed himself 2’ cried Blake.
. a charge for you;

¢ Constables, | have
arrest that man!”’

derful story you men-

tioned. Have youn brought it with you now?”
£ Brought it, sir? Why, I sent it to you a week ago!”
¢“Sent it! Why, good gracious, it has never reached me

199

“What! Surely it cannot have gone astray?” Blake’s
distress seemed real. “It must be in your house some-
where.”

7 am sorry to say it isn’t,” the old man answered, with
deep concern. ‘T have inquired {for it every day, haven’t I,
Dirge?”

“REvery day, sir—several times a day, in fact,” answered
the secretary. “ You must be in error, Mr. Blake. Had the

manuscript reached here, I should most certainly have seen
i,

“Dear me—dear me!” Blake exclaimed. “I hope it has
not been lost. If you will excuse me, Mr. Goodmayes, I will
veturn home and.male inquiries about it at once.”

e went out. Quinton Dirge walked with him through the
park.,  There was a smile upon his face, of which Blake
caught a glimpse.

““This is a serious matter, Mr. Blake,” he cooed.

“Serious? It is almost calamitous! If that story is lost,
it will mean—"

“That your unknown genius will have wasted his work—
eh, Mr. Blake?” There was an unmistakable sneer in the
secretary’s voice. ,

Blake had been waiting for that sneer, or some equally
open sign of triumph. Fle turned on the sccretary, and eyed
him steadily. : -

“1 don’t know that it means quite as much as that,” he
said quietly; “but if the typeseript is lost, it will necessitate
sending in a duplicate, won’t it 7"

The secretary's face fell.

“A duplicate !” he said, in a weak voice.
to say that you can supply a duplicate ?”

“Qh, vyes, easily enough! I must see about sending it at
once.” !

Quinton Dirge gnashed his teeth as the detective moved
away.

A duplicate—then there was a duplicate of the story in

“Do you mean

existence, and Sexton Blalke was going to send it to old Good-
mayes.

All his—Dirge’s—trouble had been in wvain, then. His
destruction of the MS. had been a waste of time!

Need it be? Could he not just as easily destroy the dupli-
cate? Yet what would be the good of that? It would only
be ancther copy, and Blake would still have the orizinal
draft. Not the actual original, though. He—Dirge—had that
locked in his box. There must have been a duplicate all the
time the manuscript had been stolen by Griggs. That was-
why so little fuss had been made by Blake over its loss.

Quinton Dirge began to feel he had been rather short.
sichted over this business. Still, he must go on with it now.
Must carry out his scheme to the bitter—or, rather, the sweat
—end.

“T must get the credit of this book,” he said vehemently to
himself, “and I wili get possessicn of old Coodmayes’
{ortune !”’

But how?
How, then, to prevent the old man from reading it?
could he make sure

Quinton Dirge suddenly halted in his walk.
come to him—a hideous, terrible idea!

There was one way—and one way only—of mali
Jutely certain that Samuel Goodmayes should n
book. That was to rob him of the power of reading anything

No use to destroy the duplicate when if cams,
How

An idea had

r it abso-

« 8 . e . . “ s

When the next morning Sexton Blake arrived at Pydon
Court, he was met with some dreadful news.

While walking in the park on the previous evening, old Mr.
CGioodmayes had been attacked and robbed.

He had been waylaid by a gang of ruffians, who had
knocked him down and stolen his watch and meoney :
injuries might have been a great deal worse, bus for
arrival on the scene of Mr. Quinton D
b zoing to the rescue, had driven the assailants off.

According to the local police, the private secretary had un-
doubtedly saved the old man’s life, but had arrived too late
to save him from terrible injuries. -

For, on getting Mr. Goodmayes indoors, it was found that

Tur Penny Popvrar.—No. 207

DELICIOUS FREE TUCK HAMPERS FOR READERS. SEE THE “BOYVS' FRIEND” 10 T0-DAV,



) THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

tomething had been thrown into his face. Some acid sub-
stance, which had severely ecarred his face, and had done
worse than that.

It had rendered the old man blind. -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Book at Last—Dastardly Work.
XCITEMENT reigned at Pydon Court, police in the
house questioning the eervants, police in the park
examining the scene of the outrage, and doing all
they could to get upon the trail of the villamous
gang ‘who had attacked Samuel Goodmayes.

Then messages were despatched to London and to France,
summoning the greatest oculists, who forthwith came post-
haste to Pydon Court to examine old Samuel Goodmayes’
eves, and say if anything could be done to recover his sight.

With despairing unanimity all agreed that only one hope
vemained. A difficult operation would have to be performed.
After that, Mr. Goodmayes would have to remain in a
dark-room for three months, cr even more.

1 was a stern edict, but there was no going against it.

“Hard lines on the poor old man,” Sir Edmond said, “to
eminent English specialist, to Sexton Blake.

The two men were fairly old friends,
confidentially.

““Hard lines on the poor old man,” Sir Edmond said, “to
have been attacked in this fashion. I suppose the idea was
robbery?”’

“The police say so,” said Blake.

“Oh, come, Blake, never mind what the police say! What
do you think? I can see that you don’t agree with the police

and could talk

2, bit.’

“Perhaps I don't, Harrigan.
got a theory of my own,
discuss 1677

“0Of course not. my dear fellow, though you pique my
cariosity tremendously. hall be dewn here for a while,
off and on, so perhape we shall get a chance of a talk over
old times.” :

“T hope so. Are vou going to perform the operation?”

“No; I'm leaving it to Lafitte.”

“The Frenchman? No international iealousy?”

: The specialist shook his head.

“Not in our profession. Lafitte is a splendid chap, knows
everything about the eye that is known, and he’s a younger
man than I. He will actually perform the operation, but I
shall be present, of course.”

“Harrigan,” said Blake rather sudd
fayvour?”

“Of course. What is it77

“Give orders—it’ll be easy fo
Goodmayes must be kept absolu

“He’ll have to be, in any case.
room all the time.”’

“Well, say that he must have no communication with his
ordinary daily associates.”

“What do you mean, Blake?”

“1 want Quinton Dirge to be kept away from him !*

“Quinton Dirge? He's that lanky chap, isn't he?”

“Yes; he's Mr. Goodmayes’ private secretary.”

“And you want him kept out of the way. Why? But
you don’t want to tell me. Part of your theory—eh, Blake?
Well, well; T won't hinder you. You've no doubt a very
good reason for asking, and I can do what you say casily.”’

So Sir Edmond Harrigan gave peremptory orders that Mr.
Goodmayes was to sce nobody except his doctors and nurses.
To this there was to be no exception, save in the case of
Sexton Blake himself. ILater on, when such a course was
permissible, the detective was to be allowed to see the patient.
But that would not come about for some time.

Quinton Dirge obeyed the doctor’s instructions like a lamb.
Suspicious though his nature was, he did not dream that
there was anything unusual in Mr. Goodmayes not being
permitted to see his ordinary associates. He knew nothing
of the old {riendship existing between Blake and Sir
Edmond Harrigan, and still less of any arrangement between
them to get rid of him.’ - > :

Now to go away from Pydon Ceu:ri for a time was a thing
that accorded with his own wishes. He wanted very much
to complete his version of the partly-finished book. If by the
time Mr. Goodmayes had recovered, he could have the book
ready, he fancied he could effectually forestall any further
design Blake might have.

In the meantime, and during the
Goodmayes would be confined to hi
of course be quite impessible for him to read any book,
owing to his blindness. He, Dirge, could then go away feel-
ing absolutely secure that nobody could steal a match on him
during his absence.

He did not, however, go away until he had discovered that
Blake had alveady left the neizhbourhood.
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As g matter of fact, T have
but vou won't mind i I don’t

“you’ll do me a

He'll remain in a dark

that Samuel
‘kened room, it weuld

-he said, *‘since I have been ill.

The detective had, in iruth, given up the house he had
taken, and had given it out that he was returning to London.
As a matter of fact, his visit to London was only of sherf
duration.

It was long enough, however, to put some trusty assistants
on the track of Colter & Co., and to give them in-
structions to keep a careful eye on the villains. Then Blake
returned to Dorset; taking up his quarters in the
neichbourhood of Swanage. ,

Wecks went by almost uneventfully. Now and again during
those weeks Bfake would sit by the bedside of Stephen
Crosby, who, by careful nursing and feeding, and abundance
of pure sea air, wae improving every day. At other times,
Blake wonld spare a day to revisit London. Had anyone
watched him they would have seen that his visits were always
to the offices of a famous firm of book publishers.

With this firm, Blake had negotiated for the publication of
“ When the Dawn Shall Come.”

For this publication he did not wait for the usual formalities
of having the book read and approved. He was desirous of
having the book ready for publication at the shortest notice,
and was himself bearing the expense of printing an
binding. ix

There was much intermediate work to be done in connec-
tion with i, any amount of proof-reading, and so on. But
Blake, working with wonderful energy, got through it all in
double-quick time. :

In due course, a full edition of the book was printed,
bound, and made ready to despatch to the libraries and
booksellers at short notice. ‘

But for the moment the actual publishing was delayed.
Blake was waiting for the word from Sir Edmund Harrigan
as to when it would be possible for him to see old Samuel
Goodmayes. -

That word came at last. Blake received permission to go
and see the patient. He found the old man propped up on a
couch. Considering his lengthy confinement to his room, he
looked wonderfully well. The room, however, was still
darkened, and he wore a green shade over his eyes.

He welcomed Blake with genuine cordiality. ;

‘1 have been thinking about you a good deal, Mr. Blake,”
And I have been thinking
about that wonderful book you talked of. Did you ever
trace that missing manuecript?”

“No, Mr, Goodmayes. I only know that it must have
reached your house.”

“ Strange that I did not see it, then.
another draft of the story?>

“Oh, yes; I brought a duplicate here on the mcining
following that dastardly attack on wou.”

“Ah,” sighed the old man wearily, “that unfortunate
occurrence put everything back! But have you the duplicate
now?’’ ;

“T have comething better. I have a copy of the book
here printed.” And Blake drew a volume from his pocket.

“Really. that is excellent news! How I wish that T could
see it How I wish that I could read it ! - But that, alas! is
impossible at the moment. My eyes are very much better,
b}?t 1,.’“"i!1 be several days before I shall be permitted to use
them.

The detective drew nearer to the old man and laid a hand
kindly on his arm.

“Let me use my eyes for you,” he said gently.  “ILet me
read this bock, ¢ When the Dawn Shall Come,’ aloud to you.”

*“Oh, if you would! If the doctors will permit it.”

“I have already Sir Edmond Harrigan's permission,”
Blake answered. ** We will make a start at once.”

And there and then, sitting close to a shaded lamp, Blake
began the reading of the book upon which so much depended.

The reading lasted several hours. All through it the old
man never once showed the slizhtest sign of weariness, but
remained like cne rapt, drinking in every word and sometimes
nodding his head slowly as if in agreement with some
particular sentiment expressed.

With only a slight pause now and then, Blake continued
his.reading until he had almost finished that part of the book

But the author had

“actually written by Stephen Crosby.

Then he stopped and locked at the figure on the couch.
Almost in shadow though it was, Blake could see tell-tale
marks that showed that the old man had been crying.

For two or three minutes he remained in deep thought. At
last he spoke.

“Myr. Blake,” he said, in a low voice, “that book is
everything you said of it. It is wonderful! It is a work of
genius. It is a piece out of real life. The author is a man
who has suffered—has endured great hardships.”

““Y¢ is not a man to complain of his own sufferings.”

“No, that I can understand. He is a man of too wide
sympathies for that. His soul feels so much for the anguish
of others that his own hardships are forgotten. A wonderful
book ! It has made me think! It will keep me thinking!

THE B8HAM QCKOOZMA'BTSB! THE SPECTRE OF THE FOREST!

By Martin Clifford. By 8. Clarke Hcook,



THE PENNY POPULAR-

vou have been

Me. Blake, 0 very kind to an old man. Will
you add io thatr kindness?”
M. Goodmayes, that T can do—what i31¢?”

¢ Anything,
“Bl!"q me autho; here {o sec me

nenon Blake’s heart jumped
Suppmmg vou were dissppointed in' him

* Supposing he turned out to be sotneone guite

“How could I be disappointed in him? Fis
him ro be a man of noble heart. Bring him to
an old man who has beon faug
he has never known before. Bri ing hirt to me. :

“Very well, then, My, (momnavos 3wl Blake
answered. touched by the old man's pleading and obvious
amotion. ‘ Within a few days, directly you are well enough
to receive visitors, I will bring Stanwell Creed here.  Ile
vwill be as happy to see you as you to see him. MD'\'lumc I
will return to-morrow and finish reading the book

a e . s . ‘ a

I, Half the battle
so ‘“like a piece out of
life,” had affected the old man f-tmrzrh He did not Lknow
it—how could he 7—but en:hrumd within the pages of ¢ When
the Dawn’ Shall Come.” was the very heart of C\t(ph"n
Crosby. And in the words of simple el oquesice s ch he
had written, there was a cry of a human soul for the love
and sympathy of his own kindred. Out from the printed
page came a passionate appeal from blood to blood. and,
knowing not why, Samuel Goodmayes’ own hieart was answer-
ing the mute appeal of his own sister’s son.

All this Blake saw, and in the near futu
a bright xmcm of reconciliation. So rejoicingls ¢
by the fine afterncon, he set out to ‘\'d‘\; the ten miles
divided Pydon Court from where he was staying.

As he tramped along the road there came the sudden w hir
of a motor-car towards him,

To his astonishment it pulled up
E x“m"‘ o hi< qcmviuhmom he belield

whom
re D1rgp ‘Colter, and ¢

They
D1 oe made no attempt to

ing shows
Humour

me.
it thmm by tlna bonk which

Blake went happily on his way hom
won. adimg of that book,

The re

“Sa vou're here

again,

by

that,

By
you've bor‘u domor umthu ny absence,
He broke oft, hm face \w(wkmp‘ with fury.

¢ Yoy’ 11 whati 2 Blake asked.
Bus Colter, foreseci ing trouble,
he car kpe(\ o{t

had pulled Dirgs into his

LOTE

readd
it won't do tho
I sthink 4 d betie

1

and

]mO i
g0 bae!\ in case Du‘«re dnox anything m vl
He turned at once and rntmcod his ste
The old housckeeper met him in the Lall
pale, her manner tevribly er.nmi
“Wh iz the matter, Mrs

Lanuing?”

sor threw up her hands.
she moaned out, ster’s been poisoned !”

EaT
e m

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Falss Chargo—Arrestad.
I fell back a step.
“Poisoned!” he gasped.
“Yes, that’s what the doctor says. sir.
him now.  Oh, it’s dreadful—dreadful!
master was going on so nicely, teo!”
But Blake had pushed past her, and was
the room where he had left Mr. Goodma
The famév doctor met him at the door.
“Terrible, this, Mr. Blake!” “Terrible—terrible!
You—you've heard the news?” :
i'X How was the poison administered?
‘In his medicine. I've found a white precipitate in the
glass. T must discover its exact nature later on. = Mean-
time, Mr. Dirge has gone for the pohce!”
“F¥io—he of all men!” Blake gasped.
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guspeet, then?

LAF

He's with
Just as the

hurrying along to
85,

eaid he.

g2

“Whom does he

Every 'Friday. 9

But—al,

most pumfu,, Mr. Blake—most painful!

fils

Two constables outo*oi at that moment.  With them as
Quinton bi Blake stepped back out of sght

From his hiding- pla.«‘" he saw Dirge whisper o a
servant, who monm\h hurried upstairs. In two min she

came dO\\'n a8 Ll\h Somesns wWas
Erica Nolan't
Quinton Dirge turned fo the
“This is the young lady.”
her!”

The girl gave a wild shriek, and fell forward in a faint.
Sexton Blake sprang fo; ward.

with her.

policemen,
he  said.

“T,00k to Miss Nelan,”" he said to the bomekoeper. “ Now,
then, what is the n‘canm" of this outrage?” -
“1‘ means, sir,” answered one of the policemen, ‘ihat

we've come to ary e~t Miss Nolan!”

“QOn what charge?’

With ﬁercelv-z\mttp(s brows

“0n the (umrgL of administering
mereury to =

“ S0 it was that!? C\“]{hn’\“d the doctor.
know "’

“PDon’t you see he i.as betrayed hxme“lf" » eried B‘uw
¢ (lonstables, T have a charge for you! Arrest that man!

“Hands off!” cmod Quinton Dirge, white to the lips.

“Hands off, or T

But the revolver
knocked out of his hand, aund, dmm*e his struggles,
handeuffed and secured. "

“Keep him here for a \\'ile v said Blake, “and. senc u to

archestar for more assistance!  This man has acmn"pqcca

in Hm neighbourhood, and they must be taken as w ell

“ A malediction on \‘ou’ 7 cried Dirge.

“Thank you! P.mko answered. “I’d rather have your
curses than your blessing! Now, Miss Nolan.” he said, turn-
pale Uld to whom the doctor was attending, *as

Quinton Dirge rapped out:
amﬂmmo -chloride ot

“How did you

he had snatched from his pO(»’Pf was
he was

ing to the p
vou are better, perhaps you cai throw some light on
matter, and explain how Quinton Dirge came to make 50

against vou!”

d from her
She pwlleu

-ad happened.

monstrous a ch.xrg\
Erica had recove
very weak ﬁ“d pale.
explained to the nm»‘ntno W hat
told him amounted fo this:
J)u‘ecrl it dep

swoon. but she still lookcd
herself together as she

What she

tor uncle had sent for her.
.’)C" he had practieally

Toat >
ignored her since that dav ; had disagreed. Ho"
astonishment increased when. on going to the old man’s
\
room, she found him in tears.

Without referring in detail to w Lzt had happened in the
past, he still made it pe tly plain that he was deeply sorry
about the quarrel. Something had evi idently ocourred

had wrought a w -onderful cb in him.
[ have sent for you f«

“Trica. dear,” he had saic
R pardon for my :nwlms 5. T am deeply sorry for it. i
- things. It will seem strange to

am dcenm

3 but I b I+ now made the discovery that all my
m~‘r hte has b arrow one. 1 have prldeﬂ myself ot
man, only fo waken now fo the fact

being a good ar
that my conduct
views. 1 have kept
ignorant of its ways

been o0 by narrow, prejudiced
aloof from the world, and have lept
More or loss, T have lived the life of a
vecluse, and that has served fo cramp my sympathies and
to narrow my bumamtv T sce it all now. I sea my mistal

1 have learnt it all from a book-—a wonderful new book thh
Mr. Blake has been reading to me. . So now, deag Trica, I
ask you to for;,mﬂ e, and to believe that in the few wmr*
which may st to mo [ will endeavour to muke
amends and strive to ccnre vour happiness.

«Quoh was what my dear old uncle said to me,’ . Trica
went on, “And. of course. Mr. Blake, it made me very
happy. We made it all and we sat talking for a little
time. Then uncle said it was time for his medicine, and asked
me if T would give it to him.

“There was none in the room, and I jumped up to go aml
find the nuzse. 1 went to the door radler suddenly. and on
opening it was astonished fo find Mr. Dirge outsi 1
peculiar attitude. He was kueeling on the mat!”

Blake started.

¢ With his ear to the keyhole most likely. He had been
listening &’

“Thwt’s just what it seemed like, Mr. Blake, but T mnld
not be certain. However, he recoy ered himself in a moment,
and, learning what I swaunted. wenbt to fetch the medicine
himself. In a minute or two he returned with a dose in a
glass, and went away.

“1 gave the medicine to my uncle. No sooner had
taken it than an awful change came over him. He
deathly pale, and was <o17er‘ with convulsions. T was
frightened, and sent for the doctor at onoe The doctor
Tur Pexxy Porunar~No. 207
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: that vou are Stephen Crosby 17

e

_dawn has come to me!”

10

me to go to my own room, and that i all 1 know, Mr.
Blake. But it is dreadful>—dreadful ‘for this to happen. My
poor, poor, dear unele!
time before !” :

And, having concluded her statement, Erica began to weep

afresh.

Blake strove to comfort her. -

“ All will come right,” he'said.  “ Your uncle will recever,
thanks to prompt medical aid. © As to the charge against you,
that is absolutely ridiculous! It is quite certain that the
poison was put into the glass by Quinton Dirge. He betrayed
himself by saying what the peison was [’

* But why should he wish to kill my uncle?” : S

“To secure his fortune.  There is a will largely in his
favour. He overheard your talk with your uncle, and he
thought then that your reconciliation would alter matters.
The fortune might slip from his grasp. That thought, added
to others, maddened him, and he took this desperate step.
But, thank Heaven, it has not succecded! Mr. Goodmayes
will recover, and all will be well!” -

0Old Samuel Goodmayes did recover, but not for several
weeks.  When at last he got back his consciousness, his first
request was for Hrica. She was by his side in_a moment,

-inzking him happy by her love and girlish caresses.

The old man drew her to him.

“T have been very ill,” he said, ‘“but I am better now—
better and happier than I have been for a long, long time.
I have lived anether life during my illness, darling child, and
I am a changed man. Ob, how kind I will be to you in
fiture !” :

“You have always been the kindest of uncles io me,” she
said, nestling her pretty bead on his sheulder.

“No, not always,” he said sadly—“not alwaye. But T
shall make amend That book has taught me how to live—
how to sympathise. Tt has broadened my humanity,. and
widened my whole outlook on life.  *When the Dawn Shall
Come.” A happy, happy title!  After the long night the

Then quite suddenly

Thev talked on happily together.
the old man said: ;s :

“ Where is Mr. Blake? T want him to read the rest of the
book to me! Where is he?”?

“Here. sir, waiting for this happy moment !’

,‘f‘\nd Blake stepped forward.

Ah. how pleased T am to sce you! The book—T want
yon to begin it all again!  When will you recad it 7>

‘T}hke was shaking his head with a smile.

o am going to ]onvp thq reading in better hands,” he said.

The author himself is going to read it to you!”

“Mr. Stanwell Creed! Where is he?”

He is here !V

In at the half-open door, at a
man. He wae pale. but his palior was not of the illness from
;\hhmn he hﬁ(’] now rhor‘o.ngh}y recovered, It was the pallor of
nlr? :nggzéngeastross which intensified as he drew ncar to the

“Uncle~my dear uncle!” was all he said: but there was
a tenderness 1n his tones that meant much. : #

Thr: old man started. :

“That voice,” he said—* that voice! It comes to me out
of the dead past. T have heard it while T have been here
upon a bed of sicknese. It has epoken to me in “dreams—
]M‘-auhlml dreams, and the words that it has spolken, have
been the words T have heard read from that book Whose
is that voice? Am I mistaken? No, I cannot be. Stephen
Stephen, my nephew ! My dear, dead sistor’s child, 7']%}1" me

signal from Blake, came a

Vo .
es, yes. dear uncle. am Ste 1 Crosby
“Thank Heaven—th I'II(Jll1 ﬁf(phm, (_,_xosby :
- § hank Heaven, you have o

ne back to

- = - -
: Bu(t‘ even now I do not quite understand,”
said. The book—the hook!
the book. dear Stephen 7%
?Blﬂkff moved forward.
""I\It is gy‘l(l)urﬁnsphe‘v\:,’s work,” he said.
BIHI;GO';\‘;W (())It] :u Stephen Croshy was beginning ; but

the old man
What have you to do-\with

And we were so happy only a little .
- - ' ; © - “ecried out.
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“Ryery word you have heard read i_ss the fruit of yeur
nephew’s brain. Into it he has put all his heart and soul. ™

“And I thought you had wasted your life,”” the old man
“Yet you have produced a noble work like that. -
Oh, Stephen—Stephen, will you' ever forgive me?? .

“Ttis I, uncle, who should ask your forgiveness. Even in
this matt. ¢ of the book, I am winning your praise under falce
pretences. It is notrall mine!” : -

““T care not for that; to have produced a part of it
enough.  But as you imply you had a collaborator, I sho
Like fo see him. Who is he?” -

“He is here—he is Mr. Sexton Blake !”

“Mr. Sexton Blake—and I never knew !” e

Apgain Blake moved a step, after first feeling inciined to
ehrink out of sight. ; o

“Let me explain,” he gaid hurriedly. “T would have pre-
ferred that my humble part in this should not have -been
nmientioned. But since it has been I had better explain.”-

And he did so, emphasising with all his might that his
share in the book had been but small, since even the part he
had put into literary form had been but an expansion of
Crosby’s notes and delirious ravings. ‘ =

Stephen Crosby tried hard to make Blake take his due part

of the eredit, but the detective would not hear of it.

But one puzzling matter still remained. It was necessary to
explain why Blake had: hurried forward the completion of
the book instead of waiting for Stephen Crosby’s recovery
from illness. . =

With admirable delicacy Blake told the old man aboub
Quinton Dirge and his designs upon his fortune. :

“So that explains the attempt he made to poison me,” 1
old man said. ‘' He was desperate; it was his last card.” .

““Yes, it was his intention to finish the book firet. 1 have
sccured the original draft of the first part which he obtained
posscssion of through Cashel Colter. Here it 1si”

The old man sighed.

““\Wretched, misguided man !’ he murmured. “To think
that he should have been such a villain, and that I should
have trusted him so implicitly. T am deeply grateful to you,
Mr. Blake, for having unmasked his villainy, and thus pre-
vented my doing a gross injustice to my own kith and kin.
From the bottom of my heart I thank Heaven for bringing me
back to health, and giving me the chance to make amends,
Stephen, where is your wife?”

“She ig in an adjoining room with my son!”

“With Jack!” The old man’s face lit up, and looked
radiant, despite the shade which still covered his eyes.

: “_I}r’ing them both to me. I have much to ask their pardon
oz,

No need to dwell upon the scene that followed. Tt ended ax
all ecenes must where nought but love exists—in happiness.

“T called you bitter names,” the old man said, turning to
Stephen’s wife. “I did not know you then; did not kunow
how good and constant your heart was. Kiss me, and say yow
forgive me ! Heaven bless you—Heaven bless you !” he muz-
mured, as Mrs. Crosby bent to him. ‘ Where is your son?”

He took the young fellow’s hand.

I have to ask your forgiveness, too, Jack,”

““No, no, sir.* It is I who should ask youss.”

“Tut, tut! Krica ™

“Yes, dear uncle.”

“Take hold of Jack’s hand. There—there, don't scb! T
am not going to—— Jack, take my little girl, and love her
and cherish her all your days.”

. . . (3 . > o

1

1€

he eaid.

Jack and Erica were married a few months afterwards.
Before that happy event came off, Quinton Dirge and his
villainous accomplices had been tried and sentenced to long
terms of penal servitude. -

Old Mr. Goodmayes is still alive, his old age cheered by the
presence of Stephen Crosby and his wife. Very soon after the
reconciliation he recovered his sight. Stephen has made a
great name for himself as an author, and has never ceased
to be grateful to Blake for the help rendered in connection
with ‘“When the Dawn Shall Come,” the book which laid the
foundations of his fortunes. :

That book sold in thousands, running into several editions.
In all the editions, apart from the first, Stephen Croshy
insisted on Blake’s name appearing as collaborator, :

THE END.
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A Magnificent ‘
Long Complete School Tale
Dealing with
 the Early Adventures of
Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim's,

L By__
M%@Tﬁﬁ @LEFF@%
o RS :
THE FIRST CHAPTER, There was a fixed conviction in the Fourth-Former's mind

Too Thick!

¢ 9 'M not going to stand——"
¢ Sit down, then, Figey ! said Fatty Wynn, of the
Fourth Form at qt Jim's, pushing a chair towdrda
the great Figgins, in permct smmhmfy and sincerity
Kerr chuckled softly. Figgins bestowed a gla‘ o
upon Fatty Wynn, much to the astonishment of that plamp
omh He had only meant to be kind.
“ Nou asi” said Figgins. I tell you,
stand——"" :
£ 3Welll bhare s a chair.”
i not coing to stand this any longer,” said Figgins. -
€Ol !” said Fatty Wynn.
- Figgins had just come into his study in tne Fourth Form
passage, in the New House at St. Jim’s sins was look:
very red and excited. - He had his right hand tuck
aswav. under his left arm, and was squeezing it there, as if
he were ne to alleviate some pain in it—as, indeed, he
was. It was easy to see that Figgins had suffered under a
very recent application of the cane.
Ixc"“ md Fattv \i ynn had beeu tahunj

I'm not going to

ment.

‘m not going to stand it,” went on Figzins. “It’s
gotting too thick.” ; :
Ixerr nodded.
“ Altogether t00 thick I he agreed.
“1 saw Blake a few minutes azo.” said Higgins. “He

in the School

55
!

gaid that if he had a Housemaster

18 ours

Tiouse he’d pulverise him!”
“(las!” said Keorr.
“ But it's too thick!” exclaimed Figgins excitedly. - “Ha's

t caned me!”
How many?” asked Fatty Wynn s3
S Two
S Wit for??
“For whistling in the passage!’
emphasis. ““Two s."orchers—for whist
“Rotten!” said Kerr.
iy 1Y said Fatty Wynn,
s extracted his damaged hand from under his arm,
a*zd clenched it. /
#1 came jolly near giving him an upper-
Eerr looked alarmed.

* gaid Yigzins,

with biting
passage!”

ling in the

“Steady on, Figgy! Form:master,
you know.” > :
%1 kpow-T can’t!” grovk “That's the tworst

Montaith, for instan
But a giddy F

“1s

es, and forge

of 16, 1f it was a prefect—
ve could give him comm.
er is out of our reach.”
Better grin and bear xf
here, Flgg‘/, have some of th
all abont it’
. “Blesw the ham-sandwiches!”
¢ Some of the jam-tarts, then,”

szid Fatty Wynn,
ese ham-sandwiche

<

urged Fatty Wynn,

that jam-tarts and hanisa d iches would cure any ills tliat»
flash was heir to,

Figeins snorted.

““Blow the jam-tarts!”

Fatty Wynn sigched. He had got to the elu of all tha
ro%olatxoﬂq he could think of.

Figgins brandished a clenched fist as he went on:

SIS b thick ! It's utterly rotten that we should have
to stand if! Ratty is going too far, and he’ll jolly soon get
to the limit. ‘IP thinks bccause the Head's away he can do
jast as he likes.’

Keorr nodded.
pr fally agreed swith Figgins, and
He was w*lh’m to agree that it was too “thick,” and
that Mr. Rateliff. the Housemaster of the New House, was
getting dangerously near the limit. The fact that the Head

as away from the school for a few days made matters
worse.

But Kerr did .not see what was to be
difficulty in the situation.

Me. Ratchif was Form-master of the Fifth; and if ever
a Form-master was defested, Mr. Ratcliff- was by the Fifth
Form at St. Jim's. But the Fifth were seniors, and Mr.
Ratelift’s unplea\ar\’r temper LOJld not have full play in that
Form. It was not in ac"nmax‘m with the traditions of
St. Jim’s for senjors to be caned by Form-masters or House-
masters. In case of a very serious delinquent in the Upper

S mpatmsed with
Lim.

done, _That was the

"‘bcboa. requiring that correction, he had to be sent in ta tha

He

Mr Rateliff did net like tl,fxt He preferred to ﬁo the
punishing lnmself Mr. Ratcliff was a sour-tempered man.
and had never been known to visk spoiling the child by
unduly sparing the rod.

All that he could not give to the Tifth, he geunerously
stowed upon the mmor: of House.

As Housemaster of tn.: New Homnse, he had under his
authority all the juniors who belonged to that House—Shall,
Fourth, and Third. -

And of all the New House juniors, the three whor g
Rateliff disliked the most were Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn—
otherwise known as Figgins & Co. :

Whether 1t was the mc}epende'lce of their S*)H‘ ot ths
fact that they were rﬁs‘;o'):mle for more mi :ch ef fhfm any
dozen fellows in the Home. or that they were specially
distinguished in- keeping up the warfare with the School
House—whatever the reason, Me. Ratclif was always
“down ! upen Figgins & Co.

A feeling of revolt was ris sing in the breasts of the New
House juniors, and yet the 1n1pos=1bﬂxtv of “backing up
azainst a Housemaster held them i cheel.

Once, on a great occasion, Kiggins & Co. had tied up an
unpopular mcfect and left. him in a room for a night te
consider himself. The juntors still talked of that pumc‘L-
ment inflieted upon Monteith with considerable glee.

But 16 was hardly feasible to think of punishing a House-
master in that drastic fashion. To grin and bear it seemed

Tue PrsNy. Porvnae.—No. 207
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te be ‘the only resource—but it was growing impassible to
g;m and very difficult to bear it. -
“ Homething’s got to be done.”’

Figgins emphasised that remark by bringing | his fist down
apon the table with a terrific thum’) The ink spr irted out
of the inkpot, and splashed over Kerr's exercise-paper, and
over Hatty Wynn's jam-tarts. Figgins did not even notice
it. And the two juniors said nothing. Fatty Wynn gave
his inky tarts a very mournful look, but he bore it manfuur

“Do you hear?’ exclaimed Figgins. ‘‘Something’s got to
bo done = S

‘All serene !
“There’s only one

* gaid Kerr.. “But what?”

alternative,” said . Figgins =10\xlv

B '\‘\e ve got fo knuckle wlder 10 Hattw all along the mle,

eleo——>
“Or else what?”?
“Goit, Figgy!?
“Op else Lick.” -
“How can we kick?”
“There's only one thmg
“And that—" -
“A banmff—out‘”
S Phew 2
\“I say, Figgy——"
A barring-out! . My hag!”
’Tum,m‘s looked very grim.

“Well, what's wrong with a bamng out" 2 he %‘d qmetxv. :

“We've got to show Ratby that we're not slaves. \'ow the
Head's away he will get worse and worse, and we've had
enotgh of the mailed fist bizney. I vote that we don’s stand
it.  Will you fellows back me up?”

“ Voo rather ! said Rbdfem pror mptly.
‘““Hear, hear!
“We'll back you up, Figey. :
“Then, if you'll all follow my lead, we'll stand out against
this,” said Figgins. {We'llall refuse to be punished, in the
first place. < If we stand towethm, shoulder to shoulder, you
know. ‘he can’t touch vs. And if he starts the prefects on
1y, we'll bar him out, and hold out, too; till the Head comes
back. And then we i pat our complaints before him, and
get him to s op 1t

“Phew !l s

“Who's ganie?”’

“AH of wis, T think,” said- Lawrence. = “Hands up for
the barring-out if R"tt\‘ doésn't come to his scnses 1”2
. Bvery right hand went up.
. "Phat settles ‘it,” said Fi
caned or gated. unless we
fellows, and get them to fol
for the barring-out to-night.

“Hear, hear I

And that evening no preparaiion was done by the juniors
of the New House. Figgins expounded his scheme to the
rest of the New House juniors, who, having received numer-
able unjust punishments at the
hands of Mr. Ratcliff, readily 5 RN
expressed their \nlhnone to join
in the barring-out.

129
1

“We all refuse to be
it. - I'll sce the other
cad. We'll get ready

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Barring-Out!

ORNING dawned upon
St. Jim’'s.
To: all appearances,

it dawned as many
4 other mornings had
lawned. The rising-bell clang‘od
as usual to wake the St. Jim’s
ellows, and in the School House
.uid the New. House they came
down to breakfast as usual
Divectly after breakfast, how-
ever, Figgins got his followers ¢
mgether and they took Chalge of ¢
the New House. The cook and &
the maids were told, much to
their astonishment, that a bar-
ring-out was mte’xded and that
their room would be more highly
prized than their company, and,
in spite of objections, they were
marched out of the New Flouse.
Mr. Rateliff, having failed to
suspect anything, went across to
the School House to  interview
Mr. Railton. Whilst he had gone
Figgins and his_followers made
the final prepaiatlons for the
stege.
Every wmdow was closed and
THe Pexyy PoruLar.—No. 207.
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READERS OF

BOYS’
- Mr. Ratcliff gmtted his iecth
\ _— 4 ~ “Open that door ’?t once I’
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fastened, and_ every doo1 was locked and bolted, with the
exception of the big door in the quadrangle
There the rebels were massed, loc‘mn" out, ready to shut

and hold parley From the window i

required.
fter about a quarter of ;m hour the lean figure of Mi.
Rateliff was seen str iding across the gquadrangle.

“Here he comes

“ Better fasten trie door,” aid Kerr.
m, and we don’t want to be duven into actually laying
on a master if we can help it.”

The advice was too good not to be followed.

The hig door was _]dl"lm(,d shut and the bolts were sl o‘c
and the chain rattled into its place before Ml Rateliff weas
mthm a dozen yards of the steps.

The clang of the door warned the Housemaster that he

“He will try to get
uandsr

“was being chut out, and he quickened his pace.

There was a window in: the hall besxde the door, and
F‘ggms stood at the window, looking out, ready to pa"}ey :
with the Housemaster, if Mr. Ratcliff was in a mood for
parley. :

~~Mr. Rafchif strode up the steps,
with a sounding blow from his cane.

“ Open this door at once !” he shouted.

There was no answer from w1th1n

Craeh crash !

" The cane rang upon. the door, and split with the foree of
Mr. Rateliff’s furious blow\s, and he was left with only a
fragment in his hand.-

But the door did not budge, and there came no replv Mr..
Ratcliff, almost choking with rage, glared round him, and
caught sxght of three or four faces at the window. He furned
tow axdq the wmdo“. ; :

“ Riggins 1 o

‘He was in so great a rage that he could hardly articulate.
the name. :

“Ven, sir,” said Figging, from the open window as 1e-cht»
fully as he ‘conld.

““Open this door at once, I‘lggms' »

“T am sorry, sir, but I cannot.

“ What, what o

“There has been too much caning, and too many pmmh»
ments of all kinds, sir, in this House lately,” ﬁ&;d Figgine
firmly. * We can’t stand it, sin”

“We're fed up,” explained Redfern.

“Past the limit!” said Kerr.

‘“What, what!”

1t seemed as if the envaged and astounded man had lost ¢
power of speech, excepting for the ejaculation of that morm—
s‘nable

“It’s a barring-out,

¢ What—what ”

There was a pause. Mr. Ratchiff tried to ealm himself, and
the juniors, crowded at the window, watched him in silence.
Their hearts were beating hard; resistance to constitutec

authouty was new to them and

strangely thrilling and exciting.

And no one knew how it would

end

“ Figgins, said Mr, Ratcliff at
last, “I order you to open that

doot I’

‘I cannot, sir!”

“Do vou refuse to obev me??

“‘I‘ you put it that way,
yes.?

“You—you refuse to obey me
—me. your Housgmaster”'

“Yes, sir.’

“You will  be
expelled for this,

Y1 don't
sir i

“You are me ringleader——

“We're all m thig togethel.
sir,”’ said Kerr; “and we'll stand
by Figgins, and whatever punish-
ment he gets we shall get, to0.”

“¥es, rather, sir!”

< Heor, hear !”

‘“Sink or swim
- shouted Redfern.

“Hurrah |2

and smote §he shut dcor

sir ! Figgins explained.

Sy

Sl¥——

flopged and
Figgins.”’

stand here alone,

5

to‘gétbor ik

“We cannat, sir.

“You refuse?”

- “We've said so, sir.  We don't
Oan that door unhI our demands
are granted, sir.’ ;
- “Your—your demands |7 cv‘ve&'
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Mz, Ralchiff, not yet qui
able to trust his ears
“Your demands! Yo
dare to make demands of
vour Housemaster?”
‘“Bverybody has a vight
e, mir.
ar i”
- “Justice |’ yelled -Mr.
Rateliff. 1 will give you
justice!  If you do mot
rmmediately return to your §
duty I will cane every boy
in the Houste, and stop all
holidays for the whole
term, and all the ring-
leaders shall be expelled
from the school!l” :
“Then  you can £0
Q];(‘ We are hold-
0

“The ¢ry was taken up.
*“Hurrah! No  sur
render! - Hurral R
=i Wipeins
Keril - You ar
leaders! i

ne: of
the .do

offers — any
takers?” murmured Red-
fern,

And there was ac¢

window, ar
up on the
evident intent
ing his way
House. The juitiors re-
ceded for a moment; the
habit  of  discipline i3
strong, and  if Mr. Rat-
cliff had been wise, he

D

P

m
=l

y
7

s '{
i
q

7

would never have done
anything to . weaken it
But Mr. Ra
wise. Ifheh
in time, there wo

thin, spiteful voice.
Yow; Yarooh!”

 Break open the lock immediately, Taggles!” commanded WNr Ratcliff, in his
‘“ Yes, sir,” replied the school porter.

: . The Jet of sooty water flew from Figgins & Co.’s syringe

with deadly aim, and Taggles fairly jumped into the air in his surprise.

“ Werry well, sir!

been no trouble
New House at St. Jim’
a vengeance: o o ,

Mr. Ratclifi’s head and shoulders were through the open
window when Figgin: rallied. He rushed to repel the
attack, with the rest of the juniors backing him up. Many
hands—whose hands counld hardly be ascertained in the con-
fusion—grasped Mr. Ratcliff, and he was pitched bodily back
into the gquadrangle.

“Oh!” pasped Mr. Ratciiff.

Bump !

44 (Jh 177

The window was slammed and fastened.

but the trouble had come now, with

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
: The Attack.

A& R. RATCLIFFE scrambled up. -

: He had not been much hurt by his fall, but
he had been very much shaken up, and he was
sputtering with rage.

- Figgins, inside the Héuse, breathed hard.

The rebellion had started now with a vengeance.

Some of the rebels were looking a little scared, but not so
Figgins & Co. - They were grim and determined. .

“ We've shown Ratty that we mean business!” said Kerr.

“ Hear, hear |’ yelled Redfern. :

“1 wonder what he will do now—’

“The prefects,” said Lawrence.

Tigvins laughed.

*We're not afraid of the prefects ! he said. :

From the windows of the New House the rebels watched
anvionsly. > -
- Ais. Rateliff made no second attempt to enter the window.
He had already sufficiently compromised his personal dignity,
and on rising from his fall he had found the whole school
looking ou. Across the guadravgle, within easy ‘view, the

5

erowded in.

whole School House was gathered to watch. Even the
masters seemed to have forgotten that it was mere than time
for the fellows to be in the Form-rooms.

Mr. Ratcliff limped away.

_“Bai  Jove!” 'murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arey.
i)‘Flgg,ins & Co. are goin’ it now, and po mistake, deah

oys | . .

“Good luck to them !” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Bravo, Figgins!” roared Blake.

And the cheer was taken up.

Mr. Railton came out of the School House.

“Gilence !” he exclaimed.

The cheering died away. Mr. Railton was too povular a
master for anyone to wish to show him the slightest dis
respect. :

“The boys will now go into: their Form-rooms,”’ said Mr,
Railton, 2

¢ All School House boys go in at once!

“Very well, sir.” :
. The juniors went in reluctantly. They would greatly have
preferred to see the siege of «the New House, but it ¥
hardly likely to be over before morning lessons finished.
There would yet be plenty to see. ! G -

“Railton can’t be going to back up Ratty?” muttercd
Tom Merry. :

“ No fear !” said Blake.

“Wathah not! If Wailton did anythin’ of the sork, 1
should certainly not wegard him with wespect.” ¥

“Then he wouldn’t, of course!” remarked Monty Lowther

“Weally, Lowthah——" « = e

“Get into your Form-room:, you kids!” exclaimed Kildare,

The Fourth and the Shell, the Third and the Second
But there were many vacant places in the
Fourth and Shell rocoms. Mr. Linton, the master of the
Shell, noted down the absentaes with a frowning brow. Mr,
Linton did not guite approve of Mr. Ratchif, put he appraved
Tue Poxxy PopurAr—No. 207
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stitl tess of Shell fellows staying away from classes. A third
part of the Shell boarded in the New House, and every one
of them was with Figgins.

In Me. Lathom’s Form—the Fourth——tle gaps were even
more .mrr‘;m(n Every Fourth-Former who belonged to the
New House was with Figgins & Co.  Litfle Mr. Lathom
shook I } solemnly, and began the instruction of his
¢ But hiz words fell upon inattentive ears
ors did not care twopence for the fortunes of Cresar
but they cared very much
Ratcliff and his

The jun
wor with the Helvetians,
¢ happened in the war between Mr.

House, They were listening with all their ears
ds frem the o nadmnnle
- 1
quadrangle Me. Ratchff was not idle. He called

'l(‘xe(_tSDOt St Jnn s to help him, but he found, to
that the prefects were by no means enthusi
.im up.

o captain of St. Jim’s, was the least entin

) into their Form-rocms,”
; e prefeces, however, will remain here—
f thom Mr. Ra n, you will perhaps be so
‘good as to take cr'hge of H‘F- Iﬂnh as well as the Sixth this
<o ] oam likel vy for some time.”
ainly I said Mz
Kihh‘e~~’"
“Hxouse me, sir,” said Kildare qumﬂv
t, and I do not const
upon to inteheze in o pu‘.ol;
Rateliff glared.
“Vou will oboy my orders, Kildar
"J do not wish to interfere hexe 511‘
but what I wish.

shall wa

“T am not a
that T am called
New House matter.”

‘It is not what vou wish, -

said Mr. Ratcliff acidly. *

“1 appeal to youm, sir,”
Ratlton,

Mp. Railton was frowning.

I shall not order the prefects of my House to assist you,
Me. Rateliff,” he said. “I do not think it is required of
them to do so.”

“What?”

“You heard what T said, sir.”

Mr. Rateldf gritted his teeth.

“You are aiding and abetting thic extraordinary rebellion,
ther 7 he exclaimed.
¢ Nothing of the sort! But I shall certainly net interfere
in it, or allow any boy under my orders to interfere,” said
Mr. Railton ealmly.

* That is the sanie az aiding them.”

“1 do not think eo, and, since you force me to S‘ae‘ik I
remark that I do nm think th.ms would have come to

Mr, Rateliff, if you had exercised a litile more
a little more humanity.”

that matters,”

said Kildare, turning to Mr.

“Sﬂlﬂmi House prefects will go in at once’” said Blr.

And the School House prefects went in, and the School
House master followed them. My, Rateliff openod his mouth
as if to say some very bitter things, but he closed it again
with the unple"xsant wm‘ds unuttered. It was useless for
him to infringe upen Mr. Railton’s Lmders.

The New House prefects remained at the orders of their
Housemaafer There were four of them, and thev did not
U)’);{ very pleased with their prospects.

Mr, Ratcliff turned to them. By this time only My,
Rateliff and his four prefects remained in the quauran*le.
'“m* rost of the school, with the exception of the rebels of
the New House, had gone in to classes.

“ What do you want us to do, sir

Mr, Ratcliff pointed to the New Home

“You must make an entrance there,” he said.

“Tf they try to keep us out, I don’t see how
in, sir,” said Baker.

Mr. Ratcliff frowned darkly.

‘It is not for you to argue, Baker, but to ()bPV my orders,”
he said. “Gn and do as I tell yon at once.
“ome on !” muttered Monteith.

Apd the four Sixth-Formers mads their way unwillingly
enough to the New House. They were very angry, fhoug
more with Mr. Rateliff than with the junior rebels.

“They’re (‘ommg 1" sdid Redfern from the window.

“How many 7"

“ Four—Monteith, Baker, W oPd, and S@ffon the pro.ec‘° L

“Tour !” grinned Figgins. *“And we're nearly fifty.”

5 Ha ha, Tat?

' uﬂv lock ag if they mean bminoss,” Kerr remarked.
ell, we mean busumss, too 1?
t-ho !’
ant faces crammed the windows as the prefects came
Tur Penxy Popurnar.—No. 207.
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up. Monteith &. Co. were looking and feoling some vhat
irresolute. They hardly kiew what to do. Unless fth
juniors would open the doors when ordered fo do 60 i
I)I(‘f(‘( ts did not seem to have much chance. And they w
ot likely to obey prefects when they had disobeyed a Hm, -
aster. The New House could not, like Jericho of old, ba

by sound alone.
nteith rapped, on the window.
‘Open the door b once, Figgins !” he exclaimed.
been enough of this fool€1y 5 you'd boher chuck if.”

“ Sorry, Monteith ; it can’t be done.”

“You'd better do as T tell you, I*Wg\ ns.’

““Ias Ratty accepted our terms?”

-4 No. you young ass! I
‘Then we're hc’fhmr the fort.”

“Took here, if you don’t let us in, you'll soon have to apen
the doors and ceme out for your meals ” said Bahor “Now

1 6 without eating, especially Fatty Wynn.”
There was a laugh,

e (‘k here-——"" began Fatty Wynn wrathfully

“IWe're fized all right for grab, Raker,” said. Figzins
cheerfully; “and we’ll starve sooner than surrender. That's
fatl”

“IHenr, hear "

¢ No surrender [

¢ Some of you will l\
cqy

“There's

expelled for this ! growled Woad.
old man, and we're not gong
that no one shall be punished

“Look here— began Sefton,

“ONuff said i replied Figgins briskly. “Go and tell.Rattv
that if he deesn’t accept our terms he can go and eat cokel
That’s our last word.”

“Will you let us in?”

& ‘\TO el

Monteith and _his three companions backed away. Me.
Rateliff came striding up, his face purple with rage.

“They won't let us in, sir,” said Monteith.

“ Break in, then!”

“1 don’t see——"

“You will not be responsible for any damage done,” said
Mr. Rateliff. “TI order you to break in the windows. and

effect an entrance.”

“Very well, sir.’

The hall window was the most accessible in the New House.
The assailants gathered there. Kiggins & Co. were ready for
the attack. Figgins had posted a sentry at every windesy on
the ground floor, ready to give the alarm if there were &
surprise attack, and that left him ample forces for the defenc
Fellows had gathered up cricket-stumps and t)okors and stvfffd
socks as weapons, and they meant to use them if mecessary.
It was soon evident that it would be necessary.

Crash!

Fragments of glass fell into the House, The wirdow kad
been shattered by a heavy blow from without.

“They're commg !” yelled Lawrence.

“JLare up!”

Through the smashed window came a hand to unfasten it
Figgins raised a cricket- -stump, but he did not like to hit the
defenceless hand. Instead, he grasped it round the wrist. and

held it fast. It was Monteith’s hand, and Monteith's other
fist lashed in and caught Figgins upon the nose.

Biff !

Figgins gave a fearful yell, and staggered back, and sat

upon the floor, with a red stream bursting from his damarmd
nose.

Monteith, with a herculean effort, dragged himself through
the broken window, and rolled heav ily into the house. Baker
came clambering in after him.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Defeat of the Prefecis.

EDFERN gave a shout. Flrrgms was sitting on the
floor, dazed, his hand to his nose.
“ Collar him ' -
There had been a momentary pause among the
tebels; but it was only moment‘lrv They followed
Redfern fast. Seven or eight Junlms threw themselses upon
Monteith as he rose, and bore him to the floor again with a
crash
Five or six more fastened upon Baker as he came clamber-
ing through the window.
Sefton and Wood, outside, ran along to the nex
and there was a crash—crash of breaking glass.
Two heads came in at the broken windows.
“ Collar them
“ Sock into them '
““ Bit on that cad !”
Monteith was struggling desperately,

window,

hittine out with all

THE SPECTRE OY THE FORTSTI

By Mactin Ciifford. By S. Glarke Hook.
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his strength. Redfern had fallen, his eye closed by a heavy
blow—Kerr had dropped across him-—Owen was reeling
away, half stunned. But the juniors did not falter. Five or
© six were grasping: Monteith; and-he was rolling over again,

and they held hig arms and his legs, and Fatty Wynn sat on

heiplessly. : ‘ i i
Baker, in the window, was held by every pair of hands
that could get at him.- Baker was a popular prefect, and the
juniors would have been sorry to hurt him, but they did not
" intend to let him get in to the aid of Monteith. 3

At the other windew Wood had rolled in. But he was
instantly pinioned by half a dozen fellows and dragged down,
and the captors sat upon him premptly, and held him pinned
down in spite of his furious struggles.

Scfton was less lucky. -Sefton of the Sixth was a bully,
and the juniors were not sorry-for a chance of paying off old
scores. - Pratt of ‘the Fourth rushed to repel him with a
cricket-stump, and it rang’ acronss Sefton’s head, and he
dropped back into the quadrangle with a terrific yell.

He did not return to the attack. He sat in the quad rub-
bing his head, and Pratt, inside, looked at a dent on his
ericket-stumip with much pride. - :

- ““‘Let me gerrup ! yelled Monteith.

“ Will you go out quietly, if we do?”’ asked Figgins.

- “No !” roared the prefect.

““ Then you’ll stay as vou ave.”

*“ Yes, rather.” ] ;

** Pyisoners of war, my <on,”.
eye, but grinning good-humcuredly.

** You young scoundrels——"

*“ Oh, draw it mild! It's the fortune of war, you know.”
‘“Get a rope, somebody, and tie him up!” said Figgins
grimly. ‘‘Now then, Baker, are you coming in or going
out 1’ :

“I'm coming in, you young sweep!” gasped Baker.
“You'll come in on your head, then !”

“ And go out on your neck !’ grinned Lawrence.

S Ha, hy ha > . : :

Baker was dragged in by so many hands that he had ne
chance of -fighting. He was bumped on the floor, and as
many juniors as could find room sat upon him. He could do
nothing more than gasp for breath, and he found some
diffieulty in doing even that, with the weight of the juniors
.upon him.

** Tie the bounders up !” gasped Figgins.

There was cord in plenty. Monteith and Baker were tied
vp with as much cord as if they had had as many legs as
centipedes, all requiring tying.

Wood was struggling in the grasp of the juniors, but the
numbers were toc great, and he was quickly tied up like the
cthers, -

“Got ‘em I gasped Redfern.
= “ Hurrah for us!” yelled Kes

And the victorious rebeis cheered.

Three of the prefects were bound prisoners, gasping on the
floor, and the fourth could be heard outside, groaning and
threatening vengeance.

“ Chuck ‘em out!” said Fi
“ We don’t want ‘em here.
c¢f war. Chuck ’em oug !’

** Look here-—-"" began Monteith,

“Sorry-no time !’

Sleay

“It’s not the time for you to say anything.
the saying that's required just now.
up Ratty,

“ You young rascal

* Chuck him ocut!”

Monteith, bound as he was, was lifted bodily through the
broken window. The fragments of glass cut and tore his
es, and he did not venture to struggle, lest his skin
wonld suffer in the same way.

He was dropped into the quad on his feet, and lay there,
panting and gasping. Baker was dropped out in the same

v, and then Wood. Sefton had taken good care not to
attempt to enter a second time,

* Beaten them !’ yelled Fatty Wynn.
¢ Hurrah for us! Hear us smile!” shricked Redfern.
¢ Ha, ha, hal”

Outside, Mr. Ratcliff gazed in speechless rage at the help-
less prefects. He motioned to Selton to untie them, and
Sefton obeyed. The dishevelled, bruised, and breathless
senlors staggered io their feet

“Get in again, at once!
voice.

* bis chest, and the head prefect of the New House gasped

aid Redfern, rubbing his
“Take it calmly.” .

, turning to the window.
We can’t afford to keep prisoners

I can do all
i You've chosen to back
and you can take the consequences.”

s

My, Rateliff, finding hie

prefects exchanged glances,
s no use,” said Monteith.
t can’t be done, sir.”
v 2 gnid Wood
¢'s too many of them,” said Wood.
er you——"" began the New House master,

~ Monteith’s face set obstinately. . ! :

‘“It’s no good ordering four chaps to fight fifty juniors,
sir,” he“said bluntly.: ‘: We can’t do-it, and it's no geo
trying. I've had encugh of it, for one.” - - ;

“ And I, for another,” said Baker.

And the prefects walked away with savage,
leaving their Housemaster spcechless with rage.

“ Hear us smile ! sroared Figgins.,

_““Ha, ha, ha!” ; T .

And the smile of the victorious New House juniors could
be heard as far as the School House. It reached the open
windows of the Form-rooms, and caused some interruptions

sullen faces,

in the lessons that were going on there. ! -
Mr. Ratcliff heard it as he paced under the elms in the
quad, debating within his own mind what his next move
should be. Like many men who werd accustomed to be hard--
handed, and to show no merey, he was quite astonished when
he had provoked resistance, and found that he could not
drive and harry beyond a certain limit. But he was far from
being willing to admit that he was in the wrong. According
to Mr. Ratcliff, everybody else might be in the wrong, bub
he was always the representative of high righteousness.
Tiggins & Co., for their part, had no doubts about what
they were going to do. They were going on as they had
started. The defeat of the prefects had encouraged them

immensely.
Mr. Ratcliff was following him, his face white and
sct. The Housemaster had evidently resolved upon
desperate measures. : :

The bell had rung for afternoon  lessons, and the Schogl
House fellows were all in the Form-rooms—all the scheol,
in fact, excepting the rebels of the New House.

Mr. Ratcliff and Taggles had the quadrangle to them-
selves. The New House prefects had gone in with the rest
of the Sixth; they had had enough of the contest.

“Here comes Taggy !” muttered Redfern from the window.
“He’s got an axe.” i -

“Ratty micans business,” said Figgins, with
“Have you got that syringe ready, Kerr?”

““Here you are!”

“Good !”

Figgins took the garden syringe in his hands, and stationed
himself at the window beside the doorway. A pail stood
beside him, with a mixture of soot and water in it. That
syringe had been used by Redfern in a “jape” on Figgins
& Co. that was still fresh in the memory of the New Houso
juniors—and its usefulness was not ever yet. From the
window, which was now innocent of glass, Figgins had a
good aim at the doorway, and Taggles was not likely to
break in the door unscathed.

Figgins filled the syringe and waited. It was a big syringe,
a conple of feet long, and usually used for garden work. A
jet of sooty water from it would comne as a far from pleasant
surprise to the assailant.

“You fellows be ready,” said Figgins. ‘If they get the
door open, mind, you're to fight like thunder. If Ratty gets
in, he’s to be chucked out again. At a sign of the door
giving way drag the furniture out of the studies and baryi-
cade it. Ratty’s study first, and then the seniors’ things,
and then the dining-room furniture—leave our own studies
to the last, of course.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Right-ho!”

There was an audible grunt from outside as Taggles
stopped upon the steps of the House. Mr. Ratcliff’s thin,
spiteful voice was heard.

“Brealk in the lock immediately, Taggles.”

“Yes, sip!l”

“ Waste no time, please; i'm waiting for you.”

“It’s a big job, sir

“Then set to work at once.”

“Oh, werry well, sir!”

Crash !

Taggles’ heavy axe descended upon the lock, and the door
shook from top to bottom. Figgins looked between the
boards that were nailed across the broken window, and tock
aim with the garden squirt.

Whiss-s-s-s-sh !

The jet of water flew with a deadly aim.

It caught Taggles full in the face, as he was raising the axe
for a second blow.

“Yarooh!” roared Taggles.

The school porter fairly jumped in the air in his sur
Sooty water was streaming over his face, and his hair,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
’ Wet!
AGGLES, the school porter of St. Jim’s, came towards
the New House, with a dubious expression upon his
weather-beaten face, and a heavy axe under his arm.

a chuckle.

ise.
and
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his collar. Taggles clapped his hand to his ear, and danced.
The axe fell with a crash. : -

“Yow! Ow! Wharrat! Yarooh!” roared Taggles. “I'm
wet! Yowoopl? #

Me. Ratelifi gritted his teeth.

“Break in the lock, Taggies!”

“Groo! I'm wet! I'm sooty! Ow!l”

“Do you hear me?” shouted Mr. Ratcliff furiously.

“I'm hoft I”” roared Taggles.

And Taggles was off. With sooty water running down all
over him, the school porter sirode away to his lodge. Mr.
Ratclift called after him, but Taggles did not even turn his

ead.

Mr. Ratcliff breathed hard.

He stooped and picked up the axe Taggles had dropped,
and advanced to the attack himself.

““My hat! Ratty’s going to chop !’ muttered Figzins.

Crash! Crash! .

Figgins hesitated. Rebels as the New House juniors were,
it secmed a little foo *thick,” even to Figgins, to drench a
Housemaster with sooty water. But the door would soon
give Way under Mr. Rateliff's terrific blows i he were
. allowed to go on. e

“ Mr. Rateliff 1’ shouted Figgins, at last.

Crash! Crash! : .
“ Will you go away and let that door alone, siz?”
Crash! Crash!

“1f vou don't, T shall serve you the same as Taggles, sir 1

Crash! Crash! :

The blows descended in a savage shower. Mr. Ratcliff
was putting an unexpected amount of museunlar force into the

atiack. He did not believe for a moment that Figgins would

dare to serve him as he had served the school porter. Mr.

Rateliff never could believe a thing till it happened. -
“Buck up, Figgy!” shouted Redfern. “The lock's

giving |7 : ¢
Crash! Crash! Crash!

The lock on the door, strong and heavy as it was, few into
pieces. . The bolts still held the door in its place, but they
would not last long if the attack continued. Tiggins made
up his mind.

“ Will you buzz off 7”° he shouted.

Crash !l Crash! :

¢ Well you will have

Whis-s-s-s-sh! ; .
- The sooty stream from the garden syringe smote M,
Rateliff just under the nose,

He started back, gasping, and fell, and rolled over
into the quad.

“Ow; ow, ow! Oh!
Thus Mr, Ratcliff.

Within the house the j
This was “going it ”
1ad brought it upen hi

it, thon!1”

the steps

Yan!l cOheOhi

s chuckled rather breat 3
wvengeance. But Mr. Ratchff

They could not feel that they
were to blame.

“Ow, ow! You voung scoundrels! Oh ¥

Mr. Rateliff jumped up. [is thin, angry face was alimost
hidden under sooty water. His eves were gleaming with
rage. Forgetful of everything but vengeance upon the
rebels, he rushed up the steps again. But Figgins was ready.
There was no hesitation new. :

Whis-sssh! weut the garden syringe, and a fresh of
soaty and inky fluid smote Mr. Ratcliff undor the chin

“Ch! Oh! Groooh!” !

He staggered, and as he staggered Figgins refilled the
squirt, and drove a fresh stream upbn him, and Me. Ratohift

fairly jumped off the steps and fled,

Higgins threw down his weapon with a yell of faughter.

“He's hopped it! Ha, ha, ha! Hurrav for us l”

“Hurray 2 e . !

“Ha, ha, ha!” !

The juniors watched from the windows. Mr. Ratcliff was
gone, and he did not return. They did not see him again
till school hours were over at 8t Jim’s, and the vavion
Forms came streaming out into the quade Crowds of
fellows——seniors and juniors—stood staring s the New
House, grinning and laughing and talking, Ividently the
l%gr!"mg-out was the one great topic of conversation at St
Jim’s.
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There was no fresh attack. But Figgins noted that Scfoa
and Monteith were stationed in the quad, fo keep Senvul
House fellows from coming near the house. Mr. Ratelift
did not mean the rebels to %Old any communication with the
rest of St. Jim's. . 5 S

“It's going to be a siege now,” said Figgins, as he sat
down ‘to tea, with one eye on the window. %I suppose
Ratty thinks he gan starve us ount. He doesn't know how
much grub we’'ve got here. It will last us for days.”

¢ Hear, hear!”

“ Hurray!”

“Down with Ratey1” ‘ :

And the rebels of the New House had theic tea—a very
plentiful tea—in the highest of spirits. They had won all
along the line so far, and they meant to hold out, as Figzius
put it, “to the last shot in the locker.”

7

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
= : Hot Stufi!

OM MERRY looked out of the door of the S

House. Night was black in the old quad of St. J

but frem the direction of the New House came a

of lighted windows.. Every electric light in the D

House was Burning, The house was lighted fr

end to end. It was near bediimé for the juniors of St. Ji

but it was very clear that the repels of the New House
not thinking of bed.

“B They're

Jai Jove!l
Augustus D'Arey remarked.

Tom Merry nodded.

“Figgy doesn't mean to be taken by surprise’”
remarked. ‘‘Ratty has been talking with the New [
prefects this evening, and I think he means to make
to-night.” :

“ Yaas, wathah! It wouldn't be a bad ideah to give old
Figgay a word of warnin’.” :
“Good egg! I'll cut across the quad and tell him.”

Tom Merry slipped down the steps of the Sehool Hou
and disappeared into the shadows. - A couple of min
later he was tapping at the boards nailed across the b
window in the porch of the New House. i

“Hallo!” came Figgins' cheerful tones from within.

“It's all vight, Figgy 17 : -

“That you, Tom Merry?” asked Figging, peering out.

“Nes !

“How's Ratty?” grinned FEizgins.

Tom Merry laughed.

“He's raping ! he s
Railton about not back
for the School House p
have it.”

“Good old Railton !’

“Mr. Railton sent off a to
to the Head,” said Tom M

Figgins looked grim.

“There will be more trouble if the Head comes baci
account of this,” he said. ‘‘We're jolly well not goi
surrender unless we get our terms.”

E her not!” chimed in Redfern,
and Monteith and the New House prefects a
- o something,” said Tom Merry. £

goin’ i, you kaow,” A

G had some w
o him urp this row, a: 5
ofects to help him, and Railton

whisper
think it
had better keep some of your eyes open.”

“That's vight !  said TFiggins confide
arranged to have sentinels in turn all night
comes we shall be ready for him. We've got every ble
door and window nailed up, and I don't think he'll get ix.
. “Well, keep a good look-out, that's all. I thought I'd tell
yoi.”? !

 Thanks awlnlly 12 -

Tom Merry disappeared,

Figgins & Co were having supper in the New House. and
they were very liberal with themselves. The enthusiasm of
the rebels was still keen, but some of them were beginning to
“eel very sleepy. - :

Figgins had told off the sentinels for the first watch, but it
was not till after ten o’clock that any of the juniors weat to
bed. Then they did not. undress, but lay down in their
clothes, to be ready in case of a surprise. e

The -lights were extinguished one by one in the School
Ilouse and the other buildings round the old quad. But in
the New House the electric light blazed away all through the
dark hours.

To stay up after the usual bedtime was a treat to most of
the juniors, chiefly because it seldom fell to their lot. But
now that they experienced it the treat was uot so enjoyable
as they had supposed.

The fellows who were keeping watch felt very sleepy long
before midnight sounded, and they would have been very
glad to go to their dormitory.

raid in the middle of the night. You chap
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The sentinels yawned and tramped d%OU’( to leep themselves
awake, and most of them began to nod after a time.

Figgins was in the second watch, realising that in the
nuddle of the night the most keenness would be required.
Pratt woke him up, and he came down with Kerr and
Redfern and Owen to keep watch, the earlier sentinels going
off to bed gladly enough.

Figgins rubbed his heavy eyes,
quadrangle.

Half-past twelve had rung out from
the cld school was very silent and still.

Not a light was to be seen in the great black mass of the
School House. The quadrangle, silent, dark, save where the
light flom the New House streamed into it, looked ghastly
and weird.

“Groo!”
coming !

*Yaw-aw-aw !” said Redférn. “T wish they would!”

Owen nodded off in a chair, and Redfern sat down and
yawned, and soon began to nod, too.

Bxggme leaned up againet a wall, and his head drooped.

Kerr was as wakeful as ever.

The Scottish junior- moved about from one window to
another, looking out into the quad every flw minutes. In
the hall firegrate a larpe fire was buv*mug, for the night was
cold, and the juniors had no reason to be economical with
the coal, Kerr replenished the fire from time fo time, and
thoughtfully left the poker between the bars to geb red-hot.
It might be useful if the attack eame, as Tom Merry had
warned them.

One!

The stroke boomed out from the clock-tower.

Fxggms half- opened his eyes, and yawned.

“Keeper goo’ look-ou—-" he murmured.

Kerr grinned.

“ All right, Figey !?

Another hour passed slowly.

The sentinels were all fast asleep by this time, with the
exception of Kerr, whose keen, unresting evus never closed.

The Scottish junior gave a sudden start at last.

There was a faint sound in the quadrangle.
by the creak of a board. Kerr’s eyes gluampd.

Someone was trying one of the hoards at one
up windows.

Tt was one of the broken windowe, of course. The othe
could not be got at without smashing the glass outside, ar
the midnight assailants did not want to awaken the whole
house with a terrific crash.

Kerr stepped towards Figgins, and shook
shoulder. Figgins started out of a dream.

“ Grooh- ohl” he mwrmured. *‘Wharrer
rising bell.’

Kerr chuckled.

and locoked out into the

the clock-tower, and

said Riggins. “T wich they’d ccme if they're

was Tollowed

his leader by the

marrer

““No, 1t 1sn't rbc rising-bell, vou ass 't morning !
I’s the (\nemv !

“QOh, all serene!”

Flggxm was wide awake in a moment.

“Doggo muttered Kerr. *If they think we're aslecp

13

they'll show just where they are, and we can get at them !
““Right-ho !?

Figgins awakened Redfern and Owen. The four juniors,
cilent and keen, waited for the attack. Kerr mnctev his
handkerchief 1ound the handle of the poker, and held it

ready, the glowing point still between the bars.

Creakt Creak!

The attack was coming. It was at the ]mi;
easiest to reach, as it was nearest the grouma. and the glasy
was gone. There was a sound as some tocl from the outside
prised at the nailed boards; then a whispering voice:

“Careful, Monteith !”

“Yes, sir.”

Flzgms chuckled audibly, and strode fowards the window
and tapped on the inner side of the boards, There was a
sharp exclamation frem without,

“Hallo!” roared Figgins.

““Oh, they’re awake, sir!”

Tt was ’\/Iontexth 5 voice,

“Yes, we're awake,” grinned Frggm
You‘d better go back to your little b
\oa re looking for trouble !’

cash! Crash!

Hcaxy blows descended upon the mnailed boards,
attacking party had given up all caution new,
using hammers. The boards tore away from the nails
the crashing blows,
aperture.

“\Tow Figgins,®

‘we're coming in!

“You re not, my son!”

“If you lay a finger on me yvouw'll get hury, and it will be

window, the

‘and
s, 1My

The
anid they were

under
and Monteith’s face was seen in the

his

> said the prefect, between teeth,

(BF)
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your own lock-cut!” said the prefect;
and hand thmugh the window,

“There was a « et- qrump in his hand, and his look showed
that he meant to use it.

“Mind, if 1 bram any of you, you will only have your-
u]x es to-blame,” he said.

“Look bere, Mortexth‘.”

“T'ni coming in! *Stand back ™

Figgins rushed forward, and the prefect made a savage
slash at him with the stump. Figgns jumped back only
just in time.

Monteith grinned sava
window.

‘“Hold on!” said Kerr coohy

He had jerked the red-hot poker from the fire, and swus 3@‘
it round to the window, and the glowing pomt of it was
within an inch of the metcct s nose.

Monteith started back so violently that he knocked his
head on the window-frame, and uttered a yell of angurm
He fe-ll back into the q.mdmuglc, and the window was clear.

ha, ba!” roared Figgins. “Hear us smile!”

I&err chuekled ] ~tnck the poker in the fire ag
Outside, Mr. Ra s acid voice could be heard urging ik
prefects to attack: but they Pvndently did not like the task.

“He’s got a red-hot poker, sir!” said Monteith.

“Bah Are you a coward?”’

81 ixor t like getting my chivvy burnt, sir,” said Monteith
sullenly

“Nonsenzc! He WOUIL not dare to touch you with it{"

“Well, try yourself, sir.

“Don’t be ineolent, Monteith !’
“Well, I've had enough of it.
touch you with tl\e poker,

il follow you!
‘Get led} Kerr!? muttered Redfern
“What-ho |

and he put his head

and clambered through

gely,

©

If you think he wouldn't
get in at the window, sir, and

Mr. Ratcliff’s face appeared at the window, pale with
vage. He put his hands in, and clambered up, his teeth set,
and hxs cves gleamix Korr swung the red-hot pnk«»r

round, and Mr Ratcliff pansed, half in the window. H
made a savage cut at Kerr with a cane he had in his har
but Kerr parried it with the poker, and there was a s
of ﬂs"mc}ved cane.
‘ Better h(’(p out, aid Kere
get burnt, sir!?
“Kmr back at once!
‘Sorry, sir! Can’t be done!
“1f you dare to touch me xuth that poker, Kerr—"
“1 won’s if you don’t come in, sir. If vou try to get in, I
shall glvn you just @ little dab on the nose, sir—only a little

Sanl

SIE, 8

politely.  “You mis

one, sir!

“Kerr, you insclent young villain, stand back !”

“Rats, sip!”

Mre. Ratehiff, zmu with rage, scrambled on. There was
no help for it. poked forward with the poker, and

extreme tip of it touched for a second the exfreme tip
Mr. Ratcliff's prominent nose,

One secong was euough.

Mr. Ratcliff gave a terrific yell, and rolled back into

auadrangle.

h—oh! ¥Yow! I’'m burnt! Oh—oh—oh!"”
“7 told vou o, sir,” said Monteith, rather tactlessly.
“Ow—ow! ©Oh! Yarooh! Ow! Oh!”
There was 2 sound of retreating footsteps.

“What’s the row?” ecame the voice of Lawrence fr ihe
G an afianh Bigoy '
Figging roared.
“Ha, ha, ba! Tt was, but it’s over!”
Eum it d come again.  The remainder of the night
: 5

rbad for the rebels of the New House.

-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Peace with Honour.

ORNING dawned upon St Jim’s.

Almost before the rising-bell had ceased to clang
the ¢ ‘(.rmm‘o was crowded with juniors staring
towards the redoubtable New House.

Seniors and fags belonging to that Hm=e had
dted in the School House for the night. 3
great deal of overcrowding and inconvenience,
not-make the general feeling towards Mr. Ratcliff
siable.
the whole scheol was against him;

which
any th
The

theugh ters and vprefects could not upheld
revolt of the \ﬂ\f House juniors, and were bound to
demn anythin the nature of a barring-out, they knew

Mr Rateliff was to blame, and t
ly ..at thov thought so.
£ PExNY Popurir.—No. 207,
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Mr. Ratclif was in an unenviable state of mind that
Morning.

it was dawning upon even his obstinate mind at last that
he had gone too far, and that the mailed fist was nof really
what was most noedeJ in dealing with the juniors of his
‘House. That he would ever reduce the New House to
subordination again scemed impossible. He knew that Mz,
Railton had wired to the Head the previous day, and he
was relieved rather than otherwise at the thought of Dr.
Holmes refurning to take the responsibility off his hands. Tt

as certain, of course, that the Head would return the
instant he heard of the barring-out in the school.
When Mr. Ratclif appeared in the morning ke was

greetad with smiles. There was a huge blister on the end
of his nose, and as the nose was already a very large-sized
ono, the b1g blister was given great prominence.

It -hurt considerably, and Mr. Ratcliff caressed it tenderly
from $ime to ftime. It caused broad grins wherever he
appeared, and even after having their ears boxed for
grinning the fags would grin again,

It was about an hour after breakfast when a cab drove into
the gateway, and the New House juniors recognised the
station hack from Rylr’ombe They saw it cross the quad-
rangle, and saw Dr. Holmes step out at the door of the School
House. :

The Head of St. Jim’s had refurned.

Dr. Holmes went directly to his study. His face was
very grave and stern. 1\’11 Ratcliff followed him there at
once, and there was a grim silence for a moment as the two
masters looked at one another.

Mr. Ratcliff caressed his nose. Serious as the state of
affairs was, the Head could hardly help smiling as he looked
at it.

“Will you kindly explam what has happened during my
absence, Mr. Ratcliff 7 asked the Head coldly

Mr. Ratcliff exphmed with emphasis. He pointed out
the “raseality of the New House iuniors, their wicked
msubordmatxon and insensibility to kindness, the chLward

ness of Mre. Railton and the School House bprefests in
lending him support, and his own uncommon patience,
moderation, and general virtue as a Housemaster. The

Hoad listened in silence til he had finished. = Mr. Ratcliff
did not finish il he was nearly out of breath.

“1 havé more than once nointed out to you, Mr. Ratcliff,”
said the Head at last, “that T cousider your measures too
sovere with the boys of vour House. 1 cannot blame Mr.
Railton for refusing to bé drawn into a dispute which did
not concetn him, and which ho entirely disapproved of.
What do you propose to do now »

¢“1 should expel half

1 of the ringleaders, sir. and
id Mr. Rateliff through his
istered nose again,

d

, thin lips, and ca
’l' he doctor frowned.
“That is hndlv likely to sow content and order in the
House,” he said, “and T think I know these boys well. T
do not think they will desert one another, and surrender,
to allow their leaders to be punished so severely. Once a
barring-out has started, Mr. Ratcliff, it is not eagy to se
here it will end. 6 is very fortunate thﬂ“ the moveme: ‘{
has not spread over the whole school, and I owe that to
Mr. Railton. You appear to have suffered some personal
dnjury——7" .
“I was assaulted with a red-hot poker.’
“I must say, Mr. Rateliff, that T ”mu it was injudiciou
of vém to come into personal conflict with juniors.”
Sir!
“Xou must allow me to speak plainly. This is a mo
serious matter, and will do St. Jim’s incaleulable hmm if
it continues and becomes known to the public,” said the

5880009000090

B 0 . BB B0 DB

2000809900

<

PLEASE ORDER YOUR COPY OF THE “ PENNY POPULAR ” IN ADVANCE.

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

As von have

Head severely. “It must cease at once! ¢
1\nsxght1y, I

received an injury which is, to say the least,
think you had better take a holidag——72
““What "
“And stay away from St
lns b‘own over.”
*0Oh!

Jim's for a few weeks till this

“ Meanwhile,sthe boys will settle down again. I really
think this is the best thing to be done, Mr. R:\fchff 1 have
thought the matter out carefully, and I hope you have no
objmhons tor make.’s

The Head's fone was final, Mr. Ratcliff had plenty of
objections to make; but he did not make them. He felt
that if he spoke at all he would say things which would
make it impossible for him to refain his position under
the Head of St. Jim’s. And he choked back his feelings and
said not a word.

. . * & s £ ® 3 2

Kildare walked scross the quadrangle and stopped under

the window of the New House, where a dozen faces were

crammed together fo watch him. Kildare’s face was very
ster, but there was a glimmer in his eyes.
“ Any news, old man?"” asked ngmi

“Yes; the “Head's come back.”

1 lmow that.”

“T’ve a message for you.!

Figgins' lips set.

“It's no good asking us to surreader,” he said.
ot going to surrender without a free pardon for evezy
Oh, [ know 1ts rotten bad form backing up agaiw
Tlead; but we're not going to be flogged, and some
~a<uf,d and . then be put under Ratty again, ratiier
ever. It’s not good enough !”

“Not by long, chalks ! ’" said Redfern.

Kildare smiled shrrhﬂv

“Mr. Ratcliff has left St.

“What 1?

It was a general exclamation of surprise.

“He has suffered in his health from these rows, and he's
going away for a rest,” s:ud Kildare. “He won't be hack
tho rest of this term, I hear.’

“By George!”

“Hurray in
“Oh, ripping !”
The satisfaction of the New House juniora was not com-

plimentary to their Housemaster, but it was evidently very

than

Jim’s,” he said.

genuine,
“You voung rascals !” said Kildare, laughing. “Well,
he’s gone now, and it's all over. You kids had better go

into your Form-rooms now, as if nothing had happened, aud
the Head won't inquire into the ban.ng out.”
“Is that understood?”

“Yes. Of course, the Head couldn’t approve of anything
like this.” :

“Of course not!” said Figgins. “We know tha-
nol asses! At the same time, he knows jolly well t}
was Ratty’s fault; but he can’t say so officially. We

“Never mind that said Kildare. “I've just co
here to advise you to go into your plau}s in the Form
an\i hold your tongues; and if you're wise, you'll do
on bet !” said Redfern,

Kildare walked away.

There was no hesitation among the rebels. The bo!
them had his doubts about contmmw the struggle r
the Head had returned, and all they wanted was an hono
peace—and they had it now.

In ten minutes the bnung out was a thing of the past,
and Figgins & Co. were in their places in the Form-roons,

THE END.a
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OF ALGY!
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A Thriiling Long, Complete -
Tale, with the
Adventures of the Three

dealing

Famous Comrades,

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

1’1l have you know, you impertinent fellow, that ! ami Algernon
Sinclair Strange,” said the swell, gazing 2t Pete in a manner that

ought to have quelled him. e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
©On Board the Steamer—The Steams Man Causes Some
Trouble—Rough on Algy.

HE three comrades stood on the Equator—that is fo
say, they stood on that portion of the ground which
the Equator demarcates; and, to be still more
exaet, they were on the bank of a river which flows
to the Gold Coast, except in the rainy season, when

it flows all over the low-lying country.

Pete’s dog—Rory—was hunting for rats along the river-
bank, but he “was much more likely to cateh a crocodile.

Beside Jack, Sam, and Pete stood an extracrdinary-looking
object. - He looked something like a knight in armour, and
smelt like a motor-car.  This was Pete’s steam man, and he
was a perfect terror. Even Pete, who was supposed to like
him, was not at all satisfied with his behaviour, which had
been atrocious. :

*“You ain’t been behaving yourself at all well, old hoss!”
observed Pete, gravely shaking his head at him. “I ain’
at all pleased wid you. Seems to nie dat when you want io
knock. anyone about you might just as well start on Jack
and Sammy, instead ob your lawful master.  Woohooh !
Don'’t you dare to hiss at me like dat! What do you tink
I'had better do to correct his behaviour, Jack 77

“Chuck it into the river, and let the crocodiles ‘try their
tecth on it!” laughed Jack. “'The brutal thing is néither
use nor ornament, and the trouble it has given us travelliug
through the forest is abominable! The trouble he will give

- ns when we reach inhabited parts is too frrghtful to coir-
template 17

“All de same, it seems to be a pity to waste a good
steam man like dat. = It would hurt de inventor’s feelings
if he eber got to know ob it. Besides, I gabe two hundred
pounds for him as he stands; den, consider all de moncy
he has cost us besides dat. Nunno! We can’t frow him
away. T might be tempted to sell him, if I could get a
good offer; but de worst part ob it is, directly I make him
start working, so as to please a would-be purchaser, he
commences to show off, and act de giddy goat in such a
manner dat de would-be purchaser don’t seem to get any
natural lub and affection for him.

“¥You see, if T start him boxing, f'rinstance, and he hits
de man who wants to puichase him on de nese, it takes away
all de man’s yearnings for him. T tink we will take ‘him
for a sea voyage up de riber. De inventor ob de man said
dat a steamer runs up and down at intervals. Do yon tink
we had better wait here for one cb de intervals, boys?”’

“I reckon it is abouf the only thing to de,” answered
Sam. “I don’t want another twenty miles with that steam-
man like the last twenty we have done.”

“Bery well, Sammy, just you light a fire, and cock some-
ting to eat, and when dat steamer comes along we will go
aboard.” - " -

The comrades had just finished their meal when the
steamer was sighted, and the skipper, when hailed, at once
brought his vessel up, while a boat was lowered, and the
comrades were taken aboard, Pete nearly swamping the hoat
by lifting the steam man into it.

There was a delay of nearly half an hour before the steam
man was hauled aboard, but the skipper, a good-locking
young fellow named Alan Fern, did not appear to be in the
slightest hurry. He leant his arms on the rail of the bridge
and laughed at the proceedings, while his mate, who was very
stout and abominably bad-tempered, fumed about and roared
out all sorts of orders. He did not use bad language, becanse
there were two lady passengers on deck. : i
_ “Look alive, there!” sang out the captain, winking ab
Jack, as his first officer received a blow in the chest from
the steam man as he swung abcard. “Are you ready, Mr.
Gunter 277

“No, I ain’t!” roared the angry mate. “T don’t know
what’s the sense of allowing this nigger aboard, let alone
this ’ere knight in armour.” ;

“Dat ain’t a knight, my dear old boss!”’ exclahmned Pete.
“Dat’s a particular friend ob mine, and I want——">

‘“‘Here jest you talk to your superiors with proper
respect !” growled Gunter. “1 don’t want you calling me
your dear old hoss; and, what’s more, I won’t have it !

“Well, p'r’aps you are right ’bout dat matter, old hoss,
‘cos you don’t much resemble one ob dose animals. Yah,
yah, yah! A horse wouldn’t be mmuch use if he got as fat
as you, would ke? I tink you more resemble a prize pig.”
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roaved

“Why, you impertinent vagabond of a nigger!”
I'll knock you

Gunter. “If you talk to me again like that
down |”
“Den I tell you what it is, old hoss, T won’t talk to you
again like dat, if you don’t like it, 'cos T wouldn’t like you
10 start knocking me down. Oh, golly, golly! Why did we
cowe aboard dis vessel 77
Pete's gaze was fixed on one of the ladics, who was not
aly young, but also remarkably pretty, She appeared to
> much amused by the steam man, and came forward to
pect him, while the elderly lady gazed at the comrades
theough her lorgnon; and, judging by the expression of her
haugh&'y features, she did not approve of them.

“Marie, my dear!” exclaimed the elder lady, in touas
that meant to say, “How dare you!”

* What a strange man !” exclaimed Marie, without taking
hieed of the admonition. “Does he belong to you, Pete?”

**M’yes, my dear,” growled Pete; * dough I must say dat
I Jdunno how you learnt dat was my name.”

“0Oh, T know all your names!” exclaimed Marie, smiling
nd tossing her pretty head. “VYou are Jack, and you are
n, and that dog is Rory.”
lind he don’t bite you!” growled Pete,
the glance Marie cast at Jack.

“He is very handsome !” exclaimed Marie.

“Well, you needn’t tell him so, my dear.
c¢onceited enough already, and——"

*You know perfectly well that I was
doz !V exclaimed Marie.

*“Well, you were looking at Jack, my dear, and 1 naturally
tought you were referring to de puppy.”

“What is this, Marie?” exclaimed an awful swell, steiding
up. He was a fair young man, with an aqui nose, blue
¢3, and a good-looking face. “Has that nigger fellow
1 rude to you?”

Oh, no, Algernon!” answered Marie, glancing at Jack
in.  “I was referring to a dog, and he said that he
ought I was referring to a pupps. am quite sure he
1 not think anything of the sort, because no puppy is here.
is not surprising that I knew your names are Jack, Sam,
Pete, because I have heard you address each other by
se names. I think I also heard you called a silly owl,

who did not like

Jack is quite

referring to the

Dat was Sammy, my dear !” growled Pete.

“Fellow,” cried the young swell, striding up to Pete with

wched fists, “this young lady’s name is Miss Crace,
-

&

Well, dat ain’t at all a bad name for child, 'cos
say she’s just as graceful as she’s pr ; but I wis
would take her to her moder ober dere, and tell da
v to take her below. I don’t want her here. I would
er she was miles and miles away. If she only had green
or yellow eyes, I wouldn’t be so afraid bout——"
You silly owl!” cried Jack, clapping his hand over
Pete’s mouth. “If you dare to utter anofher woid, I vow
1 will dive overboard, and chance the crocodiles.”

¢ 1 don’t understand a word of what that idiot of a nigger
i3 saying !’ declared .the swell, sticking an eyveglass in his
eye, and gazing at Pete in a manner that ought to have
quelled him. “T’ll have you know, you impertinent fellow,
that I am Mr. Algernon Sinclair Strange, and that——"

“ All right, old hoss,” interposed Pete, gazing first at
Marie, and then at Jack, then back again. = I can’t eall you
il dat ebery time I want to tell you to do anzting, so I will
you by your initials—let me see! Algernon—dat’s A
Sinclair—dat’s §; Strange—dat’s node: 8. Yah, yah, va

5 et

o+

ca

A. 8. 8. Dat spells Ass. Well, dat's a short name, and I'm
rader inclined to tink dat it is appropriate.”

Now, Algernon Sinclair Strange was not the sort of man
to allow a nigger to address him by his initials, especially in
Marie's presence. He was a boxer, was Algernon—a light-
weight one, perhaps, but still a boxer, and the blow he struck .
with his left was scientific. S,

“Oh, Algernong-how could you strike the poor negro!l
exclaimed Marie, who was tender-hearted, and really theught
that Pete was seriously hurt. It looked just as though Pete
was hit in the face, whereas he had only been hit on the top
of the head, and no man’s fist could hurt him there. He had
ducked his head, and brought it up so quickly, that the blow,
which was a hard one, appeared to have landed in his face;
in fact, he held his hand to his nose, and, pulling out Jack’s
handkerchief, pretended to wipe his eyes with it.

“PDon’'t take the slightest notice of him, Miss Grace !” ex-
claimed Jack, raising his hat. “ He is quite iucorrxgxble, and
never happy except when playing tricks; as he is always
happy, the corollary is obvious.” s

“But he must be hurt!” exclaimed Marie. “Such a ter-
rible blow in the face! What is the matter, Algernon?”

The unfortunate Algy had got his left hand under his right
arm, and he knew that there was a good deal the matter. He
had hurt his knuckles badly, but was not going to tell. L

 Allow me to conduct you to my mother, Marie,” he said,
flashing lichtning glances through his monocle at Pete, who
commenced to howl at the top of his voice, which had a fine
compass. ;

i Th}f« skipper held to the rail of the bridge and shouted with
aughier,

“I dunno what I hab done to be knocked about like dis
hooted Pete. “I wish you would stop your laughter, Jack,
and try to comfort me a little. Dat’s right, Marie, my dear,
vou take Algy to his moder. He’s too mighty dangerous to
be let out ob her arms. I'm afraid she spared de slipper in
his younger days. Why, here he comes again! He's worse
dan raging tigers!”

Then Pete, pretending to be in great dread, bolted round
the deck, much to the delight of the skipper and crew. Algy
was in such a state of fury that he cared for no laughter now.
He made himself look utterly ridiculous, but his temper had
got the better of him, and he could not possibly control it.

“I am afraid he will injure your friend,” murmured Marie,
who was really frightened.

“ There is not the slightest chance of that!” laughed Jack.
““No more fear than that Pete will injure him.”

“But Mr. Strange is so violent when he loses his temper.”

“Tt doesn’'t matter. Pete may make him look ridiculous.
but he would never strike one so much weaker than himself.”

“Mr. Strange is very strong—he has often told me so0.”

“Well, Pete is ten times stronger,” said Jack. “You will
see what will happen directly.” :

No one on board knew what was going to happen except,
perhaps, Pete. He rushed up to the fat mate.

“ Protect me, old hoss!” he exclaimed. “ Algy is going to
hit me 1"

“Bust you, so am I!"* roared Gunter, dealing a blow at
Pete’s face at the yery moment that the infuriated Algy
delivered one at the back of his head.

Now, those blows were heavy ones, and, seeing that they
were delivered simultaneously, there is little doubt that they
would have hurt Pete had he not ducked. The result of this
was that Algy received the mate’s blow on his nose, while the
mate received Algy’s fist in his left eye. Pete slipped behind
the mate and winked at the convulsed captain.

Now, there was little to choose between the tempers of

igy and Gunter, and both their tempers were roused by the
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respeciive blows they had received. Alpy, being a boxer,
might have got the better of it had the mate tried a little
‘gparring, but he was not going to do anything so silly as that,

ecanse he knew more about the use of a fender than a
bexing-glove. He merely tushed in, and, dropping his weight
;)1,1 his assailant, dropped him to the deck, Gunter falling on
him. ' :

Algy knocked the back of his head upon the deck, while

the mate’s weight, whie s something like eightcen stone,
knocked®all the breath out of his body.

“T'H teach you to hit me in the eye, you puppy !” howled
the infuriated mate. : ' . :

“Tt was all that beastly nigger’s fault
“Get up! We will give im what he deserve:

“Why, so we will!” cried Gunter, coming to the eon-
ciusion that Algy was not really to blame for the little
accident. “Come on!”

There was not the slightest difficulty in doing that. They
both went in with a rush; and the next moment found Pete’s
arms encircling their necks, while the two blows they
deltvered struck the air,

‘“Now, lock here, my dear cld hosses!” cried Pete, holding
shem in chancery. ““Tt’s a mighty wrong ting for you two to
fight. Yeu know what Dr. Whatisname says:

yo2

panted Algy.

“*Tt’s only de dogs dat delight in deir fighting,
And yowling and tearing and scratching and biting,
Because ob deir natures which pecple call furious,
But fat and lean men when dey fight must look curious;
So leabe all de scratching and tearing and fighting
Teo de animale who wid such tings take delight in.
Ben you'll go frough your Ifes wid more peace and
more bliss.
Dear Gunter and Algernon, make friends wid a kiss.”

1o weder dose are de exact words ob de poet, but I
T hab slightly improved dem. Dis way to Londen
, if you please.” '

aght the two men by the backs of their necks, then
forced their lips together, while by means of his ventrilaguism,
he made a sounding kiss appear to come from either of them,
while he also caused roars of laughter to come from the
spectators.

“Now, run away, my poor men !~ exclaimed Pete, releasing
them. “T ain’t got time to attend to vou any nicre, but if
you feel like quarrelling again, just you ecme to me, and I
witl worry out a little more poetry to suit de oceasion.”

There was something about Pete’s action that convinced
the two men he was not to be trifled with. He had got far
too much strength for $hfat, and Gunter was rather glad that
the skipper came to the rescue.

‘When you have quite dene fooling about, Afr. Gunter,”
cried the captain, “perhaps you will be so d as to pay

attention i dutiee. Te 1 you as f icer aboard
this vescel, c not compri sg the pas-
songers.”

Gunter muitered something not at all cemplinfentary to his

eaptain, but ac that worthy did nos hear it, it did not matter.
Jack went cn the bridge and booked first-class passages.

“It is perfectly satisfactory,” Captain Fern!” oxclaimed
Jack, when teld the cost, I will pay you now, but at the
same time I must tell you that your terms will not nearly
cover the cost. You have not yet scen Pete eat. You can
consider his requirements are about equal to five ordinary
passengers; however, that does not matter. because we wiil
ecttle the extra cost at the end of the voyage.”
pect there will be a few rows with that snob Strarge,”

he captain. “He 1s such a detestable fellow.”
s : ses not appear to think so.”

“ Well, T don’t believe she cares for the puppy, but the
fellow’s. mother wants to catch her, because she has some
private property. I should not be a bit surprised to see the
old lady’s plans npset, though.”

*“ She is very beautiful.”

‘“What, the old lady?” v

“Seiggors! No; I mean Marie,”

“ Yes, and she is remarkably sensible,
marry that puppy, I should say.
metal Pete has ght aboard 77

“That is Pete cam man. We bought him from an in-
ventbor, and 1 st say he is a wenderful contrivance.”

‘I would like to sce him work.”

"Ob, I expect you will scon have the pleasure of that !”
said Jack. “Why, I do declare Pete’s setting him goine
now !  Well, cantain, I will bid you good-bye for the préscmc,
I think I had better go and see that Pete doesn’t let his steam
man do too much damage to the ship.”

_ Jagk went down to the deck, and as he arrived there, he
heard Pete talking 1o Marie, :

Far too sensible to
But what is that man of

o
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When the Steam Man Talked—Algy’s Disappointment—
‘The Captain’s Triumph.

- E'S working now, my dear,” said Pete, as he
tinkered about with the steam man. ‘You must
remember, dough, he ain’t at all safe when yeu
start him at hard work, ‘cos you neber know
what he will say.”

“PBut he can’t talk, Pete,” said Marie,

“Golly! Dat’s because you hab neber heard him. Hall,
Jack, you're just in time to shift his talking-lever!”

Jack stepped towards the steam man, and pretended to
shift a lever. He knew perfectly well that Pete was going
to make the steam man talk by means of ventriloguism,
and he was very interested to hear what he would say. :

“ Good-afternoon!” came a deep voice from the steam
man, who kept repeating that remarle

“It is really very clever, Don’t you think so, "Algernon?”
inquired Marie. ;

““It is done by a gramophone inside the model,” explained
Algy, who knew most things, or thought that he did. *“I$
can say & lot of phrases that have been spoken into the
ingtrument. It will say something else presently.”

*Certainly I shall!” -

Algy started. He had not expected such an appropriate
sentence.

“Why, it answered you!” exclaimed Marie.

“Merely chance. You hear it is repeating that-sentence.
w it will say something else.”

“ Aleernon Sinclair Strange, your initials are appropriate.”

“This is a delibevate insult!” snarled. Algy. “That
rigger has pot his friends to talk that vet into the——"

“Now, look here, Algy,” cried Pete, in his natural veice,
‘1 ain’t done anyting ob de sort! T woun’t be responsible for
what de steam man says or does. It ain’t fair to blilme me
for what he says, and——"

“Shut up, you silly nigger!” came the voice from the
steam man. It did not sound the slightest bit like Pete’s
voice, because he always took carve, when making use of his
wonderful ventriloquial powers, o uss the words he could
proncunce properlys or, failing this, he spoke so quickly
that the errors were not noticeable.

“Dat’s de way I get insulted and blamed for oder people’s
faults 1’ prowled Pete.

“1 really don’t see, Algernon, how Pete could have :
the mod alk lile that ™ said Madse, “I-don't v
stand.

“Child! You did not understand you were a pretiy little
craft our captain jould like to take in tow!” came a deep
voice from the steam man—at least, that is where the
astonished listeners believed it came from.

“T knew, but vou did not—-""

“Golly! 1 ain’t allowing dis!”

“Shut up, you m ble nigger, or I will erush you!”’

“Golly! Ain't dis mighty awfal!”
“J knew yowr beauty and your
heart. I knew it had done so.

3

2R

e}

goodness must win his
I knew he would ask you

to be his wife. I knew he has done so. I know your heart
5 e 2
is his——

*“Golly! Den I ain’t got cause to worry ‘bout Jack,” r-

posed Pete, in his natural voice. “I made sure dat man was
going to fall in lub wid de girl. Hi, take your hoof off
my trilby, Jack! How dare vou behave like dis.”

“ Look here, Miss Marie,” exclaimed Jack, “Pete is really
not reg)s’ponsiblo for what he says! He is too fond of practical
jokes!

“ But we are both sufferers!” laughed Marie,

“ Unfortunately, he makes me bear the brunt of
grumbled Jack. :

“You be quiet, Jack!” exclaimed Pete. “De steam man
is pretending to know .a lot more dan he does, and ——"

“I know your captain has towed his pretty little crafi’s
heart into port,” came that deep voice. ‘I knew his heart
18 hers, and hers is his, and I wish all happinessito each.”

** Now, look here, Marie, my dear,” exelaimed Pete, in his
natural voice, “you ought to hab told me ’bout dis, you
ought really, and den T might hab kept dat steam man’s
talking lever at ‘dome wid engines’ Secems to me dai de
man can't respect a secret. - Oh, don’t wave your silly arms
at me like dat, vou hissing idict! I’m annoved wid vou—I
am, reall Telling dat de girl is engaged to de captain, and
dat she has consented to be his wie.  ¥You ain’t got do
slightest condideration for Aley’s feelings. Den, again,
dere’s Ja—— Woohooh! He’s knocked my shin wid his
heel dis time. I wish you would be more careful wid what
you are doing, Jack. You'm de clumsiest man I eber met!
‘Seuse mie. my dear! Allow me {o congratulate you. I'm
mighty certain glat de captain has chosen his preity little
oraft wisely, and 1 don’t tink you hab made a mistake in
consenting to be taken in tow. You see, I can generally tell
: Tue Pexxy Popurar.—No. 207.
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2 man by de look ob him. [ sed to train wild beasts ones,
and men are much de same.’

“Marie.” cried Mrs. Strange, “what is the ‘meaning of
Can I believe my cars—that you, a lady by birth and
rweation, have promised to be the wife of a low steamboat
cuv)tam, that you have discarded my son for a creature like
qu captain?”’

“Now don't you get excited, my dear”’ evclam.ed Pete
You ain’t got de right to scold Marie ’cos she happens
o hab befter taste dan you hab.  You see, Algy is a sort
oo acquired taste, and you hab been able to acquire hlrn

after wvears and years ob frying; now, it ain’t at all likel
ddt e could acquire a taste for him during de time she
haz known him.”

“You vulgar monster, you ought to be flung into the river,
1 devoured by the crocodiles!’

“But, you see, my dear, it ain’t my fault. I didn's tell
Marie to fall in lub wid de captain, ‘m(l I didn’s tell him to
go and fall in lub wid her. It is a ting dat seetns to hab
come natural to dem bof. I dunno, Marie, ray dear, wedex
you hab had much practice wid lub-making?”

“Indeed, I have not, Pete!”

“Wall, vou seem to hab managed it bery well for a first
attempt, and if dere’s anyting “bout de matter dat you don’t
quite understand, just you ask Jack, ‘cos dat man has had

tremendous amount ob experience m de matter

“Don't vou believe a word that he is saying, wa Marie!”
Jack. “I have had no experience at all.”
“It is a thing that I think you will soon learn,’
B[dxi“

Do vou mean to tell me, Marie, that you
this captain's offer of marriage?”

“1 did not tell you so. It was Pete's steam man, and I
say I think it very clever of him to make it talk so
ibly.”

Have you promised to be this man's
Jes or no? 2" roared Algy's mother.

S 8as

“Then I am simply ashamed of vou, anu you will
gat my sanction to such a shameful marriage.’

“] consider that I have been treated in the
scendalous manner!” declared Algy.

“Dat’s right, old hoss!” exclaimed Pete.
yowrself go a blc, ’cos it will do you no end ob good! I
really don’t see how vou could expect Marie to care for a
man like you.”

“1f 1 have any more of your impertinence, fellow, I will
knock vou down!”

“Look at dat, now! I shall take mighty good care not
to ﬁffeud him, if he’s going to do anvtmv like dat. Don’t
vou tm ;, Aley, dat you would like to start fichting de stpam
man, ‘cos he's about your weight? Xou would be surprisec
to discover how well dat man Uhh
You insolent, black beast, if vou dare to ufter another

to me vou shall feel the weight of my fist.”
if it would be any sort ob satisfaction fo vou, ob
s vou can start doing all dat, only if I was our
1 would take on a lighter weight, 'cos dere’s no te ing
much you might get hurt if you commenced to fight
wid me. \’mmo, if you are feelinb sort ob vexed and (Aw
appointed, de best ting for you to do i1s to go and kiss de
mate again; or you mlght let me carry you be;ow and den
wpu can kiss de ship’s cooL. I feel sure it would be sort ob
oothing to your feelings.”
* Algernon,” cried Mrs.
my presence at once!l”
‘Don't vou boder about de captain, my dear,” said Pete.
“Dat man has got de vessel to attend to, and is would be a
great pity to ftake him off his duties. Here comes Bill, de
stewvard, and he will be able to tell us all about de captain.
Where is he, Bill?” -

Bill wiped his
izhed.

“Ho's been took very bad,”
boxing the compass, and has got the worst of it. T'vo jest
took his tea in to him, and he says he don’t want fu;}n and
that he’s golng to take the dog-watch, and we are to bring
him a bucket of water, and let some of the ship's bisc uity
loose, s0 as they can Wall\ up to him. T suppose you ain't
got-a bit of ribbin, miss, so as we could lead them bi
You see, if we let ’em loose. they may get a bit frisky and
» overboard, and I wouldn't
to get poisoned by ’em.”

< you dare to talle that rubbish in my presence,
cried Mrs. Strange, in a voice that gave Bill a
. “Tell the captain to come here immediately !
‘T'm afraid that can’t be done, ma’am|{” growled Rill
“The medical man says as he ain't to be disturbed on any
account, He says as there’s summat the matter with his
heart, He’s over-exerted it towing a little craft into ports
and that some of the strings have got a bit too taut.”
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el at once ! declared '\,if. Strange,

““Certainly, ma’am!”’ exclaimed BiH, “We will put you
ashore wherever you like,  There’s a landing-stage a"uru
forty miles along the river, and there's ar‘o*her one ten miles
higher up that we have just passed. Or perhaps you w onld
like to be dumped in betwepn the two? This ’ere part is
mighty pleasant in the forest, ¥ou canhear the liowms TO&T
mg now, but that’'senothing "kﬁ they roar ab nights
1“‘% this spot where we landed twe ladies and a g
last voyage coming up, and if you will be.xe"ﬁ me, wk
was coming down again, there was tim tail, thin lady
ing there “altmw to be took aboard:*

“Where was de oder" lady and gentleman, Bill?"

¢ Ah, they was stout! The one as come back was
that scraggy that she worn't no good. The sa
care for stews or soups; then, again, she was too
the lions to tackle. As I was taking her aboard two or thre
lions come sniffing around; but they knew there worn’
proper meat on her, so they jest turned up theis
walked away in disgust. That there young gent
much good to them; but, bless you, ma'am, the
wouldn’t let you escape 'em! ?ut here comes the olg
He will be able to confirm that 'ere story.”

Bill thought it time to bolt. He had an idea that
captain did not want to interview Mrs. Strange, but thoug
he would not appreciate the fairy tales he had been telli
and so he hurried away.

“(laptain Fern!” exclaimed DMis 8
through her lorgnon, while Algy eyed him through
glass, and both those glances wers truly terrific.

The young captain, however, did not fake any
them. He was looking into Marie’s beautiful eyes.

“Yes, madam?” he “answered carnlesslv

“T wish to know if you have 'um.am; had
to offer this young lady marriage?”

“1 have!”

“Indeed! And you stand there and actua
abominabls behaviour—and to me?”

“ There is only the truth to be told.”

“It is surprising to me that a man who so for
honoulable conduct, as you have done, should have
regard for the truth, I am Miss Gxa(-es guardian, and vor
duty was to have spoken to me. I should have told vou ihe:
as I tell you now, that I consider your conduct gros

¢ 1 shall leave this vess

iy cont

o

sumptuous. I would never give my consent fo
marriage |”
“Really, Mrs. Strange,” exclaimed Mar

BT

is not necessary! I have no legal guardian.

“I am speaking, Marie.’

% bo I noticed; but I must really
facts.’ s

“Morally, I am your guardian, You hs
veezel under my care, and 11 a designing man——"

¢ Alan never knew that I had any moey until T told him
“Listen to me, Captain Fern!” cried Mrs. Strange. “1
insist on being put ashore, and Miss Grace will accompan
me !”

“In that case, what you ask ii quite impossible. I hava
no power to keep you aboard this vessel against your will;
but I have the power to keep -Marie aboard, because she
could not possibly hnd without my permission, and I cer-
tainly would never give it. any more than I would give her
Ppermission to jump into the river. W ell, as I have not the
slightest intention of allowing Marie to needlessly risk her
life, it stands to reason that you will have to give up your
intention of landing.  You are acking a3 chaperon to this
young ladv, and therefore it i1a necsssary for you fo rem:
aboard.”

“I never heard such gross 'mperﬁheme"“ cried Algy.
“You mean to say you dare to keep mie a prisoner aboard
this vessel against my will?”’

“Not at alll You can go ashore when you pl
vour mother will not do so.”

“Suppose Miss Grace wishes to go ashore?

“1 have already said I weuld not allow it,”

“J1 hope you see what vou have to expect from aw'n a
man. Marie?” cried Mrs. Strange, who knew that Marie liked
her own way. “He is ahe.zdy distating to you what you
shall do and what vou shall not do.”

“But surely you would not expect him to allow ma to ris
my life?” exclaimed Marie, glancing at Alan with a
happy light in her eyes.

I should not expect you to allo»v him to give you orders.”

“But there is no help for 161”7 exclaimed Marie, looking
demurely at the tyrant. I must oi\ev Alan, because he says
distinetly that I shall not go ashore. T believe passengers
are bound to obey the captain. In this case there is no
alternative. I cannot swim, and even if I could there are the
crocodiles.” :

1 should protect you from , Mavie,”

ase; but

ar

all dangers said Alay.
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“Yah, yah, vah!

THE

; 3 d of you, Algernon,” answ ered \I""IF:, look-
:ous; “but, you see, the captain says he won’t let me
ito danger. I must obey him. I think you have the

S RE i vony o

B
ran 1y

Power to put me in irons, have you not?”’

Gi

Certainly I exclaimed Alan, looking quite scrious “I

pm you in irvons, and feed you on Bread and water.”
I think T would 1ather have that than ship’s biscui
mnurmured Marie, "“Jvmg Lier brows, as she fixed her Ja
ng eyes on the captain. “BJH talks of the biscuits com
n'mms and running about the deck.”

A)ﬂ is not the most truthful man T have ever met,”’
hed Al all the same, I am under the deepest

3

T

lan.  * And,
tmn to him, so I will overlook his faulis.”
15 your duty to obey me, Marie!” said Mrs. Strance

ub F don’t want to be eaten by savages or lions, th
as those other passengers were; besides, I can's g
ashore if the captain won’t lei me, and pufs me in irons.”
U on’t be' 5o silly, child!  You know he would not da

to do anything of the sort!™
‘ He might f d

e
o

1
‘Well, I am bound to cbey the captain.
on what Bill cails the frisky biscuits ; besides, T woul

IJ,-,(* him- %‘o chain me up like a wild beast.” -
¢ Yah, yah, yah! I wonder what sort ob wild

would mbemb1e° A baby tiger, I tink. D

retiy 22

“Wall, I mnst say, bEC;X]”‘ Gau de skipper
oty little craft in tow, dat he’s bound to sec dat she

harm. When he puts you in irons, my dear, I v

vou get a little chicken to go wid de frisky biscuits.”

this ioo‘mo cease ¥’ cried Algy. “ Capiain Forn, T

to your face that yon are an Insolen

has taken

nt cad! You ave
nptuous scoundrel! Fellow, you are nothing
thief! What have you to:a“ to that?”
i am a thief, T have stolen 1h0 greatest
> said Alan, without the slight

I l.np that treasure it would be impossibie to i
I trust to he able to do so by deeds, bat I hope th
1 would give my life to shield that ¢ re from harm.

: ty hand was (lmsp,,\ in the young capta

an T heoked U
ooded cad and bul

L you are an irfamo“*‘
imself go. Now,
ve you to say to me?

1 fear 'haz if T were t¢
sp(aks about would be
you to mortal com

iName - yeur

I‘ > laughed Alan. T would not hfnm a haie of
I'ead Indeed I am very sorry for vou, . I do
Link that veu are worthy of Miss Grace. am

1, for that matter, so 1 onfrht 10 say nothing en that subjc
‘riowe\ru‘ she bas chosen.’
“Do you want me to
b;-)od e
“1t would not go well with
a thing” observed Alan. °
at you wil

ike you fo iouse your pu

your own saie,
Ll(TlOtl
Whe

her Algy, in his furious passzon would havc been so
ded as to execute his threat of steiking the captain
t always remain in doubt, for he had sgarcely uttered the
words when he received two tremandous bangs on cither
side of the head; then hs got a kick that sent him H[)xa‘hhn”
to the deck; then he got a few more kicks, while Pete’s steam
wan mopped on him and pinned him to the deck.

This was bad enough, but worse was to follov
01 man bah;_,ed at the deck with his fi
1ing Algy with his knees in the endeavour to
Algy \vas helple He <-onld not shifs that Wewm and
could only lie there and howl for help.

“¥ah, yah, yth' ’ roared Pete, rushing forward and tu
ing the levers ‘He won’t hurt you. It’s only his play.
Il will stop kicking directly I get hold ob de right buttens,
only my steam man is rader impulsive, and he’s ;ot so many
hons dat—yah, yah, yah! -1 tink dat’s s Wai

* 1 lift him off.  Hot? M’yes, he does in dis
! Vah, yah! Dis road to London, old hosu! You'm
a lot too impulsive, and I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if vou
hab hwmt Algy. .

“Now den, stand on your feet like a sensible man, and
try to bebave yourself like a gentleman. You may be de
firsd cb your race, but you don’t want te race irough life af
dab fpeed specially when Algy happens to be in your wi
He’s broken de chain ob your cye
Algy. Let’s hab a look at you, old hoss!”

Pete picked up the eyeglass, stuck it in the vigl
ewed up the el comer of his mouth in a
mwed his beautiful teeth, and made Marie ne
ith suppressed laughter.
5 he deserved some pi

S

eye
manner

I

DELIGIOUS FREE TUSK HAMPERS 5@3 REAEER& SEE THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 12 T0-DAY.

‘gob to windward of me.

I'ENNY POPULAR—Every Friday. 23

is hopes; but he looked so utterly vidiculous as he
the deck, wondering how it had all happe:
looked so comical as he gazed at the fallen x
coald emlcelv be expected to be serious.

Algy rose slowly; then he gazed at the
steam man with a most vmdmm\e expression.

“Glad you are not hurt!” came a deep voice from the
steam man. = - = .
lgy only muttered, and then went below, followed by hig
motaer.

“Bill I”” shouted the captain.

Bill was so busily engaged polishing a plece el bras
most unlikely thing for him to be engagedven unless
orders—ithat the caytam had to shout twice before
answered.

“ Ay, ay, sir!” exclaimed Bill, approaching.
“Did you start the steam man?”’
;

“What steam man, si
“There is-only one aboard.
‘“ What, me, sir?”’

“Yes, you!”

“Beg pardon, sir! You'd best keep under
awning. Youw've got your ‘ead in the sun. A mate of
went raving mad thlough getting in  the sun.
Lmhmg like sun and whisky to male a man think mmqpo
gs; but I must sy it would take an awfol ot of “em 1o
e him think sich a anzmﬁe thing a: B sh
starting & steam vnah
“Who told you to clean that brass?”
“The mate, sir. THe gave me strict or

Did you start him?

“Did he tell you to do it wi
“Well, sir, I mentioned as 11
the fucf thing as comes to hand.
“Pell Mr. Guvter I wish to sp

ba’k with him.’

cult to b

“ He's asleep now, sir s always takes a
noon when he ain’t on dooty ”
“Wake him up, and say I wish to

he comes! Mz, Gunter!”

The mate waddled up, and he 1
had not been able to take his customa
i Dx«. vou tell Bill to clean thas brags?’

No. I never spoke to him about :
‘Beg pardon, sir, you are 1
"\\ h'xt"’ roared Gu‘xter “I!o

[‘)Li_,glﬂg pardon, sir, [ (hstn }‘eau] VOA

word ‘ brass.’ I told you I was busy, jest afore 3
for your eafternoon ofi-duty snooze, and then vo
To njd and said you didu’t care I was to ebey you

nd clean it as bright as a brass fardin:

“§ certainly said I didn’t care a brass farthing
you were busy or not,.but that you were {o obey my ord

*“Well, look at ﬂmt now!” exclaimed Bill, looki T oEx-
tremely \irtuons “I made sure you said ‘Go and clean
and make it as bright as a brass fardin.” ’

v, Bill* growied the can “ Aftor that,
quite useless asking any more guest

“Am I to finish cleaning the brass as Mr, Gunter ovdeved,
sir?” inquired Bill.

“Be off with you! You }me as well as T do that you
Were never given any uuch oroc*' and I firmly believe that
vou started the steam man.”

Bill gave a slight tug at the corner of the awning, ihen
glanced anxiously at his captain. After that he winked at
Pete with his off eye, and went for'ard

“ You won’t punish him; Alan?” murmured 3Marie.

“1 can’t!” laughed Alan. “The rascal knows that he has
You see, he made the tew line of
that beautiful little craft fast.”

“1 congratulate you, Alan!” exclaimed Jack, gras b
his hand. “I had my doubts whether you \would like Fe
and his steam man, but have 1o doubts now,

“No! The steam man has been very kind to me. But
his smash-up, and Bill’'s message, T wwmld never have i
to complete his metaphor. We sha’n’t need the irows af

all, shall we, Marie?”’

“No. T think a eaptain ought to be obeyed.” laughed
'\hxm “Now I am going below to take my scclding. ©h,
don’t, !ook worued AIan' ] sha’n’t mind & bit now. I have
rone.”
villlant eyes from the co‘m}'ades
’n, )ut they did not see the light of love that

33

atmed Jack.

“Ever been in love‘ Jack?” ingquired the captain, taking
one.

“Never!”

“Uolly! T tink we had beiter send for Y cried Pete

N8 I verﬂcﬁv
Porvurar.-—~No

o

‘“He might be able o gib you a few

Tar Pgs
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L vou knew de Way I hab to watch dat man when we get
noar inhabited places, Alan, you would scarcely believe “de
rln‘ount ob anxiety I hab on my shoulders. It is a daily
nightmare to me dat he will go and get married to some
gnl and, as he has got a mighty big fortune, why, dere
are plenty ob girls. who would put up wid his personal
appearance.”

=1 pity poor Marie!” exclaimed Alan. “She will not
have a very pleasant voyage with that old lady. All the
rls*mée it is very certain that I am not going to “let anyone
s

£ Nunno ! exclalmed Pote. “And if Algy gxbﬁ
more trouble, just you refer him to me,
stcam man on to him.  Yah, yah, yah! Dat steam man
tackled him in a mighty funny manner. Couldn't tink what
was happemng, and 1 believe he was in much de same
position.”

you any

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Letter—The Surprise it Caused—The Woes of Algy.

URING the rest of the voyage the one aim of
Algernon and his mother was to keep Marie away
from the captain. They did no: succeed quite so
well, because the one aim of the captain was to

spend all the time he could in Marie’s compar\v,'

aud perhaps there was a little collusion on that young lady’s
part.

On the ﬁftem'mn of ‘a very bouutuul day
reached her destination, and the p'xssengor{went to the best
hotel, ‘while Pete gave Alan an invitation to follow, and the
captam decided ‘to eancel his next voyage,; because of certam
arrangenients he had made with Marie.

i left his steam man dboard, and Bill touched every
in the hope of making him move, but he did not

suceeed.

It was only at meal-fimes that the cormades saw anvthmv
-:»f Marie, nor did the captain turn up.
- Jack and Sam boc rather restle
Pote did not troub e himself, and each day, when the com-
rades went out for-a walk.in the afterncon, Pete sprawled
on the sofa, zmrl mmm ed ‘to doze; but Jack and Sam had
scarcely left the Totel when Pete would sEpring up, and go
out, to return just before dnm'cr

Jack and Sam paid scverai visits to the xes:el but they
failed to find tho There was one Thmv qitite
certain, and that was that he did not see Marie, for Mrs.
Strange never let that youug lady out of her sight.

“BOV 2 exclaimed Pete, one morning, “1 am going to
gib you de greatost’ surprise you hab had for some years to
come [

“I think )o‘

Are
mguired

“Fam
SUFE : {
“3 do not understand vou." observed Mrs. Strange, who
was of an ingquisitive furh of mind, xm‘ happened to be in
the yoom. with her son,

o5

past,=Pete,” laughed Jack.
¢ fo ‘smore in the rh {
ise almost any hearer.”

inhabitants ob dis town a

“ Well, vou see my dear.’ observed Pete, putting the
wrong énd of his cigar iuto hl‘= mouth, and qpimm g,
c and Sammy are in exactly de

mic boat:
but p
er CATl

nd: what is going to
vitze dey dont Jenow, and lerata
1}1:7 in d‘s life if you don’t 1d (’(‘ meaning ob 14

] o uD lunch, and dat is a ting we can all un-
apcc.allv if it mppe'ls to be & good one. M'yes!
ecms to-be all s - Wou ain’t got de right,
fa grin wid vour rhoard eye and your port Wp
t fashion.. What's de mattey Wid you? Lot a letter?
what eould be siicor dam dat 77
not” for U, sie,” marmar
took posseasion of the |
‘Nunnot: 7k sce dat. “Mrs.
belonged: to- me.
me menx will write to beautiful
S'»Oht swrite to handsomé niggors.
18 Hellup!  Murder!”

happe
FOU 3

wna

:d the waiter, s Pete
he knew was coming.
S{rzmge ting if das
Funuy ting dat
]adle%, and beautiful
I dunno what de

Strange,
Dere gou are, my dear!

e S5,

and T will set de

the vessel :

but, strange to say,
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*Woohoo!" shrieked Mrs. Stranpe, as she fore tho |
open and realised its contents.

“We'm getting shricks on de top ob de g0 aid
croaks. Now, I wonder what is happening 1" .

“This s scandalous ! Oh, it is wicked! lod Mrs,
Strange; and Pete knew perfectly well by the pitch of her

that the waiter would be better out of the

“ Just you go downstairs, old hoss, and gib
half-crown. T will svatch you go.
~Pete did, but he did not see
cook, Still, the waiter went do
thai- Pete required,
“Algy! Listen!”
letior,

“Dear Mrs. Strange,—Captain Fery and 1 weore ni:
this morning. We are spending a shori haﬂeymoon,
shall return to the hotel in the course of a weck, =
hope to have the pleasure of meeiing vau, Pete has ar
for a great entertainment i honour of the event.

room.
do eoot

he half-crown -
waostairs, and

shrieked the excited lady, reading the

regards from Alan and myself. —¥our affcerionately,
** Marrz FrRY.

e

“Yah, yah, yah! Mark de Ferp part
cried Pete, “She's a mighty gmrf 1
she must be a maidenhair fern.” " -

“You dastardly black beast!”
Pete’s head with both his fists. You soum of a nigge
vou knew all about:thist Oh, vou fiend! [ Will have
fearful vengeance for it! I tall vou, mathe’r, T wail ha:
revenge ™t g :

“WeH 1 dunno ‘bout dis,’ obaerved Pete,  winkine
Jack: ‘Seems to me, A'Ig;. dat if vou want anyting like
revenge,and take it in ‘such a vielent manner, I would mmh.

rader you. started thmpin'* or Sammj' ober dejr

noddies. xour fists hurt, but ink von

notice dat, - z
Algy did. " His fists did I‘m‘*, and: P

them. They had not hurt Pete's he

Algy rushed from
to-sob.. No tears came
vory realistic sobs. .

“Myson! Oh, my dear son'!
““Not de & 1ghtc=r four ob da
“ You will find dat son will
well-mixed glue-pot g0 long a3 vou don's
Once wou stop }m poc] money, aad
vou gib him some food; Algy ain't
epun away from £ s 4. e

“ Did vou kuow of this shameru
manded Mrs. Strange, turning

““We had not 'tho »-Yi"hfe
only knew that Pct
i nnd moufrh “hﬂx

45 me for aver !
exclaimed Pote.
< t5 you frough life like a
stop ,hts allow ange,
ay bolt, unless
7 oh mando

»

nnanmz to da m’t‘

I have been ireatad
ught her up fr fom a chi
x Fand

by that giyl. T ha,ve
“Quite right, my
well paid for de yurpoce
“&o‘x vulgar monster
Well, it ain’t as if vou did 1
hab been paid out ob M s
tells me, You got all you wan!
she wants, So has de eapfain.”’
“1 know all the best people in
will recognise her.” 1 don't believe the
“T attended do wedding, my dear,
Oh, do stop dat shouting. Dat won't
You'tn been oeamn all along de line, and
can do is to take your defoat sxmlmcr o
“Yon vulgar monstor I exclaime a Mn
not stay with you anuthm I i

said Pe* et
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Strange

Mrs. Strange put her ar
the place. The COIIIrudPQ
next c‘ tvnov ]ett ‘rh dis
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