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THE FIRST CHAPRTER.

ASirange Commission—The Hon. Charles
Langley and Two HMalf~ocrewns—The
Offer Accepted. d

if youlll let

ngley’s lotter,
truck wi the ai
romanee surreunding then.

1 wish,” the old gentleman wrote

was immediately

“to

““ Gexton Blake,” said Langley, Instantly dropping his affected
drawl, ! you are making a mistake if you think you ¢an play any

_tricks with me.”

AMind my nephew. the son of my dead sis
whase nawe is H
twenty three or f

ter,

Manson, and whose age would be about
£ w. I imagine he is somewhere in London.
My sister made what our family thought was a. mesalliance,

and to punish for having, as they considered it, married

beneath her, 1 d ever to see hei or speak to her after-
wards. I knew nothing about this at the time, for I have

_ hved in the Colonies nearly all miy life; and when I did hesr
about it, T was too busy making my pile to bother about it.

I returned to England a few weeks ago, because the

doctors told me 1 hadi’t long to live, and because I wished

wy beuaes to Le at lact i the Old Country. Then I heard

about my dead sister's marriage er husband, who was a

civil engineer, in very poor circumstances, survived het only
about a year, ¢ cir infint son, Harvey, was left to shift
for himself. What became of him nobody knows, My rela-
iives don’t kKnow, :
I shouldn’s find him. - Bub T waut to find him. and if I can,
and if he turns out to be a good, honest, bright, and well-
eonducted: young fellow, there'll be half a million of money
for him when I'm gone. s

“I've got another nephew, who was brought up i the lap
ef fuxury, and who cxpects to inherit the whole of my hard-
wou fortune ; but he's a lazy, worthless, man-about-town sort
of fellow, who has never done an honest stroke of work in his
life, and Fdon’ta lim to have it if T can find Harvey, dnd
tf Harvey is a decently behaved young follow.

* You musti't eome and sec me—partly becanse I'm too ill
to see anybody; and partly beeause I'm watched; and if my
©s di ) taking active steps fo find Harvey,
¥ are guite-capable of h ing my death. Do what you
can for me, and please ace the enclosed cheque s payment
in advance for your trouble, : . - :

L call that & jolly pood letter, and I think the old gentle-
nran is e brick, i wire we ought to help hits, even if we
get nio money for it,” aunounced Tinker, with excitement and
fucision, i - 2

i

“Jusk bring me

- Langley, who is the next heir to the title.

don’t care, and are exceedingly anxious

Tinker brought him the book, and after a momerii’s search
Blake said : e s

“Ah, here we ave! Langley is the family name of the
Viscounts of Marchford. The tenth viscount had three chil-
dren—Maurice, David, and Helen. = Maurice ia the present
viscount, and he has one son—the IHon. Uharles Wadham
David is the man
whose letter I’ve been reading, and is a bachelor.. Helen is
the sister who married Manson, the civil engineer, and it is
their son Harvey whom I am asked fo find. David Langley’s
only other nephew is, therefore, the Hon. Charles Wadham,
the future viscount, so he must be the man described in the
letter as the lazy, worthless, man-about-town sort of fellow,
who’s niever done an honest stroke of work in ht 4

“By gum, sir, you can’t hesitate after that!”’

Blake shook his head. -~ >

* You are going too fast,” he said.. “We have nothing
whatever to begin upon. The task is about as hepeless as
it can be. All London and all England to search in for an
oung man, and not adine of description to puide us.
know whether he’s even alive, whethes he's short op
. or fair, or fat.or thin.” | : :
“0Oh, ssmothing will turn up—somie clue !
Tinker’s utterance must have been prophetic, for at that
moment Mrs. Bardell came into the room, bearing a
ard on a tray. Inscribed on the eard was: .
“The Hon. Charles Wadham Langley, 101, The Albany,
Piecadilly, W.” - : : :

“The blackguard himself I” exclaimed Tinker, in fenso

amazement. .

. , indeed, My, Blake!” said Mrs. Bardell, suddenly
flaring up. “He’s not a blackguard, or I shouldn’t have
asked him in. He’s come in his motor-car, and he’s Wearing
a beautiful fur coat, and hie’s got waxed moustaches, and he’s
altogether a perfect gentleman! Do you think [ don't know
a gentleman when T see one?” -

She turned scornfully to Tinker, .

“Show him up at once,”” Blake intervened hastily, being

o
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anxious to avoid any wordy sparring between the youngster
and his laudlady.

- And BIrs. Bardell, ejaculating * Such impérence !” flonnced
through the door, and directly afterwarts the Hon. Charles
Wadbam Langley entered the room. - : :

He was a man of thirty, tallish, with sloping shoulders and
a prominent stoop.. His big fur coat was open, displaying a
large- expanse of embroidered shirt-front, for he was in
evening-dress, and perched at the back of his head, at a rakish
»angle, was an opera hat, which he did not remove on entering.

His face, which had once been passably good-looking, was
lined and marked and blotched with the signs of dissipation.
He suffered, amongst other things, from a perpetual thirst.
It would be difficult to say whether he looked m of g
keave or a fool, and probably he was both in about equal
proporeions. - He walked with a kinid of crawling swagear, and
he was smoking a big cigar. -

Without waiting to be asked to sit down, he chose the mo
tomfortable chair in the room; then, screwing an eveglas:
into his left eye, he stared first at Blake, then at Tivker, then
at Pedro, and then he spoke:

“Haw, are you the feller that other fellers hire to find out
things which they can’t be bothered to find out for them-
selved? Haw ! he drawled superciliously.

Blake was sorely tempted to reply that he was the feliow
that kicked other fellows downstairs if they came into his
room with their hats on; but refrained, and replied briefly
that be svas a private detective by profession, which he sup-

. posed was what the .other meant. .

“1 imagine,” added Blake, in sharp tones, “ vou camo heve
for some definite purpose, and not merely to say ‘ Haw !” That
being so, Mr. Langley, T shall be glad if you'll state your
business with as little delay as possible.” :

“I want to find,” drawled Langley, “a young fellor of the
name of Manson—Harvey Manson. [ want vou to find him
for me. I will pay you for finding him. T want him found
to-morrow. I want you to find him and bwing him to my
chambers at the Albany some time in the afterncon. Don't
caome in the morning, because 1 don’t get up till after lunch.
Bwing him wound about two or half-past.”

“ And where is this young man to be found?” inquired
Blake, with outward coolness, but with Inward seething ex:

~ citement, for it was pretty obvious why this dissipated lordling
3 to find ‘hi= obscure and humble cousin. -
‘Found i’ said the other. “ How should I ki :

thought yeu were a feller who knew where every other feller
was to be found when wanted; if not, what's the use of you?”

*1 ean't find a man unless I have sonte particulars about
him,” answered Blake patiently.

““Weally, you are giving me a lot of twouble, and [ wanted
to hire you to save me all twouble. The person I'm in-
quiring about is a common young fellow, with lightish hair,
and. clean-shaven, and fairly tall, with a howwibly ugly
square jaw, prize-fighting-looking feller, grey eyes, and—er—
and all that sort of thing. Can be vewy wude to bis supeciors,
as wude as you were to me just now.”

“ Light hair, grey eyes, clean-shaven, fairly tall, handsome,
strong, determined face,” said .Blake, noting down these

particulars. “Anything else?”
- “1 didn’t say strong, handsome, determined face. I said,
howwibly ugly square jaw.”

“That'll be all richt. You meant the other. Go on,” said

lake.

“When last seen,” continued the Hon. Charles, “he was
dwiving a common taxicab, dressed in the kind of uniform
those sort of fellers always wear.”

““ Smart taxicab driver—yes. Anything else?”

1 didn’t say he was a smart taxicab driver. I said-——

“ Never mind. -How leng ago was this?”

“ About eighteen months ago.”

“Good! Anything else?”

¢ No. I can’t think of anything else, and I must say you'rs
8 vewy wode—-—"

£#1f you have no more information, don’t trouble to say
anything more. There only remains the question of my fees
to settle, and then I won’t detain you,” said Blake briskiy.

“Your fees! [ never heard of such a thing. I never pay
weady money for anything.”

“Yary well, good-bye. Show this person out, Tinker!”

“Come on!" said Tinker, chucking his hat at their visitor,
“Downstairs! Quick march!”

The Hon. Charles seemed quife nonplussed at these sum-
mary proceedings.

- “] pwotest! I pwotest! This is iniquitous!” he cried.
¢ 1 pwotest against having to pay weady money, but if 1
must, I mus I pwotest against being tweated in this
howwibly wude and insolent fashion! I pwotest vou're a
shockingly low, common feller!” He fumbled with his hand
in his trouser-pocket, and produced two half-crowns, and
placed them on the mantelpiece. *There's your fees—haw ! —

2

* many of them spoke bitterly of the exis

five shillinzs, and, considering how wude you've been, you
may consider yourself vewy handsomely paid.”’-

“What's that?” said Blake.

“Haw !—two half-crowns—five shillings.”

Tinker burst out laughing.

“What’s it for, Mr. Langley?”

“Your fees—haw! It’s good money. Don't be i

“All. that? No, Mr. Langley, you're too generous. [
couldn’t take it from you. Give it te the first beggar you
meet. It is too much for me te have ail at once.”

““Insolent feller! How—how--how much do you want

“ Seeing it’s you,’’ replied Blake, speaking very deliberately
and distinctly, “I shall be happy to undertake vour ¢
mission for a fee of five thousand guineas cash down. ¥ou
had better go home and think about it.”’

is. was equivalent to a declaration of war, and Lang
evidently interpreted it as such.

““Sexton Blake,” he said, instantly dropping his affectad
drawl, “you are making a mistake if you think you can play
any tricks with me.” :

“Charles Wadham Langley,” was the instant petort, * you
are making a grievous mistake if you think I'mi the man o
help you in your evil purposes!”

‘“What do you mean by that
- “That’s for you to find out:
Now, go!”

For a moment it seemed as if Blake's visitor would con-
test this contemptuous dismissal, but a glance at the stern
face bent on his, another glance at Pedro, who, when Lang-
ley’s voice became loud and threatening, had instantly risen
from the hearthrug and ranged himself at Blake's side, made
him think better of it. With a grin of ineffable malics, he
clapped his damaged hat on his head, pocketed the two hali-
crowns, and swaggered from the room. :

When the iront door had closed behind him, Blake sat
down and there and then wrote to Mr. David Langley an
acceptance of his offer.

““We’'ve got all the information we want from tha enemy,”

9%

2

me,

You've had your wa

~ he said smilingly to Tinker.

. A few minutes later Tinker dropped the letter of accaptance
into the pillar-box at the corner ¢f Baker Street.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Biake Spends an Afternoon at NMorwood and Msesis with a
Puzzling Enigma.

LONG line of taxicabs stood ene behind the othe
on the south side of Piceadilly, close to the
entrance to the Green Park and a little to the
west of the Ritz Hotel. It was the off seasot
customers were few and far between. The

lounged in knots and groups against the railings, sm
or reading newspapers, or discussing the affairs of
calling. There were plenty of topics to discuss—the vexed
question of ““extras,” the increasecd price of petrol, the long
hours of work, the penny “station ” money, the defective
registration of the taximeters or * clocks,” remuneration by
a fixed percentage of the takings, and the damage to tvres by
careless driving and the excessive use of the brake. A period
of unrest and dissatisfaction had set in amongst the men, and
iating state of atfairs

and of their prospects in the future. :

These grievances were supported or objected to by men
from the various groups, the same thing being said over and
over again without convincing anvbody, until a tali, wiry-
looking man, with clear-cut features, intervened in a sudden
pause, and said, in quiet tones: k

“There is nothing much the matter with taxi-cabbing; tha
only trouble is that the cabs have ceased to be a noveliy,
and the public don’t give the extravagant tips they used to.
and, of course, there are miore of us. Once you could reckon
taxis by dozens, now you can reckon them by thousands.
Perhaps there are too many of us just at present; but if there
are. the matter will soon right itseif, and 1t’s a fact, suill,
that the job is better paid than most other jobs I know of.
I wonder if any of you chaps ever ran across a driver named
Harvey Manson? I’'m asking everybody. There’s a bit of
luck come his way, but I can’t find him fo tell him of it
He was driving about eighteen months ago, since when he
disappeared.” 3

“ Harvey Manson—Gentleman Harvey!” cried Shorty, a
small, round-faced man who appeared to be glad to change
the conversation—“why, I remember him well! Queer
business his was. He was driving a swell one day—I forget
his name—and at the end of the journey the swell charged
him with being drunk and driving to the common danger.
Clentleman Harvey was taken to Bow Sireet, and got seven
days and had his licence cancelled. I don't know what
happened to Lim afterwards. I never saw him again. It
would be about eightecen menths ago,” concluded Shorty
reminiscently.

e
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S Well,
the other man. .

“Just this, that Harvey was as s’rca&y and qrbu a man
as ever handled a wheel. . Drunk? Not him. e to the
common, danrre ¢ He simply couldn’t do it. - I'm pretty slick
myself, but I was a child to him in what he: could do: with

a taxi. He could make it talk almest.. I never saw suc
skill. His eyec and nerve were amazing. {'ve seen him go

through traffic where you wouldn't have thought there was
room for a perambu
~paint. A sheer wonder, he was. We all Liked him, spite of
his being a bit stand- offish.  Always friendly, :s.lways ready to
lend a h oing hand; though his motto was keep himself to
himself. If anything went wrong with your engine he'd put
i right for you in lmlf a jiffy, for he kunew more about the
mechanism of the jigzers than iy fither at the yardl Yes,
his being had up before the beak was a queer by ss, & lot
more in 1t than met the exe. Gentleman Ha'n,,y was alw ays
a good deal of a mystery.”

“ Bui didn’t he deny the charge?” asked Biake,
he whoe was the inquirer ;

Blake, unable to hear of Harvey Manson ut the garagss
of any of the cab eompanies, ‘nld procured a licence ub Scot-
land Yard, and joined the ranks of the taxidr
best wav of accomplishing his auest.
week, but the information Shor as
first he had gleaned of the mi
sure he was L\eenly interested.
042 exclaimed %l\orﬁ © Nou can bet he denied

hat was the good of his (»enym«r it when there was

the oath of two swells him? . They swore he .was
rhunL and th&b he harum-searum, cutting
anyhow. It was late
ependent witnesses.  Dve

hocussed by some kind
o u]ls har! a down on him, and com:
mitted wiltul perinry to rob him of his livelihood. I swisi
muld remember the\u names; me well-known swells they
were. S .
“Not Lord Mavehford 1 <uppose/ 2
“ Why , that Wiy the ‘older bloke's n(mu
‘f\tmng
“harles W

for it was

iving b
ing man, and g3

_and his son,

s Gentloman Harvey
© What's the mystery
Let’s

&
got to do with V rehiford?
about him? “hats the bit of luck. coming to him?
have the yarn.’ -

The=e questions were exmuhmr}v em‘*anl-mmg to Blake,
who had the best of re for not answering theni; and a
crowd of inter ] had - gathered round him,
attracted by Sher ent and fervour, so that it was
not easy to get away.

“Oh, there’s no yaru' 2 id. - “There’s 3 small legaey
coming to him, and he's got to claim it Thore'll o a five-
pound note for 1n\bod\ who can put me in the w i of ﬁndmg
him!” :

“T1 bet there is a yarn,”
driver, who had been silent for some time.
only chap who's looking for him. Why, only yesterday I was

said Long Tom the ex-hansom-

asked the same qne\non by a blotehy-faced toff, who drawled

cvery second w ord 2
thought Blake,

and lisped and said ‘ Haw !
“Charles Wadham Lan:

“Of course. 1 couldn’t him anything,” coutinued Long
Tom.  “Gentleman Harvey What's-his-name was before my
time 1 -

“Well, it's no use looking for him amongst the taxi-
drivers.” | e S ;

W not 5o sure zbout th aid Shorty, with a knowing
wink.,  “A man what's once driven a taxi dor’t casily take
on‘another job !

“But if his licence was cance
“Yes, my son; but what's
licence m anome name?d B
The police can’t remember m
swho applies fm a liec

* suggested Blake, -
prevent his taking out.a fresh
wch things are done, yon know.
cut of the jib of every chap
tecn months is a long—time
ants every day

cmber i, said Blake.
Hosw shall we recognise him

Y

if we see h Ln,»‘f”
“Tve never
“HThen uha. :

pal of yours!
“Why, Lake ¢

answ ered.
dm? g ‘J‘ougut he was a

s in the legacy, of course.”

Blake, who vent by the name of Lake
umon%t the t ;

“Vo I do 8 ponuy of In':, legacy,” he
replied, i

“¥You know a lot moere than y
Tug Pexny Porrrag.No.'

what was there queer about the bvcmess‘?” asked'

or, without so much as scratching his

He had ‘bv{n at 1t a

“talk,

“You're not the

- S '%’,«;ll us the amount of the Iegaey, and v&ho left it ta
11131 {

“The ernbarms mg questmm began once more to {41! thmk
and fast,

“We vnfmt to know how Gentleman harvey is connnct ad
with the noble viscount?”’

“7ell us about Lord Marchford??
1 us why h&s got a down on him? Tell Us——"
Blake’s intense relief, one of the liveried posters belong-
ing to the Ritz Hotel wanted 4 taxi, and as his (ab was firsh
on the rank, he jumped into the seat,

“(ive me a burn, somebody.” he said

Shotty wrenched round the starting- h:mdle and the Enfrlre
‘began to buzz. =

: 1\We must h’we another tafk about Gentleman
Lake.! :

Blake nodded, and ghdmg off, drew up at the hotel portico.
Be was kept wmtlng several mmutes and then the two men—
an old one and a young one, both dressed in the extremo
height of fabhl()!l—-—dd\\ dled languidly down to the ‘mxh
“Tell the feller,” he heard the young one say,»*to drive
to the Crystal Palace 17 :

The voice was unnistakable—it was Charles Wadham
Langley’s—but the face was not his. = He had disguised him-
self with a close-cropped brown beard, and had shaved off
his moustache, The man with hlm - was undoubtedly his
father the viscount. s

“The (rystal Palace,” repeated the potter, closing the
door of the cab,

“And tell the feller that T see his. infernal clock has
registered a shilling before we've moved a yard, and that I
shall deduct fourpence from his fare, low swindler !’

The porter did not repeat this message, nor did Blake take
any notice of it. = He was too much interested in the lucky
chance which had given him Lord Marchford and his son as
customers.  They were searching for Harvey Manson, and so
was he.  Had they got a clue to lns whereabouts?  Had they
found him? Why had Langley gone to the trouble to dis-
guise himself? = These questions were of too perplexing an
Importance to allow Blake to bother or haggle or worry about
a disputed fourpence.

He was soon out of the traffic, and runmnp‘ fast and
sinoothly, for if Gonﬂem‘m Harve cm:ﬂd almost m his cab

ial 3 1 quite,

Hru vey,

his equal.

He had taken the shortest route, and so admirably and
deftly had he driven that they hadn’t faltered or stopped or
slowed up once till they had reached the main entrance of
the large glass structure. If all taxicab men knew London
and the suburbs as well as Blake knew them, and used their
knowledge as honestly and fairly, there would be fewer dis-
putes between them and their fares.,

“You are quite a clever johmny to have brought us here
80 quickly,” drawled  the Hon.' Charles condesceniingly ;

“haw !—what does the elock say? Seven shillings and ten-
pence, Here is eight shillings for you, and you may keep the
change. Haw! you needn’t wait. We shall };robabm return
by twain, but if you are hereabouts in an how’s time, we
might employ you to take us bhack—haw!  So-long! Be
goad ! And he and the viscount walked off arm in arm.

What had brought them to. Sydenham? There was nothing
to attract them at the Crystal Palace, nor did they even make
a pretence of entering the building, but strolled away towards
the busy shops of Westow Street. At the open space at ‘he
top of Amerley Hill they stopped and spoke fo a constable
on fixed-point duty, evidently asking for an address He,
directed them down the hill, and then they sauntered off and
passed from Blake’s view.

Two minutes afterwards Blake had revealed his identity to
the constable, and been told that the two men had asked to
be directed to Pleydell Avenue.

“ Pleydell Avenue is a quiét stréet of sma,llhh houﬂes very
g pwmblo street, sir,” said the constable. “‘No, siv; they
't tell me what number thev wanted.” ,

‘You can’t leave your post and follow them for me?”

“No, I can’t, because I'm on fixed:point; but I can get‘
somabody else to do it for you,

HHere, T mmy 1 He beckoned toa small mchm who was
selling papers.  “‘ See those twa gentlemen going down the
hill? They are going to Pleydeil Avenue. Follow thom,
and find out the number of the house they 20 in at, There’ll
be sixpence for you when you come back.? -

“Thank you, constable;”’ said Blake, as Fommy darted
on his errand. .
e minutes later Tommy came panting up the hill and
gasped breathlessly :

“They've gone into "hm houses, the old ’un went into
No. 165, and the young un next door, into, \Io 167, avd
where's [y tanner 2

>
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Plake gave him a shilling, and there was no more selling of
p\pvm that day for Tommy.,

But two houses, Why had the viscount and his son

€cparated and gore into dx‘ft\lcnt houses? Were they merciy
de\!n" inquiries without possessing definite know ledze? Did
ﬂlcv suspgct Harvey Manson was living in Pley dcll Avenue,
and had they come there to pursue a house-to-bouse investi-
vation in search of him ?

But they had gone in. It was that fact, which Tommy had
positively asserted, that bothered Blake,

The visconnt had gone in at No. 166, and Langley at
No. 167. They had gone straight to these two houses. It
wasi't as if they had begun at No. 1, and then made in-
guirics imm doot to door till they reached Nos. 166 and 167.
Had they done that, it would have looked as it fhey pos-
vague knowledge, but their going direct to the

] umcd “seemed to imply that they were acting on
definite knowledge. Then why had they &cpmat{d'?

All Blake could do, as thmg, were, was to wait until the
hodr was up, the hour which the two men had said they were
going to stay in Norwood, and then go himself to Pleydell
\\Pnuo and try to discover what they had been doi ng there;
for he couldn’s 20 bofo'o they'd had time to clear out “for fear
of rousing their suspicions.

It was Talf f-past three when Blake left Piceadilly, and four

“elock when he arvived at the Crystal Palace. On the stroke of
inc he trundled his cab down Anerley Hill, and a munute
later turned in at Plevdell Avenue. At tlnee minutes past
five he had 1~ulkd up at No. 167 A placard in the window,
announcing “Apavtments to let” gave him a plausible
pwtoxf for calling and ri 'me the belt.

“Can I get lodgings here?”

The woman who opened the door to him was pleasant-
looking and friendiy. :

“1 am sorry,” she said, “but T've just let mine. T ought
to have taken tho card out of the windew. The gentleman
who took them is coming in at once, and has gone to fetch
s luggago. He hasi't left the house half an hour. I'm
soiry you've had the trouble of calling.”
=l wouder whether you kvow anyone of
¢ Manson living in the neighbourliood ?
W ml, now, that is funny,” she exclatmed, with smiling
(‘Nhhdsi‘i ““for Mr. Jones asked me the very same question.”

*Who is Mr. Jones?” o

It is the gentlamsn whe has just taken my ro

So Charles \Vddham Langley had given her a fulse name

“Then you don't know anythmg of Harvey Manson?

“No, I never heard the name; but it is funny.”  And she
continued to dilate upon the curious coincidence of two con-
plete strangers asking for the same man within a few minutes
of each other, until Blake bade her an abrupt ““ Good-day !
and went next door.

‘ heuse numbered 166 was in all respects identical with
its neighbour, save that it had no card of apartments to let
in the window; but, instead, 1 neat brass plate on the door,
bearing the inscription, * Miss Mary Fielding. Trained and
Certificated Tospital Nurse”

Blake knocked and rang, and rang and knocked, for three
or four mivutes without getting any 1esponse, and then the
woman front next door came out again, and told hirn therc
wag nobody at home at No. 166.

Miss kxe.dmg has been called away to nuise a case in

tho name of

‘oudon she said. “1 don't know whether you want to see
her persoua(h but T caun tell you this, she doesn’t let her
TOOmS.

“When was she called away?” aal\ed Blale.

¢ Why, it was within the last half-hour. She rushed in to
give me the key of her door, as she always does when she
goes away nursing, and then she told me that an old gentle-

man had come all the way from London to engage her
services, and 1 don’t wonder, for she is a splendidly elever
nurse. She gaid she expected to be away a week at least.”

oy

“She's gone, then—actually gone?

“Oh, yes; 1 saw them pass “the “mdo“ 10g1-th(\r going
towards the station,”

Blake thanked her, and, jumpiug into his cab, at once drove

away.

“The afterncon had been a singularly (,zsappmnhng, and at
the same time s strangely sugge tive and puzzling one. 1t
had been disappointing, bocause it had failed to afford him
any direct information in regard to Harvey Manson; it was
suggestive, because Langley Swouldn’t have come to Norwood
to talke rooms, nor the viscount to engage the services of a
hospital purse, without very special reasons: and it was
puzzling, because he couldn’t form the q]mht(ut conjecture
twhat those very special reasons could

“Rooms!” he kept murmuring, (/hall(l‘a Langley takes
wooms in an assumed name, and Lord Marchford engages a
hospital nurse flOlIl the house next door. Ilow are these two
facts related ?

No; he wuld make nothing of it.

The trivialness of the
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facts secemed to intensify their baffling characier, Lodgings
and a hospital nurse! There was no compretiending them.

He gave it up at last, and in his exasperation drove so
fast back to London that he had several narrow escapes.
He was in London by a quarter to six, and five minutes to
the hour found him prowling slowly round Barclay Square
Liord Marchford lived at No. 9, and it was there that Mz
David Langley was lying-ill.

Blake hoped he had arrived ahead of the viscount and the
nurse, for an idea had suddenly sprung to his brain. Was
the nurse a creature of the viscount’s, and had she been hired
for the purpose of hastening David Ldllﬂrlé‘v s death? Nurses
make genuine mistales at times, and mistakes that are not
nuine are easily &mmll(m( An overdose of a drug

accidentally administered to his sick brother would suit Lotd
M'uchfoxdb book very well.

Was that the reason for this
all the way from Norwood?

Blalke wiched to see the
dﬂhmto theory.

In this nmttm’ he was not disappointed.

Lord Marchford and a girl ed in nursing costune
stepped out of a taxicab that presently rattled up to No. 9.
As she waited in the porch while the old uscount fumbled for
his latchkey, Blake was able to get a good look at her face
and a sweeter and a fairer and a more divinely good aud
beautiful face he never remembercd having seen. The sighi
of it instantly killed the notion that had sprung to his brain,
for it was impossible to associate such a woman with any
malpractices of nursi He knew instinetively that if Lord
ford had wanted a nurse to aid and abet him in his
nefaricus schemes, the last woman he would have selected
would have been Nurse Mary Fielding.

Then what did he want her for?

Blake was so much absorbed in (rmndcr-ng this questi
and gazing at the girl, enthralled by the pure lovelines:
her beau that he continued to watch her until the (!(,m‘
closed behind her, without eyes for anything or anybody else.

And herein was exemplified the perverse irony of Fate, for
had he spared a glance for the driver of the taxicab, his
quest would have been accomplished, for the man whe had
driven Lord Marchford and Nurso Mary Fielding  {frowm
Victoria Station to the viscount’s mausion in Bﬂrcluv Square
was none other than Gentleman Harvey—Harvey Manson !

THE THI!IRD CHAPTER.
A Night Adventure.

ATE the same evening the Ilou. Charles Langley
packed a small suit-case, resumed his disguise,
drove to Victoria, and took the train to I\(xrwouu.
A few minutes after eleven o'clock he was standing
on the doorstep of No. 167, Pleydell Avenue.

‘Ah, it’s you, Mr. Jones!” said the landlady, letting him
in. 1 was beginning to be afraid you weren't coming.”
He murmured some excuse about havi ing been unexpee tO(Uv

hurried fetching of the nurse

woman before formulativg any

]

rdemxr‘cd and \1*01\ she said:

' You rememoer wskmﬂ me if I konew the name of Harvey
Manson in these parts, sir?”

He said he had a vague recollection of if.

““Well,” she went on, ‘‘another person came and asked
for him directly you'd gone. He came to me, and also went
next door to Miss Fielding.™

“Did he see her?” he gueried,
of interest. -

¢ No; she’s away, and the house is locked up.”

She was a talkative woman, and told him about the key
pointing to the nail on the WJH behind the door on um(‘h
she kept it, and seemingly would ha\" gone on talking fov
an mdoﬁmfu period if he hadn't sai lw was tuou and
anxious to get to bed. Then she left hlm, and he retired,
yawning, to his own room.

But ke didn’t go to bed, and his show of listldss indifference
to what she had told him instantly disappeared. He was, in
fact, greatly disturbed by it.

Someono elso inquiring for Harvey Manson in Pleydell
Avenue, and calling at Mary Fielding’s house !

Then that someone else was hot on the track. The news
was distinctly upsetnng and it behoved him to do what he
had come there to do without loss of time-—that very night,
in fact.

The key of Mary Ficlding's front door being within his
reach seemed providential. o had expected to have to
break in, and had come provided with the necessary imple-
ments. It would have astonished his landlady if she counld
have seen the contents of Mr. Jones’ sult-ease.

By midnight the house was quiet, but, to be on the safe
siu‘\, he allowed another hour to pass before venturing out
of his room. It was one o'clock when he crept hmsmc\sL
downstairs in soft felt slippers, with a dark-lantern under
his coat, unhkooked the kov from the nail, and. cautiously
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_opening the door, let himself out. There was no one in

sight—no late wayfarers returning home, no sign of a con-

stable on hig beat. The street was ag silent us the grave,
and there was no light in any of the houses.

It was but a step to next door; he had merely to lift his
leg over a low iron railing, and there he was. By five
minutes past one, thanks to his possession of the doorkey, he
was safely and comfortably inside Mary Fielding’s house.

- But he was not ecomfortable.

The life he bad led did not
nerve.
reckless than any he bhad essayed so far.  His fingers
fumbled as he ]mshed back the slide from his lantern, and
his eyes were alight with dvead of what he might see as the
lantern’s vays illumined the small hall,

But he saw nothing whatever to excite alarm, |

He had his landlady’s word for it that the house “was
siupty, and he knew that Mary Ficlding was away, because
his father had decoyed het to Barclay Squave, on the pretext
of requiring her services as a nurse, solely for the purpose
that the coast might be clear for him. What could there be
to be alraid of 7 Nothm'f—»—nothmg he told himself so fifty
nmcs, with chattering teeth, and cold shivers running up and
down his spine, and pwsentlv mastered his dread, and stole
warily forward, -

_He entered a room on the right.

1t was the sitting-room of the little house, and 1t was
furnished with the simple good taste and neat and dainty
charm which were characteristic of its owner. Bub it was
sparsely furnished, for the owner had ‘no money to spend on
stiperfluities, all she could save from her seanty earnings
being carefully put away as a nest-egg against the 10nged-
for day when she and Harvey would be able to set up house-
keeping together. [for Nurse eridmg was engaged to be
married to Haivey Manson.

Langley moved to the mantelpicce, and peered at a photo
in a silver frame. 1t was the photo of an upstanding, franl,
and feariess youug mar, dressed in the uuiform of a taxi-
driver, and underneath 1t was written, © Yours for ever and
always, IL, M.

He sueered, chuddmrr :ofﬂy He knew now that the
business on which he had come was going to be successful.
He fe]t AU ab once quite biold and m*mdom, and, without
set aLaut hi< ta»k in eameqt

noving

conduce . to

caring i d 4008,
fr‘!gmmwa in the fzup]ace-»the act of a man with a mean
soul.
His movements uftcr ‘this were very prompt and ex-
peditious.

He ransacked the table dzuwefs pr ised open a desk, and
wmmager{ in a corner cupboard. Not finding what ho was
in search of, he was thinking of transferring L operations
to another voom, when his eyes lit on a blotting-pad,
svhich was lyings half concealed by a little heap of em-
bxoldew Qv&eepmg the emblmdery on to the floor, and
trampling on it w;th or ¢tmt0us malice, he snatched open the
bloiting-pad, and in a mbment he was in possession of what
l1e had come to find.

“ Mz M. Harvey, care of the Suthmland Motor-Cab Com-
pany, Argyll Place, Rege t Street, W,

This narme and address were written on
cnvelope,

!ande the envelope was an unfinishied letter, \whwh ran
thus:

a stamped

= Duucm Havvey,—How long will it be before I shall be
able to address a letter to you in your proper name, instead
of addressing it as if Harvey were your swname? I hate
to think of xcmr having had to take out a fresh licence under
a false name, and tremble at what the conscquences might
be if you were found out. Dearest, I implore you, let us
abaudon this deception: I know it is a small wreng you are
committing, and that you were the victim of a “eruel in-
justice; but, after all, it is a real wrong, and unworthy of
you to go ot pezsxstmg with it. Give it up, Harvey dear.
Earn your hvine honestly under your own name, not under
a false name. If that can’t be done here, remember that
there are other eities than London, and other countries than
England. Why shouldn’'t we try our chance together
abroad? I have sav ed a little money; encugh to—-"

At this point the writing abrupily ceased.
Charles Langley slammed the blohmg pad to, with a grin
of frloatuu, malignity.

** Yes, My, Harvey Manson,” he mutteled  the girl gives
you good advice, bm; it’s rather lato. You are found out,
and toamorrow I don't think you will be in the employ of
the Sutherland Motor-Cab Company. A second convietion
should setile your hash, and then good:bye to your chance of
inheriting the old fool's half—mllhon e
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- gripping the barrel of a revolver.

steadiness of
This was a new kind of job to him, bolder and more

and scuﬂerlng the

He was fingering the letter, in doubt whether to leave it
there or take it with him, when he suddenly felt himself
gripped from behind; and just as he turned, a smashing
blow was aimed at hlS bead by the shadowy ﬁgme of a boy
The blow missed by a
fraction of an inch, and, whizzing downwards, cauOht Charles
Langley with a dull thud upon the shoulder,

With a muttered oath, Langley caught at the arm holding
the weapon,: just as it Was drawn back to deal another blow.
The shrouding darkness prevented the man from seeing his
youthful assallanﬁ. and he was left no time to speculatp as
to who he could be. For, with amazing strength, the boy had
wrenched free his arm, and, closing with his big opponent,
was striving to throw him to the ground by tripping his leffs
from beneath him.

Backwards and forwarc e two swayed, the shufffiing of
their feet deadened by the well-worn carpet on the floor, and
their breath coming wn solt gasps.

As length, however, Langley succeeded in gettmg the butt
of his hand under his unknown assailant’s chin Then,
exerting all his strength, he pressed slowly back with merei-
Ioss force.

‘Ah, now I've got you, you young thp 1”2 he chuc Lmd
in u fierce undertone of triumph.

But even as the words left his lips, the bo‘v s hand shpped
up and vnder his guard with lightning speed, and the butt

end of the xmo‘vor’eaur*hn the scoundlel wlth a =1c]>s ning
thud full upon the point “of the chin.

Without even a groan, Langley spun round on lus heels,

_then slid to the floor in an inert heap.

Hor a moment the boy stood looking down upon him,
wiping away, with a trembling hand, the beads of perspira-
tion that had gathered on his forehead.

“Thank heavens it was too dark for him to see me!” he

hoatsely muttered. ‘t“If ‘he'd recognised me, it would have
priIt all the guv'nor’s plans, and he'd have mever for civen
me !

For

2 moment Tinker, for it was he, stood wrapt in

then he bent down over the unconscions figure on

H\ouvht

the oor.

‘And now I must get rid of him somehow,’ he said.
SIPIL never do to loave. the scoundrel here !”

ely Ofd man
Made His Will—-What Followed Afterwards,
VIQCOU\T MARCHFORD sat in his library, after

breakfast, in no enviable mood. The morning's

post. had ‘brought him a host of letters from

creditors clamouring for payment of their accounts.

The newspapers announced that another of his
swindling companies—namely, the Sixpenny Bank—had gone
into liguidation, and there was a suggettlou :thab the dxreotms
should be criminally prosecuted.

“ Whatever are you going to do to get out of this ters
rible mess?” asked the Hon. Charles, who stood at the side
of his father's desk. "“‘The bank failure is the worst that has
ever happened to us. Hundreds of poor people ruined! Look
what the newspapers . will make of it!”

The viscount pushed Charles umem:}mn*ouely into a chatr,
and drew up another beside him.

“Now, listen ! he said. “ With the certainty of bagging
David’s half-million eur dn\;ety is at an end. I shall at
once write to the newspapers 'and announce my infention
of taking over the whole of the liabilities of the Sixpenny
Bauk, and indemnifying the unfortunate shareholders against
aty loss whatever, which will put an effectual stop fo all
these nonsensical threats of a criminal prosecution. My
creditors—and, if yon like, your creditors, too—shall all
receive by the sanie post a pmmxsiex to aettle outstanding
accounts within a month from now, the promise being based
upon our joint inheritance of David’s mONey, whose state of
health is so precarious that his death is only a question of
days. - Instead of my name being execrated by thoubz;nds
of pbople, as I have no doabt it is being at this momeni, you
will find I shall be one of the most popular men of the day,
extolled as a model of magmﬁcuut genemsltv and highs
minded disinterestedness.”’

“That’s all very well > began Charles.

“Wait,” said his father, interrupting him curtly. “While
I'm dom{, this, composing my letter to the newspapers and
drawing up a folm of cireular to be sent to our creditors,
you w il proceed to Scotland Yard, and inform the authorities
that the licensed taxi-driver, Manson Harvey, is really the
identical Harvey Manson who was mxpusoned and who had
his licence cancelled for being drunk while in charge of his
cab some time last year. You will explain that you feel it
is an imperative duty on your part to expose lnm, because
it constitutes a grave menace to the public safety that persons
addicted to aleohol should be peumtted to ply for hire in the
streets, but you will request them to be good enough to see
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that your name does not
_@appear in the ensuing
police - court pwceodmgs.
And when you've done
that, Charles, I think we
may cong gratulate  each
other on- being happily
out of the wood.”

David Langlev mxt iy an
armchair propped up with
pillows in a large back
room on the second floor
of the Barelay Square
mansion.

His was a strong, hand-
“soue, aristocratic face, but
it was pale and worn and
rowed  with  illness.
Like many another strong,
robust man, who had lived
a full, active, and vigorous

life, his strength _and
health had suddenly
broken down; and, be]ﬂ"‘
- gripped - by the oxile’s

natural longing to see his
native land once more be-
fore ha died, he had
hurried home to En
to lay his bones to 1
the old country.

He had arrived

some
six weeks ago, and gone

stralght {o  his brother’s
house, where he had been
vecoived with open arvins:
and since his arrival he
had not again crossed the
threshold. Having never
suffered a day’s illness in
his life, until this sudden
collapse, he had Cots
eeiﬂ ed a horror of doctois,
and had stubbornly vetoed
all  suggestions . that
medical = aid  should be
called in. When such
suggestions were made,
his unvarying answer was

Langley was ﬁnger!ng the letter, in doubt whather to leave it thers or taka it

with him, when he suddeniy felt himsell gripped from behind, and just as he

turned a smashing blow was aimed at his head by the shadowy figure of a boy :
gripping the barrel of a revolver.

that he knew he was -

at the end of his tether, and the o © wish he had was to be
allowed to die in peace amongst his own people. Sinec the
very first the viscount had ceased to urge Lim to see a doctor.

But if David Langley was physically very ill, the shrewd
and sharp mtelhcren ce which had eul&b ed him to amass @
great fortune remained as rong and vigorcus as ever; atd
it had 1ot taken him verv long to arvive at an accura ite esti-
mate of the depravity and worthlessness of the characters of
the viscount and his son Charles, or of the motives which
had induced them to accord him so warm and hearty a
welcome.

e saw no one but them, and the servant who was deputed
$o wait on him, and he was quick to vealise that all thev
cared about was how-soon they could get hiold of his money.
His original intention had been to mahe Charles Langley.
the futme viscount, his sole heir, buf in the cncumstan ses
prevailing, he cast about for someone else to leave his fortune
to, and his thoughts inevitably recurred to the son of his
dead siSter, who had made the mesallmwe

But how to find him? -

The cautious mqmrxew he had addressed to. the viscount
and Charles Langley had instantly apprised him that he
must expect no help from them, and that they had guessed
his purpose in making theni

As the reader knows, he eventually applied to Blake,
stipulating that Blake must not come and see him, well
aware that, if his relatives discovered he was taking acmv
steps to find Harvey, they were quite capable of hastening
his death. As regards himself, he didn’t much care whether
they did not, but he was intensely anxious, intensely
eawer, that his fortune should pass into worthy hands after
he was goue, and he wanted to live sufficiently long te
ensure its doing so.

“My dear, ? he said to Mary F1eldmr t was late in the
evening of the second -day after hor almval in Barclay
Square-“I am wholly at a loss to unders stand  why my
brother has provided me with so pleasant and m-armmxr and
delightful a nurse as yourself. . Do you i‘nms' you have done
me a world of good abready?” -
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vaguely startling

“I am very clad,” she answered brightly: “I expect you
» moping from boing left too much alone,  You wanted
panionship. Tuvalids if allowed to mope are sure fo

are move ill than they actually ave.
miled at this
“Oh I think I kuow esactly how ill T am!” he said, and
his eyes wandered vound the large room, which he had no

hope or expectation of leaving alive, a voom dreary with
sombxe hangings and massive furnitu , and marvelled at
the immense difference in it her mere presence had produced.

“T wish you would see a doctor, Mr. Langles.” she
remarked impuhrvnly

He shook his head.

“No, my dear, I am nob going to be~ worried by doctors,
Doctors can’t give a man a new body, and that's the enly
thing that w ould save me. I am worn out. The mﬁc\]’mm 1
has run down. Not all the dostors m the world can help me
now. My time has come. But very pleasant fo haw
you here, and 1 am greatly oblized to my brother for
bringing you. I must admit that i I had known you were
coming 1 should have expressly forbidden it. He ]ms been
very kind-—much ‘,mder than I couhl havo imagined.”

“Why shouldn’t he be kind fo yon?" she answered.

“Ah my dear, vou don’t know ! he m ared.  *f You
are too good and innocent oven to imaesine the evil that
some men can do, Heaven forbid that I should misjudee
the viscount, or h‘i son, but I have sound and good cause to
distrust them both,

¢ The viscount!' she qahl 15 vour brother a vhmlm’r'

“¥Yes. Didn't you know?? he answered. © My brother 1s
Viscount 1VLu'thol i =

No, she didn’s know. : |

When the viscount had engagod lier services he had merely
ml@ her that the patient @he was wanted to nurse was his

brother, Mr. David Langley, and she had naturally con-
cluded {hat hiz name was. Luncr]ev too. She knew nothing
about the vamifications of the an'arre, where one brother

may be a titled nobleman and another a plam €My dhe

sudden knowledae Hmt she was in ‘the viscount’s house was

for she rem “mberod that ib wag he and
Tar Pexny Porvnar.—N

“80YS’ FRIEND” PRICE 1i==

e




his son who had been instrumental in getting Harvey's
licence caneelled.

The old man was too much absorbed in his own thonghts
to netice her startled expression and gasp of astonishment,
and went on:

*“I chould be sorry to misjudge him, but there are eircum-
stances in his past life which are bound to prejudice my
belief in him. But, of course, one can never tell; he may
be ehanging, and certainly I am immensely indebted to him
for sending you to me. And now, my dear ’—he looked up
with one of his grave smiles—“let us talk of something
infinitely more pleasant—tell me about yourself. I can'’s
imagine what the young men can be thinking of to have
permitted you to remain Miss Fielding so long. Vet, I dare
say, it is not the young men’s fault, you must have had plenty
of offers; it is simply that the right man has not happened
to come along. Haver’t 1 guessed correctly i’

Looking up he observed the trouble in her face, and at
oheo added:

“Oh, yon must forgive me! T can sece I have pained and
hurt you!” He thought she had had a lover who had died,
and that his carelessly-spoken words had opened afresh the
wounds of a life-long grief. “I am soiry!” he said. * Please
don’t answer if you'd rather not.”

¢ No, you haven’t hurt me,” she answered; “I am engaged
to be married.”

“* But there is some difficulty, some
the wedding?”

“Yes, there has been a difficulty.”

* But it has heen got over?”

** No, not quite; but I hope it is being got over,”

“iCapital !’ he exclaimed delightedly., “I sincerely hope
it 18, But wor’t you tell more about the dificulty? I might
be able o help you. Don’t tell me that your fiance has heen
worrying you by gallivanting after some other woman. 1
simply couldn’t believe it.” -

She laughed gaily.

*No,”” she said; ‘“it is not that.”

“Well, my dear, what is it? Is it money

His questions were full of cager zesi and kindliness,

““No, it is not exactly money,” she answered,

“ But money has something to do with it7 Come, come,
vyou can tell e, my dear, an old man who has only a very
short while to hive, and would be ¢lad to help one who has
;;Irea,@’y done so much to cheer and brighten his clesing
days. =

“Vex,” she eaid, “money has something o do with it, for
there is hardly anything in the world that meney hasn't
something to do with.”

“You're right there! Out with it!” he rejoined.

His interest in her had taken him out of himself and
interrupted his brooding over his impending death. He
looked all in a moment strangely different from the feeble
invalid who had been cowering gloomily over the fire 2 few
minutes previously.

“T'm afraid I can’t tell you,” she answered, with a sudden
return of the troubled look to her face.

She felt the secret of Harvey’s position was too dangerous
to impart to this old man, kindly as he seemed, who was
the brother and uncle of the two men who had first wrought
Harvey’s ruin.

¢ Come, come, that won't do; you must tell me!” he ex-
postulated energetically. “If you dom't, I shall begin to
think there i¢ some shame and disgrace which you’re afraid
to disclose. But it can’t be that—it simply can’t be that!”

She flushed to the roots of her hair, then suddenly became
white to the lips.

“Mr. David Langley,” she said, in a tone of prond rebuke,
“there are good reasons why I should not tell you, and as
they are of a purely private and family nature, T know you
will excuse me from discussing thom with you.”

He was chilled and grievously disappointed, a lonely old
man, striving to do one last act of kindness, and being coldly
rebuffed. It hurt him unepeakably.

He seemed to dwindle and wither as he sat in his chair, all
the vigour and anmmation gone out of him, and his thin,
transparent hands stretchied out to the blaze looked those of
a man whose span of life might be measured, not by weeks
or days, but by hours.

- *Oh, very wel,” he murmured—*very well!
wish to foree your confidence.”

Seeing the change in him, she instantly became the eareful,
anxious NUrse again,

“Mr. Langley, I am most grateful to you for your kindly
interest in my affairs, but—"

“Tt is of no consequence, my dear—no consequence at all,”
he faltered,

“But ¥ simply can’t diseuss them with anybody.”

“1 understand perfectly—perfectly. Don’t think I am
veoxed with yon, but—-but if you don’t mind, my dear, I
should like to be alene for a litile while.” :
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obstacle in the way of
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I have no

" David?” he queried jocularly.

“seale, and that the viscount’s high and'
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Ag he persisted in desiring she should go, she was coms
pelled to humour him, and as she left the yoom on her way
out, she met the viscount and the Hon. Charles coming in.
They bowed with florid politeness, and stood aside to let her
pass, but did not speak to hier. Both of them looked extra-
ordinarily elated and jubilant.

* Well, David, how are you to-day? IHow are you to-day??
said the viscount heartily. : : :

“I hope you are better, uncle. By Jove, you're looking
better {” exclaimed Charles Langley, with exhilarating bon-
homie. “We shall have you out and about again before we
know where we are!”

Nothing could have exceeded the affectionate devotion of
their greeting, as they drew up their chairs beside the
invalid and began to talk with pleasant cheerfulness.-

“An agreeable young woman, Nurse Fielding appears to
be, David.. I trust she is attentive and useful, and that you
continue to like her? If she is in any way slack or careless
in her duties, let me know, and Pl get »id of her at once,
and get someone else. There is no lack of good, competent
nurses to choose from.”

“You are very good, Marchford. I couldn't wish for a
better nurse.”

“That’s excellent!” said the viscount genially. *‘Charles,
you have the evening paper there. It may interest your
uncle to hear what they have to say about his old reprobate
of a brother. Read the leading article aloud to him. Can
you stand the reading of a whole leading article about me,

“ About you? What have you been doing?”
“Ah, there! You haven’t heard about the failure of the
Sixpenny Bank? Read my published letter, Charles, before
you read the leading article, so as to give your uncle a clear
idea of how things stand.” :

Charles read the viscount’s letter, in which the latter stated
his determination to take over the whole of the liabilities of
the bank, and indemnify everybody concerned against loss.
Then he read the editorial comment on this—three-quarters
of a column of unstinted praise of the viscount’s magnificent
ity and splendid public spirit. The editor wound up
by saying that the ammals of finance ecould not furnish a
parallel instance of munificent philanthropy on so grand a
isinterested action
effectually ¢losed the mouths of those cavillers who had been
clamouring for a criminal prosecution of the bank’s directors.

“It is very nice to have that kind of thing written about
one, David, isu’t it? said the viscount, when Charles had
concluded the reading. “It will prove to the world T am not
such a very bad lot, after all. I hope you approve of my
action?”

“I think you have done a very fine thing, Marchford.”

“Gad, 1t’s good to hear you say that! However, I don’t
pretend to think 1've done a very fine thing, as you are kind
enough to term it. It appears to me that as an honourable
man there was nothing else I could have done.  Mistakes
which T couldn’t prevent, and errors of judgment which I
couldn’t foresee were made, but, as chairman, I feel bound {o
take responsibility. You would do the same, David.”

“T hope I should, Marchford.” /

“1 am sure you would,” said the viscount warmly—“T am
sure you would.”

“How are you going to raise the money?” asked David
Langley presently.

“On mortgage of the family estates. Tt won’t matter much
to me, because I can’t last much longer; but it will be rather
hard on Charles when he succeeds to the title. It will bring
his income almost down to vanishing point. But Charles
agrees with me that the honour of our name demands the
sacrifice. If you want my opinion, I say it is Charles who
is doing Qxe fine thing, not me. He’ll be the one to suffer,
I sha’'n’t.’ . .

“1 thought, Marchford, that you and Charles had already
mortgaged the estates up to the last penny,” said David
Langley, with slow deliberation.

“ My dear fellow, what a strange notion! Not a bit of it!
Charles and I have been extravagant—I dare say we have
been wickedly extravagant—but we have always left plenty
of margin. We have had too much self-respect and too great
a regard for the Marchford name to impoverish the estates
for our personal pleasures. But this is a different matter.
We have to impoverish the estates now, not for ourselves,
but for the sake of the poor people who would otherwise be
robbed of their savings by this disastrous bank failure. It is
very hard on Charles, David, but I am mightily proud of him,
all the same.” '

David Langley nodded, and said:

“May I look at the paper?®’

Charles handed it to %n'm, and while he was reading it
father and son exchanged significant glances of triumph
behind his back. Things were going very well for them. It
was Just what they wanted, that he should ask for the paper.
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# Good
#Have you seen this

“Qeen what?’ replied both men in accents of alarm.

“Thig paragraph about Harvey Manson?”

¢ Harvey Manson!” said the viscount. **Do yon mean our
nephew, the son of poor Helen and that low enginecer fellow
she married? Gad, I've often wondered what had become
of him!”

“Yes; it must be the same.” :

David Langley’s voice guavered and shook, and the paper
‘yustled noisily in his trembling hands.

“ Listen—listen !” he cried.

His voice was a genuine, heavibroken cry of anguish, for
the parvagraph implied the wrecking of the last liope of a
lovely old man's hfé.

Then he read aloud:

“This morning the police veceived reliable information that
a man of worthless character was in possession of a licence
to drive a taxicab, whieh he had obtained by giviug a false
‘name. The man's name is Harvey Manson, the same man
who was imprisoned and punished by forfeiture of his licence
for being drunk while in charge of his cab a year and a half
ago. The police, on proceeding to the yard of the motor-cab
company in whose employment he is, were resisted. and the
man managed to evade arrest. We regret to say he is still
“at large, but we have no doubt he will be laid by the heels
wvithin the next twenty-four hours. We sincerely hope that
when this man is canght he will receive exemplary punish-
ment. for the dangers of our streets are quite severe enough
without being added to by the wild and reckless driving of
taxicab-men of drunken habits and notoriously bad characters.
This man, Harvey Manson, and men like him, are amongst
the most mischievous pests of the metropolis.”

The paper fell from the old man’s palsied hands, and he
turned u face of speechless misery to his brother and nephew.

“My dear David,” said the viscount, in mingled toues of
gentle reproof and sympathy, “in your precarious state of
health you really must not. allow yourself to be so pro-
foundly affected by this painful piece of news. I share your
distr but there is nothing to be gained by dwelling on it.
It is exactly what one might have expected. The fellow's
jow antecedents explain everything. - Pray—pray, control
sour grief! The man is obviously a worthles
whom you need not waste a gle thought, |
try to be calmt” e

“ Poor Helen’s boy—poor Helen's boy!” moaned the other
again -and again. Then, bracing himself to an cffort, he
suddenly sat up straight and erect, and said, in a firm voice:
¢ That decides me. Will you bring me my will, Charles?”

Chailes fetched the will from a drawer of the writing-table.

The will was already drawn up, and only required the
filling in of the names of the beneficiaries and the signaturo
of the testator.. g

“You will want witnesses, dear Charles,” murmured ihe
viscount. e

Mary Fielding and the butler were stmmoned, and in their
presence David Langley wrote the names of his brother and
his nephew Charles in the blank space of the document, and
then signed it, Mary and the butler subsequently appending
their signatures as witnesses. :

1t was another instance of the grim irony of Fate that
Mary should have to witness the document which disinherited
her betrothed lover.

“Take it, Marchford! I have left everything in equal
ghares to you and Charles!”
: , David, how gencrous of you!™
“0h, Uncle Pavid, how wonderfully kind of you!”

“T sha’n’t keep you out of it very long. I am very near
the end!” mumbled the old man.

neavens ! ejaculated David Langley suddenly.
99 % = B

s

=

I hope you will live fto
vour money for many a long day yet,” said the
while having the utmost difficulty in dissembling
his greedy haste to clutch the document and pocket it. :
“There!  Now please leave me—all of you except tho
nnrse.” : s -
The viseount and Charles hurried from the room, and
David Langley,” exhausted by the emotions he had been
through, fell into a doze.  So still and motionless was he, and
so faint and imperceptible was his breathing, that M Lent
over him more than once to satisfy herself that he was still
alive. She fully expected he would pass away in his sleep.
.Blut in the course of half an hour he roused himself, and
said: < :
(i

“Don’t say that, dear David.
enjoy

Iy dear, ‘are you there? We had a little misunder-
standing, which I am very sorry for. You see, now, [}
done what you asked me to; I have ceased to misjudg
brother, and have made! amends to him. Won’t you now
confide your troubles to me?”. . .

“Would it still interest you to know the name of the man
I am engaged to manry?”
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“T should be glad to kuow it, as well as everylhing else
about him, my deaz.” =

“His name 1s Harvey Manson, My, Langley !’

“What name?” S

“Harvey Manson,” she vcpeated. very distinctly.
earns his living by driving & taxicab.”

“‘H@

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Birthday Party—The Arrest That Didn’t Come Off.
HORTY, Long Tom, and Blake were eating their
midday meal at a small restaurant in Panton Street.
rmech frequented by taxi-drivers.  Their .cabs, and
the eabs of half a dozen other men who patronised the
same ecating-house, stood in a line outside in the eare
of a watcher. Shorty and Long Tom and Blake were dining
at the same table. ; .

Shorty and Long Tom were Blake’s guests, and were doing
themselves thoroughly well . Blake had invited Shorty,
because he wanted him to identify Harvey Manson, whom he
expected every moment; and he had asked Long Tom fo join
the party because he had’conceived a great admiration for
the cld hansom driver, who hed had the pluck and grit and
energy to adapt himself to the changed circumstances of a
cabian’s life. and take up what was practically a new calling
at an age wien many men would have simply dvifted inte
the casual wards and the ks of unemployed.

Blake's reason for expecting Harvey Manson was that he
had called at the vard of the Sutherland Motor-Cab Company
earlier in the morning, and been told that Harvey was out
with his cab, but that he was generally to be found at this
particular restaurant between the hours of half-past twelve
and half-past one.

“Who's that? 5 that he?” whispered Blake, when
the door opened and a fresh taxidriving custoraer came in for
his midday ‘meal.

“No. Yes, yes; that's the chap! It's Gentloman Harvey !”

Shorty jumped up, and excitedly hailed the new-comer:
“Y say, Havvey, come and sit here! 1 want to speak fo
oo
Harvey Manson, whose mien was singularly frank and
fearless, came striding along, checked at the sound of Shorty’'s

voice, glanced at him in momentary doubt and
slowly forward fo the table
i 1t?20  he saidowithont any pasticular

perplexity,

1. 2\ /
“Yes, it's me all right. No need to lock as if yvow'd like
to slaughter me; we're all friends here. You know Lake
and Long Tom? No? Well, two of the best! We're having
a birthday-party, and would like vou to join us.”

Harvey nodded to Blake. hesitated, and then sat down.
Obviously, the encounter with Shotty was distasteful to him,
but he thought it wise not to display bis aunoyance too
openly. Food and drink were ordered for him, and he sef
to work h an appetite which elicited Liong Tom's warmest
approval.

As the meal progr
company, and his re

“Whose birthday is

“No, Lake's.”

“This is something more than a birthday-party,” said
PBlake: *in fact, it was expressly avranged to meet you. Dve
got something to tell you that you ought to know.” =

“Ts it about what Shorty knows?" asked Harvey, whose
brow suddenly clounded.

“Yes it’s about that—it's about your licence,”
Blake, in an undertone.

“Tell me the worst at once, if you will.”

¢The worat is that there’s likely to be trouble for you
with Scotland Yard. I can’t tell when it'i come, but I
know this—that someone who's no friend of yours means to
make it as hot as he ean for you. There’ll be an informa-
tion laid azainst yvou to-day or to-morrow, and then—well,
t look out for squalls. I got the mews quite by

&

ed Harvey beeawe more at case in his
raint of manuer relaxed. [
it—yours? d' s

answered

you m

accident, and went to your yar warn you, and afterwards

came on I You'll khow best what to do about it.”
“Aw! cep vour pecker up!” growled Long Tom con-

oticing the look of desperation thut had crept
eyes at Blake's new “You can couny me
if there's going to be trouble. and Lake, too,
I reckon: and Shorty, I dessay, at a pinch, though a man
of Shorty’s stufin’ ain't worth a ved cent in a row!”

“Tg it a man of the name of Langley—Charles Langley?”
asked Har in a strangled voice. :

““Yes is,” Blake nodded.

“Got a on v that Dloke has,
why !” sai Tom gruily.

“Yes, he he answered Harvey: “You see, he started
pestering my fiancee, Mary Fielding, so I was forced to give
him a’ thrashing that he will remember to his dying day.
His cowardly revenge took the form of the false charge he
Tur Pexxy Popurar—No. 208
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“Phey've after him; they'lh be here in two witiutes, Thexr’
ate two chaps in plam clothes.”” .
“Great Jiminy Cnpps’ Ii that amn’ t Mr. Sexton B}a‘h s
boy I gasped Long Tom. ‘“I've often druv for him.” And
“he stared sopenimonthed ai the place wherd
for the youngster, havmg delivered: i arning message,
had instantly vamished, in aceordance with Blake’s previeus
ctions.. He had been detsiled to watch the police niove-
.'and bring carly notice of them to the restaurant. g s
“ Now then,” Mauson, come alon said Blake firmly. i
: - most 1mportam that Jou “1101%1(‘1 not be taken; vou »b‘uqu & I a5
uay fake my word for it And then he whispered, so = 1%
.sofily that no one else heard it: ‘I am Sexton Blake; I'm
aciing in yom‘ best interests:” : :
i put his arm through }m and led h]m out - to the
ce between the tables. :
here any other way out of Thls exctpt throngh the,
hie asked.
5 is 100 swagger a

v .vv ad,"'v
oo 70 S L
§
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0t
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as he could remember it; but his recollections were

fas*’x nEant. far
“” S s = Lo : dim, and of his father and mother he could remember.
Boys,” cried old Lonz Tom, “all who's on the side of i \/othing. ~ For the vest, it was a narrative of hardship
;ucu\e agen the an step to the front. There’s trouble for steugple bravely-borne, e ih e “bright episodes at Tare
one af Gur mates.” - intervals, the chief of all being his eeting with and winning
Biake bit his lip avith \(\a!mn, for this was ‘exactly whas the love of Mary Fieldin ¥
he éid not want, though he found it impossible to feel angry B g
with the loval and courageous old cabman. The floor of the ut 1
rostaurant iwas iustantly crowded with a seething erush of
excited men¥ all clamouring to be told Whab the matter

Blake was more than c&ntent thh what he -
‘Harvey Manson, like other young men, had made mistakes
but his career. 011 the whole had been?exeeptzoxm}k blamel z
and Blake was satisfied that he was a man i}f ttﬂhﬂg

was. us
- “It’s Gentleman Harvey, and he’s not to be took by the (h\\l i:i:lliﬁx%%yc?]u;;ggonin@“ {fgl mlie SRS ol
pnl;cp' sang out Long Tom lustily. © 4 letter to Mr. David Langley, ex laining theee Yiets, and

* Genileman Harvey ! Gentleman Harvey !”
‘The name rang thlnugh the restaurant hke a battle €Y.
S Gentleman Harvey! Gentleman Harvey !

It was a veritable ovation.

‘They surged and swarmed round him, so that the object of
theie adml?atmln \wafi in danger of being stlﬂed and Blake had
‘hard work to keep his iegs. -

“RF}GH} * he erﬁsd—-» rogmn‘ We want to get out, and you f‘“ql“ trouble in the matter and beh‘ever
are hmpmg us !’ fully, S “Davip

A space was cleared, and then another cry arvose, and this : : THE E"D-
time 1t was: -

“How can wa help?

“}ush—hush! Help us to a clear start, that’s all we
want,” said Blake. And it was well that he lowered his
voice, for ait that mijmem the two plam-clothes men came -
nnobtrusively in at the door. e

The sight of so many men, all Jammed tegether, and ol i/’ czzm!egl The Acmneous
Wi eaung«ymmﬁar uniforms, was bewildering; and while they certain of o taining WW" 4'01’./!
were peering about, try: ing to pick out their man, there was POPI.‘L‘.R now.)

_asking for a personal ’ihterviéw
He was actually engaged in writin
delivered by hand, arrived from Barel
follows: - :
Dear Sir,—I have discovered all 1 want to know in regavd’
to my nnscmg nephew Harvey Manson. Please fake »

his _w’hen A ni)i“.e;
Square. It ran as

Tell us how we can help !’ (1t is @ well- lnoun ]‘act that Bla
‘troubze Ilzat ke we?l anare
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: {l‘he’ Secoh_d Long, Complete Story contained in this issue of the PENNY POPULAR. 1

 THE SHAM SCHOOLMASTER!

A Magnificent
Long Complete

- School Tale,
dealing with the
Early Adventures
of - |
TOM MERRY & CO.

of St. Jim’s.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
 The New Master of the New House.

- TGGINS & CO., of the New House
A at St Jim’s; wore expeetant

looks. et

- They were waiting in the door-

way of the New  House for
thieir new master,

Mr. Rateliff, the master of the New e = : :
House, and Form-master of the Fifth, had The new master waved his hand majestically. * Thanks; and
ieft (;mitI ‘dd}enl{ }ou aTholidaj};l, goi'b‘the thanks again,'nl':y iaitﬁful retgine{st! i h: e;c.c!ai’m'eg. £ But hence;'

enefit of his health. There had heen am hungered, Let us fo dinner! =
trouble in Mr. Rateliff’s House, and the
Head had thought of that heliday: for -

him, and it was known that he would be away some woeks at “He wouldn’t come ! said Pratt. -
cast. - . o ; “ Well: we could- try,” said Fatty Wynn, evidently much

Fhere was to be a temporary new Housemaster, who might  taken up with his idea, *“Two or three of us could go to
beconie a permanent one if Mr. Ratchiff did not return. as the his study and ask him.”? : . -
fellows sineerely hoped. : “Here he comes!” called out Kerr irom the doorway.

It was a question of great interest to the New House fellows There was a general movement of interest.
what their new Housemaster would be like. A good House- A somewhat slim young man, with handsome features. was.
master and a bad Housemaster meant all the difference  walking scross the quadrangle, in company with Monteith,
between comfort and discomfort. Mr. Ratcliff had succeeded  the head prefect of the New House. 3 : .
in making the New House fellows, seniors as well as juniors, - The juniors, crowded in the docrway, gazed out at him
decidedly uncomfortable at times. They hoped for better with great interest. - :
dnck under the new ruler. : : : T “Looks very voung to take charge of a House like this!”

Figains had caught a glimpse of the new Housermaster Sl R = = e
nsf%xe wen? iial-(f%seievtie Head. : = . r'ﬂf"m' o :

figgins liked his looks. ; e R L e

“He's quite 4 young chap,” Figgins said to the other - }}'cll, if we get DHI“”}’“J%I_” l“c;*ﬂ o‘,ci ok txa(ri ;"ls-ﬁt]’d
fellows, as they waited in the doorway of the New Houso, Law'enp‘e Saeliione s U R e Iee ity
€1 like his ehivey. I think we shall get on with him > something !

-

ii < = 7 > 46 N\ e e Sl

“I wonder if he knows about our trouble with Ratty?” Monteitli's jawing vers ““fmsg to him.”
Redfern remarked, “ And he’s stunding it patiently.

“ Most likely.” : “Ha ha ha'l : e : -
- “Yes, the Head will tell him,” said Kere, “Ifls unfor- = “Give Lim a cheor as T comes- in.” said  Figgins
tunate, as it may start him with a prejudice against us:” . impressively, = “We want to show him that there’s no ill
~ “That would be rotten!” feeling, and that we are glad to welcome a new master !

“Where is he now?” asked Eawrence. - “Hear, hear!” : S .

& XU 4 ¥ = £ > 3 % 5 . R .

With the Head. = “Let it go when I raise my hand,” said Figgins.

“Getting the story of the barring-out, I suppose!” zrowled
Owen.  “He will very likely have his back up against us at
the start!”?

“That’s why T've brought you chaps here,” saidl Figgins.
“We'll give him a cheer when he comes in, just to show that
therels no ill-feeling I

“Right-ho!” nai

“We ought fo have bhad an address of weleome. or some-
thing of the sort,” said Redfern, = ““We swant to show him
there’s 1o ill-feeling, especially if he’s just had the story of
the trouble with Ratty from the Head I”?
“eod oot B e ‘ & Yes; but here e 15 12 > =

¢ What about inviting him to tea?” suggested Fatty Wynn Me, Wodyer, the new master, ascended the steps in the
thoughtfully.  “‘Housemasters have tea with the seniors. ‘poreh of the. New House. - His face was yery calm and
sometimes. ~ Why not wath the juniors? There’s nothing  cheerful.  Monteith was looking a little perplexed; as if he
ijike o good feed fo make a man feel nice towards you!” - could not guite make out the new Housemasier.
b 3 : . o  Tur Pexny Poruismi—No. 208
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Mr. Wodyer stepped into the hall, and gazed
surprise at the crowd of juniors.

Figgins raised his hands.

“ Hurrah | roared the juniors.

“Pear me!” said the new master.

“Hip, hip, hurrah!” :

“@o it roared Figging, =

“Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!™*

The New House rang with it.

Monteith frowned. .

“Shut up, you young assesi” he exclaimed.

SHmrad o :

“Will you shuf up?’”

SHapmah{P -0 =

My, Wodyer burstiinto a laugh., P

“T suppose this is something in the way of a welcome,” he
saidss  “UGentlemen—+""

“Hurrah 1 :

“ Ladies and gentlemen, T beg to thank you for this most
euthusiastic reception,” said Mr. Wodyer.  “Our visit to
vour town, though necessarily “brief, will ever rcmain a
cherished mhemory.  Ahem!”” Mr. Wodyer coughed, and
then altered his tone. “My dear boys, I thank you for this
kind reception 1’2 :

SHhnsah LD -

“Speech, Figgy ™

“ (4o it, Figens!™? . S :

Figgins, colouring véry much, stepped out before the crowd
of juniors, : \

1 you please, My, Wodyer—sir :

“ Certainly ! said Mr. Wodyer cheerfully.  “Pile in "

Figeins gasped. - He had heped for a cordial reception
from ‘the new Housemaster, but he had never expected to be
}‘.o]d to “pile in.””  That was hardly an expression he would

in some

290

b expected to hear from the lips of a Housemaster. :
chem 7 said Figgins., “1I—I want to say a few words,

ou like. ” “only

: fot e,

s man said Mr. Wodyer genially,
33

e

““Ahem! In the name of the juniors of

st
“0Oh, good !

“We had some trouble with our late Housemaster, sir i
“¥Yes, I've heard all about your giddy racket, you youn
bounders !’ :

Figgins stopped. His breath was taken away for a moment. ‘

The erowd looked amazed, and Monteith stared perplexedly
at the Housemaster. What language was this?

SIT—T ? stammered Figgins, quite taken aback.
“We—we—we want to assure you, sir, that nothing of the
kind is likely to occur again, :
and that we are going to put
in a record of really good
behaviour, sir!”

£ Oh, ripping {”

“ Ahem t”

#“Stick to that, and we shall
pull together all right,” said M.
Wedyer.  “You will find that
T'm not the man to pick faults
in my company—I mean, my
cldss.” :

‘iollzf!

£ You must look upon me as
a cenductor; and you are to keep
in tune,” said Mr. Wodyer
affably. “Keep to that, and we
chall sim;)ly bring down the -
house. What?”

The juniors gasped.

“My only hat!”
Kere.
from?”

“Bedlam!” grinned Redfern.

£ Ha, ha, hal?

Mr. Wodyer waved his hand
majestically.

“Thanks, and thanks again,
my faithful retainers!” he ex-
claitmed  “But hence; I am
hungered. let us to dinner!”

And he walked on with the
amazed Monteith,

Tre Pexny Popurar.—No. 208
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THE SECOND CHAFTER.

Very Strange! =

TGGINS & CO. were specially well bebaved vwhen they

went in to dinner that day. :
After the recent trouble with their Housemaster,
the respected Mr. Ratcliff, Figgins & Co. had a
pardonable desire to show to the new Housemaster,
and to St. Jim’s génerally, that they were not a rough eld
lot, as Figeins described 1t, and that they had maunners and
customs which possessed the repose which stamps the caste ot

NVete de Vere. : : s

They wanted very particularly to moke a good impression
upon Mr., Wodyer.  Thus they would be able to justify their
revolt against Mr. Rateliff’s autocratic rule. ; i

When Mr. Wodyer entered the dining-room of the New
House, therefore, nothing eould hive exceeded the decorum
of the Fourth Form as they sat at their table. :

Myr. Wodyer looked round for his place, and found it at
the head of the Sixth Form table, Monteith kindly pointing
it out to him.

1t was the custom of the Housemaster to have his meals 4t
the head of the Sixth table, and the junior tables were taken
by prefects. - L

The soniors of the New House were all exceedingly seriou
and sedate at dinner, setting a good example to the jumors.
Mr. Wodyer entered into conversation with Monteith, who
sat next to himn, If had not been Mp. Ratoliff’s custom fo
talk much at meal-times, or indeed at any time; but 3r.
Wodyer was evidently a chatiy gentleman. v

Monteith was more than a little puzzled by his conversa-
tion,

Mr. Wodyer's mind did not secem to run upon m
scholastic, and he introduced the theatre as a- toni
to the prefects’ surprise.  He seemed to be
catching himself up, as it were, and keeping b
but when he succeeded i
prim and sedate, his conversation fell off woe
would drop into silence. .

Altogether he was, as Monteith had told Baker, a very
queer beggar indeed. e

Mr. Wodyer drew a deep breath of relief as he laft ike

wallced into the qus

4 cing Yo ] Were ’gﬁ%&ﬁg allkking
and they all glanced towa e new master. They
their caps, and Mr. Wodyer nodded very genially.

“Tom Merry and Monty Lowther, Manners and Kangaroo,
Clifton Dane and Gore, all of the Shell Form and the School
House, formed the group of juniors who were so specially
interested in the new master. Bernard Glyn especially was
staring at him with a keenness that was almost outside the
bounds of politeness. : :

“My hat!” Glyn exclaimed at last.
I'm sure of it!”

Mr. Wodyer halted. . :

“Are you referring to me, my boy?” he asked, with a
great deal of dignity. *“You
must not speak of a House-
master as a chap,” -

“ Sorry, sir!” stammered Glyn.
“ But 2 /

Mr. Wodyer waved his hand.

“ All serene!” he said.

“My hat!” murmured Monty
Lowther, -

“Glyn thinks- he knows you,
sir,” said Toem Merry.

Mr. Wodyer started.

“Knows me?” he repeated.

“Yes, si,” isaid Giyn, 71
hope you don’t mind my speak-
ing, siv, but i struck me at once
that I knew your name, and I
thought it might be the same
—er—gentleman. You are Mr,
Arthur Wodyer, siy?”

“And what is your name?”
~asked Mr. Wodyer, deftly parry-
ing the question.

“ Bernard Glyn, sir.”

The Shell fellow uttered the
name with the evident expecta-
tion that Mr. Wodyer would
recognise it immediately.

“Glyn?’ repeated My,
Wodyer, as though he had never
heard the name before. *“Glyn
or Wyan, did vou say?” :

“Glyn, suw.”
“Ah, Glyn!”
Wodyer. :

there,
d

raise

“It’s the same chap.

i

repeated  Mr.
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“Yes, sir: Bernard Glyn,
iverpool.”
‘ Liverpool?”
i¥es, sir?
¢ Not—not Manchester?”
murimured My, Wodyer.
Glyn of the Shell looked

cmpused
* No, sir—TLiverpool.”
“¥Yes, JT—I seem to
remember the name,” mui-

mured Mr.
wardly, o

Wodyer awk-
I have heard of
Liverpool before — 1 — I
mean I have heard the
name of Glyn before, Cer-
tainly 172

. ‘“The pater will be glad
to see you, sir.”

“Will  he,  really—T1-—T
mean that's very kind of
hn? ¥

f And so will Edith, sir.

“0Oh, yes!?  muttered
Mr. Wodyer, sondering
whom on earth Edith
might be. :

“They are coming over
to-mo*mw aiternoon to see
me, sir, said  Glyn.
*They WIH be delighted to
see you.”

‘*Oh, my hat!”

My, VVodver strode away.

It was a most ﬂljhdlflﬂ
thing to do: the junio
could not but think it
strange. My, Wodyer, with
burning  cheeks, “alked
away, and found refuge in
the Head’s garden. Thet
he pamed to breathe.

“My only lmpocted
aunt 2 he mutte ed.
~ iz Besnard bnn of

Mall-:?é 1e~te;h——1 mean Livor-

poo Who is his pater?

And who the dickens is "h:,'er St meh
f:dm}? My only hat! My B

hat |

For one instant he stood staring blankly at the girl,

The new master looked at Miss Glyn’s charming face wnth a startled gaze, and |

The next moment Edith gave a start, and Mr. Wodyer turned

and then, with a
sudden bound, he fled. ;

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Great Preparations,

sat in Mr. Ratelifi's study in the

. R.” WODYE
s New House. He stirred the fire, for the weather
was chilly, and he frowned thoughtfully into the

dancing, ruddy flames.
.‘: ddenly there came a tap at the doors

“Come in!” said the new Housemaster.

Toby, the page of the School House, entered, with a letter
in his hand.

* Please I'm te wait f01 an answer,

“Thank you!”

_ Mr. Wodyer took the note in some uneasiness. He opened
the envelope with nervous fingers. He siarted as he- savw
the card inside, and stared at it blankly.

“The juniors of St. Jim’s request the honour of M.
Wodym s company to tea, at six o'clock, in the Hobby
Chab-room. :

“N.B.—Steakand-kidney pies.””

sir,” he said.

“My only Aunt Matilda [” e;acuhted Mr. Wodyer, in
surptise, and much to the surprise of Toby, who had never
heard a Housemaster invoke his Aunt Matilda before,
“Well, this is Ha, ha, ba! You want an answer, young
shavex 22

“Yes, sir 12 zasped Toby.

“Tell ‘em I'll be on hand 4

“VYe-es, sir 1

Toby depalted Mr, Wodyer read the note over again,
and grinned, and slipped it into his pocket:

“Jolly good" he murmured. “I never did like having
meals alone in solitary state Ught I don’t know
whether it’s infra dig. for a Housemaster to accept an invita-
tion to tea from juniors, but—but I'm jolly well going 1

And he did.

Toby returned to the School House,
astom:hment He was grasped by Tom Merry and Blake as

}pyﬂ-aented himself at Study No. 6, and jerked into the
stU(

“W’e!l"” demanded the juniors,

in a breath,

still gasping with

_ ground floor—was soon the scene of busy preparations.

table,

“He's coming !” gasped Toby.

*Oh, good' What did he say?”

“He said ‘ Tell em I'll be on ’and !”” gasped Toby.
T never ‘eard a master speak in sich a way before !”

*“Bai Jove !”

And Toby departed, still astonished.

“Well, our giddy Form-master has a How\ of lan:ruage
quite his own, [ must admit.”’

Blake grmned

i But he’s coming—that’s the main point !

= Yaas, wathah !”

“ Now to prepare the giddy spread!” said Tom Mery,

And the juniors were soon very Lu;v.

Their scheme of making a good impression upon the new
master seemed to be working well. And they were not in-
sensible to the honom of hawna a Housemaster to tea.
They ‘meant to- ‘‘do’” Mr. 1\odyer well—very well
indeed.

The Hobby Club-room-—a rather large apartment on rEile

1e
table was covered with a sucdcession of spotk—se tablecloths,
borrowed from the various studies, and Arthur Aﬂgu#us
D’Arcy even borrowed a large jug for flowers, ta give the
tea-table a tone, as he explained to his friends.

Fatty Wynn & Co. came in laden with good things, and
the steak-and-kidney pies ficured prommmtl» among them.
Dame Taggles was celfamly an artiste when it came to
making steak-and kidney pies, and these triumphs of her
culinary skill graced the festive board in great profusioii.
It was, as }uggms said, a feast fit for the god

By the time six o’clock rang out from the old clock-tower
of St. Jim’s all was ready. Chairs were 1anfred along the
and knives and forks and spoons were alimost a8
nwmerous as ‘the guests, having been begged and borrowed
on all sides.: ; ,;

“ And

Tap ! :
Mr. Wodyer Ioohed m at the door, with a smiling
Countenance
May I come in?" he asked.
“Please walk in, sir.”
£ All ready, sir. » : :
- Tue Pexny PopurAr.—No. 208
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* 8o kind of yeu to come, My, W'od've‘ e
% ¥pas wathah siv!?

Mr. Wodver wallmd m cheerfully.

““Fere's your chair, sir, please !” said Tom ).t\‘rv
- “Thank you!” said Mr. W odyer, as he £at down,

“Glyn's ue*{t to you, sir.  You like havlng an old fuond
next to you, sir?’

. W Odyer breathed hard ﬂuou h his nose for a moment

e, cortainly 1°* he said. %

e ow do vou do, Glyn my
boy? T-1 hope all your people are w oll in—in
Manchester. :

* Liverpool, sir;’’ said Glyn.

 ¥es 1 mean Lnexpooi i -

“My- people don’t live in Liveipool now, sir.” said
Bernard Glyn. My father moved down South 'when I
came to St. Jim's, sir, and he has a house nop fal f‘cm the
-school.” ;
. “Indesd! I'm glad to hear xt! o hope your fathcr is quite
wall Glyn?? . £ .

“Quﬂe well, thank you, :u"”

Glyn WmLed at_his chums with the cve that was away from
Mr, Wodyer. - He expected the next query to be about his
sister.  But Mr. Wodyer had appa rently forgotten that
Bernard Glyn, of Ln‘(lpool had a sister. He did not
mention her, and the juniors attributed it to the shyness
nafuml to a man who was in the lamentable state of

»
¢ spoons. : -

- Al ready.”  said Montv Low'ther. .“Pass the rosy

Wine,” : =

"\dr Wodsel <taricd a h*ﬂe
My hat!? he e;aculafed

vou fellows give wine-pavties here, do you?
SLENY ha‘ ha ! Figurc of specch, sirl”

“Vou deit't mean io say dut

- 9%

#0h, T seel” ;
%0 as~ means  make the fea, sir,”! Tom Merry
explained.  “Do you prefer tea or coffee, sir?” :

“All one to me, kid!” -

Tiggins made a terrific face at Tom Merry across the
table. It was meant to imply that the hero of the Shell must
be careful, as there was no coffee among the supplies. Tom
Merry chd not understand, however, and he looked ‘at
1‘Ig ging in sowie alarm,
% Anything wrong, Fi

SR Sire? mtﬁ’t{-‘I‘M ﬁg
foot.

“ Yeur face went qwte qneel

“¥Yon a=~—I mean—never mmd'
tea !”

HE AT serene !’

And the on wwas made and the juniors tom, their pla(os
round the lxoapltable board,

Hurry up and make the

. THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
 The Honoured Quest.

OM MERRY poured out Mr. Wodyer’s ted very care-

- fullv Figgins passed him a liberal hf\lpmg of steak-

: and-kidney. pie, . Redfern handed 1ip the bread-and-

butter. Kerr passed the salt, and Fatty Wynn the

> pepper, and Lawrence the mustald Manners looked

round for something fo pass up, and handed up the jam-tarts.
Mr. Wodyer smiled, and started operations on the pie. .

51t was awily Jellav of you to come, sirl” said Arthur
,Alillgustus D’Ar(y, by way of starting the ball of convewat'ou
zolling

“Not at all I said Mr. W odvé‘r with his mou’fh ful!

“ You like St. Jim’s, sir 2% said Bernard Glyn. .

““Oh, fop-noteh !” said the master.

The juniors grinned; but they were gottmg used to Mr.
Woadyer’s peculiar \ocabul:nv by now. Mr. Ratelif or My
Railton would not have said that anvthing was top-notch;
but the fellows were learning to expect mmaﬂx of th'\t sort
from the new master of the New House.

“It was quite a surprise to see you here, sir.” said Ber-
nard Giyn “] had no idea that you were an old acquaint-
ance, sir, fill 1 heard your name. You didnt know that 1
was at St. Jim’ s, an‘ did you?”

#Not a bit of it.’

Tt will be a surpuse for Echth to see you, sir.’

“Tt’s bound to be!” agreed Mr. Wodyez.

“You haven't folgotten meeting me in Lnelpoca} hav
you, sir?”

“1 neveér foxget meeting people,” said My, Wodyor
“Ler}lme sce—you iwere qmte a httle fellow fhtm weren’t

ou 2!’ RS =

Glyn stared. ' .

** It was only a year ago‘ ’ he smd

Mr., Wodyer ooughed

Tue Penxy Popurar—No, 208.

 many a time

he remarked.  ®1fls

“ Vs that's what T meant to say,” |
You haven't changed

wonderful how time passes, isu’f it7?
bt 1”? :

“He doesn’t remember Glyn at all, only he's
say so!” Manners murmured to T ont Merry.

And Tom Merry nodded assent. .

“You've been living in London since, su" Glynowent on.
He was somewlat puzﬂud by Mr. W odyer, ‘and rather
curious about him. .

" “TLondon and the provinees,’ said '\/IJ 'W{)dyer absently.
“Of course, a mai would rather play in  Tondon all the
time, but needs must, you know, when the old gentleman
drives, and on the whole it's p;eity good Inck to pget
bookqu for a tour of the provs e

The amazement in the faces of the juniors stopped hlm .

“Oh, T seel Tlmeﬁmq tutor, I suppose, sir2” “@ld vlvn,
in bewilderment.: e ;

“ Travelling grandmother !” said My, Wodyer. “I medn-—
yes, cxactly‘ ¥You ave a sh«np kid you've guessed it firsh
shot. Pass the pickles ”

“Here you are, sir!l”

“Jolly good splead it T may say so.”" rema arked Mf :
Wodyer. “I've seldom zat down to a better, even when the
ghost was walking.” ; 7

““The—the ghost, sir ‘f 2 S

“Yes,” explained Mr. Wodyer. “ When they pay up on &
four, you know, we say |ho ‘ghost W alks. Ouec of our expres
slons in Jle pmfvaﬂon you Tnow. L

S@h

“Ghow didn’t always walk,”
cently.  “I remember beius
Ahem! Pass the—the nmustard.’

“It’s at your elbow. sir,” said Tom Merry.
_ ““Oh, yes, of course! Inm,ed? Thank youl =

In spite of Mr, Wodyer's peculiar little sy
whieh caused the juniors cen:tantlv reneywed
tea was a greaft success.

Me. Wodyer was in high goot-humour, and he. tfdfmd ahLe#
incessantly, and he allowed views on hf(, {o ezonpe
surprised the juniors very much. It was pmﬁn oy IdLth flOIu
his tallk that he knew the theatre Tn\ldb and out, and Tom
Merry ventured the remark
theatle goer,

W

too polite o

1 reminis-
waistcoat !

sald
(10“ U

f the tougue,
stypiise, the

that he seemed to be a great

: i
the halls swhere ﬂw

e though

money comes from.”
“The legit 77 repeated Tom Merry, in wonder.

“The kwitlmatfc stage,” e\pl&med My, Wodyer. “The
halis are Lnodung it right and left now, and for a jolly
good reason—the theaho chavges a high pu r stufi,

and the halls ghe you- zood stuff at a low pri

“Bai Jove!” -

“You should hayve scen me ai {he Friv!.
a shrick I said M. Wodyesr impressively,
“A—a—a vshaf‘?”
A shrick,” said \h Wodyer.
the house—1 Jas simply a seream !

the walnuts !”

And My, Wodyer changed the subject hsmmuh

After tea was over, Mr. Wodver drew out a briar pipe. and
proceeded to cram it with a very thick and strong tobacco.
He glanced at the juniors, who were v»awhmg this pro-
ceeding with great interest. Masters at St. Jin’s smoked,
as a rule, but it was qewrely and very pxopedy forb?dden
for grewing boys.:

“1 hope you young fellow“ don't smoke C'ch(tﬁ
M. Wodyer. . S

“Bai Jove! Wathah no‘c i

“(ertainly not, sir1” -

“ Never do1” said Mr. W ody. . % When you m-xoke, smoke

a pipe, as 1 do—it's botter in every way, and isn’t so rough
on the voice, Chap who smokes claale;,tes can never expcb‘a
to sing, but & pipe:goes easicr on the \C'uii chordﬁ :

Tom Merry laughed.

“VWe don't smolke pipes either, siv,” he said
- “Ha, ha! No-—I suppos se you dont " caid Mr. W odyel,
laughing. “I suppose you've no 0h300110n to mv lighting
up—eh?”’ ;

“Oh, no, sir; please do!”

And Mr, Wodyer did.

He lighted his pipe, and was soon blowing. out thicl clouds
of tob‘mcuo—emol\c that floated in the air and drenched ev ezy'
corner of the room with the smell of strong tobacco. ;

All the juniors conghed, but they restrained it as mmh as
pOsSIble out of courtesy to their guest. -

W odyer vefilled his pipe thres t;mes and the—
gmoke ﬂoa*ed in a blue haze in the room. He had ~smoked
his third pipe by the fime he rose to go, and the juniors felt
almost suffocated. The new master knocked out his aches
absently into a plate of figs.

1 tell vou, 1 was

“You should have hea—id
Elmen = B p pass

¥ said
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“wWell, T will be getting along,” he said.  “Thank you
very. much—it’s been simply a ripping time! If you come
up to London, and find yourselves near the IKriv at any
time—ahem ! 1—1 mean Good-bye

And Mr. Wodyer departed rather hastily,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Knox Knows.
OM MERRY & CO. looked at one another.

Figgins stepped to the window and opened it, to
allow some of the smoke to escape.  Ile had been too
polite to do so while the honourcd guest was present,

“My hat!” said Blake,

“My word ! ejaculated Digby.

“Bai Jove!”

“\Well, I like him,” said Tom Merry; “he’s a jolly
pleasant chap, but he’s the gueerest customer for a Form-
master at a school that I ever heard of I

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Smokes like a giddy furnace, doesn’t he?” Monty Lowther
vemarked. *If some giddy prefect shoved his nose into here
now he would get the idea that we'd been smoking.”

“Bai Jove, that would be wotten !”

“Wave some of the serviettes about, and clear it off,” said
Mauners.

“Good egg!

The door of the Iobby Club-room opened, and an un-
pleasant face looked in. The unpleasant face belonged to
an unpleasant person—Knox of the Sixth. The prefect was
sniffing suspiciously. The whiff of strong tobacco had
veached him in the passage as he passed, and as he knew that
the room was used by the juniors for their meetings, he had
looked in—perhaps merely to do his duty as a prefect, and
perhaps in the sécret hope of catching Tom Merry and his
friends breaking the rules. Knox had just been in his study
smoking himself, as a matter of fact, and he knew nothing
about Mr. Wodyer having had tea with the juniors in the
Hobby Club-room. -

The prefect started im surprise as he saw the clouds of
sinoke still curling in the air, and the efforts of the juniors
coased at once, They stood transfixed, as it were, with the
table-napking in their hands, with the basilisk eyes of the
prefect upon them. :

Knox’s eves gleamed with a malicious triumph.

“*¥You youngsscoundrels! So I've eaught you!”
“Weally, Knox 2

“Caught in the act, you disreputable young rascals!”

“1 wefuse to be chawactewised as a wascal, Knox! I
considah——""

Kuox advaneed into the room. :

“T always knew that your goody-goody show was all hum-
bug,’’ he said in biting accents. “I knew that you young
gcoundrels were the worst fellows in the school, with all the
appearances you were cunning enough to keep up. I've found
you out at last, quite by accident, and U'll make you smart
for it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

It strack him as funny. Knowing nothing about the visit
of Mr. Wodyer, the prefect had jumped to the conclusion
that the juniors had been smoking, and certainly a great
number of cigarettes would have been required to make sach
an amount of smoke. It really looked as if he had happened
upen a regular orgie. 5

If Knox had not been so suspicious, he might have paused
to reflect, and he might have saved himself from a blunder.
But he was too satisfied with the correctness of his suspicions
to have 2 moment’s doubt.

“T’ve caught you!”

“ Weally, Knox—"

“Caught in the very act, you disgraceful young rascals!”
went on the prefect, with much satisfaction. “1I don’t think
that even Mr. Railton can have any doubt on the subject
now. But I shall take you to the Head. A flagrant case
hike this is only suitable for the Ilead to deal with.” -

“ Look here, Knox o

* Follow me to the Head !”

&t But.___!,

“Weally, Knox, you know——-""

“Follow me!” thundered Knox.

The juniers looked at one another.

Knox’s mistake was so utterly ludicrous that they could
not help grinning, and there was not the slightest danger in
following Knex to the Head, becanse it was quite easy to
explain that Mr. Wodyer had been smoking his pipe in the
syoom—an explanation that would, of course, be immediately
borne out by Mr. Wodyer when he was appealed to.

The spirit of mischief entered into the juniors. Since Knox
would not listen 'to reason, he could go ahead and report
them to Dr. Holmes.

“You'd better let the matter drop, Knox—-"

Mervy.

133

began Tom

The prefect sneered.

“Yes, Pm iikely to do that! You might have kept up
your rotten hypocrisy for any length of time if T hadn’t
caught you m the act.”

“Knox, you uttah ass—"

“Tollow ‘me at once, or I'll lock you in the room and
bring the Head here!”” shouted Knox. :

*Bai Jove !” :

“Oh, we'll follow you!” said Tom Mery cheerfully. “X
haven't any objection, for one.”

“Wathah not!”

*Come instantly >

“ We're coming, old son!” said Figgins. :

And the crowd of juniors marched out of the Iobby Club-
room and followed Knox down the passage.

They arrived outside Dr. llolmes’ study, and Knox tapped
at the door. S

“Come in!” said the elear voice of Dr. Iolmes, :

Knox opened the door, and marched the delinguents .
The crowd of them secemed almost to fill the Head's study.
Mr. Railton was in the room, talking to the lHead, and he
looked in surprise at the crowd of juniors, The Head sal
bolt upright, and put on his glasses, and stared at his swarm
of visitors. : .

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed. ¢ Dear me! What bave
vou brought all these juniors to my study for, Knox oa

“Tt is my duty to reporj them, sir.”

“PDear me! For what?”

“ Smoking, sir.”

“*Smoking ! You have canght them smoking

N es mie

“This—this is very distressing " said the Head, “1 am
very sorry to hear this, my boys! Surely you know better
than to break an important rule of the school in this way !

* Weally, sir 2

“Excuse me, siv,” said Tom Merry, gently but firmiy.
““We haven’t been smoking, sir.”

* What !”

“We don't_smoke, sir,” said Blake. We think it's rotten,
sir. We shouldn’t think of doing such a thing.”

“But—but——" The Head cast & puzzled glanee from the
juniors to the prefect, and back again to the juniors. * But—
but Knox states——" :

o
£

£y wathahl, sir! Knox is labawin’ undali & naost

aas,

widicalous ewwah, sir,”’ said Arvthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a

great deal of dignity.
Knox gritted his teeth.
1 have told you the exact facts, sir. T canghv them smg
ing in the room which is used for the meetings of the Jun
Hobby Club. I have often had my suspicions that the roond
was used for secret smokirg, but I have never been able to

T

" eatch them at it before.”

“VYou state that you caught them smoking, Knox?”
“Certainly, sir.”
“ And you boys deny that yon were smoking 2"
“Yes, sir.”
“ Yaas, wathah, sir.”
Dr. Holmes wrinkled his brows in amazed distre
“ Dear me ! he exclaimed. **This is very extr

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Knock for Knox.

R. RAILTON was watching the juniors with a keen
gaze. He saw the suppressed grins and chuckles,
and it dawned upon him that this'was.in some way
a jape upon the unpopular prefect. lle came &
step nearer.

“May I speak, siv?” he asked,
‘Clertainly,” said the Head.
fou state, Knox, that you canght these juniors emoking
saidt My, Railton.
“Yes, sie, I do!”’ said Knox, with vicious emphasis.-
“Did you actually see the cigars or cigarettes?”
“They had hidden them before I opened the door.”
“Ah, then you did not see them?”’ i
“The room ‘was full of tobacco smoke, sir,” said Kuox
savagely. ‘‘They had the window open, aud were wavibg
cloths about to disperse the smoke.”
“Phat is true, sir,” said Tom Merry.
“ Yaas, wathah!”
“He admits it |7 exclaimed Knox trinmphantly,
Do you admit smoking, Tom Merry?”
“No, sir. Nothing of the sort.”
“We should all wegard it as wotten bad form, siv.”
Mr. Railton smiled. :
* But you admit that the rocom was full of tobacco smoke,

and that you were trying to elear it away when Koox came
wegny =

:,59
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#Then whence did the tcuacco smoke prvcee& o
“From a pipe, sie." = . =
“Whose ptpe‘«‘” :
¢ My, Wodyer s, sir. Tou see, Mr. Wodyer had had tea

with us in the Hobby Clubroom, :md he smoked a p;pe aftm

tea, sit,’* Tom Merry explained.
Pwemmely, sin.!

Wuox started. He was taken by sutpnqe but he (hd not
‘believe the explanation for a moment. Had he understood
Tom Merry’s nature better, he would have known that the
hero of Eh@ Shell was meapable of a lic. But Knox was

capable of many lies himself, and he was not likely to believe
ﬂmi‘ the jonior was a better fellow thau himself.

T fHe 13 lvmg, sir 1”7 he exclaimed hcilv :
“Mr. Wodyer was not in the room 7" d§k€éd Me.
¢ Certainly net.”

Witk Mr. Wodyer bear out
asked the Head.

1 suppose 50, sic, ~There is no reasen why he shouldn't.”’

85 5 lie!” howled Knox. “If the smoke was made by
& master smoking his pipe, why should they be trying to clear
it out of the room? et him answer that ! *

¢ Answer that, Merry, said the Head quietly. §

“Certainly, sir. We were afraid that some ass might come
in, sir, and think that we had been smoking,’? said Tom
Merry meekly.

There was a suppressed chuckle among the juniors. The
Head smiled; he could not help it; and Mr. Railton turned
his face away. Knox was erimson xth rage.

“Mr, Wodyer must be referred to,” sdid the Head. *As
you did not actually see the boys qmokmg, Knox, it appears
to me that you have jumped fo a very hasty conclusion. But
we shall see.”

The Head rang the bell, -and Toby when he appeared, was
despatched to the New House to regquest Mr. Wodyer to step
over for a fow minutes.

Thp juniors waited atlentlv while he was gone. 3

“You are quite willing to leave it to My Wodvm s evi-
dence, £y ¢ ‘?” the School House master aaked

Rai:lton;
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sour. statﬁmem, Merrv

: did you not explain to I\LO\ tlwt the smoke was
m'uk by Mr. Waodyer smokmg his pipe?” asked M. Railton.

1
toment e £

_& chance to expla 0
- bacco smoke in h e
“started ecalling us names and marched us off here.”

“Yaas, wathah! I w egard Knox as havin® tweated ns with
gwoss diswespect, sir.”

“Well, we shall see in a few moments”
pacifically.

Knox began to grow a httle uneasy. The juniers were evi-
dently brimming with confidence, and did not fear the test.
That could onlv have ene mennmg—‘thaﬁ they had stated the
plam truth: for, of course, it was inconceivable that Ny,
Wodyer would back up their story unless it was true.

Tliere was a tap on the study door at last, and Mr. Wodyer
gentered.

He was I(,kag very dxsqmefed .

.The new master of the New House had reasons of hls own
for being alarmed at a sudden summons to the presence of
Dr. Holmes—reasons that the others there knew nothing of.

- He glanced uneasily at the IHead, then at Mr. Rallton, and
then at the prefect and the juniors. He betrayed a curious
asire to keep near the door.
¥ou sent for me, sir,” he said, a little huskily.
es, Mr. Wodyer; ‘thanlk vou for coming. A somewhat
peculiar niatter has been laid before me, and I want you to
give me thf exaet facts,” said the Head. “ Knox soonses those
juniors of smoking, on the grounds Hmt he found them in the
Yoo with the air thick with smoke.”

Mr. Wodyer smiled.

“They declare that you had tea with them, Mr. Wodyer,
and smol\ml yvour pipe afterwards,” said the Head “Do you
substantiate the statement?”

“ Most decidedly, sir!-Tt is (oumt” said Mr, Wodyer,

“Phank vou very much '

¢Is thay all; sie2?”

 That is all.? :

My, Wodyer quitted the smdy Dr Hohnes turned to the
Jumom

“You are eompletely exouerdted my. LOVS,” he said. “ You
amay go.’

“Jhank vou siz!

And [‘om Merry & Co. marched out into the passage in
triumph. x the prefect would have followed qul ",-his
chieeks Lurni but the Head made a sign to ‘him fo stop.
The prefect realised very clearly how egregious a fool le
had made himself look,~and he wonld have be
escape ; but he was not to escape 50 SOOI

¢ Knox!” rapped out the Head. =
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“Ye-es sir1” =
“You have done these boys wrong with your hasty suse
picions,” said the Tlead severely. “On the flimsiost posstble
evidence, you found them guilty of a breach of the collegs
pules, and then stigmatised their explanation as falselioed.
This points to a very strong prejudice on your part, Kuox,
against these boys, ‘who have some of the best records, I
fhmk, of any beys at Bt. Jim’s. I am no longer s‘upm:ed
that there was trouble when vou were placed in malge ‘of
the Fourth Form if these are your tacties.”
CFT—sir——’ i
< “1 bad been undecided how to apportion the. bla.m,e for
the disturbances in the Fourth Form-room, Krox,” went on
the Head severely.  “But if seems to me much clearer now
how it should be apportioned. You have been hasty and -
just, Knox. If auything of this sort ocenrs again I shall have
to consider very seriously whether to deprne you of voar
post as a prefect. That is all. - You may go.”
nd Knox went without a word. He could not trust him-
self to speal\ If he had uttered the words that were upon
his lips, he would not only have lost his post as 2 prefect; but
would probdbly have. been expelled from St. Jim's as well.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Astonishing Conduct of Mr. Wodyer.

FIE next afternoon was a half-holiday at St. Jim’s.
Tom Merry & Co. would have been playing football,
© but, as it happened, on this pmmcu}ax afterncon
Edith Glyn was due to pay a visit to the school.
A crowd of juniors were gathered at the gates,
waiting expectantly for Glyn’s sister to appear.
Bernard Glyn looked at his w 'Ltch
“Edith will be here at three,” he said. * Five minnuie
Arthur Auvustus adjusted h}.s ghqtemng white cufis:
“1 wish she'd come to tea in the study,” said Glyn. “Buat
she’s going to have tea with Mrs, Holmes—only & going
to walk round the school first. She wants to see my
fut it won’t be such a bother as I expected now “olvm 3
ere.”’
The Terrible Three grinned ;
over the aristocratic features of Arthur Augustus
He turned his glimmering eyeglass 1
Liverpool | Ia
We

of any }ady a5 & bothah.” he said.

“Well, it generally is a bother, isn’t #62”
a stare.

““eaﬂv. Glyn—"

“The pater is coming later, I believe, and so I'm in for
it,” said Glyn. . “It's jolly good of you fellows fo stand by
me in this way ! ‘

but a severe expression came
D'Arey
upon the

asled Glyn, with

“ Not at allh smd Tom Men‘v. “You'd do the same for us,
U'm sure.”
“0h, yes; what-ho!”

o But it w il be fun, as W odyer s Itere 1’ grinned the Liver-
pool junior. “ Edith doesn’'t know &nythmg about his being
here, you lnow, and it-will be fun to see them meet un-
oxpectedly I won't say a W ord fill she sees hlm I wender
Wha’s she will call him?” .

Ha, ha, hal?
“Here she comes!
“Bai Jove!”
¢ ¥You buzz off, and get Wodyer here %mehax

“Pll keep Edlth talkmg till you fetch him up.
under the elms.” 5 =

¢ Right you are!” o

Monty Lowther hurried away to\\ ar&s the UA“( s garden,
where Mr. Wodyer had been seen to stroll. Bernurd Glyn
and Tom Merry and Manners and D’Arcy went to- meet
Miss Glyn.  Edith. Glyn was a very (hnmmg girl, a
g.voo(' many years oldeL than her bxothﬁr, the junior of Sk
Jini's.

“Bernard gave her a earclus, brotherlv Lxs: on the eheek
‘and Edith shook hands with the other juniors.
liked Miss Glyn very much, and they had a grateful remem-
brance of the way she looked after their comfort whenevel‘
Glyn took them home to tea.

“ Hriend of yours here, Edie, Bernard Glyn wmarked
Lhw walked into the old quad together.

A friend of mine!” repeated Miss Glyn.

The juniors cx(‘hanged vrm~

“Yes. Guess who if1s? 3l

“ Miss Cleveland.”

“0h, no, Cousin Ethel isn't here!

* fidith Glyn looked puzzled. :

‘i teally don't know whom you can bé alluding to; Ber-

nard.” she said. :
~ “Chap you knew in Liverpool,” said Ghn.

The girl wrinkled - hel pretty blows', m oan cﬁort to
Tem ember :

* exclaimed Glyn.

ﬂ,&id Glyn.
el e

as

It's a chap.”

Al the fellosw s
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“Tutor chap.” said Glyn,

Edith started.

“You don't mean——"

“Yes, I dot”

“Bernard !”

“*He’s here!”
his intention to say nothing.
here t”

¥dith’s cheeks burned red for a moment.

“Is it possible, Berpard!”

“Yes, isn't if, Tommy”

“Myp. Wodyer is the new master here, certainly,” said Tom
Merry.

“ Arythur Wodyer:”

“Yes, vather!”

“Oht” said Edith,

Bernard Glyn loo

1 thonght youw'd hke
“Towther’s gone to feteh him, Edie.
an old friend, wouldn’t you?”

“ Very much, Bernard,” said the girl quietly.

“ Buzz off and see where he is, Tom Meryy !’

“Right-ho t”

Tom Merry ran off to the Head’s garden. He had seen in
Sdith’s face, guiet as it was, the pleasure she felt at the
thought of meeting Arthur Wodyer. Tom Merry ran into
the Head’s garden, and found Monty Lowther talking to My
Wodver. The latter gentleman was looking somewhat d
turbed. He had his pipe in his hand, and he had allowed it
10 g0 outb.

“An old friend of yours, sir,” Lowther was saying.

“Ahem! Lowther!”

“1 told Glyn 1 would tell yoy, sir.”

“Ahem!”

“Miss Glyn has arrived,” said Tom Merry.

Mr. Wodyer turned pale.

“Oh!*® he said. ‘“Abem! Exactly!”

The two juniors felt surprised. They looked at Mr,
Wodyer, and they looked at one another. But the awlkward
situation was interrupted by the opening of the garden gate.
AS the mountain did not come to Mahomet, it was necessary

med Bernard Glyn, forpetting all about
“He’s the New Houvse master

d round anxiously.
to meet Lim,” he remarked.
Youd like to see an—

3

Mahomet to to the mountain, so to speak; and Bernard
and his {riends had waiked Miss Glyo to the Head's
Farden. e

Miss Glyw’s charming face came into view over the gate os
Manners cpened it.  Mr. Wodyer locked at her with a startled
gaze.

Their eves met.

Miss Glyn looked startled—Mr. Wodyer turned quite pale.
For ene instant he remained staring blankly irl; then,

c ily at the gir :
with a sudden bound, he fled, and disappeared into the
shrubber

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER:
Light at Lasts

4 AT Jove!”
“ My hat!”
¥ (Gireay Scotti’?
“Phew !
The crash in the shrubbery died away, and the
juniors were left looking at one another in blank amazement.
Misz Glyn still looked startled, and she was holding the top
of the gate somewhat tightly.
S Ha's dotty {” muttered Monty Lowther.
“Mad as a hattah, bai Jove!” murmured I Arey.

“Was —was that Mr. Wodyer?” asked Edith haltingly.
“ Yes, N

4 Glyn.”

“*He has changed, then, since I saw him last,” said Miss
Glyn.  “Are you quite sure that it was Mr. Arthur
Wodyseri
“QOh, ves!” said Tom Merry. “Arthur Wodyer, M. A,
There's no doubt abont it, you see, as he’s a master here

*“¥Yaas, wathab!”

H9E s very ¢ s. He is very hke Mr. Wodyer, as I
knew him, yet——" The girl pansed. “Do you know why
he has acted in this extraordinary manner?”

“Haven’t the faintest idea.”

““Wathah not.”’

“1¢’s extraordinary.”

Miss Glvn nodded, and walked away towards the Head’s
hot There was a very thoughtful expression upon her
face. Her brother went with her, looking blankly amazed;
the meeting between his sister and Mr. Wodyer had been
mote surprising than he had anticipated.

The Terrible Three and Arthur Augustus D’Arvey remained
staring at one another.

They were too amazed to speak. -

“Hallo, what's the trouble?” asked Figgins, as he strolled
up with Kere gnd Fatty Wynn. “ Has Glyn’s sister come?”

““Yaas, wathah!”

“Met Woddy?”? asked Fatty Wynn, with a erin.

“Yes.” -

“(alled him ¢ Owney-owney

“Ha, ha! No! He bolted!”

4 E},"I'! 3

“He bolted the moment he saw her, as if he thought shéd
was going to bit€” said Tom Merry., “Blessed if I can
understand 1t 12 .

*“ My hat!? ; -

“‘There’s something fishy about it, somehow,” said Monty
TLowther.  * Miss Glyn didn’t seem to thizk that he was
Arthur Wodyer at all. It's queer!”

“Jollay queeah!” :

“Tet's go and see him. He may be ill, or something,”
said Figgins.  Where is lie?”

* Blessed if I know!” :

“Cone into the House, very likely,” said Kerr. “Let's
Yook.”? e

The conduct of th: new master had been so very extra-
erdinary that the juniors were really a little alarmed aboub -
him, aud they ecould be pardoned for being curious, too.
Mr. Wodyer had been very mgysterious from the first; but
it was now, as Monty Lowther said, growing a little tog
thiek. ;

The juniors walked over to the New House, and they,
stopped outside Mr. Wodyer’s study door.

There was a sound within, as of articles being dragged
about. and it alarmed them still more.

“Quite dotty !’ murmured Tom Merry.

*“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Better go in and see him.”

Tom Meérry knocked st the door, and opened it witliout
waiting for a reply. Mr. Wodyer was in the study. He was
locking very red and disturbed; but the sound of hurried
movements in the room was explained by the fact that he
was hastily packing a bag, cramming articles into it 1 ihe
most reckless manner. -

He sturted as the juniors came in.

“Oh, buzz off I” he exclaimed.

“Really, sit——"

“Don’t bother!
claimed irritably.

“ Are you leaving, sir?’ asked Figging, staring &l the bag
and the untidy articles scattered about the room. :

5
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grinned Kerr.

Keep off the grass!” Mr. Wodyer ex-

“Yes.’

“ Leaving St. Jim’s?” echoed the juniors,

* Yes, yes!”

“We're sowwy, sir,” said D’Arcy.

“Thank you'! Don’t bother any more. Do you know when
the nekt up train is?”’

“ Four-thirty, sir,”” said Tom Merry
time..  If youn start now youwll have to
etation.”’

“Oh, crikey !?

The juniors gasped. Mr. Wodyer seemed in a stafe of
uncontrollable excitement, but they never expected to hear
him say “Oh, ¢ 1”  The unhappy master of the New
House bestowed a sudden kick upon the half-packed bag,
which sent it flying across the study and scatteved its contents
on the floor. The juniors crowded back towards the door' in
alarm.

“ Aye you—are you ill, sir?” ejaculated Tom Merry.

Mr. Wodyer seemed to catch at the word.

“You've lots of
ait an hour at the

he exclaimed.

“Jfi? VYee-es, ill! Of course I am!” 4
“Whv on earth didn’t I think of that before? I—I mean,

3 m ill! I ean’t see anybody! Will you explain to
thern that T can’t see anybody, Figgina? You might ask the
House-dame to make me some—some gruel. T'm frightfully
it

And Mr. Wodyer stretched himself upon the sofa.

“Bai Jove!l” s

“Run away!” said Mr., Wodyer faintly. “I'm very illf
T can’t bear a noise. 'Lell everybody that Tm not to he
bothered. Nobody is to come to my study—no message is
to be delivered.”

+‘Qhall 1 buzz off for a doctor, sir?”’ asked Figgins.

Mr. Wodyer started up.
0!” he roared. “You young ass—I—I mean, no, 1
dom’t want a doctor! It is not so bad as that. All I want is
complete quiet and rest. Get out—I mean, run away!”

The juniors withdrew from the study and closed the door.
They stood in the passage, staring blankly at one another.

“There’s sometfling jolly wrong about all this!” Tom
Merry muttered.

“ Yaae, wathah!”

There was the sound of a seratching match from the study.
Tt was followed by a smell of tobacco.

Tom Merry grinned.

“He is not too ill to smoke!” he remarked.
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o MHe sn’t
pr there's

il at all” suid Ixel}' “fither he's a Tunatic,

somethiag very fishy going on. Tt can't be a case

©of an imposture, suvely? - Miss Glyn| (ﬂdnt think he was

Arthur Wodyer. But if he isn't, where is the veal man?
“That's vather thick, Kerr.”

. “But it is vewy extwaordinawy, deah boys!”

. Toby, the page of the School Houae, came duwn the
@aﬁﬂage

“Mr, Wodyer }\me’” he asked

$He's in the study.’ -
. “Dr. Holmos wants to seo him at once (™ =

“Phew !

"‘thn for i Foby 2

1 dunno, Nlaefer Tnm: but ¥ think it's somethin’ the
matier,” sard Toby. M Uw was with the 'Ead, and
they was ho h Ieokmz very solemn.  Miss Glvn ‘ad been
€ryin’, T

Toby ypod at the sbudy de 3«,1.

#“Who's thete? roared a voic :

“ Me, said Toby. ¢ '_Hﬂm “<u1 watfs fo sed you in

Js \’m/i‘ sir.”

$ell the Head T ‘m sorry 1 can’t come,
1;0 my voom, I m afiaid s gbing to tutn to smallpos—T—1-
mean, influenza,” -
¢ Shall I say smallpox or influenza, sir?
oby. )
“Inﬂueu -4, you idioti’
¢ Vessir 7 o
Tobxy departed. Bernard f,«h,n passed him in the p

asked the aniazed

and joined the juniors. dhe L\Vernool junior was lookin
very much disturbed. S

“TWod_yor in there?” he asked, : :

#Ves "He says he's il can't see any .mdx

Bernard Glyn whistled safu\

& ST fancy he'll have to. seo the imzm 2 he remarked
There was something gueer about hr hum the siart, and
out now. My he

1’c 5 come
, hu: Wodyer. He's like |
tafn about it, she sav ; and she’s
umpthmg rmust

an impostor: hei
e . L5

very much upset.

in hh name.’

: z 'lhe new mastor had
vefused to zo to him, and the come fo see the pew
master. Tis iips were set ha and -he looked more grimn
than the juniors had ever seen hx*{; Ieok before

. The boys fell back as he canie up, and Dy, Holmes !m i*@d
at the study door.

yery serions

il stern.
Head

i Who's that?” howled Mo, Wodyer from within,
: “IL i I-Dr. Holmes.’ - :
$0h !
¢ ¢ RKindly open the door’ Tt appears to ’no lod  said
the Head, baving tuened the handle in vain. :
““¥ou can't come in!” said Mr. Wodyer hmnedlv “It's

mﬂuenm‘ and it's catch'ngA Please go away
““If you do not immediately open the door,” said rhf Head,
in his deep voice, I shall have it broken in, Mr. W udye” o
(5 Sll {Ra
#] command you to unlock this doer at once!”
The key was heard to twrn in the lock. Dr,
bwung the door open and entored the study, M.
looking very orimson and confused,
he looked very uneasy beneath the grim, steady gaze of the
Head of 8t Jim's,

“I ronst have an explanahon froni you, Mr. Wodyer,”
gaid Dr. Holmes ieily.  * Miss Glyn, who kenows  Arthur
Wodyer well, declares that you are not he
upon this point. In the light of this informiation, T cannot
hely recalling  several pecuhi‘ c!rcumstanceﬂ in connection
Wl‘ilyc:)[u What have you to say?”

waiting for your answer.” :

Holmes
Wodyer,

ST anmi

Im il —confined © and mion—

s That
1 am nothing rt the kind.

i l\eepma it open for him,

have hdppened to the rveal man,

i

_harm intended.

- ub he‘pm
;Eka

Of your brothe

stood facing him, but

She is positive
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M Wodyer san‘l\ upon the sofa.
“1t’s all serene!” he gasped. “The game’s up, T suppods. =
Dr. Holmes’ brow grew sterner, harder,
Yon confm that you are nob Arthur ‘Wodycr
“Not mueh good sthmw it out any longer. And Arthur
wounld be pretty rvatty if he knew. that ch‘iz‘mmg‘ young hldv
was being troubled about it, I suppose,’ saxd Nir.
phlloqophwaﬂ‘)
“Vour namio i not Wodyer 22
$0h, 'ves; if i3l said the comedian, with & grin. He
seemed le ved that it was all over now, and his ccmﬁdﬂme
: He yvelighted his pipe. “ You s, be ex
ng at the tlead through a growingz cloud of
“I happen to be Arthur Wodvu s brother.” :
‘nolhm I einculated the Head.
tin . Wodyer, of the Fuvohw Musie Hall
Pm & said the comedian, with a bow.
dmit TUIL v with the idea fimt there is any
sir. I came here to do poor Arthur a
vour; though suppose I've only messed the thing up for
him as a matter of fach, Dut the best laid schemes of mies
You know the rest.” 5
VL you I:mdl explain why you have mﬂwd ‘this extra-
ordinary mck 2y exclmmed the Head, his storn look changing
to one of el £ 1 cannot think that yOu are a common
syindler a L
vould be rather rough on me,” said Me Wodser.
T am an actor, and I happened
to be oub of a shop just now; and Arthur is laid up with
infloenza. e had accepted the offer of a post here. hoping -
“to be well in time to come, Then you sesnt a telegram,
vequiring him fo turn up at once. He couldu's; the dochu
won't let him leave his bed yet, What was to be done?
This shop~~u\(‘1‘5(~ me, - this post—was the chance of a hff
for Avthur, and he had to let it slide. T hit on the ide
coming here as Arthur, filling h’l’e place till he was well an:
c4ee‘1’
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and the
& Pleaw
in the ecase

“Oh!” sdid the Head. : ‘
¢ We are very much alike: and e theught he would be
able to change into my place, and nothing said about tae
matter,” Austin ‘:'\ odyer, “You see, there was no
But I suppoese I've done for Arthar, ﬂntmd
_Its beastg rough I

m

hxm

. It has gl’@

and hndm anothu‘ man pa:sxnu uadr P
his name, she was very much alarmed, fearing that some
-mi 01tuno ‘had happened to Arthur Wodver. It was a very

S
~reckless thing. But I am glad fo find that matters are 1o

worse, You had better come with me and explain to Miss
“Glyn, and relieve her of her fears. As for your brother, 1
am sorry he is i1 and I shall certainly not allow this euric
affair to interfere with his prospeets here. ¥You had cerfain
better leave St Jim’s. But the post is open for your h;other
as soon as he able to take it.”
- "My only hat!” ejaculated My VVo&vor
you are a hrick, siri®

The Head suiiled.

¢ Come with me to ‘vhs, Glyn,” he sald.

2l » i . & e L £l

- Tom Merry & Co. learned the curious fac’m a littlo Iater—
in time to give-Mr. Wodyer a cheer when he &epa.rted The
“comedian- Form master was gone, and Figging & Co. were
again withont a Houseniaster; but the kind old Head had
taA n a generous view of the matter, and the post was oper,
iyaiting for Avthur W odyer to come and fll

“T¢ was a jollay decent chap, whatevah he was and Pm
‘sowwy he’s gone?’ Arthur Augustus D’ Arey 1f=marued =k
wwust his bwotliah will be as decent as he s

To which It 3 replied heartily:

S ffear, hean !’

And D'Arey’s wish was fulﬁlled——as all the juniors of St
Jim’s admitted when they saw Figgins & (‘o. s new mastes

FHE END. o

“1 must say
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THE
FIRST CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Huft—
Tom and the Ghosts
—The Qhost Appears.

HE tropical sun
was blazing
down upon the
African  forest
with all its full

fury, for it was noon.
Even the dense foliage
of the glant frees failed
to keep out the burning
hest, and here and there
rays ~ of sunlight fell
upon the earth, where

it found its way through

the trees,

All was very silent,
for the “beasts of prey
were in their lairs, sleep-
ing through the heat of
the day, and the voices
of the ‘birds were
h i

ed.
ceasionally the chat-
tering of & monkey
arose, but even this
noise was seldom heard.
1t seemed as though the
awful heat was causing
- all living things to sleep,
or, better said, to lie
dormunt #ill the cool of
night.

Through the dense
forest strode a huge
form, tearing down the

bushes and  tangled
creepers.  Clouds  of
steam ecame from  its

head, other clouds from
its nostrils,

It was Pete’s steam
man. :
Behind it strode

Pete steering the
strange form round the
trees; and it would be

hard to say who looked

the hotter, Pete or his
stearn man.  Jack and
Sam, his comrades, were
following him: then

came Rory—Pete’s dog—with his tongue hanging out, and
looking as disgusted as a dog could look.

Occasionally Rory would give a vicious snap at the swarms
of flies that hovered round him, but it was doubtful even if a
rabbit had darted through the bushes, whether Rory would
have taken the trouble to follow it i

“Do you think we are coming to the cool shade of the
forest about which you spoke, Pete?” gasped Jack. —

“Jack, I wish you wouldn’t talk ’bout cooluiess!’’ arowled
“It makes me tink ob a hammock hung under de
shade ob leafy frees, and ice drinks all round me, and dat
ain’t a bit like-de reality ob dis stcam man. ]
I had eber come across such a perfect beast in all my life. He
gibs off enough heat to cook steak-puddings by, and his
petrolly perfume is such dat he is de only one de gnats don’t
bite. If I was de king ob dis country T would transport
ebery guat dat libs here. It’s disgusting fo tink dat dey can

Pete.
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ffGolly! Dat's mighty strange!’” growled Feie, gazing in
blank amazement at the apparition. ‘“What do you maks
. ob it, Jack 2’ -

things.”

I dunno dat

sort ob competent to judee.

you two going to settle de question? >
g ober ghosts or no ghosts—dat’s de question—seernas to me
dat you will hurt each oder, and not prove de point,”

- . Tue Penny Poryrar—No, 208,

get as much as dey
want to drink while we
can’t get az much as a
drop ob watcr.  'Spect
Pl hab to stop my
steam man just directly,
and drink his petro-
lenm.”

“1 don’t think you
need  trouble,” said
Sam.  ““For isu’t that a
river over there to the
right?” ;

*Golly!”? gasped Pete,
“T beliehe it is. And
ain't I mighty tankful!
1 guess dere won’t be
mueh ob dat viber left

by de time hab
finished drinking. D}S

3

ades

x
the clear wat
folt  consid -
freshed afterwards, anc
continned their march.

At length they caught
sight of a- hut in the
distance, and made to-
wards it.  Having hid-
den his steam man, Pete
pushed the door open,
and an extrgordinary
sight mect his gaze. 3

There had cvidently
been a seuffle going on
inside the place, for two
men were seated on the
floor, and both of them
Jooked the worse for
wear. One had got a
black eye, and the other
had got a big lump on
his forehead, and a
nasty-looking bruise on
his right check.

“@Golly!  What are
you two trying to do?”
exclaimed Pete, gazing
from one to the other.

“Yon scem to be enjoying yourselves, but at de same Emu
I don’t tink you ought to keep all de fun to yousselves.”
“You can say what you like, Tom,” said one of the men
on the floor, whose name was Bill.
there’s no such things—bust it!—as ghosts "’
_“T've met over five hundred, Bill!” groaned Ton.
“ ¥ah, yah, yah!” roared Pete. L !
“ He's never seen one,”’ growled Bill, “’cos there ain't such

“But I maintain ux

“Well, dat seems sort ob conclusive,” observed Pete. “I
dunno weder Bill or Tom is 1ight, but it secems to me dat a
man who has seen five hundred ghosts ought to know dat
dere are such tings; and dat de man who ain’t scen one ain’t
i But de point is dis—how am

If you keep on fight«
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“1 won't allow no man to say theve’s no such things as
'gliosts when I've seen thousands!” howled Tom. =
* Look here, old hoss,” cxclaimnd ote, “at de rat
‘going on, vou will see two-free million! You'm
imm hundreds to thousands.’
“Well, T don't care!” hooted ’F()m
fuli; excited. *I’ve seen a ghost !’
Cah, yval, yah! You remind me cb de little boy and de
tom-cafs, fle told his moder dai dere were thousands ob
cats in de garden, and she said, * How dare you exaggerate in
dat manner, Tommy? So he said, ‘ Well, if dere ain't
thousands, dere are hundreds.’ ¢ Nonsen said de mioder.
*Well, I don't care,’ said 'l‘ommy ‘Dere’s our old tom-cat
and anoder.” You sce, dasboy came down wid his 104*"0(1;/1@
and vou'm goue up, and bof your names were Tom,’
S lhﬂwn ghosfs ! declaved Tom, with conviction.
here
YXou'

Bill seized f‘m leg
was seated, jerked him to the floar
Tom's head.

Fortunately for Tom, 1t missed its mark, and unfortunatel;
fr“ Pete it caught him on the shins, and caused him to
L vell of pain.

» he exclaimed. I wish you two would send your
ai'gumez.ts i anoder direction!”’

“I'm sorry, mate!” growled Biil.

£ Qu am 1. old hoss,” said Pete. 1 dunno when T felt
much sox dan when dat stool caught me on de shins.
Still. what I want to point out is dat you can't prove your
point by fighting,”

"‘Hu“ haw!"” howled Beb. “T'm inclined to think there
dUl it ~u("1 things as ghosts, only don’t dare to say so, ’cos Tom
i3 50 streng en the pomt— so’'s Bill. Personally, I don'’t care
syhether therP 3 ghosts or not; but they seem to, so we are
letting ‘em ﬁghk: it out. Tom says as J)\II Bd\'t"d his life,
but Bill says s-he didn’t. At any rate, it decesn’t seem fto
matter, 'ces if thm g0 ou ﬁwl ting much longer over ghosts
both of ‘em will be corpses‘

Tah, vah, vah!"” roared Pete.
liko it! But look here, old hosse
any more to-day. I dunno weder dere’s i
4'm mighty certain dat dere’s no more fig

“You ecan’t stop us 1" roared-Bill

“No, more ho can't, mate!” declared
ﬁmxt it ont like men. Come ou!’

“Are vou two going to fight any more?’ inquired Pete,
stepping between them.

It was rather a silly guestion, because there eould not be
a doubt about the matter. They were squaring up to each
other.

“We are!” growled Biil
of the road, piE >

Pete picked him up, and tucked him under his right arm,

and then he seized Tom, and got him under the left arm,
and thus he bore them from the shanty, w hile the rest of the
men followed to see the fun.

Pete carried the struggling pair to the river, and, drop-
ping Bill, placed his foot on him, while he flung Tom into
ihe water, and, a few minutes lator, Bill followed him.

It was an object lesson that had its effect, because when
tho pair struggled out,  and clambéred up the bank, they
walked to the shan{y without uttering a word, aund without
attempting to renew the contest e.\(,opt by w ords.

¢ Now, look here, boys,” exclaimed Pete, ““I would advise
vou not to continue de argument! m inclined fto tink dat
Bill is vight. and dat dere ain’t ghosts, ’specially as Jack
says he is right in dat r/\spmt Now, Tom says dere are, and
he ought to kuow, as he has seen a f(‘ s million or so.”

1 said one.”

“"Pought you mentioned more dan dat. Still, one is
cunough Tor our purpose. ’ow Bill don’t seem o be quits
satisfied on de point, so dat dere ain’t any particular weight
ob evidence one way or anoder. I tink 1if you leabe it dere
it will be much more satisfactory dan punching mlch oder’s
hoads, and it's most bound to be far less painful.”

Bill and Tom took this sage advice, and becaiuc

vou'm
getting

s

vho was most frig

se I’

thief!” hooted Tom,
o \irml on which a man named Beb

and hurled the stoel at

ely

“1 neber heard auyting
you ain’t going to fight
s or not, but
to-night.

2

Tom, * We will

“And if you don't stand out

) Pa{d No deposit reqmrcd.
MEAD VENTRY FLYERS
Warranted Is Yrar.s. Dunlop Tyzes, Brooks’ Saddles,
£3 = 10ss to £7 = 158s
EASY PAYMENTS FROM 7/- MONTHLY,
Immediate delivery. No delay. rite for Free Art
Catalogue and Sgectal Offer of Sample Machine,
MEA CYCLE C0., Dopt. 130A,

11 Paratise St., LIVERPOOL,

Tar Prnyy Poevnar—No. 208.

giite

Every Friday.

fricndly again; but perhaps it was becanse their damages
were pl'etf" equall y divided.

When Pete suggested getting in a supply of gamo for the
men, his comrades were quite agrecable. They felt they
rvequired a rest from the steam man, and Pete jeft him in
the forest under a sheltering tree.

Pat and Bob went up the river in a boat, and arvanged to
bringe a fresh suimly of ammunition as soon as they “couldl
et back from the township. But a week passed by before
they returned, and during this time the comrades got in a
good supply of wame,

The whole de had just finished a very substautial supper
one night, and e Vthmw promised to he comfortable for
the night, when Tom, whom Pete bad rather vexed, made
the remark Lhat Pete was a move obstinate brute than Bill.
- “ Obstinate, be hung!” growled Bill. ““It's you that's
obstinate, vou bumble-headed idiot! Haw, haw, haw!
man of your time of life to believe in ghosts! W by, yo
are lu\g a litile timid child, only you ain’t got a Llnld
sense! Tl admit the nigger is an “obstinate brate, and if
follows that he's a lot more obstinate than me, ‘cos T ain’t
obstinate at all!

“Why, vou are
the face of the e

“Yon are a ha

>

the mo\i obstinate, contradictory brute
rth I’

! T ain't contradictory at all! I never
crmfmdict a man, unless he's wrong I
Xou sha'n't call me a liar, though vou did save my life
once I’ roared Tom, springing to his feet.
* [ didn’t save your life, and you are a liay !
“I don’t care a bit about whether I'm a »141‘ or not, but 1
amt going to be called one by you,
‘“There ain't sech things as nho:-h

Or———

and - Waoohooh !

I--— There—— Take if away! I ain't Vel 1
Both Bill and Tom were gazing from the window, and
there they saw a mystic form moving onwards, and as if

ide,
& roaned Pete,

“YWhat do

passed flOlll their point of view they went eu
Golly ! Dat's mighiy strange, too!”
gazing in blank amazement at the dm»azmon
you make ob it, Jack?”

I really don't know I exclaimed Jack.
glowing form.”

“Myes! I can

“It's the gho%t.

and vears ago !’

i “ hat's your opinion, Bill ¥
fhoro ain’t no se‘ch«-
“Bill,” gasped Tom, don’f say it! Ii'a sinful,

wouldn't like that ghost to bring you death.”

”I don’t scc how a shost - could harm a chap I

Bi
“ Don't talk like that,
1 my life, and-—--""

“ It looks like a

e as much as daf for myself.
gasped Tom. *The ghesr l SaW years

*inguired Pete.

and I
crowled
“ You

mate !’ exclaimed Tom

“ Bust! This ain’t a time o lie! Just look at the awful
thing moving towards us! I believe our time has come
“Did that other ghost you was talking of harm you?"
inquired Bill, gazing with dilated eyes at the sivange
appautxon.
Don't talk of 1?' groaned Tom. :

“Then I'm off i howled Bill, bolting into the shanty as
hard as he could tear.

“ Golly, golly I eroaned Pete. *I'm going to see dat de
man comes to no harm!” But he had scarcely entered the
shanty when Bill, who had got a revolver in either hand.
commenced to blaze away at him, under the impression that
he was the ghost come for summary vengeanee.

Fortunately, Bill was in such a state of terror that his aim
was very wild—in fact, he appeared (o be firing with his
eves shut, otherwise he could s rcely have mistaken Peota
for a "hust because Pete was not luminous, and one usually
expects a ghost to be white.

“ Here, old hoss.” growled Pete,
do?”

“ Ain't you the ghost, mate?”’

¢ Nunno !’

s Well, where is the ghost 7"

“Dere ain’t any such tings, Bill. You kunew you said s0,
and T was ob your opinion, and it wou't do to i&,t Tom crow
ober you.

t But what is that ‘ere thing Wdlkuw along all aglow 77
groaned Blﬂ :

< Dere ain’t such tings as ghosts, Bill.

“ What's he know about ghosts 2

1 dunno, ’cos he ain't told me; but I should say he
couldn’t know so mighty much if dm:'c ain’t such tings. It s
mwhtv awful, dlﬂt it s Still, we'm got de cr»n:oht;on oh
k mwmg dere ain’t such tings as chosts, 50—

‘How do you know that?”’ -
R 2
A say,

537

ghosts ?

¢ what are you trying to

Lk

Jack says so.

how do you know there ain't such thiugs as

HAND TH:S ISSUE INTO YOUR POST OFFICE—THEY WILL SERD IT OUT TO THE ¥RONT FREE ]



CWell, T ’spect it is 'eos you told me—vou and Jack
togeder.” :

I suppose you have got eyes; and saw that ’erc ghost?”?

 Must say it looked rader as dough I saw it. Still, if
dere sin’t such things—why, 1 couldn’t hab seen it. Dat
_stands to yeason.” o

*Well, of all the stupid niggers I ever came across, you
ave the worst! I saw that 'ere ghost, and do you think as
I'm a man not fo believe his own eyes 7’ -

“ Nuuno, Bill. But you'm got to recollect dat you said
dere weren’t such tings, and you can’t go back on dat, ean
he, Pom ?” added Pete, as the rest of the astonished men
entered the place. ¢ :

- Certainly not I exclaimed Tom. I told him again and
again that 1’d seen ghosts, and he started calling me a liar
and punching my head.” J S .

“TIE stick to what I said!” declaved Bill, ¢ There ain’t
no such things as ghosts.” : .

* ¥ou have seen one’

“ Ay, mate, I'll admit that!
ghosts.”

“Then how is it that you saw one?”

There ain’t no such things as

-“Now, see here, Tom; we all know that you are a bad-

tempered, obstinate brute, as won’t be convineced—but you
can’t help that! What I said was that there’s no such things
as ghests. I didn’t say there wasn't one solitary ghost; and
that's very different to there being a lot! ' You was talking
of a lot of ’em, and I said there worn’t no such things as
ghosts ! I said ghosts particular, ‘cos T knew there might
be one; but what I maintain is, that there ain’t two, or
more. If T was to pub that pipe on the table, and say to
you, ‘ Tom, there’s pipes,’ you would natural say, *You
are a liar, Bill’; and you'd be right—the same as I'm right
i telling’ you that you are a liar when you say there’s
ghosts.  One ghost ain't ghosts! You can’t get over that,
Tom; and it amm® no good you trying to shift out of it, ’cos
_you are wrong ! = .
_ ““Well, it ain’t no good talking any more to you,’ said
Tom, “I know you are wrong, and so do all these chaps
here. What’s more, you know you are wrong yourself;
only you are too thundering mean to own it, Iike a man!
You ought to have been a lawyer, or some of those chaps as
gets their living by lying, and trying to deceive othor
people 2 Bl

* Yah, yah, yah! Dat’s one for dé lawyers ™
“ But has de ghost disappeared, Jack 70 = :

“Yes; it disappeared behind the trees, and-— 7 -

Jaclk’s words were interrupted by a’ frightful yell, and
}l;at leapt into the shanty, banging and bolting the door after

1m, : ; : o ; -
-~ Take it away 1" howled Bill, levelling his revolver at the
door, and blazing away the few remaining shots he had leoft.
“Don’t you get bringing your ghosts here I’

“Bedad, I've seen ons!’ cried Pat, gazine round the
shanty, with an expression of dread on his face, * Faith, I
was in the forest, hunting game, and a ghost came on the

scene ! . Sl T
“There yon are!” exclaimed Bill. It jest shows you
how eorrect I am! ‘A chost not two or three ghosts! One
ghost T will admit, but I ain’t admitting more I’ .
“1I tink you'm quite right not to admit too many ob dem;
’specially when I'm in your neighbourhood, 'cos T don’t like
ghosts,”” said Pete. ‘I ain't at all accustomed to dem, and
my only consolation ’bout dem is your nasturtium dat dey
don't exist—scept de ome. I was only just wondering;
suppose we saw anoder ghost, ob a different shape and size
—a sort ob fullsized ghost. I wonder if dere would be
ghosts den 772 o - i
*TPwo ghosts is ghosts—one ain’t 1 G el
“I seel Well, 'm going to lay dat shost!” declared
Pete. “Iain’t allowing ghosts to comte here frightening me
in dis manner!” « i G S

cried Pote.

that.
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“You had best leave him alone, mate,” said Tom, shaking
his head.  “I've had experience of ghosts, and know theig
horrid natures. They ain’t safe!? =

“Did dey eber hurt you, Tomj'?

“T should think they did 1’2

“Sort ob wounded you?”

“ Yes; scarred me for life !

“Let's look at de scar.” .

“What?? : o

“Lict me see de scar.’? e S :

Tom hesitated for a moment, and then he bared hLis hreast
and vevealed a large scar, - .

“ Well, I'm blowed 7 gasped Bill. = “ If that don’t take the
cakel “And he calls himself a truthfnl man! Why, T saw
;L : age give him that scar, and it was the time as I saved
his Hife 1 R : : i

“ Why, you said you never saved my life 1’ cried Tom.

“1 said I wasn’t in the habit of saving your life, or swords
to that effect. = How could I save your life, when you don’t
lnow as it is saved?  You might be struck down by ghosts,

33

“You said there wasn’t ghosts!”? me

I said there "was one, and nobt two; and what I
meant-—-" : . .
“Never mind what you meant. = I ain’t going to believe

And 1 ain’t such a fool as 1o believe what you sav,
’cos of all the lars as I ever come across you ave the worst,
There is ghosts, and you know it!1? - T

“ Yah; yah, yah! It ain’t no good getting info dat argus
ment again!  Bill has seen one ghost, and it stands to reason
dat if he sees a few micre he will hab to admit dese. are
ghosts ! . B =

1 ain’t going to sce ne move.> :

“Well, dat all depends: on weder dey come to vou oF
not,”* said Pete. ' “Should say anoder ghost anvting like de
one we saw would be ’most bound to malke himself seend
Now, do you tink it is safe to go to sleep, Bili{” :

“Faw, haw, haw! You ain’t surely frightoned of &

SR e
 “1say you ain’t frightened of them.” :
“Nunno! | I ain't frightened ob dem—¢os b
dem; dere’s only it! Now, I must sav I foel a bit nervous
"bout it. I don’t like it at-all.- I dunno dat it Las got de
right to roam dese forests just as if dey belonged to it. 1
suppose it ain’t de ghost ob dat savage dat gabe you de

wound, Tom?”? e S
‘I believe it was,”” said Tom, # Vou see, the brute was
jest going to spear me a second time, when Bill cluimped him
on the head in a manner that was®bound to stop his future
spearing,  Now, I shouldn’t wonder, Bill, if that wasn't his
ghost come back to haunt you, and make your life a misery
till 1% gets its revenge!” S
* Ghosts ain’t revengeful,” said Bill, o :
“Yon don’t know nothing aboubt ’em! . First-of all you
say there ain’t such things, and then you talk of ‘om as if
you knew all about their ways! I'm inclined to think that
you will find that ghost revengeful enough if he ever comes
across you; and if you take my tin, you won't go ong of
this place unless you are well protected, though it ain’t na
good getting protected against ghosts, ’cos thev can da
whatever they like with you, and you can’t possibly hurt
them. They are the most dangerous things on the face of
this earth, and you will find that out to your cost when that
one starts chawmg you up!”
“They ain’t got no teeth:

vapour [ : -
“ How was it you were frightened of that one, then?’
‘What, me frightened of a ghosil _Haw, haw, haw}

e ain’g

they are only a sort of—

Hhle! .
That's pretty good, too !
“ Wort’t you frightened??
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H0Of course T wasi't!” :
“0Oh, 1 thought you was, the way yvou started howlizig and
. blazing away at randora ! . Still, it don’t matter to me! T'll
bslieve vou weren't frightened if you will walk up the
hieight to the spot where we saw that ghost, and stop there
for half an hour all by yourself !”

“So I will, any day!” ;

¢1 don't want you to do it in the day; 1 want you to
do it in the night. Tl bet you a sovereign you don't start
off now {”

- “1 ain’t got a sovereign.”

SWell, T'll trust you.” :

“Pm too tired to do it to-night, but T will some other
night 1

“Well. will rou to-morrow night?”

“Of course 1 would do it. I would do it any night, or any
day! But what's the good of throwing temptation in the
way of a ghost? Temptation is always a thing as [ set
my face against! It's downright wrong fo tempt a man, and
in the case of a ghost it's even worse I’

“That means that you ave frightened to go?”

“No, it don't.”

“Well, it must mean something.”

“No, it don’t. U not the sort to havm a man, and it’s
just the same with a ghost. . If vou terupt a ghost you harm
it, and I wouldn’t do that for anything.”

“Yal, yah, yah! Youm frightened, Bill!" said Pete.

SNl alnid wa

“ Den why don't you go, and get de sovereign?'

“'Cos I'm tived.  Why don’t vou go and lay the ghost, the
same as you say you are going to do?”

e E ? L)

“Why don't you go to-unight?”

“*Spect I must be sort ob tired, too. You see, ghosts—
al least, de cne we hab seen; dere ain’t any more—are rader
tiring tings. Did I eber tell you how tired dat ghost a
friend ob mine saw—-""

“No, and I don’t want to know, ‘cos he mever saw one.
I've said theve ain’t such things as ghosts, and 'l stick to

®

pect he must hab seen dis particular ghost, deun. Still.
we ain't got de right to make ourselves tired talking 'bout
ghosts. I don’t want to dream ob dem. So good-night,

Lo I'tn going to sleep.™ -

Peto lay down on the floor; and Rory followed his ex
ample: only be lay at the further side of the shanty, because
he knew what his master’s snoving was like, and did not care
to get too close to it.

Bill and Tem continued their everlasting argument, and
they were almost coming to blows again, when Pete's snoring
burst forih.

“Ain’t it mighty awfal?” growled Bill. “I tell you what
it 15, mate; that nigger must be thinking of that ghost, and
thinking as it is throttling of him! He conldu’t possibly be
suaking that row if he wasn't dreaming of something of the
sort ! :

“1 dou't know, Bill,” laughed Jack. “You see,
haven't beard Pete sleoping as often as I have.”

“1'm a-going to wake him up!”’ -

“1 wouldn’t advise you to do so. Ie might take you for
the ghost, and start punching you; and Pete hits very hard.
You will ind that out to your cost if you attempt to wake
L.

“But what am T to do?” growled Bill,
p through that row [

You will get used to it in time.”
_ “f ain’t so sure. Seems to me it would take me about

ten years to get used to that horrid row 1"

Whether Bill got any sleep or not, Jack and Sam did not
know, for they fell asleep thernselves; and when they awoke
the following morning, they found Bill and Tom still discuss-
ing ghosts.

_Bill was far more courageous now that it was light, and
hie was trying fo esplain away the mysterious form they had
sean; -but it was evident that he believed in it, although he
did hia best to prove to Tom that it wasn’t there. And at
last he declaved that he would win that sovereign, and, how-
cver tived he was that night, ascend the height and stop
theve for half an hout.

you

“1 can’t possibly

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Qigantic Qhost—Bill Changes His Mind—A Bad

_Accident-—Pete Geots into Hot Water-—-Unproven.

fTAT day there was a heavy thunderstorm, accom-

panied by such torvents of rain that none of the
men went out; but 1t passed away in the afternoon,
and then some of them went out for a little hunting.

Peote declared that he was too tired to accompany
: but later on he followed one of the men, whose
Tur Pexsy Porvrar.—No. 208.

tha rest

name -was Pat, and they bosth made their -way up the
height.

“Yaly, yah, yali!” voared Pete.
tink ob dat ghost, Pat!”

“Faith, we haven't convinced
spalpeen look from the distance?” :

“Yah, yah, yah! Someting mighty awful! Dere was a
sort ob glowiness ‘bout de ghost dat looked most natural!”

¢ Just like a real ghost?”

“ Neber saw anyting more like !

¢ fTave you ever seen a real ghost

“Nunno.”

“Then how do you know it was like one?”

Sl ;

“How do you kunow it was like a real ghost if you have
never seen one?’

“Well, 1 should say dat was just like a ghost ounglt to
look. Dere was someting specially striking "bout his glow.
You tink we hab got enough ob de.phosphorus mixture?”

“Jraith, there’s enough for twenty ghosts!”

“Well, we don’t want as many as dat,”’ observed Pete.
“What I want to do is to convince Bill dat dere are ghosts;
and if we make a second ghost, much larger dan de fivst, he
will hab to admit dat dere are two. I had got dat idea
mind when you brought de sheets and de phosphorus from
de settlement; dat’s why I got you te buy it for me. Now,
secing dat you managed de steam man all right last night,
do vou tink dat you will be able to do it again to-nightt”

STF it is all the same to you, I would rather you managed
the spalpeen the next time; for he burnt me in several
places, and I must confess that he's the most unruly brute
that ever I set eyes on.”

“Well, I don’t want you to manage him dat way,” said
Pete. “What T want is a fullsized ghost.”

“If that steam man isn't fullsized, 1 should say ghosts
must be very large.”

“They are,” declared Pete, with conviction. ‘“‘De bigger
de ghost, de more natural it is. Now, what I tought was
dat we should smear de cheets all ober wid de stuff, fasten
dem togeder, and wrap dem reund you.”

“But I'm not as big as the steam man.”

“You will be if you stand en his shoulders.”

“ By the powers. I'm not going to do that!" gasped Pat.

“You see, Pat, [ want to make de man taller.”

“Mavbe: bub if you want to do that you will havedo les
him staud on vour shoulders, or else stand on hist”

“I'm much heavier dan you are, old hoss.”

“T know you are: but the spalpeen will never be feeling
your weight.™

“T wasn't tinking ob dat: but if T was to fail, I should
feel it more dan you would, and dat’s what I don't want.”

“True for you, my boy: but don’t you see, if T was to
fall T should feel it more than you would, and that's what
I don’t want.”

“¥ tink 1 could balance myself on his sheulders widout
falling,” -mused Pete, gazing at the steam man, who
standing by a clump of bushes which tliey had just reachied.
“Y am going to chance it; but it would gib de show away,
Pat, if de ghost was to come in half. You see, we miglit
say dat steam man stands 'bout eight feet high, and if I add
my six feet to his height, dat makes—how much would yoa
say dat wauld make?”

“Paith, it sounds to me fourteen feet!”

“Bery well. I ain't got time to check vou to sece if you
are correct, but a fourteen-foot ghost would be quite respect-
able, and it would be sort ob impressive. We can knot de
sheets togeder so as to gib him de proper robes, and you
can keep behind him to steer him divect to de shanty.”

¢ Suppose they start firing at him?”

“71 don’t mind so long as dey fire at his lower regions.”

“But supposa they fire at his top storey?”

“Ehy?

“Suppose they hit you?”

“I'm most afraid 1t would hurt, 'specially if Sammy did
de firing, ’cos he aims mighty straight; but den Sammy
wouldn’t be at all likely to start blazing away. Dat man
neber fires unless he's quite sure he ain’t going to hit de
wrong party; and when Jack and Sammy see dat ghost
walking towards de shanty, dey wili guess I hab got some-
ting to do wid if, especially as I shall be missing. Nunno,
dey won’t fire; and dey won't let de oder men fire if dey
can help it. I don’t mind chancing dat, but it's standing
ou de stearmn man’s shoulders dat I'm tinking about. Yal,
yah, yah! T want to gib Bill a big surprise, and T feel

“ Makes me laugh when I

him yet! Ilow did the

99

sure de steam man will be able to do dat wid my assistance.

I shall run all risks for de purpose.”

Pat merely grinned. He had not the slightest doubt that
Pete would succeed in surprising all the men at the shanty,
let alone Bill. Pat had been most handsomely tipped by
Pete, and was not disposed to place any obstacles in his way.

They smeared the stuff Pete had instructed Pat to purchase
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for him at the settlement on the sheots.
siderable amount, and the steam man was likely to prove an
expensive ghost; but Pete did not mind that at all so long
as Lie proved an effective one.

lm thinking you will never be able to balance yourself
on his shoulders,” observed Pat, when their preparations
were almost mmplcted.
dmmo ‘bout dat,”
tight-rope.’

““ Bedad !
do almost ¢
bo a thing 3

“Nunio !

It had cost a con-

said Pete. “T can walk on a loose

man who could do that ought to be able to
vthing. I should a loose tight-rope would
ou don’t often sce.”

Dey do sound rader Irish,
nl&t ain’t | nyting to do
dis tree, it will be
man, and I shall be a

don’t dey?  Stll,
wid ghmm. Wait till T climb
cooler dan climbing up de steam
( e able to get on his <hould dat road.
Yz}h, yah, yah! What couid bo nicer dan dat

The with svhich Pete balanced hi greatly sur-
prised I but then he did not know that he had spent some

years of his lifo in a cireus.

\m\

- looks?” mmmcd Pete,

sheets around himself and

hu\\ do you .mk de

“Hn Faith, T never
in all my lifo Pd say you wo

any man, woman, or child

”“Dou you caq depend on ib dat T shall be enough  to
frighten Bill { ob dat man is dat it
doesn’t take - such a mlpu v frighten  him. Now,
listen to dese iustruction id you follow dmn
exactly, ’cos I don’t want any aceident wid upper portion
ob dis ghost You just start him slowly, like you did last
night, and mind you get hold ob de right lever. Den you
steer him direct for de shanty, and when I p;lb de word
you stop him,  After dat 1 will tell you what to do, but I
want to get hivi away again widout his component parts
bemg discovered ! :

“Sure, I'm inclined to think that you are wise there!”
cxclaimed Pat.  “Vou see, if you get frightening
men, the ':pd.]pfpns wor’t be best pleased with you; and as
they are rough in their munners when they are angry, they
may set on to you!” :

“1 don't mind dat at all. Pdf cos wid de aid ob Jack
.nhi Hammy we couldeeort ob knock chips off dem,  Still, 1
*spect T shall et away ail right.  You must bring de steam
man round in a sort ob swoop. and if you keep at some
hittle distance from his glow, why, dey ain’t likely to see you
in de duvkness!”’ - .

Now, whether a man believes in ghosts or not, it is apt
to be trying teo the strongest nerves fo see a gigantic form,
all luminous, moving sllenﬂv through the darkmess, Ospem“lly
if the forr moving-in the direction of the man.

Bill's nerves were not remarkable for their strength.
Although he declared he did not believe in glwsts, like a
good many other men, who tell you about their bravery, he
would not have cared to meet a genuine g}“o~t on a dark
night in, say, a lonely churchyard, which is, of course, the
proper place for spectres to frequent.

It so h:lpDPnPd that Bill gazed out of 1110 window at the very
moment that the gigantic ghost hove in sight, and the howt
of terror he uttered caused everyone else to look out.

There were only two men in that shanty who were anything
fike calm, and they were Jack and Sam; but pechaps that
was because Pote knew rather more concerning that ghost
than anyone

It was ¢ a most weird-looking obiject, and its
enornmous height was very puzzling to Jack and Sam. 'Te
the others it appeared to be superhuman. and there was not
a man among them who did not believe that it was a genuine
ghost,

“This is all your doing, Billl”
to have

saw a more perfeet ghost
d be enough to frighten

“1t’s come
there wasn’t such
20 out and let it take you

gasped Tom.
anee on you )POS YOI ¢
. You ought {o

i

It ain’t coming this way!
shanty !

“Woohooh !
anywhere near the
“Howling out lies at it won't

It ai’t coming

mate.
more, it’s

make matters better,
You know it’s a-coming this and, what’s
¢oming for youl”

“T'm going to give up beer and
¢ never liked it1”
Well, vou ain’t put a bad quantity down for a man as
don’t like beer,” observed Bob, who was far calmer either
than Bill or Tom, though he w as nob anvthing like calm.
“Personally, T donw’t see how it could interest a ghost
whether you used -a gallon or so of beer a day or not, when
you get the chance.  It’s a-coming straight for us

way,

’bacea!” groaned Bill.
&

“Tet's bolt, mates!” excls me(l Bill.
“T'm stopping whera I am,”” declared Tom. “Bufz Id

Bke to know your opmlon about chosts afore you die !’

appearing,

thosx

“I said there was one of "em!”
“How 1s it «this one is three
you saw last night?”?
Sl lms growed.

times as as the one

A ghost will grow, the sa as a man,™

“Bust me! It has growed a sight quicker than any man
i 312 A : i
ever did :

“It will disappear all of a sudden,” declared Bill; wha
only hoped that what he” said was truo. “A ghost will

ppear sort of sudden-like 1’
Bill may have been perfectly correct with the generality

No doubt they do disappear suddom) but xhw
show the slightest sign . of dis-
it came ,ght on, and the manner in which
its upper portion balanced itself was really creditable, Pete
could run a large glolm up a narrow, winding plank while
he stood on that globe, but to stand on the shoulders of his
3 man while he went marching aiong was guite another
, and one that should have had o lot of 1‘(m ice.
}’cte swayed from side to side, and La(k\\ar(h and fnmam
By the powers, you are doing it spl
2ing Jpwmd vith admiration,
con a niost ghostly swayiog motion
now I am, old hoss ! erowled Pete.
1 teying to culiivate o little ob de
I wouldn’t like to fall off de steam man’s shoulde:
if T fell forwards, and he walked ober me afterwaird
heavy, and has got ‘v)'l\rm i his trilbies.

L .uth. there’s not the slightest chance of your falling [
ed Pat.
on may be right, Pat, and I'm too busy to argue do
point at dis moment, only do be careful "bout de ste ing, else
I'm migh y certain dis chost will eome in hmf and I wouldn's
like anyting like dat. When I murmmnme ‘ Savoop ! mind you
do it, and bmm, de m man round as gradually as you can
widout upsetting me.

“Tum

'»av i
UNufl said I murmured Pete.

The ghost moved onwards, and Pete, betwveen .n\s Tuminous
sheets, could see the surprised faces at the window of the hitle
shaiity now.

Pat kept
huminons robe

shanty. :

Straight for the shanty the ghost marched, until but a few
vards separated them, and in the darkness of the night it
fooked really horrid.

“Swoop |” murmured Pete. And this
did; so did the ghost.

It had been movmg onwards at a slow pace, and as Pat
fumbled with the levers beneath the sheet; instead of getting.
liold of the steering one to bring the ghost round to starboard,
hie turned the one that sent it on at full speed.

The effect was truly disastrous, With one fell swoop the
ghost dashed into the side of the shanty, and Pete dived Lead-
first on the roof..

Perhaps this would not have mattered much, beeanse his
head is hard atd thick, but though the boards of the roef
might have been hard enough for his liking, they were fot
thick enough to bear his wourht aund the impact.

He went through them w gith a tearing crash, de
the top-of Bill, and hurled Tom to the floor by str
in the mouth with his feet.

One how! of terror rang out.
it sounded like one howl because they kept time.
there were roars of langhter. Jack and Sam cans
they saw Pete sitting up and gazing round the shan
surprised look on his black face.

“])o stop your langhter Jack !*? ex“ mmed Pete, gmpmg
about for his pipe. I dunno when I ! had such a bad turn as
dat: Where did T come from? T can’t hear whai you say
when vou guffaw in dat manner. It's all right, Rory, T ain’t
killed.” .

“But T am!” howled Bill.

“Well, I'm sorry for dat, Bill,”

of ghosb
particular ghost did not

6774

sea,

I can do tha

as T could steer a ship id &

well under cover of the ghmﬁ,’“ fowing ap<§
and he could hear the commoticn i the

5 is exaetly what Pat

pped on
ing him

All the men joined in 1t bub
Alter that
1 those, for
ty with a

exclaimed Pete, winking
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at Jack., ¢ But you must know dat little acmdents are bouad and Tm meod to-make de damage good to dat extent,
to cowe in dis life, and what you ought to do is to face dem  INow we come to de mental part ob de business. Vou tink it
beldly, Did 1 eber tell you bout ddt man who wet wid an mH affect de brain 77

accident——" “7 think as it won't do my brain no wocd
“Busk your man and ‘his accident !” howlﬂd Bill, ledping  “I'm inclined to tink wid you dere, ‘eos I don’t see ‘mw
to his fcot and clenching his fists.” “I'll break your hcad for vou could do any good to-a brain like yours. Bub what would
this worlk, just you see I dontt vou consider a fau recompense for de loss ok a brain like your
“Well, T dunno dat my head will stand much moere knock- tele log 220 =

about: You see, I hab been using it for boring holes ‘¥ think sou ougﬂxt to stand another half-dollar; but if you

1zh de roof ob your shanty,-and it ain’t done eider de head - like to make it four-and-sixpence, I will azece, ahd«-— ;
or de roof any good.” 5 “Nunno !”? :
5 S ou 1.1\111g L&dmac youl” ! Well, four bob 2 -

i dunnio ’bont being a maniac, but it seems to me daf you “1 don’t mean dat, Bdl What I mean is dat you aiu't
are doing de raving part ob de business. Now you snb down, = putting a sufficient market \alue ot your brain. 1t mayn't
Billy and T will tell you ‘bout a little girl who - be ob much good to you. At de same time, I tink a brain is

“1f vou den’t get up Pl knock you dov nit woef more dan half-a-dollar. - I tell you what I will do wid
~ “Haw do sou tink he will manage dat, Jack?” mquued vou. I will gib vou a sovereign for de shock to your eistern,
Pote; shaking his head gravely as he gazed at his broken pe, and I will gib you five. shlllmvs -extra for mending de roof.”

the bm\l of which he had now fouad.  The stem waa it - “I’'m on to that, mate | cried Bill. “And T will say that
another place. I shall certainly hab to get up before he  you am ‘t a bad qort though you are a mighty lot too fond of
can kno(k me down, and I ain’t at all sure dat I ain’t broken  nigger’s {ricks.”

bof my legs, my spinal pillar, and de vetebra ob my neck.” - ““What about me?”’ exclaimed Tom. *You kwkod me in
e ha hal It’a Iucky that you have not damaged your- - the mouth, and I gob a shock to the system, too.’

self more =everely said Jack. ‘“What swere you trying  Pete sighed. FHe began to think that be had been too
16 do?” liberal in the first place, and that his ghost was gomg to he
~ I was tryine to make a convincing sort ob ghost.” rather a costly affair. =

“T must say that I consider you have succeeded. If that “What sort ob compensation do you feei dat yoir weuid

ghost was not convineing, I don’t see how vou are going fo like, Tom 7" inquired Pete. E

&t one that 18,7 ~ “Well, I think I'ts entitled fo the same as Bill. T was hurt
5 T v - - Ba

= “Well [ dou't care,” growled Bill: ‘I said there was no just as bad as him.

such tumm as ghosts, and this proves that I was perfectly “Well, it's a bad job!” growled Pete, pulhnﬂ out. another

right. I can’t understand peopl{e being frightened of ghosts,  sovereign and handing it to Tom. :

W hen there's 1o such things.” - “You've fot'got the five shillings, mate.’

. L suppose youu wasn't fnghtened“ * exclaimed Tom, getting “You ain’t going to get any five shillings, old hoss! Juat
up and gazing at Bill, 5 you be satxsﬁed wid what you hab got now. De five shillings
¢ “Of course I wasn't frightened ! : ‘was for mending de roof, and you ain’t going o do dat work,”

“Then what did you start howling for 7 - S Well, it ainh exactlv fair, but——"

“You ain’t near so truthful as you cagm to be, Tom.” S Vst ol el BiL R pnlfecth fair. an{[ T'or quite

"]%@u said there was no such things as ghosts, ancx————” e : v e
ar there ain’t. Do you call that stupid brute of a nigger S Of course vou are, *cos you' ve got five bob T

anything like a ohost? The fust one we saw wasn't a ghost,

he ,”u ol you so 5 ycm 3J\. lum b - Still, thqt don ¢ matter. The nwger can play the ghosh every

the same pr

Lhd wanted & convince you
t deore were ghosts, and so 1 made & (‘onple ob dem. De all i F (‘ue abett.”
st ones wm».xd by my steam man, was most suceessful, and “xyell,

when you tried to shift out ob de matter, T tought 1 would e
F:aho a-second ghost, quite different to de first; and one on &
arger

sce helb, boys!” exclaimed Pete. “We are gging

to contmue our journey, and so we shall be taking leave ob
to-moriow. Now, we will arrange to gib you

ale: Well, he was not what T woul . ¥ou some fime . g g

5 = I would call an un de best feed dat can bc cooked hexe and den v w 111 cay

AUee L ghos v
e ful ghost, only de steering arrangement was a little goad bye.”

e haes nearly broke my neck,” glo‘xlecl Btll i 1 So good was that dxm‘“r that Pete felt too lazy to make a
think as vou ought to pay for it.”” start in the afternoon, and ~when Jack uggoxwd that they
Byt it ain't guite broken, Bill.” - should do 6 in the evening, Pete declared that it was far 006

O
iy

LN There’s the shock to my system, and the late, and that the best time to start was at brea, Eday:
mental ghﬁﬂm% e len e ‘,ndured 1 Jack and Sam did not relish such an early start, but as
GVell, what wwould you consider a meck like yours w uuld be  they felt confident that it would be impossible to shift Pt

work, Bill that day, they agrecd.to the other arrangement, and the men
“1d say half- a- -dollar ain’t cut of the way.” ; got up early to give them a good send-off.
“Nunuo! T don’t consider dat dear for a neck like vours, > - : THE END,
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