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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

8exton Blake Attends a Dinver and Hears

" of an Extraordinzry Case.
HE ©0ld Boys' ¥ dinner was over,
o guests had split up into
5, Sexton Blake walked
ahout, meeting at every step old
schoolfellows on whom he had not

set oyes for years.

Suddenly he stopped face to face with a
spectacled man of early middle , whose

elose-cropped brown begin-
ning to get flecked v rey.

“ Don Quixote, otherwise Jim Darbyshire,
by all that’s wonderful !’ Blake exclai

st Hardiy had Blake been there three minutes whe‘nv a hand appeared
T over ihe high-backed partition behind him, and
nearty down to his shoulder.

streiched itself
Instantly he {urned round, but in a
moment the hand was withdrawn.

“It’s a lifetime since I saw you! Thought
vou were doctoring cut on the Gold Coast.
doing these days?”

“Still doctoring,” answered Dy, James Darbyshire
not on the Gold Coast. T got cured of that by acau
mosh pernicious ague, which periedically lays me low,
practice at Forest Gate.”

“8o near London, and never beecn to see me!
making your fortune—eh?”

Dr. Darbyshire laughed.

1t takes me all my time to satisfy my landlord aud the
rate-collector,” he answered. “¥'m kept pretty busy, though.”

“ A general practitioner with a tendency to forget to 1
his bills in generally. is,”” smiled Blake. I expect you're one
of that sort, Jim. ou always had the tenderness of a woman
for the suffering and oppressed. You didn’t earn your school
nickname of Don Quixote for nothing. Pl bet any money
you dole out drugs to all and sundry without a thought
whether you'll get paid or not.”

“Well, you can’t help it sometimes,” the doctor answered,
positively blushing. “I’ve got a case now which I'd willingly
zive a thousand pounds to cure if T had it.”

“Hallo! A tale to tell—eh?’ Blake exclaimed with interest.
Take a cigar, and sit down and tell me about this case. What
is it?7 Something in discases—eh?”

“No, no! Nothing of that! Merely a case of threatened
nervous breakdown. What tcuches me is the pitiful nature
of the circumstances.” . :

Blake nodded. He knew Darbyshire’s softness of heart,
and he could see that he was suffering acutely at the remem-
brance of his patient’s trouble.

“*Tell me,” he said sympathetically.

“A clork named Tom Hathaway. He’s cashier in a City
office.  He’s been there over twenty years, and receives the
princely salary of thirty-five shillings a week. Now he’s
actually worrying himself iuto the grave through the awfual
fear of losing his job. But I bore you!”

“Indeed you don’t, Jim! Go on!” . . :

“The poor fellow is about forty, and has a wife and family,
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“Who's the patient?”

he eldest of whom is nearly eighteen. Just before Che
i —that is, nearly twelve months ago—Tom £
tained a shock. He lost all his savings—sixty pounds or so
n the Dollimore Bank smash. You may have socme recol-
lection of 1t?” i

“Y have a very vivid recollection of it,” Blake answered
quietly.  “For several months past 1 have been endeavonr-
ing to trace Dollimore, the absconding principal. Jle seems
to have heen a rather hazy and mysterious personality, and up

to riow 1 have been unsuccessful. So poor Tom lost his money
913

et e

in that, did he? Was that the beginning of his illness
“Yes.
e

The ill-luick seems to have shaken his nerve-centres
The shock was aggravated by a fall, in which he

“ How did the fall occur?” -

“Well, he tripped over something in his office, byt from
marks of 2 blow which 1 detected at the time, 1t seemed to me
that he must have been struck. However, Tom will never
admit that. But since that dounble shock his nery
gradually going to pieces. Ile has confided in )
pletely, and he tells me that whereas before his accounts w
always absolutely accurate, he now invariably finds his petty
cash short at the end of the month.” :

“Ts there a thief at work?”

“Oh, no; nothing of the sort. s holds the cash-box keys
himself. He tells me that the shortage occurs through his
faulty memory ; that he forgets to enter up items of ex‘yondi-
ture. It is a terrible strain on his financial resources, for he
lias to make the deficit good out of his own meagre earnings.”

“Rather than confess his waning ability to do his work
properly 7 :

“Precisely. But his employers are finding it out all the
same. It seems to be a queerish show where he is. Wealthy
firm, but run on peculiar lines.”

«“ And the firm’s name?” asked Blake.

“Mope & Walderson, of Crutched Friars. Tope owns seven-
cighths of the business, Walderson one-eighth. He’s really
2 promoted manager. He has his knife in Tom Hathaway.
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- Wants to work his own nephew in as cashier. Tom wvonld
have been sacked long ago but for Tope’s interposing.” -

_ “Ah, I see, and that doesn’t improve your patient’s

condition 1" :

“15 does rot. He’s in a constant state of suspense. He's

really not it to atiend the office. 1've told him so, and have

oﬁ"er,c:d to write and explain to the firm.that he must have a

“Why doesn’t he accept your offer 7"

¢ Because he fears to lose his job! If he confessed to ill-
health, he feels certain that it would be seized on as an excuse
to get rid of him altogether.” :

““And that frightens him?"”

“ Effectually, He's thoroughly imbued with the ©too old
at forty ’ theory, and has made up his mind that he would
never be able to get another job. I hardly know what to do.
if he should get the sack, there’s nothing but starvation for
him and his childeen. Yet it’s awful to see him slowly
committing suicide.” >

““Is it as bad as that?” asked Blake, with a start.

“Yes. The only thing that will save him is thros months’
vest. If he doesn’t have it at once he’s liable to a ‘serious
breakdown at any time. I have already observed symptoms
of incipient paralysis, and e : :

Blake started up.

*“Look here, Jim! This won’t do!
bave his three months’ rest, if T have to pay for it myself,”

Tha doctor shook his kead. ; :

“1t’s kind of you, Blake—very kind. But vou don’t know
Tom Hathaway, and yon don’t understand this sort of
nervous case. He's too proud to accent charity, and the rest
would do him absolutely no good if he thought the sack
awaited him at the end of that time. That’s the. difficulty I'm
in—to procure him the necessary rest and to put his mind ab
ease at the same time: He must stop worrying, for if he goes
on much longer I am afraid his mind will give way. But,
Blake, why are you locking like that?” i

A curious smile was on tha detective’s face—a smile whose
meaning was altogether elusive,

e ss thinking.”
¢ Thinking—what about?”

*‘Lean across, Jim, and I'll tell you.”

The heads of the two old schoolfellows came together, and
Blake whispered quickly into the other’s ear.

Dr. Darbyshire's face was a study in bewilderment when ke
raised his head again. .

“Of course, my dear Blake, T know the great reputation
you have built up. 1 remember how very wonderful were
your poswers even at school, and I know that they have been
developing ever since. But—you'll excuse me, I know—-isn’t
what you preopose a little too hard a nut to crack?”

“ Hardness is only a comparative term, and depends upon
the teeth,” Blake laughed. “Let me get this particular nut
between mine, and you'll see.”

“It's daring, Blake, id the doctor. ‘‘But, by Jingo,
if it could be done it would save poor Tom Hathaway!”

“Then don’t argue about it any more,” the dotective said.
“For I'm going to do 1t. Tllstake my reputation on succeed-
ing; but if I fail—why, T'll make mysclf respousible for the
support of Tom Hathaway and his family all their days!”

This poer fellow must

8

0 . . . C . . . «

“Tinker,” Blake said the next morning, “ just put on some
sort of disguise, will you? I’'m going into the City, and I
want you to come with me.”

“ Right-ho, guv’'nor | What shall I wear? Shiny silk topper
and a pair of spats, and go as & director of a shady mining
company, or redden meo nose up a bit, and, with a bundle of
documents under me arm, pretend I've got some big oil
concessions from the Tsar of Russia?”

* Do neither, Tinker. 1If you'll just wash your face and put
ot 2 clean collar, so as to pass for a tespeetable junior clerk,
nobody will ever recognise you.”

“Guv’nor,” said Tinker severely, “if I was like some
fellows, I should give you notice to leave straight away. But
as I can seo you've got something interesting on, I'll wait till

the job’s done, and send in me resignation afterwards.”

Write to the Edifor of

if you are not ‘geitingr your iig‘ht PENSION
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-neglects his work.

- T've toid you so before.

it—confounded impudence !’

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tom Hathaway’s Job in Jeopardy—The °“ Qenerosity’’ of
Mr. Topo—The New Office Boy akes a Discovery.

N a certain morning, about a week later, Mg,
Jeremiah Tope emerged from the lift upon the
second floor, and bustled into his own office. He
always “bustled ” in, as if he wanted to impress
everybody with the idea that he led a very strenuous

life, and was as young as ever,

As a matter of fact, he only came to the office about onca
a fortnight. He had come to-day in response to a pressing
note from his partner. He was an old man—nearly seventy,
tall and spare, with a face wrinkled like a leaf of curly kale.
Deeply graven with lines it was, with heavy corrugations that
drew his mouth down, and gave him a hard, distrustful look.
He was a money-grubber, and close-fisted, who kept away
from his business only because it thrived better with his
energetic partner in charge, :

“Well, Walderson, what do you want me for?” he asked
querulously, as he divested himself of his loose, Howing capexd
ulster, and removed his old-fashicned, broad-brimmed hat
from his scanty grey locks. y :

“1¢’s “about Hathaway,” answered the junior partnes.
“ He's ‘getting ‘queerer than eyer. Goes mooning about nnd
1 think he’s going off his head. We
really must. get rid of him.” ; :

“1 don’t want to do that,” returned the old man sharpis.
Hathaway’s a good book-keope
he knows all about the business, and hels cheap.
shounldn’t get so good a man at thirty-five shillings a week,
We couldn’t casily find @ man to do his work.”

“There’s my nephew,” insinuated the other gently,

He was very much the junior partner, and slways deersed
it wise to treat the senior with deference.

“Your nephew? So there is—so there is.
believe in nephews much.”

“He’s an excellent accountant.”

“ No doubt—no doubt, But he wears a horseshoe pin.’

“He does cortainly, Mr. Tope; but I don’t sce how——""

¢ Men who wear horseshoe pins don't make good cashiers,”
broke in the old man shrewdly.

“1 don't see B

“Well, perhaps vou will when you're as old as I am.”

“1f we keep Hathaway on,” retorted the junior partner
hotly, “I won’t be responsible for the accuracy of the
accounts!”

Mr. Tope looked a little startled. He only kept Hathaway
there because his accounts were always so very accurate, aud.
his—Tope’s—interests thoroughly safeguarded 1n consequence,
If the accounts went wrong it might mean e

He looked up.

“Well, Tl tell you what, Walderson, I'll speak to hia
myzelf, 'm going to Egypt for the winter, but before i go
Vil warn Hathaway. If he doesn't improve in a month, why,
you can get rid of him. Hallot What's this?”’

A junior clerk had tapped at the door, and, entering, handad
Mr. 'T'ope a note.

“ Why, bless me,” cried the old man, reading it, *it’s from
Ricks, the office boy! He's left us withou$ warning. Gono
to another job to better himself, he says. Impudence, I cail

<!

But T dou's

“Don’t worry about that,” soothed Me. Walderson. ¢ #a
can soon fill his place.”

“Not another nephew, is it?” snapped the old man. Hs
suffored from his liver, which accounted for his irritability,

- Y We don’t want too many of one family.”

“We'll advertiso for a boy.”

S H'm! That'll coss three-and-sixpence, Waste of money,
1 call 16!1”

Old Tope was very close-fisted indeed.

He sent round to his bank that afternoon for some bonds
and bills deposited there. He wanted to examine them at his
leisure, and had them placed in a handbag to take home.

At four o’clock he started off.  He lived at Sydenham; ncar
the Crystal Palace. The train started from London Bridge
Station.

0Old Tope was very rich, but he wasn't the sort of man to
spend money on a cab if he could help it.

Bag in hand, he shuffled along Fastcheap, and turned down
King William Street, It was boginning to get dusk, and there
was a November fog over the river, -

Suddénly, as be approached London Bridge, a rough-locking
wman in an ear-flap cap bumped into him, fixed a vice-like grip
upon his wrist, and, wrenching the bag from his hand, was
off in a jiffy. In a moment he had vanished down the steps
leading to Lower Thames Street.

Old Tope shrieked, and a policeman lurched through the
nist to his side.

My bag—my bag! It's gone, and it's got five thousand
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unds’worth of documents inside!
stolen ! = .

A crowd gathered about him. Through that crowd, two
winutes later, a boy elbowed his way. He carried something
i his hand. . :

“Tlere you arve, sir!”’ said he.

“ My bag!” gasped old Top ;
“Veg, sir. T see that bloke snatell it, and I went after hum.
[foaring me behirid him, he drpped the swag and made his

se. . Hope you'll find everything intact, sir.” -

ank you! Thank you! Everything’s all right, I-T

It's pone! Tt's been

I ought to—to reward you?”
The words came reluctantly. enough.  Tope hated “part-

o, no, sir!  Never mind,” answered the boy, a trifie
vously. “Don’t trouble. Virtue is its own reward. And,
after all, it ain’t money I want—it’s work.”

“Love-a-duck ! exclaimed a man with a red nose and an
inverted pipe. “Hear him! Don’t want money, but work!
What’s things comin’ to?” And he repaired to o
ighbouring tavern to think the problem out and to get over
shock. o :

Bus old Tope had seized on the idea.

“ What was that, boy? You want work, you say?”

“Yes, sit. I'm a-wantin’ it desprit. Am’t done a stroke
for I don’t know how long. If you happened to know any-
body as wanted an orfis-boy, sir—-" =
“Why, bless me, the very thing! I want one mysel.”

“You-do, sir? Oh, what a lucky thing if I happened fto
suit! 1’d try my hardest to give satisfaction, sir, and—and 1
shouldn’s expect very big wages. I'd come willin’ for five
shillings a week.”’ : . ! o

“Eh, you would?? cried old Tope eagerly. “Then I think

T'll give you.a trial.” . .

Iis mecanness was appealed to. Ricks, the ex-office-boy,
had received eight shillings a week. This one would come for
five, and he seemed brighter and more intelligent than Ricks.
Besides, it would rave rewarding him for the recovery of the
bag, and would, moreover, save the cost of advertising for o
hoy.

“It's o clear saving of nearly eight pounds a year,” he
wattered to himself, and did a rapid calculation. “ Eight
pounds a year represents two hundred pounds at four per
cent.. Ho, ho, bo! This boy’s giving us two hundred pounds
tor the privilege of working for us! Ho, ho, ho!? And the
old man chuchled with satisfaction at his shrewdness.

S Heve's my card,” he said, turning to the boy. ‘‘My
office address is on it. Go there to-morrew morning at nine
o’clock. Tl write to my partner to-night, telling him that

engaged you as office-boy.”
Oh. thank you, sir!” the boy said urctuously agai.
hat’s all,” the old man said, as he moved off.
<tart, then, to-morrow morning.”
“he boy touched his cap, and moved off, too. Had anyone
<hanced to follow him, they might have seen him descend those
steps down which he had chased the thief, and, pursning
way along Lower Thames Street, presently disappear into
illingsgate Market. 7
Dodging in and out among the shops and stalls, he pre-
sently pulled up face to face with the man in the ear-flap cap—
the thief himself! :

“Well,; Tinker,” the ¢thief’—who was no other than
Sexton Blake—asked, “ what luck?” e :

“ Spiffin’, guv'nor! Your little bag-snatchin® trick worked
out just-as you said it would. Old. gent was much obliged,
and he’s appointed me office-boy-in-chief to Messrs. Tope &
Walderson. . .

Good!  Move one has been sueccessful, then.
Move No. 2.7

S

“You

}

Tinker—under the name of Tankerton—had been “office-
in-chief ” for a week. During that time he had proved
self easily the best boy that had ever decanted ink or
copied letters for Messrs. Tope & Walderson. He had given
cverybody satisfaction—even the junior partner himself.  He
had also won over Norman Joyce by his willingness to fetch
cigarettes and do other errands for that young gentleman.
Qne day, about one o’clock, the boy found himself alone in
the office with Joyece.  All the others were out for their mid-
day meal. The invoice clerk had been studying the racing
columns of a newspaper, and putting pencil ticks against the
tames of certain horges. Now he glanced at the clock, then at
boy ; once more at the clock, then at the boy again.
* Ain’t you going out to lunch, Tankerton?” he said at last.
‘They always call a spade an apricultural implement in
office circles. It is always “lunch,” even though the meal
represents *‘ dianer.” . :
“I've lunched, sir,” the boy answered. He alwavs called
: ]“sir," which pleased the latter mightily. “1 went out
at twelve.” ; :
 Joyee fidgeted, and losked at the clock again.
Tur Pexny Popurar.—No. 220
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Now for -

“Oh, well,”” he said, “couldr’t you eat another? Ilere's a
penny. Go out and buy a scone or something.”

“ Couldn’t eat another blessed thing; sir! I should bust if I
did. You wouldn’t like to see me bust, would you, sir?”’

“No, no; but can’t you? Oh, I know. Just run round to
Fenchurch Street Station and ask ’em what time the 6.10
leaves for Westchff, will you?”

Tinker repressed assmile. He saw that Joyce was confused.

¢ What time the 6.10 goes?’’ he repeated. ‘I believe it
goes at ten past six. Come to think of it, I'm sure it does.”

“Yes, of course,” stammered the other. “I didn’t mea
that. Ask ’em what time the next train is.”

Tinker had stolen a quick glance at the invoice clerk. [e
saw that Joyce wanted to get rid of him—to be alone.

With a cheery ‘“ All right, sir!” he snatched vp his cap,
and left, as if to go on his errand. :

But he didn’t go on his errand. All he did was to dodge
along the passage, and, opening a door, slip into the partners’
voonm. Mounting a chair, he was just able to apply his eye
to a ventilator that gave on to the room where Joyce was.

The invoice clerk had risen, and had sidled over to Tom
Hathaway’s locked desk. From his pocket he drew a bunch
of keys, with one of which he unlocked a drawer. =

With his eye to the ventilator, Tinker saw him lift out the
cash-box.

‘“Whew ! What’s going to happen now?” the boy as
himself, and was soon to see.

For, with ancther key, and without a second’s hesitation,
Joyce opened the cash-box, drew something out, closed the
box again, and, thrusting it back in its place, locked the desk
up. Then he glanced at the clock.
¢ Confound 1t ! he exclaimed. * Twenty past one, and the
ce is timed for 130! No time to go round. Tl
telephone.”

He went across to the corner, and rang up a certain
number. -
~ “That Bullion & Co.? Good! TI'm Mr. Norman Joyce.
I want a quid on Pickled Pork for the 1.30 stceplechase
What’s that? Can’t lay me? The money? Oh, that’ll be
all right! Say the bet's on, and I'll bring the money round
in twenty minutes.”

“Whew !” whistled Tinker again to himself, as he dropned
noiselessly down from the ventilator. “So Norman Joyce
hacks horses, does he, and pinches the money to back ‘em
with from the pe v cash-box.  Great Chaucer!  This 1s

getting interesting i

il

ed

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Cashier’s Troubles—An Attempted Suicide—Pedra
to the Rescua.

LD Tom Hathaway certainly was pretty bad. Whai
Dr. Darbyshire had told Sexton Blake about him
was in ne wise an exaggeration.

Only by a great effort did he maintain his cus-
tomary cheerfulness before his wife. At other times
he was gloomy and depressed. He found himself going off
115 food; he grew weaker; he found his head in a chronic
whirl, so that when he walked he staggered. People noticing
that stagger, shook their heads in pious reproof, and declared
that Tom drank. As a matter of fact, Tom was nearly a

teetotaller. . - X : -

In short, the cashier found himself toitering on the verge
of a bad nervous breakdown. He trembled at the least un-
expected scund; he worried about every insignificant detail,
and he found it increasingly difficult to concentrate his mind
upon his work.

His state had been brought about by worry.
son had made it very plain indeed that he wanted to get rid
of him, and had told him in so many words—taking advantage
of the senior partner’s permission—that if he did not improve
in a month he would be sacked.

Poor Tom had brooded over that until his reason fairly
tottered under the threat, Time after time he passed his
finger down the calendar, and made it out that the sack, if it
came, would come just before Christmas, and his heart sank
the more at that. Christmas to his old-fashioned soul—oh
ves, fashion has changed, even in souls—had ever been a time
of happiness, a season of glad dominated by the guiding
words, “‘Peace on earth; good will towards men.” o

And now Christmas was within a few weeks, and he found
the Sword of Damacles hanging over his head. Good-bye to
peace, farewell to happiness if the glad season arrived to find
him out of work. e :

Despondent as Tom was, he was no coward. He dredged
up his resolution, and did his utmost to pull himself together.
Ie worked early and late, so as to give Mr. Walderson 1o
opportunity for fault-finding. But, work as he would, things
would not go right. Somehow or other his accounts would
persist in going wrong. He found himself frequently and

Mr. Waldes-
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unaccountably - out ? in his petty cash, - Sometimes it was
ten shillings, now and again a pound. ! N

For these mistakes Tom blamed himself. He ascribed them
to his faulty condition, to his declining mastery of figures, to
errors of memory—forgetfulness in entering up the petty
cxpenses.  To cover these deficiencies he was driven to
making the shortage good out of his own pocket. He stinted
himself, cut down his- personal expenditure to ifs narrowest
limits, even going short of food. But the cash deficits con-
tinued, and presently got beyond these slender powers of
meeting. For the firsi time in his life he had secrets from
his wife, and took things to the pawnbroker's until his waist-
coat pockess began to bulge with pawntickets.

‘There was nothing to reproach himself for in this. It was

all done to preserve his job, to keep a roof over their heads.
But it worried Tom tremendously, and daily his health grew
YOrso.

On the evening of the day Tinker discovered Norman Joyce
at the cash-box, Tom stayed late, as usual. He took out his
expenses sheets, and added them up. Then he emptied the
money from the cash-box and counted it. His face blanched.
He counted the money again, and moaned. ;

“ A sovereign short! How has that happened? 1 thonght
T'd been so careful this time. Oh dear, oh dear. what shall ¥
do?”

He moaned again, and let his face fall into his hands,
When he pulled them away again they weré svet with tears,

He dashed his bandkerchief across his eyes, pution his coat

and hat, and made for the station.

] must tell Mary,” he kept on saying to himself uii’ thn

way home. *‘The money must be made good in the moring,
otherwise Y must tell Mary. Poor girl! It'll worry her, but
there’s no help for it. I must tell her everything.”

And he did. He found himself marvelling at the brave way
in which she bore the news. As he showed her the pawn-
tickets for his watch, his silver inkstand—a wedding present—
his gold sleeve-links—another wedding present—and the rest
of his personal belongings, all she did was to throw her arms
about his neck and exclaim: o

“Oh, Tom, what a dear, good fcliow you are to do all this
and never say a word about it!”

“What could I say, dear?” he murmured. “I’ve been
ashamed, because it’s all my own fault, you know. And now
there’s another sovereign short. If it 1sn’t made good by the
~morning I shall be discharged, and—and there’s nothing lefé
that I can pawn.” :

Mary bugged him again at that, and hid her eyes upon his
shoulder. Suddenly she jumped up.

“T must go out before the shops close,” she said, and
without further explanation left the house.. When she re-
turned, half-an hour later, it was with a beaming face. “All
right, Tom,” she said. ‘“I've got the money. Look, a
sovereign I?  And she displayed the gold coin.

‘“Why, Mary, where ever did you get it ?”

“J—I borrowed it."”

“From whom ?”

- “Now, Tom, why do you bother me with questions? 1
thought the money would ease your mind, and——" ..

“Ho 1t will, dear. But where did yoy—-" S

Ie had seized her hand, her left hand, What he saw there
made him catch his breath. The third finger, that for twenty
years had borne a plain band of gold, was bare! °©

Y “Your wedding-ring! Where

Your ring!” he gasped.
38 b .

“Tom, Tom, don't look at mo like that, and don’t——"

“You have pawned your wedding-ring! Oh, Mary, my
poor, darling girl, to think that I have brought you to this!”

He tottered back into a chair, and sobbed like o child. His
wife dropped to her knces beside him, placed her arms about

“m, and laid her face against his. And so, in silence, with
sou! whispering to soul in mute and tender accents, they re-
mained for a long time. { 2

“Mary dear,” Tom said huskily, after a while, “you must
get the ring back. We must scll something else—some
furniture.” « 5

“Yes, Tom—yes, to-morrow. There was no time for that
to-night, and it was absolutely necessary you should hayve the
money.” - : : : -

: “The sovereign will save me,” said Tom, with melting
cart.

And the sovereign, covering his deficieney, did save him.
But only for a time. What threatened to be a climax was
goon to come.

Within a weck. And it came like a thunderbolt! On a
day when Mr. Tope had been to the office and announced his
immediate departure for Southampton, en route for Egypt,
where he usually spent the winter, Tom Hathaway was once
more making up his cash. The result of his reckoning simply
stupefied him. He was five pounds short !

He didn’t moan now, nor did he sob. He was past all that,

IN TWO WEEKS’ TIRME!

What he did, after locking his cash up in the safe, was to store
dry-eyed before him like a crazy man.

That was what Tom was at this moment—a crazy man.
Worry on worry had weakened his will, and this final blow—a
last straw an the camel’s back—had unhinged his reason.

Reader, to whom five pounds is nothing, don’t scoff and
ery “Ridiculous!”  There are thousands of hard-working
clerks and others to whom a sudden defigit of five pounds
would spell calamity. Thousands who, ha§ they suffered as
poor Tom had done, “would have acted just as he did now.
Heaven forbid, for your sake, that you should ever be able
to put this matter to an aetual tost ¥

What Tom Hathaway did was to seize a pen and start to
write a letter—two letters.

Tho letters completed, he pinned them down upon his desk.
Then he left the place,

. s . . . » 2y .

Now, about an hour before this, office-boy’ Tankertan,
otherwise Tinker, had left the office and had met Blake by
appointment in another part of the City.

“T've just come from Waterloo,’” the detective said. ** Me.
Tope's gone. - I saw him leave in the Southampton train.
How’s Tom Hathawny ” e

“Oh, so-s0!” Tinker replied.
to-night.”

o "Vh)' 9n -

“ Joyce has been at the cash-box again. Guv'nor, it's abous
time this was put a stop to. I shall tell about Joyee
to-morrow,”

““Don’t be silly. You'd have to tell Walderson. Is it likely
he'd belicve his own nephew to be a tnief—or, anyway, own
that he was? Can’t you understand that Joyce may be acting
on his uncle's instrustions, and be taking the money in order
to get Tom into trouble?”

““Pgor Tom " Lt ;

“So [ say. But welll Kol him all we can) and ultimately
pull him through. We'll go back to the office now, and if you
find Tom is really short in his cash, you can pretend to find
the money under some papers. Hore you are, 1n case!’” And
Blake handed the boy several pounds.

They got into a cab, Pedro and all—for the dog had beent
with Blake—and drove to Mark Lane. o

Walking into Crutched Friars, Tinker entered the office,
obtaining the keys from the ex-policeman, who acted as carc-
taker. Two minutes later ho rushed into the street, with
white face and staring eyea. In his hand he carried two sheets -
of paper,

l“ ;.;")'ok, look 1"’ he cried hoarsely.  Read that, for Heaver's
sake!

Blake looked at the fwo letters. One was addressed to ti:e
firm, ono to Tom’s wife, -

‘ (Great heavens!” Blake cried. “ These are letters of fare-
well. Tom Hathaway's lost his reason, and has gone to
commit suicidel” ;

“Yes, I know. I read the letters.”

“How long is it, I wonder, since he left the office?”

“Only a few minutes, the caretaker says.”

“Then wo may be in time to save Lhim. Here, Pedro, find
the man who wrote these!”

The bloodhound sniffed at the letters thrust down to his
nose. Then he sniffed along the pavement, and trotted off.

¢ Struck the trail at once! Thank Heaven for that! Come-
on, Tinkert” i

Through two or three narrow streets the dog led the way.
Across Tower Hill, past the Mint, and along Lower East
Smithfield.  Presently he turned to the right, skirted a long,
high wall bounding the docks, and crossed a swing-bridge
spanning a dock-cutting. : :

- “We're in Wapping,” whispered Blake, as they hurried
along through tho darkness,

It was dark for the most part, unusually dark, for these
long, curving roads were ill-lighted. Here and there,
though, a glare of light ‘would fall athwart the way from some
dock or other, where, beneath powerful arc lamps, a ship was
bheigg loaded amid the whirl of windlasses and the rattle of
chains. o

TLooked at from an open space, which one of the many
bridges afforded, the scens was Rembrandtesqup in its weird
play of shadow and light, and its movement of human fguves
at work in the glow. ! 3

Fascinated, Blake could not help but pause for a momert
to take in the strange, impressive scene, Only for a moment,
for then a startled cry from Tinker made him follow the
direction of the boy’s eyes. Then he cried ouf ere, recovering
himself, ho dashed forward. ;

Forward towards the farther end of the bridge, to where,
beyond a curving rail of wrought iron, a broad-faced bastion
with 1ts stone base rooted deep in the dock basin stood up
like a stout giant to hold back the press of waters. A wide
parapet topped it, and on the parapet stood a man—a tall,
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thin man, with hunched shoulders and curving chest,
sithouetied against the backing light.
Tom Hathaway!
Blake and Tinker both eried out as they recognised him,
The ery made the cashier turn bolf-round. The next instant
up flew his arme, and forward lurched his body clear of the
’ parapet.
Splash ! -
i

o was amid the waters, which ¢ likke
gluttonous fiends as they swallowed &
Pedro, after him!”
At a word the bloodhound cleared the hridge. Plop!

echood from bastion to bast
water. -
With hearts beai:
“There are some
And raced down,
lven as they unhbif
sound from some tw
“Ho's got him 7 ¢
there was the ga

i as his heavy body struck the

and Tinker gazed down.
a boat ! the detective cried.

4 the boat there came a snorting

An going ab the nnconscious
Tom Hathaway, and towing him towards them. -

Three strokes, and the boat twas alongside them. Blake
bont over, seized the uncopscions man by the shoulders, and
lifted him in. A moment after, and Pedvo, with Tinker's
assistance, was safe in the boat, too.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The House at Wapping—Sexton Blake's Little 8cheme—
: An Eavesdropper.

ASTY knock on the head, poor chap! Must have

struck something when he pitehed into the water.
It knocked him out completely. Good job you
were on the spot, Blake, or he’d have been
drowned for certain,”

It was Dr. Darbyshire who spoke. Tom IMathaway hed
heen conveyed to a neighbouring house, and the doctor tele-
phoned for at onee. e had arrived pest-haste in a motor-
car.

“The injuries are rather inconvenicnt than sevious,” he
went on s ©bat it'll mean that he niust take that three months’
rest now.” :

“Then it won't be altogether a misfortune, after all.”

The doctor shrugged his shoulders.

“ Perhaps not; but it’ll mean, poor f
joh for certain.”

“On the contrar
the means of saving h
Why, how can that be ?’
Jim, you've a short memory.
told you.”

“What, that fantastic plan of yours? No. I haven't. Bul

“it’s too tricky, even for you. It’s impossible.”

“Not a bit of it. Part of it has been pui i
already. Friend Tinker here has been install
Tom’s office. I found Rie previeus b
and then we contrived, by a liitle trick, for
appointed in his place.”

“(lever, Blake, upon my word!
part of the plan.”

“Rigger than you think. Ii’s enabled Tinker to learn the
ways of the office and the peeple in it thoroughly. It's paved
the way for my next move.”

“Which 187"

“That I take Tom’s place at the office.”

“You hinted as much before,” Dy. Darbyshire cried out in
amazement. “But, Blake, it is too bold, tao daring ! I knew
your wondrous powers of disguise, but T'll never believe you
¢an pass for Tom Hathaway. But I can see you're bent on

trying, and though I feel absolutely certain you must fail,
mow it’s useless trying to dissuade you from it.”’

* Absolutely uscless,” Blake smiled.

“Well, well; I must be oft. I've two or three patients {o
seo to-night.”

*“Youll be back?”

“Tn a couple of hours or so. T don’t suppose Tom will
over consciousness just yet, but directly he’s sufficiently
:d we must get him to his own home. "1ll be back
here in three hours.”

“Yery good, Jim. T'll make arrsngements for a horse
ambulance in the meantinie, and send & message to ease Mrs.
THathaway’s mind.”

“@Good-bye for tho present. then. Think over that plan of
vours again, Blake, and abandon it. You could never
in impersonating Tom Hathaway.”

“(et thee hence, unbeliev, We shall
Blake, as the two parted.

Directly he had gone Blake scribbled on & sheet of paper.

“TPinkér,” he exclaimed, holding out the paper, “go to
Baker Street at once and bring me back all the things I have
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entered on that Hst. Bring them along in & faxi, tnd he &k
quick as you possibly can.” 5

Tinker was back long before Dr. Darhiyshire. When the
latter did arrive he found the boy sitting alongside the bed.
Upen it lay the patient with his head still bound up, his face
still pale, and his narrow chest heaving slightly with his
breathing, and his eyes open.

“Ilallo, Tom! Better already 77 said the doctor. “Thaught
vou would he. Now ket me see how we’re really getting on!”

He applied his stethoscope to the patient’s chest.

“H'm, h’'m! Heart and respiration much better! But
vow're looking pretty drawn and peaky still.”

; b \}Vhat has bappened, doctor 7"’ asked the man on the bed
cebly. .

““Oh, we'll tell you all about it later, Tom !” The doctor
turned to Tinker, who had his head turned away. ‘ Where’s
Mr. Blake?” - :

“He is here!”

Dr. Darbyshire leapt up in astonishment as he heard the
words and beheld the man in the bed, whom he had fully
helieved to be his real patient, rise erect, and, with a swilt
snovement of a towel over his extraordmarily mobile features,
disclose the features of Sexton Blake.

“Great Christopher! What does this mean 77 :

“Tt means that you would’t believe I could impersonate
Tom Hathaway, and that F've proved I ean.”

“You have indeed! I was completely taken in. The make-
up was perfeet. But—but—your condition? How did you
manage to—to make your heart and respiration resemble
those of an invalid 7” §

“This drug,” Blake said, taking up a small phial, “the
action of which has already worn off.”

“Wonderful, Blake! Truly wonderful! Grim sort of joke,
though rather, isn’t it 27 :

“Not & joke, Jim,” the detective said, in a serious tene.
“Tt has its humorous side, but I did not do it for a joke. I
wanted to test my powers of doing what I have mapped out.
1t is good practice.”

“ And you've succerded splendidly. Face, figure, voice—al!
swwere perfect. But, Tom, the real patient? How is he, and
where is he?”

“In the next room, and doing splendidly. He came to, and
1 immediately gave him the physic you left, The dose sent
him to sleep again. He’s sleening now as soundly as a child.”

It was even as Blake said. Tom Hathaway was going on
splendidly, but was held in slumber by the drug the detective
had administered by the docter’s orders.

“Ye’ll sleep for hours yet,” the doctor said, “ And while he
sloeps we can take him home. How about the ambulance 77

“Tt can be here in five minutes. Tinker, go for it.”

“Blake,” said the doctor, “after your astounding deception
of me, I begin to think you may stcceed in your plan. But
there are many difficulties. You know nothing about Tom's
oftice or duties:”’

“Thanks to Tinker, I know a good deal.”

“ But your handwriting—that will betray youn.”

“For the past fortnight I have been sedulously copyin
Tom's, Here’s a specimen. 1 flatter myself it’s a pretiy good
imttation.”

“Tt’s marvellous 1” the doctor said, examining two writien

s 3{ jingo, Blake, what a forger you'd make !”

“No!” laughed Blake. ‘“’T'o be a forger two qualifications
are necessary—the power to imitate another person’s hand-
ing, and an absolute unserupulous character. I may pos-
sess the first, but most assuredly I do not possess the second.
1 was born strictly honest, and have remained so all my life,
I know it’s a ticklish sort of game I'm playing, but my
motive’s good, and I believe the result will be good, too.” :

““There’s another thing. When Tom Hathaway gets better
he’ll want to go back to the office. He’d never consent to
letting you do his work; his pride wouldn’t let him.”

“I know that; but I’ve thought of & plan to keep him
away, and at the same time to make him quite easy in his
mind. You’ll learn it later.”

“ You seem to have remembered everything.”

1 have tried to remember everything, and to make arrange-
ments accordingly.” =

. . . 5 = b - % v

But there was something Blake had forgotten.

He had forgotten that walls have ears; similarly, that
ceilings have eyes.

Had he not been so entirely engrossed by what had hap-
pened, he might have discovered that the ceiling of the very
voom in which he had effected his disguise was a bit broken
in one place. Had he, knowing this, pursued his investiga-
tions further, he might have seen a lodger in the room above
lying prone upcn the floor, with his eye and ear alternately
to a holte which commanded a view and hearing of everything
~—or nearly everything—going on in the chamber below. =

The man was of medium height and build, He had iron
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grey  hair,  small, red-
fmmed eyes, a hawk-like
uose, reddish at the tip,
and a chin and a mouth
whose weakness even his
greying beard could not
conceal. His name was
Michacl  Chesney, his
vecord one that would not
bear inspection.  With
many azdvantages to start
with, this man had elected
to follow a criminal
career. Various terms of
imprisonment had = been
the record of his misde-
MEANoULs. dangerous
man, then, to trust with
anything like a secret.
Yet he had seen nearly
everything that had taken
place in the room below.
“ Wonder what if
means?”’ hoe asked himself,
as he rose from the floor
and brushed the dust
his threadbare garments.
“It's Sexton Blake, I
vecognised him at a
glance, and I owe Lim a
long - standing  grudge.
He's got some game on.
Wonder what it is? I've
tried most other things in
my life. I think very
likely i#'ll pay me now to
try blackmail. Tl see
this game through.”
When, some little time
afterwards, the hoise
ambulance departed, 1
‘Tom Hathaway inside it,
and Sexton Blake and the
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others accompanying it,

a weak-eyed, hawk-nosed
man followed in the rear.
: ;

That man.- was Michael

Chesney. sent him sprawiing.

‘f Confound your impudence !’ Joyce cried. ¢ Take that!®
as he swung round his powerful arm,
But it d.dn’t.

i
His big fist wae doubled :
Mad it met Tinker’s head, it must have
Instead it came into contact with the desk. i

Like a stealthy spy he
followed, dodging info a doorway now and then, and ever
}cgepmg himself in shadow as he followed the ambulance to
Tora Hathaway's home at Tlorest Gate,

All unaware that anyone save Dr. Darbvs

any wise shared his secret, Blake went on thi
plans.
. He rather liked this latest expl
in it; but Sexton Blake was
nothing.  His unparalleled. exper
had not hardened his nature.

He had a soft, eympathetic hearvt, and it had gone out to
Tom Hathaway., He liked to do a good turn to an unfor-
tunate fellow-creature when he could. Tom was unfortunate
through no fault of his own. Blake had resolved to do him a
good turn. He had made up his mind that the coming
Qnrxstm;}s, which threatened to be the most miserable in
Tom’s life, should be indeed a happy <ne. 1t made him
Lappy to contemplate the prospect.

But Michael Chesngy lurking behind! What was his came?
Would he, in the uascrupulousness of his nature, find the
power to frustrate Blake’s good intentions?

oit of his. There was no profit
man who often worked for
mnee of erime and criminals

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Uncle and Nephew—1In the Chop House -The Marked
Sovereign.

HIN in former days Mr., Alexander Walderson had
been mevely a clerk in the business, he | Lived
in a small house at Leytonstone, nobt far from
Tom Hathaway's.

Later, as manager, he had migrated to a some-
what larger house af Snaresbrook. TLater still, when his
ageresive services were rewarded by a partnership, ho had
penetrated further into the neighbouring Epping Forest, and
had taken a “desirable ™ residence in the district of Loughton.

On the particular night referred to in the last chapter, he
was seated in his “study.” In an armchair on the other side
of the fireplace, smoking cigarette after cigarctte, sprawled
his nephew, Norman Joyce,

Uncle and nephew had been talking, they were talking still.

“ And so you think that Hethaway is wrong in his cash?”
Walderson said. 1

“Sure of it.

There’s been a shortage ral times lately,

iN TWO WEEKS' TIME!

but, fearing detection, Hatheway has made it good at the
Jast minute. This time, however, I don’t think he'll be able
to make up the amount.”

““ What reason have vou for supposing so?’

“Well, as I've said, he’s been dippin o the firm’s cash-
box for his own benefit several times lately. He's only filche
small sums up to now; but to-dey I saw him pocket five
pounds,”

Walderson looked st

“You saw Hath
it into his own p

caight at his nephesw.
money from the cash-box and put
ket 7" he asked, in a curicus tone.

“Yes; Dve told you so already, uncle.”

“You really did sce him do it 7?7

Norman Joyce made an irritable gesture.

“Of cowse I did. Why do yon keep aski

“ Because I wish to know exactly what’s taking place.”

“ Look here, nncle, I don’t guite understand that remarik

“Don’t you, nephew ?  Well, well, you needn’t display your
virtuous indignation. I am only telling you that I want to
make sure.”

“Sure of what?”
;f %}11*0 that you arc not making au egregious ass of your-
SCLEC

Norman Joyce shifted about in his seab.

“T wish you'd explain what you're driving at,” said hLe.

‘“No, you dor’t wish that,” the other answered drily.
“ After all, it’s better perhaps not to go too closely into
details, Only remember this, Norman, I'm playing for a
pretty big stake. My aim, as you know, is to get hold of a
bigger sharve in the business—to get hold of the whole of the
business if 1 possibly cs That’s my ambition, and by
Jingo ! I'm going to attain it. When I de; it will be to your
advantage as well; and that's why I don't want you to spoil
things by making a fool of yourself. It is necessary, of
course, to geb rid of Hathaway, but we must find some
weans of doing that swithout running the risk of getting you
implicated.”

I tell you, uncle, I've no idea what you're driving at.”

“ Well, I hope you haven't. But I've gathered that you've
gone in for gambling and other extravagant tastes lately.
Now, to indulge such tastes requires money, and you don’t
make a great deal in the way of salary. What I want to
T're Pexyy Popurar.—No. 220,
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wain you againet ip frying to augment that salary in any
way that may spoil my plans. You might possibly mean
.well by it—that is, you might look upon it as a means of
retting Hathaway into trouble. But _‘iour little plan might
miscarry; Tope might discover the shortage and the real
cause of it; and then, instead of Hathaway going, out yow'd
20, and that might seriously handicap me. But enough of
that wow. You assure me that Hatbaway really has been
helping himself to the firm’'s money to the tune of several
pounds, eh ¥’

“Yes, T do,/” said the nephew boldly, though he coloured
up under his uncle’s keen glance. =

“Very good, then. Pl try first thing to-morrow morning
to bowl the follow out. If things are as you say, I shall take
the responsibility into my own hands and bundle Hathaway
ont neck and erop.”

From which conversation it will be seen that the following
morning promised to be a very lively one at the offices of
Messrs, Tope and Walderson.

And this was to be the very morning on which Sexton

- Blake was going to begin his impersonation of the sick
cashier,

Tven at the best the role he was abont to essay would be a
difficult oné; but the eircumstances under which it was about
to begin looked like making it a veritable ordeal. Blake,
however, was not the kind of man to flinch from that. Ile
hiad, moreover, already anticipated that something of the
kind threatened might take place.

awaited the entrance of Blake with considerable anxiety.

Bvery timé the door opened he looked up, expecting to see
his master. But the detective did not appear, and meanwhile
ihe other clerks came in one by one.

Presently, with Blake still absent, Mr. Walderson himself
appeared. He glanced round the outer office as he entered.

“Where's Hathaway 7" he demanded sharply.

Nobody answered. The junior partner had to repeat his
Guery.

! "}Xm afraid he hasn’t arrived yet, si answered Eliz, the
sspondence clerls, with some reluctance, as Mr. Walderson
d his glance npon him.

““Then why didn’t you say so before 7’
: “Why is he late, I wonder?
heginning to add unpunctuality to his other faults.
i to me the moment he does arrive.”

Walderson passed into bis own room, elammisg the door
aiter him.

‘P'we minutes later and the door of the outer office opened.
Luto the office came a familiar tall, bent figure, with rounded
shoulders and that sugzgestion of a hump between them.

Ie tottered, rather fhan walked, to the pegs beside his
desk, where he divested himself of his threadbare topcoat
and muffler. His face was pale and drawn; his eyeés looked
faded and weary. It was Tom Hathaway to the life!

*“Hallo, Tinker!” he-whispered, *“How goes it?”

““So, g0, guv'nor,” was the reply. “But you’ve made a
bright start, I dom’t think! Call this bein’ punctual?
There’s a row about you already. You've got to go on the
carpet and——"’

Ancther voice

Lt}

? snapped the junior

Seems to me he’s
Send him

broke in here to interrupt their whispered
talle, It was that of Norman Joyee. :
Sexton Blake, acting his part to perfection,
nervously. .

“Go m to Mr. Walderson!”

“Does—does he want me?” Blake's voice was meckness
itzelf; his humility was even greater, if possible, than that
usually displayed by nerve-broken Tom Hathaway. -

1 shouldn’t tell you to go in if he didn’t want you!?
snapped Joyee, in a bullying tone, “Go in at once!”

Really, Blake played the part wonderfully well. Even
Tinker could scarce?y believe that it weds not the genuine
Tom Hathaway who now tottered across the office and
tremblingly knocked at the inner door. ;

“You are late, Hathaway,” was Walderson’s greeting.
“What d’you mean by it, eh?” : .

“I-T am very sorry, sir, but—but I'm net feeling at all
well this morning.” : :

“Not well I thundered the junior partner.
not well enough to do your \mr}
fox somebody who is.
valescent home.”

“I—I'm feeling better now, sir, I think,” returned Blake,
tzembling violently.

“Oh, are you? Well, then, let me see your cash-box and
petty accounts, I waut to ses how you stand.”

Ii the cashier, as represented by Blake, had been really
ruilty of filehing money for his own benefit, he could not have
iooked more startled or guilty than he did now. Walderson,
noting his sudden intensified palior and the scared look that
came into his eyes, mado up his mind at once that the man
was guilty. : :
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turned round

1 “Tf youre
£, it’s time you made room
This i3 a business office—not a con-

‘Pinker, arriving at the office firet thing in the morning,
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“I’11 bowl him out now,” he chuckled {0 himsclf, as, rising,
he followed the other into the outer office, and with elbow on.
the high desk, leant forwerd insolently by the supposed
cashier’s gide.  * Now, then,” he said aloud, “how does your
petty expenses account stand 77

Blake produced a sheet of figures. >

“P’ve paid away £17 5s. 10d. since the last balance, sir.”’

“And I see you started with £40 8s. 6d. in hand.. The
balance now should therefore be ’-—Walderson was figuring
rapidly on a blotting-pad—‘‘should be £23 2s. 8d. How
much cash have you in hand ¥ :

Slowly, and still trembling violently,
box on to his desk.

Walderson himiself counted the money. S - 1

“There’'s £18 2s. 8d. here,” he said sharply. & You are
five pounds short! What’s the meaning of that?”

(e oy ) 3 =T

Br—er here’s some you haven’t counted, sir,” and, as he
spoke, Blake shifted the cash-box. S e

There upon the desk lay five golden sovereigns!

Mr. Walderson gave a gasp of annoyance. Another equaily
startled gasp came from Norman Joyce, who was standing
expectantly behind. Nobody had seen the transference of
five pounds—swift as the action of a conjuror—from Blake's
own pocket to the place where the money now: lay. ) ?

However, there was the balance of cash perfectly in order,
and no ground for complaint on the part of anybedy.

With a half-maufled snarl, Walderson turned on his heel and
re-entered his rocm, followed by Joyce. :

“The cash is right, after all;”’ he said irritably.

“VYes, I sec it 18, I can’t understand it at all.”

“You haven’t been making a fool of me, have you,
Norman "’ -

“Of course not, uncle. Why should I do that? T distinctly
:a]aw r;he feltow take several pounds frotn the cash-box yester-
day.’

Walderson kicked savagely at the hearthrug.

“It strikes me,” hie said, with no attempt to conceal his
ill-humour, *that there’si something wrong with your vision.
The next time you see a hand in the firm’s cash-box I wont
vou to make perfectly sure that it isn’t—your own!” :

Norman Joyce weat red and white by turns.
lf' %ook”here, uncle,” he blustered. “If you think I'm n—a
B e

“Get back to your work!” growled Walderson. It isn’t
& matter that requires thinking about. Get back to your
work, I say, and be more cautious in future, or you'll upset
my plans alfogether.”

Norman Joyce fumed inwardly 211 the morming. He had
no wish to offend his uncle, on whom his whole future de-
pended. He was wrathful at having roused the juniocr
partner’s anger; he was still more wrathful with the cashier,
whom he looked upon as the cause of it all.

He vented his spite on the luckless Tom Hathaway—as he
thought him—for the rest oi the morning. ‘This, however,
was only in accordance with his usual programme. Blake,
well knowing how the real Tom Hathaway would have
behaved, refrained from anything like retaliation. He bore
all his petty persccution meekly enough.

Chagrined by his failure to rouse the cashier. Norman
Joyce redoubled his efforts at annoyance. Lunch-time came,
and most of the clerks went out for their midday meal. In
the outer office Norman Joyce found himself alone with the
%ﬂeudo«laehier and Tankerton—otherwise Tinker—the office-
bov. - -

“Ain’t yom gomg out to your dinmer, Hathaway?”
dernanded.

“I—FPm not hungry,” stammered Blake.

“You ain’t hungry, eh? Too mingy to spend monzy on
a meal, T expect! You oughtw’t ta be, either, considering
what your perquisites amount to.”’

“I—beg your pardon—my what, Mr. Joyce?”

“Your perquisites—perks! Don’t you understand?
mmoney you filch out of the firm’s cash-box, you know.”

The cashier went white again. . !

“TI—1 dor’t filch money, Myr. Joyce.”

“Don’t you?! Then-how is it you are five pounds short
1o-day ¥’ : ; .

“That 1sn’t so,. My. Joyce, T wasn’t short. The money
was quite correct when Mr, - Walderson counted it.” .

“Oh, yes, T know all about that!” sneered the other. *But
you were five pounds short last night.”

Blake wheeled slowly round. His legs were still trembling,
and his face looked scared. But his eyes had in them a
strange steadiness as he fixed them upon his accuser.

“Excuse me, Mr. Joyee,” said he, “but how did you know
I was five peunds short last night??

“How . did I-—why—well1” Joyea coloured up in’ his
sudden confusion. “Wall, you were short, anyway, and you
know perfectly well that you’'ve only made the cash right at
the last minute, because you were afraid of being bowled out
in your little peculatory game.” :

Blake emptied the

he
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“How did you know I was five pounds short?” persisted

Biake quietly. L Sl

* .Norman Joyce tried to meét the steady gr
wpon him, and attempted. to cover lis. coni
of bluster. :

“What the blazes do you mean by questioning me?” ha
thundered. “I'm not here to be cross-examined by a thief.”

The cashier’s hands gave a convulsive clutch, but he con-
guered his rising temper in a moment. - ‘

*“You have no right to call me that, Mr. Joyce,” he said
meekly. “I am not a thief, you know.” :

“Yeg you are, you canting hypocrite ! Look at you now—
trembling like I don’t know what! Get out of this office!
Be off to your dinner! I want to be here alone. Out of i,
1 tell youl!”

Norman Joyce had advanced threateningly towards the
cashier. Still the latter made no move. The big, hulking
bully could restrain himself no longer. With one hand fixed
upon the cashier’s collar, he jerked him backwards a yard.

“Qut of it!” he cried, shaking him. ‘“Out of it, or I'll—-"
He didn’t say any more. How it happened Norman Joyce
mever quite knew. But, somehow or other—it must have
been by sheer accident, of course—the cashier’s foot got
twisted behind his own. Somehow or other, too—similarly
by ‘““accident,” of course—he found his grip on the other’s
ccllar loosening, his arm doubled back, and, in a twinkling
he found himself spinning round, and, impelled as it seemud
by his own weight, sent stazgering backwards a couple of
yards against the copying-press standing near the walI}.

There for two or three seconds he remained, gasping for
the breath.that had been knocked out of him by ‘the impact,

“Hooray!” yelled the delighted Tinker, half-forgetting
himself. “ Fust knock-down blow to Fightin’ Tom of Forest
Gate! Seconds out o’ the ring! Time for round two!”

But by this time Norman Joyecc had recovered his wind,
though by no means his temper. Purple with rage his facs
was, as, with grinding teeth, he made a dash at the boy.

“Confound your impudence!” he cried. “Take that!”

His big fist was doubled as he swung round his powerful
arm. Had it met Tinker’s head, it must have sent him
gsprawling. But it didn’t. Instead, it came into contact with
the edge of the high desk.

With a yell and a rueful lock at his barked knuckles
Norman Joyce stamped and danced about with pain.

Tinker promptly put on his cap, and went out to dinner.
A few minutes {ater Blake, having apparently found an
appetite, followed suit. :

Sexton Blake went into Eastcheap. Ie knew of an old-
-established chop-house there that he had not been to for
years. Entering i, he scated himself in one of the old-
fashioned boxes. .

Hardly had he been there three minutes than a hand
appeared over the high-backed partition behind him, and
stretched itself nearly down to bis shoulder. Instantly he
turned round, but in a moment the hand was withdrawn.

Blake craned his neck round the end of the box—just in
fime to see the tails of a shabby frock-coat whisk out of the
chop-house door. : :

“Madman, I wonder?” murmured Blake. “Or thief, or
what? Hallo, he’s left something behind him.”

For the first time the detective’s eyes fell unon a somewhat
grubby-looking sealed envelope which had bLeen dropped on
to the table before him.

He turned it over, starting as he read the superseription.
No wonder! !

¢ that was fixed
ien by a display

o
@

It was addressed to * Sexton Blake, Esq.’

Blake was not a man to be easily surprised, but for the
life of him now he could not control a quiver of his mouth
and a lifting of his eyébrows. He had flattered himself that
his disguise was perfect, had felt so certain that he had
effectually deceived all the people at Tope & Waldersen's,
and that they believed him to be Tom Hathaway, the man
hie was impersonating. :

Yet here before him was a note addressed to him in his
actual character—delivered by that long, lean hand that had
been thrust so mysteriously over the partition! :

Whose was that hand? Who was the man that had pene-
trated his disguise? =
- “Pshawi I'm like a woman!” Blake exclaimed to himself.
¢ Here I'm wasting time by speculating as to who the letter
is from when simply by opening it I can find out at once.”

He cut the flap open carefulfy with a knife, and took out
a half-sheet of notepaper. It contained but few lines, and
shedd no very definite light upon the sender. This is all it
said: =
. “The writer i3 in possession of valuablo knowledge affect-
ing Mr. Sexton Blake. 1f Mr, 8. B. is desirous of learning
what this knowledge is, let him be at the northern end of
the Tower Bridge to-night at eight o’clock.

“As the writer has incurred some exponse in obtaining
the knowledge in question, he will expect compensation.”

Jetter anid envelope for some. time.

“Well m hanged 1’2 muttered Blake, aicer. examining the
*This 13 a bit strange.
1t is also a bit of a nuisance. - If one person has succeeded in
penctrating my disguise, others: may- do the.same.  That
1night spoil my plins and come hard on poor Tom Hathaway.
Darbyshire warned me that'this business was a difficult one,
and I’'m beginning to. think he was right. Awkward—con-

foundedly awkward k I shall. have to sec the man who wrote
‘this note, and find a way of making him hold his tpngue ” -

The first thing Blake did on arriving back at theoffice after
tunch was to once more check the amount of money in the
cash-box. This he had carefully locked and placed in his
desk. Having counted the contents, a curious smile came
over his face. « L . o

“ Anything wrong?” Tinker inquired in a whisper.

“QOne pound short! Our friend the enemy has
moderate this time. By the way, where does Norman
usually get his lunch 2 - : : ;

“At the Reindeer, guv'nor. D’ve secen him through the
glass doors a-chuckin’ his weight about and mashin’ the bas-

maid.” :

“Well, just run oub and see if he’s at the Reindeer now,
Don’t et him see you; though.” :

Tinker was out and back again in ten minutes. -

““He’s there right enough, guv'nor—drinkin’ whisky and
soda and smokin’ a cigar nearly as big as one o' them there

‘dirigible balloons.”

Now, not a word about this, of com‘se;"’
2ut what's the game?

“QGood!
“"Tain’t likely, guv'nor.
“You may see later.” e
Tinker did see later. A visit Blake paid to the Reindecr
Restaurant that afternoon, and a chat with the proprietor,
vielded a result that seemed to be highly satisfactory to the
detective. . : )

More than once, as he made his way home to Baker Street,
he drew one particular sovereign from his purse. Upon the
milled edgé of that coin were certain marks the sight of which
caused Blake to chuckle. :

Tinker looked at him inguiringly.

“What are you laughing at, guv'nor?’’ he asked. ‘ Just
scen the point of one of my last inonth’s jokes, or what?”

~ Blake held up the sovereign between his finger and thumb.

*I've made a small discovery. my boy—but an important
one all the same. This sovercign is the one that was taken
from the cash-box to-day, while I was out at lunch.” Tt was
changed by our friend Mr. Norman Joyce at the Reindesr
Restaurant this afternoon.”

: THE SIXTH CHAPTER. :
Blackmail I--Mlichae!l Chesney, alias “ Niike the
Soribbler !

T a few minutes to eight on that same evening Sexton

/ Blake—undisguised new—stced with his back to the

line of big warehouses that flanked the north-eastern
end of the Tower Bridge. : S
From behind one of the towers there camie i
sight a very old-locking man, leaning heavily on a stoui stick.
He was bent in figure, as if with age, and he wore a white
beard of unusual thickness and length.

Blowly he advanced along the broad pavement, pausing now
and then as if for breath, but really in order to look about him.

Catching sight of the detective standing there, he shufiled
along towards him. = .

“(ood-evening, Mi. Sexton Blake !V he greeted, in a low,
croaking voice. S

The detective eyed him keenly in the misty light. -

 Are you the writer of a note I received to-day ?” he asked.

“That’s as may be, Mr. Sexton Blake.” e

“But I want to know. Who are you?” "

“ Never mind who I am. You aie here, Mr, Sexton Blake—
so that's all right, and we can get to business.” = = .

“What is your business? What’s this knowledge you wish
to impart to me ?” :

A low chuckle gurgled in the man’s throat. '

“The knowledge?” he repeated. "“Well, T thought vou
might like to know that somebody had discovered the little
came you are playing.” = s

“Game! What do you mean?” ;

“You surely know that better than anybody else, Mr.
Sexton Blake. You are taking the place of & man who
oceupies a position in a certain highly respectable City office.”

Blake bit his lip. It was quite plain that.the, game he was
playing had been discovered. For his own sake this would not
have mattered, but for Tom Hathaway's—- :

He concealed his annoyance, however,
bantering tone said : : : -

““Supposing, my friend, that your gucss is correct—what
about 1£2”

“That is precisely my question to vou, Mr. Sexton Blake—
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whab about 7 Yeun didn’t assume the character of another
san without some reason, and when the other man happens to

eith command of his firm’s money, the reason
sht be i, Mr. Sexton Blake, you know what the reason

piight ook like in the eyes of the law.”

The detective gave a low laugh.

)b, I seo your meaning now !” he said. “You assume

. if a man happened to impersonate a cashier, he would do

sith the object of misappropriating money. Is that it—

“ That's just ft, Mr. Sexton Blake—that’s the one and onl
interpretatipn which a judge and jury would place upon such
an action,  And as I chance to know that you are impersonat-
ing such a man, why——"

“Your duty is plam—eh? You are going to expose iy
villainyg etraight away. Weli, there’s a constable standing
vonder ; call him over and give me in charge.”’

‘Fhe old man’s brows came together. Blake’s suggestion had
startled him a bit. Ile kept cool, though, and chuckled again.

“T know a game worth two of that!” he said. “If I gave
You in cliarge, where should I come in? I should have to give
‘vidence against you. That would mean a waste of time. I
can’t afford to waste time.  ¥m a poor man, Mr. Sexton
Biake, and I thought—-" X

“Thought you’«f like to turn a dishonest penny—eh?”

“PDon’t label things with names.”

“Biut ¥ Like to, my friend. Your game is blackmail, You
hink you:know something about me, and you are demanding
hushmoney. Well, since you say that your time is valuable to
vou, I will waste no mord of it. ¥ tell you straight out thut
you will not get @ penny from me.”

“What! ¥You won’t pay up?”

“Not a penny !

“But I ean blow the gaft on you.”

*‘ Not a penny 12

The man’s face twisted with annoyance, and his eyes flashed
menacingly.

*“You will give me twenty pounds, Mr, Sexton Blake.”

‘3 .shall do nathing of the sort.”

““Tan pounds, then ?7

“1 have told youn already, not a penny {

“Then, confound you, Sexton Blake—confound yon! T
swore to get even with you years sgo. Now I take another
cath that F'li do it before long !

“You can do as you like—Michael Chesney.”

‘Fhe words were spoken quietly, but their effect upon the
aihiey was startling. Fis face turned to a greenish hue, while
inito his eyes came g scared oxpression.

“ Why—why do you call me that?” he demandedshagshly.
“Because it is one of the names I remember you by.
wipght haye ealled you ‘Mike the Seribbler’® op——" = °
“Confound you! Confound you!” broke in the man,
“On, Pli get even with you yet, Mr. Sexton Blake—Ili get

even with you }”?

And with gnashing teeth he hurried away, leaving Blake to
waze after him, until he had disappeared in the fog which was
coming up from the river.

_ “Ha, ha, ha!” Jaughed Blake to himself. “So it’s Michael
€hesney—* Mike the Secribbler '—one of the cleverest forgers
of his day. Come down in the world, evidently. It’s an extra- °
vidinary thing that a man of his type should imagine that he
¢ould conceal his identity lsy merely disguising his face. Ilis
eyes and voice gave him away in a eecond.

*But it’s confoundedly awkward that he should have dis-
covered my impersonation of Fom Hathaway. Still, he’s not
likely to try his blackmailing tricks on with me again. The
anly danger ia that he may go to somebody at—well, I must
keep my eye on him, that's oll.” =
THE EXND,

What will Michael Chesney do with the knowledge he
possessesd  Will he still allow Sexton Blake to carry on his
thipersonation of the cashicr? What he actually decides to da,
and the clever manner in which Blake checkmates his scheme,
will be found in next week’s story, eatitled “ Sexton Blalke
Clashier I” which forms anexciting sequel to this yarn. Don't
miss this great story, and make sure of securing your copy of
next Friday's PENNY POPULAR by ordering in advance. )
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BETWEEN OURSELVES|

A Weszkly Chat bafween The Editor and Mis Raaders.

A WORD OF WARNING!

T want this week to utter a word of warning to every one
of my loyal readers. As you all know, the issue of the
Prxxy Popursr dated January 6th, 1917—that is, the issue
after the next—will contain the first of otir grand new series
of staries dealing with the adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.,
and the ticde will be

“THE MAKING OF HARRY WHARTON!?

This 18, of course, a splendid attraction in fteelf; but, apart
from this, with every issue of the Prxny Popurnar dated
January 6th I am giving a present absolutely free of all

charge— :
A MAGNIFICENT PLATE

of the Greviviars chums. This plate js really s handsome
thing, and you wilk be able to [rame it, and hang it up in your
drawing-room.

Now, there is going to be an extraordinary demand for
this particular issuc of the Pexwy Porurar. Bome of you,
therefore, may have great difficulty in obtaining your copies,
uyless you Instenct your newsagent to reserve you a copy.

on’d lose any time, therefore, in taking this really neces-
sary precaution.  You may have had no difficulty in obtaining
your copies in the past, but on January 5th, only those readers
who have ordered in advance will be sure of securing a copy.
Remember, therefore, my chuimns, that

YOU MUST BOCK YOUR COPY

. fasue in advance, and the earlier you book

of {his mag
the better.

FOR NEXT FRIiDAY!

There are some splendid stories in store for you next Iriday.
The first is that dealing with the amazing adventures of the
famous detective, Sexton Blake, and it is entitled

“SEXTON BLAKE, CASHIER!”

and yon will find many thrilling scenes to interest you in this
fine yarn. :

The tale dealing with the adventures of Tom Merry & Co.
of 8t. Jin’s is entitled

“THE GREAT MISUNDERSTANDING !”

The great misunderstanding cccura between Kiggins and
Redfern, his rival of the New House. The trouble is caused
through Mr. Ratcliff. There are lively scenes between Figgy
and Reddy, c¢nding in a stand-up ficht. What the result of
the fistic encounter is; and what eventually happens, you wil
Jearn next Friday. ;

The story of Jack, Sam, and Pete, the famous comrades,
is one you will all like. Tt is entitled :

“DOWN ON THEIR LUCK!”

Misfortune seems to dog the steps of the comvades, for,
after a perilous journey to England, in which Jack and Bam
tall very ill, they reach the shores of England, to discover that
someone has drawn all their money out of the bank. They
are stranded, and have to think about earning their living.
How they do this you will learn in future stories.

Make sure of securing next Friday’'s issue by ordering in

advanca.
YOUR EDITOR.

NEXT FRIDAY'S GRAND LONG COMPLETE

“SEXTON BLAKE, CAS

Pleaso order your copy of the  PENNY PCPULAR 23

TALE OF SEXTON BLAKE IS ENTITLED

IER !

in advance, and hand this numbor to a non-reader.

Trn Pessy Popurar.—No. 220



~ The Second Long, Complete Story contained in this issue of the PENNY POPULAR. 1l

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Unwelcome News.

- 7 OTTEN > : - ‘
Arthur Ausustus D’Arey, of the Fourth
Form at St. Jim’s, was not usually emphatic. -

Emphasis did not agree with that repose of
manner which Arthur Augustus cultivated with
so much success. 2

But to err is human, and for once Arthur Augustus B’ Arcy
allowed himself te be emphatic; s

“Wotten !> he repeated. ©Simply wotten! I don't liks
it. Wats!? -

Arthur Augustus D'Arey was standing in the hall of the
School House at St. Jim's, with an open letter in his hand.
As the letter was from his Cousin Ethel, several other fellows
had gathered round to hear the news. For Ethel was one
of the best chums that Tom Merry & Co. of Bt. Jim’s had.
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther stood looking ex-
pectant. Blake and Digby, of the Fourth, waited with more
or less patience to hear the news in the lettér. Even Herries,
who had been going out to feed his bulldog, paused in the

. passage till he should hear whether there was any news from
Cousin Ethel. - :

“Well 27 said half a dozen voices ab once.

“Wotten 17 - :

“Isn’t that letter from Cousin Ethel 77, demanded Tom
Merry. : : .

“Yaag, wathah ! :

% Then what do you mean by saying roften 2°

“He dido’t say roften; he said wotten,”
Lowther, with a grin,

“Weally, Lowthah

%Ts there any news?”

SN ha” -

“Ts Cousin Ethel coming down here?”

“¥aas,” said D Arcy.  “It's wotten !”

The juniors stared at him. -

“What did you say?” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“ Wotten !* T - 3

¢ (tentlemen,” said Tom Merry, glancing round the group
of juniors;  “I suggest bumping Gussy, for saying that a
Tady’s visit is rotten. He ought to be'in the seventh beaven
about if, if not in the eighth or ninth; and he says it's
volten. I'm disgusted with Gussy.” : :

“You ass!? yelled D’Arcy. “1 meant it’s wotten beeause
Tthel is coming to say good-bye.”

“What ¢ N

“Jthel's goin’ away, and she's comin’ fo say good-bye.
That's what is wotten, vou silly asses!” gasped D’Arcy.
& This lettah is to say that she's goin’ abwoad for a year, and
she’s comin’ down fo St. Jim's on Wednesday to say good-
bye t}o s all:”

O

demanded Blake.

“But Dve pot an ideah, you fellahs—a weally wippin’
ideah ! We'll gob permission to go to London to sce Cousin
Ethel oft.” : ‘ !

“Hnrah!? :

“They will be startin® fworn Chawing Cwoss Station, you

you know.”

said Bviontg.;v

A Magnificent Long
Complete School Tale,
 dea.ing with the
Early Adventures of |
10M MERRY & Co.

of St. Jim’s.
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know,” said D'Arey, “to eatch the boat at Folkestons. I
wathah think that the Head will sce the necessity of lettin®
us have a day off on an eccasion like this.”
S Hweabh V= : R

“(o and ask him ! said Tom Merry, laughing.

“vVou follows come with me. Don’t talk, vou know™you
are bound to say somethin’ to put your foot in if. ve
the talkin’ to me; but you can come along and back me up,

“Oh, we'll come !” said Jack Blake. “I fancy the ¥ead
isn't very likely to let us go to London to sec Cousin Ethel
off, though.” - ; : - 3

“T shall point out to him that it is my duty, as Bthel's
cousin, to see her off,” said D' Arey stifly. I have no doubt
that Dr. Holmes will listen to weason. He iz a wathah
sensible old boy.” ; e

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Come on; deah boys ! =

The juniors followed Arthur Augustus. nothing loth,
Arthur Augustus tapped at the door of Dr. Holmes’ study,

“Come in !? said the voice of the Head. : e

The juniors opened the door and marched in, haif a
dozen of them. e i S

The Head was not alone. -

Figeins of the New House stood before the IHead's de
evidently in a state of scme agitation. e
Dr. Holmes made a gesture to the new-comers. °.

' 4Wait a few moments,” ho said. “Figgins has come {o
speak to me. Now, what Is it you wish to say, Figgins 2°

Figgins turned erimson as he looked at the juniors. - He
hzu‘:ll been hesitating before, but now he began o stammer as
well. — = S -
“Tf—if you please, siz——" :

“Ves, Figgins ?” said the Head Kindly enough, as he saw
that the New Housé junior had something weighty on bis
mind. S Srae

“If—if you please-——-

“Well 72

“J1 should like to ask a favour, sip.”

““Go on, Figgins.” - St s

“T want a day off from lessons, sir—-"

¢Indeed, Figgins!” said the Head, in surprise.

“] 1 want to go to London, sir,” said Figgins,

My hat!” - i
- It was Tom Merry who uttered that exclamation. He bad
guessed Figgy's motive. Figgy had been broughi to the

. study by the same errand as the Behool House. juniors.

Dr. Holmes’ glance turned upon the hero of the Shell, and
Tom Merry's face became crimson. . .
%You may go on, Figgins,” he said. “What de you want
to go to London for?” : 3
“T'o see a—a—a friend off, sir.” v
“To see a friend off 22 said the Head, puzzled. - “Do you
mean to say that a friend of yours is going on a journey,
and you want a day away from school to see him off 7° 7
“0Oh, no, sir [? S -
“What, then?”

1N TWO WEEKS' TIME! STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & 0.1



12
“!Her’ off, olf? stunmmcred Figgins, “It's o ‘her - T-n
I mean, ita & gixd, sir”

Div. Holmes fixed o
560,

ns,? he gaid, in meoa

vad tones, I am surprised.”
i Jove, yaas, wathah ¥ brolre out Y Arvey indignantly.
< . - - :

1 am surpwised, {oo. ¥ wegard this as a piece of feahful
cheek on Figging paxt! I anybody goes to London to see

off; m the pwepah person 2 o

o ii's Cousin: Kihel, siv,” Figgins stammered. ©She’s
going to Paris for a whole year, siv, and and I want to see
her off, if 1 may, ¢ir. 1 shiuk perhaps she would like me to,

PSR =
“Tike your faahful check to suppose anythin’ of the sart,
Figgins ¥ said Arthur Augustus 1 Arey warmby. “ It stands
{o wonson that if Bthel would like anybody to sce her off, it
smust be ma. . Anyhody weuld think, to hear you talk, that
¥ihel way your ¢ousin, and 10 mine.”
“Dry up, Gussy I? nnemured Blake,
1he grave faeo of the doctor. :
41 wefuse to dwy up} H you please;
ask your permish te go to London to see my cousim off, 8t
j tsust you will pive us permish. - It doesn’ .mattah about
Figging, He’s only o New House chap, sir, and my coushi

a5 2 smite floated cver

iy, we have come io

hardly: knows hirg.” - : —

“Cheese 3, you ass !’ whispered | ;
“§ wefuse to cheeso 1617 gaid IV'A . “Tf anybody gooes
in London to see Ethe! off, I insist npon my w ohts as her
{0 say nothin’ of the fact thap Ethel of course, wonki
pweior tohave me. On such ocensions a givl weauires the
sitention of a fellow of tact und judgment.”
Dr. Holmes-logked from one to another of the junices.
“Have you all come to ask permissicn to take a day away
feom sehiool 17 he asked. i
“ Vs, sir,” came & sorh of chorus in reply.
S Well 3t is-ampossible ! I never heai 3 :
absurd? said De. Holmes, “If leave of absence was
anted for such frivelous reasous, there wonkd be an end
i1 school work, I imagine. In the ca *Arcy, as hie
1s5 Cleveland’s cousin, I might make zn exeepti
hank you vowy rouch, gin’ o :
i ery miserablo.
# he said quietly.
And he quitted the study.
“§ have youwr permish to go
L {o-morrow, sir?7 asked
faction. i
Ves, D' Arcy,” said the Tead, ©I think T ean consent to
hut. 16 your cousin is indeed poing away for a whole year.”
“Vgas, wathah, sir] May 1 take a fwicnd, siv?  1s will
: hah foncky comin’ back all the wa

Merry,

of anything

%

baek fo London with Cousin
Avthur A cias, with great

ZL

. Ilolmes pursed his lips for a moment.
“Wery well, D'Arcy,” he said, afte
i a friend to tske with you,
veur return by the afterneon tral
“Thank you vewy wuch, six.?
“Now you may 80.7
‘The juniors quitted the study, Arthur Auvgusiu

7 @ state of gread satisfaction. .

an MRy
all expeet

at least,

THE SECONKD CHEPTER.
A Ghance for Figoinss

ne to 8t Jim's the next day.
v g »d by the juniors, and she
had a kind smile for all. She was graver than usual;
- e felt the pasting from her old friends as much as
they did. i 5 .
hepins had a most Tuguhpious faco as ho shoolk hands with
¥l Higgine wasn't an adent ab hiding his feelings, and
teching utterly miserabl
milod as she shook !
feelings expressed in
Jier otwn Learb was a bttie he

o
wiully zatten about

>

Slie was wart

s with Figgins, She under-
Figeing’ mizerable face, and

going away, Cousin Ethel{?
off,”? said Tom Merry.

ald o1l come to see you
on to ceme, and to bring a friend.

Z20b permiss
& to come,’’
wathah! I'm sowwy

5,7 said D?Avcy, with a fatherly
long to bump lim on the spot, bub
w's ready 17 said Monty Lowther,

T can't take all the
that made hie
Hnpose.”’

v

ins managed to get along with D’Arcy as the junios
iuto the Schodl House, Cousin Bthel escorted by Blake

‘om Merry.

sud . S
“Cussy, old meg——7 began Figgins
B Arcy tuuned bis eyeglass upon him. -
“well, Figgay?” | ey =
86

gl

- Punnz Poryran--Neo. Zog;

y fwom Londen

&

slovely.
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) uld ik
Tihel off,

3 y see Couein
3%
““Imposs, deah boy!?”

V-
o
i
o

a5
(oS
=t
&
o
5
e
o
B
=
=
=
=
et
<]
s
et

b

But—but I say, Gussy—— V
Vo hound to hake a School House ehap, you know. Fh

only playin’ the game. And weally, Figging I don’t 1
¥ ald take you, afyway., You don’t seem to mec to
a pwopah wegard for the wights of pwope by, ;
“ Whab??
. “You seem fo wegard Ethel as #f she were your
fnstoad of mine,” said D’ Ayey soverely. : 2
“Oht You sec—r"
“ Vaas; I sce thab it je a gweal choek on youw
T don't liko fellows to monopolise wy welatio

4

& §ou

S Canio on ¥’ galled out Faity Wynp from 1bo study door-
way. “TWea’s ready, and the eggs are simply prime! - And
the steak and kidneys - s 0 :
“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!”

ogins followed 1’ Arcy

- L
into the study, Jooking very
v. Tom Mersy's study wae Jooking newly sweph and
ished,  Bright crockery and clean eloth gleamed npon
able, and theve wae an unusual number of sound dhairs
whole cups. .
e study was a
tainky ; bat the ju <
was made for Cousin E
they could, =
“Fs jolly good of you to conie and say good-bye to us b
siid Blake, as he pasied a cup of fea to Cousin Bthel ¥
wisht we could all coms and sece you off. But the Head
jon’t understand.  The headmastors ne do undexstaud
cou know.” . Sy

1

jittle evowded with eo many gu
‘o used to a crowd.  Plenty of
thel, and the zest did the best

“Tlowovah, ¥ am goin’ to see Biiel of,” suid Avthu
“ oo thab will be all wight. And Fm takin’ one of
I don’t know which. I weally think, upon the

it—unless Kihel can

you chap
whole, th
make a ;
Figeins turned his eyes upon Ethel, and then dropped
them. What he wanted was vory clear, hut ho wonld not
make Tthel appear to be selecting hiln, - A thoughtful shade
came over the girPs face. :
“ i should like you all to come,’ she said.
be pleasantest, - But if - only one can come
shaps ib would be fairer to choose a hoy b
New House, as Artha i3 a School House boy. ™!
“ Bat Jove!” . !
“Then both Houses would be eeeing me of,”
Eiliel sweetly, .
Y Good erg'” said Blake heroically,
0. “Lousin Ethel is right.” o
Duite right,” said Tom Merry, with an effort. .
a-a-a-as, wathah!? said Arthur Augustus D! Arcy, more

“That would
-

b Arthuy,
to the

said Cousin

with great-

solf:

Aonty Lowthes Lod rolemmly at the eeili
“Then s up to vou three New MHouse chape to decide
- kb ; ; . ¢
who goes with G -, said Lowther, looking at Figgins &
(‘C’. 3, 5 SR o

1, ¥d bike to go,” said Fatty Wynn. ‘“Bes
picasure of seing Cousin Ethel off, 1 could ee that she had
“ devent: lnnch-basket to take in the train. “¥on ean’t be toa
carefu} when youw're starting on a jouwrdey. And I suy-——
‘ar0-0-0-0h 1 . =
Tatty Wynn had not smeant fo say that. Tt came ont
suddenly and unexpectedly.  Asthur  Aweustus put his
monocle into his eye, and gazed at Fatty Wynn with greas
astonishiment. , =

“What do you &ay yawo-oht for?” he asked.

«Ow! Some silly ass jammed his boot on my toe!?
croaned Fatty Wynit, “ Was it you, Kerr; you silly ase?™
" Keory was the vietim of a strange facial contortion at thak
nioment. He was trying to smile witly the side of his face
tnened towards Cousin Ethel, and to glare with the side
towords Fatty Wynn. The result was o alarming that Faity
Wynn half rose, thinking that Kerr was having a fit, '

“Terr, old man, are you ill7” he gasped.

“No,” said Kers. “Fm all right”

“ But you looked——-" = -

“ Please pass the pickles, Fatty,”

“ Here you are!
ud the salt,”’ said

<Al nmight 1 said Fe
st me for, Blake?”

Blaks turned crimson. - : o

«1__1 think there’s something in my eye.” Lie faltered, <

“ About gomg to London with Gussy,”’ resumed Faily
Wynn,  And then the concentrated saze of half a dozen

said Tom Menys

v looked-——" .

onty Lowther. :

ty Wynn., “What are you winking

suniors  suddenly wnlightened him: —and he understood.
“ About poing to London,” he repeated, I think that F
oughit to go,-ayehief of the U =
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“Tust what T was going
to soy,’’ said Kery,

- Freging' eyes spavkled.

£ Weall began
stng DY Arey.
jolly glad
gitiss Ak
yau felly

23

Yeolly, Blake
“I propoze a  health ta
Tousin Fithel, and a pros-
perous voyage!? dgid Tom
Morry, vising fo his feet,
with a glass fall of lemonade
i his hand. o .
And ‘bon
drank  wit
And i Avihuy Aq
& privatg
5 ahoub the proy
of  Figgias | accompanyiig
him to London, he did not
any opportupity of
:sing them, and they
> unutiered.
: turned out in
o see Cousin

6 Was
huziasm.

: s took 4 :
and = Arthur gustny
Y Arcy iook a large one—
s lavgethat he might really
Layve been going to Pams
Limself  instead = of  #no
Charing ¢

“The

cl Study No. 6,
| Kerr and Faity Wynn,
i Redfern & Co. of the
w House, and Skimpole

receive the fainting lady.
fifted her

‘“ Hand her up!’ said Mr. Harris;

up for the sporting gentieman to grasp.
fat hands, and drew her Inic safety at last!

feaning over the wrecked carriage-doar fo
The exhausted Figgine made a desperate efiort, and
Mvr. Harris ceized her In his

and Kangaroo and Dane
and Glyn, and Reilly and Brooks and Thomson, and seyeral
other fellows, walked down to the station, and crowded on the

¥

m to say good-bye and wave their hands,
iggins found an empty carriage, and put Ethel in a
corner seat, and himself next to her, and the juniors stood
ronnd the earriage till the frain started: e ey

Fhey bad hosts of things to say, and they all said them
t onee, and Cousin Bthel smiled as cheerfully as she could,
though her heart was not lght at going so far away from her
friends for so long a time,

The train whisﬁed., and tho juniors had te stand back.

11 a few seconds the train was lost to view round a bend
it the line, and the juniors tramped back to St, Jim’s.

@t

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Flagins, Tca!

HARING. CR(.‘JSS_'STATIO‘N presented ity wsual

- appearance of bustle and animation on the following
_morning, prior to the departure of the Continental
express.. A motaor-car deposited four travellers a

the station entrance. Figgins and Arthut Augusius

13" Arey took charge of wraps and rugs and bags.

“Nevah mind about the luggage,” said Arthwr Angustus;
1 have given John instwuctions about wegistewiny it to

Wonld you mind lockin’ aftah
aftah Awnt Adelina?”
asure 2 said Figgims. .

Pawis.

Bthel; Fipgay, while
I look i

Arvthur Angustus was distinguished for hig politencss o

ladies of unceértain years.  Mrys. Quayle was probably quite
as well able to take care of herseli as Arthur Augustus
1’ Arcy was; but D'Arcy considered it his duty to look after
her, and he did it nobly, .

Cousin Ethel, as a
Jiggins.  Figging seemed guite equal to the task imposed
upon hinm.  He piloted Cousin Tthel to the platform where
the Continental expresd was waiting, and found the carrviage
where the two corner seats weve veserved, and disposed Ethel
i1 obe of them, long before D’Avcy and his aunt arvived on

lesser responsibility, ba reHn(ﬁiis.hed to

the scene.  Figgins was frying to look cheerful, in oxdee
10t to depress Miss Cleveland on-her deéparture from England,
But his efforts were somewhat pathetic.  Consin Ethel way
very grave and quiet, . T A
_Figgins disposed wraps and rugs vound Cousin Ethel as if
she was going on a Polar expedition. - There were ten minutey
yet before the train started. Figgins stood dumb for five
minutes, longing to say things; tilf D’ Avcy arvived with Aunt
Adelina, : ;

‘‘Bai Jove, yon got heah first{” said D’ Arcy.

“Did woi? said Figgine. =

“Yaas. I thought you were lost. It would have N
howwibly wotten if you had put Cousin Ethel in the worng
fwain . : 3 S e s

“No fear of that!”

“1 am sure Figging is very carciul,”
¢ Where is my wrap, Arthur?®

**Bai Jove, it’s wound Ethell” e

“And my rngi’

“I8’s wound Ethel, tco.
wugs, Ethel?” 3 L

“No,” said Ethel, laughing; “T didn’t notice T had two.”

“Well, you are an ass, Figgay,”? said D'Arcy, vnder hi
broath, as he relieved Cousin Ethel of half her

said Mre, Quayle,

Do you want two waps and iwe

“ Yes, thank you, Arthuri? o ;
“ By your leave, sir 1’ :
An excited porter closed the carviage door.  Only oneminute
now ! Tt seemed impossible to Figgins that in sixty shorg
spconds Cousin. Ethel would have venished from his sight.

What had he done that Fate should be so e¢rnel to him? Is
scemed to the unfortunate junior that black clouds were abous
1o descend upon the earth and engulf him, and that the light
of day was going. = : T ba -

D’ Arcy pulled down the glass of the windsw,
~shook hands for the last time through the gperture,
: Fur Prxdnw Papvren—No 220

and: they
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Tiggins held Consin Ethel’s hand nuconsciously. =
“You—ws ouw’ll take care of yeurself, Ethel?” he said. “I I
feel frightfully nervous aboub your going away like this, you
kxmw———;ust~3ush as much as.if you were my own cousin, you
Lnow
“It’s all right, Figgins.”

%11 wish I were coming.’

““Stand back, please!”

There was a shrick from the engine

Arthur Augustus raised his silk hat,

“Good- b\,o ‘Fthel; deah gal! Goodbye,

“Good-bye 1”

¢ Good-bye !” gasped Figgins.

The train began to move

Tiggins unconsciously made a movetent towards the glid-
ing carriage, and Arthur Augustus ﬂulk\d him back by the
arm,

“It’s too late, Figgay! Besides, you ve said good bye
What’s the mattah with you, old chap ?”

Figgy did not reply. He could not. Sky and station, and
train and crowd, secmed to be spinning round Figgins at that
moment. Cousin Hthel’s sweet face, and the lttle gloved
hand waving, looked at him as from a mist. Figgins came

to himself w 1th a start, and vealised that the train was gliding
ouf of the station; and that Cousin Hthel was going from him
—would be gone in a flash,

The guard was jumping into his carriage, nearly abreast of
where Figging stood. How Figgins came to act as he did he
hardly knew—he never explauxed Perhaps it was a sudden
impulse he did not stop to reason with; certainly he had
small time for thought. But in that moment of ‘mgmsh one
thing stood out clear to his mind—it was quite impossible for
him to let Cousin Ethel vanish from him.. He made one
Qp'mg and landed in the guard’s van after the guard, and
that astonished official gasped, and slammed the door, with
Figgins inside.

Arthur Augustus stood upon the platform alone, gazing at
the wamshmg train like a fellow in a dream.

“Figgins !” he gasped.

Figgins was gone. He had gone in the frain. Arthur
Augustus stood like a statue, with his silk hat raised, damb~
iounded

““Bai Jove |7

The train rushed out of the station. The crowd cleared off.
Arthur Augustus settled his silk hat on his head in utter
amazement. Cousin Ethel and Aunt Adelina were gone—-
and Figgins was gone too !

“Gweat Scott!” murmured Arthur Augustus, in bewilder-
ment. ““ Figgins must be off his wockah—ri 1ght off his wockah,
bai Jove! Gweat Scott !”

And, still in a state of amazed bewilderment, the swell of
St. Jim's made his way from the station, “onder‘nv how he
should explain to the Head of St. Jim’s. And Hm CXPross
thundered off towards the coast, bearing ”mnv Cousin Ethel,
and Figgins, too.

auntie 1

& ”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Across the Channel.
guard

- ELL, here’s a go!” ejaculated the el
. Figgins plclwd himself up.
He was quite as astonmhm; asg the gua“(]

““Nearly lost it, sir!” said the guard,
“VYe-es,” stammered Figgins.

“Got your tickep?”

“ Ticket ? : No L2 =

¢ Oh, you're travellmg without a tickeb, are you?”
the man. :

Figgins flushed.

11 didn’t get a tlcket"’ he stammered. “TI've got the
morney to pay for one, though. That's all right !”

That was all right. But the other matters were nob quile
all right. Figgins wondered why he had done it, and what
would happen next. What would Cousin Ethel say when L:he
learned that hé was on the train? He would have to-get off
at’ the first station, of course, and go back by the next train.
Iis wild escapade ‘could’ not be carried any further than that.

said

As it was, he would be late returning to'St. Jim’s, and there:

would be trouble with the Head. How was he to explain to
the Head ?

Tt would not be easy to explain. And the thought came
into Figging’ mind that he might as well, accordmg to the
old saying, be hung for a sheep as a lamb. He had to face
the music at St. Jim’s, anyway. Why not go right on to
Rolkestone, and see Cousin Iithel into the boat.

The desire to sce her again was very strong upon Figgins,
He would be able to satisfy Aunt Adelina. Ethel would be
surprised, but—but would she be displeased?  Figzins
wondered. : " E o :

TeE Pexxy Popvrar.—No. 220.

NEXT FRIDA SEXTON BLAKE—CASHIER!

A Qrand Tale of 8exton’ Blake.

zging had not in the least made up his mind whaf
should do when the train \i:oppod at & station. ' He hom,
and alighted. He feli tha 3 he onght to return to St.- Ilm 5.
The folly of what he had done was clear encuwh to him. He
could not go to Paris with Cousin Ethel; if he went, he
could not stay there. What was the use ot ‘prolenging the
pain ®f parting in this way? Ie stood on the. platform,
dubitating. Then the thought that Cousin Ethel might look
out of the window and see him, smote him with sudden fear,
and he made a dive for the train. Ho took a scat in a second-
class .compartment. Hia funds were limited, and he did not
know how far he might go. So little did he re&lly, d! tho
bottem of his heart, intead to return to St. Jim's.

The train rushed on through the mmi!no- ﬁAlds of Kent.

Figeins sat thinking it o.zt

He thought the matter out in ‘LH qu hearings-as ‘the fub:ra
noon wore away, and by the time the frain ran into
stone he had arrived exactly at the point where he had sta
thinking—that he did not know what he weuld do.

A gmat crowd alighted from the train and Swarme d dowan
towards the boat.

‘Figgins walked with the rest. ;

He caught sight of Mrs. thvlo and (‘)nu«"'x Ehel, and
dodged out of slgh* bomnd a portly, elderly gentleman tili
they had passed.

He did not want to mecet them just then.
would be too awkward.

Which showed that Figgins,
meant to go on the boat:

He went on with the last of the passengers

He could see Consin Ethel and Mr OUu“" aft, and h
skulked out of sight behind the engines till the boat had
started.

The Channel steamer moved at last.

Figgins remaived by }vun~uf his hands plunged deep into

Txplanations

whether he realizsed it or-nof,

his pockets, till he was asked to show his ticket. Then ha’
purchased one—as far as Boulogne. He had not vet made
up his mind about Paris.

He looked at the ticket in amazement. What was he doing

there on a Channel steamer, with a ticket to Boulogne in his
hand, instead of speeding back m*h Arthur Augustus te St
Jim's?

He had run away from school !

That was.what it amounted to.

A feeling of recklessness too
Well, supposing he had run away
take his punishment afterwards without com
the present, he would sce the adventure through.
see Cousin Ethel as far as Boulogne, if not az fa
Then he would return and take his licking like a x
would not be anxicus about him at St. Jim' 3, b
would explain that he had gone in the train with It

Tiggins was amazed at himself—but he was o
NOW.

Having decided to go the whole hog, as he put it to Lim
sclf, he made his way along the crowded det*I\ towards where
Cousin Ethel sat with her auat

Ethel did not see him coming.

She was very busy. For the steamer
in the chops of the Channel,
effects.

The poor lady had tuim\l very 1)3.1(,, and then sl
green, and' she ssked, in a fainting voice, for her sm
salts.

But the salts did not seem to revive her very much.

An obliging steward brought a large basin, the sight of
which completed the pcor lady’s discomfiture.

She was very ill:  Cousin Tithel, who hardly felt the

attended her with tender kindness. Figgins saw that-he could
be useful now. .

“Shall I get some “atm ?” he exclaimed, dashing up.

Ethel gave a little cry.

“Figgins!” she exclaimed, in amazemont.

Figgins coloured. He had forgotten for the moment tLu
Ethel did not know that he was upon the boat.

“ Figgins!” repeated Ethel blankly.

“Ve-es,” stammered Figgins feebly ; “it—it's me.”

gitation he forgot even to be 'rramma,ucal

“¢T—1 don’t understand!” mmmuxed Ethel.
you come here?” :

Poor Mrs. Quayle was too ill to notice Figgins; she would
not have been capable of feeling surprised if the whole Fourth
Form of St. Jim’s had turned up and paraded on the decL
before her eyes.

“I—PH explain afterwards,” stammered PRiggins. %11
eame, you know. Let me look after Mra. Quayk}

He rushed away for a glass of water.

Mrs. Quayie sipped if, and was a little revived.

“Thank you!” she murmured. :

was now fairly ount

and Mrs. Quayle was fecling the

In his

“How did,

THE GREAT MISUNDERSTAND!NG'iDOWN ON THEIR LUCK!

-By Martin Glifford. By S. Clarks Fook.
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“Fet me help her,? said Figgin “Lean on my arm,
wa'am.  This wor't Yast lon ;5 we're past the middle now.
*Ob, deari”? murmured Mrs. Quayle,

ed upon Figging' shoulder.  She was a good
but Figgins supgoxted her manfully and tenderly.
He was very sorry for hey sufferings, and very kind and
!-‘I)L!xe. Fthel looked at him over Mrs. Quayle’s bowed
tcad

The boab yolled on,

There was wind on the sea, and the
r was a little rough. Bounds of woe were . heard from
ous parts of the deck. Figgins felt one or two slight
tremors w nb'n but he crushed them down.
“Kigginsi? Shurniured Ethel,
Figgins met her eyes uiltily. . !
“1—¥ came,” be said lamely.
Ji was chvions that he had come. and Ethel
“ But—but I did not see you in tho train, } tps
“I jumped in just as it was gomg
“Xon mlgnt Have been hurt.”
“I—1¥ hidp't think of that.?
“Wherse 38 Acthur?
“3 leit Him on the station. I
senool, e wiil tell them.”
‘thel looked very grave.
: There will be trouble over this, Figgins,®
Wigging m‘d(,od

suppose he's gone back to

? she said,

o6 why did yot
F—1 couldn’t iot »ou
| Was a very wi

w'l. R think I ou
wzing looked alarmed.
. I wish I hadn’t done i
Ethel eould not help re

s thing to do. Figgins
ght to be angry with you.

t1” he said, so miserably that
slepting, and she _gave him a

norvous about your going sbroad, you know,”

“ And—and there’s Mrs. Quayle, toa.”
2 bad sailor, and—and T can help look
alter lm[’

“Were you
n. Tﬂgg’ma
Well, no.’
“3 am afraid Dr. Holmes won't fake it as an
Maa. Quayle is a bad sailor, for your runmig
seiol, Miggine”
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ORIGINAL SKETCHES BY THE
FOLLOWING FAMOUS ARTISTS ;
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“¥ dor’t mind a Heking, Fthel.?
" Bome water" gaid Aunt Adelina faintly.
Figprins hiad it ready in an instant. -
"‘Ummq you, my dear boy! Oh, I—F feel very il
“¥Tm so sorry,” said ngms ggntly. “We shail be in
soon.  Rest on my shoulder.”
It seemis a very long passage,
Adelina.
< Jt’s nearly over.®
Thers was a silence.
“What are you going o
Ethel slowly.
b on Q;l to Parie

Aunt

T murmured

do in Boulogne, Eigg

’ said Figgins.

ﬂn \hr evening boat bad« I sappose,” said Figging
Cousin ot
“That is Lhe best thu
you have done this.”
“You—you don’t want me along?”
%3 don't want yoa to get into trouble on my @
“Oh, that’s all right! T don't mind the tic )”Ne
“ Byt | mind—for you,” said Ethel softly.
Fithel's hand, caressing Mrs. Quayle’'s bowed head, came
2ct with Figging', as he suppe ted the old lady. Figgias’
sonsciously upon the little white

g you can do. Figeine, 1 am sorry

ant.”

&0

big brown Lngem closed ur

anes.
HP s

5% 1 had permission to come—you’d be glad to have
with yeu?” waid Figzins, his rugged face lighting

me alo

8

said thought-

> Wigging
warse i

wor't be any

nmhn\g

tried not to smile.
sti’t 12 she said.
“Bu! it won't make 1t any the we for me at St. Jum's
" Mrs. Quayle raised her head. and their hands parted.
‘as looking very white and weak. :
sh we ¢on uld coine to landl” she marn

Tn@

areds

hazboue.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
2 tn thz Parie Express,

to be in B

1 certainty had no right rnp-s
tead of i the Fourth Form-rooniat 8t Jinv's;
he was the s was very useful to the

tyavollere, He was the right fellow in the wrong
0 to put it His strong arm  helped Mrg,
2shore, and guided her to'the train.

Ethel walked firmly on the other side of Figgine
the salts, and the wraps, and the rugs, and thé
varipus paraphernalia without which ladies find i impossible
io tr Mre, Quayle leaned heavily upon the strong arm
of the Fourth-Former of 86 Jim's. It was Figgins who
declarnd to the officials in the dovane that the travellers h'Ld
nothing to declare, and Figgin: \rho found a first-class carriage
niece i it, The lungge,'
npot  require attention,

carrying

Qua} le and hey
to

Paris,

Qm\v«* recove comoevhut now that she was on dry
1 she btsz"n to be Sury ]

d ab F)ggxr'q presence
b soil.  Bub Figeins did not gmv her time to ask

e attended to getting the famous lunch-basket
and then he rushed off to crder tea. Meanwhile, he
¢ on the seatr t to Bthel, to shew that that

Which was & very queer prnnomdlng on
pau, 25 he had not vet decided to go to Paris, But
proceedings that ‘day were queer.
um Lot and fragrant, if no$ strong, had a wonderful
& ent upon  Mus. Quayle. To get it strong, as Figgins
oxpleined, was mma ible now that, the Channel was passed.
Ho was donbtful whether Napoleon, at the height of his
pawer, conid have had a cup of really good strong tea if he
4 wanded it. Figgios attended to the s of the two
tired u’zwo}lpx: as tf he had been a born wailter, and did not
ceon to fool ot all tired bimself, Iudaed, he was 1ot tived; &
railway mmnny and a Chaniel crossing did not amount o
ciucls o a foliow who would feel fit after a sloget
footer, or & whole day’s cricket match.

“ Bt what arc yon deing hore, Figgine?” X
v&Lm.l u% fast.
going to settle with the garcon,” said Figgise,
to nisanderstand -
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And he rushed off and . did so; and at the' same time
bought a ticket.to Paris, which made a very serious inroad
into the money he had left. Figgins was not a rich fellow,
but_he, had had several good:tips from kind uncles lately,
and he had put all the:money he possessed into his pocket the
day before, when he came to London. It was as if he had
had a premonition of what he was going to do, though
certainly he had laid no plans. But his money was at a very
low ebb now. -

But Figgins did not care for that. He did not care for
anything very much just now. The joy of seeing Cousin
Ethel as far as Paris, and making sure that she was quite
safe before he left her, was enough for Figgins. And
perhaps there was some wild scheme working in Figgins
mind to stay in Paris; or else to.induce Mrs. Quayle and
her niece not to stay there. Certain it is, that Figgins had
by no means made up his mind to part with Cousin Ethel,
and it was equally.certain that the journey to Paris would
not last for ever—although on Continental railways journeys
do seem to last almost for ever.

““ Just going,” . said Figgins, stepping - into the carriage.
“You've got your ¢ Daily Mail,” Ethel?”

“Yes, thank you!"”

“But how did you get here, Figgins?” said Aunt Adelaide.

¢ Crossec in the boat from Folkestone, ma’am.”

“Yes, yes, 1 know that; but I mean, how is it you arc
mot at school?? o . :

“Well, you see—— Ry Jove, we're off I”

Figgins drew the carriage door shut, as an elderly foreign
gentieman came. along and turned his eyes upon it.

There was no one in the carriage as yet, excepting the
three Hnglish travellers, and Figgins did not want any
foreigners in it. -

But that was hardly reasonable; and the elderly foreign
geatleman was quite within his rights in frying to open the
carriage doer.

Figgins did not want anybody in the carriage just then,
and this partioular foreigner was especially offensive in
¥Higgins’ sight.

For Figgins had seen him cast his eye upon Cousin Ethel;
and that wds an offence in Figgins’ sight which was
unpardonable. - :

An elderiy French gentleman might have cast an admiring
oye upou a fresh, pretty English girl without any great
harm done, but to Figgins’ mind Cousin Ethel was & sacred
object which must not be even looked at.

So he held the door of the carriage fast from inside.

The elderly gentleman looked in at him
window, with a gleam in his watery, greenish-g
was very unpleasant.

“ Ouvrez—ouvrez ! he exclaimed angrily,
~ Figgins shook his head, whether to indicate that he did
not speak French, or that be would not open the door, we
cannot say. :

“Ouvrez!”
demande——-=’

“The refreshment-rosm
Figgins.

“Hein! Vous avez dit—""

“ Passez down le platform pour le buffet,” said Figgins.

“Ciel! Ouvrez la porte!” :
~ “ About a dozen steps from here,” said Figgins, persisting
that the elderly French gentleman was asking him for
directions to the station buffet. - -

“Ah, you are English!” caid the Frenchman. “I speak,
too, your tongue, Open zen zo door of zis carriage, so I
shall enter. I go to Paris.”

“Just off,” said Figgin
* “My dear Figgins——-"" said Mrs. Quayle. :

Figgins turned round as she: spoke, still keeping his grip
on the handle of the door, glad of an excuse for turning his
back ‘on the importunate French gentleman. S
‘ *Yes, ma’am. What did you say? We're just off.”

The French gentleman gave another wrench at the door,
and, finding that he could not open it, he uttered a word in
French, which it was fortunate the ladies did not under-
stand, and he hurried dowzn the train and jumped in at the
next carriage.

Figgins grinned triumphantly.

““But you had no right to keep him out, Figgins”
Bdrs. Quayle remonstratmgly.

*There are a lot of other carriages here,” Figgins explained.
¢ 1t will be much nicer for him to travel with ¥rench people.”

¢ But really—"

. “We don't want any blessed foreigners in here, do we?”
“Mrs. Quayle smiled. ;

¥ But we are the foreigners here,” she said.

CHWell, yes. - Htill, 1'a better not to have any blessad
Froggies buzzing about,” said Figgins, “and I don’t like
that chap.” = A : :
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The train started..

<~ ““Too late for him now,” said Figgins; with a grin,

But Figgins grinned too soon. SleAme o
He had torgotten that it was a corridor train, and bsfore
the express had been in motion two minutes, the elderly
gentleman came down the corridor, and leoked: into - the
carriage from the other side. ' i =
There-was a slight grin upon his face. = .
He deposited a little leather bag upon a seat, with &
graceful bow to the occupants of the compartment.
"~ “La place est libre?” he asked. - s
- “1 don’t speak French,”
Zis place is free?”
“Yes,”” muttered Figgins.
“Zen 1 take him.”
And the French gentleman took ¢ him,”
~Figgins grunted.

said Figgins grufily.

and sat down.

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
in Deadly Danger. :

HE Paris express glided on through the dull, un-

8  interesting landscape of Northern Krance. Perhaps

it was because the landscape wa$ uninteresting

that the occupants of that particular carriage
“devoted all their attention to one another.

Figgins had placed Cousin Ethel in a corner seat, and
Mrs. Quayle in the other corner seat facing her. He had
seated himself beside Cousin Ethel, By this means he
prevented any blessed foreigner from sitting beside Cousin
Ethel or opposite to her. But the elderly French gentleman
sat beside Mrs. Quayle, and so he was opposite Figgins, and
was quite as well able to look at Cousin Ethel as 1f he had
been directly opposite. And he appeared to have selected
%\at_ occupation as his sole amusement for the journey to

aris. :

Perhaps he was annoyed, as he had a right to be, by
Figging’ efforts to keep him out of the carriage. Perhaps
he was exasperated by Figgins’ ill-concealed distrust and
dislike for a perfect stranger. And perhaps in return it
amused him to make the boy angry and. uneasy.

Certainly he acted as if that wero the case.

. Figgins looked him over several times. To- the healthy,
sturdy British boy, the elderly French gentleman was an
eve-sorrow. He was certainly elderly. His hair, which was
very scarce, was carefully brushed to conceal the fact that
he was partially bald, and the attempt o conceal the partial
baldness only drew attention to it. To make up for the
want of hair on the top of his head, he had a great deal on
the lower part. He wore a thick moustache, carefully waxed
to two points which curled alimost to his eyes. He had «
beard which was so black that anybody could have seen thaf
it was dyed, and it was trained with the utinost care to :
point. That a man old enough to be the father of a big
family should take such minute care of his personzl app
ance offended Figgins' notion of the fitness of things.

Figging did not have any further opportunity of inspecting
the Frenchman, for at that moment a big fat man came along
the corridor and opened a conversation with him. S

“Travelling alone?” asked the .man, with a curious jcok at
the troubled, bareheaded boy. -

Figgins flushed.

“No,” he said awkwardly. :

“I'm goin’ on to Paree,” said the stranger, through a
cloud of strong-smelling smoke. * But we shall be late in
arriving. there. Man waiting for me at the Gare du Nord,
too, on business. Pah! They're picking up speed; but when
a French train tries to pick up speed, something generally
happens. Was stuck up for two hours once on this same
blooming route. Fellers got out of the train and gathered
flowers, you believe me. Fancy that on a Henglish railway!
Not even on the South-Eastern! What?”

And Mr. Fred Harris—for that was his name—blew out a
volume of black smoke, which almost suffocated Figgins, and

* made him beat a hasty retreat. ]

The train was certainly picking up speed. It was bumping
and bumping on through the gathering shadows with some-
thing like the pace expected of an express train. The land-
scape was blotted out now. Only dim forms of trees loomed
occasionally through the dusk. =

Figgins stood in the corridor and pondered. They -would
be in Paris soon. The train would not be more than half an
hour late at the Gare du Nord—perhaps only a quarter, con-
sidering how fast she was going now. What was he to do
when the train stopped at the North Station in Paris? -

Suddenly, as Figgins thought and thought it over till his
brain seemed spinning, there came a ‘sudden terrific bump,
and the speed of the train was checked, and a wild yell rang
from every carriage. Lo

Crash! Crash! e

And Figgins, deafened and dazed, found himself lying on

{DOWN ON THEIR LUOK!

By Martin Clifford. By 8. Olarks Hook.
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his back on a grassy bank, looking dizzily up at ihe stars,
and wondering what had happened, while yell after yell, and
shrick after shriek rang out upon the air of the night.

. ° ° Hle o by . .

What had bappened?

Cousin Ethel started to her feet as the crashing came, and
ihie train whirled and rocked and. swayed ke a ship in a
shorm. :

Wag it an acaident? . L :

There was not a doubt about that. A ery left Cousin
Jthel’s Bps as she sprang up. Mrs, Quayle fell back in her
seat, fainting with terror. e

“Help—heip!” shricked Cousin Ethel,

But mo one heaxrd.

The carrviage was racking and swaying, the glass erashed,
and the lamp was extinguished. - Wild shouts and shrieks
vang along the train, the floor trembled, sereams for help rang
1a thrae or four languages :

The train

had heecled over on the steep embankment.
From the: dorkness of the night came a sudden glance of
wing flame, Two of the foremost carriages were an
vo. The ecpgine had left the line, and, fortunately breaking
free, had rolfled ‘down the steep bank by itself.

The irain was curling up upon itself, with crashing and
rending and tearing, amid dreadful shricks and cries.  Ethel’s
age was on ita gide, and she clung to her aunt and cried
vitdly for help,

“Help! Oh, help! Figeins—Figgins!
That was the name that rose to her lips.
And ber ¢ry was not unheard. - !
Figping had Jain for some seconds, half stunned, upon the
assy bank.  He had been tossed-there like a ball from a

ket, hat the thick grass and the slope had broken
Lis fall. Ie had staggercd to his feet, to find the train a
awling wreck, and steam hissing madly from the over-
=d engine, and two riages on fire, and dreadful cries
inging out from the smashed carriages.

Eihel!

That was bis enly thonght.
or not himself.

195

Oh, Figgins

He did not care whether he was

ead Ethel !
re , what a madman, what a villain he
had been ts leave her gside for a moment! Ethel! Where was
Ethel? .

Prom the darkness and the wreck came her ery:

“Iigging! Help! Figging!® -

Thank Heaven she was living yet—even if hurt! Figpgins
plunged madly towards the wreck of the train. Partly on
the lme, partly hanging over the steep embankment, the
Broken express seemed poised by a miracle, ready to pfunge
down the steep slope at a touch, It would go—it must go!
the passengers were not clear of it when it went, theyv

in a red strean.

And
were dead meti. For there were a hundred feet to be rolled
to the bottom of the slo hither the engine had aheady
gone—and the train and its occupants would be smashed when
1he bottom was reached. The passengers were swarming out
of the reeling caxriages on the safe side wherever they could,
end crowding upon the down line; but there were many
maprisoned by jamming doors, who could not get out.: And
that wild cry told Figgina that Cousin Ethel was one of them.
- The boy clambered up the embankment again, and plunged
mto the wreck. 'The train had fallen upon the side of the
corvidor, and the windows of the other side were high in the
air. Groans came from the unfortunates pinned under broken
seats and baggage displaced from the racks. Where was
Ethel? S

“Ethel—FEthel! T'm here!

“Figgins! Helpi?

Figgins clambered upon the slanting side of the carrage.
“he windows were smashed, the apertures jagged with broken
glass. Figgins's hands were cut as he climbed, but he never
noticed it. . His fingers dripped red as he held on and logked
into the carriage from the upper side.

On the far side of the cairiage, below him. two huddied
figures lay—Mrs. Quayle and Cousin Ethel. They had been
thrown dewn there as the train whirled over. There was no
one else in the carriage.

“Ethel 1” said Figgins hoarsely. ““ Ethel, my darling ¥’ He
‘ﬁ.id Ii(’JS know what he was saying. “Oh, Ethel, are you
bure?’

“No—no! But my aunt is hurt. She has fainted,”
back a strangled voice. “JI—1 caunot lift her.”

“¥'m coming in &’

Ethel shrieked. 3 :

“Don't! The train will roll down! You will be killed 1’

Figgins knéw that that was likely encugh. But he did not
reply. He plunged head and shoulders through the window,
tearing his clothes, tearing his skin upon the jagged edges of
the glass

He came

e—wh

Where are you?*’

CRINEG

head downwaids into the carriage, and there was

THE GREYFRIARS CHUMS WILL SOﬁNaBE_ HERE!

1

& shout from the erowd of pessengers who had seen the
hrave action. But there was only one of them whe had the
presence of mind to help him. In the lurid glare cast by the
urning carriages further on, Mr. Fred Harris leaped towards
the train. With his black cigar clenched between his teeth,
and his rakish silk hat on the back of his head, My, Harcis
clambered on the train to help Figgins.

“I'm here, cocky!” he shouted. - “I'm here to lend a

and!”

And his voice was glad enough music to Figging’ ears, For
ha needed help sorely. : :

He: clambered down into the slanting ecarriage, and got a
footing upon the door that gave on the smashed corridor.
Mys. Quayle lay insensible there, and Ethel ‘was clinging to
her and to one of the almost perpendicular seats.

“You first, Ethel!”” muttered Figgins.

“Ne—no! Help her——>
“Yes, after; but you can help yourself, and you must go
You’ve got to squeeze through that window-—there's
& man outside to belp you.”

Figgins caught Cousin Ethel round the waist—there was no
time for ceremony—and lifted her up by main strength to the
broken windows above. .

-“Mind you don’t cut your hands!” he gasped.

Ethel put her hands up through the broken window. Mr.
Harris, outside the side of the carriage, which was now in
the position of a roof, caught her hands and pulled her up;
and the elim girl passed through the broken window more
easily than Higgins had been able to pass.

Mr:  Harris lowered her from the tram to the clear line,
two or three passengers rushing forward to take her from his
hands.

Inside the carriage, Figging was struggling with the weight
of the faiuting Mrs. Quayle. The unfortunate lady was quito
unconscious, and there was blood upon her face. Figgins did
not know how seriously she might be hurt; but she was still-
fiving, he knew that. She was no light weight, but Figgins
seemed to have the strength of a giant just then. He dragged
her up, and supported her;so that Mr. Harris could reach
down through the broken window and grasp hev arms.

‘The sporting gentleman gave a low whistle of dismay.

* She won’t come through this ’ere,”” he muttered.

PFiggins set his teeth.

It was only too true. The door was jammed, and conid
1ot be opened, and there was no reom for Mrs. Quayle to
pass through the window as the slim young girt had passed.
She was imprisoned in the overturned carriage—on the edge
of the slope down which the whole wreck might go planging
at any moment, %

*Geb cut, kid 1’ whispered Mr. Harris.

Figgins shook his head.

“Get an axe, or something,” he panted.
door——for mercy’s sake be quick !*?

“You'll go together if you stay there——*

“Get an axe!” s

# ¥l do my best,” said Mr. Harris.
a good plucked un{?

He scrambled off the earriage. i

It seemed ages before Mr. Harris returned with an axe,
but 1t was only a couple of minutes. The work of rescue was
poing on all along the train; passenger after passenger was
being brought out and laid in safety on the grass. Men had
already dashed away for help, and to signal the aceidens
stong the hne. Mr. Fred Harris clambered on the train
again, to the ruin of his gvorty coat and trousers. His silk
topper was gone now, but the cigar was still elenched between
his teeth. -

Orash! Crash!

Mr. Harris was a hero in these moments—one of the old
bulldog breed, in spite of his glaring waistcoat and his impos-
sible tie. He wielded the axe as Thor might have wielded his
hammnier, careless of the fact that every crashing blow might
have helped to senid the carriage toppling over, to carry ils
ocenpants and himself into sudden eternity,

“Swmash in the

2

“My ’at, but you'se

Crashi{ Crash!

Within the carriage, Figgins, white as death, but cool as
ice, held the unconscious lady in his arms. - Sprawling on the
carriage outside, Mr. Harris hacked and hewed bike a giant.-

Crash! Crash! s =
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. .THE SEVENTH "CHAPTER.
‘Qood Cld Figgins!

OUSIN ETHEL stood and watched. :
At moments her heart throbbed and throbbed, and
=t moments it almost ceased to beat.

Two who were very dear to her were in the wreck
. there—one unconscious of danger, the other risking
Lis life every second in the cause of duty.

“QOh, if Figgins were killed

"The pain of that grmdmg anxiety was more than she
could bear, The girl moaned aloud as she stood and watched,
‘helpless to aid, oxﬁy able to suffer.

Crash ! Crach'

Splinters flew fast under Mr. Harris’ doughty blows.
or three of them tore his own purple face as they flew.

Orash! Crasht

“Would the door never vield? How leng was this fo lasi?
Ethel passed through an otcrmtv of sufféring in thoso
dreadful minutes.

Crashi ! ;

“Jt’s coming I’ yelled Me. Harria.

He dropped the axe and wrenched the canm"c door .epen

. Figgins gave a gasp of relief.

“7And her up!” said Mr. Harris. :

- He hung over the door to receive her' Figgins made a biz
effort, and lifted the fainting lady up for the sporting grntle
man to grasp.

- Mr. Harris seized her in his fat hands, and drew her from
the carriage, and many hands were heid out to reeeive her
from him. Mrs. Quayle, still unconscious, was laid in the
grass under the stars, the lurid light from she burning cay-
riages shedding strange gleams upon her colourless face.

“Now, ouf you come, young 'un!” said Me Harris,
reaching a hand down 1o Figgins.

And he helped the 8t. Jim’s junior to clamber ont.

They jumped clear of the frain.

“Rthel!”

“Oh!?

Fthel caught both his hands, and pressed them to her lips.
“ Hthel Dearest 1” whispered Figgins.

Then a bright colour flooded into the girl's face, and ~he
hurried to where Mrs. Quayle lay in the grass. Fxgmm
would have given worlds to follow her; but the rescue work

" was still going on, and every strong and brave hand was
wanted. -

There was a sudden yell down the train.

“Prencz garde !’
< “Voila ! Il tombe!”

“Stand clear !” yelled Fred Halri\_

Crash! Rumble! Crash!

One of the carriages went t);unmng over the edge.

couplings held, and the weight of the falling car glzaggod
the rest of the train over.

Two

“She's going !”

With horrid crash on crash, the express went rolling down

the bank.

Fortunately, the passengers were all clear now. Injured
and uninjured, dead or dis: abled all of them were on the safe
side of the line,  Mr. Harris grasped Figgins' arm, and his
voice was a husky whisper as he mutteled

“If you’d been still in UM: e, young 'uni”

Figgins shuddered.

He turned towards where the injured lay, sick at hearf.
His narrow escape came home fo his mind, and it made him
. almost sick. Ethel was knecling beside her aunt, supporting

her head. and crying softly.

“Tg she much hurt?” whispered I‘xggms

Ethel looked up at hxm through her tears.
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.among my boys at this school.

“Nol " she w m=pmed fThey say it 1s only o cut.. Yoir .

saved her life, Figgins.”

“Thank gooﬁneas 1 had the chanco!”

“Oh! And you might—you might—"

“Don’t think of that,” Ethel! It mL,,hL Lave been worso
for all of us,” said Figgins, with a shudder.

© . Ce e . . z ¥

‘When help came the injured passengers were taken to the
nearest village to be cared for. The telegraph flashed the
newg of the accident to all corners of the Continent, and
they flashed the news to England that Ethel and Bxggms were
safe, and Mrs. Quayle Onlv slightly m]m‘ed, and recovering.
The news made a sensation at St. Jim's.

For the papers told in full of the heroie conduct of the
British boy—Mr. Fred Harris had given all details to tho
reporters, though Figgins himself would not say a word.
The hero of the hour was the British boy who had risked his
life to sayve a fainting lady and a girl—and that British bov
was Figgins of the Fourth Form &t St. Jim's—Figgins of the
New House!

No wonder the New House fellows strutted in the old quad
with lofty pride.

All 8t. Jim's was looking forward to the return of Figgins.
Dr.. Holmes, who had been intending to give Figgins the
thrashing of his life for his wild eﬁcapade, was now lool
forward to his return so that he could shake him by the hand,
and congratnlate him before the school—an ordeal to swhich
Figgins “would probably have preferred the caning he had
escaped.

But it was some days before Figgins refurned. He .md
obtained permission by wire to remain with Cousin Ethel and
Mrs. Quayle until the latter lady was quite recovered and
able to mavei, and St. Jim’s learned with satisfaction that
the accident had made it necessary for her to return to her
friends for their eare, and that (*ousm Ethel was refurn
with her. New ar ranne1nent<x would have to be made befose
Cousin L‘thel Was placed in Paris, and perhaps they never
would be mad

It was a great day for St Jim’s when T‘xvzvms came back.

He arrived by the afternoon train, and Dr, Helmes, in the
fulness of his heart, gave the wholr «chool a half-holiday on
the great occasion. Half St. Jim’s met Figgins at the station,
and the moment the frain came in thux was a rush for
his carriage. Tom Merry & Co. struggled for the honour of
lifting him out, and carrying him on their shoulders ou: of
the sbation.

“Chuck it 1" roared Figgins, e‘rn'*gimr out of thcxr
“Don’t play the giddy goat, you know ! Chuek it!

“Hurrah ! roared Kerr.

“ Huwwah 1 yelled Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy, tossing his
silk hat into the air, careless of whether it ever came down
or not. ‘‘Hip, hip, ‘huwwah {7

And in the midst of a wild and enthusiastic crowd Figzins
was marched fo the school. And on the School House steps
Dr. Holmes and the masters stood veady to reeeive him in
state.  Figgins would gladly have dodged into the New
House and escaped, but there was no help for it. The cheer-
ing crewd bmught him up shoulder-high to where the Head
of St. Jim’s stood, and Dr. Holmes shook hands with Figgins
in slzht of thc whole cheermg school.

“Figgins,” said the Head, “you did very wrong in golug
away without leave. But in view of the mrc'tmsmmen 1 shall
overlook that, but it must never occcur again. I am prou
to shake you by the hand, my boy—1I am pmud to have you
And I am sure that sl your
schoolfellows are as proud of you as I am !

And the yell that all St. Jim’s gave showed that the Head
was guite right.

53

THE EXD.

QPrvvyvrevyowwerewvel)

Thereis a Long, Complete School Talg of Tom Merry & Co. in the “Gem” Library, 1d. Now ou Sale,




The Third Long, Complete Story contained in this issue of the PENNY POPULAR, 19

2 o A e 2
—FRTRNORR—

A Thrilling Long, Co}np}ete

Tale, dealing with the
Adventures of the ‘Th;’ee

Famous Comrades,

JACK, SAM, and PETE.

: Pete shoved the terrified man into the lion’s mouth. There was no

By S. CLARKE HOOK,

danger, because the licn had practised the trick before.
thought there was, howaver, and his yells caused the cemrades to

The man

roar with laughter. :

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Lion—Bob Speaks of Hearn the Hunier—The Sisam
Bian Waltzes Found—Heroic Deeds—A NMan of Many
Marvels.,

ALLABY bhas grown into quile a biz town—at
least, big for the West of Africa. Tt takes a
sood time for a town to get big there, as a rule,

becanse so many diz of yellow fever and sleeping
sickness. . .
The town had eprung up from a few miners’ hote, Those
miners had struck gold, and there is nothing like that to make
a town spring up. :
. 'ﬁlenm§ne;§ etIi)H lived on the outskirts of the place, and
almost in the forest was one lonely hut, at which Jack, Sam,
and Pete arrived, followed by Pete’s dog Rory, and his
steam man, who was snorting, as though tied out with his
day’s journey through the great heat.
On the door of the hut was painted ilic owner's name:

“ BOB.:

Beneath it was serawled:

“BE WAIR oF THE DORG

Peio was not afraid of dogs. e opened the door, and
then he gave a great gasp. :

Bob was a joﬁy»looking, bearded miner of—say, forty. He
wwas dressed in a red shirt and white trousers, kept up with a
leather belt, in which were stuek a couple of revolvers, Bob
was seated at supper.

There was nothing about his appearance to make any man

pasp; but, standing by his side, with its huge muzzls on the
table, was an enormous male lion, and every now and then
Bob placed a piece of meat on a tin plete for the benefit of
the Hon.

“Here,” bawled Bob, as Rory began to growl, “you take
that dorg away, mate! Do yon think I sant my lion {ore to
pieces?” - - S S

“ Yab, yah, yah!” roared Pete. Bob’s was a fulleized lion,
and it scemed ineongruons that a comparatively small dog

like Rory eould tear it to pieces.
conquer de dog, old hoss!”’

“Well, T ain’t letting ’em try, ’cos I don’t want him bit.
He ain’t g fichting lion,”?

 Any objection to us coming in, Bob?” inquired Jack.

- ¢ I\io, young felow; not so long as you don’t hurt my
ion, 3

“We sha'n’t hurt de old chap, Bob!® exclaimed Pete,
stroking the great brnte’s shaggy head, much to Bob’s sur-
prise, because Pete was the first man who had ever siroked
Bob’s lion. But then, Pete had tamed lions and tigers, too,
“What's his name ?

“Lico! I don’t like them foreizn names, but there was an
old chap as doctored him for me when he was a pup, and I
asked him the best name to give him. He says Leo. It
don’t seem quite appropriate, and I.don’t know why he
suggested Leo, However, there it is, and there it has
stuck.” - .

“Perhaps it was because Leo means lion,” suggested Jack,

“You don’t say. I never knew that. T got him in the
forest here, years and years ago, before I had made my pile
at the mines. They had shot his mother, and shot him, too,
poor little beggar! Therc he was, a-crying by his dead
mother’s side, and it made me sorry. I hadn’t any friends,
o I carried him home, and got this old chap to doctor him
on credit. He was a sickly pup, was Leo. I've nussed him
through no end of illnesses. Sat up with him for threo
nights once; but I don’t like to think of that time, ’cos he
was nearly gorn. He grew up, and seemed to bo gotting
stronger, when he was ook with smallpox.”

“With what?” gasped Jack, who did nof think Bob was
romancing, becanse he hiad such an earnest manner, “Lions
don’t bave thag}? -

“This one did—least, the doctor T ealled in said so, and
he said he could cure him by vaccination, but that it wounld
cost five pounds, and he made me fork out. P’d made a bit
by that time, so five pounds was neither here nor there, and
;l}at’g jest what the docior was when he started vaceinating
rm. : .

“Yah, yoh, yah! Did Leo cat him?” inquired Pete.

“No; bub directly he got fumbling about with his instu-
ments Leo gave him a clump over the head with his paw
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that knocked him throngh that doorway, And when he had
recovered hisself a bif, and I asked him if he was hurt, ho
started swearing at me horrid, and I've never seen him since.
But sit down, mates; and have a bit of food. I'yve got pleniy
more. Always keep a good supply, 'cos Leo has got an
amazing appebite.”

“Golly I exclaimed Pete, seating himself beside Leo, and
giving him a large piece of meat, which he took as gentle as
would a well-trained dog. Jack and Sam were not accus-
tomed to lions, except iu the way of sport, but even they
stroked the beautiful head, and Leo licked their hands by
way of appreciation.

“VYou hab trained him well, old hoss!” exclaimed Pete, as
Bob placed some very good food before them, together with
a bottle of light wine. ;

“That's where you are wrong, mate. I ain't trained him
at all,” answered Bob. “He's the gentlest creaturo that ever
walked this earth. Of course, if he thought you were going
to hurt him, the same as he thought with that doctor, he
would let you know it, but ho wouldn’t bite. If it wasn't
for that lion, I'd have all the ruffians in this part in my hut
every night, They know I've made my pile, and don’t mind
apending it on respectable peoplo; but I won't have wastrels
about me, and as the few respectable ones fear to coms, ’cos
of Leo—why, I never get anyone.” 3

# Don’t you tink it would be nicer to lib, say, in Englandi”
inquired Pete.

¢ (louldn’t do it, mate. I couldn’t take Leo. e likes to
voam about ‘the forest; and if I let him roam about FEng-
iand, there would be trouble. Besides, he wouldn’t like the
sea voyage, and Leo ain’t having anything he don't like. 1
sa\'(:d his life more than once, and he’s done the same by
me.” :

“'Scuse-me half & minute, old hoss!” exclaimed Pote,
leaving the hut.

There was an open space in front of ib, and, steering his
ateam man so that he would go in a circle, Pete started his
‘arms and legs, and as he marched round in a circle, Pete
re-entered the hut.

“It's all right, Bob!” he exclaimed, taking his scat beside
Tieo, who was looking for more meat, although he was very
faf already. “I only went outside to speak to a friend ob
mine; You see, yow'm been bery kind in inviting us, and
we ain't de sort to trespass on your kindness, so I told my
friend to walk round till we were ready.”

“Ask him in. He’s welcome, mate. You see, it cuts both
ways. I'm glad of a bit of company at times. He may be
hungry, esvecially if you have travelled far.”

“Well, you sce, we hab travelled a good disiance, on a
sort ob hunting expedition.”

“Yor profit ?”

“Nunno; for pleasure !”

“You don’t say. There’s a awell coma in these parls, he's
been a hunter since he was a ohild. There ain't o part of
+this world that he ain’t hunted in.  His father was a fur fradee
on the Sushwat-something station. It's in North America.
Well, I've heard the old man made his pile, and this son iz
riad on hunting.

“I've heard he wants to get up a party, only he will have
the real thing. None of your chaps who could shoot a bird
if 1t kept still long enough,
some as did, and he’s really a mighty hunter.
over the world, and takes his trophiecs with him.
several hundreds of millions of pounds, so they say.
suppose you ask your friend in?”

“Don’t want {o trespass,” said- Pete.
huanter’s name?”

“Hearn. They call him Hearn the Hunter. T don't know
why, but-— "

“Perhaps for the sake of Ainsworth,” snggested Jack.

“ Funny thing, but 1t was Bill Ainsworth as named him
Ilearn the Hunter. Bill says as his father was a great
writer, and used to give new loaves to people suffering from
the plague, and cure them that way. Bill is an awful lar,
and he may have spoken the truth; bui if his father gavo
loaves to cure the plague, he didun't give much eddification
to poor Bill, who don’t know B from a bull’'s foot. Still,
ga!_)out that friend of yourn. Let's be comfortable, and ask
aun in,

Travels all
He's worth
Still,

“What's de mighty

Bob, who was one of the kindest-hearted of men, went to

the door.of his hut, which Pete had elosed. Opening if, he
atepped out, and then gazed with blank amazement at the
extraordinarily-looking ~object that was gyrating and
gesticulating.

“Bust me ! velled Bob, bolting into his hut and drawing
the bolts on his door, after he had slammed it with a violence
that shook the place. “I'm only having respectable people
in here, and them as ain’t frightened of a lion "

“I don’t tink my friend outside will ba frighta
Yion,” observed Pete, who looked perfectly serious.
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“WMaybe, mate,” growled Bob; ®bub 1 ain’l having my
tion frightoned by a fiend in human shape. You look safe
enough, and if you wasn't, there's Leo to discuss ‘the matter ;
but that 'ere friend of yourn ain’t coming into this place.
I've seen men of all sorts, bub I never yet sot eyes on one
fike that. If he's human, give me one of the unhuman ones,
and you can find plenty of ’em in this part.” :

“Yah, yah, yah!” roarved Pete. ©You do make me smile,
old hoss!” s

“How do yon go, mate, when you laugh?” growled Bob,
who did not like being laughed at; ueither did ke like what
Poie would have called the personsl appearance of his sfeam
man,

“Rhpt

“Tf you mako more noise than when you smile, T should
say you would want a world to yourself, where they ain's
got no tolephones, or things like that. You might upset the
currents.” i

“Suppose you send Leo out to deal wid my friend?”
woested Pete.

Not me!” growled Bob. “T ain’t letting Leo take any
risks as I wouldn’t take myselft”

“Yah, yah, yah! Dere’s no risks wid my friend, unless you
happen to get too close fa him.” :

“ Neither is there with a raving maniac nor a ratileenake.
Only, don’t you see, I don’t want fo get too cloge.”

“$Vell, please yourself 'bout dat, old hoss!”

“I'm a-going to. It wouldn't please me at all if T ws
ta get too close to your friend. He don’t took human enoug
for my liking.”

“Well, you see, Bob, ho's & steamz man,
and blood.” ) 5

& N9; and he don’t look it. T thought he was a rum-lookinz
cove.’

“Prfaps T had better zo and stop litm,"” ebserved Pe
“Dere’s no sense in wastmg his oil. I wanted to sce what
effect he would hab on you.”

Peto brought his steam man up to the Lut, and Bob seemed
to take a great interest in him; although he took particular
care not to get too close, in case of accidents.

As soon as the meal was finished they que ed Bob
to where this mighty hunter lived. Sam was very
interested, ‘hecause he had no doubt that they would bs
to make up a party.

“He lives just outside the town, in what he
shooting-box, though, to my mind, it’s more like a
It belongs to a mine-owner, only he's let it for the
Hearn. You can't miss the place. Everyone in
knows him. They like to have him thore, Se1f o
an attack by savages—and wo've had many of
would be sure to attack him first, and he’s such a wo
shot that be would kil about the whole lot of them

“He's got a regular museumn of the wild beas
They are all stuffed. He goes back to England oc
and writes books on ’em: Bill claims a velationship to
but I don’t think he ever dared do so to his face.”

“Very wise, tool” laughed Jack. ‘It strikes me Bill has
got a little mixed over the matter. But suppese we tome f
interview this mighty hunter. I would rather like to sec
him.”

“You needn’t tell him about my lion, ’cos he's such
keen sportsman that he might come and shoct hi i
did, he would get shot hisself-—still, ‘we don’t wa
like that. - Now, I ain’t got room for you to sle
there’s an hotel in the town, if you've got the pieces to pay;
then, again, seeing as you are hunters, it ain’t impossible
that Hearn the Hunter might invite you to stay there.”

“We would rather stay at the hotel,” answered Jack
i say good-bye for tha
present, Bob; but we will look you up again.”

Tho comrades had no difficulty in finding the hotel; and,
baving made arrangements to stay there, they went for a
valk round the place.

At a little distance from the town they saw a larga, sub-
stantially built house, which they at once guessed belonged
to the great hunter.

Tho door was opened by an elderly woman, who was
flearn’s housekeeper, and when she took thetr names in, they
were requested to follow,

The room was large and well furnishied, while ail arow
it were trophies of the chase.

Seated in an easy-chair was a bronzed, handsorme man of
about thirty. He was a finely-built man, with broad
shoulders, and standing well over six feet,

Ho wore a hunting-shirt and & velvet jacket, and in h
leather belt were stuck i :

B

2

Ile ain’t flesh

co

d

a brace of revolvers and a
knife. A rifle stood beside his chair.

On the table lay some manuscript, and what looked like
author’s proofs.

By . Clarks Hook.
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“T hope we are not interrupting you, Mr: Hearn,” said
Jack, glancing at the. writing materials.

**Not at all, my good fellows!” exclaimed Hearn. *Sit
down. You will find cigars there. As an old hunter, I
prefer a pipe. My good old briar. Many a time have.l
oked it round my lonely camp-fire in the Rockies, where
@ camf)-ﬁre is needed when the winter snows are on. the

o

cround, and the howling of the wolves warns you that your
life_lies in your own hands. Ah, those glorious days of
daring! Not that this is a bad place for big game. I was
stalking a lion last night.” ; :

“Did you shoot dis tiger in dis country, old hoss?” in-
quired Pete, pointing to a skin rug.

“No, you don’t get tigers here. I shot that in Asia.
Narrow shave I had, too. I had walked over forty miles
through the jungle that day, and was tired.”

“M’yes! You would be all dat.” :

“Flinging myself into the long grass, I fell asleep, and
was awoko hy the tiger's roar. In an instant my rifle - was
at my shoulder, and the next the bullet was buried in the
fierce brute’s heart. You may know how close it was to
me when 1 felt its hot breath on my cheek.”

“De animal’s mouf would get rader in de way ob your
aim, wouldn’t it, old hoss?”

“Those horns—buffalo horns—came from North America.
The night was dark, and my aim was only guided by the
clare of the furious brute’s eyes, as it charged down on me.
Stepping sharply aside, I fired, and the animal fell lifeless
at my feet.. Those antlers I got under rather peculiar cir-
cumstances. A lion was chasing the stag, and I had only
5 single-barrel rifle, but my aim was true, and I brought
the lion down. I have his skin in that corner. Your dog
iz sniffing at it.. Well, slipping a fresh cartridge into my
smoking rifle, I fired at the stag with unerring aim. The
shot seemed to be an impossible one, yet I brought it down,
and, strange to say, the bullet struck it behind the shoulder,

the very spot at which I aimed.” :
“Mighty fine antlers, too!” exclaimed Pete, cxamining
them. Don’t you dare to tear dat lion-skin, Rory! I sup-
pose you hab travelled a lot, old hoss, wid all dis magnifi-
ceut shooting 77 : .
“ All over the world, my good fellow.
in the Nile, bison in North America, pumas in South
America, bears in the Polar regions. Well, thousands. of
fierce beasts have fallen to my unerring aim. I have-never
yet met the man who could beat me at shooting. In fact, T
wou the prize at Wimbledon one year, though that was when
{ was a boy.” :
“Ain’t dat mighty wonderful, now!”
*How did you learn to shoot so well?’ ;
“Why, my father was a magnificent shot. He was sup-
osed to be the finest shot in America; in fact, I believa
i was until I beat him. He taught me.”

I've shot crocodiles

exclaimed Peta.
1
i

* “Po teach his grandson drat
Until at last de old man w

employ,
¥ 38 3
s

muttered Pete.

“Exactly |” acquiesced Hearn the Hunter. “Tt was a
sceod match, too, but he had to own himself vanquished. Wo
threw shillings into the air for one another, and hit them
cach time, -Then. we tried sixpences. I have one here.
‘This is the one I bit last.. We had some difficulty in finding
it, but he tcld me to keep it always as a mémento of having
anquished & man who was supposed to be the finest shot in
the world.” :

“Look at dat, now!” exclaimed Pete, examining the
battered coin. ‘“‘Ain’t it mighty wonderful! But how did
you decide who was de best shat, after all?” :

“ Well, neither of us missed, so I suggested we should rides
on the back of an untrained horse, then throw tue sixpences
o the air. My father hit the coins twice out of three.

I bit a dozen times running. ©h, he freely admitted that T
had beaten him. If you come into my den, I will show you
some. more trophies. I have got some of the wild beasts
stuffed.” : ,

He had got a stuffed Bengal tiger and an African Hon.
Then he had a wonderful lot of skins. Pete was most im-
pressed by that tiger. o
& ’V{ighty fine animal di

0t
‘“ NO‘A"

il Eh?!)

“It smashed my rifle. I dow’t like to think of that. Let
us speak of something else. Come downstairs and have
something to drink. Mind, I believe in' a man putting his
whole heart in his work, but that was a dirty piece of
business, and it nearly cost me my life. I shall carry the
scar that tiger gave me to the grave.”

“ Well, old hoss, I dunno dat dat will matter, <o long as
you don’t hab to carrytde tiger to de grave. ou see;, a
dead man couldn’t carry a fullsized tiger like dat But
how did it come to smash vour rifie?” :

““You rascal!” exclaimed the mighty hunter, s
Pete. “I see you are determined to have the stor
got some light wine, or if you prefer port or
or——-7

“ Nunno, de light wine will suit us!” answered Pete for

he exclaimed. “Did vou shoot

siling ab
I've
brandy,

%

‘the rest, because he knew their tastes.

“Wise,” said Hearn. “Y am always careful of what I
drink. Heavy staff spoils the aim.”

He touched the bell, and a footman in livery answéred
the summons; then, when he had brought up some hock, he
silently withdrew.

“Yes, that was rather a dirty action of Lord Lorton.
Mind you, we were good chums, and he, being o regular
daredevil and a man who knew no fear, offered to caomie
with me. He is keen on photography, and I must say he
has taken some very good sunapshots. I was writing a book
of travels at that time; I'm writing one now, as a matter
of fact. No matter.

“We started off on foot, aud, to cut a long story short,
he was trying to take a snapshot of some vultures, when
a tiger leapt on me. I was watching him, and consequently
quite unprepared—that is to say, as far as a keen sports-
man_ever 1is. : e |

“Well, T had my rific in my lefi hand, but my finger was
near the trigger.

“To raise 1t to my shoulder was an impossibility. The tiger
had leapt; it was in the air. T fired. and sprang aside. The
bullet must hava just missed its heart. That's the animaPs
¢kin in the cormer.

“ Well, it bounded on for about a hundred yards, and then
fell lifeless. It was g female tiger.” -

“Lock at dat, now !™ exc ed Pete.

“The next instant,” continaed the mighty hunter, “the
male leapt upon me with a mighty roar. = My riflc was
empty. Quick as thought I grasped the fierce brute by the.
throat, and plunged my knife three times into its side. Thas
was the tiger you saw upstairs.”

“ Which side did you vlunge de knife, old hoss 7" inguired
Pete, who required a little corroborative ovidence. Fe did
not know his mon.

“The left side by the heart.”

“’Spect de wounds would show??”

“ Well, it is quite possible. You might go and have a look.
I don’t know whether the fellow who stuffed the brute
managed to hide them. Funny thing, I never locked.”

Pete went to Jook, and he found three enormous gashes
just where the blade would have pierced the animal’s heart.

“M’yes! De wounds show, old hoss,” he observed. “But
hiow did his lordship behave badly?” !

‘“Ha, ha! T won’t go so far as that. He was a cool cus-
tomer. ‘Hold it like that, old chap? he cried, and as I
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piunged the kmfo into its heart thrice I heard the click
of his instantaneous shutter.  The silly rascal waas fully
armed, and eould have shot the brate, for he was a magni-
ficent shot; but all the beggar thought about was his in-
stantaneous photo. I dare say you saw it in the London
pagars‘(” .

“Indeed we did not!” answered Jack. “Wa have been
away from England for some time, although we ave think-
ing of returning shortly.”

*“Well, Lorton sent it to one of them, and thst is what
annoyed me, because I dislike to be thought a hero.
thought I might as well put it in my book of travels; but, of
course, that is a different thing., Try one of those cigars.”
F“Should bery mauch like to sec dat photograph,” cbserved

ote.

“I'm afraid that is irmpossible,” answered ¥lesrn the
Hunter, lichting a fresh ciguv. “T dout keep copies of my
works a3 a rule.”

¢ Mighty pity dat!”

“Thero might possibly be one somewhere,” observed
Hearn, ringing the bell. *Oh, James, do you know if there
is a copy of my last work in the house?” ; :

“J believe not, sir,” answered the footmang “but T can
$ook.  There was some books you ordered me to take to
the lumber-room the other day, and I noticed that oune of
them appeared to be a new one.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter much.
it to vou some other time, Pete.””

4 Shall F just look, sir?” inguired James. - - &

% Yes, you might. And when you come back bring some
more cigars.” N :

In about ten minutes James geturned with the precious
volume and the cigars. -

“Yes, that's the one, James. You can keep that copy if
vou like, Pete. You will find the photograph I mentioned
on the frout page.”’

“Golly 1" gasped Pete, gazing at the very picture. There
was the tiger, and, lying in the long grass, the broken rifle;
and there was Hearn grasping the tiger by the throat, and
plunging a long knife into the fierce-looking brute's side.
*How did de rifle get broken 1" gasped Pete.

“The tiger struck it with his paw,” answered Tearn care-
Yessly, “Yes, I've had many narrow escapes in my life,

I may be able te show
¥
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That little inctdent is really nothing to somg of thema, I
could tell you——"

<1 tink we must be going, old hoss " gasped Pote.

“To0k us up one day at the hotel, Hearn,” said Jack.
~And SBam said nothing as the mighty hunter acoepted the
wrvitation, :

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
- Pote’s Performance—The Boaster’s Peril-—Cured.

& OW,” said Pete, when they reached the hotel, ©
don't like dat man’s boastings, I'm determiried
to cure him,” :
¢ How are you going to curs him, Pete?”

¢ Publicly i : &

“What, flog him, or make him shoot against Sam %"’

Yo man can’t shoot, Jack. I don’t believe he has eber
fired off a gun. Dere are a good many poor people ‘bout dis
part. Bery well, T am going to gib dem one ob de funniest
performances dey hab eber seen, and dey are going to pay
half-a-crown to see it, den all de profits are going to-de poor.
Do performance is to be held in Hearn's grounds. which he
is going to kindly lend for de occasion. He's sure to do ii,
*cos he likes to get do good opinion ob de public, and f
sha'n’t tell him all dat’s going to happen. If I did, he might
refuse to come or to lend his ground. 'Nuff said! I am
going to make my arrangements, and you will gee notices cl:
do performance in de course ob -a day or so, ‘Nuff said!

- Keep as mum as a maggot in a mushroom mastieating mashed .

meal and munehing mightily.” : -

Pete spent the whole of the following day making his
arrangements. Jack and Sam found that they could not learr
what they were, and so they left him to his own devices, bui
the next morning, when he took them round the town, th
saw notices of “Pete’s Performance!” on all sides.. Th
was no information given, only huge posters with those two
words on them. Jack and Sam did not know that they were
exhibiting two of these notices on their backs, but that was
because Pete had not told them he had surreptitiously stuck
them there. :

“You ses, boys,” explained Pete, ¢ dese posters excite in-
quisitiveness, Eberyone will be inquiring ob eberyone else
where de great performance is to be. Now, dat information
comea gradually. Dis afternoon notfices will appear wid de
day, which is de day after to-morrow, and de place, which
is Hoarn's grounds. What I want you two to do is fo walk
about de town all day.”

“Whyt”

“Eh?”

“Why do you want us to walk abors

“Oh, dere ain’t any particular reas
it might help de poor, and %

““Where's the performance, matei”
approaching Jack.

"I'really don’t know.

ete.”
“Thought as you would be the likelicst "person to know,
ing as you are adverfising it.”
T'm not advertising it.” :

“Then why have you got that thundering great placard on
your back 1"

You had better ask my frie

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Sam, glancing at Jack's back, ©i
eeckon that is some of Pete'’s work, and—"
“Ha, ha, hal You are carrying one also!"” roared Jack,

“What "
“Ha, ha, ha! You are a walking advertisement {*
“Did you ever come across such an idiof of a migge
growled Sam, pulling off his coat. “He’s made my coal
ail pasty.”
o he has mine.
erly ridiculous.
3

And, what i3 more, he has made us
T thought pecple were looking very hard

Well, I must advertise de performance in & proper
fnanner, else people won't come to ib."”

“ You are not going to advertise it by turning us inte unpaid
sandwichmen,” declared Jack. * Why don't you stick one on
your own back?” -

s Well, you see, Jack, de paste comes off on de coat, and
dat don’t improve its personal appearance. Dere's no sense
oiling free coats, when two was sufficient for de purpose.”
The sifly owl takes good care not to spoil his own coat,”
grumbled Sam. :

“Don’t you tink. Sammy, I would be much milier if I did
s ting like dat? Still, I hab got Hearn's consent o use his
ground, and eberybing will be in readiness for de suspicious
ocasion. I tink I am satisfied wid de advertising part ob
de business. I hab sold a mighty lot ob tickets already, so
dat we shall get a nice little sum for de poor, eben if we
take no more money at de gates, and we are sure to do dat.”

Pete was ebsent the whole of the following day, and ke
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did not come in txﬁ five  g’clock in the mornmg, whlle at
breakfast he was more mysterious than ever.

When they reached: the. grounds..they iound it thronged
with the: best, people in the place. . Pete had charged from
half-a-guinea downwards, and he bad really made an exyellenn
“thing of it.

By using Hearn’s nanie as a mighty hunter, he had mduced
“people to go. They al! knew Hearn, and considered it a
“privilege to go to his place; and as the thing was for charity,
they all became very vlrtuous subscribing most liberally.

“Tadies and” gentlemen’ bawled Pete, emerging from a
wwooden building in a large grass paddock. “De first pet-
formance will’ Be da: talking rocket. “Yon see, dis is a specially
prepared rocket dat Hearn de Hunter came across in China,
when he was seal hunting and kangaroo shooting. I don’t
suppose dat man has eber told you ob de wonderful hunting
parties he has ‘taken part in. Still, you will see a few ob de
tings he can do now. We put de match to de 0cket—-so-
1nd den it goe np-—co——a,na———t'

“Oh, Pe ‘¢! Don’t send me so high!”” came a woman's
voice that: ed - far above their heads. 'Then that veoice
turned to & of terror. “Catch me as I fail, Pete!”?

“You ai’t gomg to fall ay-dear,” saxJ Pete, in hJB
‘natural voied. - :
Again fhe ¢
fainter in the

yet,

771

3 of terror ar e, and they grew fainter and

tance, until they died away altogether. :
After that Pete gave t}\em some acrobatic work, -which

pleased thent greatly. Then Sam hit some coins which Pete

Huug into the air, and shot a clay-pipe from between Pete’s

teet

“He is an exe sellent shot I exclaimed Hearn to some ladies.

h the other morning, and I had some lxttl(\

diffculty g him.”

~ “Could you shoot a pipe out of the negro’s mout“ hkn that,

Mr. Hearn?
“With the est of easa. T have frequently dom\ i
(s DO J.‘ » *
Hearn had to ‘have writer’s cramp, because he knew per-
fectly well that Pete wotld never allow him to try, and that

oven if he were so foclh Hearn eould never hit the pipe! ;

After that Pete brought his stea un man from the shed, ‘and
as he marched across the gr le' cheered wildly.
They never seen anythi qu.r m;d Petg
anade him rueh round and round i - -
adjacent forest; then he made him.
;L:Ul rer that surpnsed the spectato

*“ Now, ckn7 old hoss,” exclaimed Pet
vt done
de noriommnce is to sit here.
ing de fool after acting so well
I Ooks as dough he was g

te, stopping him. “you

at all badly, and what you hab got to do for de rest
Stea (Ij{‘ now ;
Yah

don’t begm

vah, yah! Dat’s

'-;‘xm to m<pcct the sfcam m:m but W hm F Lf

had stnpped
Lim, and qe‘awd hxm on *he gro

t tly safe.

the amount of interest that
srades, and he gave an exact
t‘mt he had seen in China; while
na (Iner\ one in New York. The ladles
re mtermt in Pete’s real steam man than in

cn of Hearn’s imaginary ones.
“De next performance, my dears, is how lmnto"s act in
.tiillfN ob danger. I need a brave hunter to help me, and as
I don’t care to use Jack and Sammy for de purpose, I am
going to employ de bravest living hunter, who is alko about
free times braver dan all de dead ones put togeder. In
fact, for dow m‘;ght bravery, de man in que~ti«m can’t be
equalled on de facé ob dis elongatcd round earth. Need I
say dat’s hunter’s name is Hearn.’ :

Here Hearne got some cheers that he did not deserve, and
he looked as brave as possible.  All the same, he did 1ot
relish Pete’s speech. He would much rather have taken no
part in the performance, and hinted as much; but the ladies
pressed him to do so, so he could scarcely refus :

“1 wish to tell you, ladies and gentlemen,” continued
Pete, slightly winking at Jack, “dat derve ain’t de slightest
danger. in de next scene. All ‘,ou hab got to do is to keer
still and refrs f~0m shrieking, and you may be ‘perfectly
sure dat we shall you come to no dfuwe I wish to point
out dat dx: is a rcul ¢ hunting scene in de tropical forest
ob Africa, atid dere ain’t one among your number, except,

ep

ob course, de mighty hunter Hearn, “who has eher \\ltnesqed
¢h a’scene before. Wid dese few slight remarks as to de
perfect safety ob de performance—FHearn knows dat, else
~ he would be c.o last to ‘mke pmt in 1t-l will now ask you
to step back.” -
“ What is the nigger up 107 e mmured San.

‘41 haven’t the slightest idea,” answered
wouldn’'t. be in Hearn’s shoes for mething.
not  make him look an utter idiot, I
surprised.”’ e

dJack s ‘hot 1
If Pete does
shall be greatly

Pete. -
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“We must try to amuse dem somehow. old hoss,” said
“Dey all know dat you are desperately brave. Just
take . dat revolver, and 1 w111 hab anoder, den we “will
pretend. to be Qtalkmg a hien.”

“Pooh! That won’t amuse them.
dignity as a huntsman to pretend such a fooh«sh thing.”’
_*“Well, mind how you fire de pistol, ’cos. xt would Teber
do to shoot one ob. de ladies.  She would make you marry
her out ob revenge; or someting like: dat. Hark! What's
dat?”’ . N S

1t was nothking more alarmmg than Pate’s ventr iloquism,
but it sounded remarkably like a shriek from the forest.
‘Again and again it rang out. Peva gmpped Hw,ms arm,
and uttered a howl of terror. in. hus matural voice that
caused Hearn to leap into the air.

The probabilities are: that had Pete released his hol&
Hearn would have. flung prestige to the winds, - and bolmd
for now the most frightiul howls were commg from the
forest, and as they came closer the roar of a lion burst forth.

The next moment Bob dashed into the open space, snd
Leo ¢ame bounding after him.

“Hi! Golly!” bawled Pete, fexgnmg terror remarkably
well. ¢ Dpnt come dis way, old hoss | Stop, and let de
lion eat you while I make my excape!” -

Hearn did not fire the pistol. - 1t would not have mattered
had he done so, because Pete had only loaded it with

250 is, heneath my

powder. The m]ghuv hunter was far too terrified to think
about firing, and, uftering yell upon yell, hie bolted, while
Pete ran beside hn‘n keeping a grip on his arm that there

was no shaking off.

Now, Leo would follow. Bob anywhere,
the terrified and shrieking hunter round in a civele,
followed them.

He kept howling as theugh with terror, bui %ih face gave
uaok and Sam the impression that he wanted to laugh.

“Keep de lion off " roared Pete:  “1 know' de raging
jnseck will bite me! _Oh, Hearn, save mie flom de hon
Neber mind so much about tourseli

Tiearn shoved his revolver over his thvlqu‘ and blazed
away at random. Had the weapon been pmpeliy loaded,
there 1s not the slightest doubt that some of the &poctdtczrs

would have been shot, for Les was quite in another direetion.

Now, ‘as Pete came roand by his steam man he stopped.
So did Hearn, for the simple reason that it was impossible
for him to go on, but he did not stop howling with terror.

Pete picked him up, and as Leo came forward with
disterided jaws, Pete shoved the terrified man into the lion’s
mouth.

. Leo had practised the trick with Bob and Pe
was not really the slightest danger, but Hearn th
was, and the manner in which he howled caused
Sam to shout with la'.ghtﬂn :

This greatly relieved the startled spectators; bat it did no‘?,
relieve the terrified hunter.

At last Leo dropped him; then, as he sat on.the ground,
?mckmg at the top of his voice, Leo kopt rmrn g in his
ace.

This was too muoh for Pete. It looke«l €0 uttm‘iy
ridiculous to see a man sitting down shricking at a lon that
was roaring in his face. Leo had got a loud voice, too.

and as Pete ran

Bob

There
hi there
Jack and

_“Golly!” cried Pete. “De man has fainted!. Take your
lion away, Bob! We shall frighten dat bold hunter out oh
his life. 1T tink de man wants some smelling-salts. T'Il s

vou dis ebening, Bob. Good-bye, Leo, old hoss! Youwm (31,
funniest lion on de face ob dis earth.”

Then Pete stroked the great; shaggy head; and Leo
followed his convulsed master more like a dog than a lion.

They were bot.h out of sight when the w ﬂlazd. huntes
recovered from his swoon. . :

Hearn sat up and gazed around.. It was- an awkward
position for any man, for his conduct, after the manner in
which he had been braggmg to the company, was, to say the
least, cowardly. But Hearn was equal to the occasion.

“Ha, ha, ha! -Capital, Pete!” he exclaimed, mung}in
to his feet.  You are a born actor. I was afraid you \\'ould
spoil the fun, but you shdmmed fright very well.”

“So did you, -old hess,” gisped Pete. The

. y : man's
unbounded effrontery astounded him. :

A- DANKS, Wnr)d‘s Clmmpion and
B)‘xt&sh Ath’et-, - wishes to announce fo the
benefit of ‘hose who have pol avail d them-
selves of his recentoff r, that the offe: will
be kept open ouly until :he reniaining  free
Strength Developers have been distributed,

ppiicantsshoul  therefore apply umuediatel).
The free-giit-strength-developer will be given
entir Iy with ut ©ost to a1 bLoys of Biitish
natio: ality who send 2/8 for Mr. Danks' widely
known Half-Guinea Course of Lessons, and who
promise to practise regulariy. Send 2/6 and 4d. for
postage atd the magnificent. Deve oper will be included
free—ab-olutely free. Abroad. 1/- extra.—A. DANKS
{Dept.U)60 Crescent Rd.. Alexanira Park, Londo~, N,
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. I am more accustomed to aoting than you
retended terror appear real to you?”

o : -
& Capital, capitzx)! I was afraid T was vathér overdoing
it vvxt he howling. '

& Seemied L- me it was 1post naturall?
£ l"m
SN veg* You look 1t old hoss. T sebédr saw a man mora

dalizhted in all my life dan you when you werp in de mouf

6b (‘k\ fion. Yak,. ‘va/h yah!”?
“But you were frm*hened veally, Mr,

Hmrrh 7% inguired one young Iadv :

iy dear young lady,” exclaimed Hearn, 1 have gone
tm‘ongh life 8o far without knowing the feelmg of fear. As

Pete has already told you, we wanted to show you some of

ihe pemls of hunting wild beasts, and I thmk you will admit

t}mf Pote plaved his part rem arl\ably wall”

“8o did von, Mr. Hearn,” said the damsel. T made

SUEE You were fughtened espeoxally when vou fainted. Your

tace is very white now.” ’
“ Alico 1" exclaimed that too candid voung lady's mother.
S Well, mothier, I feel sure you thought he was frightencd.

§ don’t see how anyons could help thinking sp when he

ezﬁmeked tike that.”’

3t was paet of the aetm‘g‘, my dear voung lady.”
““Thon 1 think, xf 1 were you, I would give up i hunting,

‘and take o acting,’” said Alice, g!al‘:mrﬂ' ab Juck, in a manner

a}mf Pe*(\ dxd nob pProve of £ D(m't; Fon tbml. he felt

were you nof,

41), yz.h‘ vah Dnm nasnt mueh tmkmg ’boui dat
T, Iy Gear, an:uﬂred Pete ¢ Would you like io 20
xvh de pmfmn.a*ice aga m, old hos ¢

P

4 Thore would be no sense in doing tua‘
glatcing round in 41 anxious marider,

dy witnessed our performance.
ther one on some fuhute oce
i you, Jack and Sam.”

#fearn had/an idea that his only chance o€ making the
people really believe that he had been acting was to keep
friendly with Jack and Sam. He did net cnro,abouf; Pete,
becanst he know perfoctly well that worthy swould make fun
of 1‘1m but ho told: Jack and Sam that he would be very

sect if thoy would dino with him that nicht, and hn also
hem that he was going to invite some of the oth
and gentlemen.
i be very pleased to come,” said Jack.
o, 1 couldn’t invite a nigget to sit down with
e if he Ul = to have dinner in another room; I shail
azed for him to coms also.”
saig-he would like ali that, and a5 he strolled away
rh saw Aliea ta lking to hlm while both wers huxghm':
folt far from eomfortable.  Alice was the one
adies whom he wouid have liked fo impress
. and he found that she was about the mos

exclaimed Ho; P

“The spectators
Vmﬂ*~ likely we will ¢
On: l\cw I want &

1d her mother aecepted the invitation, z0 Jdid scms

4 dull host at ﬁn‘ ,-but he scon chee
md by tua time dinner was ready. he was H.(Euml‘ bo
of his prowess in the forest.

The worst u it was he altways had some sort of confirmation,

cd

and ‘it was generally in the shape of a faked photograph. ;

swhich always depicted him contending thn frightful odds. and
looking as moi as comapressed air, or & telephone girl being
daullied at the othér end of the wire.

The dinner was served promptly, and if was also corved

* exceodingly well, for Hlearn had m&de iulI prepqratv tis, and’
fto spared 1o Sxpense,

He was recounting a terubla snuggle ho had Lad mth a
grizzly bear in the Rocky Mountains, and how the men with
Lim had all fled, while he was left alone to tackle n}’at bear.

Jack and ﬁam were making efforts to lock serious. Alice

cing at Jack, and there was a laughing light in her
She also kept glancmg to*mrdx tha door, as
i e\peotmy something. :
'H sarn's bacle was towards it, and not for one moment (!
icipate dauger inany shape or fo
Amo 8 xxothe* who was no Light weu{h:, ;
_hunter. Behind her lay the B

G ihe left of
el Wmdow-:;'.

bz

“quite so brave, but then they were not in the secret.

. hie will convince
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u;nrh Isd oi the vamnd;z They were glosed; for 9 wind wai
blowing from that direction,

“Havmg fired my last shot at the great brute,”
Hearn, “I drew my tnife. ' The action, pechaps, was some:
what unwise, because I might bave fled, :md I doubt if the,
bear would havs been able to overtake e alovg the narcow
‘iodqei “but, then, T was very anxious 4o secure my quarty.
Springing forward T seized the mouster by the throat, and
being in perect Frammg, my grip was such ‘that for a mormen

held - it poswrless. Then, ramuef my leng blade,
plunwe\d«-—— ‘
He did.  For, at that exciting moment, & mighty roar °

st forth, and, turning, he saw an enormous lion not twe
fcet from his back. -

¢ 3Voohoowooh 1" howled Hearn, dashing round the table,
and sending Alice’s mother flying into Jack's arms. It was
fucky he caught her, or she xmcvht have gone through ths
‘ﬂ()(u -

As it was, 4“_ st nasl‘ged. her chair, and nearly did the sa
to Jack.

Like a clmsed cat; Hlearn darted acress the room, then he
dashed through the French window, tearing away glaw d
framework, and sprawling over the vetandah he dropped it
somao rose-bushes, whege he 1av howling for help

With the exception of Alico’s mother, who had had a L)du
upset, as Jack knew to his cost, all the ladies were nearly
hys oucai with langhter. The gemlem?n did net appent to be

scated ibself in Hearn's omptv e‘m
ead with ity paws, and revealed the
ires of Peto, the negro.
Falt, yah, yah!” he roared. “ ¥ah, yak, yah!
‘shall bunh *directly. Golly, golly! ~if dat man
Junny, 1 mwuo who in; 1 tipk T will disconsume his pm tHan
ob fowl, ‘cos it looks rader nice, ¥ah, yah, yah! 1§ hdf-
taken de stuffing out ob de lion be shnf in Atzs’rx'aln e
a migger in its place, Pnmt inclined to tink de m
sed a glazier &nd sore wticking-plaster ober -dis fob.
5 vdh' § me laughing, ladics and gontiemes,
b Ho oaght to be senp to Madam-
and be staffed in de chamber ob horrers,
a8 de greatest hunter dut eber lived. - fow hels going to
account for dis dittle lot, 1 dunne. All de same, I'm mig
cartain he won't sl snapshot ob it; and 1 don’t bel
wdat he dneﬂ frough dat window j
for de fun ob do ting.  Vah, Herr he com
e looks as dough he had s £
Hearn entered the room with low He did 1
darve to look at Alice's mm}*er dare to ook
emotion.
it

The- lion
back its great b

at Pete, and he speke in =

1 anv-di d i ke murm‘
o defonce 6o make.
it has been a very tet
lerzon too late.!

“ Neber too late to mend eid hms
know men are much de same.
oders, and mora trooful;

observed Pe
“Some may be br

cor dan
“but, don’t you fee, & hunter must
fab pw('h ‘. de same as an acrobak, or a telegmph -elerk,
You can’s learn tings like dat all ob a sudden, and 1t ain’

de slightest g@mi in- saying you know dem
*aoR &omeone s & Qo bowl you out:
trociul.” :
1 have uc-fhmg to say, except that this will be
to e for.the remai inder of my lifc. 1 enly a:
4ry not to think too badly of me: My life is wrecke
1 ¥ ill strive never to err in that respect again.”
““Now, see here, old hoss!” exe aimed Pete, scrambiing
“oiit of his lion's skin. “You ain't got de need to iake de
oatter to heart guite as much as dat. T heppen to know
dat dere are good pom?s about you. and as we all hab had
ones——why, you nmt aly dxfferer't from de rest ob us. Al
you hab ot to do in-de future is not to try to muke vour-
se.f ont mwhhtr dan oder men, excopt by your works.”
= “F know 1t~~f know it only too Well' You bave show:
e up, but [ have deserved what you have done.. I will
strive never fo lie or boast again.’
- Whath e boaster kept to his word or not, the. commdea
g > the next day they left the part %o esturn to
ch of {further adventures.
i THE END,

if yon
besides, it aix

a lesson

By S.
CLARKE HOCOXK.
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