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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
HOSE of my readers who dwell in the
Midlands may possibly know the
crumbling ruing which mark all that
is left of Temple Chase, though anti-
quarians will certainly be familiar with the
ancient pile, linking as it does the historic past
with our more go-ahead present century.
Nowadays, the surrounding district forms a
strange contrast to those grey, ivy-covered
walls—a contrast which seems only to en-
hance their impressiveness, and econjure up
more vividly in the imagination those events
which took place hundreds of years before
either you or I saw the light.

At the time of which I write—in the early
part of the year of grace, 1642—Temple Chase
was one of the finest habitations in all Britain.
Situated in the centre of its extensive park-
fand, its many turrets and twisted chimneys,
rising above a green sea of waving tree-tops,
formed a landmark which could be seen for
miles around on every side.

And its master—Sir John Temple? Would
that 1 were able to :guide you back through

Time, so that you yourselves might ask thel

peasantry what they thought of him—ay,
and of young Master Harry, his son; and of
big  Will Howard, who bhad been in the
Temples’ service as long as most could
remember, yet who sgemed as toungh and
strong as ever, though his hair was rival-
Ying that of his master in its wealth of silver!
©h, you would find it good listening, I warrant,
for none would have aught but the best to
gay of them!

Towards sunset on this particular March
evening, one of the great bed-rocoms at the
Chase made a cosy picture. A big log-fire
hissed and crackled on the wide hearth, send-
ing myriads of sparks shooting into the dark
ehimney; tall candles—as yet unlit—in silver
sconces, were placed on the table in the
centre, at which a boy of some scventeen
summers sat, apparently immersed in some
task or other, yet ever and %non glancing
anxiously towards the bed, whereon an
elderly man lay, breathing heavily and

frregularly.

A cosy picture, did I say? Ay, pleasant
enough, -save this latter part; for, some two
or three weeks before, Sir John Temple had
been thrown from his horse whilst hunting,
and had sustaincd serious injuries which
had caused Mr. Thomas, the family physician®
fc shake his head gloomily. Yet he was not
quite devoid of hope, he said,-for Sir John’s
active life had made his’ constitution cne to
be envied, and ’twas to this that Mr. Thomas
had ginned his faith., ~

But the days passed slowly by without any
visible sign of improvement, and finally even
the sanguine physician. was reluctantly
obliged to own that the chance of recovery
was inlinitesimal indeed.

‘“ Harry, lad!”

The boy raised his head quickly again, and
crossed to the bedside, where, taking the
injured man's hand in his own, he held it
tight® for a space, waiting for the next words.
Sir John looked old, indeed, as he lay there —
rather too old to be this young lad's father—
_but, after-all, that was no# so very surprising,
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for the owner of Temple Chase had married
somewhat late in life, and was already begin-
ning to feel the burden of advancing years,
even if ever so slightly, when his only son
was horn. Of his mother, Harry had no clear
recollection, she having died before he was
old enough to understand many things; yet
sometimes he seemed to have faint memories
of a sweet face bending lovingly over him, as
though in some wonderful dream—an angel
face, so like that of the portraif in the Long
Gallery, which appeared to smile upon him
whenever he passed it, and which the servants
always referred to reverently as “ the good
mistress.”

“ Harry, you'll feel loncly, I warrant!”

The boy started and looked down at his
father’s face, a strange expression creeping
into his own. Sir John, guite awake now,
returned his half-questioning gaze with a
enrious look in those clear grey eyes of his
which the passing of years had failed to
dim, and gripped his hand still tighter.

¢ Father, you—you speak oddly——"

But Temple shook his head slowly.

‘“Nay, lad! ’Tis of no avail to hide the
truth from you. Troubles seem lighter when
one is prepared for them—I have hunted my
last stag, Harry!” ,

The young fellow’s eyes grew suspiciously
moist, and he choked back a sob with an

effort ; but his voice was strangely husky when 4
he teplied, though he tried to speak cheer-

fully. .

“Nay, father mine, 'twould take more than
a fall from a horse to hurt a tough Temple
over much., Why, Mr. Thomas says: 2

“ Mr, Thomas says one thing, lad—but he
thinks another!” responded Sir John, with a
wan smile. “ He knows—and I know!”

Harry was silent—forced to admit the truth
of the words. The animal had rolled over
on it rider- in its frantic efforts to regain
its feet, and had inflicted internal as well
as external injuries. ‘Twas the former which
had -caused the physician to take such a
serious view.

“Harry!” Sir John was pointing towards
the wall above the hearth, where a long rapier
hung horizontally—the only ornament that
part of the bedchamber contained. ** The
sword! Pray, bring it to me!”

The lad did as requested, and laid the
weapon on the coverlet. His father struggled
into a sitting position, and drew the blade
from its scabbard, silently regarding it for a
brief moment whilst the ruddy firelight
flickered on the glistening steel and bejewelled
hilt. Then he said abruptly: =

“ You know the legend, boy—the story of’

the Temples’ Sword?’

Harry did know it. Could there, indeed,
he anyone connected with that household who
did not? Many a time bad he listened spell-
bound whilst his father had related the strange
narrative—how the rapier had been found by
a Temple after the defeat of “ Crookback *
Richard on Bosworth Field, nearly two hun-
dred years before; how its coming had so
mystericusly changed the fortunes of the
family from comparative pcnury to affluence;
and how it had been carried by a Temple in
every /battle from then till now, guarding him
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from hurt in the fight, and seeming to make
him invincible over his enemies.

Then came the day when the huge treasure
stored at the Chase had suddenly disappeared
from its wsual place, and with it the sword
had vanished also. That was in Sir William
Temple's—Harry’s grandfather’s—time, and
he weapon had not been unearthed till some
three years back. In the meantime, troubles
had followed close upon each other; but,
strangely enough, with the finding of the
sword affairs took a brighter turn, though
the treasure itself was never located. Indeed,
‘twas thought that Sir William, who was ever
reputed to he something of an ececentrie,
had removed it to a place of greater security:
but he had died very suddenly, leaving no
statement,

Of course, all these things may have been
pure coincidence ; but those were curious times
—strange, superstitious times, truly.

Sir John again held up the rapier, looking

| steadfastly at its hilt for a moment, and then

turned to Harry.

** You know the story, hoy?”’

“ Ay, father! ’Tis an odd tale, indeed!”

“But a true one; lad, as any Temple could
tell you. Harry, I want you to guard this
sword as you would your life, for 'tis my firm
belief that only through its agency, will the
treasure be found—if ever. You will need it,
boy, for other purposes also!”” the elder man
added significantly.

The lad nodded gravely.

*“ These are bad times, Harry,” continued
Sir John, “ but worse are yet to come, I fear.
T[:l}e Temples have ever been loyal to their
King—even though that King may have shown
himself to be a misguided one. Is there any
fresh news to-day, my son?” :
= < Ay,”father; though why trouble about it
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‘“Nay, nay, lad! I would know it, even
though I cannot be of much use to the cause.
Speak, Harry!”

“His Majesty has ordered the arrest of
Hampden and his colleagues,” the bhoy
answered slowly; “but this was refused, and
the Kirig has fled. The Queen has also left
suddenly—for Holland, they say—and the
Parliament have seized Hull and other
fortresses Why, father mine, vhat—"

Sir John had suddenly dragged himself
upright, his face distorted by the fresh pain
which his effort produced and filled with
anxiety.

“Charles gone,~ you say?” -he - cried
hoarsely. “Marry! Then, ’tis the finish!

You V:Iﬂl need thistsword, boy, to defend his
cause !” =

He dropped back exhausted, and lay for
a while with closed eyes. Young Temple’s
gaze rested on the weapon still lightly held
in his father’s hands, and wondered vaguely
how this fresh intelligence affected the crisis.
Harry up to this had been more concerned
with his home than with affairs of State, and
had but a very faint idea of the great things
which were going on in the outside world,
though he knew, of course, that there had
been ~many serious, ever-widening rifts
betgeen King and Parliament for a long time
Dast.

{Copyright in the United Staies of America.)



——A Magniticent School Story in This Week's “GEM "' Library? 3

Charles Stuart had once stayed for o short
while at Temple Chase, whilst on his way to
Nottingham, and Harry had liked him well.
The monarch may have been weak and unfit
to hold the reins of government, but of this
the boy knew nothing—he was far too young
at the time, indeed, to see anything beneath
the pleasant exterior of the beautifully-
dressed personage who had allowed him to
kiss his hand and had patted him kindly
on the head. Moreover, he was the King, to
whom every Temple had vowed unswerving
loyalty. Yes, right or wrong, he would fight
for Charles if ever the necessity arose,

Sir John opened his eyes again, breaking
in on Harry's train of thought with a sudden
question :

“You remember your Uncle Stephen, lad?”

“Ay,” answered the boy, somewhat mysti
fied at the quick departure from the subject.
“Uncle Stephen, who crossed to Ireland and
died there? I recollect him well, father—he
and his tson Walter.”

. had any tidings

of Four cousin
““None since we were told he had arrived
in London. He was to vigit us, you remember,
but never did so.”

“Nay. 'Twas strange, for he was ever fond
of the Chase. Mayhap he had been detained.
We were fast friends, Stephen and I, and I
should have liked to have seen my nephew
before—hefore ““Hark you! Tis Will
Howard’s voice, and—and surely someone else
comes with him?"

Soft footsteps in the corridor without fell
on Harry's ear, and a deferentiai knock
sounded at the door. Big Will Howard
.:goered quietly, and approached the bed-

a

Master Walter iz here, Sir John. Shall

Sir John, assisted by Harry, struggled once
more into an upright position.

“Marry! 'Tis a strange world!"” he
smile momentarily banishing his expression
of pain. “I was even speaking of him, good
Will, when you entered. Bring him to me
at once!”

The newcomer was a young man some six
or seven years Harry's senior, dark as a
gipsy, and powerfully built. He stooped low
over his unele’'s hand, hardly noticing his
cousin, and murmured his regrets at hearing
of the accident. :

“I learned of it hut an hour hack,” Walter
said, “at «an inn yonder; but they say ’'tis
not quite so serious as was at first feared.”

Temple gave another of his wan smiles.

“Then rumour lies, I fear, ‘nephew mine.
'Tis much worse than was expected. White
Robin was a heavy steed.”

“Uncle! You—you surely do not mean—"

“I fear so, Walter. Nay, I know it.
Temple Chase will soon have another master.”

The newcomer almost unconsciously let ‘his
gaze travel in Harry’s direction, and then
out through the windows across the great
park where the last shafts of the dying sun
were tinting the foliage with crimson and
gold. :

“Temple Chase—another master!® Walter
hieard the words again—within him, as it were

—and in his imagination conjured up a vision

of himself as lord and master of the great
house and all its broad acres. But Fate had
apparently willed otherwise—one life stood
between.

THen his eyes siddenly rested for the first
time on the rapier, which still lay acrosas the
coverlet, and he started slightly. 'Twas
nearly four yeats since he had last been at
Temple Chase, anfl at that time the sword
was still being diligently sought for, high
and low—and now it had been found.

Walter, of course, knew the legend, and
knew what .a prominent part it had played
in the fortunes of the family. Doubtless the
“new master ¥ would hold it, &s was the
custom; and that there was fighting ahead

for everyone Walter was well aware. The
Tapter was a mascob to_the Temple who
wore it—a safeguard against death. And

Lie, too, was a Temple—

“You will tarry a while, nephew?”

With a great effort Walter pulled himself
together, tearing his eyes away {rom the
sword, and turned to his uncle again.

“Ay; but only for two or three days. sir,
at most. I should stay longer, but 1 {fear
me that duty e

He stopped suddenly, looking a trifle con-
fused; and 'twas that confusion more than
anything else which caused Sir John to gaze
curiously at him for a moment, letting his

+ eyes travel slowly over his attire.

“Ah, nephew, I sec now!

soldier, but—but—— Marry!

You are a
The light here

is none too gzood, or else my sight is failing.
Come closer, good Walter!” 3
As his cousin moved forward Harry lit the
candles in the silver sconces on the fable;
then he swung round gquickly, startled by a
puzzled exclamation which his father sud-
denly gave utterance to.
“I'faith—a strange garb!
of his Majesty’s regiments wears it.
lighten me, nephew, I pray jou!”
Walter was silent, and Harry, still holding
the burning taper, stood ‘looking question-
ingly from one to the -other. Sir John bent
forward, and then gave a startled gasp.
“Kind Heaven! That I should have lived
to see it! You are not for the King, but for
the Parliament! A Temple fichting against
his Sovereign! A Temple siding with el
The end came with startling suddenness.
As became one of his grand old fighting
stock, Sir John had kept .the great enemy
at bay until Nature herself could hold out
no longer. He sank back on the pillows just
as

I know not which
En-

Harry reached him and reverently drew
: &

“Walter gone!” gasped the lad. “You arg
sure? Have you made inquiries?”

“Ay, Master Harry. None heard or saw
him go, but his bed is empty—has not been
slept in, indeed—and his horse  hag dis-
appeared, also.”

Young Temple drew his hand across his
brow.
~ “I cannot understand it,” he fmuttered. “I
care not overmuch for Walter, but surely he
has better feeling than to leave us now when
my father is—— Come, Will! There must ba
some mistake!”

Whilst speaking he had hurriedly donned a
few clothes, and together they passed quickly
down the long passage. Drawing level with
his father's bedchamber, Harry hesitated;
then, with a choking sob, he pushed the door
open and looked inside. Sir John was lying
white and still, just as they had left him;
everything seemed the same, yet the boy
realised instinctively that something was
different. =

Finally his eyes rested on the wall above

King, but for the Parliament !

Sir John bent forward, and then gave a startled cry.
A ‘Temple fighting against his sovereign!
A Temple siding with Cromwell——! ** :

““ You’re not for the

(See this page.)

the sword from betwoen the now nerveless
fingers.

Silently the cousins withdrew from the
chamber—Harry replaeing the rapier in its
accustomed position—and softly closed the
door behind them.

Neither spoke a word—the one too grief-

| stricken, the other too taken aback to utter

a syllable. Walter, who had not the deep-
rooted sense of fidelity to their King that
was characteristic of the other méembers of
his &ace, could not quite understand how

areat was their aversion to anything savour-.

ing of disloyalty, and therefore had not fore-

_seen how chilling his reception was likely to

be, until it dawned upon him that Sir John
might be a trifle upset at learning the real
nature of his duty—which, indeed, had caused
him to waver in his reply to his uncle’s
question. Truly, had Walter been given the
power to look ahead a little, he would cer-
tainly have been more careful of his attire
on this particular ocecasion.

Harry mutely indicated a spare bedchamber,
and then passed on towards his own in the
western wing. Half the night he lay awake,
too upset to sleep; but finally he dozed off,
and knew nothing until big Will Howard
entered with the startling announcement
that his cousin had left the Chase

the now cold hearth, and a muttered exclama-
tion burst from his lips. The space was
vacant !

The sword of the Temples had vanished.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Casting of the Die.

NE blazing day, some five months
later—in August, 1642, to be exact—
_Nottingham Town presented a busy
appearance, especially Castle Hill,
to which point everyone, citizens, soldiers,
women and children—ay, even the dogs—
seemed to have flocked, until there was
scarce standing-room to be had so great was
the +crush.

Yet; biz though the concourse was, a
strange stillness seemed to hang in the air—
the deep, breathless silence of a mighty
waiting throng.

And for what had they come, this varied
crowd of individuals, whose faces showed
gsuch signs of subdusd excitement? Why, for
a simple purpose enough, at first sight—
merely to witness thz hoisting of a standard.

\Yet, that seemingly unimportant event was
THE POPULAR.—NO. 84,
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te mean the plunging of Merrle England
into the worst possible kind of econflict—a
civil-war. 5

For the fatal dic had «t last been east.
June had seen the final attempt at a peace-
‘ul settlement between King and Parliament,
when Chartes had rejected no fewer than
nineteen propositions which had been’ laid
before him.- After that, 'twas a matter of
but a very short time, indeed, ere the cloud
burst; and now they were waiting, breath-
‘ess, for His Majesty’s official signal.

A sudden stir in the crowd, a sadden point-
ing of a myriad fingers, and then a mighty
:ry arose to the blue heavens as a ball of
brightly-coloured shunting uscended to the

peak of the staff and broke on the light
breeze. .
“God save the King! God save Your

Majesty!”

They surged pefrer towards where Charles
Stuart, surrounded by his retainers, was
standing just beneath the cas#le walls, and
once more lapsed into silence whilst he
delivered his brief address; then the wild
cheering broke cuf afresh, as they commenced
te separate. < =

Conspicuous amongst the departing throng
were two figures—a big. strongly-built man,
whose great plumed hat cnly accentuated his
tall stature, and a young lad. somewhat
similarly attired, whe walked by his side.

Much had bappened since Sir John Temple
f1ad been laid to rest five months age. The
Chase had been closed and deserted by all
save an elderly servant, whe acted as care-
taker. Big Will Howard and Harry had
cast in their lot with the King's canse, and
had followed in the wake eof Charles uniil
His Majesty arrived in Nottingham to give
the die its decisive throw.

“T’faith, Will,” said Harry, locking up at
his sturdy eompanion, “there is nc going
back now for any of us.”

“Didst - wish it, young master?” asked
Howard swiftly, and the boy/s fgce fushed
clightly as he answered.

“Nay, 'twas not that. I am a Temple.
But, the end of it alk—-where and when will
that be?”

Big Will shook his head
shrugged his great shoulders.

“1 know not, iad, neither care I to try
guessing,” he said gravely.” “His Majesty is
ohstinate, but se are-the people. Methinks
our sword-arms will be weary ere we see—;"*

Harry started slightly, hearing nothing of
hig friend’s further remarks. He was think-
ing of ene early morning=in the previous
spring, when he had entered that quiet
death-chamber at Temple Chase. to find the
mysterious -rapier missing from its accus-
tomed place on the wall above the hearth;
and neither had a most careful search thrown
any light on the whereabouts of either it or
of his cousin. Walter, who had so suddenly
disappeared at the same time.

Both he and the sword had, apparently,
vanished .into thin air, but whether the two
incidents had any connection with each
other, was, up to now, a matter of pure
conjecture.

Yet, though he had felt somewhat strange
at the rapid departure of his cousin, Harry,
it must be confessed, was much more con-
cerned about the safety of the rapier. He
had never particularly cared for Walter, It
could hardly have been called an actual dis-
like,-but rather a lack of fellow-feeling, It
may have been that their tastes lay in
opposite grooves, or, perhaps, the difference
in their ages might have had something to
do with it."” However, it matters not; suffice
it to say that the feeling existed and seemed
to be mutual.

And now it seemed as though the strained
relations were likely to blossem out  into
cpen hostility, for Walter, if he still lived,
a was still in England, would be onthe
side of the people, whilst Harry, true to the
breed of the Temples, had enrolled himself
under the banner of his Sovereign.

Ay, sword-arms would be busy shortly,
as Will Howard said, and Harry would have
given much to know the, whereabouts of dne
particular weapon—more, to bave it swing-
ing at his side. For—coincidence, chance,
spiritual agency, or whatever it might be—
‘twas an indisputable fact that no Temple
had ever yet sustained hurt in battle so long
as he wore it. Ay, and members of the
family had taken part in many a tough
en®unter since the Rosed finished with the
~victory of Earl Richmond.

Yet it must not be understood from this
that Harry pinned all his faith to the powers

‘the mystic rapier. Far from it, for his
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healthy, cutdeor life hade nrade hint as tough
as a young oak, whilst hia ample skill as a
swordsman had been cultivated by Big Will,
under whose wing the boy had been reared
ever since he was eld enough to scamper
across the park at Temple Chase. And Will
was no novice, I warrant, where fighting
“was econcerned, as you would have known
could you have guessed the history of that
long white scar upon his left cheek, or the
deep furrow in his forearm, which was plainly
visible whenever the sleeve of his doublet
happened to slip up.

“Your thoughts wander, Master Harry?”
The big fellow's veice broke in upon. the
lad’s reflections, as they reached the foot of
Castle Hill. “Art already scenting battle,
like the war-horse, or——" /

“Ay, Will!” laughed the boy. “I, was just
picturing to myself the stirring times ‘ahead
for you and me. Now—marry! Wheo is this?
He seeks us, surely?”

A mounted officer was apptoaching them at
2 eanter, pulling up as he drew level, and
$éoking them over with an approving eye.

“Ay, good stuff!” he said, as though to
himself, and glaneing at Will. “You may
she somewhnat heavy, but wiry withal, whilst
the young stripling—ecans’t ride?”

Howard smiled reminiscently and exchanged
a knowing leck with his youthful ecompanion,
as they both remembered many an exciting
pursuit through the glades and glens round
Temple Chase when the stag had shown more
staying-power than was usually the case.
Of a surety, these galiops had required more
than ordinary horsemanship.

“Good sir,” replied Will at length, dofi-
ing his plumed hat, “if we cannot ride, we
cannot walk, and you have seen us walk-
ing—-

The man gave an impatient gesture.

9‘”¢N¥MWWW‘V\,‘\’V‘V¥ WWWWWWW\?

ARE YOU READING 55

“BY NERC'S COMMAND !”

By Famous Victer N:lsen.
3 .
the most startling serial ever
written ? If not, order a copy of
THE GEM LIBRARY now and
read the opening instalments.

§
$
:
$
:
$
¢
$

AN AU AUATU A AR AN W
AN

CARAALARNALALALILIANANANALASS ANATALrS

“EBrough!” he sald. “That will suffice!
Ye are for the King, I take'it, or ye would
scarcely be here?”

“Ay! God save His Majesty!”

“Then, haste ye to Leicester, where his
Royal Highness, Prince Rupert, is now en-
camped. He .wants useful horsemen, and
plenty of them.”

The man cantered off in search of fr&h
recruits, leaving Harry and Will to bestow
a handshake of congratulation upon each
other. They had determined to fight for
their Sovereign, but to be asked almost ‘at
the outset to join Prince Rupert’s brilliant
cavalry, was a piece of good fortune which
neither had ever dared to dream of.

his standard at Nottingham, the

Tioyalist forces had been quietly

mobilised—as was sdoubtless the case with
the enemy also—for everypne well knew that
nothing shert of a miracle could averf the
worst happening; but the age of miracles
was supposed to be pa ; e

Thus it was when Harry and Will,"after
a hot and dusty ride across country, drew
rein atop of a rise within a short distamce
of Léicester Town, they ' saw spread out
beneath them a large expanse of snowy
canvas, which even now Was beginuing to
turn a ruddy tint in the rays of the setting
sun.

“P'faith, a good and welcome sight, lad!”
quoth Howard enthusiastically, as he passed
his hand over his perspiring brow. “My

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Camp at Leicester.

HOUGH no actual declaration of war
had been made untii Charles raised

throat is like a lme-kiln, and as for my
back—— Od’s life! This saddle of mine
was ne’er made by Christian hande—"

“It but weakens the strong will—eh,

friend?”’ Harry cut in; and the big fellow
uttered a hearty laugh.
“A pretty quip, young . master!” he
L -

Baggy !

chuckled. “Ah; me! I well remember you
ever were quick with the tongue! But ‘tis
even so—JX feel as though I had been thrashed

_with a score of quarterstaves !”

He dismounted stiffly and led his herse
down the hill, an action which was followed
by his young companion. As they drew
nearer the c¢amp they .perceived -that they
were not the only newcomers by any means,
for several horsemen, as dusty as they, were
arriving from  different directions—for the
most part regular troopers; but here and
there a poorly-mounted, unkempt fellow,
greatly laeking in the general smartness of
the others, betrayed the raw recruit.

Presently a score of splendidly-appointed
cavalry cantered swiftly by, and disappeared
somewhere amongst the tentsi Howard
clutehed Harry by the arm, in a grip that
trembled slightly with excitement.

“Didgt see who that was, young. master—
the leader, I mean?’ he whispered.

“Nay, I did not notice——" ;

“’Twag -Prince Rupert himself,” continue
Will—“as fine a soldier as ever man- wished
to serve under, they say, thougii inclined to
be somewhat rash gnd impetuous.”

“The latter part of your description does
not seem to fit the former over well, friend !’
objected Harry. “For rashness in a leader
must surely tend to prove fatal!” i

“0d’s fish! You are likely right, lad; yeb
he is well spoken of everywhere. Haeavever,
we shall probably have ample opportunity of
testing his prowess later——  Ah, we are
called! Bee!”

A few yards away a ftrooper was waving
to them, and pointing down a parrow lane
formed by a double row of tents. They
approached, and were at once conducted to
another part of the camp, where their horses
were led away to join a group of wearyr
logking steeds whose hanging heads and heav-
ing flanks spoke of having had a lopg and
tiring journey also.

“Ye won’t need these again,” their guide
told them. “His Highness requires better
horseflesh than this to follow him——""

“But—-

“Pray do not grieve!”” replied the trooper,
showing his white teeth in a smile. “Your
mounts will come to no hurt, and meanwhile
ye will be supplied with others.  'Twill be
but an exchange, which they say is never
robbery.”

They were reluctant enough to part with
the two animals, for they had been special
favourites af, the Chase; but the wisdom of
the rhan’s “words was easily apparent—a
totally different class of horse was absolutely
necessary for the work which lay ahead.

The odour of a savoury stew, wafted from
the open flap of a large tent close by, quickly
drove away all remaining fraces of resent- '
ment; and soon they were busily discussing
the appetising mess, which served to make
them realise tenfold how hungry they were.

Tough though Harry was, the work of the
next six weeks or so made him doubly strong
and wiry. Prince Rupert was a firm be-
liever in physical fitness, and to that must
be attributed a goed deal of the undoubted
prowess of his cavalry. Drill and sundry
manceuvres occupied a goodly portion of each
day’s scjourn at Leicester, and after a short
time even his newest recruits were almost to
be as mueh relied upon as his veterans.

“You walk strangely, friend Will,” said
Harry one evening, as they strolled towards
the tent which they shared with two others.
“Like a lame mule, or a—"

“Marry, lad!” laughed Howard. “I fear
me I shall never get my legs straight again;
they seem tq have taken the shape of the
saddle for all time. I was ever fond of a
eanter, but——  Ah, me! 'Tis somewhat
overdone,el’ll vow !”

“You think so?” ,

“Nay, nay, T meant it not! Twas said but

in jest! His Highness knows what be is
doing, of a surety Zounds! Who fomes
now?”

Temple followed the direction of his com-
panion’s pointing finger, and saw what seemed
to be a thick cloud of dust approaching from
the south—a cloud which soon resolved itself
into a flying horseman, who pulled up within
a few yards of where,they stcod and slid
from the saddle. His face: ashen, his head
swathed in a‘bloodstained bandage, he reeled
towards them, holding out a crumpled paper.

(There will be another grand instaliment of
this romantic adventure serial in next weex’s
issue of THE POPULAR. Tell all your friends
about this splendid new serial.) :
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Troubled Waters !

T ED-TIME, you kids!”
The tall form of Wingate of the
Sixth loomed up in the doorway of

the gym at Greyfriars, and four of
he Remove's best boxers took off their gloves
and donned their coats. -

Three of the .four—Bob Cherry, Dick Rus-
sell, and Denais Carr—were going to take
part in the lightweight contests at the forth-
coming Public Schools Boxing Tournament at
Aldershot.

The fourth junior was Harry Wharton, who
had been having a friendly bout with Bob
herry.

“How’s the training geing?” inquired Win-
gate, with interest.

“First-rate!” said Bob Cherry.

“With three of you taking part in the light-
weight competition,” said -Wingate, “there
ought to be some honours coming to Grey-
griars. Who bas shown the best form, so
S

Dennis Carr,” said Bob Cherry.

- “Dick Russell,” d Dennis Carr.

“Bob Cherry,” said Dick Russell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There seems to be a slight confliction of
opinions,”: sald Wingate, laughing. “Well,
I wish you luck, all of you!"

“Thanks, Wingate,” said. Dennis Carr.
“And we all hope you'll pull off the heavy-
weights.”

“Yes, rather?”

“I've. several stiff hurdles to overcome,”
said the captain of Greyfriars. “There  will
be representatives from Eton and Harrow
and all the big schools.”

“Bub yon'll trounce the lot of them, Win-
gate,” said Bob Cherry. “Youre a top-
fole boxer.”

" “8imply great!” said Frank Kugent.

“I believe you kids are 1 ig on flattery
in large chunks, in the hope that I shall
et you stay up a bit longer,” said Wingate.
“Well, there’s nothing doing. Clear off to
bed all of youl” -

The Removites obeyed.  And, both before
and after lights out, they excitedly discussed
the chances of -Greyfriars in the forthcom-
ing boxing tournament.

-Bob Cherry, Dick Russell, and Dennis Carr
were all eager to do themsclves justice on
the great day. But of the three Dennis Carr
was by far the most ambitious.

Dennis had already made his mark in the

@

A Magnificent, Long, Cémplete
Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
: the Chums of Greyfriars. :

| By FRANK RICHARDS.

world of school and sport, but he was hungry
for fresh honours.

He had not been much in the limelight of
late. And Marjorie Hazeldene, his girl chum
at Clit House, had intimated that he was
getting slack in his -old age, so to speak—
that he seemed to be content with resting
on his laurels. And this remark—which was
not altogether justified—had roused Dennis,
and filled Lim with a strong determination
to acquit himself well at Aldershot. He
would prove to Miss Marjorie that he was
by no manner of means a dead letter. He
would win the lightweight championship, or
know ‘the reason why!

Dennis Carr fell asleep at length. And
whilst he slept he dreamt that he was in
the ring at Aldershot. He fought his way
through one heat after another until he
reached the final; and as he hit and parried,
and feinted and side-stepped, he could see
Marjorie Hazeldene smiling at him 'from the
audience.

And then Dennis woke up.

The clock in the old tower was striking
midnight,

And there was another sound that fell
upon Dennis Carr’s ear—a sound as of some-
oune sobbing.

Dennis sat up in bed, listening intently.

Yes, the sobbing was real enough. And it
came from the bed next to Dennis—the bed
that was occupied by Peter Hazeldene.

Dennis surmised at once that Hazel was in
trouble of some sort. He usually was. He
was a weak-willed, foolish. fellow, and he
was always being led into scrapes. For some
time past he had played with a straight bat,
and had not listened to the voices of his
tempters. Dennis Carr knew this, and he
wondered why Hazel should be in trouble
now.

Slipping out of bed in his pyjamas, Dennis
crossed over to the sobbing junior.

“Hazel!” he exclaimed.

Hazeldene gave a start.

“Carr! I—I didn’t know you were*awake!™
he faltered.

* Why are you blubbing?” demanded Dennis,
seating himself on his schoolfellow's bed.
“Anything wrong?”

frs

“Thought so. Trouble at home?”
The rays of the moonlight glimmered upon
Hazel's white facc as he replied:
No. -
“Then what’s the worry?” asked Dennis.
“I—1 can't tell you:”

“Oh, rot! You can trust me to keep my
own counsel. Besides, if you're in a fix, I
may he able to help you out.”

Hazel shook his head.
~“You can't help me, Carr,” he said wearily.
“Nobody can.”

“Oh, surely it's not as bad as all that?
I've helped you before, you know, when
you've imagined yourself to be past help.”

“Yes, I know. And I'm grateful. You've
been a real brick to me,” said Hazeldene.
“But you can’t help me now.”

“Look here,” said Dennis persuasively, “teli
me exactly what's wrong, Hazel. I sha'n’t
let on to a soul, if you don't wish it.”

There was a long pause. Hazeldene seemed
to.be debating in his mind whether it would
be worth while to tell his troubles to another.
He felt sure that Dennis Carr would be quite
unable “to help him. Finally, however, he
decided to make a elean breast of the affair,

“I'm threatened with the sack, Carr,” he
muttered.

“’{he sack from the school, do you mean?”

“Yes.

“My hat! How has this come about? Have
you been going on the razzle lately?”

“No. I haven’t broken once this term.
Butulasb term I played the fool, and—and

“What's the last term got to do with it?
The past is dead and buried now.”

“I wish to goodness it was!” said Hazeldens
fervently. “But it's been resurrected. This
evening, when I was out for a stroll before
locking-up, I met Jerry Martin.”

“Who's he? I've never heard of the
merchant.” =

“He’s a bookmaker and a cardsharper, and
several things besides.” And last term. I wae
in the babit of playing cards with him at
the Cross Keys—for .money. I was a mad
idiot 2 =

“You were!” said Dennis frankly.

“And I got into debt—head over ears in
delt)é;"c‘o the tune of ten quid.”

Dennis Carr was looking very grave now.

“Why didn't you tell me this before,
Hazel?” he asked.

“I was hoping the affair would blow over.
I didn’t think that Jerry Martin would press
for payment. He's let it rip for such a long
time that I thought I should hear nothing
more about it. And I had the shock of my
life when Jerry Martin mef me this evening
and told me he must have the money by
Wednesday.”

THE POPULAR.—NO. 84.
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*“The scoundrel! He cheated of
course?”

“Yes,” said Hazeldene
should never be able to prove that he did.
He says that he'll go to the Head if I don’t
pay him the fifteen quid by Wednesday even-
L

“But you said just now that you owed him
ten quid!”

“He'’s charging me interest.”

“The awiul rotter! And you've no means
of raising the wind, I suppose?”

i . had,” replied Hazeldene, “you
wouldn’t have woke up and found me blab-
bing. I sha’n’t be able to scrape together
fittcen bob, let alone fifteen quid! I shall
be sacked from the school. There’s no way
out that I can see. And what will my people
say—what will Marjorie say?”

Dennis Carr was silent. He realised only
too well what a cruel hlow it would be to
Marjorie Hazeldene if her brother were ex-
pelled from Greyfriars.

in order that Marjorie might be spared that
blow, Hazeldene must be saved.

But how? = "

Dennis himself would gladly have come
‘to the rescue with hard cash, but he had
none to spare. He had received more than
the average amount of pocket-money that
term, but, being of a generous disposition,
_he had blued it all.
pounds was a colossal sum of
toney in a schoolboy’s eyes. Lord Maule-
verer possessed. that amount several times
over, and so did Vernon-Smith. But neither
Mauly nor the Bounder was sufficiently in-
terested in Hazeldene to advance him fiffcen
pounds. And Hazel would scarcely have
. dared to ask them. g

What was to be done? - .

How was Hazeldene to be extricated from
fils unfortunate plight? -

Dennis Carr racked his brains for a solution,
but he could think of only one thing. He
would go and see this man Jerry Martin,
and remonstrate with him; and endeavour
to get Hazeldene clear.of his clutches.

“Keep your pecker up, Hazel!” he said
at length. “You can rely on me to do ail
I can to help you out ofthis scrape. I ean’t
get hold of the cash, b# I can get hold of
that scoundrel Martina and I'll give him a
-plece of my mind!” <!

“I'm afraid that won't be much use,” said
ffazel. <

“We shall see. Of course, if Jerry Martin's
mined to come and see the Head, and
othing that I say will zhake his determina-
1, then we must think of some other way
cut. The cash will have to be raised, some-
how. And you needn’t worry aboubt what’s
going to happen when you're sacked from the
sehool—because you'll never be sacked !”
“Dennis Carr spoke brightty and hopefully,
and his words had a cheering eifect upon
Hazeldene, who a few moments before had
been utterly down and out.

“De you homestly think youw’ll be able to
me out of this serape, Carr?” he asked.

“I do. T'll see Jerry Martin to-morrow,
and I hope to succeed in making him elimb
down. Now, yeu get off to sleep, and for
goodness’ sake dom’t worry any more, or
you'll be knocking yourself up. Good-night!”

Hazeldene took the hand of his would-be
benefagtor in a tight grip.

“Good-night, Carr!” he said. “And thanks
ever so much A5

“Reserve your thanks &ill later,” said
Pennis. “You're not out of the wood yet.”
And then, as Hazel's faece fell, Dennis
added: . .

“But you jolly scon will be!”
And then he went back te his own bed.
But it was not until the dawn crept in at
the high windows of the Remove dormitory
that he fell asleep. *

you,

wretchedly; “but I

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Qolden Opportunity !
* HITHER bound?”

Bob Cherry, of the Remove,
hailed Dennis Carr as the latter
was in the act of pushing his

picycle down to the school Bates.

Afternoon lessons were over at Greyfriars,
and Dennis was setting forth to interview
“that very unpleasant character, Mr. Jerry
Martin.

“I'm going down to Friardale,” he replied.

1

“@Good!” said Bob .Cherry. “I'll come-
aong, teo. I feel just in the mood for a
epin,”

Dennis gave a start.

He had very good
THE POPULAR.—NO. 84,

by Wednesday evening.

reasons for mnot
accompany him.

“1—I'd rather go alone, if you don’t mind,”
he staramered.

Bob Cherry looked astonished.

“You don’t want my. company?”
claimed. .

“It isn’t that. But I'm going down to the
village on business—important business—aund
if you eame with me I should only keep you
hanging about.”

Bob Cherry shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, all right!” he said gruffiy. “I've got
enough savvy to keep out of the way when
P'm not wanted.”

And Bob strolled away.

Out in the roadway, Dennis Carr mounted
his machine and sped off towards the village.
His face was grim-set, and there was a gleam
in his eyes. He knew that he was taking a
very big risk in going to interview Mr. Mar-
tin. That disreputable person occupied a
room at the Cross Keys, and if Dennis Carr
were seen visiting the village inmn, the con-
sequences would be very serious.

But tor Hazel's sake—for the sake of
Hazel’s sister—he must see the thing through.
It was no use retracting now that he had
solemnly promised to help Hazel out of his
serape.

The village street wag practically deserted.
Darting a keen glance up and down, Dennis
could see nobody connected with Greyfriars.
So he dismounted, pushed his machine up
the side alley of the Cross Keys, and stepped
into the stuffy little parlour. There he had
an interview with Jerry Martin, in the hope
that the rascal would he prepared to deal
leniently with Hazeldene. But the inter-
view proved futile.

Dennis,” hands in pockets, stroiled along
the leafy lane in the gathering autumn dusk.
And as he walked he tried hard to think of
a way out for Peter Hazeldene.

The sum of fifteen pounds had to hg raised
It was a tall order-—
a very tall order—and not for the life of him
gould Dennis see how it was going to bé
managed.

He could possibly have borrowed the money
from Lord Mauleverer, his study-mate, who
possessed more pocket-money than the rest
of the Removites put together. .

But if Dennis borrowed from this source—
if he borrowed from any source, for that
matter—how was he going to pay the money
back?

The more Dennis thought about it the
more perplexing the problem became.

A bicyele-bell - clanged out in the
lane, and a girl eyclist swept past.

“Good-night, Denniz!” shie called out, over
her shoulder.

“Good-night,
Dennis. . .

The cyclist was Hazeldene’'s sister.

Blissfully unconscious of the ecloud which
hung over her brother—of the. prospect of
ruin which confronted him—Marjorie was
speeding cheerfully back to Cliff House after
an evening spent at the Courtfield cinema.

The sight of his girl chum stimulated
Dennis Carr to fresh mental efforts. He
walked on, thinking furicusly as he went.

And presently, as he rounded a sharp bend
in the road, he came upon a scene which
rudely disturbed his train of thought.

A fierce fight was in progress, and three
men were involved. Two of them were of
the hooligan type, and they were making
a joint attack upon a sturdy, athletic-looking
young man, who was hitting out right and
left.

“My only aunt!”
astonishment.

And he quickened his pace.

When he was at close quarters, he realised
what was happening.

The sturdy-looking man was well-dressed,
and the two roughs who were attacking him
were doing so with the motive of robbery,

It was a very unequal contest. And, al-
though the man who had beern waylaid in
the lane was fighting like a tiger, he would
not have been able to get the upper hand
of both his powerfully-built assailants.

Realising this, Dennis Carr promptly went
to the man’s assistance. He wag feeling jn
the humour for a scrap..and he hit out
vigorously at the bigger of the two heoligans,
who, taken ‘completely by surprise, reeled
backwards with a savage imprecation. ‘

Dennis followed this up quickly. The man
aimed & savage blow at his head, but he
ducked in the nick of time, and then he
procceded to beat a merry tattoo on the
fellow’s ribs.

Meanwhile, , Dennis

wishing Bob Cherry - to

dusky

Miss Marjorie!” responded

ejaculated Dennis in

Carr’s partner, en-

he ex-

couraged by the fact that he was no longer
playing a lone hand, was making short work
of the other lout.

+'Stick to him!” panted Dennis cheerfully.
“1 can manage this merchant all right!”

The two hooligans saw that the tide of
battlé was turning against them, and, in-
stead of waiting to be floored, they promptly
took to their heels. They bolted through
a gap in the hedge, and Dennis was about
to follow in pursuit. But his companion
called him back.

“Let ‘em go, kid!” he said.
likely to worry me again.”

Dennis turned back, breathing hard from
his exertions.

“Those bounders were doing the Dick
Turpin stunt—what?” he said. :

The sturdy-looking man nodded.

“That’s so,” he said. “And I should have
had a pretty rough handling if you hadn't
chipped in. Fm much obliged to you, kid,
and I should like to know your name.”

“Carr—DBennis Carr.”

“You're at Greyfriars?”

“Yes”

“And the champion fighting-man of your
Form, I s’pose?”

“I don’t know abeut that,” said Dennis,
with a smile.

“Well, if there’s anybody who can keep his
end up better than you, he’s a giddy mar-
vel!” said the stranger. “You den't know
me, I take it?”

Dennis confessed he didn't.

“I'm Jaek Harper,” said the man.

The Greyfriars junior gave a start.- The
name was quite familiar to him.

“Are you the founder and the boss of
Harper’s gymnasium, the other side of
Courtfield?’ he asked. '

“That’s me!”

“Jolly pleased to meet you, Mr. Harper!”
said Dennis, shaking hands. “I've never met
you before, but I've heard all about you.
Billy Bunter, one of the fellows in my Form,
spent a day or two in your gym not very
Joing ago.”

Jack Harper grinned at the recollection.

“Yes,” he said, “I tried to make an athlete
of Bunter, but.one might just as well attempt
to turn a rhinoceros into a fex-terrier!”

“They’re not

“Ha, ha, hat”
“I must be getting along,” said Jack
Harper., “Are you wulking my way?”

Dennis Cart nodded, and set off along the
dusky road with his companion. He had
some little difficulty in keeping pace with
Jack Harper’s giant strides.

“By the way, Mr. Harper, youa used to be
a first-rate boxer, didn't you?” inquired
Dennis.

“Well# I was middle-weight champion of
Loamshire for a number of years, Afraid
I’ve gone’ off a lot since then, though. If
you hadn’t chipped in just'now, that precious
pair of hoeoligans would have wiped up the
road with me! I saw. how you dealt with
the bigger of the two ruffians, and, believe
me, Carr, you've got the makings of a really

fine boxer. Youre a light-weight, of
eourse?”

Dennis nedded.

“In that ecase,” said Jack Harper, “I

wonder you don’t take on Ned the Nipper.”
“Who on earth is Ned the Nipper?” ex-

elaimed Dennis, laughing. ;
“A youthful boxing marvel—a prodigy, a

phenomenon—an  insignificant-looking kid
with & terrific punch!”

“I've mnever heard ‘of him,” confessed
Dennis.

“Never heard of Ned the Nipper? K My

dear kid, you're sadly behind the times!
Didn’t you know that Ned was coming to
Courtfield ?”

“Dashed if I did!”

“And that there’s twenty-five quid wait-
ing for the youngster who can knock him
out?” 2

Dennis epened his eyes wide.

“This is news to me, Mr. Harper,” he said.

“Well, it’s a fact. Ned the Nipper comes
to Courtflield on Wednesday afternocon. And
local light-weights are invited to have a go
at him. One of my own pupils—a kid malled
Derrick—is going te accept his challenge.
But I very much doubt if he’ll hold his‘own
against Ned, who boasts an unbeaten record
in the ring.”

Jack Harper and Dennig Carr walked on

-in silence for some moments.

The Greyfriars junior’s hrain was very
active.
Hereg was his opportunity.
chance te raise the wind.
Twenty-five pounds was-the reward for the

fellow who could administer the knock-out to

Here was bhis
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Neéd the Nipper. Why shouldn't he—Dennis
~—take up the challenge?

It seemed a queer way of raising money
to help another out of a serape. But, for
the life of him, Dennis could think of no
other way. He had as good a chance as any-

body of defeating this youthful boxing
marvel, and he resolved, there and then, to

accept- the challenge which had been thrown
out by Ned the Nipper.

“Ponny  for 'em,”- said Jack Harper
suddenly.

Dennis Carr turned to his companion.

“I ‘want your candid opihion, Mr. Harper,”
h.. said.

‘Well?”

“I“ve just decided to tackle this kid you
told me about. Honestly, do youw think I
shalli stand a chanee of licking him?”

“% do?” was the emphatic reply. “On your
showing - just now, you're just the sort. of
fellow to take the wind out of Ned the
Nipper’s sails. My advice to you, Carr, is to
g0 in and win!"”

“Thanks!” said Dennis. =

“Yoa've made up your mind to take this
on? i

“Yes:

That s the spirit 1
“But what .about this
mentioned just now?”

chap Derrick you

Jack Harper reflected for a momeni. Then
He gald; -
“i'd rather like you and Derrick to try

conclusions with each other. You couid have
a friendly bout, and the winner could take on
Ned the Nipper.”
“Splendid !”

We're only a quarter
f sium,” eontinued
you like to meet Derrick th

«

f a mile xmw my

evening

Dennis glanced at his , and a
t.t]v't =
It's past g-up time!“ he

'\Ly hdt'

ck to the

be getting ba

“I might as well be hung for a sheep as
for a lamb,”” said Dennis.. “I'm bound to be
7, so I'll come along with you and

ay
ho
“Good!" said Jack Harper.
And he and his youthful companion walked
on through the deepening darkness.
his  heart sank. Derrick,

: although a  light-weight, was

ically superior to the Ureyfriars fellow in
eight and reach.

The gym was crowded with Jaek Harper's
vouthful pupils, who were very keen on wit-
nessing the bout.

-Dennis Carr felt like a stranger in a strange
fand. But Jack Harper scon put him at his
ease.

“Off with your coat and on with the gleves

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Calied Over the Coals !

i introduced
gyvmuasium,

kid!” he said. “And we'll soon see who's thc
better man. I should vise you to mind
your eye, Derrick. s youngster's hot
stuff!”

Derrick grinned, and signified that he was
ready for the contest to begin.

“Time!” said Jack Harper.

The boxers shook hands, and then Dennis
Carr was sent reeling by a powerful blow in
the chest.

But that proved LO be the only blow which
Derrick struck. For Dennis rallied swiftly,
and attacked with all the vigour at his
command. Left and right, right and left,
his fists shot out; and a murmur arose from
the spectators—a murmur of admiration for
the prowess of the Greyfriars junior.

Few fellows would have withstood that hur-
ricane attack of Dennis Carr’s. Derrick did
-his best, and. he succeeded in warding off
-some of the blows. But presently Dennis shot
out his left, stmwht from the shoulder, and
Derrick went to the floor with a crash.

Jack Harper began to count.

“One—two—

“Up, Derrick

‘Get on your feet, man!” =

But Derrick was ‘““wbacked.” He made a
movement to rise, but his head fell back
listiessly. And the relentleas count went on:

“Fom——ﬁxe~—sxx—seven

Dennis  Carr hovered anxiously over his
opponent, expecting the latter to rise.

But Derrick lay motionless.

“Right—nine—ten! Carr wins!”

Dennis immediately helped the defeated

boxer to his feet, and he did so to the.accom-
paniment of cheers and handclapping.
“Bravo, Carr!”’
“That was short and sweet, by gad!”
“They teach 'em how to box at Greyfriars!”
Jack Harper turned to Dennis with a smile.
“You're the real goods!” he said. “Youll
have all your work Cut out to beat Ned the
Nipper, but I'll guarantee you'll give him a
good run for his money!”
“Hear, hear!” said Derrick.
Carr! I wonder you're not
Aldershot on Wednesday!”
Dennis gave a violent start.
In the excitement of the past hour he had
clean forgotten Aldershot, and the fact that
he had been selected to represent Greyiriars
in the Public Schools’ Boxing Tournament.
“My only aunt!” he ejaculated.
¢ Anything wrong, kid?"” asked Jack Harper.
“I'm due to go up to Aldershot on Wed-
nesday—the same day that Ned the Nipper
comes to Courtfield!”

“You're great,
going up to

“Oh! Then you'll have to let one of the
events slide. You can't be in two places at
once!"

5 s
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would give the. youthful-lookirz marvel a
warm time on Wednesday afternoon.

When Dennis reached Greyfriars the
Removites had gone to bed. Even the seniors
bad retired. But, judging by the lights which

gleamed from various study windows, the
masters were still up and doing.
“I s'pose I'd better go and report to

Quelchy,” muttered Dennis, as he clambered
over the school wall. “He’s pretty certain
to be waiting up for me.”

But the belated junior was spared the
necessity of going to the Form-master’s
study. For as he was crossing the Close, the
familiar voice of Mr. Quelch hailed him.

“Is that you, Carr?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Dennis.*

“You are excessively late.”

“Yes, sir,” said Dennis again. He didn’t
feel very talkative, somehow, in the Remove-
master's presence.

“You will follow me to my study, Carr!”
rapped out Mr. Quelch.

And Dennis set off in the Form-mastér’
wake.
Mr.

Quelch was looking very grim as he

e - s ——
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imprecation.

As he turned the corner Dennis Carr came facs fo face with a lively fight in pro-
gress. Without stopping to think, he dashed in, hitting out vigorously at the bigger
of the two hooligans, who, taken by surpnse, resled backwards with a savage

(See page 6.)

Dennis put on his coat with a thoughtful
expression.

“1 shall have to chuck Aldershot,” he said
slowly.

It was an extremely awkward situation.
Denmnis was very keen indeed on going to
Aldershot.  But if he went his chance of
meeting and defeating Ned the Nipper would
be gone. And only by defeating Ned could
he hope to raise the money for getting Hazel-
dene out of his scrape.

Dennis knew that Harry Wharton & Co.
would be furious when they learned that he
was not going to Aldershot, He knew that
he would be puttv-w himself in a very un-
popular position. But his determination to
sec Hazeldene through never wavered.

“It’s bad luck that you’ve got to sacrifice
your chance of going to Aldershot,”” said Jack
Harper. “Still, if you lower the colours of
Ned the prpu, you won't regret {znmr* the
Public Schoeols’ Tournament a miss.”

Dennis nodded.

“1 must be getting along now,” he said.

And, after shaking hands with Jack Harper
and Derrick, Dennis Carr took his departure,
and made hls way back to (xreyfrmrs under
the evening stars.

Dennis felt wonderiully fit as he strode
along.. The easy manner in which he had
accounted for Derrick gave him confidence.
He had never even seen Ned the Nipper; he
had never even heard of him till that even-
ing. But he told himself grimly that he

stood with his back to the mantelpiece and
confronted the erring junior.

“Where have you been, Carr?” he de-
manded.

“To Courtfield, sir!”

“I will trouble you to be more explicit,”
said Mr. Quelch.

Dennis decided to make a clean breast of
the facts

“I've been to Mr. Harper's gymnasium,

sir,” he said. “I had the gloves on with
one of his pupils.”
“Indeed! And \0u had no late pass?”
“No, sir.”

Mr. Queleh frowned.

“I am relieved to find that you have not
visited a place of doubtful repute, Carr,”
he said. “At the same time, you have
violated one of the rules of the school, and
you must be punishied. Hold out your
hand ”?

Dennis obeyed. And Mr. Quelch adminis-
tered half a dozen stinging cuts with the
cane.

The junior took his punishment without
wineing, and the Remove-master ordered him
to his dormitory.

“If you transgress in this way again, Carr,”
he said, “1 shall have no rltematlve but to
take you before Dr. Locke!

With tingling palms, Dennis quitted Mr.
Quelch's study. He felt relieved at having
got off so lightly. For Mr. Quelch would
have been within his rights in detaining
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Dennis on Wednesday afternoon—and that
would have been a tragedy.
The majority of his Form-fellows were

asleep when Dennis Carr entered the Remove |

dormitory.  There was a movement, how-
ever, from Hazeldene's bed. ~And Hazel's
voice said softly:

“That ,vou, Carr3”?

“Yeés.?

“Where on earth have you been? There’s
been quite a hue-and-cry fcr you. Have you
geen . Quelchy 7

“Yes—to my sorrow!’ grunted Dennis.
“He lays on the beastly cane like a black:
smith swinging his sledge!”

“IS-IOW many did you get?” asked Hazel.

«§ix

“My hat!”

“But it was worth it,” said Dennis. “I’'ve
kit upon a way ‘out at lasgt—a way of raising
the wind.”

Hazeldene sat up in bed. His eyes sparkled
with an eager light.

“Tell me all about it!” he urged.

~And then Dennis unfolded his plans. He
ﬂplained that he was going to meet Ned the
Nipper on Wednesday afternoon in the hope
of securing the twenty-five pounds.

“But—but you can't do it!” protestéd
Hadze]dene. “It will mean cutting Aldershot
and—-"

“That’s precisely what I'm going to do.”

“But what will alt the fellows say? They’ll
simply rgve!”

“Leb them!” said Dcnms with a shrug of
the shoulders.

“Look here, Carr,” said Hazeldene, “1 can’t
have you gettmv into hot- water on my
axmunt[ =

“Rats! T've made a compact with you that
'l get you cub of this mess, and I mean
to do it!”

“At the expense of your own reputation?”

“Blow my reputation! T’ not geing to
stand by and see you kicked out of Grey-
friars. That roney’s got to be raised, and
the only method of raising it that I can
see Is to knock out Ned the Nipper.”

“Think you ecgn do it?” said Hazeldene
anxiously,

“Well, it's a tall order. But you c¢an rdv
cn me to put ‘up the best ﬁ“ht I know.’

“Aund if yob're licked

“I'm not going to think of failure,”
Dennis Carr. “I'm going all out to win.
Keep your pecker up. Hazel! There’s every
prospect, of your being out of Jerry Martin's
ciutches by Wednesday evening.”

said

“You're a rteal good sort. Carri” said
Hazcldene, with some emotion. I don’t
know how to thapk you

“Don’t try,” said Dennis cheerfully.

“Good-night !”

“Good-night!” replied Hazel.

And Dennis Carr, wearied out with the
exertions of the past few hours, was soon
in bed and fast asleep,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Dennis Carr’s Resolve!

({1 HO were you with last night?”
It was Bob Cherry who asked
that familiar question. And he

asked it of Dunus Carr as soon
as the rising-bell had clanged out its shrill
sumiions,
Dvnms smiled.
“1 went over to Courtfield,” he said.
“To the cinema?” inquired ngvy Whartcn

“No.”

:;’{Io the Theatre Royal?” asked Nugent.

“I say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, “T
expect Carr wenb to the Courtficld Arms!”

And there was a laugh.

“Joking apart, Dennh

“where did you go?

“To Harper's gymnasium.”

“What on earth for?”

“To have a boxing bout with a fellow
called Derrick,. to decide which of us should
accept Ned the Nipper's challenge.”

“Ned the Nipper!” echoed Harry Wharton.
“That’s the merchant who is coming to
Lghrtﬂeld on Wednesday, isn’t it?”

“Yes. And twenty-five quid is being offered
to anyone of his own weight who can knock
him out,”

said Mark Linlcy,

“Great pxp"’ ejaculated Bob Cherry. “You
don’t mean to say—’
“I licked Derrick,” said Dennis Carr, “and

I shall therefore accepb the challenge of Ned
he Nipper.”

A buzz of amazement ran through the Re-
move dormitory.
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‘plain that it was for the sake of

“You burblmg chump {” said Dick Russell.
“You won't be able to meet Ned the Nipper!”

“Why not?”

“Because you're going to Aldershot on
Wednesday, of course!”

Dennis Carr shook his head.

“ Aldershot’s off, so far as I'm concerned,”
he said.

“What #

There was a shout of
Harry Wharton & Co.

“ Aldershot’ off |” repeated Johnny
“What the thump do you mean?”

“What I say,” said Dennis.

“You're going to fight Ned the Nipper at
Courtfield in preference to going to Alder-
shot?” sald Harry Wharton.

Yo

“But, dash it all, man, you must be loyal
to Greyfriars! We're counting on you to put
up a great show in the Public Schools light-
weights.”

“Hear, hear”’

“Sorry I ean’t oblige,” said Dennis. “I
can’t be in two places at once. I'm jolly
anxious to lick Ned the Nipper, and therefore
I shall have to let Aldershot slide.”

“Shame !” <

“The school’s interests ought to come first,
and your own afterwards,” said = Vernon-
Smith,

‘“Yes, rathert?

Strong disapproval was etpressed concern-
ing Dennis Carr’s decision. However anxious
he might be to defeat Ned the Nipper, the
fellows considered that Dennis ought to
study the school first.

“There’s no cash to be won in the Alder-
shot - camps,” said Bolsover major, with a
sneer. “But there’s twenty-five quid going
begging at Courtfield. Trust Carr to know
which side his bread’s buttered!”

“Only a rotten outsider would fight for
money !” said Skinner, who was a pretty hope-
less outsider himself.

“Is it really for the sake of winning
money, Carr, that you're going to fight
the Nipper?” asked Harry Wharton.

“Yes,” said Dennis. But he did not ex-
< another
that he wanted to win the twenty-five pounds.
And Hazeldene said mnothing either. He
didn’t want all the fellows to know what a
terrible predicament he was in.

Feeling ran very strongly against Dennis
Carr. In the eyes of the Removites
seemed utterly selfish—a fellow who put his
own considerations before those of the school.
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-is Smithy,” he said,

Dennis saw that he was becoming very un-
popular, but he did - not budge from the
position hé had taken up. By hook or by
crook, he had to save Hazeldene from .ruin
and dlsgrace, and the only way he could do
30 was to defeat Ned the Nipper.

“You’ve made up your mind not to go to
Alderqhot Carr?” said Harry Wharton.

“QuiteX

“You're going to leave us in the lurch?”
growled Bob Cherry.

“Put it that way, 1f you like”

“Then I think you're a howling cad!”

“Thanks!” saideDennis uLperturbably And
he went on dressing. = -

“1 say, Wharton,” sald Billy Bunter, “I
think you ough% to send me to Aldershot in
Carr's place. ' I'm a top-hole hoxer. You
miy have noticed my form—’

Hlb fragile form!” murmured Nugent.

Ha, ha, ha!” ’

“I can put up a better show than Carr, ahy-
way ! said Bunter warmly. “Wont you
send me to Aldershot, Wharton?”

“You'll be sent to Colney Hatch, if you
don't stop talking silly rot!” growled the
captain of the Remove.

Harry Wharton was feeling far from sunny-
tempered. Depnis Carr’s refusal to go’ to
Aldershot had upset him.

But other things occurred that moraing
which ruffled his feelings still .more, and
which plunged the Remove Form into despair.

During the interval between breakfast and
morning school, Boh Chgn‘y sprained . his
wrist. hvactly how he did it he didn’t know.
There had been a scuffle between a party of
Removites and Temple & Co. of the Upper
Fourth. And in the course of the scuffie
Bob Cherry had fallen heavily. When he rose
to his feet he found that his left wrist was
practically useless.

“What awful luck, Bob!” said Johnny Bull

“That’ll put you on the shelf for days,”
said Nugent. 5

Bob Cherry nodded gloomily.

“J sha'n’t be able to go to Aldershot,” he
said. .

“And Carr’s backed out,” said Harry Whar-
ton. “8o Russell’'s our only hope.”

But Fate had decreed that Dick Russell,
the last hope of.the Remove, should not go
to Aldershot. 3

Later in the day Russell had a telegram
stating that his mother was seriously ill, and
he was given the Head’s permission to go
home until the crisis was over.

Harry Wharton & Co. were baffled and
helpless.

Three candidates had been chosen to repre-
sent Greyfriars in the lightweights, and not
one of'the three was available.

“You'll have to go yourself, Harry,” said
Bob Cherry, “and take Smithy with you.”

But Wharton shook his head.

“I'm fairly useful with my fists, and so
“but neither of us is
up to the standard of Aldershot. If we went,
we should be knocked out in the first heat.
I’'m afraid we must say good-bye to the light~
weight ehampionship, unless we can per-
suade Carr to change his mind and go.

“Come along,” said Nugent; “we’ll put it
to him like Dutch uncles!”

And they did. But Dennis Carr remained
firm in his resolve to go over to Courtfield
on Wednesday afterncon, and accept the
challenge of Ned the Nipper.

“There’s only one place for you on Wed-
nesday afternoon, and that’s Aldershot,” said
Bob Cherry. “Why don’t you play the tr_ame?
You can see how we're fixed. I'm crocked,
and Russeil’'s beén called home, And it’s up
to you to go to Aldershot and bag the light-
weight champlonshlp—or have a {,ood shot at
it, anyway.”

“Hear hear .

To the wrath and consternation of the
Famous Five, Dennpis Carr stuck to his guns.

Come what may, he must win that twenty-
five pounds, and save Hazeldene from ex-
pulsion. By taking this step he was putting
himself right outside the pale. He. was court-
ing unpopularity and enmity.

But Dennis did not falter. He had made
his compact with Hazeldene, and whether he
would .succced or fail in his efforts to save
that unhappy junior remained- to be seen.

THE END,_
(Ancther grand story of Harry Wharton &
Co. next week, entitled: ** THE SCHOOLBOY

CHAMPION!?* By Frank Richards. = Make
a point of ordering your copy EARLY!)
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A THRILLING NEW STORY OF THE

in This Week’s “*GEM?*” Library? 9

FAMOUS DETECTIVE.

INTRODUCTION.
Ferrers Locke receives an urgent message
from Marcus Hannaford, of Regent's Park,

requesting his assistance. Hannaferd, who, it
appears, was the means of the death of Boris
Stephénoft, is being hounded down by Stephan-
oft’s brother Ivan, who is determined to have
revenge.

On arriving at Hannaford's flat, Locke finds
Hannaford dead, with a man, John Hay, who
lp!euds innocent of the murder, bending over
him.

The detective determines to prove Hay's
innocence, and when the officials from Scot-
fand Yard arrive Hay is introduced as his
secretary. x

Returning to his flat, Locke finds Ivan
Stephanoff awaiting him. -Stephanoff pleads
his innocence of the crime, but the detective
refuses him personal assistance.

Locke learns that Ivan Stephanoff once did
Iiay a kindness, and that Hay, thinking him
guilty, kept his name back to shield him.

Next day, Yerrers Locke returns-to Hanna-
ford’'s flat to investigate further.

(Now read on.)

A Bit of Steel ! &
ERRERS LOCKE drew back, and, occu-
pying the position where he judged

Marcus Hannaford had stood at the 3

moment of firing, and being about
the same height, he extended his right arm
and pointed towards the paneless window
with the stem of his pipe, which he gripped
as he would have done a revolver. Then he
went out, and returned a quarter of an hour
later with a pocket air-pistol and a number
of coloured darts. He found the line of
vision and range of fire broken by three large
elms in a garden forty yards or so distant.
One after another he loosed the darts, alter-
ing his position only slightly with each shot.

“Where the darts are it isra thousand-to-
one chance Hannaford’s bullet will be,” he
told himself. And within a very short time,
by means of a rope-sling and a pair of friendly
hands, he was making a critical inspection
of the tree-trunk. All the six darts he found
embedded in the centre tree, but of a jagged
hole -such as a heavy revolver would make
there was no sign. There was, however, a
compensating discovery--a number of small
and shallow, newly-inflicted pits, all within
an area of a square foot or so; and from
one of these Locke dug out something which’
he wrapped carefully up and put safely in
his pocket-beok.

The murder had now taken on a fresh
interest for-him, the interest of throwing light
on what at first seemed an insoluble crime.
Back in Marcus Hannaford’s library, he had
the place to himself, except for a meek-eyed
constable, smoking stolidly in the dead man’s
revolving armchair.

“Jhings don’t seem to be moving very
briskly, Dykes,” he said, removing his hat and
gloves, and closing the door.

The policeman looked up.

“Don’t they, sir? I thought they was be-
ginning to hum a bit.  They've got the
assassin. You know that?”

“No.” Locke's strong face greyed suddenly.
“Name of Stephanoff, ain't he?”
“Who told you?"”

“Mr. Fox, sir. He rang up five minutes

ago. Told me to tell you if you looked in
again.”
Locke went on with his inspection as

thongh the news left him utterly cold. He
had stopped on the library side of the bed-
room—stopped to look at something swaying
gently in the sun-kissed wind that blew
through the shattered window. It was a
length of the finest silk thread of a dark blue
colour depending from the portiere-rod that
ran along the top of the door.

“Dykes, how long have you been here—in
this room, I mean?” he asked suddenly.

The policeman yawned tiredly.

“ Ever since midnight. My relief ain’t come
yet. Mr. Fox, he left me here, and said
I could knock off at two, and he'd send
me someone else. I suppose—"

“Do you remember, Dykes, was there a
curtain hanging on that door?” Locke asked.

“There was, sir; a heavy plush curtain—
darkish blue or black.”

“Where is it?”

“Someone took it down. sir. Sir Kenpeth
Moseley, he went off with the key of the
bed-room door in his pocket. They took the
curtain down to wrap the body in.”

“H'm! And who cleared up the bloodstains
on the carpet?”

“The caretaker, sir, a fellow name of
Garley. Mr. Fox fetched him up, sir, to do
a bit o' tidying up. People's boots, sir, was
beginning to tread all over the place.”

“Thank you. I'm going along to the
station, Dykes; I'll see about a relief.”

He went slowly down the stairs. The

length of thread reposed also in his pocket-’

book, and the spot where it had hung upon
the rod was marked.

“In the hall a man in shirt-sleeves was
taking the number down from the fanlight.
No. 20 had a sinister attraction for morbidly
curious lookers-on to-day.

Locke touched the man on the sleeve as he
descended from his task.

“Is your name Garley?”

“Yes, sir. I'm the caretaker of this block.”

“My name is Locke—Ferrers Locke. I'm a
private detective. I was the first on the scene
of the murder last night. L want to ask you
a few questions.”

“Sorry, sir; but Mr. Barkleigh Fox—he's a
Scotland Yard official—he waraed me not to
answer any questions about the crime or to
speak of it to anybody.”

Locke smiled encouragingly.

“I don't want to ask you anything about
the murder. Perhaps I could tell you and

‘Mr. Fox more than you will ever know. Now,

Garley, see if you can remember what I am
going to ask you.” He pressed a coin into
the man’s willing palm. “Did you sweep the
carpet in Mr. Hannaford’s room this morn-
fng—I mean the room he used as a library?”
~&¥ did, sir; the room where the crime—"

“Never mind about the crime; we’re not
talking of that. Did you find anything on the
floor?”

“Nothing of any
nothing at all.” *

“1 don't mean anything connected with the

consequence, sir—no,

.- A Grand New Story, -~ |
dealing with the Adventures ¢
ol FERRERS LOCKE, the
-.-  Famous Detective. -i-

By MAURICE EVERARD.

B o e o e o o e e e e e e e o

murder. Were there any odds and ends lying
about?” E

“No, sir— Ah, I remember!
one little thing, a bit of steel.”

“A bit of steel?”

“Yes, sir. It looked like a clip or spring
of some sort.” -

“Where is it?”

“I threw it away with the rest of the
rubglsh into the dustbox. It wasn't no
good.”

“Where's the dustbox?”

“Outside, sir. Would you like to see it?”

“I should.”

Garley led the way to the back, where a
row of refuse-bins stood against the wall:

“Half-a-sovereign for you if you find me
Jhe elip or spring.”

Garley earned the half-sgvereign, and
handed to the detective a fairly large metal
clip, which formed, as the caretaker said, a
moderately strong spring.

Locke's interest was deepening. He ran
his gloved hands through the dust, and added
something more to his pocket-book. At thae
station he got on the track of the plush
curtain in which the body had been carried
to the mortuary. This he examined with
speeial care.

A little after five he returned to his flat.

Peters met him in the vestibule.

“Inspector Fox, sir, is waiting upstairs te
see you.”

Locke went up to his room three stepas
at a time. From the inner office a scornful
voice arrested him. He stopped, his hand
on the door.

“You are a coward as well as a bully te
make such suggestions against an innocent
fellow!” John Hay was saying. “Only wait
till Mr. Locke returns. I shall tell him
everything you have said.”

Fox laughed harshly.

“You haven’t answered my question yet,
How long has Locke employed you?”

“Long enough to make himself responsible
that Mr. Hay receives respectful treatment
at your hands!” thundered Locke, striding in.
“Now, Detective:Inspector Fox, if you have
any questions to ask, direct them to me.
Hay, would you mind going into my private
room and filing the rest of my letters? I
will ring when I want you.”

He went out very white-faced, leaving the
rival detectives to the threatenming storm.

There was

Who Killed Marcus Hannaford ?

The Scotland Yard man scowl
ingly took a seat.

“Thank you!' he said, in aggressive tones,
“I've seen fit to question your typist.”

“ A course I should not for an instant have
allowed you to take had-I been here. Like
most officious officials, you take too much
upon yourself, The exigencies produced by
your own futility call for the starting of a
hare. Anything for a chase, false scent ot
no.”

Fox fidgeted under the scathing tones.

“T'm pot satisfied, Locke, I tell
straight !”

I OU may sit down,” Locke said, fixing
. i Fox with a frigid glance.

¥ou
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¢ Satisfied about what, pray?’ the younger
man asked, an amused smile playing about his
thin lips.

“ That Mr. Hay is as innocent of this matter
as he pretends to be.”

“ OR1?

“TI've found*out ke isn’'t your secretary.”

“ That is news. I thought he was. Anyway,
he is doing secretarial work for me now.
Would you like to look into the next room?”

Fox was getting annoyed.

“ 1 mean, he hasn’t been long.”

“ I don’t ask your permission as to whom
or how often I engage a secretary.”

‘“ Perhaps not, Locke; but you are throw-
ing dust in our eyes over this young man.”

. “* Young gentleman, pleasel”

“ Well, young gentleman. What is the
difference?” he snarled. ** You didn't know
him_before last night!” :

“ Wouldn't you find that rather difficult
to prove?”

“ Anyway, he wasn’t working for you before
tien.  I've looked up his landiady——"

Locke straightened himself in his chair,
amused nonchalance falling away.

‘“ Look here, Mr. Fox, unless you can satisfy
me you have some proper reason for inter-
fering with Mr. Hay, I shall ask you to leave.”

his

‘“ What makes you 50 cocksure?”’

“ Not cocksure—merely sure, that is all
A moment ago, you accused me of throwing
dust in your eyes. Perhaps I ean get a little
of the dust out for you. I've discovered who
killed Marcus Hannaford!”

“ You have discovered that?"”

Fox sprang up, but Locke waved him back
to his chair with a hand gesture of caln.

“I have!”

W ho 2t

“ Marcus Hannaford himself!”

“ Impossible !”

‘* Nevertheless true!’”

“ On your own showing he couldn’t possibly
have done it. How could he have shot himself
through the brain’elose by the bed-room door,
have walked almost acress a wide room, and
then have fired the second pistol? Besides,
only one bullet was found in his head. You
are mad!”

Locke rose, and placed his pocket-book on
the desk.

“ 71 am going to reconstruct and re-enact the
crime so far as space and circumstances will
allow.” .

He touched a bell, and his man appeared.

¢ Peters, ask Mr. Hay to step in. Hay, will
you stand here, please?” he said. * Now, Fox,

B

“In the loop of the thread I poise an .air-pistol charged with a red-topped
dart,’* said Ferrers l._.ocke, ‘ Now | point the muzzle of the air pistol so that
it is aimed directly at the head on the easel.”

(See this page.)

‘ As a representative of the law, I naturally

want to get at the bottom of the case.”

* Well, ean't you? I always thought you
Scotland Yard men were such a smart lob. 1
‘®eard several hours ago you had caught the
murderer.”

‘“We've got Stephanoff.”

“* Did you catch him 2"’

‘“ No; he voluntarily came forward.”

“ To confess?”’ ;

“ Noj; to establish an alibi.””

“ Did he succeed?”

‘“ Basily. He brought forward three people
who proved conclusively that they ha(s seen
hin in Baysdown Road and Modbury Street
continuously from ten minutes to nine to
nearly a %uarter-past. It appears he was going
towards the house, but was clever enough,
when he heard the shot fired, and guessed what
bhad happened, to engage a stranger in con-
versation. His only danger would have been
if he could not have found the stranger again
to testify to the truth of his statement. That
was why he had vanished when we went to
arrest him, in order to find this man., He was
socessful, luckily for him, and our case
against him collapses. We are no nearer now
to getting the murderer than we were last
night, unless—-"" 2 .

*“ Unless you can work up a fantastic cgse
against an innocent young man, I'm afrdid
that won't do, Fox. But,I'll give you credit
for this—you are right when you say Stephan-
pfi did not commit the crime,’”?
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you see that door leading from Hannaford’s
library into his bed-room? Fortunately, over
the door, as in Hannaford's room, hangs a
curtain from a portiere rod. Peters, in the
lumber-room upstairs, you will find a rook.
rifle, and on the mantelshelf some small six-
shot cartridges. Bring them down with the
gun.”

He stepped out a few paces from the window
near the door to a spot almost in the centre
of the room, where he placed an easel, and on
a large sheet of cardboard, at a height of
hetween five and six feet, he drew-a rough
representation of a man’s head.

‘“ You will notice, Fox, that for the purpose
of demonstrating my case, I am using in
several important particulars the actual
materials found by myself in the dead man’s
room. For instance, this loop of biue silk
thread; I tie it to the rod, and allow it to
hang down before the curtain, which, were
it also dark blue, would make the thread
invisible. In the loop of the thread I poise, in
place of the small revolver initialled ¢1I. 8.,
which we know was loaded with .82 ball-cart:
ridges, an air-pistol charged with a red-topped
dart. Now I so point the muzzle of the air-
pistol that it is aimed directly at the head
on the easel—the corresponding spot to whers
Hannaford stood—and I hold the:pistol firmly
in position by clipping it with this metal
spring, which was picked up off the library
carpet, to the thick curtain. All of you please

stand near my desk. Tt doesn't matter where
I stand to firethe gun, so long as ong of the
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pellets strikes the trigger of the air-pistol;
but, to prove my case, I take up my position
by the side of the easel. Watch what happens.
Everything is in readiness. I am driven
nearly mad by the constant fear of losing my
life at the hands of a revengeful and remorse-
less man. I know that sooner or later he will
kill me. I may just as weH die by my own
hand as by his. I conceive a fiendish fdea.
I will kill myself in such a way that suspicion
will fall on him. I have Stephanoff’s own
pistol, picked up when he attempted to shoot
me ‘in Vienna a month before.
fixed in the curtain, waiting to end my life.
Nine o'clock strikes. Will he keep his promise
to come? I go to the window and look out.”.

Locke strode across the room.

“ Yes, there he is. By the light of the
street lamps I see him coming down the
road. I wait a minute, and go back. Then
1 hear a step on the stairs. A hand is on tife
door. It opens. I aime-my weapon at the other
pistol—so !’ =

He pulled the trigger of the rook-rifie. The
report drowned the tinkle of the falling glass
as most ‘'of the pellets passed through the
window-pane, shattering it to fragments, and
the click of the trigger of the air-pistol as one
of the tiny shots struck it. Every eye was
turned to the card on the easel. A red dart
quivered in the forehead of the likeness of
the man.

Fox sprang forward. a ery of amazed sur-
prise breaking from him. -

In miniature he looked again on the tragic
scene of the previous night. The air-pistol,
knocked from its hold, lay upom the carpet
close to the door leading to the inner room;
the gpring had fallen down, and reposed out
of sight amid the curtain folds; the broken
thread trailed in the draught- from the win-
dow; and the rook-rifle still sent its spiral
of blue smoke coiling lazily tewards the
ceiling.

“That was the way in which Hannaford
died,” Locke said quietly. “But the man whe
rushed in as the weapons exploded—the man
on whom he planned to throw the suspicion
of his death—was not Stephanoff at all, but
my friend Mr. Hay:” . -

For several moments Fox was too surprised
to speak.

“How did you discover all this?” he asked
at length. “I agree it can be the only pos-
sible ‘solution.” :

Locke picked up the folds of the hanging
curtains and showed a few tiny holes.

“In my search for the bullet fired by
Hannaford, I discovered the key to the whole
mystery. He never fired a cartridge loaded
with a leaden ball at all. To make quite sure
of hitting the trigger of the pistol pointed at
his own head he loaded one chamber of his
revolver with a ecartridge similar to the one
I used in the rook-rifle. The majority of the
bullets passed through the window. One--
perhaps more than one—-hit the-trigger, and
several . passed through the curtain and
dropped into the pile of the carpet. A tree
in line with the window, and where Hanna-
ford stood, was riddied with them. -I found
the rest among the litter which the care-
taker took downstairs after he swept tha
room. Now, Mr. Fox, you are at liberty to
put the case before the Yard. I have finished
with it to my entire satisfaction.” And he
bowed the Scotland Yard man out.

What the Vault- Held !
w NE early motning in spring Peters
came into his master’s room bearing
a card on a tray. Ferrers Locke
picked up the pasteboard and read:

“Mr. Charles Fox Quenaby,
Brampton Hall, Northants,
Philanthropists’ Club.”

®Quenaby !” Locke turned him up swiftly
in “Who's Who.” “Ah, I have -him—mil-
lionaire, philanthropist, great supporter of
the present Government, possessor of
honorary degrees from leading universities,
a man much in the public eye. I wonder

It is there; -

what he wants? Peters, show Mr. Quenaby .

in1?

Locke set a chair where the shaded sun-
light of the clear, spring morning would fall
on his visitor’s face.

“Mr. Quenaby. Good-morning!
Perrers Locke, at your service.
down "

It was a fine big man who slid inertly,
rather than sat down, in the chair Locke in-
dicated, a man- ordinarily of commanding
presence, but now physically shrunken and
mentally crumpled up by something that had

Yes, I am
Please sit
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set a tragic seal of despair on his ususlly
florid face. There were dark shadows, too,
about the penetrating, restless eyes, and a
nervous, unhealthy twitching at the corners
gf his mouth that told of ill-suppressed agita-
ion,

“Mr. Quenaby, you are in trouble!”
Locke’s grave voice was encouraging. “Be-
lieve me, you can talk quite freely here!”’—
for the other’s glance was rtoving jerkily
round the room, as though he expected the
hangings and the pictures to have ears.
“The walls are steel-lined, the glass every-
where of plate and treble thickness, and those
who move about my person above suspicion.”
The philanthropist’s head drooped to his
chest.

“I suppose it’s no use hiding anything from
& man like you, Mr. Locke, when one wants
help,” he said reflectively.

Locke forced an inscrutable smile.

“That depends. 1 never force confidences.”

“The position, you see, is more than deli-

- cate for me. I want you—I must have you
come in on this case.
derstand, is no object. But to understand
what is required of you I must begin with
a half-veiled confession. Mr. Locke, you
know me as Charles Fox Quenaby, of Prince’s
(iate and Brampton Hall, the man who thinks
and speaks and deals in millions.”

“I haye your public career here.”” Locke’s
slim hand tapped the red-covered hook of
references

“You have only the purposely revealed side
there, Mr. Locke, the shining facets shown
to a receptive and admiring world. There is
another side, a darker” side, which neithet

you nor any living soul must know till after |

I and those dependent on me have mouldered
to dust in the grave. It will be an astound-
ing revelation when it is made public; but
if all goes well that will net be until years
after my wife’s and my own death. I want
you as I go along most carefully to weigh
every word I speak.”

“1 notice you make no mention of possecss-
ing children.”

“1 have none, nor am I ever likely to have.
I married late in life. We shall come to that
later.” . He wiped the moisture from his
troubled forehead. “You have heard of me
as a proud, ambitious man, wio, between
ourselves, has hopes one day to see his name
figuring in there.” He pointed to a gilt-
floreated copy of “Debrett.”

“You mean you look for a peerage?”

“At no remote date; possibly in the next
hono’grs list.  But everything depends on
you. ‘

“Qn me!”?

“On your ability to keep up the screen |

which for years has sheltered my past from
discovery. I have told you there is a dreadful
chapter in my life story. What that seeret
is, while I live, concerns neither you nor
any living soul. At my death things will be
different. It will be right then that the
whole truth about Charles Fox Quenaby
shall become known. I realised that long
ago, and prepared for it accordingly.”

“In what way?”

“I put on record the truth about myself—
the most amazing document ever pemnned by
human hands. When you have got the full
significance of that securely fixed in the back
of your brain, and realise how vitally im-
portant to jue and all my dearest hopes in-
violable secrecy concerning that strange docu-
ment is, dismiss i temporarily, and fix your
attention on the mystery which now baffles
me.”

“Go on, please.”

“Three years ago I married a wonderfully
beautiful and accomplished lady. T 'was then
fifty-seven, .she was forty-onc. Here. is her
portrait.” S o

“Your wife is English, of course?”’

, “A Suffolk lady, Mr. Locke. She was a
widow when I married her. We have been
ideally happy.”

“Does she know of this
past??

“No. It would kill her if she did.”

“I should like the facts leading up to your
visit here this morning—sequentially, of
eourse,” © - i = .

Quenaby toyed with his gloves.

“They are these. I have, as you may be
aware, business offices in London. It isn’t
often I come to town to attend them for any

- gonsiderable time. When I do, of necessity I
return home late. Such was the case on
Tuesday evening last.2

seereb in your

Money, you will un- |

“The eleventh of this month?”

“Precisely. I reached the Hall soon after
midnight. I looked into my wife’s room, Mr.
Locke, and found it vacant, her bed unslept
in, and my wife nowhere to he seen.”

The detective betrayed no sign of surprise.

“You had told her not to expect you hack
early ?”.

“By telegram.”

“Which she received?”

“Oh, quite safely! I have since discovered
the wire in the dining-room.” .

“She would usually, then, regard such a
telegram as an intimation not to wait up.”

“That was the understanding betwecn us.”
© “What happened afterwards?”

“For the next few hours I spent the most
unhappy time of my life. I was frantic. My
wife had gone without a word of farewell,
without a last good-bye.
shocic almost turned my brain.”

“I quite understand,” was all Locke said.

The philanthropist leaned forward and
placed the ball of the forefinger of his right
on the tip of the first finger of the left.

“Now, mark ali that followed in careful
order. I roused the servants. My wife had
apparently gone; but as if to disprove this
were the facts that her store of clothes was
untouched. No bag, portmanteau, or dressing-
case was missing, nor had anyone sees her
leave the Hall.” ; :

‘¢ it is merely an ordinary case of
murder,” said the Scotiand Yard
Detective.

“Who saw-her last?? :

“James, the butier, at a quarter to eleven
on the night of the eleventh. She told him
net to wait up for me, as I should go straight
to bed, took a silver candlestick from the
stand in the hall—a fad of hers ‘always to
retire by candlelight—and mounted the stairs
to her own room. Over what followed im-
penetrable mystery hung, until I myself dis-
covered Mrs. Quenaby three hours later
locke,gl in the steel vault beneath the man-
sion.

Locke drew a surprised breath.

“I suppose she could not have locked her-
self in?”

“That is out of the question, except for
a lunatic. Another hour in that vault would
have suffocated her.”

“Has your wife given any explanation how
she came to be in such an extraordinary and
dangerous position?”

“None at all. She ean. throw no light on
the happening.
in truth and justice, in woman’s love and
honour, I pin my faith on every word she
says. She tells me that a few minutes after
James had gone to his room she came down-
stairs to fetch something she had forgotten.
She remembers reaching the hall, but nothing
more.” -

“What was in the vault before you dis-
covered in it your wife’s senseless body??

“Money—a considerable sum in notes and
gold—and the document which I have pre-
viously spoken ‘of, the document which, if
ever its contents become knewn, will brimg

Mr. Locke, the.

Mr. Locke, as I now believe |
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irretrievable ruin and lasting shame on what
is now an honoured name.”

“And the document has been stolen?”

“Yes.” =

“Anything besides? Any money?”

“Yes, all the gold, but not the notes.
They were left untouched.”

“That is strange.”’

“I cannot understand it at all.”

“Was your wife aware of the existence
of this document—I mean, without knowing
its contents or import?”

“I am cerbain she wasn’t.”

“And she knows nothing about it now?”

. “There is my only ray of cousolation—up

to the present she doesn’t. Mr. Locke, can

you understand my feelings—the hopeless fear

that consumes me night and day--the dread -
of losing my wife’s love, my good name, and

of dragging'hers down in shame? For merey's

sake, help me unravel this mystery! Get

back that paper before whoever has it makes

use of its secret!”

“You realise, Mr. Quenabhy, there are two
ways in which the person who has stolen the
document may choose to exert his power—
either to expose your past, or to blackmul
you as the price of his silence?”

“Either means living torture for me. Mr.,
Locke, you must put an end to this intoler
able -strain!” =

“Right!” replied Locke, with sudden brisk-
ness. “I will come down to Brampton -and

see what can be done.”
Scotland Yard, he found # note in

’ Locke’s handwriting awaiting, It

ran as follows: :

>

— e

The Circle Widens.
EN John Hay, Locke’s temporary
secrebary, returned from . visit to

“Pack sufficient clothes for a week or two
in the country, and joig me main-line gepar-
ture platform Euston midday.”

he detective strolled up, dressed in ser
viceable tweeds, a few minutes before the
train was due to start.

“I’ve reserved a first at the front end,” hae
said to Hay. “I almost wish this wasn’t a
business trip after all.””

Before many minutes had gone, however, he
had run over the main peints of the philaa-
thropist’s story.

“Poor Mr. Quenaby! I feel quite sorry for
him,” Hay said. “As_you say, he will Icse
the love and esteem of his wife unless the
paper is recovered.”

“I am glad your view of the case coincides
with mine,” the detective agreed. “I dou't
see why, because the man once made a
dreadful mistake—a mistake 1 honestly he-
lieve he has long since repented of-—-ke
should be allowed to lose what he holds rcost
dear—the affection and esteem of his heau
tiful wife—if we can possibly prevent it.”

“Do _you regard Mrs. Quenaby as ahove
suspicion ?”?

“Mere consideration for a woman makes
me, for the moment, give her the benefit of
the doubt. No one is above suspicion in a
case like this. We.have to reckon the worst
part is yet to come. When systematic hlack-
mail begins, real tragedy occupies the stage.”
+ “But nothing in that direction has hap-
pened so fari” o &

“Nothing. The person who stole the docu-
ment is taking time to perfect his .or her
plans.” .

“Then what do you want me to deo, Mr.
Locke ?*?

“Keep an eye on Mrs. Quenaby. Find out
everything you can about her. Stay in the
village, put up at one of the cottages, fre-
quent the church, get to know Mrs. Quenaby’s
maid, find ouf, where she shops, who supplied
her clothes., At the end of a week we will"
meet, you and I, and compare” notes.”

“And you?” :

“T shall be staying at the Hall as Quenaby's
guest.  Of course, if the whole case should
collapse suddenly I will let you know; but
I don’t think it will. This is no ordinary
mystery. The problem is going to tax hoth
of -us to the uttermost.”

(There will be another muagnificent instal
ment of this arand detective serial next week,
Look out for it!) x =
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THE LIFE STORY OF FAMOUS EDDIE POLO STARTS TO-DAX;!

The Llf)% SIory
EDDIE POLO

A Thrilling Story of the Famous Film Star’s Early Struggles and Triumphs.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Eddie Polo Wins His Spurs.

HE glare of the lights and the blare
of the-brass band from the travelling
circus situated outside the town made
a strong appeal to each and every

individual of the mixed population of San
Francisco.

Crowds could be seen wending their way
towards the large tent.

Young and old, women and men, were
equally attracted. Family parties, with the
son and heir talking loudly and excitedly of
the wonderful things he hopes to see; young
men with their chosen lady friends carelessiy
explaining how simple the meést difficult
tricks really are—all strolled towards their
Mecca of the eyening.

The circus—a travelling affair, known as
Busto's World-Famous Menagerie and Circus
—visited San Francisco twice a year, and
stayed, on each occasion, but two nights.

This was the last performance of the
present visit; and, with memories of former
years, the population knew there would he a
prize offered to any local man who could
retain his seat on the untamed pony for more
than five minutes.

The vast tent was fully otcupied, and the
atmosphere was blus with smoke from hun-
dreds of pipes and cigarettes. Every avail-
able seat had been taken, and even the
limited standing room had been taxed to its
utmost capacity.

“(inger,” the clown, whose hair was as
white as the powder on his face, and who was
the oldest member ¢f the troupe, was busy
keeping his audience amused until such time
ag the “boss ” decided to commence the show.

“Phat moément soon arrived. It was im-
pos;xble to pack any more people into the
tent.

One tura followed another in quick succes-
sion.- They were all very well known.

Dolly and Dot, the two musical -elephants,
made their appearance and played the same
old tunes upon the same old musical bellows.

Esta, the queen of equestriennes, repeated
her marvellous performance upon the white
thoroughbred.

The glaring posters in the town depicted
the lady riding round the ring standing on
her head on the prancing white horse.

The horse did not prance a great deal, and

not even the oldest patron could remember
seeing the daring lady do the ride on her
head.

However, it did not matter to any great
extemt.” The show was sufficiently e)mtm"
without that; and the only part which had
any great interest for the audience was the
attempt by talent to win the large money
prize.

So far this had not been accomplished. It

T,Hl: PoPULAR.—NO. 84,

was for this turn, then, that the audience
waited as patiently as possible.

In anticipation of the event many of the
local horsemen had been practising hard.

Turning double-somersaults and shouting as
loudly as his lungs would permit, Ginger, the
clown, made his appearance in the centre
of the ring.

Del Rogeriguo, the remarkable Spanish
trapeze artiste, had just completed his pet-
formance, and was sitting calmly upon a
bar suspended at a dizzy height above the
safety net, smiling his thanks to the audience.

“Hallo-oah! Hallo-oah!” roared Ginger.
“Silence for his Mighty Mightiness, who
cometh forth to offer pourbairs unto those
who can take them!”

The moment had arrived, and Mr. Busto,
the fat and florid owner of the circus, walked
slowly and impressively inte the centre of
the ring. He held up his fat, red hand for
silence.

“Ladies and gentlemen !” he roared. “In
haccordance with my usual custom, I ham
about to hoffer five hundred dollars to any
member of the audience who can hearn it!”

The delighted audience shouted their ap-
proval in no uncertain manner.

““In hother times,” continued Mr. Busto,
“I "ave hoffered this money to the man who
could stay on the back of my pony, Fire.
Eater, which 'orse, ladles and gentlemen, has
never yet been ridden.”

“To-night I ’ave decided to give this large
sum of money to hany individual who will
go up on to the trapeze and do the tricks
whicli our world-famous artiste, Del Roger-
iguo, will show ’im!”

There was a murmur of disappointment as
Mr. Busto paused to notice the effect of his
words.

Mr. Busto noticed the discontent his words
had occasioned, and held up his fat hand
again for silence.

“Ladies and genflemen,” he shouted, “1
regret to cause you this disappointment,
but ?’—here he drew his right hand across his
eyes—“this morning I suffered a horful loss.
Fire-Eater smashed a bone in his leg and
‘ad to be shot!”

He paused again, and gazed round the facedy
of his audience. The murmurs of disappoint-
ment changed into those of sympathy.

Ginger now took a hand in the conversa-
tion, as was his custom.

“Hallo-oah!” he roared. “Where are all
the fellows who wish to find a short and
easy way out of this world of trouble? I
will promise all who attempt to win this
prize a decent funeral. Now, then, walk up!”

In place of the ugual crowds who answered
this sporting offer only one person came
forward.

He was a short youth with an amazing erop
ofgdhick, jet-black hair, and sparkling eyes of

the same colour, which gazed fearlessly out
upon the surprlsed audience.

In stature he was short, but stolidly built.
His compact body and springy walk spoke
of great strength and agility, capable of
withstanding almost any strain, and the clear
eye expressed a wonderful nerve and unfailing
judgment.

A rousing cheer of encouragement went up
as this youth vaulted lightly over the bar-
ricade from a front seat.

“Go it, young 'un!”

Mr. Busto was cvidently surpnsm that any
person should take his offer. He gazed at
the sprightly youth who presented himself.
This young man could hardly have been a
trapeze artiste, and certainly could not have
had any practice.

Mr. Busto demurred slightly at accepting
the responsibility, but the young fellow ap-
peared quite decided.

“What is your name;
demanded Ginger.

“Polo!” was the reply. “Eddie Polo!”

Ginger turned to the audience.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he roared, “Mr.
Eddie Polo has decided to make the attempt.
I am sure we all wish him good luck.”

There was a suppressed air of excitement
throughout the tent as the black-haired youth-
made his way to the dressing-room. In a
few moments he was back, clad in the tights
supplied him by the management.

He walked slowly towards the rope, and
then, with the agility of a monkey, which
surprised the audience and Mr. Busto, he
quickly climbed to the topmest rung. Here
he seated himself, and smiled cheerfully at
Del Rogeriguo on the opposite side.

“I am ready!” he called out.

Del Rogeriguo smiled back. It would not
be difficuit, he thought to himself, to dispose
of this young, man.

The Spaniard grasped the pole, upon which
he was sitting, with both hands, and, gently
swinging to and fro, suddenly released his
hold, and, turning a double somersault in
mid-air, £éll down into the safety net thirty
feet below

Not a sound ceuld he heard in the vast
tent. The audience knew quite well that
the trick, however simple it appeared, was
a difficult one to perform, and that to fall
into the net without hurt was even more
difficult.

Eddie Polo smiled as he saw the tense
espression on the hundreds of faces sur-
rounding him, and, grasping the pole as the
Spaniard had done, performed the trick with
as much grace as the star artiste.

He landed in front of Del Rogeriguo, still
smiling.

“And the next?’ he said.

Del Rogeriguo did not seem at all pleased
at the-easy manner in -which the stranger

young fellow??
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had ‘performed his hardest trick. He climbed
up to the bars again. - i
matter what he did after that, the
smiling youth on the opposite bar followed
as easily and as gracefully. And, after each
stunt, the Spaniard became visibly more and
more annoyed. .
The audience screamied their delight and
encouragement, while Mr. Busto below
gazed in amazement, and ceaselessly
fidgeted at the roll of notes in his hand.
The Spaniargn could think of nothing else
alled down to his “boss.”
Mr. Busto glanced round at the audienece.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he roared, “for
the first time in my life ¥ ’ave to pay out
this prize. After such an exhibition, we
¥¥USt all agree that the little man deserves

Eddie Polo swarmed down the reope to the
ground, and approached Mr. Busto to collect
his_prize. ;

He bowed his acknowledgments to the
excited audience, and made his way back to
the dressing-room. :

It was here that Mr. Busto found him a
few moments later.

“Look ’‘ere,” hie said, “I've never seen any-
thi7ng like that show of yours. Will you join
s v

He fired the question at Eddie Polo.

Polo’s black eyes twinkled with excite-
ment and delight.

“There’s, nothing I'd
replied.

And from that day Eddie Polo became a
member of Busto's Word-Famous: Mcenagerie
and _Circus.”

like better,” he

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Fight With Del Rogeriguo.
: DDIE POLO left the circus that night

; with his head in a whirl.

The stroke of luck which had s
suddenly come his way caused him
the greatest astonishment.

The one type of life he had always louged
for, without warning, had opened its arms
to him, and, with the impetuosity of ycuth,
he grasped the opportunity.

He knew he would never regret his change
of life. He had the certain feeling within
him that he could make a great success of
his newly-chosen career.

So he strode along,  as happy as it was
possible” to be. - =

Life hgld nothing for him unless he could
obtain that excitément for which his whole
being craved.

There is nothing finer than to knmow that
cne’s whole life depends®upon one’s own
quickness of thought, and the power of self-
control.

Liddie, therefore, the following morning,

'as eager t0 commence his new duties.

When he reported his arrival the next da
he was surrounded by the other members
of the company, who showered their con-
gratulations upon him.

They had heard nothing else since the boy’s
performarnce of the previous night than <r.
Busto’s opinion of the wonderful possibilities
of the nimble athlete who had carried off
his five hundred dollars.

“Mark my words,” Mr. Busto had stated to
the assembled company at breakfast that
morning, “that boy’il be a famous athilete
some day mighty soon, and I”—and all
present remembered the way he had puffed
out his chest—“T will start him on that road

.to fame!”

And so Xddie, tinbeknown to himself, was
looked upon as a man with a great future
before him. The professional who has only
just failed to reach the top of the ladder—
and most of the members of the circus com-
pany came under that category—is always
generous with his wishes for the future of
4Ny newcomer.

All the company assembled to greet Eddie

a3 he made his way through the piles of

wooden cases, and all expressed their sin-
cere pleasure—with the one exception of Del
Rogeriguo.

The Spaniard, previously the oniy aerobat
of any importance in the circus eompany,
felt that his position was becoming weaker,
and that probably very scon he would lose
his job.

There, was no part in his nature which
would allow of that generous expression of
goodwill so noticeable in the. rest of the
company. It was entirely forsign to him to-

© say, or even think, “Well, if he is a better

athlete, let him win.”

And, as he stood with the rest of the
company, he scowled fiercely. -

Ginger, the clown, noticed the nasty look

which came over the man’s face; but Ginger
was a wise person—much wiser than his make-
up and general behaviour at public perfor-
manees would lead people to believe.

Also, he had had a vast experience of the
petty jealousy which prompts men to wreak
Yengeance upon an innoeent rival,-

He said nothing, until, while showing Eddie
round the eircus, pointing out the work
which would be expected . of him, he could
whisper a word of warning in the young
acrobat’s ear.

“Loak out for storms from Del Rogeriguo,”
he sald. “I think the boss wants you to take
his place, and, if that is the ease, the
Spaniard will not like it, and may try some
funny tricks.”

“But, why?” remarked Eddie. “Surely
there is room for two of us in a cireus of this
size” :

“Yes, but there ig only room for one of
you at the top.”

And Ginger stopped the conversation in
order to show Polo the work he had to do
in preparation for the move.

This consisted, ¢hiefiy, of dismantling the

your show last night, I am going to offex
you the pesition of leading.acrobat in this
circus. Apart from the fact that I do nod
much-like the present fellow, Del Rogeriguo,
I think your performance Is heaps better
than his. Will you take the job?”

Eddie Polo gasped in amazement.

“Sure,” he stammered, as soom as he had
regained his breath, _ g

“Goeod!” continued Mr. Busto. “Then we'll
see you * starred ’ at our next stopping-plaee.
I have already told the Spaniard of my
decision. By the way, if there is any trouble
with him, let me know.”

Por the second time within twenty-four
hours, Eddie was overcome at his fremendous
good luck. However, he determined to work
hard, and to prove to the boss that his
faith in him was nofy misplaced. e would
show them some redaliy thrilling acrobatic
stunts, and =o justify his appointment.

He felt sorry for Del Rogeriguo; but, after
all, it was the fortune of life. :

As- he made his way back to his position
in the column he felt a tap on his shoulder.

He turned round, and found himseli Tooks

horror of the spectators, the net collapsed and Eddie Poio continued his

An ominous sound, like the cracking of a large whip was heard, and to thd ’
mad dash downwards. [Sec this page.)

trapeze ropes and packing them in their
boxes.

" Eddie set about the work with a good will,
and soon all the boxes were ready for load-
ing on to one of the great vans which waited
outside.

The boxes were soon packed on to the
trailers, horses were hitched up, -and the
men were standing by to commence the
move. =

Mr. Busto walked along the road towards
his caravan. .

“Good-morning, Polo!” he shouted, as he
pussed by Eddie, standing in eonversation
with one of the men in charge of the
clephants. “Come along to see me at the
top of the column when we are on the
Jmove.” :

And the genial owner walked along the
line of waggons, looking critically at each
as he passed.

“Tine fellow that,” said the elephant-man,
nodding his head in the direction of the
departing boss. “One of the best!”

Further conversation was prevented by the
man’s effort to get his charges on the move.

The colunn made its way slowly along the
dusty road. When they had proceeded a
mile or so, Eddie walked along to the boss’s
caravan.

“Ah, come in!” said Mr. Busto cheerfully.
“You must know my wife and daughter, as
we in the circus are just like one big family.”

Eddie Polo climhed into the caravan, and
was surprised to see that Mr. Busto's
daughter was none other than Esta, the,
dainty queen of the equestriennes, whose per-
formance had so :pleased him the night
before. 5

“Now, Eddie,” continued Mr.- Busto, “after

b

ing into the face of “Del Rogeriguo. The
Spaniard was livid with rage and disappoint-
ment, and it was with great difficulty that
he controlled himself sufficiently to speak.

“You have twisted me out of my job!”
he cursed. “I will kill you, sir!”

And Le made a violent thrust at Eddie
with a long, dangerous-looking stiletto.

Eddie Polo, for the first time, then found
the valuc of hig training as an acrobat.

Flinging himself backward, e avoided the
murderous. thrust, and the Spaniard over-
balanced himself with- the power he had
put behind thé blow.

Del Rogeriguo had not time for a second
onslaught, for, as quick as lightning, Eddie
sprang upon hiwm, and delivered a smashing
blow to the point of the chin. The halt-
caste collapsed ag if he had been poleaxed.

Eddie glanced down at the writhing villain.

“I sheuldn’t try that again,” he said
grimly—#at, least, not when I happen to be
looking at you.”

And he turned on his heel, leaving the
Spaniard to collect his wits -and to pick
himself up.

Nobhody had witnessed the affair, and the
rest of the journey passed without incident.

Late in the afternoon the circus reached
its next stopping-place, and all hands were
demanded to prepare the tent for the first
performance. It was then that Eddie learned
how hard the life of the circus man was to
be. But he did not flinch ab heavy work:

The news that he was to take the place
of Del Rogeriguo had quickly spread through
the company. Posters had been written by
the seenic artist, announcing-the first show

(Continued on page=18.)
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TOMMY DODD'S, AcMogiticent Long

: JIMMY SILVl,ER & Co.
MISTAKE! | o Recknooc

I . e OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
- Three in a Fix.
8¢ 00K out!”
“What’s the row?”
“Classical cads!” growled Tommy
Dodd. *

“Oh,; what rotten luck!”

The three Tommies of the Modern side at
Rookwood looked exasperated, as they felt,

It was a half-holiday at Rookwood, and
the weather, for once in a way, had con-
descended to be fine. Nearly everybody was
cut of doors. Jimmy Silver &  Co., of the
Classical side, were omn the cricket-ground.
The Classical studies were deserted. So were
the Modern studies, for that matter. Tnd

+ the opportunity had seemed excellent to
Tommy Dodd for paying a visit to the
quarters of his old rivals, and preparing a
little surprise for them when they came in.

Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle were in the junior passage on the
Classical side, outside the door of the end
study. They had been about to enter that
celebrated study, when Tommy Dodd gave
the alarm,

There were footsteps on the stairs, and the
voice of Lovell of the Fourth could be heard
in the distance:

“Rot! We can rehearse after dark, Jimmy,

you ass! Much better stick to cricket while
the rain’s off.”
“Oh, my bhat! They're coming is fo

rehearse!” said Tommy Cook.

“Caught, be jabbers!” growled Doyle.

The Modern raiders were fairly caught.

They hadn’t raided the end study yet.
They had only just arrived on the scene, and
the Fistical Four were coming upstairs, and
retreat was cut off.

The three Tommies would not have shrunk
from a fistical encounter with the four
Classicals, but it would need only dne yell
to bring a crowd of Classicals on the scene,
and’ then the venturesome Moderns would
certainly have been booked for a ragging, to
impress - upon them the risk of raiding
Classical quarters.

“We've got to bunk!” muttered Cook.

“They're in the way. We can’t.”

“Rush them before the other bastes can
come on,” suggested Doyle.

Tommy Dodd shook his head quickly.

“Better dodge. Get into the box-room.
We can clear oft after they're gone into the
study.”

“Bgt—
“Buck up, ass! They'll be along in two
ticks!”

Tommy Dodd opened the door of the box-
room as he spoke. The box-room was at the
end_of the passage. The three Moderns
hurried into ¥, and Tommy Podd closed the
door, only 2 second or two before the Clas-
sicals came into view at the other end of
the long passage.

“Look here—" began Doyle.

“Mum’s the word, ass! I suppose they
won't come in here?" suid Tommy Dodd:
“You wild Irish duffer, do you want to be
sooted and gummed? They'll make an
example of us if they catch us raiding their
quarbers.” Tommy looked through the key-
hole. “There’s Oswald and Rawsen with
them, too! Too many for us.”

“Look here!” muttered Cook.

He pointed to several queer-looking cos-
tumes that lay on the cmpty boxes in the
room. There was a box of grease-paint also,
and several wigs, beards, and moustaches,
and a wooden leg. Tommy Dedd snorted.
The presence of the theatrical props showed

_that the box-room was to be the scene of
the Classical rehearsal.

“They’re coming in here, bedad!”

“And we shall be spotted all the same!™
grunted Cook. “We should have been safer
in the study. You're an ass, Tommy!”
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“{et out of sight!”

“Where?”’ -

“0h, use your head, fathead !” said Tommy
Dodd crossly.

There was no time to be lost. The foot-
steps and voices of the Classical juniors were
approaching the box-room.

Fortunately, there was plenty of cover.
Most of the boxes and trunks in the room
had been piled in one corner, to keep them
out of the way of the rehearsers. The three
Tommies squeezed themselves behind the
stack, which quite concealed them from view.

“Now keep quiet!’ murmured Dodd.

“Faith, but I think—"

“Shurrup !”

“Look here, Tommy Dodd—-"

“Do you want me to bash your silly napper
on the wall, Tommy Doyle?”’ demanded the
Modern leader, in sulphurous tones.

“Why, you cheeky spalpeen—-—""

“Shurrup !

The box-room door opened, and Tommy
Doyle grunted and relapsell into silence. The
three Tommies scarcely breathed.

Jimmy Silver came into the box-rcom with
his companions. The Fistical Four—Jimmy,
Lovell, Raby, and Newcome—were al there,
with Rawson, Oswald, Flynn, apd Jones
minor. The odds were far too great for even
the redoubtable Tommies to think of tack-

| ling, if they could help it. There was nothing

for it but to understudy Brer Fox, and lie
low.

“Silly rot!” Lovell was saying. “We ecan
rehearse any old time——"
“Fathead!” said Jimmy Silver. “We've

had an hour at the cricket, haven't we?”

“Well, another hour would do us good.”

“And what about the play?” -

“Oh, bother the play!™

“Qh, let's get on with it!” said Newcome.
“We've had it about for a long time now.
Those Modern worms will be nosing out ail
about, it soon, t0o.”

The three Moderns grinned behind the
stack of trunks, Newcome was quite unaware
how near his remark was to the facts.

“Yes, shut up, Lovell!” said Raby.
“We're going to knock the Modern cads with
this play. They've never thought of intro-
ducing a wooden-legged admiral into any of
their rotten plays!”

“And if they knew what a splendid
character we've got in Admiral Corker, it
would be just like them to collar it,” said
Jimmy Silver. “This play is going to beat
all records. The Moderns aren’t going fo
know anything about it till it comes off.”

“That's all very well—" began Lovell,
evidently still unsatisfied.

“0Of course it 1is,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Keep smiling. We've got to have a dress-
rehearsal before the play comes off, and
we’'ve got to have it this afternoon.”

“We've had one dress-rehearsal.”’

“Well, now we're going to have another.”

“Oh, I suppose you're bound to have your
way, Jimmy Silver.”

“Naturally,” said Jimmy ecalmly. “You
follow your Uncle James, and don’t jaw!”

“Br-r-r-r!”

“The Modern cads haven’t heard a whisper
of it so far,” remarked Rawson. *“They don’t
even know we've booked the Form-room' for
this evening.”

“PDon’t we!” murmured Tommy Dodd be-
hind the frunks.

“We'll let them know when it’s going to
start, so that they can come if they like,”
remarked Jimmy Silver genercusly. “They
can pick up a lot aboubt amateur acting by
watching us.”

Tommy Dodd shook his fist at the trunks.
The amateur actors on the Modern side did
net think that they had anything to learn
from Jimmy Silyer & Co.

“Besides,” continued Jimmy Bilver, “we’'ve
got to-have everything pat, as we shall have

a very distinguished audience. ‘Bootles has
promised to come!”

“Good I

“And old Bulkeley is going to give us a
took in. And I'm going to ask Admiral Top-
castle.”

“Who the thunder's Admiral Topcastie?”
demanded Lovell. .

“The Head's guest.”

“I didn't know the Head had a guest.”

“He hasn't, fathead! ‘The guest is coming.
Old Mack is taking the trap down to the
station for him, and he's coming to dinner.
I heard the Head telling Mack. The play
will take place after dinner, and it would be

only eivil to .send an invitation to the
admiral.” -
“Well, you cheeky ass!” said Lovell

“You're going to have the nerve to ask the
Head’s guest to come to a junior play!”

“Isn’t it a jolly good play?” demanded
Jimmy warmly. 5

“Well, you ought to know as you wrole
it,” gaid Lovell sarcastically.

“Exactly. I do know. The part of Admiral
Corker will bring the house down—I'm con-
vinced of that.”

Jimmy Silver was cast for the part of
Admiral Corker in the play, so he knew what
he was talking about.

“Admiral Corker has jolly nearly all the
play!” grunted Lovell. “He comes on in
every scene, and does nearly all the jaw!”

Jimmy Silver was sitting on a box, strap-
ping on the wooden leg. He had to twist his
own leg up at the knee to fasten on the
wooden limb. i

“0Of course, the best actor has to have the
fattest part,” said Jimmy modestly.- “Be-
sides, it needs an active chap to hop about
on a wooden leg. You would come a eropper
every other stephLovelL You're clumsy.”

“Why, you ass——"

“PBesides, you couldn't
of sight. It's too big.” ;

“You cheeky ass, your feet are bigger than
mine!” roared Lovell. ; 3

“Well, my brain’s bigger, anyway. Brains
are wanted for a really telling part like
Admiral Corker.”

“Well, 1 don’t suppose the Head's guest
will come,” grunted Lovell; “and if he does,
he won't be pleased to see a funny admiral
in the play. I can tell you that. If he's an
admiral himsgelf, he’ll think a funny admiral
off-side.”

“Oh, that's rot! I suppose the old johnnie
will have a sense of humour; sailormen
always have a sense of humour,” said Jimmy,
still busy with the artificial limb. - “And
Admiral Corker is a fine character, too;
rather touchy and peppery, but with a heart
of gold. There must be a comic character
in a play. But there are some good patrictic
speeches for him—-"

“Yes, jolly nearly all the speeches in the
play,” said Lovell. “I know I only have
a dozen lines to speak as an able seaman.”

“Well, that’s all you could remember.”

“And I don’t get much as a German spy,
said Raby. “I ealy have to say ¢ Mein Gott!’
half a dozen times. And leook here, Jimmy,
you mind how you go for me with that
weoden leg.”

“We've got to have the thing realistic,
Raby. Admiral Corker goes for the German
spy with his wooden leg, and makes him hop.
If you get a bit hurt, and yell, that will add-
to the realism.”

“If you hurt me, Admisal Corker will jolly
well get a dot in the eye.”

“Look here, Raby——"

“Suppose we get on with the bizney, and
jaw afterwards?” suggested Oswald.

“Yes; that's a good idea; these chaps
would jaw the hind leg off a mule!” said
Jimmy Silver.

“Why, you've been doing all the jawing!”
bellowed Lovell

tuck your hoof out
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“There you go again! TFor goodness’
sake, let’s get on with the washing!”

“Fathead!”
< Ass!”

And- then the amateur actors got on with
the washing.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Unrehearsed.

OMMY DODD & Co. were as quiet as
mice behind the stack of trunks in
the corner. The Classicals had not
the faintest - suspicion of their
presence there. The three Tommies were
grinning hugely. The secret of the Classical
play had been well kept, and this was the

- first Tommy Dodd had heard of it—and it
was coming off that evening! But the

. Moderns knew all about it now. And already
Tommy Dodd was turning over in his mind

schemes for making the Classical performance.

. & “frost.” - There was keen rivalry between
the Classical Players and the Modern Stage

. Society; as keen ag the rivalry im cricket
and footer.

Tommy Dodd peered cauticusly through a
small space between two trunks, which gave
kim a view of the rebearsal.

The Classical juniors had donned their
costumes.

Jimmy Silver, as the comic admiral, was
quite a striking personage. He was padded
out to a considerable stoutness. His face
was grease-painted to the hue of mahogany,
and adorned with a iringe of white whiskers
and a white moustache. A white wig covered
his curly head. His nose was tinted a deep
red, which hinted that Admiral Corker was
supposed to be fond of his grog.

Unfortunately, an admiral’'s’ uniform was
not included among the “props” of the
Classical Players, and Admiral Corker was
compelled to appear in mufti. But that
was all right, as Jimmy Silver explained,
hecause real admirals, retired, don’t wear
their uniforms at home. Jlmmy Silver had

donned a somewhat striking suit of grey
check and a bowler hat. He looked about
sixty years old now. His right leg had dis-
peared from view as far as the knee,
ng strapped up inside the trouser-leg.
The waoden leg was fixed on at the knee
and looked very natural.

Tommy Dodd had to admit that “Admiral
Corker ” was good. Jimmy had a natural
turn for acting and for making up, and the
gift of throwing himself into a character
he adopted. There was little doubbt that
Admiral Corker would be a success—unless
the Moderns intervened. =

Raby, as a German spy, wore blonde
whiskers and a spiked moustache. Probably
he did not lock much like a spy, but he
lcoked German. And he had practised very
assiduously, saying “Mein Gott!” in a grunty,
guttural voice.

Rawson was a comic policeman—a carica-
ture of P.-c. Boggs, of Coombe—whose chief
business was to chase the German spy in and
out of rooms and windows, and to fall over
the admiral’s wooden leg, and to be chased
by the admiral. The fun in Jimmy Silver’s
ping play was of a knockabout sort, which
Jimmy sagely opined was the sort to “go
down ¥ among an audience of juniors.

Newegome and Oswald were two old sailor-
men who had retired from: the sea along

with the admiral, and they had tc -wear
sailor clothes, smoke black p!pES—“V!uhO\lt

tobacco—walk with a rolling gait, and
€jaculate “Shiver my timbers!” and “Blow
my topsails!”

' Lovell was an_ able seaman; ab ze&St he

was a seaman, though Jimmy averred shat
he was not very able.

The rehearsal proceeded quite briskl
Having rehearsed a good many times bef
the juniors remembered their lincs, or n
all of them. Newcome and Oswald shive
their timbers and blowed their topsails at
o gteat rate. .hmmy Siiver. played a great

pmu with the wooden leg. . In momcnts of

excitement the peppery old. admiral was
supposed to belabour all and sundry wit
that wooden leg, and the German spy had
~ the chief, benefit of it. Jimmy had become
quite an adepb at standing on oue leg, and

prodding, poking, and d‘)bm« the othex
tc]lo*vs with the wooden lm>L
Raby had some natural ogbjections. It was

" all very well for Jimmy to explain that if
he howled with real pain it would be more
realisticc. Raby admifted that it would; but
he had decided objections to real pain, all
‘the same.

“Thig will make a ripping scene!” declared

Jimmy. *I've Jubt thought of an improve-
ment. That box is a table—sce7 I chase
you right round *h(, table, Raby, prodding.

“Do you?” grow’ed Raby.

“Yes, ass, I do! Right round. the tabile,
You ye}lmf7 al! the time. Then you——"

“Then I turn on you and down you, and
bash your silly head agaimst the table?”

“No, ass! A German spy is a funk, and
never turns on anybody, You clamber on
the table to get? out of the way, and smash
the tea-things. A real smash goes down
splendidly in a comedy. People like to hear
the smash.”

“But what about the
Lovell.

“We shall ‘have te borrow
down the passage.”

“The fellows will get pretty waxy if we
smash them.”

“Rats! 1It’s worth a few cld erocks to
make a really effective scene like that,”

ea-things ?” asked

them up and

“The fellows can go and ea

said Jimmy.

“GEM' Library? 15

“Ha; ha; hal”? - >

‘“Fatllead! Now, then, Haby, let’s get on
rehearsing that scene. It’s a splendid scene.
You start round the table, with me aftter
you.”

Baby started round- the table, with a some-
what grim look on his face. The programme,
ag mapped out by Jimmy Silver, did not
quite agree with Raby’s ideas. The admiral
followed him, hopping on one leg and prod.
ding with the other, and Raby yelled. He
whipped Tound suddenly, and ecaught hold of
the wooden leg with both hands, and held it

in the air.
“Hold on!” roared Jimmy Silver. “I mean,
let go! You 't do that! \de v.hau

you're ag; you'l
“Ha, ha, hat?
“1 thmk this is an improvement,” grinned
Raby. “You see, it’s making all the fellows
yell already.”
“Ha_ Ha ha!l”
Jimmy Silver hopped ®rant
“You silly ass! Leggo!”

1ave me over!

ically.

The admiral’s woeoden leg caught Tommy Dedd on the chest and hurled him
baskwards, and then swept round and knocked Cook and Doyle off their
i Collar the mad baste !’ shouted Dovyie.

(qee. page 16.)

legs.
coke. Raby sprawls among the crocks, and
rolls off the table :
“Do 1?7 roared Raby “Not unless you

have a matbress for me to roll on!”
“Fathead, that's where the cream of
joke comes in! You roll off, and I caich
on my wooden leg—-"
“You—you dangerous ass!”

“I pin you down with the wooder
your chest, and you howl with a
“Real agony!” grinned Oswald.

“Ha, ha, hal

'-&ud Rawson ‘comes in at the window and
falls over you. In the confusion, you 'I‘JY]I)
up and escape, and I chase Rawson and jab

the
you

leg on
o

“And I knock you down  with my
truncheon?” suggested Rawson.

“No, you don’'t! You mustn’'t kneck an
admiral down. You through the
winuow again, me prod you all the
time.”

“You’ll get some of the prodﬁ.ing. Jimmy

Sitver, as well as giving it.
t0 be prodded!”

“Ass! The audienee will simply yell.”

“So will you, if you start prodding me.”

“Look here, I suppose this p‘ay isn’t going
to be muc.\ed up .because you're a ~’mr.xer,
Rawcon

“I think the scene would be much moxe
comic if I felled you with my truncheon,”
said Rawcon obstinately. “I feteh you an

I'm not going

-muﬂked up because you're a &l

awful whack on the napper, you know, and
you fall down, groaning with real ageny ks

“Isn’t this an 1mprmempnt“” demanded
Raby, still holding on.

“Yow! No! Leggo!”

“But you admit it’s comiec?”

“Will you leggo?” :

“No fear! I no:d on to your wooden leg,”
said Raby calmly, “I shove you hackwards
—like that!{”

“Yaroooh}!” :

Jimmy “Silver sat down on the floor, and
the wooden leg was jerked out of Raby's
grasp. Jimmy roared.

“Splendid!” exclaimed Lovell. “You did
that rippingly, Jimmy, considering that you
hadn t rehearsed it!”

“Ha,  ka, hal™
“Yow-ow! I'm hurt!” yelled Jimmy.
“All the better'”
“What!” =

“That adds to the rea i know.

I suppose that this play isn ng to be

er, Jimmy

u Ia, o, bt

Jimmy Silver did not reply. He ‘mmb]ed
to® his feet, and started ior 'by. Rawson
rushed on the scene, flouris is truncheon.

“Yow-ow!” roared Jimmy, as Rawson’s
truncheon commenced operations. “ Stoppit!

You don’t hit me,. you fathead!”
“I jolly well do!” said Rawson. “There’s
going to be as much ‘utting ae predding
in this play!” &
“Ha, ha, hal” <
Toe POPULAR.—X0. 84,
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Jimmy Silver stumped away frantically,
thie policeman following him up with the
truncheon, while the whole caste—with the
exception of Jimmy Silver—roared with
tanghter.

There was a chuckle from behind the trunks
in the eorner. The sight of Jimmy, with the
tables thus turned upon him, was teo muech
for the three Moderns.

“Hallo!"” exclaimed Jones miner. “Who's

that? There's somebody——"
“There’s somebody  here!”  exclaimed
Lovell.

—_——
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Ragging for Three.
TOMMY DODD & CO.- exchanged a

“Rush for i! Follow your leader!”

Tommy Dodd rushed out of the place of
concealment.

He collided with Lovell, and Arthur

He ran towards the trunks.
guick glance.
“Game's up!” murmured Tommy.
Edward Lovell went spinning. Tommy Dodd
- rushed for the door.

Doyle and Cook were after him in a
twinkling.

“Collar ‘em!” roared Lovell. “Modern
cads!”

The rehearsal had ceaséd suddenly. The
three Moderns had hoped to escape by a
sudden rush; but they were not so
fortupate.

Admiral Corker hurled himself upon Tommy
Dodd, and tackled him and brought him
down, and Flynn and Jones minor and New-
come fastened upon the other two, and they
were brought struggling to the floor.

“ Modern cads!” exclaimed
“Moderns here! 8it on ’em!”

“Squash ‘em!”

“Bump them!”

The three Moderns put up a terrific
struggle; but the odds were too great.

Some damage was done to the Classical
costumes, but in a few minutes Tommy Dodd
& Co. were reduced to helplessness, with the
victoerious Classicals sitting upon them,

“Now, you cheeky rotters, what are you
doing here?” demanded Jimmy Silver.

“Groogh!” gasped Tommy Dodd. “Get off
my neck, fatbead! We've been watching a
set of silly owls, if you want to know!”

“They know all about the play now!”
grunted Lovell. “This is what comes of
rehearsing when we ought to be at cricket,
Jimmy Silver!”

“0h, rats!” .

“Blessed set of asses, bedad!”
Tommy Doyle.
intoirely ?”

“Of course, you Modern asses wouldn’t
understand a good play!” said Jimmy Silver
loftily. “It’s a bit above a Modern intellect.
What did you come over here for? .You
didh’t know anything about the play¥®

“We came over to jolly well rag you!”
octed Tommy Dodd.

“You're splitting your infinitive, Dodd.
I suppose you're -allowid to split infinitives
on the Modern side?” said Jimmy Silver
sarcastically. «

“Fathead!”

“Well, as they're here, we'll give ’em a
lesson about sneaking into our quarters!”
said Lovell. “Lucky we've got lots of grease-
paint!”

“Good!”

“We've got some to spare for them, anl
we'll give ’em a new set of complexions t
take back tq the Modern side!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 5

“Look here, you rotters—" began Tommy
Dodd apprehensively.

*8it on his chest while I doctor him,”
sald Jimmy.

“What about the rehearsal?” asked Jones
minor,

“The rehearsal can wait while we attend
Yo these Modern cads!”

“Don’t put that muck near me!” howled
Tommy Dodd. “Groogh! Grrrooogggh!”

“What's the matter, Doddy?”

“Gurrgg! You've shoved it in my—gurrgg!
—mouth! Groogh!”_

“Better keep your mouth shut, then.
always did opem your mouth a
wide, Doddy!”

“Ch, you Classical villain! Grooogh!”

* Tommy Dodd struggled wildly, but it was
no use. Lovell and Newcome were sitting on
Lim, and Jimmy Silver -painted his face
cheerfully.

Tommy's
ordinary.
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Raby.

:gasped
“Do- ye call that a play

You
little too

complexion was soon extra-

1

With erimson cheeks, and blue chin, and a
vellow forehead, and green circles round his
eyes, he looked like anything but a junior
of Rookwood. Even Doyle and Cook could

| not help grinning as they looked at him.

But they ceased to grin when Jimmy Silver
started upon them.

Jimmy did his_work well.

When he was finished the three Moderns
were unrecognisable, and their appearance
was startling.

“There!” said Jimmy Silver, surveying his
handiwork with much satisfaction, “I think
they will make a sensation in the quad now!”

“Ha, hat T think so!”

“You rotters!” roared Tommy Dodd.
“You're not sending us out of doors like

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Oswald opened the door, and the three
Moderns were bundled into the passage; and
the Classicals followed them down the passage,
helping them along, Admiral Corker’s wooden
leg coming in very useful for the purpose.

Classical fellows were coming in to tea now,
and Tommy Dodd & Co. had to pass a crowd
of yelling juniors on their way out.

They breathed wrath and fury as they fled
down the staircase,

As luck would have it, Mr. Bootles was in
the Lower Hall when the breathless Moderns
arrived there. The master of the Fourth
caught sight of them as they tried to dcdge
gutv unseen, and uttered a startied exclama-

ion.

““ Bless my soul! What—what—""

The three Tommies fled,

“Dear me!” ‘ejaculated Mr. Bootles.
‘“ What a very—what a very extraordinary
thing! I think it must be some juniors play-
ing an absurd practical joke—I do really!"

The three Tommies were glad to get into
the quadrangle to escape the Form-master;
but as they appeared there a yell of laughter
greeted them, .

‘ Here come the wild men of Borneo!™
velled Muffin.

“ Hook it!'" gasped Tommy Dodd.

The three juniors fled through the archway
into Little Quad.

“Oh, what an afternoon!” gasped Cook.
“ Tommy Dodd, if you ever propose raiding
those Classical beasts again—"'

‘ Faith, we'll scrag you!” groaned Poyle.

‘ Oh, dear!” moaned Tommy Dodd. * Oh,
dear! There'll be a row if old Manders secs
us like this!”

¢ Xes, you ass!?

“ Yesg, you duffer!”

“ We can get the worst of it off in the
fountain,” said Tommy Dodd. * Buck vp,
before we have a blessed army watching us!”

*0h, dear!”

The three Moderns hurried to the fountain
and dipped their handkerchiefs in the water,
and rubbed and splashed at their faces.

A crowd of juniors gathered round to watch
them, apparently.in a state of great amuse-
ment.

The worst of the paint, certainly, came off,
but there was a good deal left. The three
Tommies had queerly mottled complexions
when they gave it up. -

‘““We can sneak into the house now,”
growled Tommy Dodd. “ Ow! I feel as filthy
as a Hun! I'll serag Jimmy Silver for this!”’

Dripping and doleful, the unhappy Moderns

limped away to their own house, still foilowed
by a eackling crowd.
There they rubbed and scrubbed, and
crubbed and rubbed, and conzoled them-
by vowing vengeance upon Jimmy
Silver & Co. and every Classical within the
walls of Rookwood.

8

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Admiral.

HE Fistical Four came into the end

study to tea in great spirits.

The rehearsal had gone off with

great success. The improvements
thought of by both Jimmy Silver and Raby
had been dropped by mutual consent. But
there was no doubt—in the minds of the
Classical players, at least—that the play
would be a howling success, and that it would
go with a bang. As for rivalry from the
Moderns, now .that they knew all about it,
there was nothing to fear. The play was due
in a few hours, and it was too late for the
Tommies to take measures. At least, the
Fistical Four were satisfied that it was.

“1t’s going to be a regular corker!” said
Jimmy Silver. ¢ We'll get the Form-room into
order at once after tea. We shall have to
dress in the study. I've asked Bootles to
speak to Admtral Topeastle, too.”

Have You Read ‘*All Through Baggy!''——

“Like your cheek!” said Raby.

“Well, you can't get on in this world with-
out cheek,” said Jimmy philosophically.
<‘Bootles is a little brick. He's coming to
the performance himself, and he's promised
to ask the admiral to come. 'Tain't often
you get a real live admiral to come and see
“you play. He's a ripping old johnnie, I heard.
He fought in some war or other a thousand
years ago—more or less.- Blessed if I
remember whom we were at war with in his
yvoung days!" ¢ :

“The Russians,” said Newcome.

“Musgt be a jolly old johnnie, then!” said
Raby.

“Well, he is an old johnnie,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Smythe’s father knows him, and
I've heard Smythe jaw about him. He lives
about twenty miles from Rookwood, in a
bungalow or something. Mind you treat him
with lots Of respect. He’'s one of the old
bulldog-breed, you know. I hope he'll come
to the play. I might work in an extra
speech about splendid old sailormen who
fought for England in the past.”

And Jimmy Silver, with the aid of a stump
of pencil and an old envelope, set about
composing the extra speech which was to
please old Admiral Topcastle--if he came to
the play in the Fourth Form room.

After tea the Fistical Four and the rest
of the amateur actors were busy. Great pre-
parations had to be made in the Form-room,

There was, unfortunately, no stage avail-
able, but a portion of the Form-room was
marked off for a stage, and the curtains were
strung up, and with a certain amount of
persuasion they went up and down as desired.

A wall, with a window, was erected on the
stage, such as it was. This was very im-
portant, a3 a considerable portion of the
play consisted in dodging in and out of the
window.

Most of the Fourth Form fellows lent a
hand, and many hands made light work. The
preparations were all completed a consider-
able time before the hour booked for the
performance.

Then the amateur
studies to make-up.

As the Fistical Four came to the stairs, to
go up to the end study, they stopped sud-
denly, and stared at a gentleman who had
entered the house in company with Mr.
Bootles.

They could not help staring.

The gentleman was a little, stout, old man,
with a wooden leg, and a very red Iace
fringed by white whiskers.

He bore a startling resemblance to Admiral
Corker in the play: Indeed, Lovell & Co.
had to glance at Jimmy Silver to make sure
that he was with them.

“My hat!” murmured Lovell,
breath. “Is that the admiral?”

“Must be,” said Jimmy. -

“You'll have to make some changes in
the make-up, Jimmy,” said Raby l;umediy:
“Why, the old chap is the living image of
you when you're made-up!”

Jimmy frowned.

“I'm jolly well not going to alter my make-
up! I've had a good bit of trouble with it
already.” . -

«But he’ll think you're caricaturing him, if
he seces us.”

“Oh -rotl?

“Especially the wooden leg,” said Lovell
“He's got a weoden leg—look at him, I dare
say -he left his leg in the Crimea. He'll
think you're taking him off, Jimmy."”

Jimmy snorted.

“I'm jolly well not going to drop the
wooden leg! Why, the whole play depends
on Admiral Corker’s wooden leg! I'll make
some changes, in my chivvy, and wear 2
different colour in whiskers.”

The admiral was coming up the passage
with Mr. Bootles. Evidently he was the
admiral—the Head's expected guest,

He was glancing about the old, oak-
panelled hail with satisfaction and interest.

“Yes, it's forty years since I've seen Rook-
wood,” the juniors.heard him say to Mr.
Bootles. “I should really have locked ia
hefore. By gad, the place hasn’t changed
since 1 was in the Fourth Form here!”

“By Jove, an old Roockwooder!”
Lovell.

The admiral passed on with Mr. Bootles
towards the Head's study. The Fistical Four
mounted the stairs.

“You'll have to drop the weoden leg,
Jimmy,” said Lovsld. “Ten to one he would

hink it was his woodvs leg you were making
game of if he saw us play. Hallo, Bootles #
making faces at you, Jimmy!”

actors retired to- the

under his

said



; Pve theught several times there

. You heard what those rotters said.

Jimmy Silver. -turned back. Mr. Bootles
was not exactly making faces at. him—he
was « beckening. - Fimmy approached- very
respectfully, and the old admiral’s keen eyes

blinked at him from under shaggy brows.

“This is Silver, admiral,” said Mr. Bootles.
“James Sjlver, bedad?” said the admiral.

*“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy. -

“1 knew your grandfather,” said the
admiral,  shaking hands with Jimmy. “He
was in the Crimea with me. Fighting the
Russians in those days, begad! Kids, both of
us, not much older thar you are now—mid-
shipmen, by gad! And, by thunder, you're
very like him! Give me your fist!”

Jimmy Silver” was highly honoured by a
handshake from the admiral. But it nearly
doubled him wup. There was tremendous
strength. in the battered frame of the old
sea-dog, and in -his pleasure at meeting the
grandson of his former shipmate, he put hia
ancient beef into that handshake. :

“Jolly glad to see you, sir!” gasped Jimmy.
“Y don’t remembér my grandfather.”

‘_‘And you're getting up a play, is it?”
said Admiral Topcastle. “Mr. Bootles tells
me you've been kind enough to request my
, hey? Rely on me, my boy. Old
will roll in and give you a cheer!”
3 you, sir!” said Fimmy. “It’s
awfully kind of you!”

“Not at all—not at all. T'm glad to see
cld Jimmy Silver’s grandson! Just like you,

enly better looking,” remarked the -admiral.
very

who had dpparently learned
candid in the Navy.

Jimmy erinned.

The admiral rolled on with r
Jimmy rejoined his chums on

“He’s coming to the pe
Fimmy, as they went to the stud
ne knew my grandfather a thou
ago. Jolly old boy!”

~“Then you'll have to drop the wooden leg,”
said Lovell decidedly. “Dash it all, Jimmy,
you can’t risk him thinking that you're mak-
img game of him!”

Jimmy Silver gave a dismal groan.

“I suppose I shall have fo. But it’s rotten.
It’ll muck up the play.” >
' “Well, as a matter ‘of Tact,”
Newecome thoughtfully, “it may

to be

vas a bit
oo much of you and your weoeden leg in
the play Jimmy.” :

“Fathead!”

“You ean give me some extra bits,” said
Lovell. “We can pull the thing through by
good acting, you know.”

“Asst”

‘However, reluctant as Jimmy was to part
with- the woodéen lteg—wupon *which he felt
that the success of the play depended—it was
agreed on all hands that it wouldn’t do. So
Jimmy proceeded to make up in a somewhat
different style, and the wooden Hmb was
discarded.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
A Very Sucgessiul Raid.
¢ *VE got it!” announced Tommy Dodd.
The three Tommies were finishing
& very late tea. 'Their faces showed
signs of the rubbing and scrubhing
they had been through.

The Modern chums feit a little sore, both
about their skins and about their tempers.
® Their intended raid ypon the Classicals had
ended most ingloriously. And the Classicals
were about to produce a play, and it was
too late for the Moderns to think of chip-
ping in. Tommy Dodd had set his brain to
% on the subject, and finally he an-
ced that he had “got it.”

Cook and Doyle did not look enthusiastic.
*1g it a wheeze?” asked Cook disparagingly.
Then I hope it’s a bit better than the
last ome.” :

“Qr you can go and boil it, bedad!”’ said
Doyle,
© “Qh, don’t grouse! We-got the worst of
it for once, but one swallow don’t make a
summer. We're going to muck up that play.”

“Can’t be did. Bootles will be there.
And the
Silver said some-
Can’t kick up a

Head’s guest, very likely.
thing about asking him.
row there.”

“I'm not thinking of kicking up a row.
Aceording to Jimmy Silver, the whole blessed
play ®lepends on his little bit as Admiral
Corker. -I dare say he’s right there, teo—it
is really comic. Well, suppose the play had
to come off without Admiral Corker in it.”

“Why should it?”

SThat’s the -wheeze,

duffer!” snorted

Tommy DBodd.” * “You know those Classical

assks have to make up in their studies, and | Dodd.

sneak dewn to the Fermi-room with their war-
paint on.”

“Well 2°2

“Well, suppose Jimmy Silver was collared
as he went down?”

“My hat!” -

“Suppose a lot of us were over there, and
we collared him on the stairs, and simply
rushed him off ?” grinned Tommy Dodd. “He
won’t be expecting anything of the kind, of
course. We'll collar him, and bag him, and
bring him over here e

“Qver here, bedad!”

“Certainly, and keep him ‘in this study,”
said Tommy Dodd coolly. “And the play
can go on without the giddy admiral!”

“We'll try, anyway,” said Tommy Doyle.
“I'm wid ye, Tommy!”

“Let's go and scout, anyway.”

The three Tommies, having decided upon
the plan of campaign, left the study.

They received a good many grinning glances
from the Modern fellows they passed. Tominy
Dodd’s adventure was not likely to be for-
gobten—at least, until he had “downed ” the
Classicals and restored his prestige.

“Well, you lock better for-your wash,” re-
marked Towle of the Fourth.

“8hut up, and come and lend us a hand,”
said Tommy Dodd. *“You, toe, Lacy!”

“Looking for some more paint?”’
Lacy.

“QOh, cheese it, you ass! Come on!”

Towle and Lacy grinned, and foliowed the
Co. The five Moderns strolled over to the
Classieal side with a careless air. Jimmy
Silver’s friends were all busy in the Form-
room, and the caste were in their studies
making-up, so the coast was clear. Tommy
Dodd & Co. marched into the House as bold
as brass.

“My hat!
excitedly.

Tommy Dodd’s eyes giistened.

His idea hagd been to lie in wait, and collar
Jimmy Silver as he came down after making
up as Admiral Corker for the performance.
There was no -mistaking him; as he had seen
timmy in his character as admiral at the
rehearsal in the box-room.

Fate seemed to be playing into Tommy's
hands.

For as the five Moderns mounted the stairs
they caught sight of a wooden-legged,
mahogany-faced, white-whiskered gentleman
on the landing.

“Ys that Jimmy Silver?’ gjaculated Towle.

“Yes; he’s made up.” - < s

“He’s Admiral Corker, you know,”’ said
€ook. “That’s how he was made-up in thes
hox-room. It’s a fatheaded play ahout a
wooden lgg.”

There was no one else in the corric
they werg near the end of the pa
led to the Modern building.

The admiral was®

asked

There he is!” mutlered Cook

like a stranger rev: g. early secenes almost
forgotten. . That struck the Moderns after-
wards. At the present moment they thought

of nothing but collaring Jimmy Silver, and
offtheir creat luck in happening on him like
this.

“The admiral heard their
glanced at them.

At the same moment the Moderns made a
Tush.. ®

“Naijl him!*’ gasped Conk.

“Yank him along! Sharp’s the word!”
9 The admiral went over in the grasp of the
Moderns, ard was whirled off his feet in the
grasp of five pairs of hands.

He seemed too astounded to speak.

Grasping him firmly, somewhat surprised
hy his heavy weight, the five Moderns
whirled him along into the long corride? that
led to the dormitories on the Mode i

Tle kidhapped sea-dog was rushed

footsteps, and

dormitory, and bumped on the floor. Tommy
stammed the door.

“TFaney catching him like that!” he
chordled. “Who - says we can't de ghe

{lassical duffers hrown—what!”
And the five: Moderns, in their
cecuted a war-dance of triumph row

vietim, who sat.on the floor
ing. o -

THE SIXTH CHAPTESR.
in the Mands of the Amalekites.
46 AD!” -gasped the adniral, pass-
¢ his hand over his petfspiring
_L row. “REither I'm dream b
ad, or I've got into o Tunati

Thaa

asylam some
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“Thi hortled Topuny
J

me, Jimmy Silver!”
“Hurrah!”

admiral.

“Mad—mad!” ' repeated ~ the

= et mad! rerous, by the holy

poker!” =

“¥ank his whiskers off,” said Cook. “He
»

won’t want his whiskers n
Cook reached at the prisoner's whiskers.
But a wooden leg whipped up and eaught
him on the chest, and Temmy Cock went over
backwards, with a roar.

“Yarooh? Jump on the beast! Ow!
punctured !

“Look here, Jimmy Silver!” said Tommy
Dodd warmly. “Not so handy with that
wooden leg, please! This isn't the play, you
kn and you're not prodding us.”

“Jimmy Silver!” repeated the admiral
“Mad as @ hatter! What do you mean by
calling wme Jimmy Silver? Jimmy Silver's
been dead thifty years!”

“Wha-at!”

“Ig he dotty?" exclaimed Towle, in wonder.

“Well, he was alive witen I saw him in the
box-room,” grinned Tommy Dodd. “What are
you getting at, Jimmy, you ass?” -

“Mad!” -said the admiral, still sitting
dazedly on the floor. “You mad young
villains, my old shipmate Jimmy was dead
hefore you were born!”

“He can't be off his rocker,” said Doyle.
“He’s puttin’ this on intoirely.”

“Look here, Jimmy—-" =

“Oh! Youre speaking of Jimmy's grand-
son, perhaps!” exciaimed the admiral.

“Are you potty, you ass?”

“But—but if you're not lunatics, what do
you mean?” roarved the admiral. “Do I loeKk
anylhing like young Silver, a kid of ﬁfteen“.’”

“You do, without the whiskers and _the
paint and the woeden leg,” chuckled Tommy
Dodd. “What are you driving at? We know
you're Jimmy Silver. Didn't we see Yyop

I'm

making-up in the box-room this afternoon?”
“You young swab 2 = =
“Blest if he isn’t denying. that he

Jimmy Silver!” said Tommy Dodd, in wonder.
“He’s forgotten that we've seen himi made
up!? -

“By thunder! I'IN-I'H—" >

“We'll jolly soon bring him round! Bump
him !

“Hear, hosr

The - Moderns were- very naturally exas-
perated by Jimmy Silver’s extraordinary

ebstinacy. His denial of his identity teok
them by surprise, and naturally they weren't
inclined to believe him. As for the possi-
bility that a mistake had been made. it did
not even occur to them. They had never
seen Admiral Topcastle.

The five juniors closed in onghhe admiral
to hump_him. The sea-dog was @ill gasping
on the floor. But he had plenty of energy
His wooden leg caught T y Dedd on
and hurled him backwards, and
then swept round and knocked Codk and
Doyle off their legs.

There were yells of pain and wrath in the
dormitory.

“Collar the haste!” shouted Doyle.
“Hands off I’ roared the admira
“Bump him {”

“Yank bis silly whiskers o
“Have that wig off hi

“My hat!s FB
on!” exclaimed
ig it fixed, Silye

“Yow! Ow, oW ip !

“The blessed wig ’t come off, either!”

“By gum, he must have glued: them on!
Take another pull!” N

“Yarooh! Help! Murder!”

The dormitory door opened, and Leggett of
the Fourth looked in. He staréd -at the
amazing scene.

- “Aren’t you fellows coming to the play?”
e asked. “It’'s just beginning.” =
Tommy Dodd icoked round.
Beginning. without Jimmy*
chuckled. *

“No; Jimmy Silver’s there”

“Eh?”? -

“He's there,” said Léggett, in
saw him go in, mage up as
That’s his part, isn't it?”

Tomamy Dodd stAred at him.

“What do. you mean, fou u
Jimmy Silver be there?”

: * THE POPULAR.—NG, 4,

fly well fixed
azement. “How

Silver?” he

surprise. “I
an admiral,

ss? How can
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“Why shouldn't he be there?” sald Leggett.
“Because he’'s here, you silly ass!™
“Here!”

“Yes, fathead! We've collared him to keep
him out of the play.”

Leggett jumped.

“But I sauw him only three minutes ago!”
he shouted. “Where is he, if he’s here?”

*Here ‘he is, you ass!” 5

“Great pip!”

“¥ou burbling chump ”

“That isn't Jimmy Silver!” yelled Leggett.
“I tell you Jimmy Silver's in the Form-room
at this blessed minute beginning the play.”

The Moderns glared at Leggett. But there
Was no doubting his earnestness. They let
go the unfortunate admiral as if he had
become suddenly red-hot.

“Then—then who’s this?" stuttered Tommy
Dodd.

“Another chap made up as Silver, I sup-
pose,” said Cook—“Lovell, or Raby, or New-
come. Blest if a chap can recognise him!”

Leggett shrieked.

“Oh, you asses! Mr. Bootles asked.me a
few minutes ago if .I'd seen Admiral Top-
castle. Oh, you idiots! You've collared the
wrong man!” =

“Eh—what! Who's Admiral Topeastle?”

“You've got him there!" shricked Leggett.
“Oh, you asses! I tell you Jimmy Silver's
in the Form-room, and you've collared the
MHead's guest!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ail’s Well That Ends Well.

48 HE Head's guest!”
Tommy Dodd babbled out the
words.

There was a hush of horror in
the dormitory.

The awfulness of the mistake flashed upon-

all the juniors at once.

“Oh, howly mother av Moses!"” groaned
Tommy Doyle at last. “Ye've put yere fut
in it this time, Tommy darling, bedad and
ye have !”

Tommy Dodd sank limply against a bed.

He was overcome.

The breathless admiral was striving to get
on his feet. Towle hurried t¢ him.

“Can I help you, sir?’ he asked anxiously,
with great politeness. “I-—we—yarooh!”

The formidable wooden leg was planted on
Towle’s waistcoat, and he staggered away,
yelling. Apparently the admiral was im-
pervious to politeness. That was not really
surprising, after what he had undergone at
the hands of the Modern juniors.

“Ruffianly young swabs!” gasped the
admiral. “I'll have you flogged! Handling
me—me—me—Admiral Topcastle—by gad!
Thunder! I'll have you flogged all round!
I'll have yea keelhauled!”

“We're awtully sorry, sir—

“Quite a mistake—-"

“Oh dear!” .

Stump, stump, stump! The old admiral
was on his feet now, stumping to the door.
Tommy Dodd & Co. did not attempt to stop
him. Not for untold gold would they have
i n the admiral now. :

1 what a ghastly fix!” groaned

them a withering glare,
There was an exclama-
de.

what, what!* M

matter?” =
- “I have been kid , sir,and treated

with violence, by a gane of young scoun-

drels, sir, by gad!” roared thé admiral.
“Geod ‘heavens! Is it possible?”

* Collared, sir—bumped cn the floor, sir—

at my age, sir—I, sir—by gad!”
“Bless my soul! Dodd!
possible that you have——""
was a mistake, sir!” gasped Tommy
Dodd. “ We—we're awfully sorry. Oh, dear
We—we took the gentleman for someho
else, sir. 'We hope he will pardon us.” =

Admiral Topeastle snorted. He did not lo <
much like pardoning anybody at that momen

*“ Dodd, you have dared to lay hands on this
gentleman—your headmaster’s guest! Can I
believe my ears?”’ gasped Mr. Bootles,

“ We—we—we—— It was a mistake, sir,™
groatied Tommy. * We—we—we took him for
Jimmy Silver.” =i

Anotherssnort from the admiral,

“ Are you insane, boy?’' exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. “ How can you pretend for one
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Cook! Is it

moment that you mistook Admiral Topeastle
for a junior schoolboy?"’

“Jimmy was made up as an admiral for
the play, sir!” gasped Tommy. ¢ We—we
thought it was Jimmy got up as an admiral,
B

¢ Bless my soul!”

“ They’re as alike as two peas, wooden leg
and all,” moaned Cook. ‘* We—we really
weren't to blame, sir,”

¢ Dear me!” said Mr. Bootles. * T accept
vour explanation, but you cannot expect
Admiral Topeastle to pardon such an outrage.
I bave no resource but to report you for a
flogging, and I must warn you that it will be
very severe.”

‘“ Oh, dear!”

‘“ Young swabs!” growled the admiral.
“ They ought to be flogged round the fleet,
and keelhauled into the bargain, by gad! Lay-
ing hands on an admiral of his Majesty's
Navy, by gad! But—but they say they're
sorry——""

¢ Awfully sorry, sir!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

¢ Fearfully sorry, sir!” chorused the hapless
Moderns hopefully.

The old admiral burst into a laugh, much
to the relief of Tommy Dodd & Co.

““ Mr. Bootles, may I beg you to let the
young rascals off? There's no harm done, and
it seems to have been a mistake.”

 Oh, sir!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

Mr. Bootles smiled.

‘““ If you really forgive them, sir——"

“ Ay, ay! Let the young swabs off !

‘It shall be as you wish, most certainly,
sir,” said Mr. Bootles. “ I trust you will
thank the admiral suitably, my boys, for his
great clemency,”

““Oh, thank you, sirt!”

¢ Thanks awfully, sir!”

“ You're a brick, sir!”

““ A real, gilt-edged brick, sir!”

“ Three cheers for the Navy!”
Tommy Dodd.

The cheers rang out with a will, and the
dormitory resounded, and the admiral
grinned and walked away with Mr. Bootles.

velled

Admiral Topecastle was an honoured visitor
in the Form-room to see the play, and Tommy
Dodd & Co. eame in later—Tommy limping a
little. 3

The play was a great success. Jimmy
Silver’s part—modified as it was—proved a
great success, and the old admiral clapped
his horny hands and cheered in his deep, gruft
voice with great heartiness. ; :

Jimmy Silver's comedy evoked much
laughter; but not so much as Tommy Dodd's
adventure, when it became known afterwards.
The Fistical Four $hrieked when they heard
of it;; and it was a long time before the Rook-
wood fellows ceased to chuckle over Tommy
Dodd's mistake,

THE END.

(Another grand story of Jimmy Silver & Co.
next week.)

REECEEREENEEENE

Théf{idden
: House

- By the Author of “ DRIVEN FROM HOME.”

‘his dramatic and enthralling mystexy
y will thrill you as no story has ever

illed you before. Startling surprises
d exciting incidents by the score.
not miss the superb, long opening
stalment in TO-DAY’S issue of

uliertly,

The Celebrated Weekly Comic.

o1 00 5 £ 05 TR 45 s € e § T 6

s i3
{ FIGHTING FOR FAME. {
{ i

(Continued jrom page 13.) i

PRI N T e T SE

of the cleverest young acrobat living. These
were distributed through the village.

Under the. experienced - guidance of Mr.
Busto the circus ring and tent were soon
erected, and the whole company was ready
for the first performance. -

They gathered round, sitting on boxes,'and
partaking of tea, and chatting.

Eddie told Ginger of the happenings with
Del Rogeriguo during the journey. Ginger
expressed no surprise, but only warned the
young acrobat to keep an eye on the man
in-future. The next attempt would mot be
made in full daylight.

Eddie discovered that there was no time
for lingering, and hastened to prepare him-
self for his first appearance. He had erected
the safety-net and the ropes, with the assist-
ance of the Spaniard, and had left that
worthy to go over them again. Del Rogeriguo
seemed quite content now to be second string,
and Eddie told himself that the half-caste
had had enough with the one affair, and
would not.cause any further trouble,

Could he have known the inuer workings
of the half-caste’s mind he would not have
dressed with such a light heart, and so
full of confidence.

It was not without a certain feeling of
nervousness that he made his how to the
crowded house that night.

Everything had seemed so entirely different
the previous evening. Then he had performed
the tricks frem a sporting point of view;
now he realised that perhaps one slip would
mean death. It would certainly spell the end
of his career.

So Eddie swore that slip should never

oceur.
_ Mr. Busto made a short speech, introduc-
ing Eddie, in which he remarked that the
young acrobat was the winner of the previous
unight’s prize, and that if anyone else wished
to try for a similar amcunt, the circus would
be only too pleased to provide the money.

He smiled to himself as he iSsued the
challenge. He was convinced he would not
find another Polo for many ‘years to come.

Eddie mounted the rope with the same
speed and lithe movement which had charac-
terised bis performance of the previous
evening.

Apart from the ordinary trapeze acts with
which he would open -his show, Eddie had
decided during that afternocon to wind up
his performance with a really daring exhibi-
tion.

He would climb to the highest possible
point and show audienee how to fall the
forty fect, and, while falling, how to turn
the gre itest number of somersaults possible
in mid-air. :

After his firsl tricks he swarmed to the
top, and, resting there for a moment, gazed
at the audience far below him,

He could see Mr. Busto looking upwarda in
surprise, while even Ginger had stopped his
fooling, and was watching the performance
with interest.

Over at the door he could distinguish
Esta, the queen of equestriennes, clasping
her hands-tightly, with a look of wonder on
her face.

He could also see the Spaniard near the
net, with a nasty grin on his face.

There was ngt a sound to be heard in the
whole of the large tent. The men forgot to
smoke their pipes and cigarettes, the women
became silent, and tried to imagine what
would happen to the intrepid youngster if
the net—— -

Their thoughts were interrupted by a loud
shout from the man ahove, and Eddie Polo
started on his somersault rush inte the net.

There was a gasp of amazement as he sped
through the air, twisting like a catherine-

o+ wheel all the way down:

There was ‘a sigh. of relief as Eddie's Lody
fell inte the safety-net. :

But it was changed immediately into one
of dismay as an ominous sound, like the
cracking of a large whip, was heard, and to

the startled gaze of the horrified spectators

the net collapsed, and Eddie Polo continued
his mad dash down towards the centré of the
circus ring.

(There will be a further narrative of Eddie
Polo’s Life Story next week. Do not miss it!)
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Last, but far from least, is the next instale
ment of the thrilling life of

EDDIE POLQO.

This magnificent story, abounding -in

the daring “stunts ¥ of the world’s greatest

Film Star, has already made a great sensa-

= tion, and I can assure my friends that there

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM

‘m‘a\ ‘;‘ ’ ')

THE GRAND PROGRAMME FOR
NEXT WEEK,

By the time you glanee through this chat
I take it that you will have read the opening
chapters of our three grand serials, and
have all voted that this number is the best
that has yet been published. I should like to
hear your opinions, whatever they are, so
drop me a line on a posteard.

Next week there will be a further instal-

HIS READERS. Address:
THE ELEETWAYmgggSE, FARRINGDON STREET,

EDITOR, THE ‘‘ POPULAR,”

Carr and a professional pugilist. How {Carr
contrives to regain a lost friendship and at
the same time save his schoolfellow from
disgrace provides great reading for all my
reader chums.

Don’t miss

“THE SCHOCLBOY CHAMPION I
Also, another long instalment of
“THE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS

is a treat in store for them in subsequent
instalments as the author unfolds his hreath-
less narrative of the ecircus king’s hard
struggle in his early boyhood. Don’t forgeb
that the title is: .

“ FIGHTING FOR FAME!”»
and to spread the news around to all nen-

readers. They will miss a rare treat if they
do not order the PCPULAR ot oncel

THE ‘‘HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”
There is great news this week. The new

ment of the splendid story of the Great LOCKE, PETECTIVE!?” volume 0{ the Zeeti)rxto%_sibe“rlio}isaéay ‘ﬁlcmw-;lx
ion, entitled: i comes oubt on Septe ist, price
Rebellion, entitled: By Maurice Everard. shillings, ‘and it is betber than the firsh

“ THE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES!”

this famous author has to his credit, and
loses none of its attraction as he cleverly
unfolds his plet; in fact, it is so remarkable

Who reecounts amazing adventures of the

dou_bt by now you have all recognised the
genius of Maurice Everard in these stories.
The postbag alone shows the great apprecia-

volumie, which reccived sueh a welcome last

: By Edmund Burton. famous criminal investigator in another | season. The new book is a magniﬁcegt affa_ir
Thi = astounding case of robbery and mystery | which will fascinate all readers of the Com-
This tale ranks as the finest in' the long list | which quickly claims his attention.  No | panion Papers—and they are legion, and

scattered all over the world, from Camber-"
well to Canada, and Blackburn to- Bechuana-
land—besides attracting those folks who are

that it bids fair to take first place, also,
=, amongst the fine yarns that have appeared in
the POPULAR since the paper first came into
existence. =
Following tiis will be a splendid long, com-
plete story of Harry Wharton & Co. of Grey-
friars, entitled:

“ THE SCHOOLBOY CHANMPICN!®
: By Frank Richards,
Who deals in a masterly way with the remark-
able fight which takes place between Dennis

t as yet supporters of the “Magnet,” the
E%‘rem,” and the “P. P.,” as well as the
other papers.

tion of my loyal friends. You must not miss

HTHE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE !

And a long complete story dealing with
the adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co., The
Famous Chums of Rookwood School, under
the title of:

 UNINVITED GUESTS!”
By Owen Conquest.

With plenty of humorous incidents.

Don’t Wear a Truss.\

Brooks’ Appliance is a new sclentific dis-

15 DAYS FREE TRIA

A4 Packed FREE, Carrlage PAID. Direct from Works,

- covery with automatic air cushions that draws LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYM TER
N e bi“)kfé‘ Dai)rtskgogleith%r, Méd 'gln{.‘; Bt ‘ihe? f&’ i Imr‘nediate delivery, Big‘ Bargai‘z{'AsPin Sﬁ%{?gailed‘rfsj
A g?g\ly%gld o%m?grt:bly%ﬁd'l{ev:rss‘ilgs? ilw?sy: »sfc"“d;h““d Cycles. Tyres and Accessories at pop-
S Mght and cool, and conforms to every move- ular Prices, Satisfaction guaranteed or Money Refunded

## Old Cycles Exchanged, ~ Write for Monster Size Free
and Specjal Ofier of Sample Bicycle

List
ME A CYCLE COMPANY, Icorpd, o

Bent. B 607, BIRMINGHAM,

g Full Size Practice 10/6, Match Quality 15/6:
8 Super21/-. EOXING GLOVES nsual value
8/6, 13/8, 17/6 per four. Postage 9d.-on
& | with High-Grade Bladder. all. DMoney  returned if not 'satisfieds
TORM CARPENTER, 69, MORCAMBE STREET, WALWORTH, S.E 17

ment of the body without chafing or hurting.
£ We make it to your measure, and send it to
you on & strich guarantes of satisfaction or
money refunded, and we have put our price so

i
3 \ 0 you—yon wear it—and if it doesn’t sabisfy you, you send it back
s o us, and we will refund your money. That is the way we do
business—always absolutely.on the square—and we have sold to thou-
sands of people this way for the past ten years, Ilemember, We use
no salves, no harness, no les, no fakes. We just give you a straight
~  business deal at 2 reasonable price.

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd,,
(1830B) 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2.
-~

Wrile at once
Joi our
Iilustrated
Booklet.

POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz, 12 by 10 ENLARGE-
. ﬁ%}?’l‘:‘%‘,} §d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND
o SAMPLES FREE—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

L GURLY HA:R! ! writes B. Weleh. “.CURLIT” curls straightest

. 1/5, 2/6. (2d. stamps accepied.)—-SUMMERS (Dept. A. P33l
%aIi’IbER [RUSSELL STREET, BRIGHTORN.

AARE YOUY SHORT ?

1f 80, let the Girvan System help you to increass
S your height. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
0 % inches; Driver B. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4
inches; Miss Davies 3% inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inches: Mr., Ketley 4 inches; Migs Leedell &
inches. This System requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physigue, and carriage. Ko appliances
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Deptl.,
AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, Lendon, N. 4

i

- NERVOUSNESS

28 Cure It My Way and get Confidenge.

If you hang back through Nervousness and Bashful Timidity, if you
Blush, you can never get on in the world. Then have done with Nervous-
ness; cure yourself, get Self-confidence instead. It is astonishingly easy- by
My System of Treatment. My System Cures Nervousness, Bashfulness,
Blushing, Timidity, Fear, and Confusion, and Cures them in a week—never
to return, Just Seven Days’ Private Home Treatment and you are able
to conduct yourself with perfect Confidence and Self-possession in any
Company, Social cr Business. Then you have a chance to get on; you can
seize opportunities as they occur, because your Nerve- Control and Will
Power enable you to do so. That is what My System can do for Nervous
and Bashful people. Write at once, mentioning the PoPULAR, for full
grtmulars and free booklet. Address—Specialist, 12, All Saints

ocad, St, Anne’s-on-Sea. -

Latest Bargains
& Catalogues Post Free,
2,

* My bristles were made ourly in a few days”
o

1
Gold Shell Rings 1/3—Send Hole in Card for 8
Post Free. Satisfaction or Money Back. 2
Proseants House, Dept.34,; Hast

UTTON’S SHORTHAND has only 8rulesand 2! T
learned in 24 hours. FPracticequickly giveshighspeeds. Send 2stamps for
illustrated booklet containing specimen lessons to DUTTON'S COLLEGE
(Desk 303), SEEGNESS. London Branch: 92and 93, Great Bussell Street,
W.0, 1. Manchester Braunch: b, 8, 9, Victoria Buildings, St. Mary’s Gate.

SHORTHAND

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS, £1.70s, Dusins
%ilms (Iizadl«:()].rex.1 Lists Free~—Desk E, KING, 28, Highgate Road, Kentish
own, London. 5

ters, Complete theory

Trinidad Wazr B
Rica, Ozecho-Slovakia,
Colonials, 93. Stamp case, 1/-

5 65&. 50 stamps. Trinidad, War Tax, Costa
panish Moroecco, Canada War Tax, ete. 20 French
1,000 mounts, 8d.—Brooks, 43, Bdmund Street,

Camberwell, 8.E. 5.
et
Ta WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
= BE SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER,
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WHAT 2 MINUTES A DAY'
WILL DO FOR YOUR HAIR

o !ﬁ

Unique Hair-Health and Beauty Gift to ALL Readers.

1,060,000

EVFRY woman and girl can double her beautv and attractiveness

by devoting only two minutes 5 day to Harlene Hair-Drill.”

To-day all the leading Actresses, Cinema Queens, and Soclety Leaders
make it a part of their daily toilet and
willingly testify to its hair-growing and
beautifying results. To-day You, too,
can prove the truth of this statement
without fee or obligation, for the
Inventor-Discoverer of . * Harlene
offers to every reader a Free Trial
* Harlene ** Outfit.

A USEFUL AND WELCOHE. FREE
GIFT.

You can secure one of these hair-
health parcels at once by simply posting
the coupon below, together with vour
name and address, and four penny
stamps to cover cost of postage and
packing‘of the parcel.

By return you will receive this Four-
Fold Gift ;—

1. A Trial Boitle of ¢ Harlene,” con-
taining sufficlent of this famous hair
Ioad' and tonic to last 7 days.

. .A Free Packet of the wonderful
scalp apd hair-cleansing *“Cremex "
Shampoo Powder, which prepares the
scalp and hair. for the successiul
¢ Harlene Hair-Drill.””

8. Free Trial Bottle of *¢ Uzon.“ 8
high-olass Brilliantine that gives to
s¢ Harlens-Drilled "’ Hair the radiant
Justre of perfect health, and which is
especially benefleial  in those —cases
where the ecalp ig inclined to be dry.

“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL?”

YOU ARE WELCOME TO A 4-IN-ONE GIFT THAT WILL
MAKE YGU LOOK YEARS YOUNGER.

It is wonderful what only 2 minutes a day practice of
¢ Harlene Hair-Drill "’ will achieve in the cultivation and
preservation of a glorious head of hair. Try it free for one
week Accept one of the 1,000,000 iree 4-IN-1 Gift Outfit.

- (Seo coupon below.)

OUTFITS FREE.

4. The Manual of "Harleae Halr-Drill,” containing detailed instructions,

Write in the first place for one of the 1,000,000 * Harlénc Hair-Drill *
Outfits, and prove its efficacy for youmelt free of personal expense.

- After a Free Trial you m]l be able tu
obtam further supphe= of * Harlene ™
at 1s. 13d., 2s. 8d., and 4s. 9d. pa -
bottle ; ¥ Uzon Brilliantine at 1s. 13d,
and 2s' 9d. per bottle; afld Creme\
Shampoo Powders 1s. 14d. per box of
seven shampoos (single packets 2d.
each), from all Chemists and Stores, or
will be sent direct on receipt of 6u.
extra for- postage from Edwards’
Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 and 26, Lamb’s
Conduit Street London, w.C. 1.

*HARLENE® FREE CIFT FORM

Detach and post to EDWARDS’
HARLENE, LTD., 20, 22, 24 and
28,01'&1mb’s Tonduit Street, London,

Dear Sirs,—Please scnd me
your Free * Harlene ” Tour-Fold
| Hair-Growing Outfit as described.
I enclose 4d. in stamps for postage
,and packing of pa.rcel to my

- i address.
= POPULAR, 28/8/20.

NOTE TO READER.

Write your full name and address
clearly on'a plain piece of paper,
pin this Coupon to if, and post as
directed- above. (Mark envelope
¢ Sample Dept.”) _

NICKEL

SILVER WATCH ES

DELIVERED ON FIRST!’AI’MENT OoF

2/_ ONLY. YOU

HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FORIT.

Gent's !ull-aize Railway-timekeeping Keyless
Lever Watch. S$out Nickel Silver Damp and
Dustproof cases, plain dial, ferfectly bnﬁmced
superior Lever movement splendid timekeeper.
Price 15/- each. Luminous dial {8e6 time in
the dark), 2/. extra. Wrist, 2/. extra, Ladies’
or Gent's,

either of these watches on receipt of P.0. for
recelvmg watch you send us a further 2/- and
remaining balance by weekly or monthly
with order enclose 14/- only. Five years’

- and 6d. extra. postage ab once.
11 orders executed in rotation.

C. KAVANAGH & Co. (Dept. 20),

68, BISHOPSGA TE, LONDONW, E.C. 2.
ete.—Parcels 2/86,

: Titusions,
MAGIC TRICKS' an?is 0{](?/6 Sample trick,

, T. W. HARRIBON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

CUT THIS OUT

“ The POpusar:- PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send sms coyon with P.O._for onlv 5/- direct to the '!‘leet i’en Co.,

London, E.C. 4, In return you will receive {post free) a
splendld British Made.14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet l¥ untain Pen value 10/6.
yoit save 12 further coupons. each will count as 2d. off the price; 80 you ma)
®end 13 1 apons.and oniy 3/-. Say whether you want » fine, medmm or broacd
nib. This greaf offer is 'nade to introduce the famous "Fiest Pen to the
POPULAR readers. (Forelgn -postage extra.) Batisfaction gm\mteed
or cash returncd, Solt-rllling. or Safety Models, 2/- axtra.

No unpleasant®

5/86,
1/-—

SHOPPING 'MADE EASY.
EVERYTBING ON EASY TERMS.
. No. 1. Masters’ Famous “* Ajax *" Service Capless
Boot for Police, Post and Rallwaymen, price 30/=;
easy terms, §/- deposit and §/- monthly. Specially
gelected ma.terlal price 35/-' same terms.

No. 2. The King of All—an extra smart Boot
for Sunday or business—extra good quality, only
85/~ ; easy terms, §/- deposit and §/- monthly.

No., 3. Masters’ Famous “ Cyclops  Boot, a
heavy Sunday. Boot for workmen, price 35/-;
6/= deposit and 5/- monthly. Also in Tan 3:)/-
same terms, 5/« depomit and 6/ monthily,

5/= MONTHLY

No. 4. Masters’ “ Empire ” Boot, a reliable Boot
for everyday wear, price 27/6; superior guality,
30/-; easy terms, 5/~ deposit and &= monthly.

No. 5. Gent’s Shoes in Strong Box Leather, smart
shape, price 80/-; B/~ deposit and §/- monthiy,
Also in Brogue, Black 306/-, Tan 85; ; same terms,
§/- monthly. “Wonderful good value.

No. 6. Ladies’ Smart Walking Shoe, in Black
Box, 25/-; Glacie Kid, 80/- and 35/-; Tan, 3§/, -
very smatt Shoe ; =l 5/-.deposit and 5/- monfhly.

No. 7. Ladies’ Strong Box Boots, 27/6; Glacie,
85/-, Lacs or Button ; 5/- deposit and §/- monthly.
Tan, 45/-, or 7/8 monthly.

Send 5/~ deposit with size and say which pair we shall

send you, Pay balance 5/~ monthly after delivery.
BOOT LIST FREE
Foreign applicati ited.

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, Rye.

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If
you are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence,

NERVOUSNESS

will-power, mind concentration,blush, or feel awkward in the presence of others,
sendp:g pgllmy stda%?ps for parmcula;s of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treat-

,-from VlcevAdmu'al to Seaman, and in the Army from
gloelg:;le;‘s:: g;‘the Na'SyO 7 . M.C.’s, M.M.s, and D.C.M.’s.—GODFRY FLLIOTT-
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperinl Buﬂdmgs. Ludgate Qircus, London, E.C. 4
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