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HARRY DASHED UNCEREMONIOUSLY INTO THE KING'S TENT. “PUT IT
DOWN, SIRE! IN HEAVEN'S NAME, DO NOT TASTE IT!” HE GRIED.
" = -(See Our Grand New Serial, ' THE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES!")
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The story epens with the death of Sir
John Temple, the old master of the Chase.
‘Harty, Iiis son, now becomes the new master.
"Walter Temple his cousin, pays him a visit
on the same night, and hedrs of a wonderful
sword 'belonging to the Temples—a sword
with a strange influence. It is suppoesed that
when eatried by any member of the family in
battte it will guard him from hurt in the

INTRODUCTION.
fight, and seemingly make him invincible over
his enemy. Walter has a great longing for
the sword, and next morming vanishes sud-
denly, bearm, it with him. A little later
war is declared between the King and Parlia-

ment, and Harry Temple, with his friend
Will Howard; join the Boyaiists’ forces.
Harry’s troop are returning from an en-
countter with the Parliamentary troops

when young Temple sees Walter, with the
stolen sword. He gives chase at once, and
rides his cousin down on the oufskuts of
a wood. A ficht ensues in a woodman’s hut
wherein iL.rry is unluckily wound('i Walter
escapes, and joims his regiment with Crom-
well, and a little later Will Howard discovers
his triend lying unconscious on the floor of
the hut. (Now read on.)

How Waller’s Rainforcements Wore
pped ;

¢ ONSIDERING. fhe very determined
“rature of that encounter with those

stragglers from Esséx’s hast Captain
- Levelace’s - losses had ‘been com-
paratively slicht-—three -killed, ~some half a
dozen wn!rldcd and two missing—and, after a
brief rest, he re}umed Rupert’s main foree,
which had moved some miles northward
again to secure a better position in the event
of a-sudden reopening of hostilities on the
part of the enemy.

“Two migsing, you say, Mortimer?” said
Lovelace, whm he had received His second in
command’s report. “Who are they?”

“Young Temple, captdm, and the hig nian

Howard.
“AH! Tis a pity—a great pity! Keen fel-
lows hoth -of them, and sturdy.”
Lovelace furned away, shaking his head,

whilst Mortimer passed on to attend to some
minor duties. Suddenly he was attraeted by
the sound of excited voices, and, looking up,
peheld some half a dozen of the troop gazing
intently -across country.

Striding forward, \iortxmer joined them,
and stared in the same direction. About a
mile away, two- riders were approaching the
camp—one swaying dizzily in his saddle, and
supported by the other. Both horses, too,
seemed quite exhausted—one limping pain-
fully.

Mortimer shaded his eyes, and gave vent fo
a muttered exclumation.

“I'faith, we have not suffered even so much
as we Ieared for, unless my eyes have grown
dim_ hefore tuen time, fthose twain seem
mighty familiar! Ho. there! Some of ye go
to meet them! That lad is sorely hurt, I
warrant !”

A - rough
short time

xmrdie was procured, and in a

H Temple was lifted gently
1d placed upen- it whilst
ing hig hand across his dry
lips, mutely ed that a deep draught
of ale was e “medicine ” he would
require for the time being.

An army in the fleld in these days had
none of the many - excellent ambulance
arrangements of the -present; yet, erude
thongh  the surgery was, it proved amply
efﬁczem ‘. Harry’s ecase.  His wound was
cleaned thormwhl}, and rebound, and the
verdict given was quite in accardance with

Will Howard s previous one-—-“gerious, hut not |

dangerous.’

Close upon five weeks ra<sed witheut any
further = hostilities taking place - between
Rupert and the enemy. Indeed, so dull a
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late, for searee

time did it seem that, as Will put it, with
somewhat grim humour, “their blades were
growing duil for want of a coat of colour!”
‘But by this time the Civil War had
obtaited a grip on Merrie England which
would nat be easily loosened. 1e fire which
had been started when Charles raised his
standard at Nottingham was now a raging
conflagration—all- devouring and unquench-
able. In almost every corner of the land
Royalist and Roundhead were tearing at each
other’s throats like so many wild beasts, re-
inforcements flocking to each banner by

‘thousands; and if Prince Rupert’s followers

were idle for a while, 'twas not likely thcy
would long rémain se.

Nor did they, for a couple of days Later
word eame that a large body of Parlia-
mentary soldfery were on their way to take
possession of a strongly-fortified castle some
twenty-five miles dlﬂtll]u which they intended
to hold, pending the advance of a much
heavier force, when the twain would unite
and hasten onwards to the assistance of Sir

William Waller, who was just then being
rather hard pressed by my Lord Goring.

Such was the position of this particular
stronghold that commanded all roads by
which the reinforcements could possibly
travel, so that if a large body could but
obtain possession of 'it, they could success-
fully prevent any farther progress on the
part of the enemy in that quarter.

"Twas this knowledge, therefore, which sent
the Parliamentary detachment hastening hot-
foot in that direction, so that they rmz{ht
arrive there first, thereby obviating any hiteh
in their colleagues’ advance, and ‘twas that
selfsame knowledge, also, which made Prinee
Rupert equally duermmed to obtain posses-
sion of the ‘cagtle, for the very opposite
purpose.

Unfortunately, however, they were just too
n hour before the first of
the Royalist scouts came within sight of the
pile the Roundheads had arrived, ‘and had
taken up their quar‘e;s A strong bedy they
were, too—tough, ’prentices mostly from
London Town, whose population . was now
almost ent“re}v in favour of the Parllamentary
cauge.

There was notbmg for it save to make 2
determined attack at omee.  Indeed, every
moment  was precious, for the second party
would probably be already on the way, and
the twain combined  would ‘in all likelihood
outnumber Prince Rupert's men. Added 4o
this, unless the stronghold were taken soon,
there would he qcarcelv any chance of the
etiemy’s march toWaller’s aid, 'Twas, in

(Copyright in the United States of Americt.)

short. a case of first eonquer ons foree, and
then wait to beat back the other.

Acting on this policy, Rupert lost no time.
So skiiful were his picked scouts, that not
one of them had been seen by the Round-
head oumosts, 56 that the attack was a
surprise one in every semse of the .word.
Delivered from- three sides at once, they
rushed towards the castle, breaking throu«rL
the first line of the Parliamentary defences
as a knife goes through paper. At the walls
themselves. however, a determined resistance
was put up—so much so that the EKing’s
ranks began {o show ugly gaps, and a brief

tirement was deemed advisable.,

Whilst all this was taking place, another
contingent of the Royalist forces, speedily
travelling by a-circuitous route, reached the
far side of the castle, which, by a piece of
strangely poor generalship, was left praeti-
cally undefended, most of the garrison being
drawn to repel the attack on the other three.

With this body was Captain Lovelace’s
troops, ataongst whem were, of course, Harry
Temple—now quite r‘ecmcr‘ed from his injury

—and Will Howard. They surged forward
with that brilliant dash which has made
Prinece Rupert’s eavalry d 'vedly famous in
history, forced down the great rear-gate, and
burst into the eourtyard, almost before the
defenders had time to realise the danger
from that new quarter.

Too late the Roundhexd commander- saw

rave - error, for at- that moment the
was renewed in front and on the two
so that he found himself threatened

ks

ftanks,
with defeat from all four sides at one and
the same time.

Yet, well knowing how much depended on
his occupation of the pesition, he put up a
stibborn resistance. Both parties suffered
heavily in t action,

though for some time
neither sx(‘c gained nor lost any appreciable
advantage.

But, whereas the Rovalists were stimulated
by the success of their strategy so far, the
toundheads were fighting that worst of all
enemies, dexnotaixsat'ol\, and the latt
sently began to show unmistak
W@akemnv Then a sudden deterw

ed rush

1 by the invaders broke the last stramns of

their discipline, and sent them fiying in all
directions—some wup the great staircase;
others through the wxntlovas%verywhere, any-
where, so long as they could escape those
lions of the Ixm/, who seemed beht upon
devouring all before -them

‘Twas after those who had sought refuge
in the upper rooms and on the flat roof that
Lovelace’s troopers went, dashing like men
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possessed up the staircase, and cubting
through the half-hearted defence of those
who bad halted in a futile attempt to stem
the tide.

Tp, up they tore, until they had hemmed in
the remnants, which included the commander,

on the battlements, where, after a short
resistance, the superior numbers of the
attackers told the Parliamentarians that

"twas useless holding out any longer.

““Your sword, sirrah?” said Lovelace, to the
Roundhead commander. “Further resistance
will avail you naught. The day is ours!”

The weapon was handed over without a
word; then, with bowed head, the Parlia-
mentary commander, followed by his crest-
Iallen supporters, passed through the com-
pany of elated Royalists, and so on down the
stairs, where they were placed under a strong
guard by those below.

At that moment a clatter of hoofs in the
flagoed courtyard attracted Lovelace’s atten-
tion, and, looking over the battiements, he
“saw one of the Royalist scouts dismount
close to where Rupert was stunding confer-
ring with some of his officers. A hurried
conversation took place between the Prince
and the newcomer, some swift commands
were issued, and Lovelace drew back with
an exultant smile on his lips.”

“0dd’s life!” he laughed. “There’s little
rest for the weary nowadays!- They're nigh
upon us, Mortimer, those rapscallions—and
a tight royal welecome we’ll give them, I
vow ! :

Quickly the castle was made ready to repel
the coming attack, which' was likely to be
of a most determined nature. Various fire-
arms, discarded -by the defeated garrison,
were scattered about in profusion, whilst on
the battlements themselves a quartet of
light artillery pieces were found, together
with plenty of ammunition. These were par-
ticularly - welcome to Rupert’s followers, who,
heing mainly cavalry, possessed little - or
nothing of this kind of armament. Indeed,
but for the clever manner in which their
own attack had been carried out ’tis very
doubtful if they would ever have succeeded
in taking the place at all, for a mounted
soll"er is of little use as a besieger, as a
rule.

'hey had not long to wait. Over a distant
hill swung a strong force on foot, marching
in rather more disciplined order than any
they had yet seen; then followed some
cavalry, -well mounted - enough on heavy
horses. Straight on they came, the sunlight
glittering: on the accoutrements—straight
towards the fortress, which, as they fondly
imagined, their friends were holding against
their arrival. 2

But what a stunning surprise it lield for
them! The- artillery “pieces, cvrashing -out at
.almost  point-blank range, sent their leaden
messengers hurtling amongst them, tearing
ugly gaps in the- packed ranks,; and strewing
the white roadway with many who would
never move again. whilst the remainder were
thrown into a state of amazed confusion.

In the meantime, Prince Rupert had with-
drawn the pick of his cavalry to the shelter
of a thick wood on the enemy’s flank, and,
whilst the pandemonium was at its height,
loosed them on the demoralised mob, who
were little prepared to withstand this new
attack. Despite the commands and en-
treaties of their leaders, but a half-hearted
attempt at resistance was -put up, and
presently the Roundhead host was scattering
in all directions, hotly pursued by the
triumphant Rqyalists.

And, elsewhere, Sir William Waller was still
waging  his losing battle against my Lord
Goring—waiting vainly for the reinforcements
which would never come!

A Mysterisus Conversation! :
RINCE RUPERT, fcaring the danger of
a sudden rally on the part of the
scattered Roundheads, whom he did
not deem it wise to pursue too far—
for the majority had taken a direction in
which he strongly suspected they might
eventually meet with substantial assistance—
decided to hold the captured fortress for but
a short time, and then return to his previous
© position. - Indeed, now that his daring actién
had been crowned with success, and the re-
inforcements intended for Sir William Waller
stopped on their march, the place would he
of but little use to him.  True, it com-
manded all the available roads, but having
once been go completely surpriced, 'twas not
_likely that a further enemy force would
attempt to pass that way, unless in such
overwhelming numbers as he could not hope

to withstand., Nay, any who cams would
probably travel across country by 'a ionger
and more difficult route, rather than face
another trouncing such as had just been given
them.

Thus, some little time later the castle
was deserted by all save the rats and owls,
and the Royalists were rapidly marching
through the surrounding woods towards the
spot whence they had set out. Arriving there
just after dusk, a well-earned rest was wel-
comed by all and sundry, Harry and Will
dropping- to sleep almest immediately they
lay down.

But whereas Howard snored on, inert as
the dead, his young companion, contrary to
his expectations, enjoyed but a fitful doze,
waking an hour or so later.

He lay there, turning and twisting alter-
nately from one side to the other, until,
presently the sound of subdued voices fell on
his ears and caused him to remain stiil.

More as a change from tossing about than
anything else, the lad began to listen, hoping
that the soft murmuring of the voices might
lull him to sleep; but presently he gave a

Fywna
i
1t

11

*

Harry gave it up in despair, gently nudg-
ing Will Howard.

Will gave an inarticulate grunt, which was
effectually choked hy his companion, and
sat up. Then, with a hastily-whispered
warning, Harry led the way quietly towards
aﬁpatCh of deep shadow lying some distance
off.

“What is’t, lad?” asked Will, 23 soon as
they were out of earshot.

“That I know not just atb.present,” rae
plied Harry, “but I feel mightily alarmed.”

He repeated what he had overheard, and
Howard rubbed his stubbly chin in pes-
lexity. =
“Ay, 'tis a fact that his Majesty is ex:
pected. We got word of his coming, an’ you
remember, just after we returned. He can
be no more than six or seven miles off now.”

“Probably ; but what is the meaning of »

Will gave his shoulders a hopeless shrug.

“In these times, lad, 'tis hard to tell the
meaning of anything, so we can but watch
caretully. Who are the fellows in the
tent?”

Down the wide lane forimed by the walls of white canvas, a number of

mounted men trotted. The foremost coupie were Prince Rupert and the King.

They passed quite close to where Harry and Will were standing stifily, and
acknowledged their salutes gravely.

start, and raised himself quietly on his
elbows, straining his ears to their utmost.

“You are sure?”

“Sure! Why, hast not heard his Highness
say it?”

“Ay; but—"

“¢ Buts,” my friend, are the fool’s obstacles!
Charles times his movements well, and will
come by sunrise; then-—"

“Then, good Thomas, our pockets will weigh
more heavily, and our hearts lighter 4

“Hist! Dolt, dost not know that walls—
and tents—have ears? Get you to sleep!”

Harry stifled a gasp, and remained listen-
ing intently for some minutes longer; but nc
further words sounded through the canvas.
What could be the import of the strange
conversation? That it had reference to the
King was certain, but what had they meant
by that strange reference to their pockets?
'Twas true that his Majesty was expected
to join forces with bis nephew, Prince Rupert,
and was probably even now on his way down
from the North, where he had successfully
defeated a large Parliamentary body, though
with considerabie loss to himself. But
what

“That I cannot say, but we could find out
easily enough, I should think.”

Will nodded, pointing to the eastern sky,
which was even now beginuing to show a
faint greyness, °

“'Twill soon be daylight,” he

“s50

said,

-our best plan is to take up such a position

as will allow us to see who leaves yonder
place. We dare not enter, of course.”

But though they waited patiently, their

eyes fixed untiringly on the closed flap untit
the first shafts of the rising sun shot upwards
from the horizon; not a soul left the tent to
reward their vigil.
. “Marry, this is strange!” muttered Wili
doubtfully. “They were talking of the King,
you say, yet even when he must be almost
upon us, they still make no stir—— AB!™

A bugle-call sounded faintly from some
distant part of the camp, and then came a
great noise of bustle and cheering. The
two sprang to their feet, and were hurry-
ing away in the direction whence it proceeded
when Will suddenly haited and stepped aside
towards the mysterious tent.
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“'Tis perbaps wise to take fhe bull by the

hu s, after all, lad, for we may not have

ancther opportunity of knowing who—"

e stopped short and puhed the flap open,
but next instant a disappointed look crept
into his face, for the interior was quite empty.
ividently the occupants had made good their
departure beneath the canvas at the rear
whilst they watched in front.

By this time the commotion had become
even more pronounced, and presently, down a
wide lane formed by the walls of white
canvas, a number of mounted men trotted,
the foremost couple being Prince Rupert and
the King. They passed quite close to where
Harry and Will were standing stiffly at atten-
tion, acknowledging their salme< and finally
disappearing in the direction of His Highness’
m\arters
low, lad, the subject of that strange talk
arrwed and we-are yet groping like 2
of moles in a thick fog id Howard.

\‘vb cannot accuse the <pu1 ers, since we
know not who they are, and we certainly can-
not, denounee the whole force.  Thomas’ is
but 4 vague description. Why, we have
dozens of that name here.”

Harry looked rather anxious.

“Ayv, ‘tis a pretty mess!” he replied. °I
alinost wish now that § Nay, ‘tis small
wishing, though. Ah, I helieve 1. have

il

“Well, 1ad?”

“There is but one plan that I can think of,”
ilie boy centinued. *We must attach our-
relves to His Majesty’'s personal bedyguard
at once, so that we can have him under eur
eohservation ceasclesly.”

“A diffieult problem, Master Harry. You

2y take it he will likely have littie need of
t\im supporters,”

* Nay, Will, your eyes refuire b.wnten*n"*
Didst not notlce how depleted his guard was?
Ay, and some were wounded, too! He'll
Fequire; fresh men, 1 warrant you"

But Howard still looked very doubtful.

“You may be tight, lad. but ’tis a poor
chanees—glmost as poor as we shall have of
bejug selected should it actually turn out as
you say.n c

But, neverthe‘ess in -spite of the big
fellow’s misgivings, Harry's prophecy proved
to be a correct one; and cliance also favoured
them both when it came to making the
chotce {rom Rupert’s forces, from which ‘twag
decided to pick ‘the fresh guard, on aceount

of the many casualties in the King's, for-

Will's great fizure and Harry’s own wiry
appearanes most favourably impressed the
o‘mer entrusted with the task, and he nodded
approvingly.

“Ay! Both fine fellows, truly!” he said.
“Step. forward, the two of ye, beside these
others, here.” : =

He passed on down the line, picking several
more likely-looking men, and finally an-
nounced bis required number complete.
Almost immediately afterwards they were
paraded afresh before His Majesty, who alse
locked them over with an approving eye, com-

u.pentmg .the officer on his taste and
slirewdness.

“A goodly lot!” Charles caid, smiling.
“Marry, Fortescue, I warrant I could even

pay the Parliament itself a friendly call and
returi unh.umed with these fellows at my
buack!” X
Captain Fortescue smiled in

return, but

then looked qome\\ hat grave.
Nay, sire!” he replied. “'Fwere not weil
to risk overmuch just now. The people are

scarcely in a mood to be trifled with, and
but a slight touch either \wy may tip the
seales to our disadvantage.” =

The King burst into a roar of laughter, and
tien extended hlS gold snuih hox tew ards the
other,

“he xhucl-‘led “1 did but
! What a aubcl sides you are, Fortescue,
yet I'll vow you mean well!”

e turned and re-entered his fent,
the “new body{vuard ‘was dx~p0139d for
lixe heing.

whilst
the

< “In the Nick of Time!
ﬁR the next day or.so nothing further
transpired which served to throw any
light on the mysterious conversation
Harry Temple hhd overheard, nor had
he identity of the unseen speakers yet been
discovered. :
bBoubtful as to whether they
‘LBE PoptiLAR.—No. 86,

should - take

 Will, rising to his feet.

anyone else into their confidence. upon the
matter or not, he-and Will finallydecided to
keep their own counsel, being now in a posi-
tion to watch everything that took place, and
having the King under observation almost
every moment of his stay at the camp.

At first the arrangement had been that
beth Rupert’s force and his uncle’s should
combine and march eastwards to attack

" several large Parliamentary bodies which were

reported to be at full strength there, waiting
for an opportunity to sweep the Royalists
completely out of that district;
expceted news of a somewhat similar state
of affairs coming from the west made it
necessary to alter the plans, and the King’s
forces were now about to travel that way
alone, whiist his Highness’s would adhere to
the original arrangement, each leader hoping
to fall in with substantial assistance on his
journey to replace the loss of their mutual
support.

'hus it eame to the last few hours of
Charles’ sojourn with his nephew, and up to
now nothing had occurred to cause overmuch
alarm in the hearts of the only two who
guessed that anytbing untoward was in the
air.

But this selfsame change in tactics had
apparently served to quicken the movements
of the hitherto unknown enemy also; and
v himself was fortunate in at last learn-
ing sometliing more substantial to ge upon
than before

Shortly after Charles had returned from a
hurried inspection of tlie lines on the last
day of his stay,
had obhtained a brief respite from duty, and
were resting quite close to one of the larger
tents where some of the cookery arrangements
were being conducted. . From this point they
also had an unmtermpted view of the King’s
quarters, and presently one of His Majesty’s
personal servants made his way across the
intervening space, disappearing inte the other
tent.

“Now, beshrew
reminds me that I,

me, but yonder fellow
. too, am empty!”
“You rememb_er, lad,
that our duties caused us to miss our break-
tasts this momms 50 let’s see what can be
had within.’

They entered the big tent, where a busy.

scene met-their gaze, whilst a savoury odour
served to make their appetites all the more
keen. Close to the right of the entrance a
light repast was being prepared for the King

-ere he took his departure, and, even as they

watched, the servant carried it out.

Next moment Will had turned away in
seareh of something for themselves, and
Harry was about to follow, when a few
words spoken by one of the cooks caused
him to start slightly, for the voice was the

voice of one of those whom he had chanced-

to overhear but a short time back.

Apparently the man had either not noticed
ihe hoy's close proximity, or else did not
imagine the latter could possibly grasp the
meaning of what he said, for his speech was
but moderately low as he turned to one of
his assistants.

“Now, Thomas, *tis done!”*

The words were but ordinary cnes in every-
day use, and to anyone else, provided he
had not overheard that previous conversation,
they would have appeared innoeent enough,
and might have referred to the task which
had " just been completed; but to Hairry
Temple, strung up to his highest piteh in
hig anxiety to fathom the real import of
what he had already learnt, they seemed to
bear a strange significance, coupled with the
fact that when the other answered, his tones
were curiously like those of the second
mysterious voice.

But Harry never hetrayed his inward feel-
ing for an instant. Leaving Will Howard to
continue his way towards the far end of
the tent, where several other cooks were busy
serving some troopers,

wards where the King was about to begin
his meal.

Indeed, Cliarles was even then in the act
of raising the spoon to his lips when a lithe
figure rushed unceremoniously past the
solitary man-at-armg standing at. the en-
trance, and ere that worthy had half realised
what was happening, burst in like manner
threugh the group-of -offices just within, and
came to a breathless halt n front of the
small table S

“Stay, sire! Pup it down!
name, put it uov‘;"’

In. Heaven's

but un-

young Temple and Howard-

‘company.

quoth

he strolled casunally
outsgide, and then sprinted like a hare to-

-Charles dropped the spoon with a clatter,

splashing its contents over his attire, and
rose to his feet in angry surprise.
“Pub it down, sirrah(” he echoed. “What

mean you? Why, I was.just about to do so—
down my throat,”” he added, with a laughy
quickly recovering his composure.

“Nay, sire! Heaven grant you did mnot!”
exclaimed Harry, and then described \\Imt
had occurred.

Charles’ face grew graver as he listened, Ins
brows meeting in a dark frown. :
“Ah me!” he said presently, sighing deep
“¥ seems those with the Parliament
not my only enemies.’ Gentlemen, this must
be inquired into at once! You, lad go with
them, and point out:those two fellows Mmm

you suspeet.”

Both cooks looked the picture of consfemas
tion when a quartet of officers entered and
curtly commanded them to follow, whilst the
rest of the company, including Will Howard;
stared in surprise, and finally flocked out
behind them. i

Arriving at the King’s tent, none but ‘those
directly concerned were admitted, the
remainder halting in a body outside. Then,
after a searching glance at the two suspects,
Charles nodded towards his untouched piate.

“'Tis not often, I'll vow, ye are honoured
by a Royal invitation,” he said grimiy.
“There is a most ‘appetising repast, sirs.
Taste it, 1 pray you!”

But from the demeanour of the twain 'twas

easy to see that they would willingly. forgo
such a great distinction, for their jaws
dropped and their cheeks turned as wmw
as the canvas about them, -
/“Nw, sire,”” mumbled one, hc}m(r his dry:
lq . “We have dined but an hour bd\.r{ and:
do not feel hungry. Yeur Nlajeaty 15 tou
considerate !??

“Ah, ‘tis-a pity ." was the cutmw rep‘v
“for I had hoped for the pleasure ‘of Your
Nay, the disappointment is more
than I ean bear. Ye must take some!”

He held out the plate, the rest of the group
looking on breathlessly. 'But the  wretched
fellows backed away, their legs trembling as
thought they -could no’ ]onger support’ their

-bodies, until breught to  an abrupt- halt by

the tent-wall behind them.

Then the King’s attitude suddenly changed
from grim banter to blazing anger, He cast
the pla,to from him and ﬁxed each with a

steely stare.

“Ye are convicted out of your own
mouths!” he snapped harshly. * Your refusal
to eat proves beyond a doubt what was but
a suspicion up to now. Have ye anything to
say? 91

They dropped to their knee= trembling so
much that they could scarce frame a reply.
Then—-

“Mercy, sire!”” ecried Thomas. “Have
merey upon us! We were sorely tempted——"

Charles’” lips eurled contemptuously.

“Mercy, forsooth!” he exclaimed sarcas-
tically. “Didst show me any when ye sent
that stuff here? Wouldst have shed any tears
over me had I eaten it? Nay, ye meed say
no more. I have no use for those who
succumb to temptation. Take them away,
Fortescue! The very sight of the knaves
upsets me!”

Still frantically entreating, they were
dragged from the teni, and the King turned
to Harry, who stil! remained, undecided
whether his further presence was required
or  not. 5

“1 thank you, lad” said Charles grate-
fully. “’Pwas a clever piece of work. And
rest assured I shall remember .it to your
eredit when we have more time.to coxmder
such things— Hark!”,

A crashing volley sounded from somewhere
outside, . and Harry . gave. ~anjginvoluntary
shudder. The King's head had sunk upen
his.chest, and his eyes were: cbosed, whilst
his lips moved silently. :

“*Tis unfortunate, but necessary for the
benefit of -others;” he presently muttered.
“1 bid you farewell now, lad. But we shall |
meet again, an’ Fate is kind, when I shall
keep my promise.”’

Harry bent low and kissed the white hand
held towards him. Then he backed slowly
from the tent.

(There will be onother grand instalment of
this romantic adventure serial in next weex's
issue of THE POPULAR. Tell all your friends
about this splendid new servial.)}
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Cheeky Challenge !
-

“GOAL

“Hurrah!”

“Well played, Carr!” :
There were scenes of great anima-
tion on Little Side at Greyfriars,

The reign of King Cricket was over. Bob
Cherry remarked that there had been a jolly
sight more “rain * than cricket—and he was
right, Many matches had had to he aban-
doned on account of the weeping skies which
generally prevailed during an  English
suminer,

Football had started at Greyfriars, and
Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remove, were
in their element. Cricket was a game which
could be played only in fine weather. But
so far as foothall was concerned, it could
rain, hail, snow, and sleet—elther separately
or all together—for all the juniors cared.

As it happened, it was a fine afternoon in
September. A trial match was taking place
on Little Side, to give Harry Wharton an
opportunity of selecting the Remove eleven.

Wharton captained one team, and Dennis
Carr the other, and the play was fast, keen,
and interesting.

At half-time Wharton’s team had led by
two goals to nil. But in the sccond half
Dennis Carr revolutionised the game by net-
ting twice, and bringing the scores level.

Dennis was in great form, and it was cer-
tain that he, at any rate, would secure a
place in the Remove eleven.

With ten minutes to go, both sides strove
hard for the winning goal.

Harry Wharton missed by inches, and at
the other end Dennis Carr came within an ace
of completing the “hat-trick.”

But nothing further was scored, and the
zame ended in a draw.

“Race you to the tuckshop, you fellows!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Right you are!” said Nugent,

And the Famous Five sprinted away, with
the rest of the players at their heels. i

The runners had not procceded very far
before they met with an obstruction, in the
person of Billy Bunter.

The fat junior stood with arms and legs
apart, as if determined that no one should
pass him., In a way the scene was reminiscent
of Horatius keeping the bridge of old.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Stand asidé, porpoise!™”

“Stop!” exclaimed Billy Bunter dramatic-

ally. i .

in his right'-hand the fat junior was
flourishing a newspaper.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “What have you got there?”

“Looks like the local
Wharton.
us, Bunter?”

“Yes, rather!”

The juniors halted,
handed the paper to Wharton, at the same
time indicating a paragraph in the advertise-
ment column.

The captain of the Remove perused the
paragraph, and his chums glanced over his
shoulder.

It was a football challenge that Billy
Bunter had pointed out. And it was worded
as follows:

rag.” said Harry

“Got anything exciting to show

and Billy Bunter-

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

ss BY ias

FRANK RIGHARDS.

“COQURTFIELD CRUSADERS (very strong)

for the purpose of licking them into a cocked
hat. The Courtfield ground will be available
on Saturday next. Any replies to this chal-
lenge should be addressed to the secretary
and ecaptain.—S. H. Jarvis, High Strect,
Courtfield.”

“My hat?”?

. “What awful cheek!”

“I've never heard of such nerve!” said Bob
Cherry. “Tancy calling themselves * very
strong ’! 1 suppose they think they're pep-
permints?”

*“Ha; ha; ha!”

“I fancy I know this fellow Jarvis!”
Harry Wharton thoughtfully. “He's
butecher's hoy !’ ;

“And he thinks he ecan turn the Courtfield
ground into a slaughter-house, w a junior
schoolboy team as his victims:!” said Frank
Nugent.

“He'll be unlucky!” growled Johany Bull

“Yes, rather!”

“] suppose his initials, ‘8. H.", stand for
‘Swelled Head ’'?” said Dennis Carr.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, Wharton,” said Billy Bunter, “I
think this challenge ought to be taken up,
you know!”

“Go hon!”

“But it won't be any use taking a dud team
over to Courtfield. You'll have to take eleven
good men and true. I offer you my ser-

said
he

vices——"

“Declined with thanks!” sald Wharton
promptly.

“QOh really, Wharton! You'll want a really
zood centre-forward——"

“Are you suggesting that I'm rotten?” de-
manded the captain of the Remove. “Be-
cause, if so, you’ll get a thick ear!”

“What are you going to do about this chal-
lenge, Harry?” inquired Bob Cherry.

“Accept it, of course!”

“You'll write to Jarvis?”

“No; I'll get through to him on the ’phone
hefore Highcliffe or some other school takes
up the challenge.”

“Good wheeze!™

Harry Wharton obtained permission from
Wingate of the Sixth to use the telephone in
the prefects’ room, and he lost ro time in
ringing up the presurnptuous Jarvis.

The other members of- the Famous Five
accompanied Wharton to the prefects’ room.

“I want Courtficld—double-two six!” said
the captain of the Remove, speaking into the
transmitter.

A moment later a gruff
across the wires.

“Hallo! Who's there?”

“This is Greyfriars—-" hegan Wharton.

“Oh, yes! We sent the steak up to the
school this morning!™

i«'Eh?U

voice sounded

“Hope the boy delivered it all right!”
“Blow the steak!” growled Wharton.
“What!”

“Bother the steak! This isn't a business
call. I want to speak to Mr. Jarvis junior
about footer! .

“Oh! Who is it spcaking?’

# Wharton, of Gregiciars.”

desire a match with junior schoolboy team, |

“Yery good, Master Wharton.
50 t0 come to the
Shortly afterwards the coarse and inzolent
; f Mr. 8. H. Jdrvis hailed Harry
¥ harton. 2

*“What d’you want, kid?”

“1’'ve rung up ahout your challenge in the
local paper,” said -Wharton. “On behali of
the Remove eleven at Greyfriars, I
aceept it.”

Therc was a chuckle from Jarvis.

*1 ’ope you realise what you're lettin’ yer-
selves in for!” he said. “We shall simply
make rings round you!”

“That remains to be seen,” said Wharton
quietly. “Will it be all right for our eleven
to come over fo Courtfield on Saturday after-
noon?”

“Cert'nly! An’ if you take my advice you'il
bring an ambulance with you!”

“Ehl_ Why?"

“Well, we ain’t rough players, hy no mauaer
of means, but we're likely to inflict a few
accidental injuries on ycu undersized brats!’”

“You—vyou cheeky rotter 5

“I give you fair warnin',” said Jarvis. “If
you come over to play us, you must expect a
few ’ard knocks!”

“We don't mind hard knocks, so long as ths
game’s played fairly!” said = Wharton.
*What about the time of the kick-off? Will
two-thirty suit you?” .

*Down to the ground!”

“We'll call that settled, then.”

“You’ll get a terrible whoppin’, mark youi”
said Jarvis.

“We shall see.

I'tl get my

w

We're not so hefty as your

fellows, by long chalks, but I dare say we

shall be able to hold our own.

“Bon swore!"”
French.

And he rang off.

“Fixed everything up, Harry?’ inquived
Frank Nugent, as Harry Wharton replaced
the receiver on its hook.

“Yes. We play Courtfield Crusaders on
their ground on Saturday. Kick-off two-
thirty. That fellow Jarvis seems an awful
hooligan. He says we’'d better-bring an am-
bulance.”

“Does he, by Jove?’ gaid Bob Cherra
“Well, we won't do that; but I'H tell yos
what we will-do. We’'ll take a whole crow
of supporters over with us, in case there's any
foul play.”

“That's the idea!” :

“And if we don’t make the Crusadersy feel
sorry that they issued that challenge, 1'l
%at“ my Sunday topper!” declared Johnny

ull.

“Come on, you fellows!” said Wharton,
“T'm going to draw up the team.”

And the Famous Five—alias the Remove
Selection. Committee—adjourned to No. 1
Study in the Remove passage, in order to
compile the list of players who would en-

Good-bye!”
said Jarvis. “’Scuse my bad

.deavour to “put it across ”’ the cheeky Court-

field Crusaders.

“NOTICE!

The challenge made recently in the Press
by the Courtfield Crusaders has been accepted
by the Greyfriars Remove, who will be repre:
sented by the following eleven:

Goal, Bulstrode; backs, Bull and Brown;j
half-backs, Cherry, P. Todd, and Linley}
forwards, Vernon-Smith, Nugent,” Wharton,
Carr, and Hurree Singh.

(Signed) H, WHARTON,
Captain.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ready for the Fray !
HAT evening the following announce.
ment appeared on the school notice-
hoard: 5

That announcement gave complete satisfacs
tion to exactly eleven fellows—the elevenm '
who had been chosen. S8

Among the rest of the Removites there was
seething discontent, -

Harry Wharton & Co. found it quite im-
possible to do any prep that evening. They
were constantly being interrupted. :

Billy Bunter was the first arrival. He
rolled into the study without knocking, and
blinked at the captain of the Remove through
his big spectacles. =

“1 say, Wharton,” he began, “I want a

lace 2
e “This isn't a fried-fish shop!” growled Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, lLa, ha!” =

“1 want a place in the Remove Eleven”
continued Bunter, unheeding. - “I've already
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offered you my services, and you declined
them. But, of course, you were only rotting.
You can’t afford to overleok the claims of a
brilHant ferward like me! Am [ going to
play. at ouUs'de left, . Wharton?”

“No; you're going to be left eutside!”

‘ﬂa ha, ha!”

*0Oh, really
matter—->

“It would be, if you played for the Re-
move!” chuckled Frank Nugent. “A perform-
ing porpoise wouldn't be in it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter glared at the hilarious juniors.

“Evidently you fellows have never seen me
playing on the wing,” he said. “X've got the
speed of a hare. T can travel—"

you fellows, it’s no laughing

“You can!” agreed Johnny Bull. “And
you're going to start travelling now! Lend
me a boot, you fellows!®

Billy Bunfer darted towards the deor. But

he was too late to escape the attentions of
his sehoolfellows. Five bhoots ' clumped to-
gether on the rear of his person, and he dis-
appeared through the doorway. The manner
of his going out was conalduan'y quicker
than the manner of his coming . in.

“(@ood-bye, Bluebell !” sang out Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

As soon as he was -able to sort himself
sut, Billy Bunter rolled disconsolately away.
It had taken him a long time to realise that
Harry Wharton & Co. had no use for his
services ; but he realifed it at last.

The deu‘xs Five attempted to start their
prep, - but —searcely had they Qpcncd their
books when Fisher T. Fish came in.

“1 sorter guess and calculate that you've
w.ufe a mistake, Wharton!” said the Yankee
. “T don't see my name down to play
ak mst Courtfield.”

“We're keeping you m reserve txlI we play
o blind school, Fishy!” said Johuny Bull

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“See hyer!” said Fish. “I guess you ll ke
wanting a strong team on this ou’asmn

“Phat’s ‘s0,” said Wharton. - “And we've
therefore got no use for you!”

“Ha,; ha, hal? .

1 reckop I'm just the galoot you're'lookmg
for.”  went on Fisher T. Fish, undaunted
P an eidnteen carat iomard -and I can
travel—some?’

“Pien you can jolly weil tm»el out of the
windew!”said Bob Cherry.

“Bunter's already travelled through the
doorway, and he ean go out of the window
by way of variety!” said Nugent.

Fisher T. Fish backed away in alarm. But
before ‘he could dodge out into the passage
Lhe was seized by the Famous Five, and
drugged to the window.

“We will now speedfully deep&tch the pari-
ing guest!” murmured Hurree Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fold on, yow jays——" panted Fish.

The juniors obeyed.. They held on grimly,
and” foreed theif victim on to the window-
sill.

The window was wide open, for the Famous
Five were by way of being fresh-air flends.

Figher T. Fish was bundled through, and
he descended none too gently on te the flag-
stones in the Close.

Fortunately, it was not a very big drop;
but it was quite big enough for Fish. His
yells of anguish would have awakened the
celebrated Seven Sleepers,

“Now p'r'aps we shall get some peace,”
Marry Wharton.

But such was not the case.

Squiff and Monty Newland and Tom Red-
wing were the next arrivals at btudv No. 1.

“Y say, Wharton,” said Squiff, “some slliy
ass has been playmg a pmctxcal joke!”

“What do you mean?” e

“Why, there’s a list' of players on the
notice-board supposed to be signed by you.
‘The~list has been faked, of course!” -

“Rats!” said the captain of the Remove.
“It’s perfectly genuine!”

“But it can’t be, because my
down!”

“Nor mine!” said Monty Newland.

“Nor mine!” added Tom Redwing.

“Tha’c list was drawn up and signed by
me,” said Wharton. “I'm s(my I had to
!ea\e you feliows out, because you're all good
players. But when therc s such a giddy array
of talent to choose from somebody’s bound fo
be disappointed. I tell you what, though.
You can be first reserve, Squiff.,” -

“Thanks!”’ said Squiff d;lly
it "And you -¢an he second rmer\e, Newland

Monty Newland gave an emphatic snort.
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said

name’s not

tired.

“Aud I can he third reserve, 1 suppose?”
said 'lx;m Redwing.

“You‘ generosity, old chap,” said ﬁqmtf
far in excess of your personal braut)—v.hn,h
sn’'t apparent to the naked eye!”

“10h-you

“We appreciate very mueh the honour
which you have conferred upon us, but it isn’t
quite good enough. We don’t see the fun
of ‘being first, second, and third reserves,
respectively !” =

“No.-jolly fear!” said Monty Newland.

“Look here, you fellows!” said Bob Cherry.
“The Eleven’s been chosen, and the editor’s
—1I mean the skipper's—decision ig final!”

“And now you can buz off, unless you-want
us to show you the way out!” said Nugent.

Realising that they would get no ehange
out of the Remove & ion Committee,
Squiff and his companions stamped out of
the study. And Harry Wharton consoled
them as they went by promising them places
in the eleven at no distant date.

The Famous Five made yet another attempt
to tackle their prep. But there was a tramp-
ing of feet in the passage. and a deputation
of juniors, headed by Bolsover major, came
into the study.

Barry Wharton rose to his feet \Ht‘l an
umation of impatience.
his is the absolute limit!” he ejaculated.

“You'll have to put a notxce up outside the
door, Harry,” said ‘\ur'en‘” “ fomething af*e;
this style:

“‘The chaps who. come in here to grouse, |

And don't know where to stop,
Are warned to keep their distance, or
They'll go out neck and crop!™*

There was a growl from Bolsover major.

“I'd like to see you try it on!’* he said.

“Lm d have all your work cut out!”

“¥Yes, rather!

an’ there's a dozen of us

intoirely!” said Micky Desmond.
“And if it comes to a scrap, you fellows

will find yourselves in Queer Street!” said

here,

Morgan

Harry Wharton glared at the deputation.

“What  do -you silly asses want?” he
demanded.

“We've come to solemnly warn you not to
take a team over to Courtfield on Satur-
day !” said Bolsover major,

“Eh? Why not?? ,

“Because you won't be up to the weight of
the Crusaders: They're nothing more or less
than a set of hooligans. Instead of playing
the ball, they play the man. They've made
up their minds to lay you out, and if you
value your skins you'll stay at Greyfriars.”

“We're not funks!” said Wharton con-
termptuously.

“No. But you don't want to risk your lives
and limbs against a set of bruisers, Take
my advice, Wharton, and cancel the fixture!”

“And what’s going to happen then?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“Why, I shall take a team over to Court-
field myselt,” said Bolsover. *“A big, hefty
team, that will play the Crusaders at their
own game. In faect, it’ll be more like a dog-
fight than a footer-match!”

“Ass!” growled Johpay Bull, “We wouldn’t
dream of cancelling the fixture, and making
way for your rag-time team. We're not afraid
of getting hurt. And it therc’s any foul
play, there will be a bodyguard of Remove
1ellrms on fhe touch-line, ready to hack us
up ¥’

Bolsover scowled.

“Do I understand—" he began,

“Qf course not!” said Bob Cherry.

“How

caii you, when you don't possess an under-

standing ¢”

““Ha, ha, ha!?

“Do I understand that you're going to
ignore my warning?” hooted Boisover.

“ Absolutely I’ said Harry Wharton. .

“Well, if you get killed, don't come round
to me afterwards and say that I didn’t warn
you!”

“Ha,. ha, ha!?

Bolsover turned on his heel.

“There!s nothing deing, you fellows,” he
said. “These chumps are determined to go
ahead, and if-they get slaughtered it will
be their own' funeral i’

nd the members of the deputation re-
After which Harry Wharton took the
precaution of locking the door of Study No: 1.
‘And there were no further interruptions that
evenmg

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Stormy Scene !
ATURDAY dawned bright and clear.
The morning Sthed never-ending,
but at last the time was rlpe for the
Remove eleven to set out for (,om*'
field. They changed into football garb b ¢
they weant, for the dressing-reom faci
on the Courtfietd ground were anything
up te date.

Quite a crowd of Removites walked o\a‘
with the tcam. There must have been it
least a couple of score of them—practically
the entire. Form. :

Many of the fellows carried mouth-organs
and toy rattles and tin-whistles, by means.of
which they hoped to spur their team on to
victory. 1

When Harry Wharton & Co.

hut

reached

-Courtfield ground they felt devoutly thankful

that they had a bodyguard with them
the toue¢h-line was throne{-,J with heft
ing hooligans, who evidently meant mischicf.

“They seem to have advertised -the match
pretty well, judging by the number of spec-
tators,” remarked Dennis Carr.

*Nice-looking mob, .aren’t they?” sai@ Bobh
Cherey~ 2If T'm anyt.hm" of a prophet;
there’ll be some thick cars and ~w0’1m noses
in evidence before the ga Qver.

“Where are the Crusaders?” asked Nuge

“In the dressing-room, I -expeect,” sa
Harry Wharton. *“Let's go and see.”

The Remove eleven ad]ourned to the dress-
ing-room, and there, sure enough, they
located their opponents.

Jarvis, the skipper, was there, and he made
a mocking bow.

“You've turned up, then?” he said.

Wharton nodded.

For

: “Well, I didn't think you would, some:
how.” S

“You thought we’d show the white
mz\t ter?” said Vernon-Smith.

“¥es."

“We’re not afraid of you,” grunted Johnny
Bull, “although youre big enocugh to eat
ue, almost.”

The Courtfield Crusaders were indeed a
hefty lot. They were, without exception,
talier and broader than the Removites. But
the latter were fast and nippy, and they
anticipated no great difficulty in holding
their own against Jarvis & Co.

“It was like your cheek. to put t,lmt
challenge in the local rag,” said Wharton te
Jarvis.

.+ The Courtfield skipper grinned.
“I. was hopin’ that )uu Greyfriars kde

would swallow the bait,” he said. *“You're
goin’ through the mill this afternoon!”
“Rats!”
“I'll give you one more chiance to back

out,” said Jarvis. You can.see what you're

up against.”

“Baek out?” echoed Bob Cherry.

“No jolly fear!” .

Jarvis winked at his compmuons
said:

“Are you kids ready?”

“Quite!” said Wharton.
referee?”

“'Bre he is!” said Jarvis,

A slim-looking young man,
in black, with a clerical col
the dressing-room. He was Mr.
one of the curates at Courtfield.

Mr. Blenkinsop beamed at the footballers.

“Are we all heah?” he inquired, in a
drawling veice. s

“Yaas, I think so, begad!”
Cherry.

“Ha; ha, hal?

“I have offahed to come ovah and referee
this mafeh, and I trust there will be ne
disordah,” said Mr. Blenkinsop. “It is my
desiah to control a clean, gentle game, un-
marred by any roughpess or brutality.”

“Afraid you'll be unlucky, old sport!”
muttered Jarvis.

“Shall we adjourn to the playing-field, on
which the—haw!—battles of Ingland are’
won?” said Mr. Blenkinsop.

“Wouldn’t be a bad idea,”
Carr. “Lead the way, sir!”

The mild-looking curate stepped on to the
ground, and be blew a shrill blast on his
whistle.

There was a mighty roar from the touch-
line as the rival teams lined up.

“Play up, Greyfriars!”

“Go it, the Crusaders!”

“On the ball'l”

-From the kick-off Harry Wharton & Ca.
knew that they must expect a rough game.

The Courtfield Crusaders seemed to make
it their special mission not to score goals,

“Never!?

Then he

“Where's. -the

r, . came into
Blenkinsop,

murmured Bob

said DPennis
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bub to bowl their opponenis over as often
and ad roughly as possible.
‘- Had. there been a firm referee, with a

strong control of the game, the unfair
tactics of the Crusaders would promptly

have been stopped.

Br. Blenkinsop,
but firm.

Shortly after the start Harry Wharton was
racing for goal, when Jarvis, who had heen
lving in wait for him, brought him down
very badly. -

1t was a glaring foul, for which
deserved to be ordered oft the field.

As it was, Mr. Blenkinsop contented him-
self with administering a mild rebuke. Turn-
ing to the Courtfield skipper, he said:

“Pray be a little more gentle, Mr. Jarvis.
Your methods are—er—a trifle rough!”

. Harry Wharton picked himself up. He was
frowning darkly.

“You cad!” he said to Jarvis.
¥you play fairly?”

Jarvis' ghrugged his shoulders.

“I told you what to expect,” he said.

“If there’s much more of that sort of
thing, vou rotter,” said Bob Cherry hotly,
“you’ll get it in the neck!” g

The referee awarded a free-kick to the
Greyfriars Remove. “The- kick was taken by
Peter Todd, whose shot for goal struck the
crossbar. g .

- It- was a very near thing, and the Court-
field supperters looked far from pleased.
* Jarvis & Co. continued to play a very
rough game, and there werc numerous
casualties amongst the Remove cleven.

however, was anything

Jarvis

“Why can't

Mark Linley was limping,” having = been
Lkicked in the ankle, and Vernon-Smith’s
jersey -was torn and tattered. -He had been

bowled over in the mud by an unfair charge,
and one of the opposing backs had rolled
over on top of him, .

rank Nugent was in the wars, too. And

so were Johnny Buill and Tom Brown.
© The Greyfriars section of the crowd hecame
very wrathful, and there was

s a ‘chorus of
indignant exclamations. <

“Play the game, Courtiield!”

“Don’t be a set of cads!” -

“Why don't you do your duty, ref?”

Mr. Blenkinsop was looking very worried.
His experience of refereeing was decidedly
limited. He was not even aware of the fact
that he was empowered to send a player
oft the field for employing unfalr tactics.
He had volunteered, out of sheer kindness
of heart, to'referee the match, but he would
have been wiser to have kept off the game,
so to speak. He was woefully lax in the
duties of a referee, and whenever he
addresged any mild rebuke to Jarvis & Co.
;{mse young hooligans simply laughed at
rin,

“This is awful!” muttered Bob Cherry.

“1've never played against such a ecowardly
tcam in my life!” declared Harry Wharton.
“8till, we -accepted the challenge, and we
must go through with it.”

“Yes, rather!” :

““You're, pretty badly crocked, aren’t you,
Marky?” said Frank Nugent, addressing the
Lancashire lad.

Mark nodded.

“I'm nothing more than a passenger,” he
said. “But I mean to carry on.”

“That’s the spirit!”

Harry Wharton & Co. playved up pluckily.
They had reccived many hard knocks, and
it seemed as if many more were in store for
them. But they .did not falter. It was
their fixed intention to defeat the Crusaders.
Aund but for foul play on the part of their
opponents they would certainly have been a
couple of goals ahead by this time.”

Jarvis and his cronies tried hard to break
through the Remove's defcnce, but it was
impenetrable. -

Johnny Bull and Tom Brown, at back, were
playing the game of their lives. They were
bowled over without ceremony - again and
again, but they were always up and doing
immediately afterwards.

Balstrode, in. goal, had plenty of work to
do, and he did it well. He wag for ever
fisting out shots, and his brilliant saves earned

him the applause of the Greyfriars spee-
tators.
Towards half-time the Remove forwards

broke away.

Dennis Carr bad the ball, and he put in
a sensational run. Jarvis lumbered up to
- meet him, and there was an evil smile play-
ing about his features. He . hurled himself
savagely at Dennis, who promptly rolled over
in the mud. But even while he was on the
ground he contrived to touch the hall to
Horry Wharton, who banged it irlo the net.

“Goall”

“Hurrah!” 07 3

The Greyfriars supporters danced = with
glee. But the Courtfield ronghs were furious,
And their fury showed:itself in. their ex-
pressions. The fact that their feam was a
goal down went very much against the grain,
and, unnoticed by the Greyfriars fellows, they
started collecting umps of mud and other
missiles.

No sooner had the ball.bheen set in motion
again than a deluge of missiles rained upon
the field of play: E

Mud and turves, and even stones. were
hurled at the Greyfriars players. And onc
of the lumps of mud struck Mr. Blenkiugop,
the referee, full in the tace. A

The curate staggered back with a startled
gasp.

“Dear me!” he murmured.  “This {5 most
distressing! Unless this bombardment ceases,
I shall have no recourse but to stop the
came! Desist—I entreat you to desist!”

But Mr. Blenkinsop might as well have
addressed a brick wall, for all the notice that
was taken of his appeal.

The air was thick with flying missiles, and
it was impossible, of course, for the game to
proceed.

The Greyfriars players grouped themselves

1t was extremely fortunate that ths
Remove had turned cut in full force, or Harry
Wharton & Co.-would soon have been over-
powered.. Ag it was, they more than held
their own against the cowardly Courtfielders,
who were compelled to retreat before their
fierce onrush, -

The best bout of all was that which took
place between Bob Cherry dand Jarvis.

Remembering that Jarvis was the ring-
leader and offender-in-chief, Bob did not
spare him. He was no match for the Courb-
field skipper so far as height and weight were
conceriied, but in every other respect he was
the better man -of the two.

Jarvis was by no means a good fighting-man.
His methods were crude: FEvery blow _he
aimed at Bob Cherry—and he launched a
good many—was successfully evaded. And
presently it was Bob's turn to attack.

A powerful straight left, followed by a
smashing uppercut with the right, and Jarvis
went down and rolled over in the mud at
the feet of the Mayor of Courifield. Thab
angry gentleman seized Bob Cherry by the
shoulder.

“How dare you!" he roared. “How dave

yoeu fight and brawl in this manner?”
Bob Cherry shook himself iree,

N L R R

& oy

Dennis Carr had the ball now.
huried himself at the junior.
the mud.

Jarvis lumbered up to meet him, and savagely
it was a clear foul, and they both rolled heavlly in
But even as he fell Carr managed to pass the ball to Harry Wharton

who came dashing down on his right wing.

together, thus affording an easy target for the
marksmen.
“This is the absolute giddy
Bob Cherry. i
“I guessed there would he trouble,” said
Peter Todd, “but I didn’t think those hooli-
gans would go as far as this!”

limit!” said

“It’s no use playing on,” said Harry Whar-

ton. “We must tackle these cowardly cadsi”

“Hear, hear!” vis

The Greyfriars supporters were already at
grips- with the missile-throwers, apd fierce
fights were in progress all over the ground.

Harry Wharton & Co. joined in, and the
scene was one of indeseribable commotion
and confusion. .

Mr. Blenkingop, who by-this time was plas-
tered from hLead to foot with mud, deemed
it advisable to heat a retreat. And he made
an undignified exit from the scene of strife.

The uproar was terrific.

No quarter was asked or given, and the
conflict was at its height when a portly and
pompous individual arrived on the scene. It
was the Mayor of Courtfield; who was also
the chairman of the local foothall club.

The mayor’s countenace was red and wrath-
ful. He waved his arms to and fro like a
windmill in a hurricane.

“Qtop!” he roared. “Stop this hoolizanizm
at once! I command you!”

But nobedy took any notfice of the
Mayor. '

The fight waxed fast and furions,

“Have you been watching the match, sir?"”
he inquired of the mayor.

“No. But—" . >

“Well, if you had yon would have seen
that the fault wasn’t on our side. We
played cleanly and fairly. But this rotter ”—
Bob Cherry indicated the squirming Jarvis—
“egged his- men on fo play a rough gawme,
And when we scored a goal the Courtfield
crowd started pelting us with mud and things.
Do you call that playing thé game?’’

The mayor scarcely seemed to hear Bob
Cherry’s remarks.

“Your conduct is outrageous!” he bharked.
“Yon are public schoolboys, yet vou are be-
having like untamed hooligans! Never hava
I witnessed such an appalling scene of dis-
order as this! I have a geod mind to report
this outrage to your- headmaster!”

“That's the stuff to give 'em, sir!” wmub-
tered Jarvis, lumbering to his feet. “It was
these Greyfriarg kids who  started playin’
rough, an’, of course, we paid 'em back in
their own coin. Yopu can ‘ardly blame us, in
the eires.’”

The mayor nodded.

“I do not see that you are in any way
to Llame, Jarvis,” he said. “I confess 1 did
not witness the beginning of the trouble, but
I have no hesitation in accepting
assurance that these young raseals
Greyiriars were at the bottom of it.”
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“That's not true!” exclaimed Beb Cherry,
bis eyes flashing.

Then he turncd fiereely upon Jarvis,

“If you say another wor od, you ead, TH
knock you down agaid. And you won't get
up so quickly next timel

Jarvis very wisely kept ms meuth

shut after

that. -
Meanwhile = the. battle " reyal - had .. de-
generated into a dew desultory ceraps. And

prescntly thesc ceased also.

_Both ‘the Greyfriars fellows and the Court-
ficlders had had their fill of fighting.

It had been a fierce and strenuous conflict.
and many hlack eyes and swollen noses would
se revealed by the morning.

Harry Wharton mustered his scattered
forces, and the Greyfriars juniors—some of
themr limping, and all 'of them looking de-
sidedly the worse .for wuar—started back for
the ‘school.

The Mayor of Courtfield witnessed their
departure with a {frown. He genuinely be-
lieved that the Greyfriars fellows had heen
responsible for the riot, and he was debating
what steps to tdke in the matter.

“9h dear!” panted Frank Nugent, dabbing
at his nose with a handkerchief, “Strikes
me Jarvis was right when he said we should
need to bring an ambulance over with us!
1 feel half-dead!”

‘Same here!” groaned Jehnny Bull

“Ditto !”” murmured Peter Todd. “My nose
seems to have got round to my left ear!”

“We've started the footer season in style,
and no mistake!” said Dennis Carr.
Courtfield bounders would have been licked if
tleeir  supporters hadn’t interrupted the
game.’?

“Yes, ratherl” =

“We'll lick them yet!’” szaid Wharton
savagely, “We'll get them to Greyfriars
‘omehow and put it across them on our own

ground.”

"Hear hear!?

And, fired with the resolve to defeat the
cowardly Crusaders, the Removites limped on
towards their destination.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wikley Finds a Way!

EXT day Harry Wharton & Co. were
still as anxious as ever to replay
ihe mateh which had been so rudely
interrupted. They wanted to get

Jarvis & Co. te Greyfriars, and inflict a
crushing defeat upon them.

After morning lessons Hairy Wharton got
through to Jarvis on the telephone,

“I want fo speak to you about yesterday's
affair,” said- the captain of the Remove
us politely as he could. “It was your fault
that the game was spoilt—"

_“It was yours!” said Jarvis.

“I won’t argue with you. The match
mu}dn’t be piayed to a finish, anyway. And
we're still keen on licking you. But we're
not prepared to send our cleven over to Court:
field again. We can put up with a good deal,
but we draw.the line at sticks and stones
and things. If the mateh is to be replayed,
we shall expect you to bring your team to
Greyfeiars.”

said Jarvis.

‘I do that?”

“Cert’'nly!”

\Vll’ next Wednesday
you?

Janls answered in the affirmative.

“That's settled;then,” said Wharton. “But
I warn yoa not to bring any 6f your precious
sapporters over with you! If they try to get
on to the ground there'll be short shrify for
therat?

“Oh, all right!” growled Jarvis.

And the conversation ended.

“Fixed everything up, Harry?” asked Bob
Cherry, as W harten turned away from the
telephone.

The captain of the Remove nodded.

“We replay the match with the Crusaders
on Wednesd'u 2 he said.

“Good !’

“And we'll have a decent referce this time
—a fellow who can keep a firm grip on the
ganie,”? ‘said Nugent.

“Yes, rather!”

It was-certain that Jarvis & Co. would get
very little scope for rough play if they came
to (ﬂey friars. If any serious fouls were com-
mitted, the offenders would promptly be
sent off the field.

Harry Wharton & Co. were eagerly looking
forward to the encounter. But that after-
noon, when they had occasion to eycle
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through Courtfield, they received a rude
shock.

Dennis Carr had left his handkerchief in the
dressing-roomt on the: previous day, and the
juniors \Lent along to recover it. Their atten-
tion was arrested by 4 notice which appeared

on tle fixture-board:

“COURTFIELD:  CRUSADERS’
! CLUB.

and

be

No further fixtures with the rough
unsportsmanlike Greyfriars Eleven will
permitted. e -

(Signed) TOBIAS TOMLYN,
Mayor of Courtfield, and
Chairman of the above-named Club.”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged indignant

glances: :
“Well, if this isn’t the absolute giddy
ifmit!’’ - exclaimed Johnny Bull

4 The - tou, and unsportsmanlike Grey-
friars Eleven! quoted Frank Nugent. “If
that isn’t libel I should like to know. what
il

“The mayor's got hold of the wrong end
of the stick altogether,”” said Harry Wharton.
“The Courtfield fellows were the offenders,
not us!”

“Tear the beastly notice down!” growled
Dennis Carr.

And as nobody made a movement to do
s0, Dennis tore 1t -down himself, and ripped
it into” fragments.

“We simply must replay that fixture,”
Wharton.

“But the mayor won’t let the Crusaders
come over to Greyfriars,” said Bob Cherry.
“#¢ what can we do?”

“We can see the mayor, and try to con-
vince him that we weren’'t to blame for
yesterday’s rag.”

“Come along, then!
the mayor lives???

“Courtfield Grange,” said \u"evt
only a few minutes from here.’

The mayor was surprised when the deputa-
tion of Greyfriars juniors turned up at his
private residence. But he did not budge from

said

Anybody know where
“It’s

1 the attitude he had taken up. :
“Under no cmumst‘mas > he said, frown-

ing at the Removites, “shall I pernnt the
Courtfield Crusaders to play a further fixture
with you.” =

Harry Wharton & Co. returned to the
school fuming. They were more than ever
anxious to meet Jarvis & Co. on the Grey-
friars ground. But now that the match had
been forbidden by the express commands of
the Mayor of Courtfield, they didn’t see how

| they were going to achxe\e their ohject

Wibley of the Remove met the juniors as
they came into the Close, pushing their
bicycles.

“You {fellows Ilook pretty down in
,’? he remarked. *“What's wrong?”
ry Wharton explained the situation
in detail, and W ibley chuckled.

'D.xshed if I can see anything to- cackle
said the captain of the Remove irritably.
shan’t be able to play the match, and

¢ simply dying to lick the Crusaders.
We've called on the mayor, hut the pig-
headed old fool won't agree to the match
being played. And unless we can persuade
him to cancel his order we're done!”

“Cheer up!” said Wibley. “I fancy I can
work the oracle for you.*’

“Y(‘u,”

“C#!tamly'
Wib.”

Tm juniors stared blankly at Wibley.

“How on earth are you going to "et the
mayor- to climb down?’”" exclaimed Dennis
Carr.

“T'll tell you later on, as soon as my plans
are cut-and dried,” said Wibley.

And he strolled away.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged hopeful
::lances. They had great faith in Wibley.
Many a time and oft he had relieved an awk-
ward situation.

Exactly how Wibley was going to influence
thie Mayor of Courtfield to reverse his decision
was nob quite clear.

The mayor had said that the match with
Courtfield Crusaders was not to be played.
Wibley of the Remove vowed that it would
be played. And which of the two would be
{ighth it must be left to another marrative
o tell.

the

You leave it to your Uncle

THL EXD,

(Another magnificent long complete school
story of Herry Wharton & Ce., entitled “ The
Wiles of William Wibley!” will appear in next
Friday's number.}

FOOTBALL |

TALES TO TELL!

WORTH ENGAGING.

Into the office of a business man rushed
a bright-faced youth. For three mi

waited, and then began to show
impatienee.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said. “I'm in &
hurry.” 7

“Well, what do you want?” said the

business man.”

“A joh, sir.” -~

“But why the hurry?”

“Got to hurry,” replied the lad. “Left
school yesterday, and I haven’t struck any-
thing suitable yet. The only place where I
can stay long is where they can pay me for
it.”

“How much do you want?”

“Ten shillings a week for a start.”

“And when can you come?”

“Don’t need to come; I'm here,
have been at work five minutes ago if
you had said so!”

Could
only

— 5

ALARM-ING!
She (after singing): “Do you think I couid
do anything with my voice?”

Manager: “Well, it might come in mefhl
in case of fire !”
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RIGHT, BUT WRONG!
“A train leaves London, travelling at thi_.“ty
miles an hour,” began the master im-
pressively. “Half an hour later anocther

train leaves the same station, travelling at
fifty miles an hour. Where will the second
train run into the firsb?”

The class thought and thought, and, judging
by their faces, the problem in mental arith-

metic was beyond all—save one, young -
Tommy Smart. ‘ S

He jumped to' his feet, waving his arms
wildly.

“Yes, Tommy?” said the master encourag-
ingly.

“At the back end of the rear carriage!”
said Tommy.

WHO NOSE?

Jones: “Constable, my neighbour as
threatened to pull my mnose. What shall 1
do abeut it?”

P.-c.: “Soap it, and p’rlaps it will slip
through his fingers!”

A WEEK FOR THE WEAK!
“I'm off to spend seven days in the country
to get up my strength.”
“Indeed! I thought seven days
country would make cne week!”

in tke



—of the “GEM ' Library. Now on Sale, Price Three~Halipence. 9

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.
Charles Fox Quenaby, a well-known philan-
thropist, visits the flat of Ferrers Locke, to
ask his assistance in a very baffling mystery
surrounding his household. A precious docu-
ment had-been stolen from the safe, together

with three hundred pounds. The document
in question, being an astounding confession
of Quenaby’s, which, in the hands of a
blackmailer, would be very dangerous for
the writer. His wite had also suffered at the
hands of the burglars. She had been locked,
bound and gagged, in the massive safe-room,
and found next morning on the point of
suffocation. Locke decides to take up the
case, and travels to Brampton Hall to in-
vestizate. He has reason to believe that
WMrs. Quenaby has more to do with the rob-
b than she makes out, having come to
this conclusion through one or two dedue-
tions and small clues. He also meets Norton,
+the private secretary, at the Hall, whom he
questions. Norton is not careful, and he
betrays a sign, which afterwards leads to
him confessing to the detective that he had,
on one occasion let slip the key-words to the
combination lock. But he had not thought
of any wrongdoing.
(Now read on.)

The Circle Contracts.
OCKE was struck by his sincerity.

5 But for all that, he could not forget

that his apparently chance remark
had wrung an incriminating confes-
sion from the young man. :

His strong hand reached out and came to
rest on Norton’s shoulder.

“Don’t take it too badly,” he said not un-
Kkindly.
vou were a participator in the affair. T
merely say that your telling her made the
theft possible. Be honest with me, and I
promaise to do all I can for you. How and
why did you come to let her share such a
confidential secret?” =

Norton groaned.

“1 must have been mad. She taunted me
with thinking more of- my work than of her,
of not telling her things which she thought,
as my affianced wife, she had a right to
know.”

Locke smiled.
was out.

“In her jealousy she goaded me to despera-
tion,” Norton went om. *“‘I think more of
you, Florence, than all else in the world,” I
told her. ¢ There's nothing I would keep
from you, no secret 1 wouldn't shate with
you. Tl prove it once and for ail. I'll tell
vou the greatest secret I hold in connection
with my work—the key-words to the vault up

At last the woman's identity

at the Hall’ * Well, what are they?’ she
asked, with all a woman’s curiosity. A

second later I had told her, and from that
moment until you first questioned me, believe
e, Mr. Locke, I thought no more of the
matter, nor, I am sure, has she.”

“But someone else has,” Locke returned
promptly. “I am satisfied, perfectly satisfied,
that, apart from your flancee’s overwhelming
guriosity and unjiistified jealously of the con-
fidential position you hold as-a wmillionaire’s
right-hand man, she is as directly duiltless
of any part in this affair as you are. All the
same, I can’t hide from myself or from you
the fact that I believe your unguarded
utterance—I ought to say breach of confi-
dence—has been made use of hy someone.”

“I'm not suggesting for a moment’

“1 am sorry. It was done in a moment of
thoughtlessness.”

“1 am sure it was.”

«1 never wanted anyone to know.”

“1 suspected something of the sort when 1
first questioned you. At that. stage, how-
ever, the matter wasn't vitally important.
Now it is.”

“Why?”

“Because I am positive the person who got
that information through you and DMiss
Florence Weston conjointly had, to say the
least of it, a hand in the robbing of the
vault.”

Norton began to pace the room.

“Impossible—impossible !” he exclaimed eX-
citedly. “I have questioned Florence on the
subject. She swears by all she holds sacred
she hasn’t breathed a word about it to any-
body. I would trust her word against the
world.”

“Then someone must have overheard what
passed between you.”

“Ah, I wonder if they did?” he exclaimed,
catching at a last straw.

“What were the circumstances under which
the conversation took place?” Locke asked.
“1 want you to be very clear before your
answer.”

. “1 am—absolutely. It was on the evening
of the 7th. We .were dining—Florence and
I—at a favourite small restaurant in Soho—
the Hotel Bayard. The family—that is, Mr.
and Mrs. Quenaby—were staying at the town
house in Prince’s Gate. Florence, too, was
in London, with her mother. On the next day
we were leaving London for the Hall.”

“Can you repicture the sceme in the res-
taurant?”’

“Perfectly. I remember every little ineci-
dent, because of the guarrel, 1 suppose. The
orchestra played the barcarole from * Tales
of Hoffman,” * Chopin's Nocturne,” and several
of our favourites by request.”

“Good! Now, do you remember if anyone
sat near you?”

“Not at our table. But there was a young
man, a dark, sallow-faced young man, clean-
shaven, and with a mop of very black hair.
He sat at the next table to ours.”

“What makes you recollect him so particu-
larly?”

“Beeause during the three months I was in
town I had often seen him there. Florence
and I dined at the -Bayard generally twice
a week, sometimes oftener. He was nearly
always there.”

“Do you know this man?”’

“I have never spoken to him, except, pei-
haps, to say good-evening. I theught he was
a musician or something like that, who fre-
quented the place because of the cxcellent
orchestra.”

“Did he ever speak to you?”’

“Well, no, not exactly. But more than
once he went out of his way to make friendly
overtures.”

“To you or to your fiancee?”

“Oh, to me!”

Locke hrightened.

“ At last, Mr. Norton, at last I have a ray
of real licht to guide me. The sallow-faced
man undoubtedly had some motive in trying
to get to know you. That motive was ren-
dered unnecessary by -his overhearing from
your own lips the key-words to the combina-
tion lock.”

“This is dreadful.”

“Never mind. i can cover your unpre-
gu;dig:’atcd part in the affair if only you will

elp.””

FERRERS L OCKE,
| DETECTIVE!

A Grand New Story, dealing with the
Adventures of FERRERS LOCKE, the
Famous Detective.

By MAURICE EVERARD.

39

“What can I do?”

“Get a week's holiday from your employer
and go to London. Stay, 1'll get it for you.
Make a practice every night of dining at the
Bayard, and if yeur sailow-friend is an
habitue we shall see him there.”

“He is. I've noticed him so often of late.”

“Then it's quite on the cards we may
stumble across him again. I know the
Bayard well. He has found it a good place

.where he can dine well, listen to the best

music, and smoke the choicest cigars, all for
a most moderate outlay.”

“I'll do-anything to help you, Mr. Locke.”

“Thanks! I don’t think we shall be long
now. This theory of a third and outside

party fits in with several things which long
have puzzled me. When your chief gives you
leave of absence, go straight to London.
Whenever you are:in the Bayard, depend
upon it, I sha'n’t be very far off.”

“And if T see this man?”

“Merely nod, but aveid speaking to him.
See that he leaves hefore you. But as he
rises to go, crook the second finger of your
left hand over the first, and, keeping it
crooked, raise your wineglass to your lips.
The rest you can leave to me.”

Two at the Qame.

OCKE was in no hurry to leave for
London. He had plenty of time be-
tween now and the five- o’clock

o “special.” He wanted to go over the
original ground again—this time with a new
theery in his mind, a theory that involved the
supposition of an outside person in the case,
and that person a man of infinite regounrce
and cunning.

He passed through the dining-room and re-
entered the library.

The little clot of dried mud, almost hidden
in the thick pile of the carpet, had been
brushed away, despite his injunctions to Mr.
Quenaby to keep the outer door locked, and
to forbid anything being touched.

It was obvious now that someone in the

house was anxious to hamper his further
investigations, and that someone—Mrs.
Quenaby!

He was thinking of this as he made a
second and even more minute inspection of
the door opening to the flight of stone steps
leading to the vault below.

What had at first necessarily been a per-
functory examinat‘ion of = generalities "now
called for the most scrupulous attention to
minute details. He felt that everything de-
pended upon a logical and sequential linking
t?gcther of, so far, scattered and unrelated
clues. - > g

Over every square inch of the newly-painted,
highly-polished green surface the powerful
magnifying-glass travelled in ever-narrowing

-4 whirls, to come to rest at last on a long, deep

scratch, freshly made, running from the
lower right-hand corner of the door to the
very edge of the framework.

_ This set Locke thinking deeply. Only a
few days before the master of the place had

confirmed his remark about the rooms having

been newly ‘and recently decorated, as he
was able to judge for hiEmself, most care-
fully and lavishly.

“It is hardly likely one of the painters
would have made and left a scratch like
that,” he decided. “I wonder if other doorsy
have received similar rough treatment.”
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Scareh, however, failed to reveal any like
mutilations. E

“We have to remember that en the night
of the 11th this-was the first inner-locked
door encountered by the thief,” he went on
cogitating.  “Let us see what happens.
Assuming him to be the mun from Buyard’s;
he knows the combination key-words, but it
is nardly likely he is aware of where the key
to this door is kept. Only one person in the
house at the time knew—Mrs. Quenaby, and
she was dowastairs,

*“He could have got the key from her only
by force or of her free will. At present we
can't say which, but, as she says she re-
nmenmbers nothing, we will imagine by bher
consent. Now what oecurs? He fits the
key into the lock—so. There is a little
struggle. The woman is trying to prevent
him. She grabs his right arm—the arm hold-
ing the key—tries to pull it away, and with
such force that the fresh paint-work hecomes

deeply lacerated. The man is not to bc
denied, however; he. means to open that
vault.

“There is a struggle, in which the woman
either faints or is rendered unconscious. He
rushes down the stairs, opens the vault, finds
the money, accidentally discovers Quenaby's
confession, realises its monetary weorth, dis-
dains the banknotes for fear of leading to
discovery, locks the senseless woman in the
vault. to prevent her raising a dangerous
alarm, and makes off. That is my present
elucidation of the mystery, and when it comes
to be finally and completely scived I doubt
it I shall be very far wrong.”

The swish of a silken underskirt came
faintly from the outer passage, and Locke’s
head came round just in time to see Mrs.
Quenaby en the point of moving away.

“So she has been spying on me. That is
something 1 will not stand!”

He straightened up, and crossed to the
deor. -

“Mrs. Quenabhy!”

There was something compelling, challeng-
ing, in bhis voice.

The woman. fellowed him intoc the room,
meeting his steely gaze with a most unfriendly
look. :

“Well, Mr. Locke, is my husband still en-
couraging you to waste more of your valuable
time?” she asked, trying hard to conceal the
disquiet in her voice. “I think Charles is
making himself positively ridiculous over a
paltry matter of tliree hundred pounds! Why,
he will spend quite as mueh in fees, and per-
haps never see a penny back!”’

“He -may spend a great deal more,” the
detective answered sweetly.

“1 wish he'd drop it!”

“He will, when the
solved [” *

“That will never be!” she said, with an air
of finality meant to dishearten Locke.

“My dear Mrs. Quenaby,” said Locke, prop-
ping his chin in his unturned palm, regarding
her through half-closed lids. “This affair
would cease to puzzle all of us. would save
a great deal of time, bother, worry, and
expense, if only you would be a little more
candid with ‘me.”

I

mystery is finally

“You, Mrs. Quenaby.”

“Mr. Locke, I refuse to allow you to make
such base insinuations! I will see Charles,
and have you sent about your business!” -

“For your own sake, please do no such
foolish thing. If only you knew it, I am your
best friepd!”

Her eyes darkened with wrath.

“Then I prefer to be without your friend-
ship!” s

She walked disdainfully towards the door,
and the proud lift of her head indicated that,
so far as.she was concerned, the interview
was ended. !

“Just a moment!” Locke heaved his big
frame from the couch, and interposed it 1n
the angry woman’s path. “I want you to
reflect—to change your mind. You want this
case settled. You can the most easily bring
it to an end.”

“I have no desire to do your werk!”

Locke’s eyes flashed.

“Is that a challenge, Mrs. Quenaby? Do
you defy me to do my worst?”

fer steady gaze began to falter.

“I don’t want to talk any more about the
subjact, I have told you all T know.”

“Not at all, Mrs. Quenaby. You haven't
told me the name of the man whom you dis-
covered or who entered with you into this
room on the night of the 11th.”

A quick pallor crept up heneath her tawny

'THE POPULAR.—NO. 86,

skin, and he caught the sudden contraction
_of her eyes.

“1t is untrue. There was no man with me.”

Locke’s manner became pleading.

“For your sake—-to save you pain and
sorrow afterwards—I respectfully suggest
there was. I suggest you met him here, where
we now stand; that you were aware of his
intention to reb the vault, your husbhand
being away; that you remonstrated with him,
even to the extent of trying to tear his hand
holding the key, which he had induced you to
produce, away from the lock of yonder door;
that, finally, in desperation, he turned on you
and rendered you senseless, and, having rifled
the. vault, put you inside, and made his
escape.” .

Not once did the woman’s splendid courage
desert her, :

“l1 deny every word of your fantastic
story,” she said. _

Locke sighed, and shirugged his shoulders in
despair,

“You still keep to that?”’ he suggested.

“I deo, most emphatically!” .

He moved away from the door.

“Then I regret you force me to unravel
the tangled skein down to the last thread.”

She howed mockingly as she went out.

“I hope you will be a litile more successiul
than your present theories indicate!”

He caught the five o'clock special. From

Locke bent eagerly forward as the
stranger rose at length and vanished
through the big swing door.

seven to twelve that night he sat un-
abtrusively -in the gay dining-saloon of the
Hotel Bayard. Frank Norton was there, but
a0 one remotely resembling the sallow-faced,
musical-looking genius put in an appearance.
But Locke was not to be shaken in his pur-
pose. He argued that if the man who had
overheard Norton and his sweetheart’s con-
versation were an hahitue of the place, socner
or later he would be bound to patronise it
again. -

It was not until the sixth night that his
and the secretary’s patience were rewarded.
The wanted stranger had come at last.

Locke’s eyes lit the very moment he had
a chance of closely studying the face. There
was something curiously familiar yet horribly
repellent about it—a young, handsome face
marred by dissipation and senseless reckless-
ness, with something of Mrs. Quenaby's
beauty about it. :

The suspect was cbviously bent on doing
himself well.

Locke made no move to follow him as he
rose at length and vanished through the
wide swing-doors. Instead, he cornered
Clement Dothien, the proprietor, and in the
privacy of that gentleman’s office showed
hig card.

You Must Not Miss the Bumper and Free Giit Number——

“Pothien, T want the glasses from table
No. 29,” he said persuasively,

Dothien grinned.

“Mon Dieu! You have a catch—eh, Mon-
sieur Locke?”

“I think so.
name???

“No. But his address—oh, yes! He come
here often, and the men at the door, he
often hear him speak to the taxi-driver his
address. But his name—oh, no!” £

“Never mind about the address, 1 have
someone who will look after that right now.
You swear you don’t know his name?”

“On my mother’s grave!”

_“Right! Then go and collect his wine and
liqueur glasses for me. and pick them up by
the stems.. Also tell the gentleman at
table 14 to wait for me.”

When the glasses were brought Locke him-
self packed them, and, leaving a sovereign to
seal Dothieu’s lips, he passed out, signalling
to Norton on the way.

The pair struck inte the Charing Cross
Road. :

“Mr. Norton, your holiday is over,” Locke
said, lighting a cigar.

“You saw the man?’?

“Suret” i

“Good! What is your next move?”

“I can’t say, except that you can tell
Mr. Quenaby privately I shall be back at the
Hall before the week is out. By the by, I
suppose you can't tell me Mrs, Quenaby’s
name by,tbsr first husband?”?

You know the customer’s °

“I ean’t.
")_Iever mind. I shall get it in due courre.
Don’t mention to anyone that I asked- you.

| Good-night!”’

He saw Norton turn in the direction of
his hotel. Then he hailed a taxi and drove
to his rooms in Baker Street. 'Till the dark-
ness paled and the first flush of cold yrey
dawn shot up in the eastern sky Ferrers Locke
sat before a huge book turning countless
sheets of thumb-prints. At last a ery of exul-
tation broke from him. He made several
comparisons hetween two in the book and
those on the wine and ligueur glasses, and
finally turned up the index number.

This is what he read:

“Alec Hill Parsons, aged 23. Notorious
forger and bank thief. Sentenced at Notting-
ham for forgery to eighteen months' im-
prisonment, July, 19—, two years’ at Norwich -
Asgsizes, 19—, for embezzlement, cte.”

Then followed a record of several miior
convictions and a full description of the
man.

Locke’s hand flew to the telephone after g
quick glanee at the clock. = ’

“I waut Scotland Yard, please!”

In a moment a tired voice answered him.

“Who is that, and what do you want?2”?

“I'm Ferrers Locke. Put me through to
Inspector Keane’s office. Hallo, Keane!
That you? X2374 North speaking.”’

The rest of the conversation was conducted
on hoth sides in fluent French.

“Say, Keane, do you kuow of a chap called
Parsons—Alec Hill Parsons?” ;

Keane whistled.

“Know him? 1 should think I do! I want
him. We all want him. There’s a good ten
years—perhaps more—coming his way when
he can bhe found te receive it.”?

Locke’s grim face relaxed.

“That’s something like. T know where he
is—at least, I shall be able to tell you when
my assistant returns with his report. Il
ring you up later.”

“What do you want done?”

“Nothing officially yet, except a couple of
your best men put on to keep track of him. -
Don’t let him slip out of your hands.”

“Why not let us arrest him straight off?”

“Because I mean to have first run at him.
He’s holding something which I want pretty
badly. The law mightn’t give me possession
of it, so I've got to hook it in on my own.
When I’'m through with him I'll arrange for
you to sail in. That’s all!”’

He banged down the receiver, turned out
the light, and, throwing himself on a couch,

slept the sleep of utter exhaustion.

US> & o
HE detective’s secretary came into the
oToom to find the blinds still drawa
and the atmosphere heavy with over-

night tobacco-smoke.
Ferrers Locke lay where he had flung him-
self down, fast asleep on the settee. Hay

watched him thoughttully,
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“This case is proviag a strain on him,”
the younger man reflected. *“‘He has worked
on it day and night for nearly a month now.
I shall be glad when it’s all over.”

Locke sat up, awakened by the
sound, and stretched himself.

“My! How I've slept! What's the time?”

*Close on ten.”

“Then for goodness’ sake draw
biinds and Iet in the daylight!
you look fagged out!”

“Fm not.” A laugh broke from Hagy.
“TI've ’had a most exciting time following that
man.’

“He doesn’t suspect you've been keeping an
eye on him?”

“0Oh, dear, no! Only he didn't go straight
home after leaving the Bayard. He turned
into a night club, and was there till five

slight

up the
My word,

o'clock. I had a fearful ich to shadow him
home after that, because it was getting light.
swever, I managed it. ic res  at

ndra House, Woodford Lane.”
A lodger there?”

“No; he’s just taken the place on a lease,
and installed a lady who, I'suppose, is his
wife. Anyway, she welcomed him on his
belated retura—not very kindly.”

“Parsons is a wrong ‘un, and we’ve "ot to
lay him by the heels.”

“You feel sure he had a hand in the
Brampton Hall robbery?”

“Certain of it.
away.”

“By saying too much?”?

“By not saying enough. - Had she confided
in me early on, I might have been able to
clear up this business without anyone being
much the wiser. As it is, Mr. Quenaby has
got to be faced with the unpleasant truth
that all along his wife has been keeping
something from him.”

“You mean, this man committed the
robbery with her connivance?”

“Not exactly. She knows hie committed the
robbery, but she wasn't a willing party te
it. Her silence is due to another cause alto-
gether. What that cause is I have yct to
ascertain.”

“Meantime, I suppose you will have this
man Parsons arrested?”

“I daren’t.* Scotland Yard wants him, but
I've arranged with Keane, who htncdorward
will keep him under ohqerutxon not to move
just yet awhile. I claim that as my reward
tor discovering him.”

“But why not let them take him while
they have the chance?”

“Because the thing we most want to
prevent might happen. The paper, Charles
Quenaby’s statement, which must never be
revealed until after his and his wife’s death,
would fall into the hands of the police, and
its contents might become public property.”

“Then what do you propose to do?”

“Make sure of my ground before taking
any decisive steps. You see, our case against
Parsons is as yet merely circumstantial.
Until I have positive, irrefutable proof that
he is the guilty man I am only making a
wrong and dangerous move by taking any
step against him.”

“And how will you get that irrefutable
proof?”

“From Mrs, Quenaby herself.”

“I thought she had refused to tell you any-
thing more?”

“I'm not going Yo ask her to tell me any-
thing. If my theory is correct I shall be
able to do all the telling.”

John Hay laughed. “Ah, I forgot to say
Peters told me that Mr. Quenaby is coming
up to his London office to-day.”

“Good! I must be off. I sha’n’t be away
Iong. I want you to stay here; and when
you get either a wire or a telephone
message trom me, go to see Keane at the
Yard, and tell him to set his men straight

on to Cassandra House. Meantime, I
promised to give him Parsons’ address.

‘Phone it through.”

With that he slipped upstairs to the bath-
room, and came down a new man.

A few minutes after eleven he and the
millicnaire were closeted together in the
latter’s private office.

Quenaby looked abnormally grave.

“Y’'ve just received this,” he said, in lifeless,
heavy tones, passing a letter into the detee-
tive’s hands.

_ It bore no address, and was to the follow-
ing effecty

Mrs. Quenaby gave herself”

Now on Sale.

“To Charles Fox Quenaby, E‘sq.

“8ir,—I happen to held a certain -decu-
ment, the contents of which I imagine you
would be most unwilling to have made
kanown. 1 am quite agreeable to forget that
this remarkable confession has ever been seen
by me, and to give you a binding undertaking
to that effect, on your paying me the sum
of two thousand pounds. It is needless at
the moment to say more. If you are willing
to enter into bona-fide negotiations with me,
publish an intimatien to that effect, addressed
to * X. Y. Z.,’ in the Personal Column of the
* Post ’ next Tuesday.—Yours fait-%fnlly, 7

XY, 2.7

“You see, the trouble has started,” the
millionaire said, lcoking at Locke in a dazed,
hopeless sert of way.

The detective laughed.

“The trotble will soon be ended. You can
forget all about that letter, but you might
as well put the announcement for which he
asks in the ‘Post.” Now, Mr. Quenaby, I
want to ask you a few questions dealing
with quite a different matter. You remember
telling me that your wife was a widew when
you first met her.”

“That is so.”

“What was her name then—I mean, her
first husband’s name?”

“Parsons.”

“Ah! And can you tell me anything about

Price Three~Halfpence.

11
questions to me? You aren’t geing to make
oub—— :

“Anything, except that if the peed should
arise, T want you to treat your wife with
that leniency and forgiveness which you
would hope should be extended to vou if ever
the secret in your own past should hecome
known to her.”

“I don't understand,” the millionaire
replied. “You are never going to tell her??

“Certainly not! But in case you should
find she, too, has a sécret in her past, 1
should expect, as the reward for my
endeavours, that you would find it in your
heart to forgive and forget.”

“ Anything—anything,’ rather than she
should know. You have hopes; then, of gut-
ting the document safely back?”?

“I never had any doubts. If you particu-
larly want t6 aid me in the last-and most
dificult stage of the case, manage for to-
morrow to keep away from the Hall, I want
to see your wife alone. For the present,
good-bye!”

By four o'clock the following afterncon
Locke was back again at the Hall

The millionaire’s wife greeted him rat-};er
superciliously.

“I'm pleased to see you're:looking more
hopeful, Mr. Locke,” she said, leading the
way into the drawing-room, where the butler
was just leaving after bringing in the tea.

spying on me.

The swish of a silk skirt caused the detective to look round.
time to see Mrs. Quenaby on the point of moving away.-

He was just in
‘“ So she has been

That is something I wiil not stand !’ he muttered.

their married life—where they were married,
where they lived, and so on?”

“They were n.arned I know, at Bury St.
KEdmunds. I believe they lived there for quite
a number of years.

“And what sort of a man was this
Parsons?”

“A ne'er-do-weil, T imagine. A clever
enough c¢hap, but he went all wrong, and
finished by drinking himself to death., My
wife never says much about him.”

“They had no children, I suppose?”

“XNone ab all, or you can take it from me
1 would never have married her. I don’t
believe in spcndmg ‘my money on other
peoles children.”

“Is that a strong VIFW of yours?”

“A very strong view.”

“Which your wife was cognisant of?*

“Oh, quite! She has often remonstrated
with me about it; says it is most selfish and
unjust of me to talk like that. Why, Mr.
Locke,” hls manner 'becoming suddenly sus-
picions, “why are you putting all these

Locke sat down.

“1 am, Mrs. Quenaby, in fact, my case is
almost finished.”

“Quite differently from what you expected,
I suppose?”

“Ou the contrary, absolut(]y in line with
my theories as outlined to you.”

The woman rose suddenly.’

“Mr. Locke—"

“Mrs. Quenaby, for once we shall be per-
fectly frank with each other. I have di
covered everything that happened in t
house between the hours of eleven and twe
on that night when your hushand found you
in the vault.”

She knew by thé ring in his veice and his
unfaltering, steady gaze that the game was
up, and she hid her shamed face behind her
jewelled hands.

(There will be another magsificent instul-
ment of this grand detective serial next week,
Look out for it!) s
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Laft Out.
66 ISGUSTIN'!?
Thus Adolphus Smythe.
Smythe of the Sheil spoke with

emphasis. He was aunnoyed—in
fact he was exasperated. And his dear
chums, Tracy and Howard, nodded a sym-

pathetic assent. They were just as annoyed
and exasperated as Adolphus was.

The Nuts of Rookwood were lounging on
the cricket-ground, watching the Junior
Eleven at practice. Tommy Dodd was at the
wicket, and Jimmy Silver was bowling, but
Tommy Dodd was keeping up his wicket in
a way that ¢licited loud cheers from the on-
lookers—especially those of the Modern side.
And the Classical spectators were just as
enthusiastic for the bowler, who was a
Classical.

It was the last practice of the Junior
Eleven before the next School match, and
the junior team was in great form.

And most of the spectators were delighted
with the form the cricketers were dispiaying.
Only Smythe & Co. were disgusted.

That select circle of nutty young gentlemen
hno\m as the “Giddy Goats,” agreed that it
was “disgustin’.” The fuss the fellows made
of Tommy Dodd and Jimmy Silver put their
nutty backs up.

The great Adﬂlpuua couldn’t forget that he
had buen junior cricket captain once upon
a ftime. That the cricket club had kicked
him out for fat-headed incapacity did not
worry Adolphus—he was quite satisfied with
himself and his cricket. But it made him
very sore to be left out of the game, aud
to -be reduced to a mere looker-on, while
the Tourth Form fags had cricket entirely in
their own hands, and ran it as they saw fit.
frue, they won matehes. whereas Adolphus
had lemost invariably lost them. But that
mere detail,
ustin’!” repeated Smythe bitterly.
*The fuss the fellows make Of those young
bounders is simply sickenin’.’

“ Bickenin’!” agreed Howard.
‘L\nsper.xtm"’ said Tmcy

“Look at the eleven,” continued Smythe.
“XNot one of us in it. Only one Shell fellow
in the whole team, and he not in our set—a
mere outsider. Chap who doesn't even know
how to tie his necktie!”

“Rotten !”

“The fact is,”

said Bmythe, “somethin’s
gob to be done. Not tlnt 1 care for ericket,
as cricket. 1'm not goin’ to work at any
game as those fags do-—not if I know it.
But a fellow can't be left out—especially
fellows of our standiv’ in the school!”

“Bravo, Tommy Dodd!”

Smythe was interrupted by an enthusiastic
shout, as the Modern batsman drove the
ball over the boundary—a ripping “sixer.”

“Well hit!

“Bravo !” >
“Listen to 'em!” said Smythe. “They
r dx‘-‘d to yell like that when I was

Lmell of -the Fourth fielded the ball,
{ossed it back to Jimmy Silver, That ch
© THE PorvLAR.—No. 86,

and
eer-

ful youth looked a little grim as he pre-

pared to deliver his next ball. Jimmy Silver
was the champion junior bowler of Rook-
wood, and he was determined to get that
wicket.

He sent the hall down this time with a
weird bre on it that beat even Tommy
Dodd, keen as he was. There was a yell
from the Classicals as the hails flew off.

“Well bowled!”

“Good old Jimmy!”

“Fellows would think that
ever bowled a Modern cad hefore,” said
Smythe, with a sarcastic sneer. =1 call all
this rot sickenin’!”

The fall of Tommy's wicket ended the
practice. The cricketers came off the field.
Some of the small fry went on with prac-
tice, but Tommy Dodd & Co. and the Fistical
Four adjcurned for tea, Jimmy Silver gave
Smythe of the Shell a cheery nod and a grin
a3 he passed him.

“What do you think of our form, Sm»tne
he asked atfably. *Cricket’s 100k1n" up a
bit since your time—what!”

“I think you're a set of cheeky young
duffers!” he replied, “and I think Bagshot
will beat vou hollow to-morrow!”

“Same as in your time!” grinned Tommy
Dodd.

nobody else

"The)"'ll lick you, and serve you right!”
said Smythe. - There’s still time for you to

put a decent man or two in the team, Silver.

I'm. wxllm to overlook. what’s past, and
pla}

“Ha, ha; hat? ™ s
f“Whuc, are you cacklin® at, you cheeky
ags

'lhe cheery juniors did not explain what
they were cackling at. They left Smythe to

guess, and strolled away towards the School
House.
“You. €I cal bounders come to tea with

us,” said Tommy Dodd.
sent him a hamper.”
“Hear, hear!” said the Fistical Four, with
one voice. :
“Poor old Smythey!” chuckled Tommy
Cook, “8tili yearning after his d ‘pdrwd
it hu would onl\ learn to play cricket

“Cook’s people have

Too busy playing the giddy Nut!” said
ell. “Why, if Jimmy- Silver put a duffer
like that in the team, we’d scrag him!”

“Enough Classical asses in the
already!” remarked Tommy Doyle.

*Bh, what's that, you Modern fathead?”

“Shut. up!” said Tommy Dodd. “Here'’s
Bulkeley !”

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood, stopped
to speak to the -youthiul cricketers. The
big Sixth-Former gave them a kindly smile.

“I've been looking ab you,” he said.
“You're getting on famousl You seem to
have got a very good team together, Silver.
1 ho'w you'll have good luck at Bazshot to-
morrow !”

And the great man passed on, leaving the
juniors much elated by those words of com-
mendation.  Praise from old Bulk eley was
praise indeed.

team
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Appeal to Csesar.
113 EAVE the ta!h'n g to me!” said Adol-
phus Smythe. ome along!”
That was just i'ike Adolphus. Adol-
phus never had the slightest doubt

that matters of any sort would be much
better left in his hands.
“ Where?" asked several of the

Nuts
dubiously. ==

“To the Modern side.”

“What for?”

“To see Jimmy Silver. We'll
young cuds at tea in Dodd's st.udy. We'll
put it to 'em straight,” said Smythe. “Either
ﬁm'm Silver p!‘()nlh(“‘» to give us six places
in the ham ox—

S0 wh

catch the

& him a thunderin® gont
) 5 nythe, “That will be some
comifort, & ”

“Wel sometuin’ in that,” ag
Tracy. “We can give 'em a hidin’, and
off before a crowd of the cads come by
round!”

~That's the idea, dear boy.”

Smythe & ©o. marched into the quad look-
g very determined. They crossed the quad,
and h«,&ded for Tommy Dodd's study, on the
path
Tommy Dodd’s

study was very festive jt

were seven juniors in the study
and Lovell and Raby and Newcome
Iy eing ’lo’nmy 3 guests at tea.

ies were doing the honours,
s and Moderns were on the hesf

one another.

s hamper from i
and tlu tdh]é‘ tairly
The en  juni
@ appetites from the
and they were doing full
pread.

They talkcd cricket over tea, cricket being
just then the subjeet uppe nmt in th ir
thoughts. They were looking forward to the
m‘\rch at B‘Wshot on the morrow, and to the
ng they fully intended to administer to
dley & Co., of Bagshot
hat pleasa mb conversation was interrupted
suddenly.

The study door was kicked opea. Adolplius
Smythe prided himself upon mauners of the
mould of Vere de Vere; hut he had none of
these nice manners to waste upon cheeky
who excluded him from the cricket team.
He kicked the door open and marched inm,
with & dozen nutty youths at his heels, all
looking very grim and dectermined.

“Hallo ! said Tommy Dodd coolly. “Didu’t
they teach you to knock at a door in the
sium you were brought up in, Smythe

Adolphus took no heed of that pertinent
guestion. He jammed an eyeglass into his
and surveyed Jimmy Silver with crush-

2 disdain.

“I've come - here
said Adolphus,

T(;mmy Cook’
well supplied,
i n

me had been

for a word with you,”

face

away, Smythey,” urged
“We're

having tea, you kuow.
s not ¢ w to introduce your face into
2 stt'd;~uw, =
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“Pon't rot, Silver! I'm talking to you as
ericket captain, and I don’t want any check
from fags.
you're xm* Ieavm
morrow.”

I've got to tell you plainly that
to-

me out of the team

* said Jimmy Silver cheerfully.
r iy Inends" added Smythe.

% Pass the tarts,” said Tommy Dodd.

“Do you hear me?” roared Smythe.

“Oh, yes! These tarts are good,"
hmmy Silver—“distinctly good. You shou
evcoum% your pecople to send you hampers,
Coek.”

“We want six places in “the team, and we're
jolly well goin’ to have them!” shouted Adol-
phus, beginning to lose his temper.

“And the cake is & regular corker!” gaid
Jimmy. “Your sister is a brick to make
gakas like that, Cook”

“Are you givin® us +ho<e places, Silver?”

“And then the jam!” pursued Jimmy Silver
enthusiastically, and apparently having for-
gotten the existence of Smythe & Co. “I
al‘mns liked home-made jam, l»ut I must say
this is a regular treat!”

shrieked Smy the.

“Do you “hear me?”

.“Help yourselves, you Classical chaps.”
caid Tommy Dodd. “I can recommend: the
tarts, the cake, and the jam: How did you
like the sardines?”

“Ha, ha, ha! ; %

“You cheeky young rotter, I'm talkin' to
levex 1” howled Smythe.

“Hallo! - Are you still there smvthew
asked Tommy Dodd, looking round. “I don’ t
remember: asking you to tea!”

“I've not come to tea, you young idiot!”

“8till, as you've come you can have a tart.
You can all have a tart each,” said Tommy
Dodd generqusly. “¥ou don't mind, Cook"”

“Not, at all. said Tommy Cook. *Let ’em
have a tart each, and wdvome Only don't
let ‘em make the place sticky.”

¥ Qu—you—you—-" stuttered Smythe.

“Take. ’emt oub into the passage and eat
‘em,”? said Tommy Dodd. “You ain't very
clean in the Shell. Don’t touch the door
with sticky fingers, wilh> you?”

Ad‘(}h)hus looked ag if he were on the verg
of apoplexy.

“Oh, wade in and mop them up!” said
Tracy impatiently. “It'll be 2 lesson to the
cheeky little beasts, anyway.’

“Rag the study"’ shouted Howard.

rSmythe raised his hand.

“Pile in!” he eommanded.

.The.. Nuts of Rookwood piled in, with a
rush.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were :\Il on their feet
now,-and they were ready. Jimmy Silver and
Lovell and Raby and Newcome were ready.
too. They were quite prepared to hack up
their 'kind hosts and entertainers against
any number of Nuts. -

“Smagh ‘em!’” panted Tracy. “Muck up
the study! Pile in!”

“Give 'em socks!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

There was a terrific combat in the study.

‘Smythe & Co. were two to one; but it was
quality, and not quantlty that counted in

“that combat. The three Tommies were great
fichting-wven, and the Fistical Four were
renowned for their prowess.

Crash! Crash! -Bump! Crash! DBang!
Yell! Furniture was knocked right and left,
and so were the combatants—chiefiy the
invaders. The study carpet was strewn with
tarts, chairs, and Giddy Goats.

In three minutes the combat was decided.
Four or five of the attacking party were
in ignominious flight down the passage, and

the rest were on the ecarpet, gasping for
breath and roaring with anguish.

“Give ‘em the tarts! panted Tommy
Dodd.

Jimmy Siiver was already giving Adolphus
tarts. These tasty comestibles that had been
squashed underfoot in the tussle were in po
condition for eating, but they came in.very

useful for plastering the noble countenance of
Adolphus. Smythe of the Shell wriggled and
gasped under the horrid infliction, but he
could not save himself. -

“Yow! Leave off!” moaned Tracy, as
Lovell rubbed jam into his hair. *“Do leave
off! I give in! , Grooh!”

“Stoppit!” mumbled . Howard. “Cw!
Keep that treacle away, you beast! Ow—ow!

Yah!”

“Kick ‘em out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dusty and dishevelled, and sticky all over,
the unhappy Nuts“were pitched out one after
another. The noise had brought a crowd of
Modern juniors along the passage, and they
greeted each Giddy Goat as he appeared with
howls of laughter.

Smythe & Co. crawled away, feeling as if

¢
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life were not werth living.. That excellent
scheme of giving Jimmy Silver a “thunderin’
hidin’ *» had worked out very hadly for the
unfortunate Adolphus. His luck!was out.

“Well, the study looks rather mucked up,”
rcmmkea Tommy Dodd, when . the last of
the invaders had dis'appc'arcd “pbut. I think
Smythey will think twme before he pays us
another visit—what!” -

“Yes, rather! Ha, ha, ha 2?2

And the juniors, having restored the study
to something like order, went on “cheer-
fully with theu‘ tea, untroubled by any
further visits from the aspirants to ericket
honoura.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Smythe’s NMasterstroke.

HE next morning Adolphus Smythe
might have- been observed to wear a
thoughtful expression.

That thoughtful expression was
not caused by any unusual devotion to his
lessons, for the master of the Shell called
Adolphus to order several times, and, in-
deed, stated his fixed opinion that Adolpnus
was the densest fellow in the class.

Adolphus that morning was thinking of
quite other things. There was a wrinkle of
reflection op his classic brow when the Shell
came out of their Form-room. His chums
sympathised with him. Smythe was the richer
by a hundred lines for his performances that
morning.

“Hard cheese!" said Tracy.

“The beast was rather rattier than usual,”
remarked Howard,

“Qh, mnever mind him,” said Smythe
tolerantly. *“A Form-master’s always a beast.
That’s what he’s paid {for, I've been
thinkin’.”

“Anythin’ on this afternoon?”’ asked
Howard. “What about a little bridge party
in the study?”

“I'm thinkin’ of the ericket.”

His chums looked alarmed.

“Look here, I've had enough of raggin’
Silver,”? said Howard, feeling his nose
tenderly. “I don’t like scrappin’ with fags.”

“Same here,” said Tracy. “It’s rather
beneath our dignity, you know.”

“I'mx not thinkin’ of raggin’ the fags.”

Smythe rubbed his left eye, where there
was a distinet “mouse.” Certainly, he had
had quite enough of ragging.

‘“Well, what’s the little game?”

“We're goin’ to show Silver that he can’t
come the cheeky cad over us,’”’ said Smythe.
“He’s left us out of the cricket—the whole
gang of us.”

“Yes; but—-"

“I've. an idea. Suppose ommy Dodd’s left
cut, too?”?
“Eh? How can he be left out?” said

Howard, puzzled.

“Might be shoved out.”

“QRi?

“If we miss the match, why shouldn’t he?”
argued Adolphus “It will be a lesson to
him, and one in the eye-for the whole cheeky
gang. Besides, they depend on Dodd. He's
their best bat.  Without him they’ll get
licked at Bagshot. That will serve ’em
right.”

“Serve ’em jolly well right!®® agreed
Howard. “But I don't quite see how we ean
make Dodd miss it.”’

“That’s what I've been thinkin’ out,”
Smythe condescendingly, “and I know how
to do it. Suppose we watch for him, and
collar him when the other cads ain't lookin’
on, and bung him into the clock-tower?”

\Ty hatt”’
We’ll run him up to the top of the tower
-md keep him there till the rest have gone
to Bagshot.”

“But he’d make a row.”

“Not if we put his head in a bag.”

“By gad!”

“They’d rag
doubttully.

“I've thought of that, too. Those kids in
the study arc always raggin’ Moderns, and
they chip us for not takm 2 hand in their
fag serappin’.  Well, we’re Classicals, and
Tommy Dodd’s Modern. We’ I erlam that
it was a Classical rag on a Modern hounder—
see? ‘\Tothm" really to do with cricket. We'll
explam that we forgot all about the Bagshot
mateh.”

Tracy and Howard looked ‘at their leader
quit: udmlrmgly Evidently Smythe’s mental
exercises had been gone through to some pur-
pose.

“1 suppose that would go down,”
Tracy slowly.

“Of course it would,” said Smythe,

said

us afterwards,” said Traecy

remarked

“with
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_fellows, anyway. As for Dodd,
mply wild af missin’ the mateh—
a pumshment for his cheek, you know.
if the- Baashot bounders beat them, all the
better. lhev won’t ‘have such a whackin’
ncord of wi s ‘to- caitpare with our record
then.” 2

“By va.d “you think of evelvtmn said
Tracy. Leks pass the word round and Qtz‘.ﬁk
the Modern cad before dinner.”

And Smythe procéeded;to call the Nuts to
the war- path He found them very indifferent
at» dﬁrst they. weren’t inclined for ahy miore

aids

But when &do]'ghus explained that Tommy
Dodd was to be tackled “on his lonely ewn,

they brightened up; and were ready to back

up their great leader.

Luck favoured Adolphus for once. ~The
enterprising- Nuts looked for Tommy Doda
without delay,- and théy fotmd him in the
Fourth Form room.

"he rtest of the Fourth were out, hut
Tommy Dodd had stayed behind to do ffty
lines—owing to a misdirected sense . cf
humour havmq led him to spill ink down the
neck of Townsend, the dandy of the Fourth,
in class.

Tommy Dodd looked up as Adclphus
peered in and spotted him.

“Hallo!” said Adolphus. “Detained?”

“Yes,” growled Tommy Dodd. “Don’t make
it worse b\, putting your face in, Smythe.
Take it away and bury it}’

Smythe frowned, and withdrew his face.

He whispered to his friends in the passage,
and they strolled into the quad.

Tommy Dodd finished his lines just as fhe
dinner-hell began to ring, and holted out of
thdn Form-room, and cut across to the Modern
side.

At the clang of the dinner-bell, Classicals
and Mocderns h'ld gone in, and ags Temmy
Dodd scudded across to his own side, there
was only half a dozen fellows in the quad,
and they were Smythe & Co.

“Here bhe comes!” murmured Traey.
“What a giddy stroke of luck, dear b
Nail him!”

“Yaas, by gad!
cagd!?

Tommy Dodd had to stop, as the Nuts ‘of
the Shell surrounded him.

“Here, no larks!” said Tommy. *“Haven'ts
you heard the bell, you fatheads? Why den’t
you go in to feed thh the other anmmlw

“I\'o hurry!” yawned Smythe. “We're goin'
for a little ‘walk first—with you, dear Boy!”

“Let me pass, fathead!”

“Nail him!” said Adolphus,

“Why, what’s the game? Leggo!” shcx.ted
A sl}'all hit out, you fat-

Here, stop, you Modern

heads!”

Bift !

“Yoop!” yelled Tracy, like an echo, as
Tommy Dodd’s left was planted in his eye.

And Tracy plumped down on Lxdolphuu
long legs.

But the rest of the enterprising band were
piling on Tommy Dodd, and four paus of
liands dragged him down before he could kit
out again.

Adolphus staggered to his feet.

“Bring him along!” he gasped. “Never
mmd if you hurt him! Yank him along!”

“Leggo!” yelled Tommy Dodd.

“Put your fist over his mouth. Come on!”

"Tommy Dodd struggled - wildly in the
grasp of the Nuts. But six to one was a little
too heavy odds for him. He was dragged off
the ground, his arms and legs firmly held and
rushed away rapxd)y towards the clock- tower.

The Medern junior, astonished and enraged,
resisted manifully all the way.

But he was rushed into the tower by the
panting. Shell féllows.

“Up the stairs!” gasped Adolphus.

“Leggo—yarooh! Oh, my hat!”

Up the stairs went the struvgmxg band,
with Tommy Dodd wriggling in their midst.
Never had a kidnapped person given his kid-
nappers so much trouble. Tommy Dedd was
not handled gently, but he resisted all the
time. It was only with terrific cflorfs that
the Nuts got the struggling, wr]gghng, kicks
mg-‘lodern up the narrow spiral stair, and
to the top of the tower.

There, on the little railed-in roof above
the clock, they plumped him down, and sat
on him.

A rope was produced, and knotted reund
his ankles and wrists. Then he lay panting
and helpless on the roof of the elock-tower,
and glaring homicidally at the Nuts

“You fatheaded chumps!” asped.
“What's the game? -De you want me %o miss
my dinner, you frabjous burblers?”’

THE POPULAR.—NO. &6,
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“More than that!” grinned Tracy
. “Shush!” murmured Smythe. “Yes, this
iz a little game to make you miss your dinner,
Doddy. You Modern chaps are such éluttor.s,
you know, we think it will do_you good.
“Look here, .f you don't let me loose, I'il

yell for help!” shouted the - e\hpemmd
Modern.

“You're welecome to yell all you can, my
tulip,” grinped Adolphus.  “Where's that
bag?” g

“'Here you are!"

“His handkerchief &rst!” said Ho

“ Why—what—grooh—hobh—yoooh- e

Tommy Dodd smd no more than that. He
couldn't say any more, for his handkerchief
was jammed into his mouth, and Smythe pro-
ceeded to fasten it there by winding string
round his head and knotting it. Tommy
Dodd glared at him in spccckvem wrath.
Then, to make assurance doubly sure, a bag
was pulled down over the unfortunate

Tommv 3 head.
came from within the bag.

“M-m-m-m-m !
Smythe of the Shell took another length
of cord, and tied it under the arms, and tied
the other end to an iron stanchion. Tommy

“He didu’t come in,” said Caok, “We've
been looking for him: since, and we can't
find, him. - Where the-dickens fus he got to,

I wonder?’. -

“My hat! The brake will be her‘e s00n,”
said Lovell. -“Just like a Modérn ass, to lose
himself now !

“Oh, don’t jaw, but help us look for him!”
"rowled €ook.-

It did not .seem. much us¢  looking for
Tommy Dodd. They looked im the Form-
room, remembering that he had lines to do.
But the. Form -room was empty.. They looked
in the rfvm, 1n Big and Little Qnads‘ every-

where, in fact. But Tomrm Dodd was not to
be seen. .
A shout from some of the cricketers an-

nounced the arrival of the brake,

Tommy Dodd had not turned up.

Smythe & Co. came out, and seemed sur-
prised to. observe the troubled state of the
worried cricketers.

“Not offt yet?” asked Smythe affably.
“We're comin’ over to see the match, vou
know. I understood it was timed to begin

at two-thirty.”
“Two-thirty now,” said Howard.

‘Two minutes later Tommy Dodd came running out from the dressing room.
A big cheer greeted him from the pavilion..
tast man in, and he fully raalised how much the match depended upon his play,
and what his chums expected from him.

¢ Qood old Tommy !’ He was

(See Chapter 6.)

Dodd was about as secure as a prisoner could
be. Unless somcbody happened to ascend to
the top of the clock-tower—which was ex-
tremely unlikely—Tommy Dodd was a
prisoner till Smythe & Co. chose to release

im.

Leaving the Modern junior wriggling with
wrath, the Nuts cheerfully descended the
stairs, and strolled away to the School House
for dinner. They were late for dinner, and
received sharp remarks from their Form-
master—which they bore meekly. It needed
more than a‘few sharp remarks to dash the
grcaf satisfaction they felt at their complete
uecesa.

J

noon.
“Time the brake was here,” sald Jimmy
Silver:
Tommy Doyle and Tommy Cook came hur
rying across the quad. Their faces were dxi
turbed and anxious.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
' Missing.
IMMY SILVER & Co. came out with their
cricket-hags, in great spirits. The Fis-
tical Four had smiling faces that after-

“Hallo! Anything the matter?” asked
Slher

“Have you seen Dodd?”

“Dodd! No!

‘_Faxth and phwat's become of him in-
toirely?” ~exclaimed Doyle. “He's missed

dinner, and ould Manders was waxy.”
“Missed dinner!” said Jimmy Silver, in
astonishment. “That's a queer way to get
ready for-a cricket match. He will want Sl
Liz ‘beef this afternoon.’
Tur PorvLiR.—No, 83,

“We're waiting for Tommy Dodd,” ex
plained Jimmy Silver. -

“Not ready by this time!” exclaimed
Smythe, “What's he doin’?”

“Blest it I know—he seems tfo have
vanished.”

“By gad!”

“We qhall have to go without him,”
Lovell.
waiting
coming.”

“Can’t go without Dodd,” said Cook.

“Look here, we sha'n't have time for the
mateh if we wait any -longer!” exclaimed
Raby. *“If Tommy Dodd chooses to clear
off like this, it’s his own lcok-out. If he
wanted to play, 1 suppose he'd be here.”

“Gome for a stroll and forgotten the
matel, perhaps,”- suggested- Smythe. «I'll
play for-you-if you 1i1;e—~you’ll want a man.”

“We want a man, but we don't want a
silly idiot,” said Cook rudely. “Young Lacy
had better come on.’

said
“We've kept the Bagshot bounders
already, They'll think we're never

“Better have a Classical Ch.lp,’
£'1i stanu*

suggested
Im ¢il—* Hooker,

by La(.}.___n
‘Hold on!" said T mmy Silver. “Who's
captain of this team?”
“Why, you siliy ass 2 -
You come in the brake, Hooker,” said

Captain Jimmy Silver coolly.

Cook almost exploded; but he had to yield
the point. Jimmy Sllver was captam

The two Tommies gave a last despairing
look round, hoping to spot Tommy Dodd at
the last moment, But there was no sign of
him, and they piled into the brake. They
could only hope that, for some unexplained
reason, hé had zone over to Bagshot first, and
that they would find him there,

‘he’s going. in—see?
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S8mythe & Co. smiled at one another, and
strolled out after the brake. They were in-
terested to see what kind of a game the
junior team would play at Bagshot without
their best batsman.

On top of the clock-tower an unhappy -
junior, wriggling in cords that he could not
loosen, heard the rumble of the departi
brake: He could not speak, but the thoughts
he thought about Adolphus BSmythe wers

simply lurid,

I arrived. The Bagshot team had long
been ready, and waiting. They wers

inclined* to be sarcastic when the Rook-

weoders arrived nearly an hour late.

“You've come!” ejaculated Panklev. “We
were beginning to think that you'd oversieps
yourselves or something"'

“Sorry ! said Jimmy Silver. “Ore of our
men happened to he away, and we waited for
him. Lots of time jor a single-innings mateh,
an ¥

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Bagshot Maish.
ANKLEY of Bagshot greected the Rook-
wood cricketers when . the brake

“Oh, don't mind!” sald Pankieg
pohtel\
Jimmy Silver frowned a little. He had
d a faint hope that Tommy Dodd mighé
at Barwhot He was disappointed, and:
'mta 00.
He

knJ& that Pankley's eleven were

a touzh oae, anyw
absence of their best bat might m
ifference to the Rookwooder’s ch 1
But Tormmy Dodd was not th dnd
chi had to prore*d without him. Jimz
r won the toss. The pitch was in p
condition, and the Rookwooders nat
expected to bat first.. But Jimmy Silver
1~:c1ded to send the Bagshot fellows in, s
“What the dickens are you up to" de-
manded ‘Lovell, in surprise. “Why ain't we
going to hat, fatheadt”

Sure, and we ought to hay firgt ! ex
claimed Tommy Doyle warmly. —“Thw

what comes of hanng a (,lagslc 11 gkipper.

Jimmy Silver grinned. P
TR

&1

tho

i3

“Bagshot’s going to bat,” he sald.
got my teasonz. 1 suppose you fellows don’t
¢ why Tommy Dodd's red off liks

Of course we don't!”

“\uther do I, But I know he'll get ta
the match, if he ean,” said Jimmy, “and if
he comes along, we're going to play him.”

son”

“I can put a substitute Into the fHeld—
I've mentioned it to Pankley. If Tommy
Dodd comes along in time for iast man in,.
Come on! The boundera
are waiting for us!”

And Jimmy Silver led his merry men on to
the field.

Jimmy's idea of leaving a place open for
Tommy Dodd till the last possible moment-
was regarded as a stroke ol genius by thc
Moderns.

They admitted that Jimmy Silver, thrm,r:h
a Classieal, was a fellow with an uncommon
amount of common-gense, The Classicals wera
not quite so enthusiastic. They felt that they
could win without any Moderns in the team
at all, and were rather disposed to “siang ”
their leader for not replacing Dodd by a
Classical while he had the chance.

But Jimmy Silver went on his way regard-
less of praise or blame—thinking cml, of the
game and the best way of winning it—and
thereby proving that he was, in fact a first-
rate cricket captain.

Pankley and Poole opened the inpnings foi
Bagshot, That they were in fine form was
soon proved. Even Jimmy Silver's bowling
was not able to touch them for some time.

And the runs-piled up.

Pankley fell to Silver’s bowling at last, and
soon afterwards Poole was eclean bowled by
Raby. But the score was then at fifty.

It was a handsome start for Bagshot, and
they kept it up. The Rookwooders were given
an unusual amount of leather-hunting, and
few cate Wickets went down slowly,
while the numbers went up on the hoard at
a great rate.

At half-past five the last Bagshot wicket
went down, and TPankley & Co. simply
chirruped with glee over a score of 115, The
faces of the Rookwoeders were correspond-
ingly glum,

“We sha'n't equal that without our best
bat!” growled Tommy Cook, when they ad-
journed for refreshments before the visitors’
innings. “Where ¢an that fathead Dodd be
all this tima?

@w
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“0h where,
mured mifﬂp s smythe.
were looking on -af th
faces. °
"It was

cog’ “tiig

& Co.
Bmliing

Adolphus
game witih

distinetly, amusing to
tie dortune of war going

’Lu d i this manner.

wruid be a leszson to theni.

1ff51111=-:t Book-

”"lile “silly Modern  ass ughﬁ_ to be
U “affﬂf{}ﬂ‘ * said Lovell. “We want every paiit
we can fi':..t “We'd hetter LlELt a new captain

g Mode ri; for this time.” |

And for once the Moderns had nmthmﬂ‘ to |
Dodd’s absence was utterly in-

say. Tommy
explicable, and they could not say a word
in defence of a player who had ieft his team
‘n the lurch ia this unaccountable manner.
“He’ may turn up vet;’’ said .}'imm}r Silver.
“There's o chante he may, ﬁ.mm , liis place
Ls* unm for him if he does.”
“Rut tea finished, "and Tommy Dodd had
not ‘turned up.  Pankley & Co. went intm
ihe field, and Puuhvfﬂd ﬂpeneu thu ihulﬂ
~ with Lmell and Coek.
‘But, good as

*‘*fmu proved that they were equally f'f,JUd It
tlie field and on the bowlihg-crease.

Pum-;lej,r s howling was very nearly as good
as Jimmy dilver’s owil.
cheers from Bagshiot &s the
performed the hat trick, Lovell and Raby

home skipper
and

Newcome going down In su ceession to s
bowling. N | | A
Long and longér grew the faces of the

s

Rookwooders,

More than eve
now, with his mighty arm.
no sign of Tommy Dodd.

ever was Tommy Dodd needed
But fh{:’f e WA4s

“Three down for 7!” chuckled Smythe of |

*Le Shell. “What a score! Ha, ha, hal”
“Too: funny for words, by gad!” yawned
Tracy.

“And 'the} fuund fault with our cricket!”
said -Howard,
ef anger, ...

But fortune smiled t:}n Hﬂﬂkﬁ‘ﬂ{m once iore,

with Coek and Dovie as partners. The board
registered 40 when their partnership was dis-
golved. .
to . see the mateh cheered them loudly, and
the Classicals gave them, a yell of apprecia-
1101, - = : -

It 1ooked as if Rookwood were booked ior
one +of the severest lickings they had ever
had. eten in the days of Adolphus Smythe.
Ever}' run was welconmed uow b} the anxious
Rookwood spectators.

-Jimmy Silver had not gone in to bat yetl.

Hisg fﬂme was bowling, and he knew that he |

was onky:an average bat. He sent in man

after man, but as a ruie, their luck was |

gruel. i

-Fi gh*t W mhets were down for 52! Then,
as Flynn came out, Jimmy Silver had to go
in with: Webb, a Modern, as his partner.

When another wicket fell it would. be last |

iman ‘in,-and if Tommy Dodd had not turned
ip by that time Hooker would have to go
to+$he wickets.
kitew  just how long Hooker was lkely to
last awmnst howiing like Pankley’s, groaned
in spirit at the thought, Where was Tommy
Dodd? b5 s
. THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
: The Eleventh Nan. '
CHAT'S jolly odd!”’

Bulkeley.

The Lapmm of Rookwood was

strolling in the quad with his chum
The ‘b"ﬁﬂ great men of the Sixth

remarked

"‘xevﬂ[e.
}md been at the nets, and now they were
cauntering back to the Scheool House to tea,
Lli&ttlﬂg ericket. ' '
There were few juniors about Rockwood.
Most of them had gone over tc Bag hﬂf to i

watch the game there. A peculiar ﬁhje had
caught -Bulkeley's eye, and ile paused in the
m,ld to recard if.

“Jolly odd!” agreed Neville, Ir:nlﬂn ing the
captain’s glance,

f*ertauﬁ" it was odd. Bu?heie:f was loocking
up ab- tﬂa clock-tower. Over t
at the top of the tower appeared an G’bject
which -locked like a bag. It
about; 3u-t as if somebody had his head in-
side it and was moving it to and fro. The
parapet hid the persoa belew the bag—if,
indeed, a person was there—but the bag
&imed above the railings. -

“E'-:tz'dmdm&r:y“’ said ‘Bulkeley, in grest
astontshment. “Is that some fag's ;dcﬂ m a
iatk, I wonder?”

hevﬂie looked greatly puzzled.

“Blest f 1 can make it out!” he ,:111(1

" Bulkeley called to a fdg in the quad.

and oh where can he be?’ mur-y
; rum‘ 2
i doiphus to

He cmmmered that

could

the Bagshot bounders had cricketer.

}Itﬂf_iﬂ themselves to hé at the wickets, they

- dlm{'}ﬁu
Tihere were toud | |

| rails,

{ his head and

a tone more of sorrow than |

Modein fellows who had come over |
L through the cords.
down to

- been there for hours, and though he had nof

- he was able to move,

- SOMN.
And the Rookwooders, who |

vhe railing up

wWas Inov lﬂf"

2
Now on Sale.

“Here, “humpmﬂ, cut up the

see who's playing the giddy ox there on tlne
he said. . b e

I gay, It’s ‘1 jolly long way to the top |
of that blessed c¢lock-tower, Bulkeley!” .ob-
jected Thompson of the Third.

Bulkeley made a gesture, and Thompson

seudded off without raising further cbjections.

He tramped up the Spll“ll stair to the

‘top of the tower, dt,te*f'*mmul to punch the
~head of whoever was *

‘playing the giddy ox ¥’

there when he found him.

- But when he reached the top of the tower,
the fag gave

a yell of astonishment.
“Qh, scissors!™
It was an extraordinary mbleeh that met his

gaze—a junlor tied up witly cords and secured

to a stanchion by another cord, and with

a2 bag tied over his head. The Third-Former

almost fell down as he L&ugfzt sicht of that
stmmﬂe ohject.
Tf:rmmy Dodd !’ he gasped.
He could rot see the junior’s face, but he
guess that this was the missing

It ecould hardly be anybody else.

A faint mumble came Ifrom inside the bag.
Tomimy Dodd heard the fag's footsteps, and
he was trying—il vain—to speak. With
incredible exertions Tommy Dodd

wad managed to get on his feet, bc:und 18
he was, after many attempts that had failed.

. He knew that when he was on his feet elose ¢

to- the parapet his head would show over the

somebody might come, Esﬂmebﬂdy had come

- at last!

Thompson of the Third jerked the ban' off

disclosed a2 red and flll]ﬂﬂb
face,

“Gagged, By gum!”
astounded Thompson.
He kindly removed the handkerchief from

ejactilated  the

Tommy Dodd’s mouth. - Then the Modern
lunior found his voic rse
“Thanks! Grooh! Did vou sce me?”

“Bulkeley did. I say, Doddy, what's the

~-name of this game?”’ grinned the fag.

“Cut me loosel” -
Thompson opened h15 pﬂcket Knife, and cut

Then Tommy I}Gdd sat
gasp. He wasg eramped He had
heent tied tightly,

he felt the effect 1§
pretty heenly Cg 61 1t

It was full five minutes before

; o al Thompson  wateched
him, grinning.

“Ow!? said Tommy Dodd, at last.
pose they’ve gone??’

“The eleven? I should say so!” -

“Where's smy the 27

“He’s gone, tm ®

“What's the time?”
< Nearly 8§ix !

Tﬂmmy Dodd groaned.

“0Oh, the rotters!”

Th:-_n he rushed down the stairs, wmhﬂut
a word of explanation to the amazed Thomnp-
He saw Bulkeley in the quad, but did
not stop to speak to him: he left it to Thomp-
so1 to explain to the ﬂaptam of Rookwood.
He bolted into the tuckshop first—he was
ravenously hungry. Sergeant Kettle—staring
at his :31'1111501’1 face and dusty clothes—served
him with ginger-pop and sandwiches.

Tommy Dodd drank the ginger-pop, and,
taking the

wﬁmd hite in 1115 mﬂutll-—ﬂeudded for the bike-
shed

“1 sup-

He ruashed his machine out of the cates,
L and mounted in the road, and

started for
Bagshot School,

He rede on at a speed which certainly ex-

- ceeded the legal limit, his pedals going mnud

like lightning, and a cioud of c:lust in his
wal{ie m¢1rkmg his track along the white
IO

Bagshot at last?

Tonmimy Dodd turned his bike in at. the
gate, and rode in. Red and perspiring and
breathless, he jumped off Lis machme and
letting the bike vo spinning whither it \"ﬂuld
he raced for thu cricket-ground.

A loud shout was I‘II]giH” over the field as
he dashed up.

“Well bowled, Pankley

Webb's wu];ef Was dmw.n'
- “Last man in!” chuekled ‘im}the of the
Shell. “There's your chance. Hooker! There
won't be any Tommy Dodd to-day! Why
my hat!l—by gad?”

Smythe’s eyes almost stﬂrtefl from his head
at the sicht of a junior in dusty Etons
racing up to the pavilion. _

“Tommy Dodd!” he gasped.

“Dodd, by thunder!” muttered Howard.

. There was a wild yell from Tamm} Doyle
28 he spotted 'his study: lea der,

Price Threew Iﬁ*’alfge rce.

tower, . ana i

| and he nourished a faint hope that it
‘Hﬂ”i]b be noticed from the quad, and that

; changed again,
1t t::ﬁ after all!??

‘another two and a single!

- win!

Poole did his best,

candwiches in his hand—with a |

‘Bad  Egg!”

15

“Arrah! It’s Tommy Dodd! Hand over
that bat, Hooker ; here's Tommy Dmid' ‘-‘fﬂre
| hie's turned up ﬂt last 1™

Jimmy 51&?01‘5 face lighted up ’---b:h't}mﬂ
on all sides from the Rﬂi}kwefjﬁ' fellows
greeted Tommy Dodd as hHe came pa ning |
up. Nine wickets were down for m“-nw
and if Hooker had come in to face Paﬂ}.:e:p 9
bowling, Rookwood would certainly have
heen all down for about sixty. But Tommy
Dodd was there. i |

“Last man in!?

“Buck up, Tommy Dodd!”

Tommy Dayle and Tommy Cook seized their
chum, and rushed him into the dressing-room,
and bundled him into his flannels.

The Rookwood batsmen did not, as a rule,
LLep the feld waiting; but the neld had to
wait some minutes for last man. e

That could not be helped., Tommy Doedd

pumped in breath while he r*h..rmrred but
when, in the course of five minutes or ar;- he
joined Jimmy Silver at the wickets, he
looked very much his- old sell.

The Rookwood erowd watched him
anxiously.

But Tommy Dodd dealt cantiously and

respectfully with that bowling till the end
of the over. He waited to get into his st zde
before he started punishing the howling.

Then Poole bowled to Jimmy Silver. -

Jimmy played the bowling steadily and
coolly, and it was a maiden over. Thut g.ﬂe
Tommy Dodd a much-needed rest.

']hen the field crossed, and the Modern
junior had the bowling again.  All lﬁﬂkﬂ
wood eyes were bent anxiously upon “him,
Tommy Dodd let himself go now. Again
Pankley had the ball, but he could not touch
the wicket. Loud cheers from. Moderns and
Classicals alike greeted a hit for.4. It was
followed by a 3, and Jimmy Silver had the
bowling. But Ilmmy Silver. stole a single,
and gave it ‘back to Tommy Dodd, and the

-Rookwooders grinned with satisfaction.

It was creeping up. Still the hatsmm were

{ safe at the wickets.

“Hundred!?” yelled- Lﬁwcll u?-, th ﬂgll"'rﬂ

“My only hdt' “E: &ahdﬂ ph]l

“Fifteen to tie, bej&bers*” ciiuchled Doy l‘e.
“Ga it, Tommy!?’ = .
Well runt” | 1

“0h, well hit!

Th’-ree to the good, and Jimmy Silver
batting again. A blank and a single, and
then Tommy Dodd’s mighty bat was swiping
the leather once mor four and a two, and
One hundred and

thirteen! Twu wanted to tle, and three ‘tt}

Pankiey sent down every ball he knew to
Jimmy Silver now.= With the most exas-
perating calmness Jimmy Silver stopped them
dead. A maiden over again: nothing ecould
tempt him to hit eut. And the Rookwooders.
cireered that maiden over as loudly as they
might have cheered the hat-trick or a sixer.

Tommy Dodd again, with Poole bowling.
and Rookwood breathed
deep with anxiety as Tommy Dodd stepped
out to the ball. Smack! And away fiew the
leather, and the batsmen were running, and
rupning again and again! Crash came the’
ball, a couple of seconds ftoo Iate and the
umpire shook his head. ; | | |

“Rockwood wins!?” :

“Hoorah!?”’ |

There was a rush of eesta,tm Rookwooders
on the field, and Tommy Dodd and.Jimmy
Silver were carried off Shﬂ'lﬂdtl‘-higﬂ amid
deafening cheers. It was a win for Rcok-
wood after all, and Rookwood rejoiced with
a tremendous IE]{}ILII T,

Tommy Dﬂdd tnld his story in the brake -
as the victorious ecricketers rolled homeward.
and the Rookwood cricketers were very
anxious to see Adolphus Smythe & Co.

They saw them as soon as they arrived at
Rookwood. It was a painful meeting for
smythe & Co. It was in vain that Adolphus
explained that that jape-on Tommy Dodd: was
simply a Classical joke on a Modern hounder,’
and that he, the great Adolphus, had com-
pletely mr%tten “the mmket match at the
time. '

When the cricketers left Adoiphus & Co,
they went satisfied, and they left the un-
happy Nuts in a I}RI‘}GHE state.

It was likely to be a long, long time Lﬁﬂf&
Adolphus & 60., chipped m agam in - juillﬁ
cricket.

TEE END.

(Another grand story of the chums of
Rookwood School next Friday, entitled: ** A
by Owen Cﬂiiq-u’é@.t. - Don’g
miss it!) o = e

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

THE THREADS OF THIS STORY.

kddie Polo, an unknown and apparently
poor hoy, obtaing a position in. Mr. Busto’s
World-Famous Menagerie and Circus, after

bheing given the opportunity of proving himself l
a -wonderful young acrobat, in the place of |

Del Rogeriguo, where bhe meets “Ginger,” the
circus clown, who warns him against the
apaniard’s spiteful heart., An attempt Is
made by Del Rogerigno to end Eddie's liie,
but the young acrobat manages to retain his
presence of mind, and so save himself from
a certain death. Thoe next day he is out
riding with Esta, the charming daughter of
Mr. Busto, when his mount takes fright as
he is passing over a narrow bridge, and,
crashing into the rails,-topples over into the
ravine, Esta returns posthaste to the circus
‘ic-;:}'l tell her father of the accident and get
elpn.

(Now read on.}

A Wonderful Escape!

DDIE was a firm favourite wit the
gompany, owing, not only to his
remarkable skill as an athlete, but
also to his kind, sunny nature, and

his willingness to help all others. -

“What has happened, Esta®” queried Mr.
Busto hoarsely. “Quick, girl!”

With the horrified look still upon her face,
as the scene enacted itself before her closed
eyes once more, Esta told her father of tae
incident which had led to Xddie Polo’s fall
into the ravine.

Del Rogeriguo smiled again as he heard the
story of events. Fate and the Mad Chestnut
had removed from his path for ever the only
ohstacle to Ihis success.

Although it seemed a hopeless task fo
v8.dertake, Mr. Busto decided at once that
the strongezt men of the company should
proceed to the ravine with ropes,

it was still possible that Polo was alive,
and that something could be done to save
him,

The owner of the circus clung to that tiny
shred of hope.

Apart from that, hbowcever, they must bring
thie hody of the young acrobat to the surface,
if the worst had happened.

Volunteers were soon forthcoming. Ginger,
although gettineg on in vyears, hecaded the
party. The men carried long ropes, and
proceeded to the scene of the tragedy asg fast
as possible.

Esta, in spite of her father’s remonstrances,
insisted upen accompanying them. They soon
arrived at the broken bridge.

Ginger carefully walked on to it, and fear-
fully peered over the edge. What he cxpected
to see he hardly knew. | --

For a few moments he regarded the Hottom
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| that was possible.

oi the ravine, an-expression of utter amaze-
ment spreading over his kindly features.

Suddenly he wuttered a loud shout of
pleasure, and frantically waved his hand.

Mr. Busto and the remainder of the party
gazed at him in surprise. They had been
husy knotting two lengths of rope together,
preparatory to making the descent into the
ravine for Eddie Polo’s remains.

At Ginger's extraordinary behaviour they
ceased their labours.

“What's wrong, Ginger?'’ roared Mr. Busto,
“What the devi! =

The owner of the circus stopped short,

A cheerful—though somewhat shaky—volce |

came from the depthe of the ravinc.

“Hallo, Ginger!”

For the moment the party were deprived of
their powers of apeech. Then they reaiised
that the miraculous had happened, and that
Eddie Polo was still alive, and, what was
more, to judge by the tone oi his vcice, not
bhadly hurt. '

A loud cheer went up from the aszembled
men, and, regardless of the danger of falling,
they crowded to the edge of the ravine and
looked down. . '

An amazing sight met
of the mangled, broken corpse iney had
expected to find, they saw Eddie Polo sitting

comfortably on the ground, leaning against

the side of a boulder, his face turned towards
the top of the ravine.

Even at that distance it was possibie (o
see that a ghost of a smile ztill hovered round
the corners of the young man’s mouth,.

“Cheer-ho, Eddie!” roared Mr. Busto, over-
come with his delight. *“We’ll have you 'out
of this in two ticks!”

in lezs time than it takes to tell, tlhe

prepared rope was dangling over the edge of |

the ravine, and Ginger started to descend.
“Don’'t trouble, Ginger,” came Eddie’s voice.
“1 can climb that all right.”
“He's not even hurt!” gasped Mr. Busto,
as he saw the acrobat rise and cross to the

rope.
A few minutes Iater FEddie's chieeriul face
appeared. 2

His black eyes twinkled faster than ever.

Eager hands helped him over the brink, and |

once more he stood safely amongst a group
of the circus company.

Del Rogeriguo’s Final Attempt! :

3 Eddie Polo explained to the as-
touished members of the circus
company, the only difficult thing fto
do under circumstances such as those

he had just passed through, was to keep rigid }

control over the thinking-box and nerves,

To the majority of these men, who were |
all used to taking great risks, this was the |

hardest of all things to do, and Eddie Polo
became even a. greater hero than’ befere? if_

their eves, Instend’

Beyond a severe shaking and a few broeiscs
he had sustained no imjury in hiz fall, and
expressed his intentions of performing at the
circus during the evening performance as
usual,

Mr. Busto, however, would not hear of if,
and told Eddie he must take a complefe rest.

50, much against his wishes, Eddie did not

-make any public appearance that night.

Del Rogeriguo, therefore, at the evening
performance again becams chief acrobat.
The Spaniard’s feelings can be imagined
hetter than described.

To be turned out of the position he had
held so long by this youne newcomer was bad
enough, but to be put to act as this inter-
loper's deputy—the substitute for a man he
hated and feared—added yet another spur
to the man's desire to get even with Eddie
Polo.

From the time mnews was received of the
accident until Eddie was discovered unhurt,
Del Rogeriguo’s hopes of the future had
goared high.

Then they were dashed to the ground, and

{ his anger and disappointment knew no bounds.

He swore bie would get rid of this popular
newcomer, aud, but for the fact that he
lacked tho necessary courage, would have
gone straight to Eddie Polo and made the
effort. -

However, lie still had vivid memories of tha
last attempt lie had made under those circum-
stances, and had no wish to sample the
st-rfangt-h of the young acrobat’'s blows again.

Del Rogeriguo spent his afternoon &n-
deavouring to find some means whereby he
could get even with the man who had so
successfully displaced him.

The evening performance passed off without
any untoward incident happening.

Eddie, acting upon his master's instructions
did not do any trapeze work, but merely
contented himself by standing at the exit to
the ring, talking to the various artistes as
they finished their turns.

Del Rogeriguo was at present on the trapeza

| Topes, and was giving a really creditable per-

formance,

To give the man his due, h2 was a wonder-
ful acrobat, and Eddie was the first to realise
that the Spaniard would make g good partner
for some really thrilling stunts.

As Del Rogeriguo finished his show and
made towards the exit, Eddie tapped him on
the shoulder. = _

*Will you tatk to me for a few moments?”
e aszked.

The smiie of pieasure vanished from tho
Spaniard’s face. He was quite pleased with
his performance and the applause he” re-
ceived. :

“Vhat do you vant to say?” he demandad
surlily.

“1 want to suzgzest that we work together
more, a3 [ f{eel coavineced that between us
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we eould gct some very - fine things eover.contented with the morning performance,

What do you say? I can fix it up with Mr.
Buste.”

The Spaniard’s inelination was to refuse,
and no doubt he would have done this rather
violently, But a thonght flashed ' through
his brain, and he turned to Eddie and smiled
his consent, his white teeth gleaming.

“Zat ees a very good idea,” he sa.d “Ve
shall he able fo thrill zese people vel, I
am_sure. :

“Good ¥ replied Eddie Polo heartily. “Then
we'll rch__game a few double acts to-morrow
nmmm" 2

With that the two p'\rted Del Rogeriguo
to return to his dressing-tent, and Eddie to
cross to where. the genial Mr. Busto was
standing.

The owner’s face was beaming with delight.

He had had a good day. His large tent was
packed.to merﬂowmg and he decided at once
that-lie “would prolong his stay in this dis-

trict a-day-or so.-

He ‘greeted Eddie cheerfullv and in ,his
usual boisterous manner. He was hecoming
uiore and mare attached to the young acrobat
each day.

Eddie explained his idea to the boss.

At first Mr. Busto was inclined to dis-
agree. He had had a good deal of ex-
perience with men of Del Rogeriguo’s stamp,
and knew that the Spaniard would keep his
unme for vengeance alive for a long time.

“1 den’t think. it is qmte -4, -wise thing
to do, ]addle Z he remarked.  “I know that
Del Rogeriguo has mnever forgiven you for

taking ha plme, and may make use of this
opportunity to work you some harm.”

Atfter some little time, howcver, Eddie
persuaded- the. old. man that his fears were
roundless; and it was arranged that they

X their. double act the next merh-

aniard, in . his tent,

}mbablv offer him more chances of disposing
of:his rixal - withont undue danger to himself,
.uui was- therefore glad that he had taken

the offer. He V\ould have. to leave the exaet
mebnod until-he; had heard what. the- double
scheme was. to be.

The -next .morning, after the earh“ meal,

Eddi
idea.

:He had deeided to combine his prowess at
St -riding with trapeze work, and for that
pnr[}nse \muld' need the  assistance of . Del

_@pmoached the. half-caste mth his

;‘/r"&‘Fl"HO

he Spaniard was to he on the trapeze
_the wlole time, and after he had given

to the rting standing on the back of
c.. Del Rogeriguo then had to come
to the lowest rung of the trapeze
e, lang from it by his legs with his
outstretched downwards ready to
Eddie, who, when the horse was in a
po«ltmp would spring upwards, and
d on to the trapeze ropes.
hort time they would continue the
ary acrobatic acts, and eventually Eddie
d “léave in @ -similar mawner to his
val. That is, he would slide down a
e ‘rope dnd fall upon the back of the
j.'ng horse, and he carried out of the

At‘ the rehearsal that morning the trick
- completed - without inecident. The one
dapgerous part of it was when Eddie had
m Lan upon the horse’s back and depart.
t that moment he would be working too
low- to the ground -to be really safc, and
if lie misced ‘the horge by the slightest he
vould - stand a very good chance of being
ceyverely crippled.

The Spaniard noticed that - this was the
one point where he might be able to work
hie revenge cn Lddie.

1t was cbvious to him that if, when Polo
was hanging upside-down from the rope, he
could move it ever so slightly to one side,
lnmlm would miss the horse and fall on to
the low wooden railing fixed round the ring.
ie was certain that he could do it without
attracting attention to himself, as the
arrangement was that he should continue his
performance while Eddie was doing his.

Ity sitting on one of the bars, and swing-
ing far (—nmwh he saw that he could reach
5 rope and drag it to one side. That
mean his rival would fall head-first
zinearly. twenty feet on to the edge of the
wooden. ring round the circus.

3Mr. Busto was immensely pleased with the

fort, though he was not at all certain that
{JLI)RO“LTIQUO would not attempt some dirty
rick

di¢ and. Del I{ogerx’guo were also quite

came to the
muclmwm that to combine with Polo would:

v of the usual exhlhmons Eddie was to-

though mot for the same reason.

It was decided to perform it that evening.

Again the large circus tent was filled to
overflowing. It had been announced by
handbills that the chief acrobat, who had
been -indisposed -as a result of an accident
the previous day, was now fit to work, and
would celebrate it by doing an exceptionally
daring trick, combining trapeze work and
horse-riding.

The Spaniard, Del Rogeriguo, was not men-
tioned on the handbilis. When he noticed
this he ‘gritted his teeth with rage, and he
clenched his fists.

“Vait till - to-night, Mistaire Polo!” he
snarled to himself, as he neticed the young
acrobat proceeding to his tent to dress for
the performance.

‘When the time for the tm]nze act came
round Del Rogeriguo, dressed in the regula-
tion tights aud singlets of acrobats, and, with
a gorgeous red sash round his waist, made his
entrance, and quickly swarmed up to the
topmost Tung of the trapeze ladder. :

He was loudly applauded as he performed
each trick, and in his delight almost forgot
his desire for vengeance.

It. was time for Eddie Polo to make hlb

The horse was now within a few yards of
the spot, and Del Rogeriguo swung forward
and transferred his weight on to the seeond
rope.

At that moment Eddie Polo released his
hold. ~but the movement caused by the
Spaniard ahove, who had now resumed his
previous position unhoticed by the crowd, was
sufficient to pull him out of direction.

He fell to one side of the horse. and, mi
ing his hold on the saddle, tumbled head-
first on to the wooden fence.

There was no time, no distance, in which
Eddie could attempt to tumble safely and
easily as before.

He must trust entirely ,to luek, and keep
his head. The silence in the‘great cireus
tent could be almost felt, and as Eddie shot
through the frail wooden railings he felt a
stinging pain in_his shoulder that made him
think his bones were broken.

He tucked in his head as he neared the
ground, and to his surprise and delight he
rolled over, head over heels, at the moment
ot lmpact And with a quick jerk he tvrnea
the first “neck roll ” into 4 secend and third,
and then, suddenly, stood on his feet, bowing

horse.

With a wonderful spring Eddie shot up from the back of the galloping
The jump was splendidly timed, and his hands cleosed over these
of Dsl Rogeriguo m a firm gr:p.

entrance, and the Spaniard came down to the
lowest rung of the specially-placed ladder to
take up his position.

Riding gracefully once round the ring, Eddie
Polo then stood upon the saddle and pre-
pared to make his jump. Twice he galloped
round the ring while standing, warning the
Spaniard at the second that he would jump
the third time round.

With a wonderful spring Eddie shot® up
from the back of the galloping horse.

The jump was splendidly judged, and his.

hands closed over thase: of Del Rogeriguo in a
firm: grip.-.. The next moment he was swarm-
ing -up the ladder, foﬂowed 'closely by the
half-caste.

The two worked to;zether perfectly, and
thrilled their audience as it had never been
thrilled before.

Eddie, glanecing
horse. had started 1o
reaay to receive bim. [~

Timing = his arrival so that he reached
the hottom of the tope just after the horse
had galloped past, Eddie waited for the
animal to approach again,

Del Regerlrvuo, above, was swinging to and
fro within reach of the Tope; ready to follow
out ‘his vile plan.

dow, noticed that the
;J,Hop round again

to the audience, as though the accident had
been an effect designed for their e<pccm1 thrill
and entertainment,

But, for all that, there was more than a
little relief in the applause the audience
showered upon the intrepid lad, and his
shoulder still occcasioned him spasms of pain.

Above him, Del Rogeriguo ground his teeth
and cursed Eddie’s presepce of mind and goed
fortune. This was beyond doubt- uncanny;
some good angel certainly watched over Pol
and sought to thwart the Spaniard’s pm S

always a’c the critical moment. 7 ;

“Zey cannot attach ze blame mx’ ze
aecident upon me,” he told himseli sa\age]y
“Zey haf no evidence zat. I am- g blame; no
one haf even seen me. .Ze next time,—..ah, Z6
next time, Mistaire Eddie Polo, ze resuls of
ze ‘accident’ will be different. I will, show.
you zab eet-ecs not good to be ze enemv :
Garcia Del Rogeriguo.” =

Ginger, the clown, as soon as Eddxe ﬁn he-}
bowing, approached the lad with .a zzigal
air that seemed all part of a.great game.
With his two hands he rocked Eddie’s handv
tfrom side to alde, and then turned to. the
audlence

“The medical men who so, gracmusxy \olun{
teered their services without being: asked
THE. POPULAR.—N 0, 565
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recelve the best thanks of the management,”
. he announced; “but they will not require to
waste paper and ink sending in t'neir bills.
Thank you, gentlemen, both of you'!”

The audience laughed at this delicious
satire, for the towns two leading medicos
had jumped up in their seats as the lad
fell, but had as hastily reseated themselves

when he stood up, apparently unhurt. As
they eclapped at the clown's quip Ginger

turned to Eddie.

“Another ¢accident,” my lad?” he queried.
“It strikes me these acridents are dome a-
purpose, and I don't think any insurance
company would give you a big policy for a
small penny-a-week payment. Tum Spaniard’s
close on your heels, and he’ll get you one of
these days if you don’t look out.

“Just what I was thinking myself, Ginger.”
said Eddie, with a rueful grin. “I know jolly
well that I misjudged no distances; ninety-
nine times out of a hundred I should have
landed on the horse’s back, and nobedy but
Del Rogeriguo could have prevented me. 1
shall have to see him, and tell him off about
this. It's really beyond a joke.”

“I told Busto that no good could come of
letting the dago work with you,” went on
‘rmger. “and if you hadn't put in your spoke
fre’d have stopped it. I can tell you the boss
thLs a lot of notice of what I say.”

“Sometimes!” murmured Eddie, with a
guick smile.
“What do you mean — sometimes?”

démanded Ginger,

“I heard you telling him something the
other day, and he laughed in your face,” was
the cool answer. “Don’t you remember? You
were asking him for a rise in salary, and
saying that yow’d have fo find another billet
if he refused, .and he just told you to go
ahead and get it. That didn’t look as if he
always took notice of your words.”

Ginger scmldxed his head.

“Laddie,” he retorted, wagging a whimsical
finger at the acrobat, “man and boy Ixe
been with Busto since he was so high.” “So
high ** being a matter of three inches or less.
“And everv week-end when the ghost walks
we've had that little scene. Why, the boss
would think I was offended with him if 1
didn’t ask for a rise when he hands me my
dollars—he’s got so used to it. But I haven't
got tlme to stand here :\rﬂumg with you all
da If T don't crack a few more jokes the
audleme will get up and leave. It's really
me they come to see, you know. You and
vour trick falls and thrlllmg accidents are
mere snaps of the finger when I'm about.”

He winked, and, turmng, threw a few
somersaults, receiving a crack from the ring-
master’s whip and a murmur 'of laughter as
his reward. As Ginger himself would say, a
clown’s lot is far from a happy one.

Eddie Polo, not waiting to see the end of
the pe.form«mce nsw that his own “turn”
was finished, made his way to the dressing-
tent, and took off his tights and singlet.

“The dago is getting above a joke 2= Ho
mused. “I'll have to warn him that I'm not
standing for any more of this nonsense, else
; shall get -nervy, and theu Busto will be
ooking out for somebody to take on my job,
and I can't say that I'm fond of job-hunting
in these hard times.”

He buckled his helt and stepped across to
the tent set apart for Rogeriguo, who still
retained a tent to himself, as if he were
still star acrobat of Busto’s Great Menagerie
and Travelling Circus. Eddie thrust back the
flap, kut bevond a pair of tights and another
of trunks, thrown across a biseuit-box, there
was no sign of the half-caste.

“He’s evidently sown no grass-seed and
waited for the crops to grow,” mused Eddie,
with a smile. “Mayhe he expected a visit
from me and has boested off to hide till I've
forgotten the little matter. I suppose he's
in the grog shanty, striking down fire-water

-was performing on her

or Dutch courage, or whatever fancy handie
he's got for the stuff; he’d be hound to take
a shot of that dope. Well, the little heart-
to-heart talk will keep. Neither he nor I, as
far as I'm aware, have got marching orders
fro:n the show as yet.”

He turned to face Ginger, who, while Esta
“Arab steed ” from
Kentucky, had taken the opportunity to slip
out for a breather.

“Hallo, Eddie!” he said. “Not dead yet,
and D've rifled the baby’s money-box to buy
you a wreath! What're you doing—-paying

a call?®
“Just that,” answered the Iad, with a sig-
nifiicant nod. “But Senor Del Rogeriguo’s

footman-valet, who's taken my card, says
that bis master is not at home, and doesn’t
know when he's expected back. Seems like
I shall have to do the evening show alone.”
“That wonr’t be any hardship,” replied the
clown. “But look here, boy, you leave that
dago to me,” he added grimly.
Eddie's eyes twinkled as he shook his head.
\wfully cood of you to offer to stand
my racket, Ginger,” he replied; “but, honest,
I don’t think the yellow hound’s worth
worrying about. After all, his accidents
haven't cut much icc up to now, and he’s
got a job for life trying to kill me that way.”
Ginger waggled a finger ‘again, but did
not reply. Despite the boy’s  light-hearted
way of looking at things, the clown had qguite
made up his mind that there should be a
vacancy for a second acrobat in Busto's
Travelling Circus  that evening, and if
Rogerigto didn't go in peace—well, he should
¢o in pieces. So. as Eddie walked away, the
clown strolled into the dago’s tent, and
perched himself on the tight-decorated pack-
inz-case. But he had presently to abandon
his vigil, for the afterncon performance drew
to a close, and the tea-bell rang without
Rogeriguo’s dark face appearing at the tent-
fap.

Another Splendid Instalment of
this Thrilling Life Story will appear
in next Friday's POPULAR.

Order a copy well in advance and
avoid disappointment.

[FOOTBALL ANNUAL

50 Splendid Photographs.

A complete and accurate gu:de for the
1920—1921 season,
parts, the first part TO- DAY’ Rules of
the Game, League Fixtures, Clubs and
their Colours, Cup Final Winners,
articles by famous players, and 50 splen-
did photos. Do not miss this superb
gift. Remember, Par* 1 is free TO DAY
with every copy o
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GREAT ATTRACTIONS

NEXT FRIDAY!
In the next issue of the “Popular
be further chapters of our
serial, entitled,

“THE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES!”
- By Edmund Burton.

FOR

" fhere
splendid °

This story of the Cavaliers and Roundheada
has become immensely popular with my
chums, and I have had many letters telling
me how very - carefully they follow up
these thrilling incidents, which. form one ot
the finest olden-time yarns that Mr. Burton
has ever penned.

Another maqnihcm* long,
of Harry Wharton & Co., The ¥t m
of Greyiriars., under the title

fTHEWILES OF WILLIAM WIBLEY
By Frank Richards,

complete story
Chums

will be next on the list of the good things.
It is a sequel to this ‘week's fine yarn, ana
deals of an amazing plan adopted by Wibley
of the Fourth to get Harry Wharton and
certain other members of the Junior Foothall
Eleven out of thatunenviable position in which
they had found themselves, Thers are plenty
of 111m'10r0us and extraordinary incidents in
the story, of a kind which are too good to be
missed.
Also, another enthralling instalment of

“ THE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE ! **

By Maurice Everard,

1z with the adventures of the famons
nal investigator as he progresses deeper
uud deeper into the mystery surrounding tha
strange murder of Sir Johmstone.

I also call the attention of my friends to a
splendid complete school tale of Jmmw Silver

& (Co., at Rookwood,
‘“n BAD EGQ!™
By Owen Conquest.
The arrival of the Head's wild bne&: hew

from the Far West causes great exeitemens
and sensation in the ranks of the lower
Forms. Being untamed and spoiled, G unter
consequently finds himself up against the
Fistical Four and the rest of the fellows.

The last feature will be vet another instal.
ment of our grand life story of the world-
famous flm star

EDDIE POLO,
in the serial,
¢ FIQGHTINGQ FOR FAME !’

A story abounding in daring stunts and
hrmshlcas escapes. Altogether, next Friday's
nomber is full of the best and finest fiction
that uas ever been put on the market,

HEiﬁHT ENGREASED 5/ GCompietle
Course.

‘Io Dieting. The Melvin Strong
ILS, Full particulars and Testimonials 1d.
-stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 24, Southwark St., S.E.

No Apphances No Druﬂs
Bystem NEVER FA

HOME GINEMATOGRAPI-ES, £1.700t, Basins;

28, Highgate Road, Kentish

Films Galore.

Lists Free.—Dosk E, KING,
Town, London,

Rudge -Whltworth Lid.

Makers of
cycles, Motor Bicycles,

Steel Balis & Ball Bearings,
' Detachable Motor Car Wheels;
COVENTRY,BIRMINGHAM,LONDON

PHOTO POSTGA.RDS oF YOURSELI', 1/3 doz 12 by 10 ENLARGE-

MENTS,

ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MAT
SU[PLE? FBE

—HAOKETTb, JULY ROAD, LIVEEPOOL

Rudge it! Don't Trudge it

CATALOGUE AND

MYSTERIOUS MYSTIG SYSTEM. ——(‘%t it g,tl once, and tell anyona
nly 8¢
Lanvlev Birminghain,

their age at a glance, Faiiure impossible
COX & 0O0. (Dept. 28), 8, Trinity Street,
THE POPULAR.—NO. 38,

Poet Free. ~ALFRED straightesthair,

31,

6 CURLY HAIRI”

1/5,2/8.
TPPER RUSS F‘LL STREET, BRIGHTON,

'Mv brisiles were made curly in a few
days,’t writes R, Welch, ‘CURLIT ” curls
(2d. stampsaccepted.) -SUMMERS (Dept. A, P.},



-;-—o'f the " GEM’’ Library. Now on Sale. Price Three~Halfpence. 19

(3 FLAVOURS ) ||

Boys’ Pocket Money goes furthest with WRIGLEY’S long-
lasting and luscious Sweetmeat. It doesn’t melt away but gives. r
a fellow something s veet and good for hours on end. ‘ :

And WRIGLEY'S' mighty good for the teeth and the health and ~ il
strength of all. In School or at Work ot Play, it keeps away that p ;

hungry feeling, that dryness and that feeling of *slacking.”

~ Boys in training have no better “ Trainer” than WRIGLEY'S, for it
keeps one “fighting fit,” full of “go™ and *“dash,” and keeps up the
strength in the most marvellous manner. :

There are 3 different flavour WRIGLEY'S to choose frofn. Try them
‘and see which is your favouritt. And now there are SIX BARS IN
EVERY PACKET—but make sure you -get the Real WRIGLEY'S.

SOLD EVERYWHERE

Sealed Tight
— Keet Right
= — 2d per bar
The

il & i uﬂ ® 6 G 7 4
2 — W2 il
Flavour Lasts \ Q2= \ | % . ﬂﬁg

Wrigley’s, Lid., 255, _Westmz‘nséer'Bi'z'dye Road, Loﬁdon, SEL

THE POPULAR.—NO. 86,
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000 LUGK FOR YOUR WA

: A Wondgrful Gift to Brmg YOU Abundance of Beautiful Hair.
1 000 000 - HAIR BEAUTY. FREE TRIAL OUTFITS.

ROM time 1mmemor1al supprbtmon

FREE TO ALL.,

3. Free Bottle - of ¢ Uzon ¥—an exquisite

has been rife and the most com-
nly: accepted symbol of Good Luck has
owever, there is
ew symbol of Good Luck now adavs
“all, - bot, men? and WOmen who “are
aﬂhcted thh Hair ‘Trouble in any shape
or form, It is ‘one which’ xmplxes the restoration
of Hair Health and Beauty, and the cultivation of
abundant, * radiantly - beautlful “tresses, ~which -
svoke {he ddmu'atxon of all and the envy of not
8 few.

' The new & Good Luck for the Hau‘ ** gymbol
takes the tanvlble form of Xdwards’ Harlene for
the Hair-—a potent liquid which has been proved
to be the Elixir of Life for the Hair. "No mystic
movements aré involved beyond those of the
W orld Famous Harlene Hmr Drill.”

CONTENTS OF HAIR BEAUTY FREE TRIAL
-_ OUTFITS.

To- day is the very best txmﬂ to begin this
wonderful  “ Harlene Hair-Drill.” = The ** Har-
lene Hair-Drill ” Trial’ Outfit, which iz offered
free to.all who will remit the cost of postage |
and - packmg——vlz fourpence -in- stamps—con-
tains the founwing eqsentlfﬂ reGuisites for CaITy=

he * Dnll tadvanta."e ‘

j parcel to-d y. =

‘Here’s “*Good Luck " for your Hair. A Four-
- fold Hair Beauty Free Trial Qutfit—the fore-
“runner of Hair<health: mthrgdmntlybeautxful
. “tresses for: Ladies, - and” thiek, abundant
< growth for Men,  Claim yodr * Good Luck **
- See coupon.

Brilliantine. that gives the hair a glorious lustre
and radiance, and is especially beneficial in cases
where the scalp is inclined to be ¢ dry.”

4. Free °“Hair-Drill”” Manual, containing
full instructions for carrying out the two minutes
a day ¢ Harlene Hair-Drill.”

After a free trial you will be able to obtain
further supplies of “ Harlene” at 1s. 1id.,
25, 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle ; “ Uzon » Brillian-
tine at 1s. 13d. and 2s. 9d. per bottle; and
 Cremex " Shampoo Powders at 1s, 11AL per
box of seven (single packets 2d. each), from all
Chemists and Stores, or will be sent direct on
receipt of 6d. extra for postage from Tdwards’
Harlene, Ltd:, 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit
Street, London W.C 1

FREE “ HARLENE” OOUPGNV

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HARLENE,
Lid., 20, 22, 24, & 26, Lamb’s Condui§
Street, London, W.C. 1.

Dear Sirs,—Please .scud me your Free
“ Harlene ” - Four-Fold' Hair-Growing
Outfit as deseribed abave. I enclese4d. in
stamps for postﬂge and packing of parcel.

Popular, 11/9/20

NOTE TG READERS.

Write your FULL .name and address
cleatly on a plain piece of paper, pin this
coupon to it, and post as directed above u

(Mark emvelope © Sample Dept.”) -

ONI.Y. YOU A
| HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FORIT.

Gentn tull-size. Railway timskeeping Keyless
Lever Watch'; Stout Nickel. Silver or Oxydised
Damp and Dust .Proof Cases, plam dial, per:
“fectly” balaneed ' superior - Lever ° Movement
- splendid t.xmekeeper Price for elther pocket
_or.wrist, 15/- each. Luminous dial (see time
intdark), 2/ extra. Ladies’ Chain or Wn:.t 2/
. extr
- < We will send exther of these watches on recelpt
: : of P.0. for 2/-. After receiving watch you send
usa turther 2/-, and promise to pay the remaining 11/- by weekly
or monthly msta-lmenta For:cash. with order enclose 14/- only. §
Five years” warranty given with every watch,

To avoid dxsappomtmenc send 2/- and 6d. extra poatage ab
once. No unpleasant inquiries. ~ All orders executed In Totation.

Thc LEVER WA TCH Co. (€74 Depi‘.),
S e2a, Stockwell Green. London, SW.9. - -}

.-Bnttcry, Lamp, Lampholder, Brackct, Re-

ELEGTR"G LIGHT : flector,  Switch,” Wire, Screws, - Maples,,'

Instructlons, 4/6. *Ditto, much larger size, Opal shade, 879, Povtage bd.—
THE MODEL LN(}INEERI\I& €0., 38, Queens Road, Aston, Bu‘xmngham ‘g

M QG‘C TRICKS. gggmoﬁ)s/ e “ete.—Parcels T 2/6,

’Sample Trxck
T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonvilie.Road, London, N. 1.

CUT THIS OUT

“ The Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value Zd.

Send “this coupon with PO for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen 00

119, Fleet St., London, “Insreturn, you will receive: {post iree) a |

splendid British ‘Made 14-ct, Gold Nibbed ‘Fleet ¥ountain Pen, value 10/6.

you saye 12 further coupons, each mg count as 2d. off the price;.so you, a..v

aend 13 coupons and onl: iy 3 Say w] ethery uwanb-a ﬂne.medmm or broad 1
This great offer is made to’ mtroduce ‘the famous Fleet Peén to thes

576,
Y=

Pozrman <beaders. - (Foreign postage extra.) — Satisfackion guamnt;eed ;
or cash returned. ~Self-Filling, or Safoty Models, 2/- extra. - .

AReowEsT OASH PRIOES EASY PAYMENT TERMS
Immedlate delxvery lrg Bargains in Shop Solléd and
i< ecund Cycles, - Tyres: and Accessories at pop-

HOld C cles Exchangcd. Wnte’fox‘ Monstet Sizé Pree
ist and Specja? Ofer of Sample Bicycle

E A CYCLE COMPANY. ' Incornd,
. Dent, B 607, SIRMINGHAM,

"ARE YOU SHORT?

If so,lot the Girvan System help you toincrease -
;jnurhmght Mr. Bnggs sreports an inecrease-of
5 inches; Driver 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliff 4
inches; Miss Davies 3& inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
mches This System requirés only ten minutes
morning and. evening, and greatly improves. the
health, physique, and carriage. No appliances
or drugs, Send 3 pepnys&amps for further par-
ticulars and-£100 Guarantee to Luqmry Dept.,
AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

24

DUTTON’S .3

DUTTON S SHORTHAND hag only 6 rules and 29 characters. Complets theory

iearnedin ‘hours, Practice quickly giveshigh speeds. Send2stamps for

1[3151;1‘?6(1 book! et con ining specimen lessons to DUTTON'S COLLEGE
esk 303), SKEG LondnnBranch 92 gnd 93, Great Russell Street;
.0, L. Manehester Bra,m;h 5, , Victoria Bmldmga. 8t. Mary’s Gate.

SHORTHAND

Catalogue
P O St U ol of- sy

5 Free* Catalogue and Order Form. Foreign

Fre e applications invited. MASTERS Ltd.,

6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd. ’1869. )
 STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES, heniosiies, devmyes Iow of chpir

n life, If you wish to prosper and enjoy life, strengthen your Nerves, and
regain confidence in yourself by using the Mento-Nerve Strenv(’hemng Troat-
~ment, Used by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.8.0.'s, M.0’s
M.M.'s, and D.C.M.’s. Merely send 3 peuny stamps for particulars. —GODF f
ELLIOTT SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, Londen, E:0.4,
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