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New Serias.

Week Ending
Sept. 18th,
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CROMWELL FROWNED DARKLY! “YOU REFUSE TO SPEAK? WELL, WE
HAVE OTHER METHODS AT HAND TO USE IF NECESSARY!”

4 Tense Moment in Our Grand New Sevial, ¢ The Sword of the Temples!”
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The story opens with the death of Bir
John Temple, the old master of the Cha
Harry, his son, now hecomes the new mas
Walter Temple, his cousin, pays Lkim a. v
on $he same nicht, and hears of a wonderful
sword belonging to the Temples—a sword
with a strang infivence. It is supposed that
when carried by any meinber of the family in
‘battle it will guard him from hurt in the
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INTRODUCTION,
fight, and seemingly make him invinecible over
his enemy. Walter has a great longing for
the sword, and next mornmg vanishes sud-
deply, bearing it with him A little later
war is declared hetween the King and Parlia-
ment, and Harry Temple, with his friend

when young Temple sees Walter, with the
stolen sword. He gives chase at omece, and
rides his cousin down on the outskirts of
a wood. A fight ensues in a woodman’s hiut
wherein Harry is unluckily wounded. Walter
escapes, and joins his regiment with Crom-
well. A little later King Charles visits the
camp, and whilst he is there Harry Temple
has occasion to save his life. (Now read on.)

A Starting Accusation!

-~ ¥ HEN Charles departed on his

9 westward march the new bodyguard
had been dishanded, its members
remaining with Prince Rupert; but

from that time until close upon the end of
the vear his Highness’ followers saw. little
service of any great consequence, for the news

of those large Parlianrentary bodies to east- |

ward proved to he unfounded, though there
were, of course, almost ceaseless bui unde-
cisive engag nts. in progress. ali over the
ecountry, and -in Scotland, teo, where’ the
Presbyterians were showing unmistakable
sicns of throwing in their lot with the
people. But to such men d¢f dash and action
as those under Rupert these things acted
merely as. appe to sharpen_their desire
for a bigger meal.

Since Harry had been struck down by Hhis
copsin on that memorable oecasion in the
woodman’s hut heithier he nor Will Howard
had again set ewes on Walter Tenple.
Whither he went atter his hurried flight from
the scene of the encounter was something
none cquld tell, but presumably be was still
in the service of the encmy, and oceupied
elzewhere.

About this tinie there arose a new and
brilliant star in the Parliamentary firma-
ment. As Joam of Avec canie see from
nowhere to stimulate the Fremeli so! S0
did Oliver Cromwell emerge from the seciusion
of his 8t. Ives farm and throw his invincible

“Trongides  into the scales. against the
Crawn. .
The coming of this seventeenth-century

Napoleon did much to put the Parliamentary
eause on a firmer footing, making its weight
“clt, as it did, from the very first. Drilled
by such a striet diseiplinari: he Ironsides
stood alone amongst the n y of their
colleagues—who for the most part were little
better than -a hugze armed mob—and socon
proved theihr superiority over evem the best
piecked of the Royalist < 7.
A born fighter, though admittedly some-
what impetuous, Prince Rupert heard of
Cromwell’s entry into the field, and longed
to try issues with him, a desire which was
unanimously shared by his foliowers. -
And, soener than any of them expected, the
opportuni came, Cromwell had gained a
signal victory over a section of the Royalist
forces, whom Rupert’'s Horse were hastening
to support, and had driven them southwards
with great losseg. The King's eavalry met

them as they retreated, and, rather en-
couraged by this pro g istance; a firm
stand was made, which for the time being

THE POPULAR.-—No, 87,

Will Howard, join the Royalists’ forces.
Harry’s troop are returning from an en-
counter with the Parliamentary troops
had the effect of staying the Ironsides’
advance.

But Cromwell seemed to have prepared for
all eventualities, for by a masterly encireling
movement, of which the King's men guessed
pothing until 't was actually accomplished,
he completely surrounded his opponents, and
attacked them again with relentless vigour.

Unless that living ring could be broken
nothing save absoiute annihiiation threatened
the outwitted Royalists, and ’‘twas to
Rupert’s Horse that they looked to draw them
out of the fire,

Nor were the latter found wanting when
it ceme to making 2 final effort. Like a
clittering wave of steel they swept across the
.ntervening ground, crashing into the Iron-
side circle with such force that made even
those stolid troopers give somewhat before
the shoek. But, quickly recovering them-
selves, Cromwell’s men fought like veritable
demons, gradually pressing back the Royalists,
emptying saddles in tweos and threes, until
flesh and blood could stand no more of it.

“Hold fast, friends!” shouted Lovelace,
whose face was streaming with bleod from
a deep gash in his cheek., “Remember for
whom ye fight! God save the King!”

They were the last words he ever uttered,
for a mighty stroke delivered by a huge
Ironside tumbled him from his saddle to
earth, where he was trampled beneath the
hoofs of the combatants’ horses.

Harry and Will, fichting knee to kunee,
strove like Trojans to help to turn the tide.
But in Cromwell's troopers Rupert’s followers
had engaged a force of whose prowess they
had hitherto uaderstood little, though they
had heard much, They had wished to come
to grips with them; and that wish had been
granted, but it had spelt défeat for the
hitherto invineible cavalry.

Searce half an hour later Harry and Will,
bleeding from several painful but not serious
hurts, were prisoners in Cromwell’s hands,
whilst” Rupert’s splendid Horse, for the time
being broken and routed, were scattered to
the feur points of the compass.

“A day of deeds—for others, lad,” said
Howard gloomily, as he tightened the knot
on a bandage round Harry's left wrist, which
had received a glancing cut. “Methinks ms
Highness’ sun is nigh its setting. AhL, well,
*tis but the fortune of war!”

“Ay, friend, but Fortune is a fickle dame!”
was the cheerful reply. -“We have been
soundly trounced by good fighters, e’en
though they be led by a farmer. So that is
some congolation !’

A couple of Ironsides, who were watching

“greup of offieers

them closely, chuckled good-humouredly afb
Harry's remark. A
I'faith, boy,” said one, showing a set of
clistening teeth, *that self-same farmer wil
do a good deal of hay-making before the
harvest, I warrant you!”’

The words were so pointed, and so full of
grim- humour, that both comrades could nct
help emiling. - They seemed .good enough
fellows, these Roundhead riders, and so far
were certainly net showing any ill-feeling to-
wards those whom they had conquered.

Ag it turned out later, Harry and Will were
the only prisoners who had not been taken
without grievious injury. All the others
were badly hurt—some, indeed, fatally so—
and were quite incapable of looking affer
themselves. Vet the comrades almost wished
they had been struck down in that terrifie
fight, rather than have faced the ordeal
which they were presently obliged to go
through.

A large tent had been erected some little
distance off, and thithér they were conducted
after the lapse of ahout apn hour or so. A
were seated within, the
central position being occupied by a sturdily-
built man, whose rather plain face was
relieved by a pair of keen, bright eyes and
an expression whieh betrayed great strength
of will—a man who looked as though once
he had set his heart on any great achieve-
ment, nothing on earth could turn him back
from either attaining it or proving such a
feat impossible.

“My young fire-eater,” “vhispered the
trooper, who was walking on Harry’'s right
as they passed inside, “I warn you to truth-
fully afiswer any questions Colonel Cromwell _
may put to you. He has a most unpleasant .
way 'with those who try to throw dust in his
eyes!”

Harry made no reply, and next instant they
were standing in “front of the Ironsides’
leader, giving him back loek for look as he
ran his keen eyes over them.

“These, you say, are the only twec fit to
move, Fairfax?’ he asked presently.

“Ay, colonel! We dared not stir the
others!”

“Quite right! There’s no cause to have
more bleod on our hands than is absolutely
necessary.” Cromwell paused for a moment,
drumming his fifigers on the sword-hilt at his

hip, and then sgtared straight at his cap:-
tives. “Now, look ye here, sirs! Ye and

your friends have fought well, and on that
score I heartily compliment ye! ’Twas not
your fault that your efforts failed., Nay.

(Copyright in the United Stuates of Americo.)
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*Twas but ill-luck, and mayhap, the somewhat
poor generalship of a hare-brained ieader.”

Neither vouchsafed any reply, nor, indeed,
did it seem as thorgh Cromwell expected one
just at that moment. Preseutly he continued,
resting his elbows on his knees, and letting
his chin sink into the palms of his hands:

“Now, I would put a proposition to ye,
and it rests with yourselves whether ye
accept it or not. 'Tis my firm belief that
no man yvet lives who counts not his liberty
sweet, and that is the reward 1 would offer
ve, in return for a small piece of informatien
—that is, small to ye, but extremely valuable
to us.” 5

They were still silent, each standing there
_with tight-shut lips and unwavering eyes.

“This intelligence is of such importance to
me that I am determined tb obtain it at all
costs!” eontinued Cromwell. “For the sake
of our country—of our people—the tyrant
Charles must be crushed! And, mark ye, we
are geing to win in this struggle! Sir Jacob
Astley was lately working on many cceasions
hand-in-glove with Prince Rupert, and is re-
puted to have a large force of horse under
his command. I wish to kmow the probable
strength of that force, and their locality
when ve last were with them.”

Not a sound broke the stillness inside that
tent as"Cromwell waited for his answer. All
eyes were fixed on the two erect figures in
the centre, but no words came from either.
Cromwell frowned dar as he resumed:

“You.refuse tc speak? - So! Well, we have
other methods at hand., which I like not to

make use of, but 'tis necessary, 1 fear! We
must have this intelligence!”
He made a motion with his hand. and

a man advanced, carrying several lengths of

thin, stout cord and a couple of short, round

sticks.
Harry

W

looked, and then glanced towards
1, whose face had flushed with indigna-
tio Then the lad spoke for the first time
since he had entered the tent, staring straight
into the Ironside commander’s eyes:

“Colonel Cromwell,” he said quietly, “we
are in your hands, to do with as you will,
but 1 would remind you that we are not
traitors! Prisoners taken in fair fight, 1
warrant, do not expect such treatment as
vou threaten from so excellent a soldier as
you are reputed to he! We challenge you to
do your worst, but we refuse to speak!™

A stir of expectancy ran through the
assemby as Harry finished. The man with
the cords advanced a couple of steps, hut
Cromwell waved him back sharply. The
colonel’s face had gone crimson,

“That is final, sirrah?”

“Quite!”

“Suppose I were to offer re each, say, a
captainey in one of my best regiments, would
that tempt ye?”

“1 have already said we are not fraitors!”

Cromwell's head sank again into his hands,
and he remained silent for a minute or so,
whilst his colleagues looked alternately from
their leader to his captives. The colonel's
clenched fist descended on his knee with a
sharp smack.

“Od’s fish!” he declared. “I fear I must
either he getting tender-hearted, or that I'm
as zood a soldier as this stripling said T was!
Beshrew me, if I can do it! Take those
accursed things away out of my sight!™

He pointed to the cords dangling from the
hands of the trooper, and the man retired
into the background. Then he turned to his
staff, with a grim smile playing about his
lips.

“Ye sec how g little straight speech afiects
Cromwell, who, being somewhat of a straight
man himself, likes it well—even in his
enemies,” he said. “Take them awa We
must seek elsewhere for our information—"

A sound of hurrying feet ¢ame from out-
side, and a figure appeared in the tent open-
ing, stepping swiftly forward.

“Pray, stay a moment, colonel! These
fellows are spies! I can prove it beyond all
doubt !

‘The familar tones of the voice caused Harry
and Will to swing round with a gasp. of
amazement, for the newcomer- was none other

than Walter Temple!
I i would have caused could scarcely

have been greater. All eyes turnea
on Walter, who stood there coolly uttering
an accusation which had no foundation what-
goever, save in his own vindictive mind.
Harry and Will stared at him in outraged

—— e

Singed, but Not Burned!
AD the earth suddenly opened in the
middle of that tent, the surprise it

amazement, whilst Cromwell, his face black
as a thundercloud, had sprung to his feet,
started for the time being out of his
customary stolidity. Then, as though moved
by some hidden mechanism, three or four or
his staff quietly placed themselves across the
cntrance, effectually preventing anyone either
entering or leaving.

“On my life, sirrah, you make a bold state-
ment!"” exclaimed the colonel, breaking the
strained silence at last, *and, doubtless, you
have your reasons for it! Pray, let me hear
them!”

Ay, Walter had his reasons truly—and a
fine piece of manufactured evidence with
which to back them-up also. When his
sword had pierced Harry's hody in the wood-
man’s hut he had fondly imagined the only
barrier which stood between him and the
possession of Temple Chase removed for ever.
For weeks past he had cherished and nursed
the thought within him, until he almost saw

himself as lord and master of the great pile

and its broad acres.

Atter he had ridden from the scene of the
encounter that memorable day, Walter
scarce knew where to make for. He realised
the utter futility of attempting to rejoin
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in 'as prisoners, and fruly the shock was a
bheavy one. But the great issues at stake
demanded that Walter should keep his head,
so he immediately put on his-thinking-cap in
order to discover some way of succeeding now
in what he had {failed before.

"Twas-just as the captives were being led
towards Cromwell’s headquarters that the
germ of an idea came into Walter's crafty
brain, ‘and scarce five minutes later he had
the whole plot cut and dried.

Harry had drawn off his riding-glove, In
order to let Wiil bandage his forearm, drop-
ping it carel y on the ground, and when
Cromwell’s summons came, the glove was
quite overlooked. It lay there where it had
fallen, until it attracted the attention of
‘Walter, who left the place whence he had
watched them, himself unnoticed, and picked
it up. A couple of minutes later he was
mightily busy in his own quarters, and then,
swiftly htrrying towards Cromwell’s tent,
he passed inside, delivering his daring acecus:
tion, the startling effect of which we alre:
know.

“Your cvidence, sirrah!” said Cromswel
again, in even sharper tones, as Walter hesi-
tated slightly ere replying.

S
S

S
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avoiding Harry’s blade.

With a sudden agile movemeant Walter sprang sideways over the low sill, just
‘“ Almost, but not quite, coz ! ¥
mockingly.

cried Walter

Essex’s forees, which might lie leagues off in
any diréction. DMoreover, he had not the
slightest idea of the locality in which he new
found himself. The countryside was wild
and quite unfamiliar, but by keeping as
straight -a course ahead as possible, he
would, doubtless, eventually arrive at some
town or village where he could take his bear-
ings. Yet, on the other hand, he might also
very easily blunder into the thick of some
of the Royalist soldiery, which, of a surety,
would be anyth but a eatisfactory - finish
to his day’s work,

W hilst in a state of uncertainty as to what
plan he should adopt, he suddetily discovered
that his eyelids were growing uneomfortably
heavy, and that he kept swaying wearily in
the saddle, despite his utmost efforts to rouse
himself. Then, realising that Nature would
brook no refusal, he slid to the grourd, threw
himself down in the long grass, and slept
like one dead. Lis

"Twas some hours later that a party o
Roundhead scouts found him. woke him up,
and conducted him to a small village some
miles farther on, where the rest of the troop
of Cromwell's Ironsides were guartered.

Shortly after the rout of the Royalist
Horse, he had seen Harry and Will brought

“Is ample, colonel! Pray examine this!’’

He held out the glove, which Cromwell
turned curiously -over in his hands. Suddenly
he started slightly, stared closely at the
lacing along the back, and presently began
to probe at the stitches with the point of
a thin-bladed knife. Next moment some-
thing white and rustling showed between his
fingers, and his frowm grew even blacker
than before as he gazed upon it.

“On my soul!” he cried presently. “Here
are details of eur numbers, #s near as may
be, and our present position to the” half-
mile! Sharp work, sirrahs! Methinks some-
what too sharp for your health!
were these fellows out of your sight?” he
added to the guard who had conducted the
comrades in.

“Secarce a -quarter of an hour, colonel--
shortly before you sent for them.””

“Then 'twas quarter of an hour too long!”
snapped Cromwell. )
necomplished it in the time, but here 15
sufficient evidence to hang a score of such
knaves! Take them away!

“One moment, colonel, 1T pray you!” ecried
Harry, finding his voice at last. “That man
lies, and I can tell you why. I am his
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How long

“1 know mnot how they’

/
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cousin, and stand between him and something
which he covefs much, but whieh is mine by
right of birth. There is the miotive for this
foul conspiracy, of which we have been made
the vietims!?

Walter gave a sarcastic laugh, which Crom-
well instantly checked. =

“This is- no subject for mirth, sirrah! 1
am obliged to you for your assistance, bub
I like you not overmuch. Methinks yon are
too pleased with yourself to please me!”

Walter coloured up.

“Colonel, I swear——"

“Nay, do not swear—'tis ungodly! Rather
keep, a still tongue in your head, and allow
me to deal with this matter personally!”

He was silent for a space, whilst Harry and
Will waited as patiently as they could, well
knowing that their fate was trembling in the
balance.

Suddenly a wild commotion arose without
—a thunderous drumming of hoofs, and a
pandemonium of voices. Cromwell looked u
with a start, as a breathless trooper burs
unceremoniously into the tent, pushing
through the crowd of officers gathered at
the dcor, as though quite ignorant of their
rank.

**Tig Astley, colonel, approaching from the
west in great force! He is almost upon us!”

With a muttered malediction, Cromwell
teft, the tent, followed by his staff. Walter
also vanished, and only the two troopers re-
mained to guard the prisoners. It seemed
as though the sudden coming of Sir Jacob
Astley” had driven all else into the back-
ground; yet ‘twas not so surprising, consider-
ing how very anxious Cromwell had been to
know the strength and position of the old
cavalier’s forces. 'Twas quite evident that
the thoughts of this had been causing him ne
little uneasiness.

Will Howard stole a look at Harry: then,
as though felled by a sledgehammer, one of
the Roundhead guard crashed to earth be-
neath a mighty blow from the big fellow’s
fist, which took him full in the teeth. The
other spun sideways, and made a swift lunge
at Will's chest; but heavy though he was,
Howard was as agile as a mountain goat. He
stepped aside, seized the Ironside’s wrist in
a grip of steel, and tore the weapon from his
fingers. Then onece more his knuckles crashed
home, and the sccond trooper sprawled across
his inert comrade.

“More deeds, Master Harry!” Will
chuockled, wiping his bleeding hand ou his
coat. “Now, lad—this way! ‘Tis the wisest
course out, though I fear me ‘twill damage
Noll Cromwell's property somewhat!”

With a slash of the captured sword, he
vipped the tough canvas wall from top to
bottom.. As they passed through the gap a
clashing din behind them told that the two
forces had engaged each other, but how the
fight went neitiher knew until some time after-
wards, when they learned that once again
Cromwell’s men had proved theiy sterling
qualities. and had defeated Sir Jacob Astley's
forces with considerahle loss.

But for the present neither Harry nor
Will needed anything so much as te get as
far as possible from the Roundhead position.
Recapture might mean death, for ’‘twas very
doubtful if Cromwell would ecredit Harry’s
statement., and the presence of that damning
paper in his giove would take a deal of ex-
plaining.

gri

How Harry and Will Returned te Temple
hase !

HAT memorable winter of 1642 had
been a mild ons enough so far, as
comphred with others which had gone
pbefore. True, Scotland and the

northern counties lay buried beneath a heav
mantle of white, but up to this the Englisg
Midlands had not surrendered to the chilly
of Jack Frost. =

at now, as.the two fugitives rapidly drew
away from the conflict which was still raging
m the rear, a sudden darkness crept across
the sky, whilst the low, meaning sigh of the
rising wind supplie? ample evidence that
a change in the weather was about to take
place. Heavy hanks of sombre cloud rolled
upwards from the horizon, and. Will glanced
roural him somewhat anxiously.
“’Tw‘ill be a smother when it comes, Master
Harry,” he remarked, “and, as ill-luck would

* have it, there’s not enough shelter here to

cover a field-mouse.
we are?”

Harry looked round in his turn, seeming
rather puzzled.

“Nay, I canuot be sure,” he answered pre-
sently. “Somehliow, I seem to recollect having
been here—long ago, I think, hut— 0d’s
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Hast any notion where

life! That pool yonder looks main familiar
from this point. Dost not recognise it,
Will?”

The fleeey white flakes commenced to fall
thickly round them as Howard {ollowed the
direetion of the lad’s outstretched finger;
then he uttered a sndden exclaimation.

“Recognise it! Ay, that I do—now that
you show it to me! Why, Master Harry, we
are scarce ten miles from the Chase!”

“So I thought! Then, let’s push on; for,
unless my memory plays tricks with me, there
is scant cover *twixt here and there.”

With heads bent low, for by this time the
snowstorm had greatly increased in fury,
and was beating directly in their faces, they
forged blindly ahead. Almost half the dis-
tance was covered in this fashion, when Will
noticed that Harry did not seem to be travel-
ling quite so well as heretofore; so placing
his strong arm about his young companion’s
shoulders, he succoured him as best he could
under the ecircumstances. The big fellow
possessed a rich hass voice, and by cheerfully
singing a few snatches of his favourite songs
he managed to keep the boy from noticing
how long and trying the journey was proving
itself to be. 3

Presently the outer belt of trees which
bounded the Chase loomed through the whirl-
ing smother, and ‘Will clutched Harry’s arm
more tightly. -

“Pig nearly the end, lad! Look yender!”
-They entered the wood, where progress was
much easier, owing to the ecomparative
shelter afforded by the thiekly-planted trunks,
and in some twenty minutes’ time they were
pounding lustily at the great oaken door of
the mansion; but for a while there was no
answer.

“A blight upon it!” grunted Howard. “A
fine caretaker Master John Travers is prov-
ing himself to be. Ho, within there!
Wouldst keep us till we 2

“Who is it?”

A thin, piping voice sounded through the
massive panels, but-at Will’s reply it quickly
changed to a shrill cackle of langhter.

“Ho, ho! Dost think I was born yester-
day? Nay, nay, Master Roundhead, I open
no door of Temple Chase to the® King's
enemies !”

Howard shook his fist savagely at the un-
offending oak, whilst an amused smile crept
into Harry’s weary face.

“A blight upon your suspicions, Travers:
but a compliment to your loyalty!” retorted
the big {fellow. “Dost nof recognise my
voice, or has the smow choked it for all
time?” ;

There was no reply, though next instant an
upper window was opened, and someone
fooked out. Then, evidently satisfied as to
the true identity of his callers, the care-
taker admitted them.

“I ask your pardon for the delay, Master
Harry, but in these days ‘twere best to be
cautious. This house would make good
sacking.”

“Quite right, Travers!” replied the boy.
“Friend Will, here, is somewhat impetuous
to-day; but a good meal is sure to cure him
of that.”

Old Travers grinned as he refastened the
bolts, and turned the key in the heavy lock.

“Ye shall both have one, master, within
ten minutes from now. I have a good fire
blazing in the servants’ hall. The ecompli-
ments of the season to ye!”

“Eh?”

“The comp: “Why, surely ye know what
day this is? Christmas Eve!”

They looked at each other, and both burst
out laughing. In the rush and excitement of
that stupendous struggle they had had little
time to note the days passing, and save for
the fact that ’twas the winter season, neither
of them could have told the exact date had
the question suddenly bheen put to them.

“The same to you, friend!” said Harry, at
fength, and then added gravely: “But I fear
there will be few festivities in Merrie England
this time. That meal, and a change of
clothes, Travers, an’ you love us!”

Dry clad, their hunger appeased, and their
toes toasting before the great log fire, they
soon realised how good it was to gain even a
brief respite from the whirlwind struggle in
which they had played so active a part for
the past few weeks. Both were silent—Harry
cazing round the familiar apartment, his eyes
shining in the ruddy blaze as he noted each
separate object, and conjured up memories of
the time when, as a child, he used to run in
and out of this selfsame hall, at once the
pest and pride of the servants. Will sat star-
ing moeodily into the heart of the fire, his
great head nodding cvery now and then.

“A strange Christmas, lad!” he said pre-
sently, giving one of the crackling logs a

kick which sent up a shower of sparks. "A
time of peace and good will, with supposed
Christian men tearing at each other’s throats
like—— Hark you! Someone without !’

The long window of the servants’ hall,
which was on the ground floor, commanded 2
good view of the front of the mansion, and,
softly undoing the stout shutters, Will looked
out cautiously. A snow-covered horseman was
rapping on the door with his sword-hilb, and
Howard uttered a half-stifled exclamation,
quickly withdrawing his head.

“'Pis somewhat dark, Master Harry; but I
know his build. Tis your cousin!”

“Walter, again——"

“Hist, lad! Stay Travers before he admits
him, and warn him not to breathe aught of
our presence; them bid him show him in
here.”

The elderly caretaker was shuffling from the
back of the house towards the door when
Harry intercepted him; then they waited in
suspense for what was to follow. Iad Walter
looked through the ehink in the shutters, and
seen them? Nay, if so, he would scarcely
have knocked— :

A clink of spurs on the stone-flagged
passage without, a well-known voice calling
down maledictions on the weather, and then
the door of the apartment was pushed open.
Walter advanced into the fire-light and
uttered a gasp of consternation. Will
Howard, who had been standing hehind the
door, thrust it to, and placed his broad back
against it, laughing grimly. .

“So, oh, Master Walter! The slippery fox
is in the snare this time—eh?”

The other made no reply—indeed, he couid
not, for surprise had struck him dumb for the
time being. Harry was standing at the far
side of the table, his sword already drawn in
hig injured hand, and, pulling himseli to-
gether, Walter drew his also. Knave though
he undoubtedly was, it seemed as though he
was no ‘coward. =

“Ye are two to one,”” he snarled, “but
*twill finally prove the powers of this blade.
Have at ye hoth!’?

“Nay, nay, Master Walter,” laughed back

he big fellow. “Will Howard was ever a
lover of fair play, and he’ll see that 'tis
respected now. I wager Master Harry against
you, blade to blade, at any time, and despite
any legend. I pit him against you now. Yon
agree, lad?” :

Harry nodded. and advanced a couple of
paces. Will held up his riding-glove.

“Then I shall be -umpire,”” he
“Ready? Engage!”

The glove dropped, and the weapons crossed
in the flickering firelight.

said.

Walter Temple’s Strategy !

g7~ OUND and round each other circled

the cousing, c¢losely watched by Will,

who made no comment save fo give

a chuckle of satisfaction at

masterly parry on Harry's,part—ay, and eve

when Walter cleverly extricated himself irom

a difficult position, the big fellow’s true love

of good swordsmanship drowned his matural

dislike for the raseal, and-constrained him to
thus acknowlzdge his prowess also.

Howard kicked the dying fire into 2 blaze
with his heel, and the flames flickered on the
swift-moving ribbons - of steel until they
seemed almost endowed with life, Lunge and
parry, parry and lunge, neither opponent for
a time gave or gained any advantage; but
though he showed nothing of it, the furicus
fight with Sir Jacob Astley’s men, coupled
with his long ride through the blinding snov-
storm, had weakened Walter more than he
properly kunew, until his cousin’s slashing
attack foreed him to put forth all his remain-
ing energy to defend himself.

The mysterious weapon proved its worth on
those previous wccasions. But then Walter
had surely been favoured by a certain amount
of good fortune. Now, however, *twas.rather
the reverse., Harry was fresh from a good
meal and a rest. He was tired and saddle-
sore, and—well, his faith in the rapier was
not so strong and unswerving as to expect
it to fight this battle to a successful issue
without his guidance,

Ah! Harry almost got through his guard,
but he turned the opposing steel aside in the
nick of time. A return thrust on his own
part was alike deftly parried, and Will gave
another of his delighted chuckles.

“Marry!” he exclaimed. *You have a good
blade in front of you, Master Harry! ‘'Twere
well to be more watchful !

As Howard speke Walter Temple’s eye
caught a glimpse of the window, which had
not been refastened, and a swift plan flaghed
into his crafty brain. Feigning to be foreed
back, he gave ground inch hy inch, and

(Continued on page 8.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

- A Clever Ruse !
OW are you going to wangle it,

Wib?"”

It was Bob Cherry of the Re-
move who asked the question.

The Famous Five were scated at tea in
Study No. 1, and Wibley, who was chiefly re-
nowned for his clever impersonations, had
dropped in to speak to them.

A football match had been arranged be-
tween the Greyfriars Remove and Courtfield
Crusaders. And the Mayor of Courtfield, who
was also the chairman of the Crusaders’ Club,
had forbidden the match, on account of the
alleged roughness of the Remove players.

There had been a meeting between the two
teams a few days previously, and the match
had been abandoned shortly before hali-time,
because of the hooliganism of the Courtfield
supporters.

A free fight had ensued on the ground, and
the mayor had arrived dramatically on the
scene,

The worthy gentleman~had heen informed
that the Greyfriars players were the offenders,
inasmuch as they had employed unfair tactics.
As a matter of fact, Harry Wharton & Co.
had played a perfectly clean game, as they
always did. There had certainly been a great
deal of rough play, but the Crusaders were
solely responsible.

Harry Wharton had arranged for the mateh
to be replayed on the Greyfriars ground. But
the Mayor of Courtfield would have none of
it. He had issued a decree that no further
fixtures were to be played between the
Crusaders and the “rough and unsportsman-
like ” Greyfriars Eleven.

A party of Removites had gone in a deputa-
tion to the mayor, and urged him to cancel
his unjust order. But the mayor had refused
to listen to them.

It really looked as if the match would have
to be cancelled. But Wibley of the Remove
had hit upon & way out. And Harry Whar-
ton & Co. hung eagerly upon his reply to Bob
Cherry’s question.

“There's a very simple way of putting
things right, you fellows,” said Wibley. “ Who
was the referee in that rag-time match the
other day?”

“Mr, Blenkinsop,” said Wharton.

“The new curate at Courtfield?”

“That's the chap!”

“And he can prove that vou fellows played
a clean game?”

“Of courge!”

“Then, all we’ve got to do is to get him to
go and see the mayor, and explain the facts.”

“My hat! I hadn't thought of that!” said
Wharton. “I'd clean forgotten Mr. Blenkin-
sop’s existence until you asked me who was
referee !”

“It old Blenky explains that we played
cleanly and fairly,” said Frank Nugent, “the
mayor will allow the match to be replayed.”

Wibley nodded.

“I'll pop over to Courtfield on my bike, and
get Blenkinsop to go and see the Mavor at
once!” he said. ;

“Good man!”

“Shall we come
Johnny Bull.

“No; it won't be necessary.

with you, Wib?” asked

I hope to he
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back in about half an hour, with the news
that the mayor has climbed down and agreed
to the match being replayed.”

“Ripping !”

Wibley set off at once on his mission. It
did not take him long to cycle into Courtfield.
But when he reached the house where
Blenkinsop lodged, he received a set-back.
The maid informed him that the curate was
away from home, and that he had left no
information as to his movements.

“You've no idea when Mr. Blenkinsop will
be back?” said Wibley.

The maid sheok her head.

“That's jolly awkward! I wanted to sce
him on a very urgent matter.”

Wibley cycled back to Greyfriars in a dis-
appointed frame of mind. But he brightened
up a little as he neared the schiool. A scheme
had taken root in his brain—rather a desper-
ate scheme, but a workable one, for all that.

“What luck?” asked Harry Wharton, as
Wibley re-entered Study No. 1.

“Blenkinsop’s not at home,” said Wibley.
“The servant doesn’'t know where he is, or
when he’ll return.”

“0Oh crumbs!”

The Famous Five looked quite erestfallen.

“Blenkinsop may- be back in an hour’s
time. On the other hand, he may not be
back for a month,” said Wibley.

“In that case, it's not a bit of use waiting
for his return,” said Harry Wharton. ,

“Not a scrap,” said Wibley. “But I've
got an idea.”

_ The juniors looked up hopefully.

“I'll disguise myself as Blenkinsop, and call
on the mayor.”

“Eh?"”

“What?”

“You—you must be rotting,
claimed Bob Cherry.

“I'm not,” said Wibley.

“But you'll never be able to pass yoursell
off as Blenkinsop!” protested Frank Nugent.

“Why not? Bleuky isn't a particularly
difficult cove to impersonate. He’s only a
trifie taller than I am, and we're practically
similar in bujld. He's got a fair moustache,
and so have I—a false one!
eyvebrows, and so have I—false ones! And
hie’s got a mop of hair that's almost identical
with mine.”

“My hat!” =

“What's more, I can give a faithful imita-
tion of Blenkinsop’s voice. ‘' Now, my deah
mayah, I -desinh to say a few appropriate
words!"”

“Ha, ha,-ha'” ‘

The juniors roared with laughter., Wibley's
imitation of the curate’s voice had been per-
fect. 4
“0Of course, 1 sha’n’t be able to wear a
clerical collar,” said Wibley. “That would
be too thick. But Blenky doesn’t always wear
a collar. When be goes golfing he has a
woollen scarf round his neck, and wears a
knickerbocker suit. I've got one of those
among my theatrical props. And when I put
it on, together with the false moustache and
the false eyebrows, and a pair of specs, I
shall look the living image of Blenkinsop!”

“And you—youw'll go and see the Mavor of
Courtfield 2 stuttered® Wharton.

“Of courge!

Wib!” ex-

I shall tell him that 1 referes =

He's got bushy [

1

5

the mateh the other day, and that there was
no suggestion of foul play on the part of
the Greyfriars team. It will be an awful
fib, of course, to say that I refereed the
match; but I don't mind telling fibs in a
good cause.”

“But supposing the mayor twigs your dis-
guise ?” said Johnny Bull,

Wibley grinned.

“He'll never do that,” he said, with con-
viction. “I'll go and put the disguise on righ
away, and see what you fellows think of it.”

And Wibley quitted the study.

When he returned half an hour later,
attired in a knickerbocker suif, with all the
necessary embellishments, tie Famous Five
were astounded. They 'were almost prepared
to swear that the individual who addressek
ibl}em 1from the doorway was Mr. Blenkinsop
1imself,

“Now, my deah boys, what do you think of
my appeahance?”

“My only aunt!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“That's Blenkinsop to  the life!”’ . said
Johnny Bull.

Wibley gave a chuckle.

“Thought 1 should pass muster all serene,”
be said. “I'd better be getting along to
Courtfield now.”

“You—you wouldn't dar: to go throuzh
the Close in that rig-out?” exclaimed Whar-
ton.

“Why not? Nohody will guess it's me.
They'll think it’s Blenkinsop, returning from
a visit to the Head.”

“Well, you've got tons of nerve, Wib, and
no mistake!” said Bob Cherry. “All 1 hops
is that you won't be bowled out!”

“There’s ne fear of that!” said Wibley
confidently. s

And hLe set out on his daring mission.

As he cycled down to the school gates
Wibley passed Mr. Quelch.

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Blenkinzop!” said the
master of the Remove.

“Good-aftahnoon, my deah
Wibley.

He spoke calmly enough, but his heart was
thumping against his ribs.

Did Mr. Quelch suspect anything?

Apparently not, for the Remove-master
passed on towards the building. And Wibley,
with a deep breath of relief, continued on
his way.

Several pedestrians saluted -him on the
road, under the impression that he was the
curate. Nobody suspected his identity for
a single instant, and Wibley took courage
from this fact. If he could run the gauntlet
in this way without his disguise being pene-
trated, it was extremely unlikely that the
Mayor of Courtiield would smell a rat.

Wibley dismounted at length outside Court-
field Grange. He left his bicycle on the kerh,
and walked boldly up to the front door.

“Is the—haw!—mayah at home?’ hs
inquired of the maid who answered his ring.

“Yes, sir. Will you step inside, please?”

Wibley obeyed. And, after a brief absence,
the girl returned, and ushered him into the
mayor's drawing-room.

The crucial moment had arrived!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rough on Wibley !

S he stepped into the drawing-room
Wibley felt that the mayor's eyes

sir!”  replied

were piercing him through and
through. As a matter of fact, the .

mayor was not regarding his visitor at all
closely.

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Blenkinsop!” he said.
“Take a chair, pray. You have evidently
come to discuss parochial matters with me ™

*No, sir.”

“Then what—""

“I undahstand, sir, that the Greyfriahs boys
desiah to replay the match with Courtfield
Crusaders, and that you will not consent tg
such an arrangement?”’ .

The mayor frowned. )

“That is so,” he said grimly.. “As you a
aware, Mr. Blenkinsop, I have the honout
to he chairman of the Crusaders’ elub, and
I refuse to allow my eleven te play a further
gn;atch with those young hooligans at Grey-
riars.”

“Pardon me, Mr. Mayah, but they are not
young hooligans!”

“Their conduct the other day,” said the
mayor, “was abominable. Instead of playing
the gcame in a proper and sportsmanlike
spirit, they descended to rough and bruta!
tactics.” :

“Nothing of the sort, sir,

.

I regret to say

. that your own cleven were the offendahs!”

The mayor's frown deepened. - =
; THE POPULAR.—No. 87.
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“What do you know about it, Mr. Blenkin-
s0p?” he demanded. .

“I had tire doubtful pleasuah of officiating
as referee on that regrettable occasion.”

“Great -Scott!” ejaculated the mayor, in
astonishment. “When I arrived on the
ground I saw no sign of a referee!”

The mayor’s visitor smiled ruefully.

“I was compelled to—haw!—to take to my
heels,” he explained. *“The Courtfield sup-
portahs were pelting me with lumps of mud
and othah unpleasant missiles. But I can
assuah you that the Greyfriahs boys were
in no way to blame for what took place.
From the outset they played a clean and
sportsmanlike game.’

The mayor was visibly impressed by this
kmtunent :

“Ys that
xclaimed.
Wibiey nodded. He felt that everything
was going swimmingly. He had almost sue-
ceeded in convineing the mayor that the
Remove cleven were blameless.

“I respectfully suggest to you, sir,” he said,
in the drawling tones of Mr. Blenkinsop,
“that you cancel your ordah ahout no furthah
matches heing  played. and allow the
Urusaders to go over te Greyfriahs on Wed-
nesday.”

“You are certain that tre (er‘)frV'w‘s boys
p]a}ed cleanly (Ami Lur]) 7

‘Positive, sir!”

The mayor bent his head over his writing-
table in refiection. 1t was fortunate for
Wibley that he did so, for at that moment
cge of Wib's false eyebrows came unstuek.
The junior -was able to adjust it before the
mayor looked up.

“Then you thizk, Mr. Blenkinsop, that I
ought to allow the match to be replayed?”?

“ Most emphatically, sir !

really so, Mr. Blenkinsop?’ be

“It- ig rather strange that you should in-
terest yourself so keenly in the Greyfriars
boys.”

“Not at all, sir. T am a lovah of fair
plaj,, and I should 'lot like Wharton's ele\en
to suffah through no fault of their own.

The mayor pondered the situation a little
louger, and he was about to give his consent
for the match to be replayed, when there
was a tap on the door, and the maid ap-
peared.

“Mr. Blenk P, sir!” she announced.

The mayor looked utterly flabbergasted.
As for Wibley, he neariy fell through his
chalr

“Why, what do you mcan"‘ demanded the
mayor, staring at the maid. *“3Ir. Blenkinsop
is here dl*cad)

“Then it must be his brother that’s just
come, sir,”” caid the girl. “He's the living
image of Mr. Blenkinsop, anyway.”

“Show him in!” said the mayor.

And Wibley fervently wished that the floor
would open and swallow him up.

A moment later the real Mr.
stepped into the drawing-room.

-The startled curate nearly fell down when
he caught sight of his double. And the
mayor rubbed his eyes, and wondered if he
had taken tco much port-wine after lunch.

“ What—what does this mean?” he gasped.

- Wibley sprang suddenly to his feet, and
made a dash for liberty. But Mr. Blenkin-
sop intercepted him.

“Stay!” he exclaimed dramatically. “I
can only conelude that you are an impostah!”

“Great Scott!”” ejaculated the mayor.

And he rose to his feet and took a quick
stride in Wibley’s direction.

The Greyfriars junior saw that the game
was up. Now that the genuine Mr. Blenkin-
sop had arrived on the scene, he could not
Liope to'carry his deception any farther. So
he removed the false moustache and the
false eyebrows and the speetacles, and stuffed
them inte his pocket.

“Why,” exclaimed the mayor,
ment and wrath, ¢

Wibiey nodded.

“I await your
mayor grimly.

Wlm(y faced the angry old gentleman un-
flinchingly.

“It was like this, sir,” he said. “I hoped
to find Mr. Blenkinsop who refereed the
match the other day, and so get him to tell
you exactly what happened—that the Grey-
friarg fellows weren't to blame, and that all
the fouling was done by the Crusaders.”

“Nonsense!” snorted the mayor. “Fiddle-
sticks, sir!”

“I called at the house “hore Mr. Blenkin-

lodges,” continued Wibley, “and the maid
tod me he was out, and she had no idea
when he would be back. 8o, as the matter
was urgent, I decided to disguise as Mr.
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Blenkinsop

in amaze-
you are a Greyfriars boy !”

explanation !” said the

Bienkinzop, and to come here and persuade
you to allow the match to be replayed.”

“And you very nearly succeeded, by Jeve!”
said the mayor. “Had not the genuine Mr.
Bienkinsop come in when he did, I should
probably have yiclded to your request.”

Wibley turned to Mr. Blenkinsop, who was
still gusping like a fish out of water with the
shock of having met his double.

“Our fellows are very anxious to meet the
Crusaders again, on the Greyfriars ground,
sir,” said Wibley: “But the mayor here
won't allow the mateh to be repfayed.” -

“Certainly not!” barked the mayor.

“He says that Greyfriars played a rough
and unsportsmanlike game,” Wibley went on.
“Would you mind assuring him that that
wasn’t the case, Mr. Blenkinsop?”

The curate obllng He pointed out to the
mayor that the Crusaders had been the
offenders, and that Harry Wharton & Co.
had played fairly and cleanly.

But the mayor was in a wrathful and un-
reasonable mood. He was furious at having
been deceived by Wibley.

“Enough, sir!” he said, turning to Mr.
Blenkinsop. “I will hear no more excuses
for thosg young hooligans at Greyfriars.
Their conduct is indefensible.”

“Then you will not—haw!—allow the
match to be replayed, Mr. Mayah?”’

“No!” shouted the mayor. “I have issued
an order that there shall be no further fix-
tures between the Crusaders and the Grey-
friars team, and my word is law, sir! As
for you, boy ”—the speaker glared at Wibley
—'*you must surely be aware of the enormity
of your offence?”

“There was no harm in it, sir,”” murmured
the junior.

“No harm!” thundered the mayor. “You
had the infernal audacity to impersonate
Mr. Blenkinsop, and that, let me inform you,
is a criminal offence!”

“My hat!”

“It is a case of false pretences,” continued
the mayor, “and I should be quite justified
in handing you over to the police!”

“Oh crumbs!”

“I shall not, however, take that step,
having in mind the fact that you are too
young and stupid to realise the seriousness of
your conduct. Either I shall report this out-
rage to your headmaster or punish you
myself. You may take your choice.”

Wibley hesitated. He didn't like the look
of the Mayor of Courtficld at that moment.
The crusty old gentleman resembled a fiery
dragon.

At the same time, if the Head came to
hear of the affair he might take a very grave
view of it. It would mean a flogging for
Wibley, at least—and it might mean some-
thing worse. So the junior decided to throw
himself. upon the tender mercies of the
mayor.

“T'd rather you punished me, sir, if you
don’t mind,” he muttered.

“Very well said the mayor.

And he stamped out of the drawing-room.

When he returned he carried a hunting-
€rop.

“Perhaps you would be good enough, Mr.
Blenkinsop, to take this young rascal on your
shoulders?” he said.

The curate flushed.

‘I will do nothing of the scrt, sir!” he
replied, with spirit. “I do not considah that
this lad’s conduct amounts to anything more
than a harmless practical joke.”

“You uphold his action, sir?”

“No. I considah he has behaved very fool-
ishly. At the same tm\e there i3 no neces-
sity to thrash him.’

“You would let him
snorted the mayor.

“Not e\uetly 1 should administah a severe
rebuke——"

“Bah! You are a soft-hearted nincermpoop,
siret

“Then I will remain one!” said Mr. Blen-
kinsop. “I shall certainly takc ne part in
the punishment of this boy !’

And the curate jammed hizs clerical hat
on his head, and quitted the rooin and the
house.

The mayor turned to Wibley, who was not
enjoying the suspense.

“Stand over there, sir!”
ing to the hearthrug. :

Wibley obeyed. And then the mayor got
busy with the hunting-crop.

Lash, lash, lash!

The junior uttered no murmur as the thong
lashed across his shoulders. But he couid
not help squirming a little. A public flog-
ging at Greyfriars would have been prefer-
able to this, he reflected.

The ordeal was over at last, and the mayor

2o - unpunished?”

he snapped, peint-

_burled the:hunting-cron into a corner.
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“1 hope that will be a lesson to you!” he
panted. “You may go!”

Wibley paused in the deorway.

“Won’t you allow the
pla}{ed sir?”’ he asked.

“But you heard what Mr. Blenkinsop said,
sir—that our fellows played a clean game the
o*her day!*

Blenkmsop is a fool!*’ smapped the mayor.
“And he’s as blind as a bat into the bargain!
Fouls could be committed under his very nose
and he weuld not notice them s

“I assure you, sir—"

“Enough!” said the mayor.
(,rusaders
took I)Iaw—

“And I've given you niine, sir.”’

“E prefer to beljeve Jarvis,” said the mayor.

“But it Jama admits that His team was
to blame, sir-

“Then I shall cmﬂent to the mateh being
replayed. - But Jarvis is' not likely to make
.my such admission.””

‘We shall see!’” muttered Wibley, under
his breath,

And’ without bandying words any further
with the mayor, he took his departure.

“Jarvis, of the
given me lis version of what
>

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Forced to Coniess !
{3 HAT luck, Wih?”
*“Did you work the oracle?”?
The Famous Five of the Re-
move were waiting for Wibley in
the gateway of Greyfriars.

There was no need to interrogate him,
really, for ‘they could tell by the expression
on his face that his mission to Courtfield
had proved a failure.

"It was no go,” said Wibley.

“Did the mayor twig your dlagmse
W harton.

“No. Everything went a\nmmmg,]y, and
just as the old buffer waz going to give his
consent to the matech bewg replayed, in
walked Blenkinsop!”

“My hati{?

“So the fat was in the fire, and I had to
admit that the game was up.” said Wibley.

“And what happened then?’’ asked Nugent.

“I was lammed with a hunting-crop {”

“Phew!”

“Did the mayor lay it -on?” inquired Bob
Cherry sympathetically.

“I should say so! He gave me my choics
of being punished or reportcd to the Head.”

“And you chose the lesser of two evils?®
sald Johnny Bull.

“I'm not sure tlmt it was the lesser,”
growled Wibley. “The mayor laid it on as
if he was heatiag carpets!”

“And I suppose he won’t allow the match
to be replayed under any cires?’’ said Bob
Cherry.

“He will if Jarvis confesses that the
Crusaders were reaponslble for all the trouble
the other day.”’

“But Jarvis will said
Wharton.

“Oh, yes, he will!” said Wibley.

“Eh? What makes you think that???

“Becanse I'm going to make him!”

“How?”? inquired the Famous Five, in
chorus.

“I haven’t thought it out yet,”” said
Wibley. “But I've no doubt that I shall
hit upon a wheeze for making Jarvis own up.”

“You'll have to look slippy,” said Nugent.
“Time's short.”

“Leave it to me,*’ said Wibley.

And he nodded and strolled away.

All that evening Wibley racked his brains
for a solution to the problem—the problem
of how to get Jarvis to confes

It would not he a bit of use appealing fo
the Courtfield skipper’s sporting instinets. He
had none. He would never confess unless
somebody foread his haud. And this Wibley
determined to do.

But how?

When bedtim: came Wibley had not hit
upon a scheme. For hours he, remained
propped up-on the pillows, thinking furiously.
But no brain-wave came. And at last Wibley
fell asleep from sheer mental exhaustion.

* asked

never do that,”
&

He rose early next morning—hbefore riging-"

bell, in fact—and went for a spin on his
bicycte, hoping as he sped through the
country lanes to get an inspiration. Buil none
came.

“It’'s not a bit of use challenging Jarvis
to a scrap,” reflected Wibley. “I'm not up
to his weight, and he'd simply make shavings
of me. I should never bhe able to force his
hand that way.”

He cycled back to Greyfriars, and, leaving
his machine against one of the elms in the
Close, he went into the building in order to
prevail upon the housekeeper o give hinz

mateh to be re- .
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a3 cup of coffee, And it was while he was
in the school kitchem sipping the hot

. beverage that Le caught sight of the fellow
who had been constantly in his thoughts -
8. H. Jarvis, of Courtfield.

Jarvis was engaged in his usual cap
of butcher's agsistant. He carried a baske
of meat on-his arm as he crossed the Close.

Wibley -heard the door-bell clang, and Mrs.
Eebble went to answer it.

The meat was duly delivered, and a moment
later Jarvis retraced his steps across the
Cloge.

Through the kitchen window the Greyfriars
junior watched him.

Jarvis caught sight of Wibley's bieycle
leaning against one of the elms. The machine
seemed to hypnotise him, for he bulited, threw
a cautious glance over his shonlder. and then
erept stealthily towards the bicycle.

“My only aunt!’ muttered Wibley.
going to bag it!"

Jarvis had evidently come to the conclnsion
that Wibley's machine would suit him down
to the eround. It was practically new, and
Jarvis decided that as soon as he had taken
it home he would paint it a different colour,
thus preventing the bieyele from being recog-
nised as Wibley's property.

The Courtfield skipper was not, in the
natural order of things, a thief. But he could
inpt resist the temptation which now assailed
1M

The- coast was absolutely clear so far as
he knew, And it would be the work of a 4
seconds to mount the machine and ride aw

For an instant Jarvis hesitated, and then
he took the plunge,

Seizing the machine, he swung himself
astride the saddle and rode through the schocl

SHes

gateway.

“The hound!” mattered Wibley. “He's
made off with my jigger!”

And, leaving his coffee wunfinished, he

hurried out into the Close and across to the
Licycle-shed.

Wheeling out Micky Desmond’s machine
and mounting it, Wibley sped off in pursuit of
Jarvis.

The Courtfield feilow was skimming along
the road.at a good pace. But Wibley rode
like a Murlmnd and slowly, yard by yard,
lie gained on the cycle-thief.

Tor some time Jarvis did not know that
he was being pursued. But presently he
turned his head and saw . Wibley scorching
along in the rear as if his life depended
upon it.

Jarvis quickened his pace. But the gap
hetween pursusr and pursued was not very
wide now. And in the High Street of Court-
field Wibley drew abreast of his quarry.

The Greyfriars fellow shot out his hand
and clutched Jarvis by the arm, and the
Courtflelder had no option but to dismount,

“You thief!" panted Wibley. “Hand over
my bike !>

Jarvis began to bluster.

“It isn't yours,” he said.

“It's got my name on the saddle- -bag,”

Wibley. “Hand it over!"

And then the Greyfriars junior noticed that
P.-c.’ Tozer was standing on the pavement
chatting with Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield.

“Strikes me the best thing I can do,” he
said, “is to hand you into custody!”

Jarvis-turned pale. ;

“There's no need to do that, kid,* he said.
“I only bagged your bike jest for a joke.”

“Queer sense of humour soime people have,”
sald Wibley.

“Don’t give me aw pleaded Jarvyis.
“Think “hat it mea I shall lose my u b
an’ p'r'aps 'ave to go to quod!”

Wibley hesitated.

“I'll say nothing
“on one condition.”

“Name it!"” said Jarvis eagerly.

“That you write a note here and
the Mayor of Courtfieid

Jarvis stared.

“That’s a queer
exclaimed.

“Never mind whether
Will you agree to it?”

“Look here——"" began Jarvis

‘And then he noticed that the inspector and
the constable were glancing curiously in his
direction.

“I'Il agree,” he muttered.

Wibley produced a mnotebook {from his
pecket, also a fountain-pen. He rested the
hook on the saddle of Micky Desmond's
hic‘;cle, and beckoned to Jary

“Here you are,” he said. “Take this down
at my dic tmn
“Go ahead,” said Jarvis sullenly.

“ ¢ To thie Mayor of Courtfield.—Sir, I think
it only right te inform you that the Grey-
friars Fleven were not in the least to blame

said

to the police,” he said,

now to
at my dictation.”

sort of condition!” he

it’s queer or

not.

for what occurred the other day on the foot-
ball ground.’ Got that?”

Al a jiffy,” growied Jarvis. “I'm not a
blessed ‘igh-speed short’and writer!”

The fountain-pen travelled laboriously over
the paper. And presently Jarvis said:

“Carry on!

Wibley continued to dictate.

“¢I admit there was rough play. but my
own team was responsible for it. I instructed
them at the outseu to play the man, and not
the ball—'’

“Steady on!” interposed Jarvis.
goin' to write that!”

“You'd better,” said Wibley grimly, “un-
less you want to be handed over to the
inspector on a charge of bike-stealing.”

With a muttered imprecation Jarvis pro-
ceeded to write.

“‘The whole of the trouble was caused by
my own team, and the Greyfriars fellows

“I'm not

played a clean and sportemanlike gamc
throughout.””

Jarvis scowled fiercely as he WI‘Ott Never
had he fulfilled a task so reluctantly. But

Wibley had him in a cleft-stick, and he had
no alternative but to comply with the wishes
of the Greyfriars junior.

“Got that?” asked Wibley.

“Yes—hang you!”

“Then we’ll proceed. ‘The Greyfriars
Eleven are anxious that the match should be

riul frame of mind, Wibley
yeles—his own and Micky
Desmond’s—along the streeb in the direction
of the mayer’s residence. And a few moments
later the written confewon of 8. H. Jarvis
wag lying on tae mayor's hall maf.

Then, fseelm'T very elated at the result of
his early a.d‘venture, Wibley returned to Grey-
friars, arriving just as the breakfast-zong
boomed out its welcome summons.

In quite a chee
pushed the two

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Crushing the Crusaders |

HE Famous Five of the Remove were

strolliug in‘the Close when Wibley
came in. '

Wib's face was radi

“Wherefore that joyous look?
Cherry.

Wible¥ halted.

“I fancy I've worked the oracle,” he said.

“What!” exclaimed Wharton. “You've
forced Jarvis to confess?”

“Yes. Whether the confession will cut
any ice with the mayor remains to be seen.

“But—bhut how the dickens did you wangle
it?” ejaculated Johnny Bull.

Wibley related his early morning adven-
ture. And the Famous Five listened in
breathless astonishment.

“That was quite a brain-wave of yours,
Wib, to wring that confession out of Jarvis,

inquired Bob
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go, Jarvis ! *’ he said grimly.

Wingate had witnessed the foul, and he suspsnded the game at once.
« Qet off the field before | have you chucked o
For the moment it looked as if Jarvis would hurl hlmself at the captain “of
(Sce page 8.)

“ Off you |

Greyiriars.

replayed on their own ground, and so are we.
And now that I have given you an explana-
tion of the facts, I trust you will see your way
to cancel the order you made recently, and to
give your consent to the replay. I am, sir,
your obedient servant—S. H. JARVIS.

" Having completed the letter, Jarvis handed
it over, mth a very ill grace. It went very
much against the grain for him to have to
yield to Wibley’'s demands, but there was
nothing else for it.

“You're a shocking writer,” said Wibley,
scanning the Courtfield fellow’s spider-like
rawl. “And there's room for mmrmenem
in vour spelhu" too. But the letter's read-
able, and that’s all that matters. Tl just
tear this sheet out of the notebook, put it in
an envelope, and drop. it through the mayor’s
letter-box.”

‘lour fellows will suffer for this on Wed-
thn we bring our team over to
Greyfriars,” snarled Jar‘ is.

“I -should advise you to go easy,” said
Wibley. “If you start any tripping or ankle-
tapping, you'll be chucked off the field. We'll
have W m:mte of the Sixth as nfkrc\; and
Wingate won't stand any nonsense.

Jarvis darted a bitter look at the speaker,
and then he turned away without a word.

by threatening to hand him over to the
police,” said Frank Nugent.

“Yes, rather!”

“I made the bounder write at my dicta-
tion,” said Wibley. “He simply hated haviog
to do it. If looks could have Kkilled, I should
have expired on the pavement of Courtfield
High Street.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Let’s hope the mayor Clllnba down now
that he's got Jarvis' confession,” said Harry
Wharton.

“Hear, hear!”

A couple of hours later, when morning
lessons were well under way, a .special
messenger arrived at the Remove Form-room,
with a letter for Wharton.

Mr. Queleh saw that on the back of the
envelope was written, “From the Mayor of
Courtfield. Important.” And he allowed
Wharton to read thc tetter in class.

The mayor was evidently a better sports-
man than the Greyfriars’ juniors had gives
him credit for being. His letter ran
follows:

“Dear Wharton,—I have just received a
written explanation from the captain of the
Courtfield Crusaders as to what actually hap-
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pencd on the occasion that your eleven came
over to Courtficld.

“I now fully realise that you were in no
ay to blame for what transpired; and if
youw are really keen on the match being re-
played, in spite of the rough tactics of the
Crusaders, I shall not stand in your way.

. “1 must apolegise for having done you am
injustice.

“Yours faithfully,

ed) TOBIAS TOMLYN,
jourtfield, "and Chairman of
ders” g

“Mayor of
Courtficld Crusa

“ A1l serene, Harry?” murmured Bob Cherry.

Wharten nodded.

“The mayor's not going to stand in our
was any longer,” he said.

“Hurrah !”

“Silence !” rapped out Mr. Quelch,
will now proceed with the lesson.”

There was great rejoicing in the Remove
when it became known that the mateh with
Courtfield Crusaders was to be replayed.

The Renovites were not of a revengeful
turn of mind; at the same time, they re-
membered the hard knocks they had re-
ceived when they played at Courtfield, and
they were grimly resolved to give the
Crusaders a severe trouncing.

Wingate of the Sixth readily consented to
act as referce, and after dinner on Wednes-
day Jarvis & Co. arrived. They brought
with them about a score of hooligans, who
\vcrc,dhowevcr, refused admission to the
gromnd.

Harry Wharten & Co. had been putting in
plenty of practice, and they were in fine trim
for the encounter. Many of them had re-
ecived injuries in the previous match on the
Courtfield ground; but they were as fit as
fiddles again now.

Wingate blew a shrill blast on his whistle,
and the teams lined up.

On the rugged face of Jarvis there was an
expression of ferocity, which clearly showed
that he intended to revert to his unfair
tactics.

But the burly Courtfield skipper was not
likely to be given much rope. Wingate had
him under ohservation. S

The ball was kicked off to the accompani-
ment of a roar from the touchline.

“Play up, Remove!”
< “Put it across ‘em!”

In the first minute of the game Vernon-
Smith was in the limelight with a sparkling
run down the wing.

When within shooting distance, the Bounder
was challenged by one of the opposing backs,
and he deftly passed the ball to Dennis Carr.

Dennis trapped the sphere, and was about
to drive it into the net, when Jarvis lumbered
up from the rcar, and sent the junior sprawl-
ing. And whilst Dennis lay on the ground,
“half-dazed, the ¢ ¢ rushed out and saved
the situation.

Instantly- Wingate blew his whistle, and
strode up to Jarvis.

“ Another foul of that sort, you ecad,” he
said, “and you'll get marching orders!”

“We

“It was a fair charge,” said Jarvis
sullenly.
NN

“It was nothing of the sort.
award a penalty-kick.”

Harry Wharton took the kick, and his low
drive beat the goalie all ends up.

“Goal 1

“Hurrah ¢

Jarvis was scowling fiercely as he walked
back to the centre of the field. He would
have been wise to abandon his unfair tactics
—to subdue the beast within, so to speak.
But the fact that his side was a goal down
goaded him to fury. And when, a few
moments later, he saw Frank Nugent making
tracks for goal, he promptly intervened with
a sly ankle-tap which he thought the referee
would fail to notice. §

But Wingate seemed to have eyes in the
hack of his head. He witnessed the incident,
and he suspended the game at once.

“Off you go, Jarvis!” he said grimly.

“Look ‘’ere——"” began the Courtfield
skipper.

“Don’t argue! Get off the field, before 1
have you chucked oft ¥

For a moment it looked as if Jarvis would
hurl himself at the captain of Greyfriars.
But he thought better of it, and, turning on
his heel, he shunk off the field, to the accom-
paniment of hoots and hisses from the crowd
on the touchline. The Greyfriars spectators
could never tolerate an  unsportman-
like player, and Jarvis was left in no doubt
as to what they thought of him and his
methods.

Handicapped by the loss of their leader,
the Crusaders went all to picces. They did
not dare to play their usual rough game; fer
if any other players were given marching
orders, the result; would be tragic.

It was quite tragic enough as things stood.

Dennis Carr scored a couple of great goals
before the interval, which arrived with the
Greyfriars Remove leading by three to nil.

Jarvis tried to persuade his men to abandon
the game and return to Courtficld; and he
very nearly succeeded.

The Crusaders knew that théy had no
earthly chance of winning, and they started
to leave the ground. At the exit, however,
they were met by a solid body of spectators,
who refused to let them pass.

“Stand aside!” growled Jarvis.

“No jolly fear!” said Bolsover. “ You're not
going to slope off just yet. Go back and take
your gruel!”

The Courtficlders had no alternative but
to go back. They played up desperately in
the second-half, but the superior skill and
science of the Remove proved altogether too
much for them.

Five minutes after the resumption. Vernon-
Smith kicked a splendid goal, and he promptly
followed it up with another.

Both. goals were the result of clever passes
from Dennis Carr. Dennis wa$ playing the
game of his life. And he was mtent upon
driving further nails into the coffin of the
Crusaders.

Jarvis, who stood watching the proceedings
from a remote part of the field, was choking
with rage and chagrin.

I'm going to
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Grand MoRey Prizes—Two New Serials—Starting in——

The Courtfield players would have been only
too thanktul if the ground had opened and
swallowed them up. They felt therr humili
tion Keenly. They were giants by eompari-
son with the Remove eleven, yet they were
hopelessly outelassed at all points f the
game.

Scidom had the Remove played so irre-
sistibly. -

Bulstrode, in goal,. was not often troubles,
but whenever the hall came his way he
cleared it in masterly style.

Johnny Bull and Tom Brown, at back, sct
up a sturdy defence; and the halves-—Beh
Cherry, Peter Todd, and Mark Linley—were in
great form.

Of the forwards it need only be said that
every one of them had seored a goal, and
some of them had seored two.

“Eight to mil!” chortled Vernon-Smith,
when only five minutes remained for play.
“Let’s see if we can get into double figures,
you fellows !”

Another goal from the foot of - Marry
Wharton, and another from Dennis Carr, and
%he I_’iemove ran off casy winners by ten goals
o nil.

The bombastic Crusaders had heen utieriy
and completely put to rout; and it was likely
to be a long, long time before they published
another foothall challenge In the local paper.

Jarvis hurriedly led his men, from the Grey-
friars ground. The visiting eleven were only
too glad to hide their diminished heads.

In the Remove quarters that evening there
was a big celebration in honour of the vietory
—a vietory which would never have been
achieved, as everybody agreed, but for tiie
Wiles of William Wibley!

(Another splendid complete story of the
chums of Greyfriars next Friday, entitled:
“ For Old Times’ Sake,” by Frank Richards.
Don't wiss this great story.)

THE SWOCRDP OF I

THE TEMPLES.
(Continued from page 4.) : I

Harry, believing the tide to be at last turn-
ing in his favour, followed him relentlessly.
Back, back went Walter, fighting desperately

all the time, whilst Will, chuckling with
delight, kept level with them.
“Aha, lad; I knew it—I knew it! XNow,

now——

Walter had almost reached the window,
when, with a seemingly sudden rally, he held
his ground for a moment. Then, with an
agile movement, he sprang sideways over the
low sill. But so close was Harry’s blade upon
him as he did so that the point ripped
through the sleeve of his doublet, making a
rent three inches long in the cloth.

“Almost, but not quite, coz!*® cried
Walter, as he dartcd noisclessly over the
snowy ground. “Next time, perhaps, you will
have better luek!”

Momentarily paralysed hy the swiftness of
the manceuvre, they stood still, staring out
into the night ; then, with a cry of anger, they
followed hotfoot. But even that short spell
of inaction had given Walter ample time to
reach his waiting horse, which Travers had
not yet taken to the stables, and when they
gained the front door hoth steed and rider
had disappeared, blotted out from sight by
the whirling flakes which were still falling as
thickly as ever.

“The best chance, you ever had, lad!™ ex-
claimed Will gloomily. “I doubt you wiil
ever get another like

“We must follow——"

“How, master? On foot?’*

“Nay, of course not! Surely there
scme horses—any kind—still here?*’

“I doubt it. Where's that rascq

»

are

, Travers?

Ah, there he is yonder, protecting -his
precious hide behind the window-siil{®?
But Travers could do nothing for them. AN

the horses at the Chase had loug since heen
seized by the Royalist troops, and the stables
were quite untenanted. >

Back again in the servanis’ hall, Harry
filled a glass, and raised it above hLis head. .

“To our next meeting, Cousin Walter!” he
said grimly. “And if I fail again, may my
hip never support another blade!”

(There will be another grand instelment of
this romantic gdventure serial in next weex's
issue of THE POPULAR. Tell all your friends
about this splendid new gserial.) .



~—Our Grand Companion Paper the **GEM ' Library! 9

Thrill'ng New Tale of a Famous Detective.
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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 guestion being an astounding confession
of Quenaby’s, which, in the hands of a
blackmailer, would be very dangerous for
the writer. His wife had also suftered at the
hands of the hurglars. 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-
vestigate. Locke suspects Mrs. Quenaby of
}.nowm" more about the case than she cares
to say. He also discovers the man who had
overheard Norton telling his fiancee the key-
words of the combination lock. This man
turns out to be Alec Hill Parsons, a notorious
crook who is wanted by the police. Locke
returns to the Hall and informs Mrs. Quenaby
that he has discovered all that took place
on the night of the robbery.

(Now read on.)

Mrs. Quenaby’s Confession!

66 OU shall give me the satisfaction of
saying whether or not my deduc-
tions are correct,” Locke smd, glanc-
ing across at his companion. Bub

she did not answer him.

“Mrs. Quenaby, let us reconstruct all that
has occurred,” he  continued. “When you
came downstairs soon after retiring for the
night, it was not becanse you had forgotten
anything, but because you heard a suspicious
sound in the hall below. Is that right?”

“Quite right,” she admitted miserably.

“You turned into the dining-room, and
found yourself face to face with your scoun-
drelly son?”’

“1 am a disgraced woman!’ she cried, and
began to weep bitterly.

Locke’'s manner changed

“Mrs. Quenaby, if you will aillow me, I
will straighten out your dxmcultms,‘ he said
quietly.

“You mean to be kind, Mr. Locke. How

did you guess I had a son?”

“Never miud, I know what your husband
does not—that you:-had a son by your first
marriage, Alce Hill Parsons, one of the
biggest young reprobates in the underworld
of crime. 1 recognised him by a certain
likeness to youw”

“He has always been thoroughly bad!”

“S8o T should judge. As soon as he came
out ‘of prison he heard you had married
again—a very rich man. He looked you up,
and .as you had never told Mr. Quenaby of
his existence

“Charles would not have m'trned me had
he thought I had such a boy.

“QObviously, So, instead of making a con-
fession to your imsbzmd, you tried to keep
young Parsons quiet by paying over to him
large sum of. hush-money, with the result
that, despite your very handsome allowance,
you speedily got into debt. At last you had
no more ready money to pay him. This was
the position of affairs when, knowing your
hushand was away from home, Parsons made
his .way into the house on the night in
queatmn iz

“{ cannot deny it.”

.ears.

DHE@HVEF”

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

“He had previously asked you for money.
You told him you hadn’t any. Then be In-
quired if any was kept in the house. In a
moment of weakness you informed him of
your husband’s money—kept in the locked
vault. Doubtless he asked you to tell him
the code-word to the combination lock, and
to vour credit you refused.”

“] cannot claim any credit for that,” she
replied penitently. “I knew 1 should be
discovered. Mr. Nerton alone shared with
my husband and me the knowledge of the
combination. 1t would not be difficult for
him to prove his innocence, I should have
stood convicted before Charles as the guilty
one. That was why I refused.”

“But, Mrs. Quenaby, when Parsons
appearcd that night he was in possession of
the code-words. How he discovered them
vou will never know. He told you of his
determination to open the vault. You
remonstrated with him. What happened sub-
sequently is just as I outlined before.””

“Mr. Locke, I am very, very sorry. Don't
judge me too harshly. My punishment wiil
be heavy enough. I shall lose my husband’s
love, forfeit for ever my place in his esteem
when he knows that Alec Parsons is my son.”

She turned a pleading glance upon him,
and Locke’s fine face softened.

“When Mr. Quenaby returns you will make
a full confession to him. just as you have
done now. That confession will satisfy him.
He will fully and freely forgive you. I cuu
promise you that.”’

He took up his hat and went out into the
brightness of the day, with a repentant
woman's heartfelt blessings ringing in hig

The Final Move !

T nine o’clock on the evening of
June 6th Ferrers Locke knocked at
the front door of Cassandra House,
and handed in a note addressed to

XY 7

Two minutes later young Parsons and the
detective stood face to face.

“You come from Mr. Quenaby, [ pre-
sume?”. Parsons said, with a greatly assured
air.

“That’s so. 1 min here as intermediary be-
tween you. I believe vou have a certain
document which Mr. Quenaby is anxious to
regain, I have—well, certain bank-notes
which——"

“You are prepared to tender in exchange
for the document?”

“1 suppose that's about how the matter
stands. The only question is——"’

Parsons’ sallow face flushed with anger.

“Excuse me, if there’s going to bhe any
talk of beatmﬁ me down; the deal is closed
right now.’

Locke grimaced.

“But don't you think you are asking
rather a lot? My client appears to
think

“Never mind what the old bird thinks.
thousand is my priee; not a penny less.”
“I'm afraid we can’t agree to that.”

Locke shook his head, but Parsons remained
adamant.

“T don’t take less. You are aware that
publication of this document means ruin to
Mr. Quenaby—social ruin?”

“1 am totally unaware of its nature. My
client merely informed me that it contained
things he would rather were not made known.
More than that I cannot say.”

Two

By MAURICE EVERARD.

“I see.” Parsons lit a cigarette. - “Then
what is Mr. Quenaby prepared to pay to
buy my complete silence in this matter?”

Locke’s hand went to his coat.

“I am here with banknotes representing
one thousand six hundred pounds. Unlesa
you are prepared to accept those, I am afraid
I must leave you to do your worst. Mr
Quenaby is determined not to be made the
object of continual blackmail. It is for you
to decide.”

I’arsons cursed under his breath.

“Do you give me an undertaking that no
attempt wul be made by Mr. Quenaby to
stop those notes?”

“Certainly—a written undertaking.’’

“Of course, I should want it in wrltm(r =

“And yoa, for your part, give your “word
that neither part nor the whole of the docu
ment has been copied or seen by anyone other
than you?”

“Assurely! 1 have read it; no one else.
As for making a copy, frankly, I haven't
had time.”

“Very well. Please produce the paper!”

A packet crackled in the detective’s hands,
the unmistakable rustle of notes.

Parsons crossed to an escretoire, and, un-
locking a drawer, brought out a long
envelope, the wax seals of which were broken.
He took out the paper and held it wp.
Locke read the first half-sheet. His face
turned very white, but he said nothing.

“Now, is it cheap at sixteen hundred?”
Parsons’ evil voice was vibrant with
triumph.

“I should think so. There are the notes—
thirty-two for fifty.” He counted them out,
and laid them in the middle of the table.
“Give me the paper!”

Parsons eyed him cunningly. Was there
a chance of snatching up the notes and of
retaining the contession, too? He did not

think so, for Locke remained with the money
close in his grasp.

“All right, take it, and the devil have
Quenaby!” he cried, and with that the
precious paper passed into safe hands.

Parsons moved to the table and picked up
the notes. For a moment tense silence
reigned, broken at last by a scream of rage
from the crook.

“You - scoundrel, you've tricked me!” he
roared. “These notes are forgeries. TUnless
you give that paper back I'll brain you!”

He 1eapt towardy the fireplace and bent
down to seize the pol-.er, but something black
and sinister showed in the detecfive’s right
hand.

“Steady, Mr. Parsons—steady! This little
popgun has a hahit of going off when the
trigger is pulled.”

Parsons reeled back.

“Forgeries! They're rank forgeries!”
screamed.

“You ought to know, seeing they came out
of your own safe. I made a quiet entry into
this house in the early hours of this morning,
and came across them while looking for the
document, which at that time must have
been in your room upstairs, or I should have
had it. As I thought the notes might prove
a useful bait, I took possession of them.”

His back was to the door now, and his left
hand quietly withdrew the key from the lock.

Parsons remained stock still, cowering
bef;ﬁre the revolver, yet crouching like a lion
at hay.

he
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“T’11 make you pay!” he shrieked, and with
that he launched himself at the detective.

With the dexberity of long practice, Locke
slipped through the door, drew it to with a
bang, turned the key in the lock, and had
the young scoundrel safely trapped.
in the doorway a whistle screeched between
his lips, and Scotland Yard closed in on their
man.

Locke met Charles Fox Quenaby by special
appointment in town the following morning.
The millionaire read in the detective’s glow-
ing face the triumph he had won.

“I'm mighty glad to see this back in safety
again,” he said, as he took the document
from the ‘other’s hand. “I don’t know how
you got it, and I don’t suppose you'd tell me
if I asked. All the same, my heart is full,
and the fee I shall pay you won't half
represent the gratitude I feel,”

Locke smiled.

“There is one way in which you can repay
me up. to the hilt,” he said. “When you
return home, Mr. Quenaby, your wife will
have a little confession to make to you, the
confession of a woman's weakness, As you
look for forgiveness in the great future, so
grant it to her. She knows nothing of yeur
past, or of how you have suffered hecause of
that past; and you can know nothing of
what she has been through in her endeavour

Once |

opera-hat back, . drained off the spirit at a
gulp.

“ Ah, now I feel better!” he said,
laugh and taking a proffered
“What’s the sensation?”

Rolfe Curtis replied without Iooking up
from his game.

“Jack pots. A couple of quid to come in
and a couple to open.”

Rixson drew a chair to the card-table and
sat down.

“Lord, you look pretty battered!” Purvis
grinned, glancing at the other’s dark-
shadowed eyes. “Finding thz pace a bit too.
heavy—eh?”

“It isn't light,” the young man answered,
tossing a .couple of secarlet chips into the
heap, and drawing two cards for a flush and
missing. “I'm thinking of chucking -all this;
it’s killing me!”

A chorus of derizsive laughter greeted him.
Rixson’s tired glance took in the wild dis-
order of the room, and a sigh broke from
him. It would be hard to get away, hard to
free himself from the shining shackles which
so long had bound him to a wasted life.

The man next him bet two. Curtis saw
it, raised it two, and Rixson’s glance dropped

forcing a
cigarette.

to his hand, where he found he had bagged a

gsecond queen, so called. The fellow next him
had opened out on aces, but had surrendered
one in the hope of a flush, and had only

scooped a second knave.
= QI |
|
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|
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form.

With a muttered oath, the young man started forward and touched the bowed
it shitted over so slightly, slid a little inthe chair, and dropped limply
on to the ledge of the desk. :

“ Heavens, he’s dead | ©*

to Ereserw her place at your side. Be
patient and kind, and if ever you should feel
inclined to remind her of how she deceived

you hecause of her great love, just cast your-

thoughts back to the long-dead years and
recall your own sin, of which this paper is
the written recordy”

The flan in the Chair !

i OME on, Ambrose! We’ve been wait-
ing for you—someone to come In
and make a bit of a splash.  Ber-
rensen is winning all the coin.

How are you feceling to-night?”

As Curtis chipped the guestion af him half

sarcastically, Rixson threw his light dust-coat

on to an already overloaded setiee, and

Icaned his arms on the back of the speaker’s

chair.

“Oh, rotten!”™ JDie muttered
“Purvis, give me a drink.”

Purvis leancd out and down, creasing the
front of his dress-shirt, and came to view
with a decanter of whisky, a siphon, and a
spare glass which the ledge beneath the green
baize table had yielded. :

“You look it,” he laughed, pouring out a
stiff peg. -“Better join In and relieve Berren-
sen of soms of his ill-gotten gains.”

The neweomer yawned, and, tilting his
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languidly.

“What’s yours?” the other asked.

“Queens,” was the swift reply.

Rixson sailed in.

“S8ame here!” he cried. “What’s top?”

“Kings,” was the answer.

“Ace,” roared Rixson, and drained a second
tumbler of whisky-and-soda just as Purvis’
servant appeared in the doorway.

“Mr. Rixson wanted on the telephone,
please,” he said. and held wide the door.

The young man swept his winnings into his
pocket, ‘and cursed impatiently.

“Just my Iuck when I looked like cooping
the whole bagful up. Know'who wants me,
Prince?”

“The man shook his grey head. %

“I don’t, sir. The gentleman simply asked
for you; said he wanted you urgent like. I
told him you were engaged, that you'd only

|| just arrived, but he hung on.”

Rixson crossed the wide vestibule +to
Howard Purvis' writing-room. Prince had
switched on the light, and the single globe
burned brightly in the electric chandelier.

As Rixson took up the telephone he caught
sight of Prince still lingering in the door-
way,

“I sha'n’t want you, Prince. You can close
the door,” he said icily. “Well, who is it,
and ‘what do you want? Yes, I'm Mr. Rixson.
I ean’t cateh your ‘name, and, anyway, I
don’t know why you want to ring me up

vfoldgd him,

Grand Money Prizes—Two New Serials—3tarting in——

at-my friend's house. Oh, Donnermore, is it?
Well, Mr. Donnermore, what do you want?”

An even more pronounced whiteness crept
up under his bloodless skin.

The man en the far end of the wire
lauglied.

“Want? What I always want from you,
Mr. Rixson, and never can get—money. I've
been after you all day; rung up your clubs,
your flat, Mr. Harbut's house; but yours
always out or gone on somewhere else. Don't
swear or go away, because I mean real busi-
ness this time!” S

“Ring me up to-morrow. I'm engaged now
—very important! Really, Donnermore, I'll
pay! I've money falling in this month; quite
a lot—more’n enough to square you. By the
by, how much is your account?”

The bookmaker grinned.

“It isn't what vou owe me, but the ring
of us—me amd my friends. Tops a couple of
thou easily, and, as you've hedged so often,
we've deecided among us to straighten the
tangle out. Unless I get a cheque by this
time Thursday, or, rather, by second p
three days from now, I go straight to your
uncle, and up goes the donkey!”

“Don’t be a fool, Donnermore! You
wouldn't dare! Besides, you'd be killing the
goose that lays the golden eggs. If my uncle
knew he’'d:simply cut me out, and you and
your whole bally crew could go whistle for
your money! Don’t do it, man. You'd fecl
sorry afterwards!”

The other laughed contemptuously.

“It’s your last chamce, sir? You've doped
us long enough! Promises .aren’'t the same
as payments. We're tired out—fair spun,
that’s what we are, and it’s up to you to
make good right now, or by Friday me and
Sir Jobhnstone Sherlicker mecet for a littie
mutual soul comforting. Good-night, Mr.

Rixson, and, don't forget, the chegue on
Thursday—eight o'clock post at the latest!”
Rixson banged the recciver down, and

staggered away.

“The brute means it—every word!” he mut-
tered. holding his hand to his forehead.
“Once uncle knows, the whole blessed show
j;tqe,s phut! I wonder—I wonder if he’d do
it?

A fresh idea had come to him—an idea so
bold that it almost took his breath away.

In a few quick strides he was in Harold

Puarvis’ room, where the little party—
gamblers all—sat impatiently waiting his
return.

“Sorry, boys! I'm not playing any wmore
to-might!” he said, bending ever the settee
for his coat, and jamming his hat well down
on his head. “To-morrow you shall take your
revenge. I've got to fly—" >

“Not trouble, I hope?’ Berrensen asked,
shooting him a critical glance.

Rixson hid his feelings well.

‘Rather not! Prince "—as that worthy ap-
peared in answer to the bell—"you might get
a taxi.”

The man withdrew, and Rixson reached out
for his glass; but Curtis seized the decanter.

“Better not, old sport, if you're meeting
anyone!”’ he laughed. “Have a Sandorides
instead. Anyway, you're looking better than
when you popped in. If you're free early
yowll find us at Monty ' Grainger's for
¢ splosh.” ” 3

Rixson shook his dark head.

“Thanks! I expeé¢t to be busy. I’ve rather
iraportant buginess on. Thank you, Prince!
I'm eoming! - Night-night, bhoys! See you
at the club in the morning!”

He tilted his hat back from his forehead as
the keen night air bathed his face, and ran
lightly down the wide steps.

“178G, Prince’s Gate,” he told the driver.
And swung in. s

Ten minutes later he stood in the portico
of his uncle’s town house. He did not stop to
ring, but opened one leaf of the double doors
and passed into the hall. Everything was
very quiet and dignified, as befitted Sir
Johnstone Sherlicker’s old-world tastes.

“Ten past nine. I¥n the library, for sure!”
he decided, setting down his coat and hat.
“Old buffer always reads after dinner for a
couple of hours.”

His quietly-restrained knock met with no
answer, though a pencil of light streamed
through the keyhole. His heart bhegan to
thump hard and the blood to run faster in
his veins as he let himself softly in.

The interview would not be a pleasant
one, to say the least. It promised to be
thoroughly stormy, unless the tale he told
was sufficiently water and hole proof not to
arouse the old man’s suspicions.

A sea of books and sombre shadows en-
From one wall g sombre-hued
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Titian looked down on a marble bust—a

sculptured head eof some Greek god which

Ambrose had learned to loathe. 5

_ Then he stood quite still, save for his
fingers, which twitehed nervously.

“Unele,” he said, “are you frec to sparc me
a few moments? 1 want to speak to you on
rather—well—er—important business!”

The howed figure, seated with his back to
him, never stm‘ed The shaded lamplight
fell on the lowered head, and glinted on the
fltecks of silver in the hair.

“Unele,” said Rixson again; and advanced
another step into the room.

Still xe respouse from the man, whese right
hand, outbtretehed, rested on an open desk,
across which a pen had fallen, leaving a tral]
of ink.

Rixson drew in his breath, and glanced
almost fearfully round. The stiliness in the
room, broken alone by the steady ticking of
the hracket-clock, was appallifig.

“1 am very sorry to disturb you—to have
come in unannounced, but Wardle seemed no-
where about!” he mittered apologetically.
“And this business of mine, it’s important,
and can't wait., Of eourse, it youd rather
see, me later, T'll wait in the smoke room,

Or——"

He had stepped on to the rug by the fire-
place, the better to read the expression on
his relative’s face.

Like most young men of his stamp, he

* prided himself on being a judge of character.
He believed that a lot depended on sizing
up the other man first.

But Sir Johnstoue
comprebending. His

betrayed we sign of
lower jaw—that jaw
which knew how to snap and snarl where his
nephew’s shorteomings were concerned—
drooped limp and lifeless; the glazed eyes
were fixed glassily on a propped-up work ot
reference close to his left hand.

With a nmuttered ocath the young man
started forward, and touched the bowed
form. It shifted ever so slightly, slid a
little in the chair, and dropped limply on to
the ledge of the desk.

“What's wrong? Speak, wuncle! I'm
Ambrose!” he breathed, in a stified whisper.
And then started away, his hands falling to

* his side. “Heaven’s, he’s dead!”
For a few seconds, which seemed like an
eternity, he stood irresolutely watching the

inert form. Then something that glinted
brightly and still swayed against the rose-
wood of the desk drawers caught his eye—
hlis uncle’s private keys dangling from a gold
chain.

On tiptoe he moved again to that still
form, and placed his hand over Sir Jobn-
stone’s. heart. No answering beat could he
feel, although the outfiung hand was still
WaTHi.

In a flash he went down on hands and
knees, snapped back the swivel, and, taking
the bunch in his shaking ﬂngers, stole
towards the green-painfed safe door: let inte
‘the wall.

To open it was but the work of a moment;
to drag to view an envelope bearing the
superseription, “Sir E. Johnstone Sherlicker’s
Last Will and Testament,” and to sean the
contents the labour of a minute only. Then
he straightened up, wild-eyed and panting.

“The old heast! Everything to Rupert, and
at his death to come to me. Good Huaven,
I'm bunkered!”

“Yes, I'm afraid you are, if anything has
happened to the master!” came in a purring
voice from the deorway.

Rixson turned rourd, his teeth chattering.

“Oh, Wardle, d’ you see what’s happened?
My uncle is dead!”

The Yvalet stared wild-eyed.

“Dead! He can’t be dead! He was right
enough when I left him half an hour ago.
Rang for his harley-water, he did. There it
is, half gone!”

“All the same, Wardle—he's dead as a
stone. I came in less than two minutes ago,
and found him in his chair. What the
doctor so long predicted must have happened;
he went out like the snuff of a candle with
heart failure or something similar. But,
man, thﬂ—thls >’  tapping the fluttering
sheets, “this makes 2 beggar of me.”

Wardh, stifled a grin.

“You've been 'a reckless young devil,
Master Ambrose, that you have. You re-
member what the old gentleman always said,
that unless you mended your wild ways he’d
eut you right out, and leave the money, the
estates, everything to Master Rupert.”

“Confound Rupert!” Rixson snarled. “Am
I to go poor all my days, dogged by debt,
just beeause Morrison has posed as a twmght
saint? It musin’t be,

V\ardle, it mustn't be, that séarcd the young man’s soul.

Something must be done, this will destroyed.
At any rate, [ should share, then!”

The walet shook his head and a cunning
gleam shot little flecks of yeuow light into
his deep-set eyes.

“No go, sir! Wouldn't do at all. You sec,
the will there is only a copy. The solicitors
have the original. If what you say is true,
you don’'t touch a penny until Rupert Mor-
rison dies, by whieh time, of course, in the

event, of ordinary things, you’d he an eld

man.”
Rixson went a shade paler.

“In the event of ordinary things,”” he re-
peated mechanieally.
Wardle laughed

hands? -
“That’s what I said. Master Rupert fs
young—younger than you by tweo years—and
he hasn’t gone the pace like you have.
There’s not much - chance, unless—well,
unless “—he broke into an evil cackle—" sone-

softly, and rubbed his

thing happened to put him out of court alte-

vether He's been here to-night.”

“When?”
“Just after seven.'”
“What for?”

‘ You scoundrel, you've tricked me

with those notes,’’ he roared, He

jeapt towards the fireplace and

bent down and seized the poker
te fling at the detective,

“To see your uncle.”

“Did he see him?”

“No; Sir Johnstone was out.”

“Well, what of it?”

“He’s coming again at the hali-howr.””

His cunning glance wandered from .the
shining clock face to the bowed form in the
chair.

“How long’s your uncle been dead?”’
“Only a few moments. He’s still warm.’
“And Master Rupert coming here at ths

hali-hour! It could be done.”

“What could be done?”

Rixson’s lips were qunermrr now.

“Something to put you in p0<sessmn of that
fortune. Let's see. Shut that door.”

Like a shadow he glided over the worn
carpet and ‘placed hiz hand on the lined
cheek of the dead man.”

“Yes,”” he repeated, “still warm. Quick
now! Put that document back where you
found it, and replace those keys. Master
Rupert was always one for punciuality. 1n
five minutes at the outside, but not before,
he’ll be here. That’s right. Now listen, for
this is a dedl a straight, fair deal, between
you and me.

His voice rattled on a cracked harsh l‘ggne

&
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minutes passed slowly but surely, and the
deadly work went en. The clock on the
bracket chimed the half-hour musically.
Then the loud reverberations of the front-
door bell elanged through the house.

- Wardle slipped frem the room %o the
regions downstairs.

The Message that Came Over the Wire!

ERRERS LOCKE, like his brether
official deteetives, had a habib of drop-
ping into the Empire when business
was slack.

From one or other of the Scolland Ya§
or Bow Street men he wus pretty sure t&
pick up scime trifle of otherwise jealowsly-
guarded information more ‘or less useful. To-
night barely had his keen glanet swept thy
packed house than Charley Cartrell, cf
Branch Street, elaimed him.

Gartrell was well on the way te a super.
intendentship, a popular feltow in the force,
ang a great friend of Loeke.

“Just the fellow I'm Joeking for,” he sau}
extending & huge paw in which even Locke
fair-sized hand vanished to nothingness. "&0 {34
reekon to know a bit about jewellery.”

Locke smiled.

“Just a little, Charley. What d&'you
want

Gartrell drew him aside, and became con-
fidential.

‘Fact is, old man, I've a heap of stufl wp
at the skation, just reecovered from g fence’s
in Soho. A chap in Paris—a jeweller right
enough—has put in a claim for a big bua
of it; says he made it in his own workshot
tuowh he hasn’t mueh in the way of pro
We don quite know what to do.
cellancous lot, lifted from ha]f the capit
of the Continent. I wish you'd just nip along
with me and give me a hand at serting xf:
s -

The younger detective nadded.

“Sure, old man, I'm coming right now!”

“Good [ :

Gartrell’s big, pale face expanded in a smile
for the uniformed attendant whe knew him
so well, and side by side the twe men passed
out of the music-hall. :

Leicester Square throbbed and glittered
with the gay night-life of Londen.  Along
Cranbourn Street the two detectives passed,
talking confidentially. In a little while they
turned away from the main thoroughfare with
its biaze of lights and constant suceession
of pleasure-seekers, and mounted a flight of
step leading to a small door in a high, red .
building, before which a uniformed constahle -
kept guard. :

The narrow vestibule, with its inquiry-bex, -
opened to a maze of glass and wood-parti-
tioned corridors.

Gartrell went up two flights of stairs with
Locke at; his heels. In a small room, fur-
nished with a bookshelf and a desk on which
was a telephone and a litter of papers, he
found Loeke a chair, and turned to the safe.
From this he drew a wicker basket piled
high with a heap of flashing gems and glit-
termw ornament

“Alr noublul from jewellery manufau
turers,” Gartrell wmalhu!, sprcadmg out a.
small fortune’s rth en his blotting-pad.
“Torini, of Milaa, was robbcd on February
6th; Pedro Rodriquez, of Lisbon,» wired
through early in May. Of course, it must
all be the work of the same gang. Just how
Pietro Vallioni eame into possession we're
somewhat at a loss to understand. Now
sort a few things out if you can.”

Ferrers Locke gat down, and screwed a lens
into his left eye. -

“That is Spanish, and so is that. These
two are modern Italian,” he said, runming
his fingers through the maze of chains and
p«.rdant enamels, and Sef stones.

“Dash i, Locke, you appear to be a watk-
ing eucvr'lopedm so far as jewellery is con-
cerned.. I guess—excuse me a moment "—us
a hell over Gartrell’s head whirred. He moved
aside and picked up the telephene. * Ves,
this is Branch Street. Inspector Gartrell
speaking. What's that? Murder! Where?
Oh, very well. We'll come along at once.
Yes, I've got the address. Pierce,” he called
to a constable in the ante-room, the door
of which was alar, “ask Sergeant Brinnon
to see me.”

A second lalter Brmnon entered from the
common-room: im his shirt-sleeves.

“News of a murder just come through,’”
Gartrell explained. “Sir Johnstone Sherlicker
has been shot, Get your coat on; we'd better
slip along.”

{There will be another magnificent instal.
ment of this grand detective serial next week,
Look out for it!)
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l : SOMETHING OF A SURPRISE !
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A SPLENDID LONG COMPLETE
TALE, DEALING WITH THE AD-
VENTURES OF JIMMY SILVER &
" CO., THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOCOD.
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] OWEN CONQUEST.
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THF FIRST CHAPTER.
‘The Head’'s Nephew !

64 ™8 Jgot to be did!” said Jimmy Silver.
: immy Silver spoke-determinedly.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome

nodded their heads emphatically. All

the Fistical Four, in fact, were looking very
determined.

They were gathered near the end study in
the junior passage on the Classical side. The
end study was their study. The door was
partly ajar, and from the opening a strong
scent of tobacco came to their noses.

It was not the smoke of a cigarette. There
-~ wele certa_ln “giddy goats” at Rookwood who
smoked -cigarettes — in strict privacy, of
course. But the scent that came from the
end study was not that of a cigarette; it was
the powerful, pungent smell of a strong and
very rank cigar. :

If the Head of Rookwood had known that
a junior in the Fourth Form smoked cigars
he would have been in danger of an apoplectic
fit. And if he had known that the smoker
was his own nephew—well, in that case, his
feelings could not possibly be imagined.

Jiminy Silver & Co. had been smoked out of
their own study.

It was an extraordinary situation—simply
extraordinary. That it had to come to an
end the Fistical Four were fully agreed. As
Jimmy Silver had remarked, it had got to he
“did,” and the sooner it was “did” the
better.

Gunter of the Fourth was an amazing boy.

When he arrived, there had been keen
competition between Classicals and Moderns
over the Head's nephew. Each side had
wanted to bag him. The choice had been left
to the new boy himself, and Classicals and
Moderns had been very “keen about seccuring
bim—before they knew him.

When they knew him they were equally
keen to have nothing to do with him.

Jimmy Silver had succeeded ‘in bagging him.
Gunter was a Classical, and he now shared
the end study with the Fistical Four. After
they had bagged him he began to dawn upon
them, so to speak. He came from a Western
State of America, where his parents lived;
and the Classical chums discovered that in
the wild and woolly regions of Texas he had
learned manners and customs that were
extraordinary, not to say Hunnish,

The chums of the Fourth felt that they
had themgelves to blame, and they nobly
trled to be patient -with Gunter. But
patience was not a virtue for which they were
greatly distinguished. Their whole stock ran
out in a remarkably short space of time.

Talking to the new boy was no use. - He
only grinned and chuckled, so they had come
to a decision. Having talked to Gunter in
vain, having argued till they were tired of
arguing, they felt that they had done all
they could, and that there was nothing left
but to thrash him. A good thrashing, as
Raby sapiently observed, was just-what he
wanted, and it would do him no end of good.

They were sorry to have to do it. The
fellow was a regular Hun, but apparently he
had been brought up like that. But there
was no help for it, and Jimmy Silver had
brought in a cricket-stump for the purpose.
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“Come on!" said Lovell. “It's got to be did
—and it will do him good. But we'll give
him his choice of going over to the Modern
side if he like His uncle will let him.”

“Otherwise——" said Newcome.

“Otherwise,” said Jimmy Silver, “the lick-
ing of his life !’ :

“That’s settled,” said Lovell.

And Lovell kicked open the door of the
study.

Gunter of the Fourth glanced carelessly at
them.

He was seated in the armchair, which was
tilted back.- His boots rested on the study
table. There was a black cheroot between
his teeth, which were almost equally black
from excessive smoking. His face was
sallow from the same cause.

How a boy of Gunter's age could smoke
such cigars without inward convulsions was a
mystery. But Gunter had already told them
that he had smo%ed as soon as he could walk,
and chewed tobacco before he could walk.
He said that that was not uncommon in
Texas. But Jimmy Silver & Co. meant that
it should be uncommon at Rookwood, at least
in their study.

“Hallo!” said Gunter.

“ Atichoo-choo-choo ! said Lovell.

Gunter chuckled.

“Don’t you like tlie smoke?”

“No, you horrid rotter!”

“I reckon you'll get used to it.”

“That’s just what we’re not going to do,”
said Jimmy Silver. “That's the last cigar
you're going to smoke in this study, Gunter,
and you're not going to-finish it. See?”

“1 gness——"

“We're fed up.

“Sure !” :

“Do you want it laid about you?”

“Nope!”

“Then shove that cigar in the grate at
once.”

“Oh, come off !”

“0h, collar him!” said Lovell impatientiy.
“I'm -fed up with his cheek. Collar the
smoky rotter!”

“Hyar, hands off!” roared Gunter, as the
Fistical Four made a rush at him.

There was a terrific crash. as the —chair
tilted over backwards, and Gunter went out
of it over the back and sprawled on the floor
with a yell. Before he could gather himself
up he was in the grip of the four.

“Yow-ow! Yow, I swow!" gasped Gunter.
“Let up, you galoots! Yow-ow-ow!”

But the Fistical Four were not thinking of
“letting up.” They grasped Gunter hard, and
they turned him face downwards on the
carpet and held him there. Then Jimmy
Silver’s cricket-stump came into play—te an
acompaniment of wild yells from Gunter.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“dow-ow!  Oh, jumpin’
Yarooop !”

Whack,. whack, whack, whack!

See this cricket-stump?”

Jeruzalem!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Pisto! Practice!
JIMMY SILVER wiclded the stump wit

a powerful hand. Indeed, he seemed to
be under, the impression that he was
beating a carpet.

The stump roze and fell with terrific vim.

8]

The dust rose

The from Gunter's trousers.
Terrific yells rose

from CGunter. His yelling

might have excited the envy of a Comanche

Indian on the plains of his native Texas.

Whack, whack, whack, .whack'

Gunter struggled frantically. His cigar had
fallen on the carpet, and was burning a he
there. But the- juniors did not heed
Lovell and Raby ‘and Newcome held the
Head’s nephew pinned down. Jimmy Silver
made rapid play with the stump. Gunter had
long needed a lesson. Now he was getting it

There was a crowding of juniors along the
passage to look into the end study. Hooker
aud Jones minor and Oswald were the first,
then came Townsend and Topham, and Flynn
and Lennox, and a crowd more. They crowded
round the doorway, shouting with laughter.

Nobody had any sympathy to waste upon
Gunter. He richly deserved what he was
getting; indeced, the juniors only wonde
that Jimmy Silver had not taken him
hand before.

Whack, whack, whack! -

“Oh, Jerusalem! Oh! Ow? Yow! Let Bp
shrieked Gunter.

Jimmy S.lver paused for breath.

“Have you had enough?” he gasped.

“Yarooh! Yep!”

“Will you promise not to smoke in the
study any ,morc‘i’”

Nope!

Whack, whack, whack, whaek!

“Oh, crumhbs! Chu i =k oan- yep 2
howled Gunter.

“Honour bright?”

“Yep.”

“Good!” said Jimmy Silver. “I thought we
could bring you to reason. Mind, there's

plenty more where that came from, and if
you ask for it youwll get it Let the beast
get up.”

The Co. released-Gunter, and he scrambled
to his feet. Certainly he had been hurt,.
though whether it had done him gzood was
another matter. He stood gasping for breath,
his sallow face red with rage.

“Now we’ll make a clearance of his muck,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Where are your cigars,
Gunter?”

“Yow! Find out,-hang you!”

“He's got a box of them here soméwhere,”
said Raby. “We'll jolly well find them and
burn them.”

“Here they are!” sang onft Newcome.

There was a yell from Gunter.

“I guess you'll let my cheroots alone, you
galoots.” .

“Guess again!” said Jimmy Silver. “We're
going to burn the lot, and we'll do. the same
with any more you bring into the study.”

“That bhox cost me four dollars,” howled

.| Gunter.

“Then it'll be a lesson to you.”

Jimmy Silver grabbed up a handful of the
cheroots, and began breaking them in pieces
in the grate.

Gunter made a rush for a little bag in the
corner of the study. He had always kept
that bag locked, and the juniors did not know
what- was in it. They discovered mnow.
Gunter dragged it open and groped -in it, and
his hand came put—with something tn it.

It was a revolver.

A revolver in a junior study at Rookwood



——@Qur Grand Companion Paper the

as about as surprising as a maechine-gun
there. The juniors stared at Gunter’s weapon

with wide-epen eyes. - It was another of his
Wild Western customs that the new bey bad
brought to Rookwood-—though hitherto the re-
volver had been kept out of sight.

Tie firearin came up to a level, the muzzle
be?n‘ng on the Fistical Feur.

‘‘Let up!” rapped out Gunter.

“Why, you silly ass 7 ghouted Jimmy
Silveér. = =

“het those chercots alone!”

“Rats!” >

“I guess I'll wing you if you don’t,” said
Gugiter, glaring along the barrel; and really
hat nioment he looked as if he would keep
ord. “T guess you wouldn’t he the first
ve drilled. Let up, I say.” ;
““You fathead! De you think we bhelieve
it's loaded,” growled Lovell.

Gunter grinned

“Look !” he %

He changed the d tion of the r
and leveiled it at the clock, and pulle
trigger.

Crack !

Smash !

The clock spun off the mantelpiece, and fell
into the grate. The bullet had smashed in
the face, and was embedded in the warks.

There was a yell of alarm from the juniors
in the p re, and a scuttling of feet. They
did not t to be near a fellow with a
loaded reveolver, who was so reckless in its
use,

Jimmy Silver & Co. stared at the new boy,
dumbiounded. 2

There was no doubt that the revolver was
loaded, and that the youth from Texas was a
good shot. It was a weapon of a_small
calihre, and the report was not Ioud. But in

i}

the confined space of the study it rang like |

thunder.

“Purn that thing some other way, you
dangerous idiot!” yelled Lovell, as the re-
volver hore upon the four again.

“1 guess not. Put these eigars down.”

Jimmy Silver held on to the box.

“You hear me, Jimmy Silver?”

“Yes. Go and eab coke.”

“You see this shooter, you galoot?”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Jimmy Silver
temptuously. “You don’t dare to use
s

b

“I{—it might go oft by accident,” mumbled
Raby. :

“1 guess it might,” grinned Gunter. “My
finger’s on the trigger—look!” The hammer
halt-rose, and Jimmy Silver started a little.
There was death in that little tube that was
looking at him, and it required only the
slightest touch ef Gunter’s finger to send it
speeding.

“Will you put that box down?” said
Gunter. > 5 -
Jimmy Silver’s back stiffened. He would

1ot have taken orders {rom Gunter to save
his life if it had been really in danger.

“No, I won't!” he said.

“] reckon I'll sheot.”

“Rats!”

Crack!

Jimmy Silver uttered a sharp ery, as the
cigar-box . went spinning out of his hand.
The bullet had struck it, and carried it away
from his grasp. His hand was numbed by
the shock, and for a moment he thought it
had been shot away as well as the cigar-box.

“You hound!” roared Lovell. “You—7"

¢1 guess he isn’t hurt,” grinned Gunter.
“I'm a dead shot. T could clip off your eye-
lashes if I liked.”

Jimmy Silver felt dver his hand with the
other hand. He was vering with rage.
The slightest deflection of the bullet might
have cost him a finger.

You—you savage!” gasped Jimmy.
that pistol down.” ;
° “Ha, ha, ha! I guess you're scared.”

“I’m not scared, you rotten ruffan! I'm
going to take that pistel away from you,”
said Jimmy Silver, advancing upon him.

“Heold en, Jimmy!” gasped Lovell.

“You keep off, you galoot, or I'll: wing you
sure,” said Guuter, the revolver bearing full
upon Jimmy's breast.

But Jimmy came on, his face white with
anger. It waslikely enough that the firearm
might go off in the struggle, and that some-
body might be hurt. But Jimmy Silver was
reckless at that moment.

“Don’t touch him, you ass!” shouted Raby.
“The dashed thing will go off by accident !”

“1 don’t care!l”

“Well, we ‘eare for you,” said Lovell, and
Jimmy Silver’s three chums collared him, and
backed away to the door.

“Let go!” shouted Jimmy furiously.

“Rats! Come outl”

“Pub

‘pictures on the wall.

&
“G

“ay

“Ha, ha, hal!* Troared Gunter.
tracks, you galoots! 1 guess I'm gelng to do
some pistol practice.”

Crack, crack!

There was a -spatter of glass from the
Lovell and Raby and
Newecome rushed Jimmy Silver out of the

study, and Gunter kicked the door shut aiter |

them. A few moments later a strong smell
of tobacco was emanating from the end
study, The new boy was at it again.

The new boy was the subject of

3 discussion.

His manners and customs had astonished
and disgusted the Fourth, but the last scene
in the end study put the ld em, as Hooker
expressed it.

Townsend, indeed, had started for Bulke-
ley’s study to inform the head prefeet of the
fact that Gunter had a firearma in his
possession.. But Townsend was stopped. The
matter was serious enough, but Jimmy Silver
& Co. were down on-anything that saveured
of sneaking.

“We've got to deal with the rotter our-
selves, without dragging prefects into the
row,” was Jimmy Silver’s verdict.,

“But he will be blowing somehbody’s head
off next!” howled Townsend.

“Well, if it’s your head, it won’'t be muech
loss,” said Jimmy comfortingly. *There's
nothing in it, you know.”

“You silly ass—"

“The Head ought to be told,” said Topham.
“He’s no right te dig up a nephew from an
uncivilised country, and plant him on us!”

“Anyway, he’ll be bowled out soon,” said
Jones. *A lot of fellows heard the pistol go

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mice for Adeolphus!
HERE was a huzz of wrath and amaze-
ment in the Fourth-Form passage.

off, and thought it was fireworks in the |

study. Ii Bulkeley hears it 2

“Wait till he hears it,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We're not going to sneak about the beast,
though he’s a Hunnish beast.”

‘But we're net going to let him turn our
study into a tap-rcom!”

“We're not,” said Jimmy.

“Hallo, here he comes!”

Gunter came strolling along the passage.
He walked with a swagger, his hands in his
pockets. He had-a stock-whip under his arm—
one of the souvenirs of his former life ‘'which
he had brought from Texas with him. It was
a heavy and dangerous whip, and the new
boy had been seen to perform many tricks
with it. With a flick of the whip, he could
lift a cap from a fellow’s head at a dozen
feet distanee, without touching the head in
the ecap. He grinned at the erowd of

- Classical juniovs, apparently quite unnoved

by their looks of angry dislike.

He sauntered out inte the quadrangle, and
the buzz of angry discussion continued after
he was geone.

The Fistical Four went into their study, and
Jimmy Silver opened the window, and waved
a paper to elear off the smoke. -He was thus
engaged when Bulkeley of the Sixth looked
fn.

The captain of Rockwood was frowning.

“Whe's been smoking here?’ he demanded.
- “Smoking!” repeated. Jimmy Silver.

“Yes. The place reeks with it.”

The Fistical Four were silent. Bulkeley
scanned their faces angrily, and then -his
expression changed.

“The new kid, 1 suppose!” he said. “Hum!
Well, that wasn't what I came about. Some-
body has been letting off fireworks in the
study, I hear. There’s a smell of gnupowder
here now.. You know that’s against the

t rules.”

“Abem!” said Jimmy Silver.

«“1. want to know ~who did
Bulkeley.

“ Ahem!”

“Was it one of yeu?”

“No, Bulkeley.”

«“Then it was the new kid, I suppose?”

¢ Ahem P 3

Bulkeley stared at them.for a moment, and
then turned away. 'The Fistical Four grinned
a little. DBulkeley was in' an awkward posi-
tion. He felt that he could not deal

it,” -~ said

EM" Library?

ol

drastically with the Head’s nephew; and yet |

he eould not be guilty of favouritism. The
juniors w(mc{ered what he would do.
~“Where i3 Gunter now?® demanded the
captain of Rookweod, looking back from the
passage.

“In the quad, I think.”

Make Bulkeley strode away. Jimmy

Co. strode after him. They
see how the head prefect would deal with
the remarkable new boy.

“Bulkeley does’t like to report bin
Bootles, as he's the Head's nephew,
mured Lovell. . “But i he sces
shooter—--* b

My hatt” s

Bulkeley strode sut inte the gquadrangle.

that

; There was the sound of a loud, sharp erack

under the old beeches, and for a moment the
‘lassical Four thought that Gunter was ab
istol practice ” in the quad. But it was
only his steck-whip which rang like a pistel-
shot when he eracked it. , ;
“My word!” gasped Raby. “Look!”
“Sinythe! My hat!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
Adolphus Smythe, the dandy of the Shell,
had -encountered  the mew hoy under the
eeches. The look on Smythe’s face was, as
Lovell ebserved, worth a guinea a box. Gunter
was amusing himself with the dandy of the

| Shell, and Adolphus was clearly in a blue

fonk. S

“Keep that whip away, you yeung rufan!”
velled Adolphus. “By gad! I—Fll—-"

Crack, craek, crack!

The long lash eof the whip eracked vound
Adolphus’ slim legs without touching them,
and Smythe of the Shell hopped and danced
in his frantic efforts te keep eclear of the
thong. -
. “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunter,
spirits were as exuberant as usual
Dance, you beggar—dance!”

“Help!” shrieked Adelphus,

Crack, erack, erack!

Smythe of the Shell made a wild rash to
eseape. The gns.h curled reund his waist, and
he was jerked off his feet. He came down
with & bump on the ground. yelling. His
handsom'e topper flew away. The junior from
Texas disengaged his whip with ‘a twist of
his wrist, and caught the fiying topper with
the lash, and tossed it through the air. It
did net improve the topper.

Smythe sat up roaring.

“Yow-ow! Help! He's mad!

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Guntcr.

Bulkeley stroede upen the sceme with an
angry brow.

“Give me that whip, you young rascat!”

Gunter stared at him.

“I guess that’s my whip!” he replied.
“If you don’t hand it to me at on
give you the licking of your life!”
Bulkeley. g

whose
Ha, ha!

Yow-ow i

i
wuted .

Gunter hesitated 3 moment, and then
handed over the stock-whip.

“ e

Get up, Smythe! Youre net hurt?’

growled Bulkeley.

“Yow! I art burt!” reared Smy
look at my hat!” F

“Hang your hat! Gunter, vou've got to
understand that you ean’t play these tricks
here!” said the captain of Rookwood. *If
there’s any more of it, you’'ll find yourself in
trouble! I find that you've been smoking!”

“Correet I

“Don’t you know that #'s
here ?”

“Yep!”

“And you smeke all the samie—what??

“1 guess so. I'm uged to it!?

“You'll stop it!” said Bulkeley savagely.
“T'Il let you off this time, as you're a new
boy. But if there’s any more of it, I'll take
you into my study, and Hek you till you
howl! Undecrstand that?”

Bulkeley strode away, taking the whip with

*“And

1€,

not allowed

him. Gunter stared after him very un-
%leélsan‘.:ly. Then he glared at Jimmy Silver
& Lo,

“You kinder reckon that I'm geoing to chuck
it now, 1 guess?’ he said, with & sneer.

“Youw'd better!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Well, you'll see!” growled Gunter.

The ehums of the Fourth did see. When
they came into the end study to tes the
Toom was reeking with smoke again.

Bulkeley’s warning had evidently been with-
out effect. The Head’s nephew was going on
his own way, regardless of the captain of the
school, , and regardless of hiz exasperated
study-mates.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

A Little Game! :
Adolphus

66 IMPLY a savagel” said
Smythe.
“A ' regular heathen!” agreed
Tracy.

“A wild animal!” said Howard.
Smythe & Co. were in their study, and they
were discussing the Head’s nephew
THE PorULAR.




&rand Money

Smythe, with burning indignation, had re-
Iated the scene under ﬁle beeches, and Tracy

14

and. Howard were properly sympathetic
Tracy, indeed, asked why Smythe hada't
waded in, and thrashed fhe young rascal;

but Adolphus did not state his reasons for
not having done so. Doubtless he had good
reasons. Adolphug was not a fighting man
whcn he could help it.

The “Ciddy Goats” of Rookwood were
having a pleasant evening now—what they
regarﬁed as a pleasant evening. They had
hirrled over their preparation, and were now
smoking cigarettes and playing cards. As
these Tittle amusements had to be kept
secret, Adolphus had taken the precaution of
»10ckmg the study door before the cards were
produced.

Tap!

The Nuts of the ‘Shell gave a guilty start.
It was not likely that a master or a prefect
would come fo the study, but it was always
possible.

“Who's there?” called out Smythe.

The door-handle rattled.

“I guess {t's me!”

“The Head's giddy nephew !”’ grinned Tracy.
“He's got the cheek to come here!”

“He jolly well won't come in!” growled
Smythe.

Knock!

“Oh, clear off {” called out Smythe. “You're

not coming in here you wild animal!”

Y Hb's a% K, ehummv"’ came Gunter’s
voice thron;,h the keyhole, “I guess this
Lyar is a fn(\udl% visit !

“I don’t want friendly visits.from you!”

“I'm eoming in! I hear that you have a
little game In your study sometimes, and I'm
open to take a hand. Things are rather slow
in my study.”

“Shut up, you idiot!” yelled Smythe, in
dire terror lest the new boy’s incautious
words might be heard by the ears of some-
one in authorit{’ 1t would have gone hard
with the superb Adolphus if Bulkeley had
learnced of the “little game ” in his study.

Gunter chuckled.

“Let me {n,; then, you galoot”'

“Clear off, confound you!”

“I tell you I'm open -for a game.
teach you to play poker if you like.”

“You—yodu crass idiot, shut up!*

“Or I'll join you in a game of nap——"

“Let him in, for goodness’ sake !’ muttered
Tracy. “The whole blessed school will hear
soon.’ = 2

Smythe jumped to the door and opened it,
Anything was better than allowing the reck-
less boy to talk like that in the passage.

~Gunter came in grlnnmg quite impervious
to the black looks of the Nuts of the Shell.
He was getting used to black looks at Rook-
wood

“Quite comfy here, by gum!” he remarked.
“T tell you it's slow in my study. The galoots
cut up rusty if I smoke even, and as for
a game of cards, they'd faint it T suggested
it. So I've dropped in here.”

“Well, and now you can drop out a"am"’
snapped Smythe.

“You don't want me in your game"
growled Gunter, s look becoming threaten-
ing. He made a step towards Adolphus, ‘who
moved round behind the table.

“No, we don't!’ said Smythe.

But he spoke feebly. The new boy simply
terrifled the slacker of the Shell. Smythe did
not feel equal to dealing with him.

“Money talks!” said Gunter, “Look hyar!”
Ife produced a handful of money from bis
pocket. “I guess I can pay my footing—

: vxhat'"

“You can get out!*’ said Howard.

Gunter did not get out. He drew a chair
to the table and sat down.

“Now, let's be sociahle,”
can lock the door, methcs
that way. Not that I care.
sack his own nephew—what! And I wouldn't
care much if he did. If I'd known how slow
xg was here, I reckon I'd have stayed in
Texas. The game ain’t worth the (umdlt’

~“Eh? What game?” said Smythe.
do you mean?”

“Never mind what I mean,” said Gunter
hastily. “I guess my tongue runs away with
me sometimes. Novw, is it nap?”

“Look here—"*

‘Ch, sit down, and don’t be ratty >
vathe & Co. looked helplessly at one
another. They were three to one, but they
did not care for a serap. with the reckless
young ruffian.

“Whose deal?”’

“Mine,’

“Go it

:.l‘hcv played nap. Gunter, with an osten-
THE PoPULAR.—No. 87,
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he said. “You
if you feel safer
The Head can’t

What

_ asked Gunter.
; sald Smythe.

Prizes—Two New Serials—Starting in—

tatious manner, had laid two or three sover-
eigns and half-sovereigna and a heap of silver
on the table before him.

“Bob a time,” remarked Tracy,
greedy glance at the money.
“Call ~ that playing?”

“Make it five!”
The Giddy Goats ewhmﬂel a quick glance.
“Five—all serene!” said Smythe.

The good-humour of the Nuts vas re%bored
as they began to win the new fellow’s cash.
They were rather pleased now that Gunter
had wedged into the study. It was likely
to be a profitable evening for the Giddy
Goats.

But a change came
dream,

For a few rounds the Nuts seemed to have
it all their own way. But when Gunter deals
fortune favoured him. He grinned as he
raked in five shillings frem each of the Nufs.
He bad lighted a cigar, and the Shell fellows
wondered how his inside stood it, unless
it was lined with leather.

Smythe shuddered ag Gunter spat in the
ffmte -Such manners had never been seen
in Smythe's seleet study before. And the
smell of the thick smoke was beginning to
oppress the Nuts.

And the new junior was winning now.
However good the hands of the Giddy Goats
were, nearly every time Gunter capped them.
Smythe—who was sometimes multy of help-
ing fortune himself—began to grow sus-
picious.

“By gad!” ejaculated Adelphus

He sprang to his feet.

Gunter stared at him.

with a

jeered  Gunter.

o'er the spirit of thelr

“What's the row?”

“You cad!” shouted Smythe. “You rotten
cad! Cheat!”

Gunter’s eyes gnc rously.

“I reckon you'd be ‘ter bu mrefnl " he

began

“Smythey, old man—" murmured Tracy.
“I tell you he’s cheating!” howled Smythe.
“He’s had a card on his knee, and I saw
him sglip it inte his hand. He was keeping
back a card.”

“I reckon there’s
in my hand.”
“Xes because you've dropped one on the
ﬂoo

Wh\ the rotten md"' said Howard hotly.
“We'll Jnlh s00n see!

Howard and Tracy bent down to look under

the right number of cards

the table. 'There was no card to be seen.
“Move your foot, ‘Gunter.”
“Oh, rats!’

“He's got his foot on “it ! howled Tracy.
“He's been cheating. Give us our money
back, you swindler!”

The three enraged Nuts closed round
Gunter, and the latter sprang to his feet.
Then the card he had been concealing with
his boot was revealed. It was the two of
spades. Evidently the young rascal had dis-
carded it for a better card he had been keep-
ing in reserve since his last deal,

%Hands off!”* said Gunter, “I guess—"'

Smythe gave him a deadly look.

“You'll hand back every penny you've won,
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you young Hnl " he said, s woice trembling
with rage. “If you dcmt we'll take it by

| torce!”

“1 caleulate you won't!”

“Collar the low ead!” shouted Tracey.

“Hands oft!”

Gunter’s hand whipped into his pocket, and
out again. Smythe & Co. jumped back, gz 1
ing, as a revolver looked them in the face

They stared at- the new hoy with ,hrtm?
eyes.

*“A—a—a- pistol ! =aid ythe faintly.
“He—he—he’s a pistol!”

“Oh gad!”

Tracy dived under the table, with a gasp
of terror. Howard grabbed at the kav in
the door and unioc it. Smythe dashed
behind the armachair and bs cked down oub

of sight

“Gq away!"” he qcrfxmed. “Get out!
can keep tue money! Help! Go away!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” reared Gunter.

He ngled the money he had won in his
pockefs, and swaggered to the door. Stiil
chuckling, he disappeared into the passage

You

“Jg—ig—is he gone?” stuttered Tracy, under
the table. -

“He's g g gone!” panted Smythe.

“Oh dear!”

“Oh f'xd"’

With pdlhd faces, the Nubs looked at one
another, Never had Adolphus & Co. suffered

such a terrible fright.

“He—he—he’s suc‘u a wild desperado!”
moaned Adolnn\h ‘A murderous villain.
He oughtn't to be admitted to the school.
'L tell Bulkeley !

But Adolphus decided on second thoughis
rot to tell Bulkeley. F¥or it would have come
out about that little game in the study
But the fact that the new boy had a fire-
arm in his possession was soon common talk
in the Lower School, and nervous youths lik
Adolphus bolted when they saw him coming
in the pa s or in He quad. And the
extraordinary Lew boy only seemed to enjoy

the terror that he inspired.
3

I glared at Gunter. The Classical Four

were talking in the Common-room the

next day, and the subject of their discussion
was the cheek of the Mof’ern juniors. They
agreed that it was time Tommy Dodd & Co.
of the Modern side werc given the kybosh.

Gunter chipped into the conversation
cheerfully. That was his way. Iey looks had
no effect” whatever on the youth from Texas.

That he was regarded with disgust by
nearly every junior at Rookwood, Modern
as well as Classleal, did not affect Gunter
in the least. The exuberance of his spirits
had suffered no diminution.

“We'll believe that when we see you do
i!," said Jimmy Silver disdainfuliy.

‘It's a go, then? You’ll see it done?

To which the Classical Four nplled with

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Midnight Raid !
RECKON I could handle them!”
Jimmy Silver & Co. sniffed, and

the truly elassic monosyllable, “Rats!"” and
walked away. .
But Gunter’s underbaking to “down " the

Moderns wasg soon heard of, and discussed,
and the juniors wondered how he was going
to do it. It was heard of on the Modern
side, too, and Tommy Dodd & Co. grinned
over it. They were prepared to make shav-
ings of the Transatlantic youth if he tackled
them.

Gunter did not seem in a hurry to begin.
Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle rather expected to see him that even-
ing, after hearing of what he had undertaken
tod do. But hie did not appear on the Modern
side.

“All gaz—Yankee gas!” said Tommmy Dodd,
when bedtime came. ‘Let him show his
Wild Western nose eover here, that's all!
I'll increase the szize of it for him, Head’s
nephew or no Hcad~ nephew |

But the nose of Gunter was not shown
there, “and the Modern juniors went to bed
and forgot all about Gunter.

Tommy Dodd and the rest of the Modern
Fourth were sleeping the sleep of the just
when midnight tolled out from the clock-
tower.

All Rookwood was fast asleep by that time.

The twelve heavy strokes sounded dully
through the summer night. They did not
awaken anyone in the dormitory. But a few
minutes later Tommy Dodd was awakencd.
He opened his eyes to a sudden light.

The electric licht was on.

Tommv Dodd, in great astonishment, sat
up in bed. He wondered what duffer had
turned on the light, and he blinked round
him sleepily.
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Then he sat frozen.

A fgure stood within the deoorway,
Tommy Dodd gazed at it, dumb and horrified.

The figure was draped in a blaek coat, and
the face was covered with a black mask,
through the eycholes of which a pair of eyes
gleamed and glittered.

From under the Icose coat the intruder’s
right hand appearcd, and in that hand was
gmsped a revolver.

There was no doubt about it. The light
glecamed on the barrel of the weapon.

*M-m-my hat!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

The figure was advancing towards the row
of beds.

“Wake up!”

"Oh crumb

ed
“Howlv Moses!” yelled Doyle.

ume a deep, rumbling voice.
came from Tommy Codk's

“Who—who are you?’ ‘panted Tommy
Dodd.

“Howly Mo it's a

SHelpl”

And
iem,;g mctlon

“8ilence!” hissed the n
the revolver made a t

“Silenee !

All the Modern Fourth were wide awake
now. They sat up in their beds shivéring
Tommy Dodd & Co. were plucky eneugh,
they had cften proved. But a midnight visit
from a masked man. revolver in hand, was
enough to shake any fellow’s nerve.

And the revolver was raised to a level, a,nﬂ
it seemed to every junior there that it
seemed to be pointing specially at him.

“T-t-turn that another way, please!”
Tommy Dodd faintly.

“Qet out of bed!”

“Wha-at %or?”

“I give you all three seconds.
gevt”?

The trigger moved a little. The Modemn
Fourth turned out of bed with one accord,
and with a speed they had never shown in
turning out at rising-bell.

They stood shivering by their beds, their
dilated eyes fastening in terror on the masked
intruder.

“That's better!” growled the ruffian.. “Not
a yelp, mind, or get it in the neck! I'd
wing you as soor lock at you!”

*“Oh dear!” mumbled Doyle.

“I'm going to tie you up,”
masked man, °
will get humt'

“B-b-but—

“Hold your ton

The masked rufian advanced te Tommy
Dodd. The chief of the Medern juniors
looked desperate. But the sight of the re-
volver was too deadly, and the great Tommy
Dodd did not care to tackle it.

The intruder drew a length of cord from
his poeket withh his left hand, and jerked
the end into a loop.

“Putb your hands tegether!” he commanded.

Tommy Dodd 1

“Do as he ttlls
pered Daoyle.

The muzzie of the
fairly against Tommy Dodd’s chest.
a gasp and a shiver.

“I give you one ¢ eeond ¥ hissed the masked
rufiian. .

Tommy Dodd held out his hands. There
was no help for it. The loop was placed over
his wrists and drawn tight.

Doyle was tiptoeing towards the door.

The masked man did pot seem to observe
him. Doyle's idea was to get outside and
shout for help. He found the door locked and
the key gone.

The masked man swuong round suddenly,
the revolver bore upon the janior fumbling
with the door-handle:

“You've asked for it,” he snarled; “now
you're going to get it! Say your prayers!”

“@h, howly Moses!’” stuttered Doyle.
“Ow! Don’t! I—I—I'll be as quiet as a
lamb?! Oh jimimy!”?

“Come here!”

Tommy Doyle, shaking it every limb under
the grim revolver, approached. His wrists
were looped together in the same way as
Tommy Dodd’s.

The masked ruflian had come well supplied
with cord. One after another the Modern
juniors were ordered to approach, and their
wrists were tied. In ten minutes the whole
of the Modern Fourth had their hands beund.

They blinked at one another in horror and
dismay in the electrie light. What was the
ruffian going to do next?

The ruffian lest no time. He returned his
tevolver to his pocket, now that all the
juniors had their hands secured, and took out
a leng cord from under his coat. He knotted
it round the ankles of the group of juniors,
tying the knotg tightly, and jn a few minutes

said

Cut you

growled the

Ming:that !

B

nl” whis-

xevolver “was thrust
He gave

and

“and any kid who lifts a finger

the Modern Fourth were all secured together
by their feet. Then he collected handker-
chiefs and pillow-cases, and gagged them
one after another.

The Modern Fourth submitted like lambs.
They were helpless, and they had {0 submit.

They blinked at the masked mamn, whose
eyes gleamed through the holes in his mask
at tYlem They e\(pected that his next pro-
ceeding would be to go through the pockets
of their clothes. His object, so far as they
could see, could eniy be robbery. But that
he did not proceed to do. He tie®the end
of the long cord to the leg of a bedstead,
and then erossed to the door,

Was he going? What did
Tommy Dodd & Co. wondered whether
had to do with some lunatie.

‘They could not speak. They could hardly
move. They could only gaze with dilated eyes
at the masked intruder.

He turned at the door and
chuckle.

“Ha, ha, ha! 1 guess you look a set of
jays!”

Tommy Dodd jumped.

The masked man’s hand went up, and he
jerked off the mask. The face that was
revealed in the electric light was the face
of Gunter of the Fourth—the Head’'s nephew.

The hoy from TFexas chuckled and grinned.

“I guess you guys have becen roped in.
Ha, ha, bha! Good-night!”

He snapped off the light, and unlocked the
door. The door elosed behind him. Tommy

it ail mean?
they

hurst into a
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their toilet, without heeding Gunter. Jimmy
Silver & Co. were the first dows, bub they
did not see any of the Modern Fourth in the
quad. And during the next ten minutes after
they were down none of the Modems put in
an appearance, which was remarkable, for
the three Tommies were always early risers.

“Where are the Modern bounders, 1
wonder?” Rabhy remarked

Lol guess you' ‘It find 'em in their dorm,” said s

Gunter. “Didn't I -
Well I've done itt»
\0 TEas0n \my hey shm,.dn

tell you I'd dish then,.

if you have,’ id Jimmy a.
stare.
(xuntex chortled.

“I reckon they can’t.”
“Why can't t‘xo} 9 v
“Because they're all tied up like 1ur:c‘}5‘
Ha; ha, ha! \el!°d Gunter.
Jimmy Silver looked at him aghast.
“You—you've, done that?”?
“8ure i
“How did they let you?’ howled Lovell
“I reckon they couldn’t help it. I gt
they couldn't argue with: a vevolver!
chuckled Gunter.
“A-a-a revolver!” stuttered Jimmy Silver.
“Yep!?
“Come on!” muttered Jimmy to his chums,
And the Fistical Four rushed into the Ho
again, alarmed and anxious.
Gunter followed them, still chuckling.
Evidently he regarded his night’s werk as a
triumph. The Fistical Four sped along the

The long lash of the whip cracked

tauchmg them, and Smythe of the Shell hopped and danced in his frantic
efforts to keep clear of the thongs,

round Adolphus’ slim leqs withowt

Dadd & Co. were left wriggling in their
bonds, spiuttering with their gags. It was
a jape of Gunter’s. He had kept his word,
after all. But he couldn't intend to leave
them like that! Before morning they would
be chilled and ecramped—he couldn’'t mean
that!

But he did.

Long the Modern juniors struggled with the
cords, but they struggled in vam. They
chewed at. the gags, but they could make no
impression upon them. - Becoming quite reck-
less at last, they endeavoured to make noise
enough to attract someone to the dormitory.
But they could searcely move in their bonds,
and their efforts were in vain. It was upon
a cheerless and infuriated erowd that the
first pale rays of the dawn looked in.

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
Somiething Like a Surprise !

IMMY SILVER & CO. sat up in bed as
the rising-bell clanged out. Gunter of
the Fourth turned out with a chuckle.

“I guess I've done it,”” was his first
remark. =

“Eh? You've done what?” asked Hooker.

“Dished the Moderns!”

“Qh, rats!’? said Lovell.

“Hop along to their dormitory and see!’
chuckled Gumer

“Qh, bow-wow!? said Jimmy Silver.

4;1:1 the Classical Fourth proceeded with

passages i
Toummy Dnu x 5 do rmz*my
“Great Scott!
The sight that met their gaze rocoted the
four Classicals to the floor.

The Modern Fourth, bunched together, were
seated -on the floor, shivering with cold, in
their pyjamas. They looked at the Clasgsicals,
but they could not speak. Not one of them
had sueceeded in getting rid of his gag. The
new boy from Texas had dome his work fec
thoroughly for that. °

“My hat!” stuttered Lovell. “I say, cut
them loese! They'll have a prefect after
them if they’re not down scon!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunber. “I guess I've
dished them some!”

Jimmy Silver turned on him, his eyes
blazing. :
“You cad! You've left them ticd ke that

all night! You rolter!®

“I guess—— Yo-0-0-0p!”

Jimniy Silver’s fist shot out,
rolled on the floor, groaning painfully.

The four Classicals rushed to the rescue,
But as they began cutting the cords therc
was a heavy step in the passage, and Enowles
of the Sixth strode in.

“Why aren’t you young rascals down
hegan the prefect harshly. Then he brokg
off as he caught sight of the Modern Fourth,
“Wh y—wh3—~— What——"
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Words failed him.

The Fistical Four cut loose the prisoners
as fast as they could. There were moans and
howls from the Moderns as they stretched
their cramped limbs. Knowles gazed at them
as if mesmerised.

“What is the meaning of this?” he gasped
at last. “Who tied those fellows up?”

“Groogh!” came from Tommy Dodd.

His numbed limbs were capable of no other
. Tesponge.

“Is this one of your larks, Jimmy Silver?”

“No,” said Jimmy shortly.

“Then, who did it?”

“Grooogh!”

“Oh dear! Ow!”

“How long have you been tied up there,
Dodd?” demanded Knowles.

“Groogh! Half the night!”
Tommy Dodd.

“Half the night!” shouted Knowles, in
amazement. “And who did it?”

“Grooogh!”

“YVery well!l You'll come with me fo the
Head, Silver—”

“It wasn't Silver!” said Tommy Dodd.

“It was that new cad!” shouted Leggett
furiously. “He came in in the middle of-the
night, with a mask on, and we thought he
was a burglar!”

“Shut up!” muttered Tommy Dodd.

Much as he had suffered at the hands of
Gunter, Tommy Dodd would not have given
him away if he could have helped it.

But it could hardly be helped, for Knowles
certainly had to report the matter to the
Head. Even if Leggett had not spoken, the
truth must have come out. But the sneak
of the Fourth did not wait for it to come
-out.

“Gunter!” repeated Knowles. “The Head’s
nephew !”

“Yes.”

Knowles looked very queer. It was Knowles’
system to keep in the good graces of the
Head, and he could bhardly do that by re-
porting his nephew to him for such an out-
rage. Knowles supposed that the Head would
hardly be pleased by such zeal on the part
of a prefect.

“So- it: was you did this,- Gunter?” he
snapped.

Gunter was nursing his nose, and looking
dageers at Jimmy Silver.

“Yep!” he growled.

“You young rascal -

“I reckon I said I'd dish the Modern
= pgaloots, and I reckon I've done it!” said
Gunter, =
“And all you fellows let one Classical
junior tie you up like that?” exclaimed
Knowleg, in surprise and contempt.

Tommy Dodd flushed crimson.

“That cad knows why we let him do it!”
he exclaimed. -
“He had a pistol!” shricked Leggett.
Knowles almost fell down.

“A-a-a what?? he stuttered.

“A revolver! e threatened to shoot us!”
velled Leggett. “I was afraid it would go

mumbled

»

off! And he had a mask on, and we thought
he was a burglar! I'm going to tell the
Head!”

“Gunter, have you firearms in your posses-
sion?” demanded Knowles.

“1 guess so!”

“Hand it to me at once!”

“1 reckon it’'s mine, and I'm keeping it!”
said Gunter coolly. “You go and eat coke!
You're only & Modern, and you can't -order
med”

“You—you've got a pistol!” howled
Knowles.  “You desperate young scoundrel!
Give it to me at once, and then come to the
Head! By Jove, you'll be sacked from the
school for this, if you were the Head’s nephew
en times over! Do you hear me?”

C Ve "

“Give me that pistol at once!”

Knowles, gritting his teeth, strode up to the
junior from Texas. Gunter’s hand whipped
behind him.

“Hands oft!”

Knowles staggered back. A Jevelled
revolver was lodking him in the face, with
the young ruffian-scowling behind it. The
prefect seemed transfixed. His eyes almost
started from his head as he gazed at Gunter.

“(-g-g-good heavens!” he gasped.

Then there was a sudden roar from Gunter.
Jimmy Silver had made a leap at him, and
he caught the junior’s right arm and forced
. down. The dangerous weapon pointed to
e floor,

“Let up!” shricked Gunter.
“Lend a hand!” shouted Silver.
TR PAPULAR.—No, 87,

Knowles sprang forward,
down-turned wrist and twisted savagely
till Gunter let go the weapon. Knowles

almost panted with relief -as he grasped the
firearm and took it away.

“You young villain!” he said. “You'll be
sacked for this! Come with me to the Head
at once! I’'ll take your pistol and show
him !

“I guess I'm not coming! Yow-ow!”

Knowles did not stand on ceremony, even
with the Head’s nephiew. The fright he had
had had enraged him. He grasped Gunter by
the collar, digging his knuckles into the
junior's neck. Gunter struggled fiercely, but
was swung away in the grasp of the powerfal
Sixth-Former.

With his boots clattering on the floor, he
was dragged away to the Classical side, gasp-
ing and yelling.

“Hallo! What's up?” exclaimed Buikeley,
mecting them at the end of the passage, and
stopping as he saw a Classical junior
struggling in the grasp of a Modern prefect,

“I'm taking this young scoundrel to the
Head!” panted Knowles. “He has been
threatening the fags with a revolver—this
revolver!”

“(reat Scott!
said Bulkeley.

And between the two prefects the Head's
nephew was marched foreibly into the Head's
study and into the aungust presence of Dr.
Chisholm.

Give me his other arm!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Qunter Qoes Through It,

IMMY SILVER & Co. wondered what was
passing in the Head's study. So did
Tommy Dodd and the Modern juniors.

-That the Head must have noticed
already that his nephew hadn’t the manners
which stamp the cast of Vere de Vere, the
juniors knew. Doubtless the doctor made
every allowance for his early training on a
ranch in a wild country.

But the news of the boy's true character
could not fail to come as a shock to the
Head. Now that it was out it was pretty
certain to be all ouf. The sack was what
the juniors expected for him, and Classical
and Modern agreed that that was the only
thing that could meet the case. Keen as
had been their rivalry for the Head’s nephew
before they kumew him, both Classicals and
Moderns would have been glad to see him
“hooted ” out of Robkwood.

There was a buzz of excitement in Rook-
wood that morning. The prefect’s report to
the Head was followed by a stern inguiry.

Gunter’s Dbelongings were searched, and
there came to light, among other things, a
box of cartridges, bowie-knife, several packs
of cards, several hoxes of cigars, and a set
of loaded dice.

The Head was simply aghast.

Some of the fellows who caught sight of
him while he was superintending the search
of Gunter’s boxes and bags declared that he
looked as if he were on the verge of
apoplexy.

Unusual as he had observed his nephew to
be, the old gentleman had never dreamed
that he had harboured a rufian and a
thorough blackgnard within the eclassic walls
of Rookwood. It was not only that he had
cards—that was bad enough—but the cards
were marked! Tt was not only that he had
dice, but the dice were loaded. He was not
only a gambler, but a cheat as well,

What the Head thought on the subject he
kept to himself. The school waited for the
announcement that Guuter was going, But
there was no announcement. Gunter just dis-
appeared, while the fellows were in the Form-
room at morning lessons. The Head could
not bring himself to expel his nephew
publicly. He packed him off quietly, and
Rookweod did not see him go. But it is safe
to say that there was no one at the old
school who. was not relieved to hear he had
gone. Rookwood was well rid of a Bad Egg!

THE END

There will be another grand long complete
school story of JIMMY SILVER & CO.
entitled :
“TRICKING HIGGS!” -
By OWEN CONQUEST,
in next week’s issue of the “Popular.”
Order a Copy to-day !

TALES TO TELL! {

iN THE DARK.

Scene: A" hayloft. Three of a country
brigade just arrived in answer to an 3
of fire. =

First Fireman {in loft, scarching for the
fire): “I can't see anything of it, Bill.

Captain (standing on the ladder, b«
over with importauce): “What did he say,
Bill 2" o

Bill: “Well, why the blazes
strike a light and look for it,
poking about in the dark?”

< STRANGERS YET

Day-Constable (relieving nig man):
“How's the missus?”

Night-Constable: ~I don't know. ‘'Aven'
seen ’er this seven year.”

Day-Constable: “But you live together,

don’t you?”

Night-Constable: “Yes. But she’s a
woman, and is out all day, an’ I
dooty all night, so we ’aven't met siv
settled down after our ‘oneymoon.”

A PAYING QAME.
Jack: “Do you think poultr;
pays?" o
John: “Well, it pay
Jack: “In what wa
John: “Well, I hought the chic
him, and I pay for their keep; I b
from him, and he eats them.”

ENCOURAGING. .

It was the first time littie James had beeo
to church.

“And how did you lik
quired the father, as t

“Oh, it was fine, dad!
Sunday.”

“Very well,” said the father
what part of the service did vou like b

“Oh, when the man came round with 2
plate of money! I got a shilling. How much
did vou get, dad?”

again next

proudly. “But

BAD TIMES,
Visitor (in country churchyard): “How i3

the world using you, my man?

Gravedigger: “Oh, rather bad,
sir. 1 ain't a-buried a lvin® soui

weeks.

regular!®

mors

b
I do wish the folks 'ud die

FAMILIES SUPPLIED.

Two children, brother and sister, were
morning informed that they had a new b
brother. Curious to know who had bro
it, the girl ventured to suggest that the mil!
man had brought it.

“Why the milkman?" asked the boy.

“Why. haven't you ever seen on the milk-
man's cart ‘ Families Supplied '7”

< TOO RAPID!

Jack: “Yes, T had a little balance in the
bank, but I got engaged two months ago,
and now—""

Tom: “Ah!
round.” :

Jack: “Yes; but I didn’t think it would
make me lose my balance!”

.

SURE TO GET ON! :
Smith major had just left school, and was
just saying good-bye to his friends hefore
going into business in the City.
“One thing,” remarked one, “you'ré sure
to get on; you're such a good bookkeeper!™ -
“How do you make that out?” asked Smiith.
“Why,” retorted his friend, ou've hod
my volume of THE POPULAR, haven't you?”

Love makes the world go

POETIC LANGUAGE!

A man entered a certain restaurant, a
asked for two poached eg —

“Adam and Eve on a ratt!” was the order
ziven to the kitchen by the waiter.

Then the customer altered his mind, and
desired the eg scrambled. The waiter, as
soon as he received the notice of the change,
sprang to the tube, and yelled out:

“Wreck ‘em!”
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HOLD YOUR INTEREST!

A Thrilling Stery eof the Famous Film Star’s Early Struggles and Triumphs.

THE THREADS OF THE STORY.

Eddie Polo, an unknown and apparently
poor boy. obtains a position in Mr. Busto’s
World-Famous Menagerie and Cireus, aiter
Being given the opportnmty of proving himself
a wonderfn] Young acrohat, in the p}ace of
Pel Rogeriguo, where he meets “Ginger,” the
eircus clown, who warns him against the
Spaniard’s spiteful heart. An attempt is
made by Del Rogeriguo to end Eddie's life,
hut the young acrobat manages to retain his
presence of mind, and =o save himself from
a certain death. The 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 bhridge, and,
erashing into the rails, topples over iuto the
ravine. “Although the fall is eighty {feet,
BEddie manages to ape with only a few
bruises. He is pul out- of the ravine, and
theg return to the circus. In a combined
performanece with Rogeriguo, Eddie miscal-
culates a jump, and lands very badly in the
eentre of the ring. Ginger, his friend. sees
at ence that it is not an ordinary aceident,
and that it is another of the Spauniard’s at-
tempts te et rid of his young rival. Just
before the evening performance Ginger visits
the Spaniard’s tent to warn him.

(Now read on.)

Warned Off !

BILE the hagd was blaring and

Busto, in picturesque “Buffalo

? costume, was inviting all

and sundry to “Walk up! Walk

up! See the "reat nerve-thrilling perform-

ance of the slic kest b trapeze acrobat that ever

slipped into tights, ladies and gentlemen and

children !” the dm\n made a point of calling

once more upon the dago, and this time found

Rogeriguo sprawling on his camp-bed, fully

dressed, and evidently doing his bes* to sleep
off the effects of the afternoon’s “souse.”

“Ah, my yeller-faced euckoo!” said Ginger
affably. qu re there, .aresyou! Where
have you .been all the afternoon? There's
been 'a ecouple of noblemen wa.iting on_ your
doorstep for you!”

. “Noblemen?” echoed the dage,
zey?- Whe are 2y ?”

“Me—for one!” said Ginger, th an im-
pressive bow. “And Master Eddie Polo for
the other! " And now to drop fooling. Look
here, dago, we've had just about enough
of your dirty tricks in this show, and when
I say ‘we ™ I mean everybody. Get that?
well, it you've got it, get this as well, and
don’t forget it. You and Busto's Travellmﬂ
Circus have henceforward not the dlvhtest
connectmn with each other. In plain En"hsn,
you're through—sacked—hoofed—got the boot
—whatever you like to call it! And it's me,
Ginger Wiggles the Clown, that’s telling you
—handing it tc you straight and without

“Vere are

1 2ot to work for my living.

‘a gesture of great self-pity.

. money.
‘had taken Ginger's advice and left the show?

frills! You've got till the end of the evening
perfermance to put as many miles as possible
bhetween you and Busto’s Great and Original
Travelling Circus, ‘eause if I find even so
much as the smell of your cigarette hanging
around the place after I've done my turn
I'll take a beot and a horsewhip te you, and
drive you forth into the erumel, cold world
myseli! And I mean it, so if you've any
respect for your crawling, yeller hide, you'll
heot it, quick!”

The half-caste sat up, bewildered.

“But vat wrong haf [ done?” he demanded.
“And who has gif you ze authority to sack
me, ze fanious acrebat of ze world?”

“*Tain’t what you've done, dago, so much
as what you might do if you stop with the
show much longer.,” was Ginger’s cold reply.
“You must think we're all blind, not to see

the dirty tricks youlve tried to put acrossy

young Polo. And as for autherity, youn don't
need .to trouble about that. I'm speaking
for the boss and everybody in the show when
I give you orders to get. See? And I might
add that Eddie's looking for you himself, and
when he runs across you i’k be the b
hiding of your life you'll get. So I'm 1y
doing you a good turn by telling you in
advance to make yourself as scarce as straw
hats at the North Pole. And I have no time
to stand here talking to you all night; I’ve
But, by gosh,
you're not gons by the time T m thm.mh
my regular job to-night, I'll put in a bit
of overtime on your hide before I let Eddie
Polo knock the stuffing out of you! Savvy,
dago? Vamoose!”

Eddie Saves the Situation!

HE dazed Spaniard glared at Ginger’s

back as the clown walked out of the

He had never reckoned on sueh

ppening as this—indeed, he had
half planned out another “accident,” which
should not fail to kill young Polo this time.
He sighed heavily, and flung out his hands in
He had not a
friend in the world, he told himself, and no
How was he going to live:after he

And, equally puzzling, how was he going to
live if he didn't take. (}m%r s warning, and
leaVL the show at.once? © =~

“Ah, ze dogs!”
“Zey haf no heart—no pity for ze man ven
he ees down and out! I vill go—I cannot
‘elp myself—but I vill have ze revenge! I,
Garcia Del Rogeriguo, swear .it by ze bones
of my granfazzer!”

It was easy enough to swear revenge, but
quite a different matter putting the vow into
éffect. How was he to vupe out his scores
at one fell swoop—wipé out Busto and Ginger
and, most of all, Eddie Polo—and at the same
timu obtain the money, without which he
could not possibly escape from the scene

the door.

he -muttered- to himself.

:ordinary padlock,

before the wing of the pendulum brought him
within the reach of justice and due punishs
ment? =

“Money—zat is ze first zing!” he mutiered,
“How can I get ze money? Ah! If I eould
only get ze ‘old of ze monies zat the focl
peoples pay to ze bosg for ze admission!”
h.He stopped short as a sudden idea struck

im.

And vy not?” he asked himsell suddeniy.
“Ze monies he haf receive zis afternoom he
hatf not pay zem into ze bank vet. Ze takin's
must be in zat leetle biscuit-hox ‘e calls ‘ees
safe in ‘ees caravan. And vile everybody es
cen ze great tent zere will surely be ze
chance for Garcia Del Rogeriguo to ’‘elp
‘eemself—eh ?”

He laughed, and looked swiftly round the
tent,- as though airaid of being  overheard.
But he was alone, with only his own ears to
hear his plans. He sat a little longer, still
thinking, and all at once he slapped his

Zh

leg, and gave a whinnving snigger of laughter.

“Ah, zat is ze greatest idea I haf ever
made!” he told himself, his eyes wide with
admiration at his cwn craftiness. “And 1t

will give me ze revenge on Busto, that white-
face fool-clown, an’ Eddie Polo all at ze one
time. By gar! I tak’ zat chanee, and to-
morrow not only vill Gareia Del Rogeriguo be
left ‘Busto’s Circus, but ze circus vill also
haf left Busto! Ah, ali, abh{”

He laughed at his own feeble joke,
stealing to the flap of the tent, looked
upon the camp. It was all but deserted, since
most of the circus-hands were now at their
various posts of action when a performance
was taking place, and, by the musie of the
band—the programme never changed—the
dago knew that Esta the Excellent Eques- .
trienne was in the ripg. That meant also
the attendance of Busto and Ginger. the
clown: while Bddie Polo was never far away
when the dainty lady star of the circus was
going through her feats.

“Ze coast et ees ver® élear,”
told hLimself, with a2 grin.

and.

Del Rogeriguo
“Now to reap ze

.results of all ze plottin’ and plannin’!”

Not a soul saw him as he walked up the

‘steps of the earavan in which lived Mr. Busto

and Esta, ag was testified by a hrass plate en
i Del Rogeriguo walked up  with
the air of one who had buslness in the van,

‘but onee inside, he swiftly glanced around the

place.

The old b.nek -pointed tin box with an
in which Busto had, to the
banked the day’s

Spaniard’s- knowlcdge

takings frem time immemorial, stood on top
of the shelf in the corner, and, with a little

run, the dago possessed himself of it.
“Locked—eh?’ he snarled, as he tried to
open it. “Ah, but ze little tinpot lock, ‘e vili

. not keep Garcia Del Rogeriguo from ‘elpin’

‘eemself to zat vich be haf von by ze cunnin’
of ‘ees brain and ze swiftness of ees eye—
THE POPULAR.—No, 87,
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th? A bash wiz ze stone, an’ the Senor
Busto's notes and silver, and, mebbe, zoold
ilso, are een ze 'ands of 'eem who know best
ow to use zem.”

He slipp rtively out of the caravan, and
s own tent. Here he wrapped
x—about the size of an ordinary

4 picce of blanket, and then
stuffed the package into a saddle-bag.

As he left the tent the second: time with
the stolen cash under his arm, the band inside
the great marquee suddenly struck up the

soft, dreamy waltz tune to which Del
Rogeriguo had always performed his feats

on the trapeze; and by this token the
Spaniard knew that Eddie Polo was entering
the ring, and even now making his initial
bow to the clapping audience.

For five minutes the athlcte wonld perform
miner feats, for this was a new arrangement
of the programme settled on only that morn-
ing, and the exhibition of intrepid daring and
skill would finish up with the seénsational
dive from the very apex of the great tent
into the outstretched net close to the ground.

“Five meenit, zat is ali L vant!” muttered
the Dago. u ve swift aften zen,
and Garcia Del Re g mounted on ze
Grey Wind, vill be ze swiftest of zem all in
ze movin' stunt! Ze hoss, 'e weel lose 'ecs
best "oss, and in ze end, 'ees circus also. - Too,
he weel lose also ‘ees great acrobats, Eddie
Polo and Garcia del Rogeriguo—ze first by ze
death and ze ozzer by ze grey ‘oss—and ’ees
s clown, Ginger, also by ze death. An’
008 lose not also ’ecs daughter Esta
g ed the tips of his
ngers towards the
~circus tent—""ee weel haf ze devil’'s own luck,
zat ees all!  An’ ect ees Garcia‘del Rogeriguo

who weel be ze cause of all ze cat—ze catas-

truppy, vich ees well!”

He turned and walked to the horse lines,
where Grey Wind—a most ugly mare Busto
had originally bhought because she was as
swift as her name and afraid of leaping
nothing short of a barn, but had been com-
pelled to keep out of the ring because ribald
audiences called her the “walking hat-rack '
—was ticd up by the head. This horse was
the one creature who really loved the
Spaniard, who, with no thought of her ever
proving of use to him, had occasionally
brought the horse an apple or a carrot,
delicacies dearly beloved of the equine palate.

She whinnied softly as (arcia approached.
but when he held her muzzle she understood
that the half caste required her silence—utter
and- complete.

She stood like a rock while, fumbling in the
semi-darkness, Del Rogeriguo put saddle and
bridle into place, and flung over the former
the bag containing the circus’ cash-box. A
round of mad applause from the great
marquee, and the repetition by the band of
the dreamy waltz made him start guiltily and
then shake his fist at the huge canvas
structure.

“Zey gif Eddie Polo ze encore!” he cried
savagely. “Ze foolg, zey know not by so doin’
zey play into my ’'ands, for ect ees steel
anozzer five meenit I desire to bring ze great
vengeance into work. Ah, Mike, eet ees you
I now want!”

This last remark was addressed to the mule
who, harnessed to the great barrel containing
the naphtha that fed the flaring lights for the
illumination of the marquee and the tent
front, was waiting to be led round when the
oil in them should require to be replenished.
Every night he waited in exactly the same
place, and Rogeriguo was counting upon using
him, and the highly-inflammable oil in the
great batrel.

Del Rogeriguo possessed himself of Mike's
reins, and, flinging himself across Grey Wind,
led the mule and his waggon up the small
hill at the foot of which Busto had pitched
his eamp. There ran up it a single, straight
ribbon of road, as hard as rock through the
sun and the beating of many feet, and as
level as a billiard-table—an admirable shute
for any liquid.

As the dago and his two steeds climbed
the ribbon of road, Eddie Polo mounted swiftly
into the very apex of the great tent, breath-
ing the pure air that blew in . through the
ventilating-flaps
blowpipe there fitted. Below him stretched
the tan of the ring, and at the far end the
band waggon, with its musicians - in gaudy
uniforms, the brass of their instruments glint-
fng in the naptha glares. By the waggon
stood Esta and Ginger, watching for the

. Rrrowy form to speed through the air, and to
fhese Bddie waved his hand, He looked round
on the sea of upturned faces below him, and,
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sfrom his hold. Then
of. the cunningly-arranged |

save for the soft murmur of the musie, there
wasn't a sound to be heard in the place,
“Cool up here,” said Eddie to himself.

| “Better get a lungful of ozone while it's going

cheap.” :

He pushed back one of the canvas flapz of
the ventilators. Then he almost fell off his
lofty perch with- astonishment. For on the
top of the hill road leading straight to the
tent was a sheet of flame, roaring and leap-
ing at full speed down upon the great
marquee, and, silhouetted clear against it the
unmistakable figure of Garcia del Rogeriguo,
mounted on Grey Wind, and of Mike, the
mule.

“Gee! The dirty hound!” gasped Eddie.
“That fire’ll be on this canvas show in ahout
three minutes, and the whole place will hlaze
like tinder! The men and women and kids
down there will be caught in a trap!
Heavens, how I wish I could reast the dago
over a slow fir

A great resolve
mind, and he put his hand to his waistbelt to
make sure the knife he intended using for his
next feat was in place. Then he gave a great
and sudden leap downwards, flying like a
swallow for the trapeze. The ence were
astounded, for they had expected him to
repeat his previous high dive, and here he
was attempting something neither they nor
the circuz staff had ever seen or heard of
before.

He struck the trapeze with a

thud that

suddenly swept through his”

Grand Money Prizes—Two New Serials -Starting in—

of life don't ask silly guestions, but pull {ika
madmen {”

The men he had pressed into service wasted
no further time in wondering what the lad
was about, but pulled with a right good will
~pulled so hard that the whole side of ¢
canvas wall carried ‘away, ripped from
cross-pole, leaving a door through wh
thousand people could pass in a minute. T
Eddie sprang to the topmost seat of the ¢

“Pass out, {fadies and gentlemen,
out quick!” he ecried, “The perform
finished, and the cirens alco.
opposite wall to this is ablaze, and u
all want to be roasted, you’d bette
mighty quick!”

And as the first ranks of the people
ing sight of the licking flam
hold of the opposite side of the cir
surged towards the great exit provided by
Eddie’s quick wit and dari ; Eddie Polo
himgelt dropped from his perch and =ped like
vind towards the horse lines.

Garcia del Rogeriguo ited on the
top till he saw the trail of
up short against the canvas w
ircus tent.

1ghed.
A * he exclaimed. *TUnles;
happen, zat ees ze end of ze Great Tr 1lin*
Circus of Mistaire Busto, and ze end of ze
enemies 1 haf. And no

en
w.

hill-

ing oil bring
1 of the great
his head

Then he threw back

happen tc he zose wlo v
‘ow ze fire happen, I vill

cheap,”
off his perch.

‘“ Cooler up hers,”’ said Eddie. * Betier get a lungful of ozone while it's going 1
He pushed back the flaps of the ventilators. !
For, on the hill road, leading straight to the tent, was a she‘eti

Then he aimost fell down

of flame, roaring and leaping at full speed down upon ths great marquee!
‘“ Qee, that fire’ll be on this canvas in three minutes and the whole place
will be blazing away like tindsr!" he gasped. (See this page.)

eould be heard all over the show, and, swing-
ing high till he touched the rcof, gave him-
self a dreadful push oft with both feet, using
all his great strength of leg in the shove.
Then he released his hold of the flying bar,
and sped through the air like a human bullet,
straight for the side of the great canvas tent,
flying over the heads of the astounded people.

Smack! Polo’s hands touched the -cross-
bar upon which was stretched the canvas
walls, and for a moment he feared that the
shoek of concussion was going to wrench him
he let go with one hand,
and, swiftly slashing with his knife into the
canvas, fell, with a ripping, tearing sound,
clean into the seats below him.

There went up a great shout as the wonder-

ing audience rose to see if he had hurt him-
self. But instead, they saw Eddie grab hold
of half a dozen men standing near, into
whose hands he hastily thrust one of the flaps
of the ripped canvas. Then he grabbed three
others, and, holding on himself, shouted:
“Pull! Tear the wall down! For the lova

as ze snowflake in ze tropie. Farsvell, Busto's

Travellin’ Circus! Gareia del Rogeriguo vina

aftaire all, and 'e vill now do zome travellin’
it aceount!”

He kissed his hands gracefully to the now
blazing marquee, gioating over the anticipa-
tion of his enemies being trapped in that sea
of fire. Hecared nothing for the fact that
very likely the sea of fire would be ne

i

respecter of persons, and would just as doubt-
less overwhelm and censign to horrible death

many of the thousand men, women, and
children who had come to see the evening
performance.  All he wanted. was vengeance,
and he eared not who suffered so long as
gratified his insane desire, and wiped out
Eddie Polo -and the others who called them-
selves the lad’s friends.

But Eddie Polo was alr  hot upon iils
trail. As he had seen the canvas walls of
the tent ripped aside and the warned audience
rushing to zet out into the open before the
danger enwrapped them, he had dropped to
the ground, and, ting not a second, flung
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himself headlong towards the nearest horse-

lines.

Naturally, he looked first of all for Grey

Wind, for she was far and away the fastest
horse in the whole outfit. But when he saw
her mcanb place hig lip curled, and he sprang
aside to where stood Red Lxﬂhtmng':/the horse
used by the chief of the Texan cowboys in his
great lassoo and knife-throwing stunt.
_ This mare, sister to the mad chestnut Eddie
had tamed, was .a wonder for endurance,
while her furn of speed, while not by any
means to be compared with Grey Wind’s, was
little short of wonderful. Also, she ,was as
surefooted as a deer, and that means a lob
when the going is hard and sunbaked. At her
saddle-horn hung the Texan’s mrlat while a
pair of pistols, which Eddie knew to be
loéuded were thrust mto the hoisters on each
side

It took Eddie a

clean into the saddle,

spurless' heels into the mare’s side, and
another to wrench lier head round. Then the
lad was off at great speed in chase of the
mwan who had set fire to Busto’s Travelling

Circus.

As he topped tie rise down which the blaz-
ing oil hau run, Polo caught sight of a cloud
of alkali dust in the distance.

“There goes my man!” he said, between sef
teeth. “He's got a geod lead, but bhe’s in no
hurry. Tl gain a bit before he sees me.”

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth

before. the dago, turning in his saddle as
though to make sure of his immunity from
- pursuit,, caught sight of Red Lightning and
her ridér, and, with u muttered and very
surprised curse, he callcd upon the grey for
his best pace.

“So that’s it,” said HEddie to himseli.
“Well, all I hope is that he keeps horsed.

_ There’s a mighty lot of rough ground here-
abouts for w skunk like him to hide in if he
takes to the sage, and finding him. would be

twice as hard as looking for an aecorn in a

pine forest. Gee, but Grey Wind’s moving!

Come up, Lightning, and let’s see if they

named you prop

The chestnut extended herself, bub try. as
she would she could not gain on the grey
streak scudding along ahead of her. Then
Garcia lost his head a little, and suddenly
swerved to the Ileft. Immediately Eddie
{followed suit, cutting across the corner and
gaining a full fifty yards on the quarry.

Eddie drew one of the loaded revolvers that
Bud Truefit, the chief cowboy, always kept
in Red Lwhtnu.gs holsters. Carefully he
drew a bcwd on the fleeing fgurc but the
shot went wide, for it was no easy task shoot-
ing correctly from the back of a horxe racing
aeross rough ground. But the shet had
another effect, almost as good as that of un-
seating Del Rogeriguo. It vaused that poor
horseman to lose his head completely, and
he sawed at Gréy Wind’s mouth as he pulled
him back en his haunches, and again sped
off in another direction. And again Eddie
gamed a lump on the fugitive.

“He can’t ride for nuts!” said the lad.
“Now Fll have some sport with him, and
frighten ‘him to death. It’ll prepare him
tor the hammering that’s coming to him,
anyway!”

second to spring
another to dig his

Again he fired, and again, the dago altered
his course, but now Eddie was close upon his
heels, a matter of twenty-five yards showing
between pursuer and pursued. Half a dozen
rounds from both guns put the wind right up
the half-caste, and he didn’t know which way
to turn, since Polo’s bullets seemed to be fiy-
ing all around him.

Suddénly, with a grin, Eddie dropped the
guns into their holsters and unslung the
plalbed hide lasse from the horn of Red Light-
ning’s saddle. Thrice the coil flew round the
ﬁlads head, and then, like a great snake, it
stretehed out into the air.

Garcia gave a little scream of terror as
the noose settled around his body, and
dropped the bridle-reins with both hands to
try to free bimseli from this new incubus.
And this was exactly what Eddie Polo had
reckoned on. He flung a word to Red Light-
ning, exactly as Bud Tmeﬁt had taught him,
and the chestnut, knowing her work, sat
back swiftly on her haunches.

And, at the other end of the lariat, Garcia
del Rogeriguo felt himself torn from Grey
Wind’s back, felt himself flying through the
air in an unglaceful ﬂemlclrclﬂ and then
struek the earth with.a dull thud. For a
moment he lay stunned, since he had, unlike
Kddie, never properly learned to fall, and
then rose to his feet. As he tried to dash
oft the lariat was again hauled suddenly taut,
and once more the hali-caste found himself
bumped on the hard, dust-covered ground.

“I'll be with you in two sniffs of a red
ant’s snifter!” cried Eddie, hauling in on the
lagse hand-over-hand, and dragging the dago

along closer and closer., “That’s rlahn,
ddm"’ he added, as the man ceased to
sbrwrgle “It only makes it hurt more if you

kick ahout!”

Eddie jumped swiftly from the saddle, and;
snatehing an empty revolver from the Hol-
ster, ran to the lassoed man.- With a grim
face he thrust the muzzle of the gun into
the dago’s ear, and cocked the weapon with
an impressive click.

“Hear that; yaller skin?’ asked the lad.
“1t means sudden death for you if you look
as thouglhy you'd like to try any more hanky-
panky tricks. Up on your hind-legs, smart
now, and don’t try to run away, or I'll shoot
again—and shoot to hit you this time!
at’s petter. Put your arms down, and
don’t forget this gun is simply achmn to
empty uself into your carcase, in qplte of
the fact that it’d be wasting good ammuni-
tion. Now stand sti’d,‘and I'll have you
all trussed up good and proper in less than
no time!””

As he spoke he ran swiftly round and round
the half-frightened dago, winding the lariat
about, his arms and body until he was well
.and truly pinioned. Then Eddie threw a
couple of half-hitches inte the loops, and
stood back to admire his handiwork.

“If you can get out of that little lot,
dago,” he remarked, “you’re welcome to your
liberty. But as I don’t think it’s pessible, I
think you’d better set your face hack tawards
the circus, and come for a heart-to-heart talk
with a few people who're simply ready te
eat you. One thing I’'ll promise you, though
—the cow-punchers sha'n’t get busy on you
with their guns $ill I’'ve had a rough house
with you. It’ll improve my sparring prac-
tice, and mark your dirty fuce so that your
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mother won’t recognise her blue-eyed boy
after he’s crossed the border. And, to finish
off with, we’'ll roast you—roast you ahve, too
—over a slow fire, so that you can see for
yourself what it feels like te be cooked!”

He suddenly bhent forward and neatly
tripped the dago.

“Second thought,” he explained. “That
hoss of yours is more valuable than you,
though; I suppose I'd better catch him "and
{(;;'Ld you both back together. Hallo! Who's

He suddenly stood erect and stared in the

- direction in which the startled Grey Wind

had disappeared. The: horse was coming

| baek, led by another mounted man. Eddie,
_WIShlU“‘ that the revolver with which he had

blufied Del Rogeriguo. was really loaded,
drew the weapon and held it in his h.mu,
concealed behind his back, as the stranger
drew near. .

The man halted, and surveyed Eddie and
the hound man.

“Howdy?” he ejaculated, with a grin.

“Howdy!” replied Eddie, in a cool tone.

“I'm figgerin® thet yew ve bin mighty busy
in. these parts lately,” said the newcomer,
with a nod towards Garcia. “Who’s the guy
takin’ a siesta?”

“Friend of mine I'm voting along to a
little reunlon, said Eddle “And that’s his
horse you've got there.”

“The grey, eh?’ replied the other, "Found
her roamin’ about a little ways back, logki
for a good home, and I was a-goin’ te show
her one when I'd made a bit of investiga-
tion into this 'ere shootin’ as I'd heard
goin’ on somewheres in this direction. Say,
}ud did you see any gunmen in your travels
this a-way?”? :

“W hy, what’s the shooting got. to do with
you?” asked Pole, still on the defensive.

“ Nuthin’ ’tall, reely,” was the other’ s reply,
every bit as cool. “Only the cxtlzens of this
‘ere place, they give me a star an’ a few
dollars now and then and they tells me
Itm sheriff. Here’s the starfdml\y one, ain’t

He pushed back the flap of his waistcoat
as he spoke, and showed the badge of the
western sheriff.

“And, bo,” he added, as he dropped his
hand to his gun shetah. “Them darned citi-
zens sure gets het up under there collar
when they hears permiskus shootin’ goin’ on

hereabouts. My orders is to shoot up the
shooters, and, by gosh, you kin be sure that
T'll get the fufmy teller that’s been fire-
worl\m around here this evenin’, and I'll
ang 'im as ’igh as the tallest tree in-the
district.”

Then came @& scream from the da«o on
the ground.

“Het ees he who vos s}‘ootm ‘—shootin’ at
me, to kiel!” he said, indicating with his

head the boy. “Sherxf’f I demand your pro-
tection from ’eem, as a eitizen of ze United
States!”

Ancther instalment of this grand

story of the famous film star’s early

strugszles next week. Order your
copy well in advances
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GOOD THINGS FOR NEXT FRIDAY.

There will be a great batch of good stories
for my chums in next week’'s issue of the
POPULAR.

Mr. Edmund Burton will start the ball
rolling with his splendid serial of mystery
and adventure. I want all my friends to
follow this story with keen interest, as it
is going to rank as one of the finest stories
that bave ever appeared in our pages. Mr.
Burton has always been popular, and I think
that this Iatest work of his will increase his
number of enthusiastic supporters as no other
story has.

Tell all
away
“ THE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES!"”

By Edraund Burton.

‘Another magnificent long complete story ol
Harry Wharton & Co. will delight all the
followers of Frank Richards. An old friend
of Dennis Carr makes his sudden and strange
appeazance at the school as the Head's
secretary. He is a splendid footballer, as
Wingate finds out very quickly, and be takes
an important part in one of the biggest
matches of the scason.

Don’t miss

¢ FOR OLD TIMES' SAKE ! ¥
By Frank Richards.

'Also another long instalment of our grand
detective serial is included in the programme.
Ferrers Locke makes an important discovery
in regard to the murder of Sir Johnstone
Sherlicker, which brings him a step nearer
daylight . in this case. ~

You must pot miss

“THE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS
LOCKE DETECTIVE !
By Maurice Everard.

‘And a long complete story of Rookwood
School is interesting from start to finish.
Jimmy Silver, the junior captain, and his
chums are in the limelight, as usual, in this
story. 1~ advise my readers not to miss
reading,

¢ TRICKING HIQGS ! ¥
By Owen Conquest.

‘Another. thrilling instalment of our circus

gerial, ‘dealing with the daring stunts of

your friends to start reading right

: =
THE POPULAR-Every Friday.

HIS READERS.
THE FLEETWAY

Addross :
HOUSE,

Eddie Polo and his triumphs and struggles in
early manhood, will satisfy all my chums who
are following this splendid life story. Do
not miss

“ FIGHTINQ FOR FAME ! "

I am happy to say that our ecirculation
is ever on the increase.  Week by week it
goes up steadily, and, while thanking my
readers for this satisfactory state of afiairs,
I should like to express the hepe that they
will leave no stone unturned to raise the
PorULAR still higher in the field of boys’
literature. .

THE SPIDER.

A reader writes to me fo point out that a
writer in the “Gem” was incorrect in speak-
ing of the spider as an insect. It was the raft
spider which was in question; but the fact
remains the same. The patient animal which
stood in so well with the late Robert Bruce
during the troubles of the Scottish Xing is an
animal, and no insect! It is just as well to
kpow these things. I expect a lot of people
will persist in their error all the same. The
term “insect” is frequently employed
wrongly. For instance, look how Jeff on the
films gets called by the name!

NOTES FROM CANADA.

William F. Thomas, P.0. Box, 215, Revel-
stoke, British Columbia, Canada, writes to me
about the “Boys’ Friend.” He would like to
correspond particularly with someone living
in ‘Stoke-on-Trent. He comes from that town
—Spencer Road—and; naturally, felt much
interested in a recent article in the Green 'Un
about the place. This reader tells me that in
the parts he has visited there are plenty of
black, grizzly, and brown bears, as well as
heaps of other animals.

SCOUTS.
You get a notion of what Scouts do in a
 letter which comes to me from a splendid
supporter at Redcar. “I must really,” says
the writer, “tell you about Ernest Gulliver.
He s a Scoub, and he sat just behind me at
school. One day he surprised us by asking
our French mistress to write something for his
Scout paper. Soon after that he was wearing

B e S

.YOUR EDRITOR I8 ALWAYS l;laEASED TO HEAR FROM

LONDOQN.

his interpreter’s badge.” The letter before

ITOR, THE POPULAR,
FARRINQDON STREET,

€C. 4. - .

me is a model of its kind—a really newsy
note. The correspondent finishes off because
his father wanted him to go out fishing. He
is a keen cricketer, and his father owns
pleture houses, so my chum sees all tae new
films. I hope he will write to me again after
he has returned from his holiday in Yorks.

YIRQINIA WATER.

Doubtless any number of my chums kuow
this beautiful place. It is looking its very
best just now, and the famous waterfall is
worth going many miles to see. But, Tuckily
enough, Virginia Water Is easily aceessible
from London, and if you are minded that way
yout can go by omnibus the whole distance in
next to no time, When you are in this part
of the country you should make a peint of
footing it to Chertsey, and on to Thorpe. The
latter village is one of the most picturesque
little places to be imagined, and, though only
a few miles from the busy town of Staines, it
might be a hundred. Time has not brought
about many changes in Thorpe, with its
common, where the frisky goat nibbles the
grass, and the ancient houses take the mind
back a few centuries.

SUGQGESTIONS.

A Wallasey chum, who is looking out for ~
the new volume of the “Holiday :Annual "—it
will be in his hands by now-—asks for a comic ~
yarn with Frank Nugent tumbling head over
ears in love with Miss Peggy Preston, and
being humorously japed—as he would be if he
acted “so silly,” as some say. I value such a
note as this. My correspondent Is right in so
far as he asks for human nature and guaint-
ness: but we do get a good deal of both these
days. Naturally, .in boys’ stories the girls
have to be left out on many occasions, but I
shall not forget Wallasey's straight tip.

-ARE YOU SHORT ?

If s0,let the Girvan System help you toincreass
o}l-rilexght. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
inches; Driver E. ¥, 3 inches; Mr. Ratclift 4

inches; Misz Davies 34 inches; Mr. Lindon 3

inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4

inches. This System requires only ten minutes

morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physigque, and ecarriage. No appliances
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for furthet par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
A M.P,, 17, 8troud Green Road, London, N. 4.

j Size

“CUT THIS OUT

* The Popular.” PEN COUPON,

BSend this coupon with P.0. for only 5/- direct
119, Fleet St., London, E.C. 4. return

you save 12 further cou each will count as 2d.
tend 13 coupons and E . 8ay whether you wan{ a fine, medium, or br: ad

nib. This great offer ade to introduce the
POPULAR readers. - ign postage extra.)

¥ t S¢., .0. 4. In you will receive (post free) a
splendid British Made 14-0t. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6, If

Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Fyfteer Days' Fr;er: Tresd,

ASLOWEST CASH PRICES. .EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
Prompt deliyery.
§Shop Soiled and ycles,

Eguaranteed or Money Refunded. Wtite for Monster

' MEAD

Save Deslers’ Profits. Big Bargainsin
Second-hand ! i ion

08 Lists and Special Offer of Sample Bicycle,

CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.
Dept, B 607, BIRMINGHAM.

o

Value 2d.

Full-size COWHIDE

to .the Flest Pen Is\iatch Quality
uper

Co.,

off the price; so you may

famous Fleet Pen to the
Satisfaction guaranteed

Quality Counts.

XING GLOV

All Sports Accessories Stocked. &
Postage 4. on all, Money veturned if not satisfied.

Bet of Four = o B/8
With Lace-up Palm ., 13/8
Tan Cape .. /8

PUNCH BALLS, de.

<~ 10/8
.. 15/6

21/. s : TR
& With High-Grade Bladder, B

or cash returned. Self-Filling, or Safety Models, 2/- extra. -
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