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The story opens with the death of Sir
John Temple, .the ‘old master of the Chase.
Harry, his son, now hecomes the new master.
Walter Tempie, his cousin, pays him a visit
on the same night, and hears of a wonderful
sword belongmg to the Temples—a sword
with a strange influence. It is supposed that
when earried by any member of the family in
battle it will guard him frem hurt in the

figcht, and make him invineible over his
enemy. Walter has a great longing for the

INTRODUCTION.
sword, and next morning vanishes suddenly,
bearing it with him. A little later war is
declared between the King and Parliament,
and - Harry Temple, with ‘his friend Wlll
Howard, join the Royalists’ forces.

In an encounter with a big troop of Round-
heads Harry and Will are captured, and
taken hefore Cromwell. Walter Tenmle, see-
ing them there, thinks it a great _oppor-
tunity to t rid of them, so that hie can
become master of the Chase. He denounces

hem. as spies, and his accusation carrics
weight when he brings forth damping evi-
dence. An alarm interrupts the trial, and
Harry and his friend manage to escape durin z
the confusion. They journey to the -Chase,
and decide to stay there until they are able
to jein fheir 1 ent again. Walter, cut off
from his troor he same neighbourhood,
comes across the two in the great hall,

(Now read on.)

Waiter Plays Another Card!

X early morning the snow had ceased

to fall, and as Harry looked out acrosg

the whlte parl\ the first golden shafts

of the rising sun forced their way

upwards through the clouds which still
hovered loweringly on the horizon.

Will was alread\ fully dressed, and help-
ing old Travers to prepare preakfast in the
great kitchen across the passage. ‘Twas
extraerdinary, the vitality of this big fellow,
whose sﬂveiy hair lent such a sugﬂeatwn
of age to his appearance; for Will never
seemed to grow fatigued, no matter how long
or how hard he worked. But a clean, open-
air life since early childhood had habltuallv
been his, so that perhaps ’twas not strange
after all.

Presently he appealed with' a heavily-laden
tray, which gave forth an appetmnn odeur,
and set it on the table \mh one of his «ood»
humoured- smiles.

“Now, ' Master Harry, herc i3 yet another
eneriy to devour. Fall to, I prithee, lest it
grows cold and umppﬂtmnv"’

And fall to the boy did, in all conscience,
with such zest as rivalled Wiil’s own, and
made the big fellow rub his hands in genuine
appreeiation. = :

“Qd’s life, lad!” he chuckled. “I myself
was once reputed the biggest eater at Temple
Chase, but [ fear me I must look to my
laurels, for you are threatening them truly!”

Harrv laughed as he pushed his plate away,
and lolled back in.his chair with a sigh of
contentment. But he was not allowed to
rest long, for Will was already buekling on his
sword and drawing his gloves over hls hands.

“Nay, master, we must not tarry,” he ad-
vised.  “There should be scant illness for
King’s men in these days. Travers has gone
to seek a pair of horses, which he thinks
he ean gebt some short distance off—though
Yhey will be but a serry couple, I warrant.”

“E’en two plomh -horses would be better
than four ‘ calves,’ ” returned Harry, with
a smile. “And thin old friend?”

“Y searcely know; but we must leave here
at once.”

. “You fear—?

“A surprise visit from Noll Cromwell. Your
eousin will By my soul, we are too
latel”

A couple of grim muzzles were covering
them through.the open window, whilst the
faces of a pair of Roundhead troopers were
grinning at them along the barrels.

“Yield, gentlemen! The place is sur-
rounded, so resistance will he quite useless!”
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.were heavy on botb

There was little use flying in the face of
circumstance, and they threw up their hdnds.
An Ironside officer climbed across the sill and
disarmed them, and then the triumphant face
of Walter Temple also appeared in the aper-
ture, his teeth showing in an evil smile.

“Ah, cousin, so I score onc¢ again! I war-
rant ‘twill be a rope this time, without any
fear of iuterruption!”

Both were silent, each returning his gaze
defiantly, though ti‘ey well realised that he
held the whip-hand with a vengeance. A
sudden stxr, and a clatter of accoutrements,
announced the arrival of further soldiery,
and, entering the servants’ hall, Walter
hurried towards the great door. Presently a
rattle of chains and bolts betrayed his pur-

pose, and heavy-feet clanked on the stone
flugs outside.
“This way, colonel! We have the birds

safely coped !

In the doorway loomed a familiar figure,
stout of build and plain of visage—Oliver
Cromwell himself!

v s . . = 5

When Sir Jacob Astley delivered his sudden
attack on the Ironside forces there was, of
course, but little time to do aught but to
make a hurried stand to repel him.

But with that masterly swiftness which has
marked Cromwell for all time as one of the
greatest commanders who ever teok the field
he quickiy placed his men 1n such a posmon
that they formed a rough “U,” well into the
hollow of which the Royahsc forces advanced
ere they realised their error. 'Twas a blun-
der that was to cost them dear, for, sweep-
ing in from both fianks, whilst their comrades
engaged the enemy in front, the Pailia-
mentar; aolduw succeeded in cutting the
opposing host in two.

With any other leader it might well have
ended in a complete rout-for the Iromsides,
for added to the surprising swiftness of their
advance. the forces under Astley comprised
some of the best of the Crown scldiery; but
Cromwell’s elever manceuvre tipped the scales
in his faveur, and from that moment Sir
Jacob Astley realised he was fighting a losing
battle.

Nevertheless, this most trusted of the
King’'s commanders tendered a right good
account of himself, I warrant you. Losses
sides, but at length
Cromwell’s strategy commenced to tell—the
Royalists gave way, and were scattered like
chaft before the wind.

Earlier in the fight Walter Temple, to-
gether with some five or six otliers, had acci-

dentally been cut off from the main beody,
and found themsclves opposed te almost
thrice their number of the enemy. A stub-
hern resistance was put up, but ‘twas
less ; three went down to rise no more, w
the remainder, including Walter, wh
round and spurred away for dear life,
pursued by some of their opponents. During
the gallop they by some means ¢
separated, until presently Walter found i
self Ud‘ng alome, whither he knéw rxoz—
deed, he only realised that behind him,
blotted out every now and then by the
whirling flakes which had ecommenced to fall
soon after the hattle had started half a
score of foemen were following swiftly on his
track, like hounds hot on the scent.

Thus, he dashed blindly onwards,
nising no landmarks, nor see.\mg
that nﬂf’cer, until the familiar
Temple Chase Jdoomed dimly thmu“a the
smother.

What transpired then we already know,
Half an hour later Walter had barely escaped |
with a whole skin, and was riding back in

s—just as anxious now to put as
much distance as possible between hir
and the Chase as he had heen to slip b
Royalist pursuers before. In the latter in-
tention he had evidently succeeded, for n
Had followed him' so far as the marsion—
proebably ing turned to right or left ere
they reached it. X

Yet, even as he rode, Walter could not
feel quite certain what to do. He did not
know that the Chase stables were empty, and
consequently expected Will Howard and
Harry to follow at onee; yet neither could
he be sure, promising thou\.; the' situation
had loohed that Clomwdl had ultimately
sueceeded in routing the enemy.

He drew rein and halted in doubt; then
*twas Fate herself whe gave him his decision.”
Through the whirling ﬁ'mes 2 silent host was
advancing towards hxm their feet making no
noise on the snawy gmund. Indeed, owing
to the darkness, they were upon him almost
before he was aware of their presence, and
he baeked his horse, with a half-stifled ex-
clamation. Then, dlmlv recognising the form
of the leading ﬁgure against “the white back-
ground, his consternation turned to sudden
relief. *Twas the Parliamentary army, driven
to seek proper shelter frem the severe
wea(%her which appeared to have set in for
good.

- “The two prisoners—the sgpies.. as you
said 1 exclaimed Cromwell. “Where have
they found refuge, and how do you know?”

led
hotly

recog-
n\ for-
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“At 2 large house—some seven miles dis-
$ant, [ make it, colonel.” Walter was clever
epough not to mention the name of the place,
for Harry had previously admitted his stand-
ing in the way of something which his cousin
coveted, and for obvious reasons Walter did
not wish his chief to guess that the charge
of spying had beer brought against the
prisoners from a purely perconal motive.

"Twas said of the Ironsides’ leader that
he knew a good deal about every man under
his command; he, therefore, knew Walter's
surname to be Tempxe. which might rouse
his suspicions were he also made acq\mmte
with the name of the mansion. Crafty
c-nosjgh though the evidence of the "low
was, “twere not wise to run risks with suc‘n
a ‘marp individual as Noll Cromwell.

“H'm! Seven miles, and bad going in
this weather! Ts there good cover near
the place? Even the biggest house cannot
hold ns all.”

“Ay!”  veturned Waller. =T
through a large wood on my way.
m apre.xd alt round the building.”

“You appear to have noticed a good deal,
eonsidering the gloom,” remarked Crom-
well, with some sarcasm and ill-eoncealed
doubf in his tones. “How you got so far
from your duty at all is a matter which
must be dealt with later, but not just
now.”

Walter flushed
realised how near
himself away.

“I—1 was eut off and pursued,
hie explained, “and, being unable to rejoin
ye, was forced to keep ahead. 'Twas but
dusk when I reached the spot, so tlie woods
were just visible.”

“How did  you
quartered there?”

“I saw them through a lighted window.”

“They did not suspect your presence?”

passed
It secms

as he
civing

darkness,
been lo

in the
e had

colonel.”

know the spies were

“XNay, colomel, I'll vow they did not! I
was. eunning in my movements, and re-
turned to seek you.”

Whether Cromwell fully believed the fale
or not is a matter for conjecture. In any
case, he relapsed into silence, and did not

refer to the matter again untfil his forces
entered the forest and took up their quarters
in the shelter of the frees’
They temained there
night, Cromwell deceming his quarry safe
cnough till morning: then, later, as a shaft
of sunlight touched the twisted chimners
of the Chase, a score of sharp eyes watched
the shntters of one of the tower windows
swing back, and a face appear in the open-
ing.
Walter
direction,
“You see,
truly spoken. You recognize him?"
Cromwell nodded briefly, and issued a
.;Wit'i. command to &n officer standing beside
im.

throughout the

pointed triumphantly in that

colonel, that my words were

A Way QOut!
OLONEL CROMWELL lcoked af the
-comrades steadfastly for a few
minutes, satisfaction and doubt play-

ing equal parts in his expression.
two had bornc themselves well and
¥, which alene appealed with a strange
to his soldierly temperament:; and,
eded a
if these fellows were
spies, they had acted in an odd
truly, - for knaves of tlieir
They had made no attempt to
siiise  themselves as his own followers;
had not tried ‘to smuggle themselves
his lines, but had been taken in fair
as prisoners. Yet, in spite of the fact
t they had not been in his clutches ‘more

These

Muuﬁh the paper found in the glove ne
wood deal of explaining,
indeed

v had sueceeded in going pernomh near
useertaining  his «tzehgth “and position—a
t which he would have considered im-
ble, as they had been but one quarter-
r unwatched, and the camp was so well
spread. 1f they actually had accomplished

it, then, marry, they were spies who would
Le invaluable to any army.

So we meet again, gentlemen,” Crom-
well  saild  presently. “Ye have goodly
guarters here, and, seemingly, no lack of
provisions.”

He crossed to the table and sat down,

resting his chin in the hollow of his hand.
T 'nen he raised his head with a jerk.

That paper, boy, which was found in
your glove, Did you write it? [ shall take
your word for it, for T tell you, the man
;vho Lcan lie te Noll Cromwell is not yet
orn.” :

han a couple of hours at most, they seem- |
1y

“A man o foc

Week's

“I never even saw it till you discovered
it, eolonel.”

*And your friend?”

“Nay, he knows naught of it, either. ’Tis
seme crafty plot, and I vow 1 could ex-
pose it to you will you but allow me to
speak fully.”

Cromweil’s eyes narrowed, and he nodded

his head, mutely giving his permission to
procecd. - v
“This place is my property,” continned

Harry quietly., “Were 1 dead, it would fall
into the hands of the knave who has spoken
falzely against us—my eousgin. Ab,
to understand, colonel?”
Cromwell’s hand was beating a rapid
tattoo on the table—a babit he seemed to
have  when surprised out of his customary
calmness—and a look of comprehension had
come into his eyes.
“Strange—strange, but true, I'll
e muttered. “Two kinsmen,
ageinzt each other privately as
openly. ’Tis a curious world, my masters.
So you suspect, boy. that th2 paper was
hidden in the glove by your cousin?”

swear!”
fighting
well as

you begin.

3

“GEM

figures to paper is much too dangerous to
be at large! 1 warrant there are many
who would pay well for that piece of in-
formation, were it but offered to them.”

Diligently though they searched, how-
ever, no trace was found of the missing man.
Wherever Walter had disappeared to was
a mystery, for his horse ~was still where
he had left it, and neither had any one of
the other steeds been taken,.yet it seemed
impossible that he could have eluded his
trackers on foot; for every square yard
of ground for half a mile round had been
thoroughly examined.

In twos and threes they returned empty-
handed, some beginning to ransack thes
house itself, but clogse on an hour went by
without any further result, and the search
was finally abandoned.

In the meantime, Harry and Will had
been condgeted to a small apartment on
the first floor, where they were placed under
a strong gunard, who took up their position
in the corridor outside.

Howard - had remained stolidly
during the whole of the proceedings;

Library.

silent
not

# Yield, gentlemen !
useless ! ’’ said one of

A coupie of grim muzzles wers covering them through the open window. '
The place is surrounded, so resistance will be quite |

the Roundhead troopers.

“Nay, I do not suspect—I know it,
well as though I had seen him do it.”

“And, i'faith, .I believe you!” exclaimed
the Ironsides’ leader. “ What you say bears
a strange resemblance to my own thouglits
on the matter.”

“Then, we are free—-" -

“Kree! Oh, oh! Oh, oh, oli! XNay—nay,
my impetuous stripling, you travel too tast
for a young foal! -A good soldier does not
let his captives go just because they scem
truthful. The charge of sapying is with-
drawn, but you forget ye must still consider
yourselves prisoners- of war. Rest assured
will be well taken care of until we can
nd ye elsewhere. And now, Mas Spy-
tunter—"

Cromwell suddenly paused, and stared
towards the spot where Walter Temple had
been standing a few minutes before; but
the space was now empty. 'Too intent upon
watching what was transpiring in front of
them, none of the inmates of the servants’-
hall had noticed the raseal slip hack again
through the window and hurry swiftly away,
his face as black as night.

“After the knave!” ordeted Cromwell.
lish as to commit important

as

er

a word had he uttered since Cromwell had
entered the servants-hall, :nd even now
he sat with a line of deep furrows wrinkling
his brows.

“iE ecr up, old sobersides!” laughed -the
boy. “We've slipped partly out of the net
much better than we had expected. This
cunnot last for ever”

“Nay, but while "I rest I rust, Master
Harry, and at my age it does not do wull
to rust, for our joints get stiff.”

He again became silent, appearing
pouder deeply. Then, suddenly gazing with
renewed interest round the apartment, he
sat bolt upright.

“Master Harry,” he breathed, glaneing
chutionsly towards the door, “unless Tate is
indeed altcgether against us, I faney I see
a way out of this pickie.”

in

Lost !
HEN Walter Temple slipped aw&v
from the servants'’-hall unobserved
e thanked his good fortune for
an incident which had occurred
some years before—simple enough it hs
seemed at the time, hut now to him it s
THE POPULAR.—NO. 85
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denly  swelled into quite an Important
happening.
With the woods full of Parliamentary

soldiery, and the mansion by this time

probably being searched from roof to cellar, |

there was small chance indeed of his getting
away in safety. But if he stayed—wk
then? ‘Twas quite apparent that
outspoken statement had carried ¢
able weight with Cromwell—he, Wal
see that ere Harry had well begurn
eital—and that the Ironsides’ leader seemed
to be wavering. Were hLe finally to aceept
Harry's word with reference to the fateful
paper, then ’‘twould go hard with whoever
had written those figures. To give Walter
his' due, Ire had never had any intention of
using them for any but purely personal
motives. But what view might not Crom-
well take of it?

Oh, Walter Temple was cunning, I warrant
you—cunning as any fox! - He saw the rocks
ahead, and endeavoured to steer clear of
them. Running before the storm was safer
than trying to weather it, so he guided his
barque into calmer waters. '

Darting unseen round the corner of the
stables, he made hLis way furtively across
a stretch of flat ground towards where an
old sundial stood isolated some ten yards
ahead. Reaching this point he glanced round
warily; then, stooping, he brushed away the
snow from the base of the stone pedestal.

Several summers before, whilst on one of
his brief visits to the Chase, Walter had
rested one day on the grass, with his baek
against that selfsame sundial. Suddenly he
liad become aware that the whole object had
bodily turned, as though on a pivot, revealing
a -narrow flight of steps leading downwards
into the earth. Dumbfounded at first, he
had finally descended, exploring the passage
from end to end. ’'Twas close upon half a
nile long, branching here and there on each
side—a regular maze, probably dating from
the Norman Era. Ultimately he had emerged
into the sunlight beyond the park, and then
retraced his steps with difficulty, owing to
the puzzling nature of the place. A further
careful search had shown him the hidden
spring in the pedestal, on which his elbow
or some other part of his body must have
chanced to press when he lay back.

But he had said nothing of all {his.
Another lad, excited by his strange discovery,
would have delighted in showing what he
had found. Bubt not so with Walter.
Naturally reticent and untalkative, he had
kept the whole thing to himself, never
breathing it to a soul. And giad he was now
that he had done so.

A slight click, a faint rumbling noise, and
the sundial swung sideways. Next instant it
had revolved back on its pivot, only the
disturbed snow telling that anyone had ever
been there. =
_The passage was not quite pitch dark.
Several ecunningly-contrived slits, cut at
intervals in the vaulted roof, allowed a kind
of dim half-light to filter through. Walter
arrived at the first junction, hesitated un-
certainly, and then kept straight ahead.
Here the way forked to right and left, and
again, he halted.

“A blight upon it! Are my wits for-
saking me?” he muttered. “I cannot re-
member which path I took Iast time!’’

He drew out a coin and tossed it upwards,
Then, with a shrug of his shoulders, he turned
to the left. -

The passage hiere was flooded at parts, com-
pelling him to pick his way carefully. RBut
presently the ground began to. rise slightly,
and progress ,became easier. All at once,
however, the chinks in the roof ceased,
nothing but pitchy blackness lying ahead,
and Walter swore roundly.

“I am wrong! ’Twas not this path 1
travelled before, for 1 rememher the light
Iasting all the way. I fear me, friend, you
have made something of an oaf of your-
self!”? »

Again passing the flooded spots he regained
the fork, and took the other track. Here
the branches were more numerons, and gave
no clue to the right direction. Blindly he
chose one, and then, returning, tried another.
But in a very short time hLe realised that
the Fates were indeed acting against him;
nor could he he sure now of finding his w
back to the sundial, even had he wish
for, having taken so many conflicting twists,
he was quite as ignorant of the locality of
the entrance as the exit.

Then, realising that he was in almost as
sorry a plight as if he had stayed to brazen
matters out, he sat down on'a small sheif
formed in the rock wall, to try ard plan some
way out of his difficalty.
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But tired Nature demanded
Hungry and dog-weary after his
for freedom, Walter Temple as soon
oblivious to all around him, whilst his heavy
hreathing and the ceaseless drip-drip of the
moisture from the damp stonework were the
only sounds which disturbed *the silence of
that uncanny place.

The Catastrophe !

ARRY started at Will in ope
mouthed surpgise. Had t{he
fellow’s senses, weakened by the

strain of the past few hours, sud-
den'y  deserted him? Confined in a small
chamber, thirty feet from the ground, with
an armed guard, wide awake as watchdogs,
at the door. And ¥et Howard thought he
saw a way out of the difficulty! But Will was
smiling confidently, and certainly looked sane
enough, as he took in his companion’s amazed
expression.

“What mean you, old friend?”

“This! I— Hist, lad!
presently !”

The door opened and one of the troopers
entered, bearing some fuel, which he heaped
on the stone hearth. Then he left, without
giving so much as a glance at his captives
Will's face was grave as he noiselessly
te his feet.

“Hasten, lad—and quietly! They are going
to make themselves comfortable in here, and,
it so, our chance will be tost. This way!”

He tiptoed across the room, ran his hands
rapidly over the dark panelling, and finally
pressed in a certain way upon one particular
spot. As an oblong portion of woodwork
slid noiselessly back, a shout of angry
surprise came {rom the door.

“You first, Master Harry” gasped Will.
“Quickly—quickly, for the love of Heaven!
T’ll stay these knaves for a while!”

He seized an oak settle in His powerful
arms, and toppled it towards the advancing
guard. It crashed down heavily upon them,
telling three to the floor; but as Howard
followed his companion through the gap
the fourth sprang forward, making a wild
funge with his blade.

Too late! The panel slid to, the keen
point hiting deeply into the wood, and Will
jaughed grimly.

“Not this time, my merry rebels! Pay our
hest respects to Noll Cromwell, an’ ye find
him ih a good humour—which I much doubt—
and tell him we should have tarried but for
the King’'s business. Now, lad, carefully:
The stairs are mighty steep!”

Dumbfounded by the swiftness of events,
Harry made no reply. Will Howard was
feeling his way down a dark flight of narrow
steps, built apparently in the thickness of
the wall. The boy followed silently, tread-
ing cautiously over the rough spots when
warned to do so, until finally Will's voice
floated up through the blackness.

“Come, lad! ’'Tis safe enough now, though

Twill do

rose

¥

I know not which 'way to turn from this
onward.”

“You are mnot familiar with the place,
then?#’

“Only as far as the stair foot here”
laughed the big fellow. *“I found the panel
years ago, hut never went farther than this.
i like not these ways of darkness, Master
Harry!”?

“But those fellows will surely follow us
when they discover the spring?”

Howard laughed agaijn.

“Ay, when they do, lad; but ’twill take
some finding, I vow! And even if they do
succeed, an ordinary pressure will not work
it. But for pure chance I should never have
known of the panel myself. Come, master!”

hey felt their way along by the wall, test-
ing each patch of ground before trusting foot
to it, and presently the floor commenced to
slope downwards. A few yards ahead a kind
of ~dim twilight filtered through, coming
they knew not whence, but it served to show
‘them that the place was undoubtedly
jartificially constructed, for the roof and walls
were. mainly slabs of stone, smooth-cut and
‘close-fitting. :

“An odd “‘place, in all conscience!”
muttered Will. “But: tis strange that in all
my years here I ever knew aught of it %
for the staircace. However, Will Ho
wag never of an inquiring mind, so——
care, lad?
be deep!”

Pressing close to the wall, they passed the
water in safety, and econtinued for some
yards until a forked branch made them halt
undecidedly.

“How say you, Master Harry?
Wiy :

Take
*Tis flooded just ahead, and may

Which

' compelling them to progress more slowly th

introduce Your Frieznd to thehes’i: Boy's Fiction——

Temple gave a laugh, which e cd
thirough the confined space, as he re

“Pis scarcely a matter of choice, fri
What say you to this one here?”

Will nodded, and they passed on, patches of
slimy water and mounds of fallen masonry

ever. Suddenly the big fellow held up
hand, and remained in a listening attitude.

“Hark yon, Tad! Dost hear that?”

Harry strained his ears to their utmost
A strange noise, other than the drip of t
moisture, sounded from some short distar
ahead. g

“What is it, Will? ‘Tis like—"

“Like someone breathing, Master Harry!
I fear me we have had our trouble
nothing.”

“Nay, 'tis too heavy for anyone, otherwise
than asleep. Listen again!”

Deep and regular came the < s through
the gloom, No tracker would have dared to
reveal himself so stupidly, knowing that in
such a confined space he would have to
breathe as quietly as possible in order to
escape detection.

“Some wanderer who has chanced upon
another opening, I warrant, and has made
his abode here,” ventured Will, in a whisper.
“And, marry, that speaks right well for us,
lad! There must be an exit close by.”

They rounded a bend in the track, and then
halted dead in their amazement. There,
scarce ten yards away, and just visible in
the gloom, a Roundhead trooper was sitt
with his back against the wall and his
sunk deep upon his chest.

“1 was right, lad!” breathed Howard.

“We
arc in a sorry pickle, for we know not how

many more there may he

Harry gripped his arm like a
Theugh as yet he could not see the m
something about the build and
attitude of the figure struck him as migh
familiar.

“Will—Will!* he whispered hoarsely. “Dost
not see who it is? My cousin!”

For the life of him, Howard could not
restrain the exclamation of astonishment
which burst from his lips as he realised the
truth of the words. The._sletper awoke with
a start, gazed for a second or"two on the tw
dim figures in the half-light, and rashed away
down the passage, with a scream of tcrror.

“After him, lad—after him ried Will,
breaking into a run. “He'll lead us out, 1
warrant, e’en if we don’t succeed in—"

A rumbling noise, followed by a loud era
sounded from somewhere in front, and t
pulled up in consternation. A huge mound of
rock, earth, and masonry filled the passage
from floor to roof—an unpassable barrier,
which Howard kicked at grimly with his foet.

“1 warrant your cousin will give you no
more trouble, lad, though I fear 'twill take
lusty digging to get at your sword.”

But 'twas not of the sword that Harry
thinking just then. Despicable raseal tho
his eousin had shown himseli to be, the
could not restrain a shudder as he
the huge mass of debris. How!
surely a Temple was worthy of
grave?

vice.
an's

2

Walter Meets with [l-fortune !
UT, contrary to their expectatis
Walter had not been killed, or e
seriously injured, by that 7tal
mass, though 'twas a eloser call thun

he cared to experience again. )

Suddenly wakened out of his sleep, and
terror-stricken at the two forms standing so
close to him in the gloom, he had not stayed
long enough to  ascertain who they really
were, but had dashed along the passa
urged to further efforts by the sound of their
footsteps swiftly following in his wake.

'Twas the vibration of those selfsame foot-
steps which had brought down the roof, just
as Walter passed over the fatal spet. He
heard it crash down behind him, felt a re-
bounding stone strike him in the back, and
pitched forward on hands and knees, un-
nerved, but safe.

Glaneing round, he gaw the huge pile bleck-
ing the way, and effectually cutting him off
from his pursuers, Then, thankful at his
timely deliverance, but realising that he was
as- hopelessly lost as ever, he staggered
blindly onwards, relief and dismay battling
with each other within him.

Yet, by a strange working of Fate, his very
blindness was to prove his salvation. Round
a bend in the passage gleamed a brighter
light than any he had yeb seen in that
depressing plaece, and next moment he was

(Continued on pege 11.)
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OUR FIRST GRAND SCHOOL STORY.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Down on His Luck.

ENNIS CARR pedalled swiftly along
Friardale lanes in the gathering
autumn dusk,

He was returning from the local
einema. His chums in the Greyfriavs Remove
were keenly interested in a chess tournament
which was taking place that evening in the
junior Common-room. And Dennis, who tock
aboul as much interest in chess as the Head
took in hopscoteh, had sallied forth on his
own, to while away a pleasant hour at the
cinema,

Dennis was in high spirits. He had every
reason to be, for alt was well with him at
Greyfriars. In Form-room and playing-ficld
he was making his mark, and there was no
queztion about his popularity. If he had
eared to challenge Harry Wharton's position
as captain of the Remove, he couid have
rained the coveted post for himself.

But Dennis rr was not thinking of the
captainey just then. He was concontrﬂtlng hiis
energies on reaching Greyfriars before Gosling,
the crusty old porter, locked the gates.

Suddenly, as the junior rounded a bend in
the lane, he espled a pedestrian walking ahead
of inm

t would have been more correct to say that
t‘u-- pedestrian was staggering.
2’s something wrong with that mer-
muttc’\rcd Denais, -** Either he's been
5l T

mg.

Dennis rang his bell viclently, and the man
stepped to one side, turning his head as he
did 80, And then an cxclamation of surprise
—-nf joyous surprise—burst from his lips.

* Dennis!”’

Instantly the Greyfriars junior dismounted
from his machine., He had not recognised the
voice, hut he recegnised the tmtered figure
in front of him. It was the figure of a young
wman whose lined and eareworn face made him
Iook mueh older than his years.

“Why,” ejaculated Dennis Carr,
ment, * it’s Terry!”

Several montlis before, when Dennis had
been compeiled to leave Greyiriars owing to
the death of his father, he had gone to
Loudon, and had obtained clerical employment
in the offices of Sir Howard Prescott, and
Terry—the young man who now confronted
him in Friardale lane—had been one of his
fellow-clerks.

Dennis remembered Terry as an exception-
ally decent fellow and a fine sportsman.

What was he doing here, in shabby
tattered clothing, and in an exhausted
apparently famished state?

** This i3 a surprise, and no mistake!" said
Terry. “I didn't dréam [ should mect. you,
l)“nms though I might have remembered that
you were at Greyfriarz.”

" Is

in amaze-

and
and

an even bigger surprise for nie,
Terry !” said Dennig, sha\\ing hands with 1
old chum. “Tell me—what's w TORG
G0

Lverything ! answered Terry wearily.
I thought you wcre 5t111 in doi
Sir Toward Prescobt’s office,” said Demr
“ Sir Howard is dead!”
My hat!”
¢ And his

l-"

business has gone to rtack and

A Magnilicent Long
Compiete Story of
HARRY WHARTON &

Co. at Greyliriars.

FRANK RICHARDS.

Everybody on the staff had to look out
'm another job. 1 can’t say what happened
to the others, but if their experience has been
anything like mine, 1 pity them from wmy
heart,” said Terry. *“1've tramped London
from the West End to the slums., I've adver-

tised, and I've interviewed dozens of
employers, but the luck's been dead against
me

* You've not been able to find a job?”
&N

No.
“

of any description?”
[‘err) shook his head.
1've tried hard enough, Heaven knows!

he said. *“ But it’s a hopeless business! Thero
are precicus few openings for male elerks
nowada I've mmted here, there, and
ever) e for work, and it's the same old
story ev time: ¢Sorry, we have no
vacaney.

“ Poor old chap!” murmured Dennis,
real feeling. * It must be awful!"”

“ It's a nightmare!”

“ And what are you doing here?”’

“ Following my only occupation—that of
tooking for one!™ answered Terry bitterly.

})enms gave a low whistle.

1 knew things were preh} bad in the way
of unemployment,” he said, ““ but 1 thought
that a fellow of your ability wouldn't have
to look far for a job.”

Terry laughed mirthlessly.

with

““ My experience has been,” he said, ‘ that
abili counts for nothing these da Im
a skilied shorthand-typist, I know oifice

routine from A to Z, but nobody wants me.
And I've met fellows on the road—well
eduecated fellows, mark you--who are in the
same boat as me. They've got brains and
ability, but they're not wauted.”

¢ Then how do you reckon that most jobs
are obumed

qa:d Terry.

¢ Strikes me )om cxpericnces have made
you bitter,” said Dennis,

““ They have!"

There was a pause.

“If you've tramped all the
London,” said Dennis, at length,
be awfully tired.”

“I'm fagged right cut!”

“And youre hungry, too, 1 exy

¢ Famished!"

“In that e,” said Dennis briskly, * you
must come with me. I can fix you up with
a jolly good feed, if nothing else.”

These x\O”d&—the kindest that  had bscn
spoken to Terry since he had set out on his
long  and “weary pilgrimage—moved him
strongly, and when he spoke his voice was
hu

.

way from
“ you must

ect ?”

fou're a good sort, Dennis,”” he said,
bl 1 can't .1ccept your hospitality.”
“ Why ecan't you?”
“ It would mean coming to Greyfriars, and
wouldn't dream of disgracing you!”
“ My dear old duffer, how could you possibly
disgrace me?”
“ By appcaring at the school like this.”
And Terry surveyed his shabby and tattered
clothing.
¢ Rats "

—

suid Dennis. “ Do vou thiak T'm

.
going to leave you stranded

_job here, at Greyfriars,”

ust beecause yo:
don't happen to be togged up like a Bond
Street ‘knnt’? Not a bit of it! You're
coming with me!”

* Look here——""

“if you don't I shall have to use foree,
and T'm afraid you're no match for me in
your present state.”

So Terry gave in, and he and his companion
set off in the direetion of ‘the school, Dennia
pushing his bicycle.

As they entered the school gateway Gosling
came shuffling out of his lodge, jingling a
bunch of keys in hiz hand. He stopped short
on catehing sight of Dennis Carr and his
companion.

“Wot's the meanin’ of this, Master Carr?”
he demanded. “ Which_ you knews as well
as T do that tramps ain’t allowed in ‘ere!l”

Terry flushed, and Dennis Carr
fiercely upon Gosling.

“ Mind y6ur own business!” he snapped.
<ling frowned.

“ Wot T says is this ‘ere—""

But Dennis didn’t wait to hear what Gosling
had to say. He escorted his coinpanjon across
the dusky Close. Then, having placed his
bieyele in the shed, he took Terry along to
his study—No. 12, in the Remove passage.

There were several juniors in the passage,
and they glanced curiously at Dennis Carre
and at. the pale-faced, shabby-looking young
man who accomp'mled him. But, un
Gosling, the porter, they asked no questim

“ Here we are !’ said Dennis, throwing open
the door of Study No. 12.

A couple of juniors were seated at the
study table, doing their prep. They wete
Lord JJauleverer and Sir Jimmy Vivian. They
looked up in amazement as Dennis ushered his
fand into the apartment. .

* What the merry dickens——"" began Lord
Mauleverer.

s W s Terry, an old pal of mine, who
worked with me in London,” explained Denn's,
“ He happens to be down on his luck.”

No further P\plamt‘un was Neeessary.

Lord Mauleverer promptly rose to his feet
and extended his hand to Terr;

“ Pleased to meset you, beg
“Same ’ere!” said Jimmy
hands.

])mmu Carr beckened Terry
chair. Then he turned to his

“ What have we got in the
you fellows?'

“ The cupboard is stacked with good things,
dear boy,” sald Lord Mauleverer. “Jrun
supplies were laid in this afternoon.’

“ (Good! Terry's famished. I dnnf think
it's eration to say that hic's jolly
nearly "

Lord Muuleverer and Jimmy ¥
sympathetic. But they did not eon
selves with merely loo mg sympath v
proceeded to demonstrate their umnat;ﬁ iu
a practical manner.

The Latin primers and the exercise-hooks
were promptly swept off the table, which was
then adorned with a snowy-white cloth.” Aftez
which the threc juni bustled about to
provide a good square meal for the famished
Terry.

“Pile i, dear bhoy!” said Lord Mauleverer
at length. ;

Teny needed no second bidding. He ai-
tacked the good things with avidity, and he
explained to th: juniors that this was the
first really substantial meal he had eaten
tor three da

“You must have bad a perfectly ghasily
time, begad!’’ said Lord Mauleverer. “An’
the worst of it is, your troubles don’t appear
to be over, 1 suppose you've got to keep
joggin’ along the bLighway, with your luck
all upside'down, as the song says, until you
get a iob.” :

Terry nodded.

“1 was in despair just now,” he con
“Bub rest and fooil have bucked me up no,
end, and I feel quite hopefui again. After
all, there must be a few s of some soth
going begging in this part the worl ;

“1 don’t see why you shonldn't get. a
said Deani T

A

hre hegan.

1" he said.
Vivian, alsc

to the arm-
T ,m‘,p,.

ay of

n 1ooked

“On the teaching staff, d’you mean? That,
would he impossible, I'm afraid. Xou see,
I haven’t taken a degree.” 5

“1 wasn't thinking. of your ?)e(‘om z
master, exactly. ut ‘there are other.
to be had.”

“Suech as?”’

Dennis, was silent, Now that he came to
think it out, ha didn't see what sort of a
job Terry could obtain at Greyfriars. He

could probably serve in a menial eapaei
as boots or under-gardener, but Dennis d
TR Porttar.—No. 88,
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net wish to insult his friend by
this to him.

“I say, you fellows—"

A fat face, adorned by a pair of spectacles,
was insinuated into the study. And Billy
Bunter regarded Dennis Carr’s shabby guest
with interest and curiosity.

“Buzz off, porpoise!” growled Sir Jimmy
Vivian.

“Travel!” said Lord Mauleverer curtly.

But Jilly Bunter lingered eon  the
threshold.

“I say, Carr, who's this down-at-lieel mer-
ehant? he inquired.

Dennis looked daggers at the Owl of the
Rewove.  The look seemed to say:

“If you're not out of this study in two
ticks, I'll piteh you out on your neck!”

But Billy Bunter was too short-sighted
observe the storm-signals on Dennis Ca
brow. He prattled on gaily.

“ls he a bookie, Carr, or a hiliard-marker,
or a burglar, or what?”’

r. Terry is my friend,”
aminously.

"My hat! Fancy making friends with a
low-down rotter like that! And faney bring-
ing him to Greyfriars and entertaining him!
1f Quelehy or the Head was to come in now,
there’d be the very dickens to pay! If you
you take my advice, Carr, you'll send this
beastly vagabond about his business!”

But it was Billy Bunter who was sent
about his business.

Dennis Carr made a motion to his two
study-mates, and the trio advanced grimiy
towards- the fat figure in the doorway.

Billy Bunter turned to flee. And he was
asgisted “in his - flight by three well-shod
boots,  which clumped together simul-
taneously on the rear of his person.

*Yaroooooh {¥

The Owl of the Remove travelled through

suggesting,

said Dennis

the doorway at express speed, and rolled
over In the passage.

Three separate and distinet were
hestowed upon hLim from the doorway of

Study No. 12.

“Clear off, you
yrowled Dennis Carr.
Ferry’s bootlaces!”

“Ow! He hasa’t got any to tie
Bunter. “He’s a tramp, that's w
—u beastly down-at-heel tramp !’

And,
junior serambled to his feet and streaked
along the passage as fast as his fat le
wonld carry him. ~ And it was extremel;
fortunate for Bunter that Dennis Carr & Co.
did not start in pursuit.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Good News for Terry!
ILLY BUNTER burst info the junior
Common-room like 2 cyeclone.
Marry Wharton & Co. had just con-
cluded their chess tournament, which
had been won by Hurree Singh. They looked
up in surprise as the Owl of the Remove
rushed in.

“Hallo, halio, hallo!” ejaculated
Cherry. “What’s up, porpoise?”

Billy Bunter paused, pumping in breath.

“I—I say, you fellows!” he panted at
length.,, “You ought to sce what's going
on in Carr's study!” ‘

“Eh?”

“He’s entertaining one of his shady pals
—a bounder called Terry, whom Carr used to
be thick with wheu he lived in the slums
of Londen!”

" Why, you fat rotter,” said Nugent wrath-
fully, “Carr’s never lived in the slums!”

“Oh, yes, he has!” said Bunter. “And
he made some schoice pals there, too. This
chap Teriy’s an out-and-out wreung ‘un!
believe he’s come here to burgle the school!”

“Rats!”

Billy Bunter's theory quite failed o im-
press Harry Wharten & Co.  But others
in the Remove—fellows who disliked Dennis
Carr—said that there might be something in
it.

“I'm going along to see, anyway,” said
Bolsover major.  “‘Carr's got no right to
harbour a ecriminal in the school. And if
this fellow Terry answers to Bunter's
fleseription of him, we'll chuck him off the

remises!”

“Hear, hear!” said Skinner. ’

The- ¢ads of the Remove promptly made
their way to Dennis Carr’s study. And
Harry Wharton & Co., thinking their
presence might be desirable, went along, too.

Terry was in the act of finishing his re-
past when the study was taken by storm,
g0 to speak. %

The door was thrown open, and Rolsover

THE PoPULAR.—No. 88,

borrible fat worm!”

“You're not fit to tie

etorted
at he. is

Bob

with that Parthian shot, the fat |

Skinner and Stott, and several others,
armed into the study., Harry Wharton
Co. remained in the doorway. They
were holding a watehing brief, as it were,

on behalf of Dennis Carr’s friend.
Dennis rose to his feet as the invaders
ged in.
“What ~ do you fellows  want?” he

demanded.

"We came along to see your queer pal.”
sald Bolsover, with a sneer. “Bunter said
_he( was a wrong ‘un, and ke certainly looks
¥l

“Typical eriminal!” murmured Skinner.

. “You cads!” cried Dennis, his eyes flash-
ing.

“Look here, Carr,” blustered Bolsover, “if
you want to entertain your old shady pals,
you must do it outside the school! We
den’t want this place turned into a sort of
thieves’ kitehen!”

Terry flushed crimson with indignation and
embarrassment.

As for Dennis Carr, he seemed suddenly
to go mad. Me rushed at Bolsover major,
hitting out right and left. And Skinner
and Stott and the others promptly hopped
back out of the danger-zone.

“Take that, you cad—and that!” panted
Dennis.

The first was a blow in the chest, which
sent  Bolsover reeling. backwards. The
second was a powerful upper-cut, which
litted the bully of the Remove clean off
his feet.

“Yarooocooh!”

With a roar of anguish, Bolsover alighted
at the feet of Harry Wharton & Co., who
stocod without. And the Famous Five, in-
stead of assisting him to rise, promptly
wiped their Boots on his person.

“Serves you jolly well right, you rotter!”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Where is-he?” demanded Dennis
elbowing his way into the passage.
going to give him some more!”

“1 faney he’s had enough, Beanis,” said
Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“He inferred that my pal
exelaimed the indignant Den: Why, he’s
not fit to breathe the same air as Terry!”

“ Who is Terry, by the way?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“A fellow who worked with me in London,
when I had a job in Sir Howard Prescott’s
office. Surely you remember him? He came

Carr,
“T'm

a thief!”

was

down to Greyfriars once with a footer
team.” :

“By Jove, said Nugent. “But—but
what’s happene And why is he here?”

In a few brief sentences Dennis Carr ex-
plained the situation. He told how Terry
having lost his job through no fault of his
own, had been tramping the country in
search of employment.

“I met him when I was coming back
from the cinema,” said Dennis, “and he
was go utterly done up that I brought him
along te the study for a feed.”

“Quite right, too!” said Johnny Bull. “He
must have been ncarly at the end of his
tether.”

“He was,” said Dennis. “Come in and
chat to him, you fellows, and we’ll lock the
door on the rabble!®

The Famous Five stepped into the study
and shook hands cordially with Terry. The
fact that his clothing was in tatters, and

that he was in an  unshaven conditioh,
seemed to escape their notice. They knew

him for what he was—a gentleman—and it
was not their way to despise a fellow be-
ealcise he had the misfortunc to be down and
out.

“This is rotten bad Iluck!” said Bob
Cherry sympathetically. “Hope you’ll be
able to get a job soon, Terry.”

“Hear, hear!”

Terry smiled.

“Thanks!” he = said. “I shall keep

pegging away. Before I had the good for-
tune to meet Dennis, I felt absolutely in
despair. I'd half made up my mind not to
make another effort—just to let things rip,
and starve. But now that P've had a
square meal and a rest, I feel a new ‘man.
And I shall set out again 'with fresh heart.”

“You’re going on the  tramp. again
to-night?” exclaimed Wharton.

“But you're not fit!”?

“1 can't stay here,” said Terry.

“But you ought to eee the Head,” said
Nugent. “Ie’d fix you up with a bed for
the night, anyway.”

“1 can’t spenge on the headmaster. I've
got no claim whatever on his generosity.
Matter of faect, I ought not to be here
at all. But Denms insisted on bringing me
ue

“Of course!” said Dennis. “And before
you go, Terry, we’ll have a whip-round
on your account. We shall be able to raice
cnough cash between us to keep you i

grub for a few days, at any rate.””

Ferry's face was working strangely.,
tears welled to his eyes.

“This—this is immenscly decent of vou,
Dennis,” he said, in a low tone; “but I can's
accept charity !”

“Rats!” said Bob Cherry. “You can look
upon it as a loan, if you like, and pay us
back when you've hagged a private secre-
tary’s job at five hundred a year!”

“No such luck!” said Terry, with a faint
smile.

At that moment there was a sharp rap-
ping on the door of the study. And a voice—
the familiar voice of Mr. Queich—exclaimed:

“Carr! Open this door at onee!” !

“Oh, crumbs!” muttered Dennis.
- And he crossed to the door and umlocked
it =

The

The master of the Remove advanced into
the study. He was looking very stern.

“It has come to my knowledge, Carr
said, “that you are entertaining a suspi
character—”

“There’s nothing suspicious ahout T
sir!” answered Dennis, warm} “He's «

of the very best, and as straight as an
arrow !”
Terry had risen respeetfully o his feet en

Mr. Quelch’s entry. The
threw him a questioning glan

“ What are you doing here e demanded.

Before Terry could reply Denmnis Carr was
explaining the position to Mr. Quelch.

“I met Terry on the road, sir. I used to
work with him in Sir Howard Prescott’s office,
but owing te the death of Sir Howard he
lost his job, and is tramping the country in
search of another. He was absolutely
famished and worn out when I saw him, 2
I did the only thing possible by hringing him
here and standing bim a feed.”

Mr. Quelch nodded. He ng Jonge
stern, but sympathetic.

“Now that I have heard your
* he said, “T am satisfied.

tood from Bunter that Terry w

i—er—doubtful repute. I can

I was misinformed.”

Then, turning to Terry, Mr

“I am extremely sorry to
fortune, and I only wish I could render
some assistance, but I fear that is imposs
Carr has done the right thing in bringing you
here and entertaining you. But I am afraid
you will not be able to stop long.”

“I've mno intention of stopping, sir,”
answered Terry. “l was about to set out
again on my quest for employment,”

“Have you nowhere to sleep?”

“No, sir.”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
aghast. “Y hardly like the thought
you away under such conditious. You had
better come with me and interview Dr. Locke.
Doubtless he will he able to make some
arrangement whereby you may spend the
night at the school. He may be able to
assist you in the matter of obtaining em-
ployment. Come!”

And Mr. Quelch escorted Terry from the
study.

When they had gone the juniors exchanged
hopeful glances.

“The Head may be able to do somethin®,
dear boys,” said Lord Mauleverer,

“Yes, rather!”

“A night’s shelter will be something, even
if the Head can’t find Terry 4 job,” said
Harry Wharton.

“He’s a jolly decent sort, and I hate to see
a fellow of his stamp down on his Iuck!” said
Bob Cherry.

The juniors confinued to discuss the affair,
and it was not until bedtime that they saw
Terry again. :

They were on their way to the Remove
dormitory, when a.well-dressed, well-groomed
young man met them in the passage.

“Terry!” gasped Dennis Carr. “What
thump——-7">

“Rather a transformation—what!® caid
Terry cheerfully. *“I've had a hath and a
shave, and Mr. Lascelles has lent me a suit
of togs.”

“Ripping!” said Dennis. “But—*

“Moreover,” continued Terry, “I've get a
job.” < S
A “You have?” exclaimed Dennis eagerly.

“Yes. The Head was awiully decent fo
me, and he said he could do with a secretary.”

*“Hurrah!” : -

“I don’t believe he's really in need of a
secretary at all,” said Terry. “He simply

cmove-master
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created the job in order to do me a good
turn.”

“The Head's a brick!” said Bob Cherry
warmly

“Hear, hear!”

“I'm awfully pleased about it!” said Dennis
Carr.

And he showed his pleasure by throwing his
arm round Terry's waist, and waltzing him
up and down the passage.

Whilst they were thus engaged, Skinner &
Co. came along. £

“Hallo!” ejaculated Skinner, stopping short.
“Talk about a giddy transformation! 5
hardly recognised Carr’s siummy pal!”

“What's he doing here?”’ growled Bolsover
major. “I thought Quelchy had kicked him
“off the premises ages ago!”

Bob Cherry tdrned to the cads
Remove.

“I should advise you to be jolly careful,”
be said. “Mr, Terry counts as a member of
the staff now. He's been engaged as the
i 's private sccretary. And if you start
-heeking him, you'll get it in theé neek!”
Skinner & Co. werc almost overcome.
“You—you mean to say the Head's given
him a joh?” sasped Stott.

Bob Cherry nodded.
“Then, he must be pot
“I’'ve suspected for a long

of the

" snarled Skinner.
time that he had

i emplovment to a

gaol-bird " exclaimed Bolsover major.
Dennis Carr suddenly ceased waltzing, and

he spun round upon the bully of the Remove.
“Eh? What did you say?” be demanded.
But Bolsover did not linger to repeat his

bleszed

observation. He promptly bolted up the
stairs, and Skinner and Stott followed. The

trio had no desire whatever to remain within
bitting distance of Dennis Carr!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Stormy Scene!
TONEL TERRY rose next morning like
a giant refreshed.
It seemed -too good to be true
that his wanderings were over, that
the long and weary quest for employment was
ended.
Dr. Locke had been kindness itself to him,
and he resolved to show his appreciation of
the Head's kindness by working hard and
untiringly.

But when Terry, having breakfasted in his
own room, went along to the Head's study, he
found that that celebrated apartment re-
sembled a Government office.  Therc was
uothing whatever to do. :

Terry sat down, and persued the tatest
copy of the “Chimes,” pending the Head's
arrival.

The morning was well advanced when Dr.
Locke rustled in.

*“Ah!  Good-morning,
cenially.

Terry rose fo his 'fect, and returned the
salubtation.

“I'm quite ready for work, sir!” he hinted.

4

Terry!” ‘he said

The Head smiled.
“I fear there is very little to be done,
Terry,” he said. *“My postbag this morning

has been unusually light.”

“Then, what am I-to do, sir?>

The Head refiected a moment.

“Do you think you are eapable of con-
ducting one of the lower Forms?” he asked
at length.

“I think so, sir.

“Then I shall be obliged if you will take
the Third, Mr. Twigcg, who usually conducts
that Form, is indisposed.”

“Yery good, sir!” said Terry.

And he betook himsecll to the Third Form
room.

It was Terry’s first experience as a teacher.
But he had had a good education, and, what
was more important still, he understood boys,
and was able to handle them. The young
rascals of the Third were restless and in-
attentive at first, and several of them
attempted to play practical jokes on their
temporary master. But they soon found out
it didn’t pay. And by the end of an hour
Terry had the class under perfect control.
And he won the admiration and respect of
;rubby little pupils—a feat which Mr.
had never been able to achieve.
morning passed pleasantly enough for
who enjoyed the novelty . of the

»

Terry.
situation.

After dinner he again calied on the Head,
and he was again informed that there was no
work for him.

#As it is a half-holiday,

erry,” said Dr.

Locke, “you had better obtain some recrea-
tion.”

“Thank you: sir!’ said Terry.

“Seems to me,” he added, under bis hreath,
“that I'm booked for a permanent holiday in
this show!”

As he emerged into the Close he encountered
Dennis Carr.

“How goes it, Terry?” asked Dennis cheer-
fully.

“Pirst-rate!”

“I hear you've been drumming wisdom into
tie noodles of the fags.”

Terry smiled.

“I've done my best in that direction,” he
said. - “By the way, Dennis, I've never
thanked you—not adequately, at any rate—
for all that you did for me yesterday.”

“Rats!” said Dennis. “There’s nothing to
zo into heroics about. 1 merely stood you
a feed. The Head did the rest. And if I'd
refused to help you I should have been a
downright cad. Dash it all, I had to do
something—for old time’s sake, you know!”

“If it hadn’t been for youn,”” said Terry,
“T should still be tramping the roads.”

vous. By the way, where can I get soms
footer togs?” :

“The club will lend yon some. Wingate
always keeps a stock of extra jerseys and
things.”

“8plendid !””

Dennis Carr lost no time in aequainting
Harry Wharton & Co. with the fact thal
Terry was playing for Greyfriars. And when,
half an hour later, the two tcams lined up,
there was ‘an enthusiastic roar from the
touchline.

“Play up, Friars!”

“Good old Terry!”

The new member of the Greyfriars team
was all at sea at first.’ But as the game pro-
ceeded he got back into his old form, and
proved himself to be one of the spcediest
and cleverest forwards ever seen on th
school groumd.

Wayland Wanderers played pluckily, and at
half-time the score-sheet was blank, although
the Friars had done the bulk of the attack
ing. = z

In the second half, however, Terry ran riot
He scored a couple of goals in swift succew

Terry was going at too great 2 pace to pull up in time, and he cannoned
fairly and squarely into the pompous form of Sir Hilton Popper.
Both parties coliapsed heavily to the ground.

Crash !
(See page 8)

“1f it badn’t been for the Head,” corrected
Dennis.

“But don’t you see that if you ‘hadn’t
brought me into the school I should never
have got my present job?”

“Well, yow've got your job, and nothing
else matters,” said Dennis. “What are you
going to do this afternoon?”

Betore Terry could reply, Wingate of the
Sixth bore down upon him.

The captain of Greyfriars had heard all
about Terry and his recent appointment, and
he looked upon the Head's secretary as a
likely recruit for the First Eleven. :

“Would you eare to turn out for the First
this afternoon?” he asked.

Terry's eyes sparkled.

“1'd simply love to!” he said.

“Good!”

“Ig it a home fixture?”

“Yes—with Wayland Wanderers.
two-thirty.””

“I'll turn out with pleasure,” said Te
“But how did you know I was a footballer?”’

“1 remember your display when you came
down to Greyfriars with a London club. You
were the real goods!”

“Afraid U'm sadly out of training,” said
Terry. “I've had other and more unpleasant
things than footer to think about. But I'll
do my best.”

Wingate nodded, and strolled away.

“Bravo, Terry!” said Dennis _.Carr.
“Awfully glad you're playing. We'll all turn
out in force to see the match.”

“Don’t,” said Terry. “You'll make me ner-

Kick oft

sion, and then he made an opening for Win:
gate to net a third.

It was a great display, and Harry Wharton
& Co. cheered Terry to the echo.

“He's great!” said Bob Cherry.
does the hat-trick!”

“¥es, rathert” 5

The juniors’ hopes were realized.

Shortly before the end Terry added another
{:oal[lt‘ne Friars winning comfortably by four
O It

Terry received quite an ovation. He would
have -been carried shoulder-high from the
field had he not bedn agile enough to dodgs
the crowd of cheering juniors which surs
rounded him.

Vaulting the gate at the entrance to the
ground, Terry sprinted away in the direction
of the school building.

Turning his head as he ran, he saw that the
Famous Five and Dennis Carr were in hof
pursuit. They were resolved that he should
not give them the slip. And in their cager-
ness to congratulate him, they ran at top
speed.

Terry quickened his own pace, and dashed
into the building. Muddy and breathless, he
headed in the dircction of the nearest bath-
room. -

So inten® was e upon reaching his goal
that he failed to motice an obstruction in
bis path, in the form of a portly and pon-
pous-looking gentleman. <

The latter uttered a shout of warning.

“Look where you're going, confound you!”

But it was too late.

ToE POrvLaAR.~—No. 83,
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Terry was going at too great a speed to
pull up in time. And he cannoned fairly
and squarely into the pompous-looking in-
dividual, z .

Crash! i

It was a terrific collision, and both of the
colliding parties were injured.

Judging by the snorts of wrath -and anguish
which emanated from the portly person, he
had had the worst of the argument.

“You clumsy fool—snort! Why don’t you
look where you're going?—snort! ‘Pon my
soul, I've a-thundering good mind to lay my
walking-stick about your shoulders!”

And then the speaker gave a third snort,
more emphatic than the rest.

Terry caressed his elbow, which had come
into viotent contact with the wall of the
passage.

“I'm sorry,” he said.
aceident.”

“Bless your sorrow, sir! It does not com-

. pensate me for the serious injuries I have
sustained!” :

Terry grunted.

“You're letting off steam pretty well, for a
person who's seriously injured!” he remarked.
. “You—you—— How dare you address me
in that manner, you young jackanapes! Are
you aware of my identity? Do you realise
who T am?”

“¥No,” said Terry indifferently.

“YI am Sir Hilton Popper!”

“It was quite an

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Marching Orders !

ERRY did not turn a hair.
The fact that he had bumped into a
baronet, and, incidentally ,a governor

of Greyfriars, did not frighten him in
the least. =

“I am Sir Hilton Popper!” repeated that
gentleman, in tones of outraged dignity. *I
demand an apology from .you fer your offen-
sive conduct!”

“I've already apologised for barging into
yon,” said Terry. “I've nothing else to
apologise for.”

“You have treated me
respect!”” barked Sir ‘Hilton.

Tf you had accepted my apology in the
tirst place, as any gentleman would have
done,” said Terry, with emphasis on the word
“gentleman,” “I should not have dreamed
of addressing you in a disrespectiul way.”

The baronet rapped on the floor with his
walking-stick.

“Who are you?” he demanded.

“My name’s Terry.”

“You are a visitor here?”’

*“No. I'm the Head’s secretary.”

with gross dis

“What! What!” exclaimed B8ir Hillon
P«_Jpper, in amazement. “You must bhe
fying!”

Terry flushed.

“I'm not in the habit of telling les!™ he
said indignantly. “I repeat, I'm the Head's
secretary.  Dr. Locke engaged me in, that
capacity last night.” i

“I don’t believe you!”

|
|
|
|
|
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~, of the “ Master of
Mystery.”

e !3'm

NEW Features !

2 Gran

Cpening chapters of the early life of
Harry Houdini, the Handcuff King and
famous Alm hero, and the funnlest
iront page of Coraio Pictures ever pro-
du’ced. Big attractions no one should
miss.

See. this we: ssue of

Price 1id.

Out on Thursday.

4'HE POPULAR.—No. 88,

L}

Terry clenched his hands. And he caine
within an ace of dashing his fist into the
baronet’s mottled face. But with a great
effort he controiled himself, and said:

“Dr. Locke will confirm what I've told
you.”

“T will go and zee him at ence, by George!”
said Sir Hilton. “And I will trouble you to
accompany me.”

“Very well,” said Terry.

And he set off in the wake of the fuming
baronet.

The Famous Five and Dennis Carr had
halted in the rear. They had not cared
about showering their congratulations upon
Terry while Sir Hilton Popper was present.
And they looked on in surprise as Terry
walked away with the baronet. 5

“What’s going on, I wonder?” murmured
Bob Cherry. o

“0Old Popper looks awfully waxy!” said
Nugent. “I believe there’s going to be a
first-class row!”

*“What about?’ said Johnny Bull.

“Goodness knows! But you can tell by
Popper’s stride that he means trouble.”

The Head was resting in the armchair in
his study when Sir Hilton entered without a
preliminary knock.

Behind the baronet came Terry,
from his exploits on the foothall-field.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Dr. Locie,
starting to his feet. “I trust nothing is
amiss, Sir Hilton 2’

The baronet strode towards the Head in
such an aggressive manner that Dr. Locke
stepped back in alarm.

“This—this person,” spluttered Sir Hilton,
indicating Terry, “has told me a cock-and-
bull story to the .effect that he has been
engaged as your .secretary!”

“It iz not a cock-and-bull
Hilton 42

“What!”?

“It is perfeetly correet.
Terry as my secretary.”

Sir Hilton’s face was working convulsively.

“But this—this is unheard-of !” he ex-
¢laimed. “Do you mean to say that Terry
has been engaged without the sanction of
the governors?”’

“Ahem! I did net think it nccessary—"
began the Head. :

“Phere is no need whatever for you to em-
ploy a secretary, Dr. Locke I said Sir Hilton.
“1 venture to say that my correspondence
is three times larger than yours, yet I have
no seeretary.”

The Head made no reply. He realised that
what the baronet said was perfectly true.

‘You should not have taken such a step,
continued Sir Hilton, “without consult-
v the Board of Governors. I strongly resent
vour action, sir!- This young man must be
given marching orders!”

Terry’s face fell.

After all his trials and tribulations—after
all the hardships and vicissitudes which he
Liad endured, he had-succeeded in obtaining a
job—only to lese it within a few hours!

Fate, in the person of Sir Hilton Popper,
had administered a erushing blow to Terry’s
hopes. :

But the Head did not inftend to yield to
Sir Hilton without a struggle.

“I understood that I was at perfect liberty
to engage a secretary, if I so desired,”’ said
Dr. Locke.

“Then you understood wrongly, sir. All
appoiniments at this school have to be sane-
tioned hy the governors. Terry must go!”

And the baronet glared vindictively at the
young man who was standing in the doorway.

“Y appeal to you, Sir Hilton,” said the
Head, *‘not to be too hard on this young
fellow. If he is deprived of his present posi-
tion, he will be utterly destitute!”

“Rah!™ snorted Sir Hilton.. “Enough of
that sentimental nonsense, sir!y We cannot
afford to convert this school into a haven
of refuge for the unemployed! A secretary
in your case is a totally unnecessary luxury,
and you must dispense with Terry’s services
at oncel”

The Head frowned. He didn’t like being

muddy

story, Sir

I have engaged

dictated to evem by a governor of the
school.
“Pardon me, Sir Hilten,” he said, “but

Terry shall remain here until the governors
have unanimously agreed to his dismissal.”

“Very well, sir,”” said the baronet, turning
on his heel. “There will be a governors’
meeting on Wednesday, when I shall propose
that Terry be instantly dismissed from your
serviee.”

“Needless to state, T shall do everything in
my power to retain him,” said the Head.

“You cannot fight single-handed against

Introduce Your Friend to the Best Boys Fiction——~

snarled Sir

the Beard of Governors,
Hiiton.

And he stamped out of the stud

‘When hé had gone, the Head sa
into a chalr.

“T very much fear, Terry.” he said,
your days here are numbered. T shall do
best to retain your services, of course.
you must prepare- for the worst.”

Terry nodded without speaking.

An hour before “everything in the gar
Irad been lovely,” to quote a favourite phras
of Bob Cherry’s.

And now—thanks to that unspeal
tyrant, Sir Hilton Popper—dismissal
despair threatened the fellow whom Dei
Carr had befriended For Old Time's Sake!

THE END.

(Another grand, long story of Greyfriars,
featuring Pennis Carr and h! um Terry,
will appear next week, entitled ** Saved at the
Finish ! by Frank Rickards. Order wow.)

GOOD STORIES !

HOW IT i€ DONE!

Jones was very much surprised to see
lot of quite nice-looking clocks displayed
a shop-window, priced at one guin

He went .inside and asked to see one.

“1 don’t know how you do them
price,” he remarked. “It must co
to make one of these.”

“1t does,” replied the jeweller.

Then where does your profit
sked Jones in amazement.

In repairing them,” the jeweller informcd
him blandly.

come in?”

Sl

MIKE KNEW! 5
Mike: “Faith, Pat, how do youn tell those
two twins apart?”’
Pat: “Sure, 'tis ajsy enough, Mike! T stick
me fingers in Dennis’ mouth, and if he bites
Oi know it’s Patrick!”

CONCLUSIVE EVIDERNCE.
Tommy arrived home an hour late one day
with a nice new golf-ball in his pocket, and,
delighted with his find, proceeded to show it
‘to each member of the family in turn. Father
looked at the ball rather suspiciously.
Tommy ?”

“Are you sure it was really lost,
he asked severely. = -

“0Oh, quite!” replied the young hopefnl, with
a merry twinkle in his eye. “I saw the golier
and his caddie looking for itl”

STRICTLY TRUE!

It was a washing-day. But Mary
a thoroughly reliable girl, and could
trusted. So Mrs. Jones reasoned with he
that she should visit Mrs. Walker, and I
Mary to do the washing. As soon as she ha
gone, however, Mary let her pet policem
in at the back door. She placed before hii

pie and beef, with plenty of drink to wa}shAjb
hack,

down. Suddenly Mrs., Jones came
having forgotten to take her gloves.
“How are you getting on with the wa
Mary?” she called from the top of the stairs.
“QOh, all right, mum, thank you!” replied
Mary. “I'm just filling the copper!”

EXPERIENCE ENOUGH.

“Your mistress tells me, John, that you are
desirious of applying for the vacancy as an
attendant at the lunatic asylum. But what
experience have-you had?”

“Well, sir, I have been here for five years!”

HIS MISTAKE!
“¢ Musie hath charms to soothe the savage

breast,”” quoth Uncle Cuthbert to Lis
nephew,
“1 thought it was ‘ Music hath charms

to
soothe the savage beast,” ” d the nephew.
“ and that was why they always put a
pband round a hulldog's neck!”

STUMPED HIM!

A school inspector had been guestioning the
class, and afterwards he told the pupils they
could ask him any question they liked, and he
could answer it.

The class looked dubious, but at last one
little boy got up. A

“Please, sir, if you were standing up to your
chin in mud, and I threw a brick at you,
would you duck?”
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THRILLING TALE OF A FAMOUS DETECTIVE.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ambrose Rixson, a young scapegoat and
spendthrift, visits “he house of his uncle, Sir

Johnstone Sherlicker, to try and procure some
money to pay off his debts. Rixson is sl’loched
to find his uncle dead. On the desk is his
will, and on reading it through Rixson dis-
covers that all the money and property is
left to a cousin, Rupert Morrison, leaving
him a pauper. He is maddened by thiﬁ
change in the will, and, with the help of the
amd' butler, plans to alter the death to
a murder, and lay the blame on Morrison.

A little later Scotland Yard receive the
news of the murder, and a detective, accom-
panied by Ferrers Locke, starts out for
Prince’s Gate,

(Now read on.)

P

The Man in Black!

Y this time Brinnon had joined them.
In Piccadiliy they hailed a taxi, and
drove to the scene of the crime. The
three men entered the library, where
a strange sight met them.

On the faded carpet, over against the safe,
an elderly man lay on his side with a dark
nrwle showing against the whiteness of his

nirt-front. Around the edge a scarlet stain
Emd gathered, and red, moist beads dripped
slowly to the floor.

{tartrell went down on his knees.

“Dead—quite “dead, I see!” he said shmtlv
“Has a doctor been summoned?”’

“NeH, §if; D!'. Manito—Sir Johnstone’s own
miedical man,” said the vilet.

rartrell looked up and beyond him to where
s white-faced young man sat limply in a
straight-hacked chair. He was in his shirt-
sleeves, and one arm—the right—had the
<163\e rolled up. About the soft, almost
feminine arm a bfmdage was “mpped, and
through the wrapping a crimson stain was
spreading visibly.

The young man looked too ill to speak. He
leaned back, his head on the cdge of the
chair-back, his lips quivering, and every now
and then the vaiet held a glass of water to
hig lips and sprinkled a hw drops on his
closed eyelids.

Tocke was swift to sce what had hfzppencd

¢ flere, get some of this between bis lips,”
be said, thru:'mnu 2 braudy-flask into the
survant’a hands. “Ab, Lhat s better! D’you
feel very bad?” :

Ambrose Rixson sab up, and Plinked duzedly
in the light.

<L don't quite how how 1 do feel!” he

muttered brokenly. “What's happcncd to
him? Is he dead?”
“Yes” responded Gartrell, looking up.

“When did this h‘tppm‘!"‘

© At hali-past nine!” the valet replied.

‘A frown settled on the Scotland Yard man's
face!

« And still a doctor hasn’t come. Brinnon,
ring up for the divisional surgeon. We ought
1o have a medical man's testimony at oncel’

The young. man in the. chair shivered,
despite the running fires which a second pull
from Lovke’s bmnd» -flagsk brought to his
veins.

“Have yon caught him?” he muttered, stag-
gerine weakly to his feet.

Adventures

DETECTIVE'”‘

A Grand New Story, dealing with the

of FERRERS LOCKE the

Famous Detective.

By MAURICE EVERARD,

Gartrell rose.
“We've caught no one.
the dark as to what has happened.

We are absolutely in
Perhaps
you can teil us. Sit down, and take things
easy a bit.”

Rixson sighed.

“This arm!” he moaned, and bent himself
double over the wounded limb, “Why the
deunce doesn't Manito come? Is there nothing
that ean be done for my uncle?”

“Nothing—absolutely nothing! The bullet
took him clean between the hearf, and came
out just under the left shoulder-blade. Ah,
you're feeling better now!” as two vivid
qpota of colour appeared in Rixson's cheeks.
“1'd like you to tell me as shortly and as
clearly as you can——"

Ambrose averted his gaze from the dead
man on the floor.

“There's not much to tell. I just looked
in on my uncle after an hour or two with
my {riends. I walked straight in. as I usually
do, and made for this rocom, where my uncle
always sits reading after dinner, To .my
surprise, 1 heard thL sound of voices in aiter-

cation, then a shot and a seream, followed
by a“dull thud. I rushed in in time to see a
tall young fellow with his back to me holding
a su‘ol\m‘v revolver in his hand. Of course,
I das at him, closed with him, when 1
saw what had happened to my umlc but in
the struggle the revolver went off, and I got
the second bullet through my arm. I don't
remember much more till I came round, to
find Wardle—he’s the valet, you Know—bend-
ing over me and forcing water down my
throat.”

Gartrell wrote rapidly.

“1 understand. You are the dead man’s
nephew?”

“His eldest nephew. My name is Rixson—
Ambrose Garth Rixson.”

“About what time would this be?”

“ As near as I can say, a few minutes before
lmlf -past nine.

“And this man——"

“I did not sec his face.”

“ Although you closed with him?”

“That is s0. You see, my first thought was
to get the pistol out of his hand. He was
holding it downwards, so in the struggle my
face was turned to the ground. Of course,
the whole affair only lasted a few seconds,
from the time 1 heard the first shot and my
uncle’'s scream to the time when I mysell was
wounded.”

“And Wardle, the valet, when did he arrive
on the scene?”

“He must. have been pretty quick, seeing he
Lad three flights of stairs to come up. At
the time he was in one of the cellars.

“Poing what?”

The officer swung
mait. .

“1 was drawing a jug of beer, sir, Tor my
supper. It’s-a long way down, sir. I faney
I heard.the first shot, but I can't be certain,
However, I heard Mr. Rixson shout; that's
how I knew something was wrong. I dropped
the jug and raced upstairs.”

“Straight into the hbrary—ths room, 1
suppose it’s the library?”

“This is the library, sir; but I didn’t come
straight in, beecause I saw a man just rushing
along the hall. U.nforstmateh he reached the
door several yards ahead of me, ‘and

round on the listening

slammed it in my face,
he done to my fingers!”

And he showed a couple of fmm‘r nails fast
purpling under a bruise.

Gartrell snapped his boek to.

“Talk to this gentleman," he said, indi-
cating Sergeant Brinnon. “Tell him as clearly
and as accurately as you can how much you
saw of this man, how he was dressed, and so
forth. Ah, here is Dr. Manito, I believe!”
A sound of footsteps in the hall, and presently
a tall, dignified man walked briskly in. “I'm
afraid bad work has been afoot, doctor. Sir
Johnstone has been the \ictim of a dastardly
attack!”

Manito inclined his head towards the wait-
ing Wardle,

%Give me a hand ! he said curtly. And be-
tween them the dead man was lifted to the
leather-covered couch.

Gartrell “bent close,

Look, that's what

and watched the deft
hands at work testing for some signs of life.

“There is no hope,” the doctor said. “Ha
must have died instantaneously. You can see
just where the bullet struck him.” And with
that he opened the shirt-front, pulled wide
the vest, and exhibited the marks of death.

Ten minutes ater he left, holding himself at
the service of the police authorities.

(uutxell turned to Brinnon.

“Well,- what have you got?”
¢risply.

“ Alfred Wardle's story.”

“Keep it by you, merely as a matter of
torm,” Gartrell said sharply, but at the same
time shooting his colleague a warning glance
which no one save Ferrers Locke noticed.
“Now, Mr. Wardle, your evidence is very
valuable. You must pull yourself together,
and think and speak as coherently as possible.
Time is slipping by; every minute now means
an hour's start for the murderer! Do your
hest to describe him.”

The valet’s timid glance wandered from the
detective’s face to the stiff form upon the
couch,

“1 couldn't say moim sir, than that he was
tall and dark. You s he went out of the
frout door like a stxcak of light.”

“How was he dressed?”

“Black trousers and a black overcoat, w:th
aw hite wrap round his throat.”

“Should you say he was a common man--
1 mean, by his clothes?”

Wardle coughed behind his hand.

« “Rather not. *1 know. something about
clothes; it's my business. The overcoat was
a good cut, drawn in at the waist, and rather
full round the bottom.- Yes, it had a coliar—
a velvet collar, dark like the material.”

“And the hat—what sort of a hat?”

%A crush hat, same as gentlemen wear for
the theatre. 1 putlcuhrh noticed the hat
because it was squashed 'flat, ‘and he must
have left in on a chair in the hall when he
came in, for, ‘as he rushed to the door, he
picked it up, and tucked it under his arm.’

Gartrell whistled. Already the case was
looking interesting.

“This room, now—was it in disorder when
you entered? I mean, was anything dis-
arranged as though to suggest robbery might
be. the motive?” °

“Np. Everything was in  perfect order,
except for a couple of chairs overturned. The
master lay-on his side just as you found

he asked
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10 A Great Tip?

him. I knew better than to move him when I
jound him dead. And Mr. Ambrose—well, he
was sitting on that couch, dazed like, \utn
ihe bloed drlppmg from a wound in his arm.’
H'm! It’s a pity you didn’t see the other
zn's face. How old should you say he was
young or middle-aged?”

"011, quite young!”

*What makes you think so?*

“ Because his hair was very dark and shiny.
There was no grey in it. I couid see quite
well as he passed under the vestibule lamp.
You remember he had his hat under his
arm?”

The detective's eyes seemed everywhere at
once. Ferrers Locke still supported the limp
form of Rixson, and every now and then held
the brandy-flask to his Iips.

Suddenly Gartrell broke the silence.

I see the assassin has left a very valuable
ciue in our hands.”

“What's that, sir?” Wardle asked.

The other leaned across the desk, and picked
up a heavy calibre revolver, the hreach of
which he opened. Five brass shells tumbied
into his hand. Two were empty cases.

Ambrose Rixson inclined his head.

‘Read ““FOR HIS FATHER'S

have been - Rupert,” he repeated
slowly. “All the same, Wardle may be right.
For all T know, the weapon may: have
ielonged to him, though I've never seen it
before.”

. Gartrell began to show signs of eagerness.

* “We are entitled to know all you can tell
us,” he said. “Who is this Rupert M.?”

“1f what Wardle says is correct, the initals
must refer to my cousin, Rupert Morrison.”

“I see. Where does Mr. Morrison live?”

Rixson’s bead came up with a jerk.

“Am I bound to answer? I mean, am I
hound to say things which might cause em-
hbarrassment to an innocent man?”

The detective looked grave.

“You're not bound to say anything at all,
sir. As a matter of fact, I have no authority
for questioning you, only the circumstances
are so exceptional and call for such speedy
action on our part if anything is to be done
towards apprehending the eriminal. I take it
you have no objection to answering any ques-
tions that may assist us in bringing the mur-
derer to book?”

Rixson looked relieved.

“I agree. There is that aspect to be con-

couldn't

in a straighi-backed chair.

Qartrell glanced across the roem at the white-faced young man who sat limply
He had been wounded in the fight, and the detective
noticed the crimsen-stained bandage about his right arm.

(See page 9.)

“Yes, that's the weapon!”® he muttered
weakly. “I believe if 1 hadn't knocked it
from, his hand the hrute would have shot at
me again.”

Gartrell was busy examining the weapon.

““R. M, ” he said, reading the engraved
initials aloua “ M, ]’.l\son, hiave 3ou any
idea who * R. M.’ might be?

\mbroke shook his head wearily.

“Not in the least. * R. M.’]
arcn’t familiar at all.”

Suddenly a cry broke from Wardle. He
dashed forward, and almost tore the pistol
irom the officer's hand. He gripped it tight,
turning it over several times. Then his scared,
wide-open glance travelled backwards and for-
wards between Gartrell and Ambrose Rixson.

“Well, man, what is it?” snapped the
younger man irritably.

Wardle held out the weapon.

“The pistol, Master Ambrose—it’'s one of a
pair belonging to Master Rupert.”

With a quick stride Gartrell had seized the
revolver,

“Who's Master Rupext’ he asked sharply,
and waited for several seconds before either of
the questloned men replied.

A light, half-hysterical laugh burst from the
nian on the chinir, and his eyes went to the
figor.

“Of eourse, the idea’s 1t
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ridiculous!

I'm afraid, though,

sidered. I've told you
as much as I know. Certainly I should he
very loth to say that Rupert was the

assassin.”

“0f course—of course!” Garfrell agreed.
“All the same, in face of this discovery we
must take every clue into consideration. Mr.
Wardle, you were apparently the only ser-
vant in the house at the time of the tragedy.
Can you say if your master had any callers?”’

Wardle looked genuinely concerned.

“He had one, sir; but perhaps it is hardly
fair—"

Gartrell's
evaporate.

“Time is' running against us.
moment sink your personal fecelings.
this visitor?”-

“Mr. Morrison, sir.”?

The answer fell upon the silence of the
room with startling distinctness, &

licker?”

“M
Gartrell was

again in his usual rapid way.

“That's right, sir,” the valet answered.
“He came just’about seven o'clock. He said
Iie winted to sece his uncle on very urgent

customary patience began to
For the
Who was

e

“The Woven Web !
R. RUPERT MORRISON called to-
night to see Sir Jolinstone Sher-

making notes

SARE!”’—

husiness—I .believe of a private nature. I
informed him that Sir Johnstone was not
homte, and was not expected back before
eleven”

“Was that the truth?”

“Quite. I thought the master had gone out
to dinner. To my surprise, he returned 2
quarter to eight. He dined alone in the small
room—the room we use for breakfast. After
dinner he came in here to write or read. 1
never saw him but once, when I hrought him
a glass of barley- w'tter, which I usually do
about half-past eight.”

The detective took in everything.

“What did Mr. Morrison say when you told
him your master was out?”

“He looked surprised; said he had a
urgent reason for calling, and that he wo
call again during the evening. So far ¢
know he never came, unless—unless—oh,
Ambroge!” And, turning his face towards tl
dead man’s eldest nephew, he showed cyes
that were moist with tears.

(n{rtrell was quick to anticipate him.

“You needn’t say it. You will have ple' ty
of oppor umty to tell your story in
LQLI' i “You can leave us,

rdle. 1 wish to speak privately to
L?:x s0m. phoue thvowh to
Yard a 'J.escr on of the man as near

Wardle has given it—#ail and dark,
be the clothes. Now, Mr, Rixson, I
speaking just to gratify my own curiesit
and with a view to throwing some real i
on this e\traordxnaly case. As one of ti
deceased’s nephews you may have bcen m
or less in his confidence. Can yay
there might be any reason for
being interested in your uncle's de
Rl\con looked indignant.
I'm perfectly sure there w
an extremely wealth; 5
¥s been most generous to both of
e are his only relatives. Of course,
‘6 expectations under his will, but t‘h
wance he made us rendertd 1t unnecess

va

i Of course, aa the elder, naturally
‘the greater bulk of the property will comie
to me, unless, of course; since making the
! will, of whick T am cognisant, he lefg
his fortune to charity.”

The pocket-book vanished from the Scot-
land Yard man’s hand.

“This is a very sad busine}
he sajd gravely. “A defencel
done to death without a ct
hand to save himself.”

Rixson appeared most

I'm afraid,”
an has heen
to raise a

deje

“I've lost my best friend. Tncle
always very good to me, and to my co
too, as a matter of fact. We shall both m
him.” , =

“Of course. And the circumstanees—st
publicity is not pleasant. But you will &
required to come forward and give your te
mony.”?

The young man rose,
arm,

“I dare say I “shall be forced into the 1i
light a good deal,” he replied, forcir
sickly smile. “As the eldest nephew eve
thmg is bound to fall on my shoulders.”

leaning on Locke's

“Do you lue here, Mr. Rixson?” Gartrell
aslscd
“No,” was the reply; “this is my town

address —producing a card from his vest-
pocket—“though, as a matter of fact, the
plaw was always a home to Rupert and me
whenever we cared to make use of it. For
the present T shall stay. I must ask Wzlrdie
to ring my man up te fetch my things
round.”

Gattrell agreed, and started on a careful
examination of the rcom: By the bulict

marks in the panelling and in the wamswt-
tely

ing he was able to judge pretty accura
the position in which Sir Johnstone
standing when the fatal shot was fired,
the spot where the assassin and Ambrose
Rixson struggled, as a result of which the
latter recelved the wound in his right arm,

Beyond this there was nothing to help him.
By half-past ten he and Ferrers Locke left
the house, leaving Brinnon in charge.

For some time neither spoke. Each seemed
very busy with his own particular line of
thought;- so much so that when the first
street standard was reached Charley Gartreil
stopped under it and, producing his noteboolk,
carefully read through every word Sergeant
Brinnon had written.

On principle Ferrers Locke never asked a
colleague’s opinion until he saw the other
was ready to volunteer #. In this case
(xartre‘l himself opened the ball.

“A very mnasty case of unpremedjfated
murder,’> he said, slipping the book from
view and falling inte stride once more,
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“Why unpremeditated?”’ Locke asked.

“Because, my dear fellow, I really don’t
think that young Morrison meant to kill his
uncle, Teo terrorise or frighten him, per-
hiaps, yes; but deliberately to shoot him
in eold blood, no, that wasn’t his intention
in the first place.”

“You really think 0?2’

“I do. And Tl tell' you why. TIf the
young fool had thought the matter well out
beforehand, he’d mever have gone to_ the
house the first time and openly have asked
to see his uncle. ‘According to the valet's
story, he was at the door at seven.o’clock,
and was met with the news that Sir John-
stone was out, and wouldn’t be*back before
cleven. My belief is he had some very
special reason for wanting to see his relative
at once, that he waited ahout watching the
front entrance, and that as soon as he
thought the old man would be well through
Liis dinner and safely alone in the library
he stipped in for the purpose of getting
through what he evidently anticipated would
be a very stormy interview.”

Locke appeared interested in the other's
method of building up a case.

. “What is there to account for the stormy
interview theory?’> he asked curiously.

"‘Tne presence of the revolver, my boy.
He kne}v there would be a row—just what
about for the moment we can't say—and he
meant to put the fear of ( into the
old man by the simple expedient of pro-
dneing a weapon. Apparently his conduct

vaded Sir Johnstone beyond all end
niust have said or done something ch
ade Morrison blind with rage, for without-
@ momeént’s hesitation the young fool shot

him dead. However, we shall soon sec light
in the several dark places, though I must
fess that as a whole this is a pretty plain
_“What's your mext micve?” Locke ques-
ticned. :
Gartrell warmed enthusiastically.
“To get face to face with Morrison. Like

as not we shall find 1|
cigarettq in his chamb
have no idea he's suspect
“But Wardle?”
“Wardle, my

m coolly smoking a
0Of course, he'll
£5]

friend, clear,
4 e saw the man
: view of him: but that's
far from saying the murderer saw him, or
suspected lie was so close on his heels.”

Lecke nodded.

“Certainly, he was very unwilling to say
anything likely to harm Morrison. T'm be-
ginning to wonder what sort of a chap
Morrison is.” ;

The other laughed.

“About the last chap in the world® you
would connect with murder. Probably a
young blood about town—bit of a wild
blade. Probably had been drinking. You
know the type—too much money to spend,
and too little work to do.” -

“Anyway, it's a terrible business!’”’ Locke
admitted. “I dislike murders of this sort
intensely. They show no evidence, as you
say, that the assassin meant to kill. What
was done was probably done in a moment of
blind, unreasoning passion, and two lives
must pay the pemnalty. Merely to weave a
web round a thoughtless fool for the purpose
of carrying out the law of a tooth for a
tooth, an eye for an eye, gives no satis-
faction.”

_An amuscd smile wreathed Gartrell’s expan-
sive face.

“That's because youre a sentimentalist,
Locke, a luxury we fellows can't afford to
indulge in. OQur living depends on carrying
out. the law to its utmost rigour. If
Morrison killed Sir Johnstone Sherlicker, it
isn’t for me to go into the ethics of the
business, or to consider the finer shades of
the state of Morrison’s normal - mind, but
to nab him with as, little delay and as little
show as possible. are to come along?”

“0f course! I was in this case at the
start. I shall see it through to the end.
You've no doubt that Morrison is guilty?”

“Very little, unless he can bring forward a
substantial alibi. Hewever, we shall see. Ah,
this is the number!” =

He referred to the address Rixson had given
him. His ring was answered by a polite man-
servant.

“I am sorry, sir; Mr. Morrison is not at
fome. Would you carc to leave your name?”
he asked. o

“If you don't miad I'll comé inside and
wait for him,” was the detective’s reply, and
with that the man inclined his head and
_ushered them into a cosy morning-room. -

From long training both men took in their
surroundings at a glance—the tidiness, the

told a very
H

atmesphere of comfort, the vases of bright
flowers, the soft, well-arranged cushions.
And yet neither Wardle nor Rixson had said
a word about Morrison being .a married man.
Certainly the evidences of a woman’s hand
were everywhere, and in a silver frame on top
of Ia hookecase was the portrait of a young
girl.

Something about the face haunted Locke.
The eyes, the mouth, and the winning smile
seemed vaguely familiar.

Charles Gartrell broke his train of thoughts,

“What time do you expect your master in?"’
he asked, turning to the man just as he was
passing out of the door.

“1 couldn’t say, sir, except that he’ll be
back some time to-night before very late.”

If Gartrell failed to notice it, the signifl-
cance of this reply was not lost upon Terrers
Locke. It gave him the first real index clue
to Rupert Morrison’s character.

“T sec. Would you mind telling me what
time he went out? I am g detective; here
is my card,” Gartrell added, as the servant

Suddeniy a cry broke from Wardle,
He dashed forward and almosttore
the pistol from the officer’s hands.
¢ R, M.'!* he gasped, ¢ Master
Rupert’s initials | **

stiftened visibly under the other’s question-
ing.

The man took up the slip of pasteboard,
held it to the light, and his puckered eyes

‘travelled to @Gartrell’s watching face.

“My master left here soon after six to
keep a dinner appointment,” he said. “More
than that I am unable to tell you.”

Gartrell sat down. < :

“Very well, we will wait,” he said, and the
door closed. .

Terrers Locke laughed.

“A good man, that, eh?? : -

“A very disereet servant,” Gartrell ad-
mitted. “I admire the way he shut me up.
Well, what are you interested in?’ For
Locke had risen from his chair, and was peer-
ing intently into the photographed face.

*1 thought I knew her,” he said, half turn-
ing and pointing to the picture. “Carmine
Dawn, the musical comedy star. Kvidently
a great friend of Morrison’s.  See, there’s
another picture on the flap of his desk. Gar-
trell, she’s a lovely woman.”

Charley laughed.

Locke smiled, and resumed his seat.

“Morrison has traversed your probable line
of eventualities,” he remarked.

The other made a gesture of impatience.

“ Afraid he bas. I thought for sure he’'d
have returned here to remove agy traces of
the erime that might be on him, or to try to
fix up something of an alibi, or at least to
look the picture of injured innocence when
anyone appeared to tell him what had hab-

pened. - It's too—twen
eleven. I wonder if the office have done 4
thing, following Brinnon's instructions.”?

Locke yawned.

“You can easily find out. Bound to
telephone in his rooms. Ask the mans
if you can get through.”

Gartrell lumbered inte the hall.
gone a good five minutes, during whieh ©
Ferrers Locke made a closer inspectio
the room with a view to getting a n
estimate of the character of the man he ha
never seem.

His task was just finished when the deor
opened with a slam, and Gartrell appeared,
visibly excited.

“Come on!” he eried, jamming his howler
tightly on his head. “Our man is already in
custody. He was arrested at two minuies
past eleven, just as he was about to enter hig
uncles’ house.” °

(There will be another magnificent instal-
ment of this grand detective serial next week,
Look out for it!)

getting late,

l THE SWORD OF } ‘
1 THE TEMPLES. H
! } ; (Continued from page 4.) | £

conscious of a rush of fresh, cold air in his
face. Straight before him was the blessed
daylight—a more welcome sight to him than
even food just them.

Ay, he recognised the passage well ¢
now that he was-in it, and kunew
where he would emerge; but he must
relax nothing of his vigilance. Probably
this time the search had been given up, but,
on the other hand, there was always tie
chanece that it might not.

Cautiously emerging irom the pas
mouth, Walter gazed across the snow-
landseape. It must have been many
since he had entered the maze, for the
was just dying into the west. and the ch
air of the evening struck him to the marrow.
Not a living soul was in sight as he hastened
towards a belt of trees, heneath whose
shadow he felt rather more se
against the dangerously white back
the snow.

Food -first—and what then? Return lie
could not, for Nell Cromwell had a most un-
pleasant way with deserters, to say nothing
of what had already taken place. But food—
food! That was what troubled Walter most
for the time being. He tightened his sword-
belt, smiling a trifie grimly as his eyes fell an
the jewelled hilt at his hip, and frudged
onwards.

“Ay, you may guard your wearer ag
death or hurt in the fight, friend. 1
muttered, “but you seem not overmuch use
to prevent his dying of starvation!”

Presently he stopped, staring through the
leafless branches. An elderly man, with a
bundle of wood slung across his shoulders.,
was slowly approaching, halting every now
and then to pick up a dead stick, and add
_it to his burden. Walter slipped bebind a
tree, and waited for him to draw level,

The wood-gatherer came on with ag
vating slowness, mumbling to himself
intelligibly. Then, unable to stand the strain
any longer, the watcher suddenly advanced
| towards him. -

“Food, old man—Icod, I say!
about you?”

The bundle of wood fell noiscless
snow, as its owner started back, rubbing his
eyes at the strange ,vision of a Roundhea
trooper who had suddenly appeared as though
from nowhere.

“¥ood, sot!

by

ire than

Don’t stand staring at mc like
a stuck pig! I'm starving!”

“Starving! Oh, hg! One of Neoil Crom-
well’'s men starving!  Why, I thought they
were the best-fed soldiers in the land!”

“A blight upon you and your thou
snarled Walter, driven to desperation. “Look
you here, friend, I'm in no mcod for trifting "

“Nay, I see that!” leered tie other, by no
means abashed. “But “twould take a good

many young firebrands such as you
| frighten Woodman Peter. How come

along. You may share what I have, snch
it is. I know what an empty paunch is too
well myself to #fuse to fill another’s!”
(There will be another grand instalment of
this romantic adventure serial in next wees's

issue of THE POPULAR. Tell all your friends
about this splendid new seit rder early.)
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A HUMAN STORY THAT

WILL HOLD YOUR

introduce Your Friend to the Best Boy's Fiction—

INTEREST!

The Laf)e; Sl‘ory
EDDIE POLO

a Thrilling Story of the Fanious Film Star’s Early Struggles and Triumphs.

THE THREADS OF THE STORY.

Eddie Polo, as an unknown boy acrobat,
joins Busto's World-Famous Menagerie and
Circus in Western America. He qulckly makes
his mark, and becomes great friends with
Ginger, the clown, and Es Mr. Busto’s
c'uxlmm daughter. By his skill in the ring.
however, he incurs the jealousy of Del
Rogeriguo, the Spamsh trapeze artist, who
makes several attempts to ¢ et rid of him by
means of so-called “dccidenta

Finally, in a fit of madness
sets fire to the great tent durmrr the evening

erformance, and decamps on horsebuck with
Tr. Busto's cash,

Bddie saves the situation by
bravery, and pursues Rogeriguo, final
ing him. They are returning to the circus,
when they are stopped by a sherifi,

(Now read on.)

Tricked !

DDIE breathied a hugh sigh of relief as
the newcomer thrust back the flap ot
his waistcoat, and showed the Western
sheriff’s badge. He dropped his empty

gun to the ground, and advanced with out-
stretched hand.

“1 was never more glad to get inte the
“{tﬂdh of the police!” said the lad heartily.
“The shooting you heard came from my gun,
and the gun was aimed at this joint here.
He boned that horse from a circus we hoth

belong to "—the stranger was still eyeing
Tddic’s acrobat’s garb wonderingly—“and I

just chased him!”

“Thet so?” said the sheriff, transferring his
gaze to the dago. “Well, I don’t see why we
shouldn't nsv a little hangin’-bee on our
own, jest yéw an’ me—eh? Horse- stealin a
deuce of a crime round these ’ere parts, I'm
a-telling of yew!”

“He’s got more than that to answer for,”
returned Eddie. “And I think it'd be best to
let the cireus hands punish him themselves.
You see, he's set the big tent alight, and
there'll be no work for them till we can
got anobher one from New York.”

ee, dago, I'd just sure hate to be m your

hidP aller as it is!” said the sheriff. “Boy,
you szems to be the braius of this ‘ere court;
. suppose you and me mounts the prisner on

this grey mare, and totes him along to where
there’s them ’‘at’s real auxious to “lamh him
agin? And, arter they're through, I'll see
if I cain't find a nice tree to decorate with
his carkiss!”

“I've promised him a slow death by roast-
ing over a fire!” retorted Edidie, with a wink.
“Hanging's too good for-him!”

The sheriff agreed and between them they
hoisted the dago to Urey Wmd's back, and
lashed his ankles beneath her belly, so that
Ire should not fall oﬂ’ and cheat justice by
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the Spaniard

said the showman,

Then they set out for the
the grey by the bridle,
reached the little hill
overlooking the camp, the sberiff was in pos-
session of all the details of that night’s hap-
penings, as Eddie knew them. And as they
halted on tlw rise to look down on the camj
in the brilliant moonlight—the moon having
come up just as the river of fire was set loose

=g hln‘p caine into Eddie’s heart. The great
circustent was now a he:m of smoking, black-
ened ruins, around which men still worked.
and upon which the local fire brigade was still
casting water.

He s , though in hLis heart he
felt he co aken {iarcia del Rogeriguo

and choked him to death, but led the way
down the hill to the camp. Busto, his face
blackened and his clothes scorched, and
Ginger, in the soiled clown’'s dress; saw the

first, and rushed towards them.

Thank Heaven you're all right, Polo!™”
seizing Yddie’'s hand, and
wringing it hard. “But for you there'd have
been hundreds of lives lost, ‘cause the tent
blazed like tinder, and collapsed two minutes
after the last man and the last animal had

reaking his neck.
circus camp, leading
By the time they

been got out . And if you hadn’t torn
that exit they'd have all been trapped. 1
thought, when I couldn’t find you, that vou’d

been trampled undericot, but
discu‘.‘er your body anywhere.”

“I've been busy,” said ¥ddie simply. “1
happened to spot the dago here setting fire
to the naphtha that he tolled down the hill,
so I borrowed Red Lightning, and went in
chase. [ thouzht you’d maybe like to tell
the ,\'aller coon what you really think of
him.'

H¢ pushed Del Rogeriguo into the glare of
the nearby naputha-lamps as he spoke, and
the sheriff, with a grin, released the grey's
bridle. With a hoarse cry Busto sprang al
the dago, and tried to pull him from the
horse.

“1 ain’t fizgerin' to let yew kiil thet da
hoss,” put in the sheriif, as he slashed throug
the bonds that held the Spaniard’s ankles, and
let Del Rogeriguo fall to the ground. “I'm
a-thinkin’ the boys'u like to see him steppin’
lively on the end of a rope when yew're
through with him. T'm sheriff here, if yer
wants interdoecin'!”

Busto would have made

bnt he was 1'1tcrruptc~d
1! Yah!” The circus’ eowboys, mounted
T p,omes had suddenly appeared on the
revolvers in hand.  “Shoot 'im up!
up ther yaller dog thet burnt ther
show! String 'im up be “thér toen ails, and
let us pmctise on 'im!"”
Thet's teo - good fer the likes of the
zreaser!” ghrilled one of the women. “Tie
him to a stake, and let's stick pins in him
till he's armour-plated."

“Rope ‘'im, rand drag him- round the old
ring, over the burnin’ embers!” sugsested

we couldn't

20,

some suitable reply,

on th
scene,
Shoot

igeles, the clown. “Let him fes!
tike to be slowly tortured o

“Let me crush him till his ho
shouted Rex, the Strong Man,
him to the d to eat!’

“I will pi nim wiv kniy
Red Cloud, Cree Indian

nes give way,”
“and then givs

" _echuekled
nife-thrower,

flashing a bh.de ‘19 valier man, he iz ao
goot to red or white!

“Ef they're goin' ter do all that ter yew.
dago, afore tlhiey roasts yew over a siw,
“fy-er,” put in the sheri, “1I reci
job in this ‘ere pLx 's a me

Go on, ladies an' gents, he's yvew're
‘Ere, wait till I put my star in my po
and, darn me, if I don’t assist in this
jamboree!”

The dago, lnulml to hig feet, and held by
E‘dle strong and relentless hand. looked
way and that like a trapped rabbit. His
skin was « vellow, and he slobbercid
with shieer fear at the mouth. His knees
trembled, and had not Eddie heid him
must have collapsed on the ground agn
He would have given ten—twenty years of
life to have been a hundred miles aw
tramping through tue aikali desert on foot
with empty pockets and pouches, rather tt
face this infuriated mob who desired te
his life in so many different ways—and all
paintul.

“Hold on a minute hefore you start in en
him, though!" interposed the boss, looking
round on the ring of faces surrounding the
dago, “The big tent’s burnt down, and, unies
some of you have got a couple of thousau
pounds to lend me, the show’s going busi
For, while we were all at the perl‘ormmm:-
last evening, the tin box that I kept the
taking in was stolen from my caravan
Now "—he held up his hand again as the hav
of execration rose once more—“1 think ti
dago here knows where that money’s gone
so I'll give him a chanee of telling where it
is afore you start on him proper Well,
dago, where's the coin—eh?”

Del Rogerif*uo 5 eyes snapped back to light.
In the boss’ werds he saw & chance of bar-
gaining for his iif

“foh tt-box—eh?” e snarled.
eet ees safe verc you veel nevaire find 'cem
in a t'ousand year!” And as he said ihis
Garela fervently hoped that neither Eddie nor
the sheriff had mnoticed the bulging saddle
bags strapped across Grey Wind. “But L veel
tell you vere ze moneys are eel you will
e me my life!”

“Torture the blighter, and make him tell?”
went up the well, “Put fire to the soles of
hiz feet! He'll spit soon enough then!”

“1 weel not tell1” roared the greaser. “You
shall keel me first! Let me go, and I veel
say vere ze moueys are—zat on my honour!”

“@Guess you ain’t got a lot of that, dago!”
said Busto. “But 1 suppose it's my onaly
hope. Here, Tddie, hold that crowd back—

o

“Alia,




Mr. Sheriff, you might help the lad as well!—

and Ull promise the greaser hiis miserable life
{’im up afore

in return for the coin. It's our only hope,
if the circus isn't to go husted!”

The sheriff nodded, and, drawing a pair of
huge Colts from his holstpm mounted to the
top of an upturned packing-case.

“Bay, yew joints!” he said. “I
figgerin’ to draw no beads on nobody, but
Jake Miller—thet’s me, folks—is reputed ter
be the fastest shooter in these ‘ere  parts,
and be allus sure shoots ter kill! . T've a
dozen lives in these ’‘ere little toys, and I'd
hate ter have ter use "em on yew folks, but
yew're boss says nixes on the greaser-killin’

game, and I'm ‘ere ter see what he says goes!

Get me? - Then listen while ther greaser
expounds ther great secret of ther missin’
treasure, and yew’ll sure let ’im make a get-
away from this camp afore yer starts a-
shootin’ ’im up. We ain't over-fond of gun
play in. these ‘ere parts, moreover, so yew'li
have to think out a way of killin’ thet ain’t
accompanied by se much row, or else I shall
hev to put on my star again, an’ talk sheriff
pow-wow ter yew! Xow, git busy, Mister
Boss, and worm the dread news out of the
yaller hound while I gives these tough guys
of yourn the once-over, with two fingers on
the triggers!”

As the sheriff spoke Del Rogeriguo cast au
eye round the circle till 1t; lit on one Lopez,
the Redskin’s assissant in the great "knife-
throwing display. Then the eye shut once,
opened slowly and shut twice in quick sue-
cession, and nobody noticed Lopez as he
stole silently from the back of the crowd
and disappeared.

“Well, dago, and where've you hidden the
mn(y/’ It was Mr. Busto's voice breaking
in on the Spaniard’s crafty thoughts, and
bzmgm'* him back to business with a

“Loose my arms,” was the cool reply,
I veel tak’ you to ze place vere eet ees
‘idden., Eet ees not far away, but I must
hat my arm loose to get 1t.”

Busto made a sign to a couple of his men,
and they stepped vp and unwound the lariat
from the half-caste’s body.  Rogeriguo
stretehed himself to recover his circulation,
and then, with an eye on Buste’s drawn gus,
stepped to where Grey Wind, still saddled,
was cropping the grass. With -a swift ges-
ture the greaser thrust his hand into the
saddle-bag and drew out the black-painted
box, which he handed to the boss.  Still
keeping bhim covered with the gun, Buste
drew out the key of the padlock, and gave
a great sigh of relief at the sight of the
yellow-backs and ecurrency lying in the tin
undisturbed.

“Right!” he snapped swiftly. “The money’s
here, and it's a darned good job for you,
dago, that it is. If there’d been one silver
dollar I}Hbs‘n", I'd have carved you up to
get it back.

The: sheriff stepped down from his paeking-
case, and, guns in hand, made his way to
where Busto and the dago stood. With one
gun he waved back the crowd,:and the other’s
muzzle he jammell dinto Del Rogeriguo’s
smmmh

*Now, this is where I stack the deck,” he
said. “ Yew folks sure promised the dago his
life, and at least ye’ll give him a run fer
his money—a fair rup, and no gun-play.
Jest 'to make sure thet yew mean it, yew’ll
all throw yew're guns inter that packm -case
which made a dandy pulpit fer me 3cst nOW.
Thet’s it! Now yew’'ve proved yew're bony-
fideys proper, I'll jest say a few words to the
dago hisself. Yew, yaller man, hit the pike
and burn the trail s if the ‘ounds of ‘ell
were arter yew. I aln ‘t aimin’ to frame yew,
but I'm jest seein’ as ther fixin’s is right.
These ‘ere chaps is a-goin’ ter let yer reach
the top of thet hill afore they starts ter try
and beat ver tew safety, so if yew can run,
yew've got a chance ter prove it. If the)
catches yew, I reckon yew’ 11 die medlum
suddint, and I ain’t aimin’ ter stop ‘em
any. Now, greaser, you drift, and drift nght
smart.”’

The :dago shot the sheriff a look of grati-
tude, and then, his Hp curling in scorn of
the circus crowd, slunk off. The- sheriff,
guns in hand, watched him till he reached thL
foot of the hlll and then, with a swift word
mm.ntcd his own horse.

“Say, boss,” he drawled, still holding his
guns, and with one eye on the circus crowd
and the other on the disappearing dago,

“I'm figgerin’ as I've -done yew .a mighty
gcod turn, eh? ’Twould have been kinda

WKW md fer yew re crowd if there'd bin any
’ereabouts, ‘cause I'm told the real
gheriff is mighty hot stuff, an’ ‘e gets het
up under ther collar kinda suddint when
there’s permiskus shootin’ goin® on ‘ereahouts.

“an’

ain’t

——By Showing Him a Copy of the **GEM" Library.

n cause T ‘ad an arg;n‘gnt with ther
o‘u man about it last night, an’ ‘ad ter shoot
ed see reason. That’s ‘ow I
got ther star ’ere

He looked round with a grin, and it wasn’t
altogether acecident. that the muzzles of his
he’uv automatic swept the crowd. There
would have heen guns flashed at him alreauy

for thls but all the weapons reposed in the
packing-ease.
“Waal,” he went on, in a languid drawl, “I

ain’t no bad man and no puksher book des:
perado, but I am figgerin’ as ‘ow ther’s a
reeward ter come ter me for the gcod work
I've done Jer yew, boss, and yew, folks; this
very evenin’. An I'm azmm ter collect that
reeward richt ‘ere an’ now. Boss, I think
yew'd hest hand up that black biskit- box,
with all its  yallerback and silver-dollar
fiain's promto, or yew're goin® ter kingdom
come medium suddint.

Again tho“e blue-black muzzles swept the
erowd, and those who, at the mounted man's

‘up from the fruitless quest over the &

13

to do something, or else the show'll fall {o
pieces, and I'd just hate to be prised away
from all you chaps just as we're getiing
really aequainted.”

at &ll, Polo* replied

“'Tain’t your fault
the cowboy. “'Tis just tarnation cussedn
and hard lines. But the luck’s bound
change some day soon.”

Buste, with Esta by his side,

to

came ridi

desert.

“That's the limit!” gasped the showman.
“To think we should be stuck up i
camp—on our own doorstep, so to spe
a snivelling son of a gun who hideg ¢
a sheriff’s star. l\e\t time I'll shoot at sight,
and trust nchody.

“F was just saying that 1f T hadn’'t brous
that chap to camp this wouldn’t have b
pened,” put in Eddie. “I can only say I'm
sorry about it, but then it was as much a
surprise to me when he fiashed- his artillery
on us as it was to you.

m

forward to meet him.

Busto and QGinger, their faces blackened and their clothes scorched, came |
‘“ Thank Heavens you’re all right, Eddie.’*

words, had taken a step forward, now fell
back again. Mr. Busto gasped, and, clutch-
ing the box, tried to make a dash for safety,
but a bullet shot into the ground at his fect
halted him, so that he had no option bhut to
hand over the eashbox—and all his hopes—
to the sham sheriff. The mounted man tool
the box, jammed it between his knee and
his saddle, and wheeled his horse. Then, with
a few gcattering shots to keep the crowd at
bay, he spurred up the hill in the same direc-
tion as Del Rogeriguo had taken,s

The circus crowd gasped, said a few pro-
tane things, and made a dive for the pack-
ing-case in which they had cast their guns.
But by the time they had sorted out their
hardware and saddled their mounts and
reached the top of that fateful hill, the
sham sheriff was nowhere in sight. Nor, in

all that waste and tangle of sand, alkali, and
sage-brush, could the circus hands see the
prime cause of all their trouble—the half-

_caste Spaniard, Garcia Del Rogeriguo.

The Great Wager.

DDIE POLO, now mounted on the
rested Grey Wind, and with Bud
Truefit on Red Lightning by his side,
reined in his horse and stared under

his shading hand all around the horizon.
But, save fer a tiny speck of cloud well to
the northward, there wasu’t a thing in sight.

“Bad luck for us, Bud,” said Eddie. “And
it seems as if it's all my fault. If I hada't
taken that chap and his star on trust we
shouldn’'t have been robbed so ecasily, if at
all. Well, T suppose it’s no use cr
spilt nulk, but we shall all certainly have

“But if he wanted to rob us, why di
Wind when he caught the ho
* put in the quick-witted Esta.
was in the saddle-bags th(r'
though nelther he nor you, Eddie, knew it
and he eould have simply hobbled the }
and kept her till the coast was cle
t?leﬂ made off with the lot.”

“I rather fancy he was in a hurry to cha
his location, Miss Esta,”’ said Eddie, witk
smile. "Especially if he'd really been shoct
ing up. sheriffs, and, seeing me and the -
nutb standing there as if we were loouin;:
the grey, he “took a chance on things. 1 iz
he wanted that money to make a quick get-
away—sonmehow, he didn't seem like
regular hold-up merchant to me, and I
idea we ghall see him again, and get all o

money back. But, in the meantime, we've
got to get a new tent and give more sho

or how're we going to live till the cein comces -
back?”

They all laughed -at Eddie's
and, turning their horses, r 3
camp, and immediately went into co
upon ways and means, the whole of the ¢
staff being called to attend.

Meanwhile, not more than twe
yvards away from the spot where Ed
the ‘others’ had conferred, two h
Mexican-Spaniards had their swarth
together, hatching out devilment.
Gareia del Rc@&mgw and Lopez, a
Busto’s circus, property er
attendant upon Red Lludu,
knife-thrower.

{Continued on page 18.)
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OUR SECOND ILONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY,
P A W»:t—w»qu»a—mw»ﬁ

Iy G HIGGS! |

A SPLENDID LONG, COMPLETE TALE OF JIMMY SILVER & CO.,
T 7 THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD. )

By @WEN CONQUEST.

‘7.;;{*4;,\1/- e e e < P e e e e L i i e s B e B e S e -t
THE FIRAST CHAPTER. . Lovell md I!(\m and Newcome came hurry- " THE SECOND CHAPTES.
Stumpad ! ing njon0 Looking for Pesie!

5 thc tmuu e?" asked Lovell. > 1GGS of the Fourth wa
s pit ‘these chaps out— the effects of his licking
ig immy. “He's ask- Class Fourth

and we're going {o dormitory that

black and sullen, and

$=

RABH! ; 3 =
The door of Study No, 4 in the
: Tourth Form passage at Rookwood

flew open violently. Jimmy night,

who was coming down the passage, st was bty
just in time, as a flying figure Lurtled .onh in a bad te . Peele and Gower had
and bumped on the floor. : ol ., | done their preparation in No. 4 that evening
“My hat!” ecjaculated Jimmy. Ihe }:1 study wut m ut . The eflect of Hiaza
Tt was Peele of the Fourth who had been | fogether. on— { jesson was s sting.  But Higgs

grinning a dark look in the dor.m‘mrv
“You can cackle, you funk,” he =
Peele, who was rfrmumfr as the bully
1 said §in.  “You won't cackle to-morrow!
Ho! Do you w more
“‘skerl Jimmy Silver.
srunted, and went to bed v

1e sprawled
gasping.
asked

violeutly ejected from the study.
on -the floor at J1mnn Silver's fe

“Halio! What's the little game
immy il\ r

“Yow-ow!

£ that a new kind of grmnastics?
“{iroooh !

Peele sat up, croaning. He seemed hart.
Jimmy glanced into the study. There were
two fellows in the room. One was Gower,
Peele’s chum, and the other was Alfred
Higes. 1t was evidently Higzs who had
hurled the unfortunate Peele into the

at a t‘me if you
“Fair play!®
this is a ragg

lver. “You think you can lick any
i .,lmp in the Fourth. Bub you're going to be
kept in order all t'u same, see? Down with
the rotten Po

Higgs hit out 1U1!O‘nh’ as the Tist
closed on nim.

But four pairs of hands grasped lum and.
no'wlfdl as he was, the bully o : Fourth
ent dm\n on he study carpet crash.

“I

ical Four

still in a bad
After dinner

'

passage. The big, burly Fourth-Former was el
brandishing a formidable set of knuckles t oh himit® came
under Gower's nose. (qrouooh"’ = _game,

“See that?” he demand iome -here Pesle ™

Gower backed away e el Lt :

h;ve' s i = = Peele came into the study, grinning.

ook ; o “Have you got a dog-whip or anyt

“ Y vOu o aale9” : it &9l 4 05 1 anyy

.A‘[{‘“‘,"’Od Jwant to go alter Peele? “Here's a cricket-stump.” Then s from the fo

‘ Nuuno! - i '1 wat will do. Give him two gmuml.

“Then db as you're told!" pin him.”
Jimmy Silver's eyes glinted, What-ho!”
* What's the little game, Higgs?” he asked | gy
quietiy. Tace down
“The cheeky rotters haven’t got my tea,™ i ;. . lﬂ:lled with the ¢ ; into the Scheol House, and made his
gs. “1 told ‘em specially to have | i & roars rang. along the passage, and | the study of Adolphu
tea z:ead,v a$ six. I'm boss in this study.” brought a crowd of juniors to the scens, | Without troubling to knock, he pite
rOu 1= YOI fotterdo -grunbled GO“E‘:, There was a shout of laughter from the | 400U oben aud walked in.

Do you think we're going to fag for You? T pourth Formers as they stared fnto the study. | , There was a haze of cizarctte smoke

“Go it!” chuckled Oswald. “Give him |the study. Smythe & Co. were amus

Higgs chuckled. beans, Peele ! themselves in their usual mannec. =
“1 rather think you are,” he said. “You're {  Lash, lash, last! fog ’ﬂd up uneasily at the sight of Higgs.

A5 a
to Little & s
started before he carried
had formed for the afterncon. He

ad come dow
1 Four f
the pl.nu

not coming back into this study unless you “Yaroooh! Leggo! Stoppit! Oh crumbs!” “Can’t you knoek at the door, b
do. I'm going to turn you out, aud have | roared Hioes. demanded Adolphus,
‘\Iuﬂiu }}ere instead. - Muffin knows how to Lash, 1: lash! P"?h. shut up!” said Higes., “Whe
ol orders.”’ “Jure, 1 been askin® for it!" eori eele??
“Don't you think that's rather high- | Flypy, e hi,rt‘ﬂsm;é‘!?no:é & I SHBRA0 4 G vt Henet® - :
handed?” asked Jimmy Sil “Twelve " counted Jimmy Silw?r, “That's | Townsend and Topham of the
“You mind your own business!” said Higss. h. Have you had encugh, Hizgs?” were in the SLUdV with Smythe, How
Peele and Gower glared at Higgs, They Y OW-0W-0wW- ow-ow!” PR - Traey. But Peele, who was usually on

were two to one, but the Nuts of the Fourth “Are you going to keep the peace, a1 ud let the party of ‘hltS on a hali-boliday,
were not fighting men, and Higgs was a for- | these chaps stay in their own in | @bsent for once.

midable antagonist. He was a3 old and as | pegee?” = - s mokod round with a scowl
big. as most of the fellows in the Shell at ST smash th for Peele,” he said

}"?01\“’”0(‘ “Another dozen tday with a cricket

* roared Higgs.
aid Jimmy

‘Look here, we're coming in!” said Gower. | Peele lashed away as it for a wa W “Q‘f ‘*Ti‘ ZO‘I Kflrilfi‘l,’l“ ate” ; =54
‘Come in, then,” said Higgs. “But vou'll | Higgs yelled and writhed, aad “Y'-h L BEIRILDE - sm(i Adolphus politely
go out again on your necks. But come in by | wildly. .- Yes, you were, you monkey! 1 d‘_m{w P
all means.” “Stop!® Have vou had enoush F the lot of you as soon as look at you!
Z ans. 5 5 2 4 o u, Y eor P goa.
“Do you think you're going to keep us out | would you like another dozen?” : & ""1;d Higgs. =
of gur study?” howled Peeie. Higgs groancd, What beaqnf,ul manners!’  murmare
Higgs nodded. “Ow-wow-wow!  Leave off! I Adolpliys,  “Would you mind shutting t;.:-
“Yes, 1 rather think I am,” he replied | Ow!” door after ybu, Wiggs? 1 think your nan

coolly.  “I'm ready to chuck vou out again. | “You'll keep the ce, and make it pax |' L\“ 1238, sn'h 1t 2 i
I can’t say fairer than that.” with Pecle and Gower?” i %\gihtlxe 'ts_[cl;}}mlcu,
Peele gave Jimmy Silver a bitter look. T oh! Yes! Ow!” Al et i e T
“That's the kind of Form captain you | “Good!” Ad ]‘ff*‘m out of your way, I fancy!™ smi
are!” he sneered. “Youn ought to keep the e bully of the Enhrt.x Wwas rf-Ie QLU

“Do you know where he is? I'm goinz ts
tick him!

“Yaas!”

“Well, where iz he?”

rotter in order!” gered to his feet, his fa
“I'm going to,” said Jimmy. “Cuf along But he had had moug‘l,
to the end study, and tell Tovell and Raby | with a cricket-stump sufficed even H'

and Newecome to come here.” the Fourth. Tt was a good dea] more severs “Find. out!”
Peele ran up the passage. t}ml a flogging from the Head. Hives looked at the Nuts with a tr
“You're going to chuck this, Higzs,” said “There’s I’lt"l‘t‘f more to come i you don’t eye wfnu‘e were five of them, and they
Jimmy. mind your p's and q'st” said Jimmy SiUver | Gl iy numbers, -But they were nob m:

“Youd better make me!" sneered Hiz warningly, and he left the study with his

“Yes, that's my idea. You're going to be chums‘ Peele and Gower followed has tily.
kept in order. You can't fag fellows as it ey did not want to be Ieft alone with § gsing to find out. You're going to teli me
you were in the Sixth.” 4gs just then! , He grasped Adolphus by his collar. and

“1 shail jolly well do as T iike!” = vanked him out of the chair,

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shonlders. As

Y 5 sh 1 . Smythe gasped.
captatn 01:~ the Fourth, it was up to him to - Wﬁﬂ’s %’iHO IN F“.MLA?‘ED ?” “Groooh! Rescue, dear boys!"

of the same stuff as Jimmy Silver & Co.
“Find out—eh?” said Higgs. “Well, I'm

keep Higgs within limits, He was prepaved = = - 5 The Nuts piled on Higgs at once. They
to do his duty. (See next week’s MAGNET Library.) intended to hwurl him forth from the study.
Tug Porriar.—No. 83. But the bully of the Fourth was not to be
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dealt with by Smythe of the Shell and his
nutty friends. He bhurled Adolphus to the
floor, and put up his hands. The rush of the
Nuts was met with tremendous drives.
Tracy rolled on the rug, and Howard under
o table. Townsend and Topham were
ized, and their heads came together with a
sounding crack.
“Yow-ow! leggo! I
viisend.

give inl” yelled

T,

Same here!” gasped Topham. “Gh,
leg go.

. Higgs grinned as he pitched them to the
fioor.

“ Anyone want any more?”” he demanded,
in his most bullying manner.

“Qw! Ow! Owi?

“By gad!”

“Oh ¢rumbs!”

“Now where’s Peele?” asked ad-
vaneing on Adolphus, who was sitting on the
carpet and gasping.

“Keep off, you beast!' gasped Smythe. "I

dnn't want any row with.you! Hands oft!”
*“Where's Peele?”
“He’s gone doxm to the hn.‘mo 1ze,” said
Adolphus feebly. “He’s goin’ up the river
this afternoon with Gower.”
Higgs strode out of the study without
another word. Adolphus rose, gasping, 1o

his feet.
The cheeky cad!”” mumbled Adol-

“Ow!
phus. “Layin’ hands on a Shell chap, hai

Jove! Jevver hear of such cheek?”
“Horrid rotter!” groaned Townsend. “He
eught to be kicked out of the school! Ow!”
“Awful hooligan!*> mumbled Howard.
And the Giddy Goats of Rookwood, feel-
little game of nap that Higgs had inter-

ing very rumpled and wrathy. resumed the
rupted, Adolphus taking the precaution to
lock the docr first.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
; Cnce Too Often!
€t TUCK up!” said Ptele.

There was a crowd of fellows on
the raft, and a good many boats
cn  the river. Bright sunshine

streamed down on the shining river and the
grassy banks. Peele and Gower were launci-
ing a hoat from the landing-raft when the
burly form of Higgs was seen striding down
to the bank.

Peele had a strong suspicion that Higes
wounld he looking for hr.m that atternocon
while Jimmy Silver & Co. were otherwise

engaged, and he wisely arranged to give the
buily of the Fourth a wide berth.

“Shoye her out, Gower!” he exclaimed.
“Here comes the heast!”

The- boat plumped into the water. aud
Gower jumped in, followed by Peele. HBiggs

broke into a run, and came
edge of the raft, panting.

“Come ' asliere, you young
shouted.

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Peele, pushing
off with an oar against the raft.

Higgs made a spring.

As the boat floated off lie landed in the
middle of it with a crash that made the
tittle skiff rock and jump.

Hé rolled over in the boat,
in a moment.

“Now, then!” he said grimly.

Gower backed inte the bow, and Peele into
the stern, in great dismay. They were at
the mercy of the bally now.

Higgs grinned as he went along the boat
towards Peele, whose face was almost
white.

“¥ou licked me with a cricket-stump yes-
terday,” he remarked pleasantly.

“I—I'm sorry!” stammered Peele. “It—
it was Jimmy Silver's fault. you know!?”

“I'm going to make you scrrier!” grinmed
H&gﬂ's

‘Help!’” howled Peele.
get that boat-hook! Now,

“Boat-hook—eh!” said Higgs.
you boat-heok!’?

Hig heavy. fist smote Peele.

The Fourth-Former staggered back, His
knees caught the gunwale, and with a sharp
ery he tapnlsd bmk“ardc

Splash!

“Qh, my hat!? ejaculated Higgs.

Peele disappeared under the water.

“Clumsy ass!” said Higgs, and he knelt
in the boat to help the Fourth-Former in as
soon as he came up.

But Peele did not come up.

Higgs waited in vain for his head to
appear. 3

“Good heavens!” stuttered Gower.
—you \mv fool! He's gone down!”

Higgs’ Tace was white now.

down to the

rotters!’’” he

but he was up

“Gower, o;d man,

then——"

“11l give

“You

A full minute had elapsed, and there was
no sign of Peele. The bully of the Fourth
knelt, almost frozen with horror.

~ifelp!” velled Gower. “Help!®

There was a rush of the fellows on the
raft.

the row?’’ called Jobson of the

‘Peele s drowned!”

Fe»ne can’t be drowned!” stammered
Higgs. “He—he—can’t!”

“Peele’s drowned!”’ shrieked  Gower.
“Higgs knocked him into the water, and
he hasa't comie Lp"’

“Good heavens!”

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood, whe

had just come on. to tie rait, stayed cnly
to kick off his boots and throw off Lis ecap.
Then he plunged in.
A thick crowd was gathering
there was a buzz of excited voices.
Bulkeley had disappeared under the water,

now, and

and a hundred eyes watched for him
anxiously. -
Bulk ekv came up, gasping, and held on

to the boat.
But hé came alone.
“You can’f find him?”

called out Jobson.

Hcfhe went in just here,” stammmered
Higgs. “I-—I jugb touched him, and he
dx'opped in just here. He must have gone
down like a stone!”

Bulkeley filled his lungs, and sank out of

“GEM " Library.

Bul‘.c‘w held un his hand for si

Xou i come with me to the He
“Keep your eyes open,
e it—he comes up. Follow mie,
Higes dragged himself from the
the raft. Black looks from the
juniors followed him.

Peele was not popular in the Form,
what Jimmy Silver called a smoky bea
he was one of the:most reckless young
in Adolphus Smythe’s set. But all his
were forgotten now—now that it scemed
let his body was hidden buu t1

Ro

tramped wearily

after
wood. ‘as

Dripping as he
made his way directly to the Hes:
Dr. Chisholm stared as the capt
Rookwood came in, dripping with water,
lowed by the wretched Higgs.
¢ What has happened
cLumﬁd the Head,
An dcmdent sir,

Bulkeley 2> ox-
sing to his fect

in the river!”

faltered

¥, you do not mean a fatality

“T'm afraid $0, sir.’

“ (Good heavens! Who is it?"

¢ Peele of the Fourth, sir. I have br
Hw;:a to you. Higgs knocl« d
boat, and he did not ecome up
searched for him, but—but .

The doetor's face was white.

“ You—you are sure, Bulkeley?”

Higgs’ heavy hand smote Peels.

the water.

The Fourth Former staggered backwards.
His knee caught the gunwale, and with a2 sharp cry he toppled back inte
‘“ Oh, my hat!?” exclaimed Higgs.

view again. Three or four swimmers had
gathered near the spot, and they joined in
the search.

But it was in vain.

For ten minutes it was kept up, but there
was no trace of Peele. Bulkcley clambered
on to the raft at last, dripping.

A hush fell on the Rookwood erowd.

If Peeie was under the water there was
no doubt that he was dead, and a thrill of
horror went through the crowd.

Higgs sat oun the boat, almost
borror and fear.

He had not intended harm to come to his
vietim. He had not struck very hard. He
had often hit Peele harder than that. But
this unlucky blow had made him a murderer!
And what was going to happen now?

The wretched junior was trembling
every limb.

Bulkeley's hand fell on his shoulder, and
Higgs looked up with a ghastly face. The
Reokwood ain’s face was hard and grim.

“You did this, I understand, Higgs?”

ST I didn't! I—

“He did!* shrieked Gower. ““He Jumpcd
into the boat to bully Peele, and knocked
him into the river! Lots of fellows saw
him 1?2

SR oadid

“And 1!

frozen with

in

hewled Tubby Muflin.
shouted lia\wm) of the Fourth

“There seems to be no doubt, sir. We
searched for ten minutes. I suppose the boay
must have been caught in an under- -current,
It will be found farther down the riv B

“ Good heavens! And this boy—

“Yes, sir. He knocked him in! 1 suppose
the police will want to see him !”

Higgs shuddered at the word. Dr.
holm bent his eyes upon the wretched,
bling bully of the Fourth.

“ What have you to say, Higgs?”

“I-I didn't mean-it, sir!’”" groaned Higgs.
‘1 just gave him a touch!”

‘“ You were attacking that unfortumate boy,
Higge?”

“ I—I was going to_lick him, sir.

“ That is enough, Higes. You will g
your study, and stay there’ until ¥
sent for! I will telephone to the pc &
once, Bulkeley! You had better go and
change your clothes!”

Higgs dragged himself from the study.

Chis-
Pi-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Jimmy Silver is Suspicious!

43 RAVO, Jimmy Silver!”
The leather had gone whizzing
into the net. It was a goal for the
Cizssicals.

But as Tommy Dodd punted the ball again
ToE POPULAR.~No. £8,
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to the centre, Jobson of
(Lls«ill‘T up.
* Better chuek that " called out Jobsen.

Jimmy Siiver glanced up.

“ Hallo! What are you burbling about ?"

“ There's a_kid been drowned )

< V‘, hat?”

A chap from your Form—young

“ Oh, erumbs!”

hmm Silver glanced at Tommy Dodd, and
the Modem sklpp 'r nodded, After that news
the juniors did not feel ineclined to finish the
mateh,

The footballers came off the field with any-
thing in their minds but football now. Gower
Liad followed Jobson to Little Side. He was
white and excited. The crowd surrounded
him, cager for news,

There was a deep grow! among fthe juniors

the Fifth came

Peele”

as Gower explained how the fatality had
oceurred.
¢ That beast Higgsi" zaid Lovell, between

his teeth. “ He's done it now!”

“Phe awful rotter!” said Jimmy Sil

¢ He—he couldn’t have meant i

Oswald. * Just his beastly bullying
luor old Peele!™

‘ But is it certain?” asked Jim

“ Pecle was a jolly good swimmer.’

“ He didn't even come up once,” said
Gower, “ I dare say the knock hurt him. He
never showed up once after he went inm.

Bulkeley went in for him, and couldn't f{ind
him. They're still looking ‘for him

There was a rush down to the river at
once;

But there was no news.

Nothing had been seen of the unfortunate
junior. ‘There were several boats out locking
for him. Neville of the Sl_\th Had pieked up
his cap in the water. That was all.

“ Let's go and find Higgs,” said TFlynn.
“Let’s tell the thafe of the world what we
think of him, anyway!”

“ He must be feeling pretty bad without
that,” said Jimmy Silver soberly.

I means the sack for him, and perhaps
prison, too,” said Oswald, “ and serve him
jolly well n"ni' That's why he came and
watched us begm the mateh, s0's he could go
for Peele without being interfered with!”

“‘Lhe awful beast!”

¢ Let's go and see him!"
minor. “ We'll rag him baldheaded

The juniors streamed aw
Schocl House to look for Higgs. T
did not follow. He signed to his chums to
stay.

“ Look here, the beast ought to be told
what we think about him "' exclaimed Lovell.
“ Why don’t you come, Jimmy?"

Jimmy shook his head. His
wrinkled in thought.

“ I'm thinking,” he said guietly. * T hardly
know what to think of this, and that's a fact.
it's jolly queer that Peele ahould be drov ned
like that when he was a good swimmer.’

““ Well, he's drowned, isn't he? d Raby
with a stare. * Whether it's gueer or not, hie’
drowned, poor chap !™”

“1 don’t know!"

‘“ You don't know!" exclaimed Newcome.

“Look here,” said Jimmy, “if Peele's
drowned; I'm as sorry for him as anyhbody.
But Peele’s an awfully deep chap. You
know, he was as cunning as a monkey!”

¢ Never mind that now!” muttered Lovell,

Jimmy eoloured.

“I'd be the last to say a word like that
if he's drowned,” he said, *° But Peele was
as cunping as a monkey, and Le was a zood
swimmer. They haven’t found the hody.

Jones

bhrow

was

L0t> of fellows have pltchod in off the raft,
and never been drownod
;atl:[l(‘d =

I'm jolly wel

not

You don't think it's

“I ahouldnt be surprised, It would be
just like one of Peele's tricks if it were. 1
Know it sounds rotten to say so, when the
chiap may be at the bottom of the river all
the time.. But that’s the fact. He's a good
swimmmer, and lie seems to have gone down
like a stone. It's jolly queer!”

** Higgs had hit him.' He might have been
too huart to swim.'

“He might, of course ; hut it's not likely.”

“But—but what

“ Let's go and look agai

uietly. * Higgs has used It
and he's a bullying beast! Higgs will have
a pretty bad time to-day. But if Peele has
played a trick to scare Higgs, and get him
punished—-""

“ It would be a rotten trick to alarm us for
nothing !"' said Newcome,

THE POPULAR.—No, 88,

sald  Jimmy
pretty roughly,

playing roften
)lh odd for a

fricks. A
good sw munu

to be without a
struggle. Peele v under
*mter too. You'y mming-

bath.

#* That's

The Fistical Four went down to the boat-
house.. The boats were out on the river, some
3 good distance down the stream, searching.
On both banks there were Rookwood fellows
seattered, looking - for traces of the lpst
junior,
Jimmy

yoe

Silver kuelt on the cdge of the piank
raft, his chums watching him curious The
raft was supported on thin wocden posts, and
it was eighteen inches above the water at
its present level. Jimmy bent his head down
and looked under it at the gurgling water
beneath. :

‘ Easy enough for a chap to come up under-
neath the raft)” said Jimmy quictly, as he
rose to his £ ile conld have stayed there
qmta safe He had only to swim a dozen

feet unde T ‘water to get out of sight when he

came up,’
“It’s possible, but——""
‘“ But he's not there now,”’ said Raby.

‘ Not there now, certainly, (ome thiz

by one end of the raft grew a thick
olump of willows. Jimmy lead the way, and
the Fistical Four plunged into the willows.

« Suppose Peele was playing that game?”
said Jimmy. “ Every chap was looking
tewards the river, of course, as soon as the
alarm was given. Nobody'd dream of look-
ing round to ﬂe( whether Peele was crawling
out of the water at the end of theé raft into
the willows. He could have done it as easy
as falling off a form. But it’s the only way
hie could have disappeared, and if he did we
shall find traces of him in the willows here.”

“And here y lolly well are!” exclaimed
Lovell.

“My hat!”

,

ground was dry and hard; there bad
been no rain for a ek, But on the dry
earth among the wil wet tracks showed
clearly, and e splashed with
water. Someor wet had  passed

Df
W illm\\ lat
Tourth exchar =

through the
The chums of the

~d startled

glane
" “QOue of the chaps who went in for him
might have come out this way,” muttered
Lovell.

“Not likely.”
“Tlle'nv hen——"

* “Let's follow the tra
It waa easy for the tical Four, experi-

enced Boy suts as they were, to foliow the

wet track from the willows.
It quitted the
and

willows, crossed the river-
disappeared into the trees.
There is ws ore difficult to foll
But the Classical chums had iit doubt
that they were on the track of the missing
junior now, and they pressed on determinedly.

T

side path,

“THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Higgs Qoes Through It
HE door of Study No. 4 cmshed open.
iges of the Fourth was in the
stud S
The wretched junior was crovcned
in the armchair, bis elbows on his knees, his
fuce in his hands, in an attitude o‘“ utter
{espair and mizery. >
He. looked up as the Classical juniors
erowded in with a face white as death.
He did not speak. He did not nead
the Fourth what they had come for. -
“ Here the beast said Jones minor,
“Here's the rotter!”
“Have the spalpeen out!?
“Collar him ! : :
Higgs staggered to :his fect. Plunged in
misery and remorse, ke had not given a
thought to what bhis ‘?‘urm fellows wmﬂrl be
thinking.
The contempt, the scorn, the horror; and
rl like in every face stung him, and a'wave of
g ehalm facel °
ammered.
ve him out growled Jones
“We're not going -to -have a
beast like that in our quarters!”
# Néo- fear
“Frog-march him into the quad, bedad
The (lassicals surrounded Higgs,
grasped him on all sides.

With a rush the juniors bore

to ask

minor.
murderous

i

and

him out of

the study, and he went bmemrr aleng the
passage to the *
Down the he went, with Lump on

bump, .

“H‘E

among

Introduce Your Friend to the Best Boy’s Fiction ——

Mr. Bootles came o it of
erowd poured into the
called out sharp
. “Let Higgs go
‘Let him go!”

But for once the Form-master's
unheeded by his Form,

Lis study as the
er passage, and

at once! Do

hes

¥ou

voice was

Tiggs went out into the quad in a rush in
;e mxdst of the excited junie

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Booti
“Boys Do you hear me? What! What! I

command you—— Bless my soul!”
Right across the guad went the erowd, un-
heeding Mr. Bootles' agitated voice. Hi‘ z

was ~t"l!'f(“lll‘;: now, bul his strogglés we
unavailing.

Mr. Bootles dashed away to the Feads
study. The Fourth Form-master felt quite
unable to deal with the riot.

Higgs, struggling and shrieki

frog- march{d round the quadmn:k
Head Appeared at the big doorway.

“Boys!” thundered Dr. Chisholm.

There was a pause. Hizgs took advamtazs
of it to tear himself loose, and he went teac-
mg across the quad towards the House.

*Afther him!” roared Flynn,

The Jumor.\ rushed in hot pursuit.

But fear lent wings to the wretched bully
of the Fourth, and-he reached the H 2
steps, and fled behind the doctor. There hLe
stood, panting.

Right up to the steps the pursuers rushe
but there they halted. Dr. Chisholm’s t
was raised commandm'r!v

“Cease this riot at once!”
“How dare you!”

“Plaze, sorr, we want to get hold of th=
thafe,” 3aid Flyan “We don't want the
wurtherous baste at Rookwood, sir!”

“Silence ! Higgs .will leave Rookwood o
day,” said the Head. “He could hardiy r-
main at the school after what he h'xs don -
He will leave here in charge of the po! 2

“Oh‘ good ! said Townsend.

“You will not molest him
go to my study,

The Head follc
h 'a\s up with

he exclaimed

ag

disappointm
th Al
g s stady
the holdest did nn“ dream of pursning hi
Dr. Chisholm followed the panting.
hevelled junior into the study:
“You remain here, Higgs,"” hie sai
wittt you have done it i3 hardly
to be anywhere else. You eannot be
at it.”
“0h, “sir!?
mcnn(:—*”
o quite understand that. It appears, f
inquiries T have made, that you have
much addicted to bullying, Hizas
advantaze of your age and size,” went on t
Head. “It was mean and cowardly, and
has led you to this, But I will say no n
I trust that wur conscience will repre
your conduct to you in its true light!”
Higgs did not reply. The Head m
him to a chair, and the -bully of the Fo
fell, rather than sat, in it. Dr. Chisho!
at his table, and resumed his pen, tak
further notice of the wretched junior,
Higgs waited, in fearful apprehension, for
the heavy steps of the police in the pas
sage. He knew they were coming. He won
dered whether he would be taken away
iodged in a cell.
turned him almost sick.
ceased to beat

surpriscd

moaned Higgs, “I—-I mever

and
The mere thought 0. it

His heart almost
as there was a heavy foo!-
step in the passage, and a tap at the door.
“Lome in!” said the Head.
It was Inspector Skipp, of Coombe,
entered the study, with a grave face.
half-rose to his Teet, and sank hack

his e white as a sheet. The D
gave him a curious g AIl(E‘ as he turped tc- the
Head.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
‘The Dead Alive! "
RE we are atnty
Silver.
The Fi
~ the

ag said Jimmy

cal Four were following
track through the woods, their
nd, watching for a ¢ i
trail had been lost, but s ofL
thickets revealed it aga
traces of wet boots and dripping water that
eould not be mistaken. =

Jimmy Silver had found it once
the chums of the Fourbh pus
They had little doubt as to what they
find at the end of the trait

Someone in wet clothes and dripping boots
had passed this way a little time hefors,

‘¢s on the
Twice the
the

more, and
rai




and it was pretty certain who that “some-
cine . was,

Jiz]nmy paused suddenly, and held up his

Seen him?” whispered Lovell,

“1 can hear him—or somebody.’*
. The jupiors peered through the thickct
into the green glade beyond.

Where the sun fell through the green glade
in the trees they saw a suit of I‘vtom laid
out. to dry, and I)mg in t‘}e ar in the

warm sun, was 2 junior in his shirt, and
thicy recognised Peele of the Fourth.

“Come omn,” ‘said Jimmy. “He -ean’t
dedge us without his clobber!”

“Ha, ha! Nol2

The chums of the Fourth ran inte the
glade.

There was a startled cry from Peele as he
leaped to his feet.

“Well2? said Jimmy grimly.

‘Peele gasped.
What—what arc you chaps doing

‘What are you doing here, you spoofing
ead?” exclaimed Lovell wrathiully.

- Peele shrugged his shoulders. He recovered
his coohess at once.

“Drying my clobber,” he said cooily. “It's
rather chilly now in the end of September,
and I don’t want to cateh cold.”

“You rotten spoofer!” exclaimed Raby.

"‘We)l,» we've found you,” said Jimmy
Silver. *“Now you can get your clothes on.

dry or neot, and come back to Rookwood!”

Peele started.

*Have you been looking for me?” he ex-
claimed.

“Yes; and we’ve found you.”?

“But—but this is a quarter of a mile from
the ~ river. How the thunder did you
know——7

“You can't fool
\uﬂcomu
your.

Oh"’ said Peele. “But—but is it all
out? Do the other fellows kmow I wasu't
drowned?”

* Not yet.”

“My hat!” said Jimmy Silver, with a
whistle. *If the Head knew you'd spoofed
hiim on purpose, Peele, you would get some-
thing worse than RHiggs. Do you know you're
;op*\lted drowned, and the police are sent
or;

“Good!” said Peele.

*What did yoa play such a rotten trick
for?? demanded Raby.

Peele’s eyes glinted.

“I suppose you know what that rotter
did?”. he said, between his teeth. “He
knoeked me into the river. T got caught in
the current, and came up under the raft. If
hie river hadn’t been low I might have been
drowned. If it had been a floating raft
I might have been under it. As it was there
wis reom to breathe. Then I thought of a
dodge for paying out that cad.”

*“So you sneaked away through the willows
while the fellows were ail looking towards
the river?” said Jimmy Silver.

“T see you know all about it!” sneered
Teele. “I didn’t expect you to be nosing
after me. T thought you were at footer.”?

“We chucked that when we heard the
news,” growled Jimmy Silver, “and then we
thought. it over——"

“Well, you've found me,*
“Now you can clear off!”

“You're coming bhack to Rookwood with
ag. Don’t you understand that everybody’s
nelmg rotten about it?”

‘le’n em!”

“Fhe Heads sent "for the police.”

“That’s just what I want!” .

‘\Iy hat! But the bobbies will have
something to say when they know you've
bheen fooling and wasting their time,” said
)mrny Silver.

hey won't know. TI'm not going hack
to Rookwood till to-night. They can take
Higgs away and put him in a eell. That's
his proper place, the ruffianly beast!”

*And what do you think the Head will say
to you when you turn up?” exclaimed Lovell.

Peele grinned.

“I've got a yarn ready,” he said -coolly.
I got out of the river a mile further down,
crawled ashore, and lay exhausted for hours.
Savvy??

“You're not going to spin the Head a yamn
!.ke that!”

Yhy not??

“Well T suppose he would believe it,” said
Jimmy Silver, after some thought: 5
wouldn’t suspect that you'd play
trick on purpose. But, as a matter ¢
my pippin, you're not going to do any ¥l
of the sort. You're going md; to Rookwood

said
bebind

scouts, you ass!®
“You left a wet trail

said Peele.

with-us. We den't want.a scandal in the
papers about the school to please you!”?

“1 suppose you're going to sneak?” sneered
Peele. .

}*mmy shook . his head,

No. You know that. You ouzht to be
shiown up for playing such a rotten trick,
but we’re not going to give you away. But
you're not going to keep ail Rookwood in
a state of anxiety till to-night for the sake
of playing a rotten game. We're going to
take you back with us.”

“I won't come!”

“Won't you?” said Jimmy Silver. “Wall
till T've cut a switeh in the thxd\et and
I'll see if 1T ean per~xmde you.’

“Look  here

“Nuff said. You e coming!’’

Peele gritted his teeth. The Fistical Four
meant business, and resistance on his part
was not of much use.

His plans had been cunningly laid—to
remain away from the school till night, and
then to return with a plausible story to
account for his absence, By that time he
hoped that Higgs of the Fourth would he
locked up in the police-station, and aiter
that he was not likely to be allowed to
return to Rookwood. That the affair wouid
get into the newspapers and cause endless
unpleasant discussions did not matter to
Peele,
case a thought. But it mattered very
siderably to Jimmy Silver & Co.

Slowly the defeated schemer resumed
clothes, already half-dried. The Tistic
Four watched him grimly.

“You're spoiling a first-class jape!” growled
Peele. ‘Thmk of that bullying brute being
locked up——"

“And think of the disgrace to Rookwood!”
said Jimmy Silver. ¥

*Oh, hang that!”

“Are you ready?’’ growled Tovell.

“Look here, I can’t eome back with you.
If it comes out that you found me here it
will prove it’s only a yarn about my being
carried down the river!”

con-

al

“Well, don't tell any lies, then,” suggested
Raby.

Peele panted.

“You thumping idiot! Can I tell the

Head it's a trick—that I've alarmed the
whole school for revenge on Higgs?”

“Ha, ha! I shouldn’t advise you to tell
him th“?" chuckled Raby. *“1 know what
would happen next—the bireh and the boot'
“You fellows go on first, and I'll follow.’
No fear!” said Jimmy Silver pmmpth’

“You're rather too downy, Peele. We can't
trust you. Youd dodge, and stay away.
You know we ean't go to the Head and
"ne you away!"

“Let me alone, hang you!”

“We're going to see you as far as the gates
of Rookwood,” said Jimmy Silver ecalmly.

“ After that you can please yourself. But
vou're not keeping up this game a minute

jonger. Come on! Take his other arm,
Lovell!®
“You het!”

And Peele, skowling savagely; was led away
in the midst of the Classical chums, his little
game fairly nipped in the bud.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the School !
gad!”

113 Y
Adolphus Smythe of the Shell
almost fell flat.
The great -Adolphus was sauntering

in the (~uadmnf_le with his friends discussing
the untimely fate of Peele oi the Fourth.

Adolphus had given up hope of ever seeing
again a pound that Peele oived him, as he
stated somewhat sadly.

And all of a sudden his eyeglass dropped
from his eye, and his eyes almost bulged {rom
his head, as the subject of dlSCﬂSSlOn walked
in at the gates.

Hpcele velled Howard.

“Alive!” gasped Adolphus,

| -“Great Scott!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. followed Peele in. Now
that he was fairly within the gates of Reok-
.wook,- however, they were done with him.
'They left it to him to make any explanation
be pleased, so long as he apprised the Head
at once that he was alive and well,

I’eele grinned sourly at his startled fne 1ds,

I—I thought you were drowned!” stut-
tered Townsend.

“How the thunder did you get out of the
river?” demanded Adolphus. “I say, the
inspector’s just come from Coombe; he’s with
tho Head!”

“Carried away down the river, crawled out,
and just got back,” said Peele coolly.

‘By gadl” £ -

He had not given that aspect of the |

—Wha‘*” ~>n'med I‘mxnspnd Mwat m
for the Hcad Pecle! You spoofin’ rott
“Rotten game to alarm us all for not
said Swmythe.
Peele sneered.
suppose you're awfull

¥ cut up—what!?

I was thinkin’ I should never

the quid you owe me,

dear boy!”
“Ha, ba, hat” :
Peele grinned and walked on to the Heun

exclamations of astonishment
be was spotted.

ushed to look at him, a
and clap him on the back.

to him,
had there been such a sensation in the olid
school.
Mr.
window,

came into the House.
e !’ he exclaimed.

Bootles spotted him from his stndy
and rushed out to meet him as he

“Can I believe my
? Thank goodness you are safe, my dt

€ome mth m¢ to the Head at once
“I hope you haven't been alarmed, si
nnl Pecle demurely.

1 have been terribly alarmed, Peele.
with me at once!”

The agitated F n-master led *h i
away to The Head's study. They ileft
1.1 a buzz behind them.

l;o\

Conie

&5

“Aloive, afther all!” said Flynpn. “And
ve ragged Higgs for nothing! I sup-
won't be sacked now.”
hat rotten luck!” said Jones min

aps the Head will Sack him all the s
7‘101. gh,” he added hopefully.

“But how did he get out of the rive
exclaimed OGswald. Do you know anyth
about it, Jimmy Silver?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.
“Least ald soonest mended,”
“Peele deep beast!”

“But: xm\nt he drowned intoircly?”
lattlv

I‘a, }m’

“Then he w
i3 s

he remarked.

fegjacus

o B
=

"He doesn’t look like it !’

s aither spoofing us!

a dirthy “triek, and }

I take back all the nice things

ving about him since he's

dzum_ed»[ m:\n since he wasn’t drowned !’
1a, ha. ha!

Jmnm Silver clapped To'nm} Dodd en the
shoulder.

“Time to finish the mateh,”

Qhan we go on?”

> nthor" said Tommy Dodd.
jolly queer about Peele! Did you fellows
him ?”

But Jimmy Silver did not appear te hear
that remark.

The C(lassicals and Moderns prowcdcn
Little Side, and the interrupted footer
was toon in full swing again. The »hm oW
of tva‘*edv which had hung so dark
the old schiool for an hour had mtui

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Flogging for Two!l
IGGS of the Fourth- had heard
exeited buzz from the quadrang
without being aware of what it per-
tended.

The wretched junior was standing in the
Head’s study, listening dully to the talk be-
tween Dr. Chisholm and the inspector.

His fate was being decided—whéther he
would be taken into custod», and lodged in
a cell at Coombe police-station, or allowed
to remain under surveillance at Rookwood ot
present.

A tap at the door interrupted the Head.

“Come in! he said, rather sharply.

Mr. Bootles entered the study.

“Pray excuse my interrupting yeou!
Mr. Bootles. “I have news—startling news!

“The hody has been found?” asked In-
”pectox Sklpp

»Peele is found,” said Mr. Bootles.. “He
was bot drowned!”

Dr. Chisholm started to his feet.

“He is alive!” he exelaimed.

“Yes, sir; he has returned sale and s
Come in, Peele!”

Peele entered the study. .

Higes stared at him, open-eyed,
dropping. i

From where he had stood e had seen P
in the*passage as Mr. Bootlcs opened the d
and he staggered at the sight of Lim.
a moment he almost fancied Cit was the «zho i
of his victim that had returned to haunt hism.

“Alive!”-he muttered.. “Alive!” .

He sank helplessly into a chair.

His eyes were glued on Pecele, as if
eould secarcely believe their evidenes.
load of guilt and terror was lifted fror
heart.

hie remarked.

1

said
10

his
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18 A Great Tip!

“Thank Heaven, Peele, that you have re-
turned!” said the Head. “But an explsgna-
tion is required. I was given to understand
that you sank in the river and was not seen
(uf\m"’

“Yes, sir,” said Pecle. “I-I was partly
stunned by the blow Higgs gave m
“1 hardly touched hxm sir!” said Higg

Higgs was almost himself again now.

The Head made a gesture.

«Silence, Higgs! Tell me precisely what
occurred, Peele!”

There was a significant tone in the Head's
voice, which sent a shiver through the schem-
ing Fourth-Former. Dr. Chisholm's keen eyes
were reading his face. He answered as calmly
as he could. ¥

“[—1 was carried away by the current, sir.
1—1 think I must have lo:.t my senses. 1 was
carricd a long way down the river; hut I
got hold of some rushes at last, and pulled
myself out. Then—then I lay exhausted for
some time, am.ffmd at last I was able to
walk home.”

“That i3 a very extraordinary -story,
Peelet?

Dr. Chisholm turned to Mr. Bootles.

“Mr. Bootles, will you kindly call Bulke-

eyt

“(ertainly, sir!”

The Fourth Form master quitted the stndy,
and returned with the Rookwocd captain.

Bulkeley had already heard of Peele’s
return, and he gave the Fourth-Former a
very curious look as he eame in.

“Bulkeley, I think you mentioncd to me
that you entered the river in search of Pecle
dlmost lmmedxate!v after he sank?

“Yes, sir,” said Bulkeley.

“Would it have been possible for Peele to
‘have been carried:away by the current with-
out being seen?”

“Imposslble sirl Fifty fellows were watch-
mg the river.
“I was under water, you know—-"" stam-

mered Peele.

“You were carried away under water dc\m
the river to such a distance that you could
not have been seen from the raft?”

“I—1 SUPPOSE £0, sirl”

“Impossible!” said Bulkeley.
without being drowned!”

“That is my opinion,” said the Head
ominously. “As Peele evidently did not sink
a5 was supposed, Bulkeley, how would yon
account for his getting out ‘of the river with-
out being seen by anyone?”

Bulkeley reflected.

“He +must have come up under ﬂm raft—
the landing-stage, sir,” he replied. * He could
caslvily have held on there and _called tor
help.”

s &pp'lrentl' he held on there, and did not

(hl i(y_ help?”
“ [t 'eertainly looks like it, sir.

“Did you look under the landing-stage?”

“Yes: after I'd been in for him. He was
gone by that time.”” Bulkeley's brow dark-
ened. “He must have been pl.nmL a triex
1t was impossible for him to float down the
river far, without being seen, when he landed
without being drowned Cif he was under water.
1t was a trick.”

J80 1 mmgmed
bling voice.

Pecle was deadly pale.

The game was up now, with a vengeance.

“Well, Peele?” said the Head, turning to
the junior, whose knees were knocking to-
getlmr. “What have you to say?”

“I—I—"" The lies died on Pecle’s lips.
“I--1 got under the raft, sir, .md and then
into the willows, sir. e
“You daliberately threw the whole school
into a state of alarm for a miserable trick:”
. thundered the Head.
“It—it was Higgs' fault, sir.
in!” mumbled Peele.
him out—"
“1 think I understand.”

“Impossible,

¢aid the Head, in a rum-

He knocked
“1—1 wanted to pay

Dr. Chisholm turned to the inspector, who
was listening grimly,
vI trust you will excuse me, Inspector

Skipp, for havmv given you the tr ouhle of
coming here for nothmg As you can see, it
was the result of a wretched trick played by
this hoy, and you may be assured that his
)nuuimmmt will be exemplary. I apologise
1m having troubled you.”

’\ot at all, sir!” said Mr.
and he took his feave.

“ Bulkeley, will you be kind enough to send
_the sergeant here?” .

“Certainly, siv?

Bulkeley left the study. Then the Head's
grim frown turned upon Peele and Higgs.
The two unhappy delinguents stood with

- hnoclunﬂ knees.
]’e-ele. you have been guilty of a most un-
THE PoPULAR.—No. 88,

Skipp politely,

Read ““FOR HIS FATHER'S SARE!”

You have caused anxiety
1son, but to gratify your

feeling deception.
and alarm for no r
revengeful feelings.

Peele mumbled.

“Higgs, you are the original cause of the
trouble. You acted hrutal!-r towards your
Form-fellow, and probably placed him in
danger of his life.”

(13 i e )

1 flog both of you!" continued the
Head. “You, Higgs, for brutality, and you.
Peele, for dececit and impertinence. 1 shall
endeavour to make your puni shment severe,
to be a lasting lesson to you.”

Sergeant Kettle entered the study, and the
Head took up the birch.

Higgs was the first to suffer.

Outside in the pass a group of interasted
um)ors listened to the sound of the birch, and
the gasps and howls of the bully of the
Fourth.

The doctor had said thaf he would en-
deavour to make the punishment severe, and
he certainly succeeded.

The Head's arm was aching a little when
he had finished.

“Now you may go,”" he said. “Higes, I
shall observe you in future, aml I warn you
to take care

“Wow-wow !" mumbled Higgs.

The two -juniors quitted the ~tudy They
hlinked at one another in the pas 2 bu‘
they had not even enough energy left to call
one another names. 1t was a lesson either
of them was not likely to forget for a long
time to come.

r:

. . . s s

That evening tliere was peace in No 4 Study.

Over their preparation, Higgs, and Peele
groaned in chorus, both of them realising
dismally that the way of the transgreszor was
hard.

THE END.
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(Continued jrom page 13.)
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“Tho boy Polo must be killed or so severely
maimed that he canunot go on with acrobatic
d the former, his eyes ablaze.

“He has insulted me and outraged my dig-
nity; and you, Lopez, must help me.”

I am only too Wiliing to help you, senor,”
was Lopez’ reply, “if you will tell me what
to do. And it must be done secretly, for it
will go very hard with me if Busto or any
of the others catch me playing tricks upon
the trap artist.”

“It will go harder with _you if I drop a
line to the police at San Jose, telling them
that Manuel Lopez. wanted for bank robbery

and murder in Mexico, Is travelling in the
United States with Busto's Circus!” snarled

del Rogeriguo, well knowing that he held the
whip-hand over his fellow greaser hy reasons
of his knowledge. *“And unless yon do as
1 require, Lopez, they will receive ‘that infor-
mation very quickly?!”

The smaller man shuddered. and put a band

to his throat as though he- could already
feel the rope around his neck. His eyes
glittered evilly, but his hand sheok. Del
Rogeriguo  knew -too  much. He v as
' dangerous.

“Well, senor, T will do w! vml require,

and so the message will be
s0?"" demanded Lopez.
And the other grinned

it.  Is it not

“That is right,”” he said. this is
the first thing you will do. e L ore-
member, Manuel Lopez had some skill at
throwing the knives through the air. To-
night, or to-morroew night, the shew will

make some attempt to give a performance.
Eddic Polo will rig up a trapeze somehow,
or, maybe, do a few tricks on the horizontal
bars; and as he-is about to step into the
arena you, from behind some adjacent
waggou, will call back to your aid the knack
of knife-throwing which has already been
useful to you, and when they pick up Eddie
Polo he will have a knife right through his
back and piercing his dirty heari!”

They spoke in the polyglot Mexican-Spanish,
which was +their native tongue, and  they
minced no words. Lopez attempted to argue,
but del Rogeriguo’s hold over him was far
too powerful to admit of anything but
obedience, and presently Lopez had agreed to
carry out his ord r3. He was just abhout

to leave his master when the sound of an
appreaching cavaleade fell upon their ears.

and, peering cautionsly through the sage
brush, the two hali-breeds made out a pro-
cession of caravans and wagons auch as

“Aha!” laughed Rogeriguo. “This iz the
hest thing that can happen. A rival show
is just arriving, .and Busto will find Lis busi-
ness completely spoiled. He will be a ruined
mau when he leaves this town, and he wilt

ver arrive at his next location with the
troupea intact. This new man will comple'f,f-
Garcia del Rogeriguo’s work, and ruin Busto.
Maybe in the contfusion, Lopez there will he
a chance to seize the fair Esta and run off
with her as soon as her champion, E
Polo, is out of the way. Keep your eves
open. I want the girl!”

They parted, and Lopez slipped back to
the camp- just as the council of ways and
menns broke up without having arrived at a
workable conclusion. The half-breed had not
been missed, and he made his conmections
again without attracting any attention.

Busto and his little band of satellites steod
watching the new cavaleade as it made its
way down the hill. Like Rogeriguo, tis
showman thought at first that this was some
rival cireus come to take advantage of his
misfortune, His face fell, but presently it
broke out into a smile as he saw, painted on
a board, the legend:

“PROFESSOR BASHAM'S GREAT BOXING
AND WRESTLING SHOW.

FINE, TAIR FISTICUTFFS AND STRAIGHT,
STRONG STRUGGLES.”

“Only a counter-attraction.
for us both,” said Busto. as,
and a few others by his side, he
to give greeting to his felic
*Maybe this chap’s got a tent to spare that
he'll let us have.”

The other was pleased to meet c'-r' i
and he ran his eye over Eddie Polo,

4 Busto used in his own business.

There's room
with Eddi=

still.in his stained acrobat’s rig \nth
coat over houlders, with approvs
waved his at the blackened ruins

the marquee, d heard the faull tale of the
fire and of the robbery. e was,
a little amused. but he was genuinely sympa-
thetic, and replied that if he'd had a spare
tent he would immediately have lent lt to
Busto for a few days, wherein the ci
could have got baek perhaps enouzh m
to purchase another.

But sympathy cannot hbuild out of
air-a canvas theatre .biz enough to hous=
a thousand souls, and so the hoxer's w ;
were as chaff in the wind. He ct
Busto while Kddie and the others str
over to watch the working hands ere
great marquee, and soon got into conve
tion with the men.

Then, struck with an idea, Polo
away to his own tent to think thin
and presently emerged with a new li

tha

his eyes. = =
He was absent with Bud Truefit all
afternoon, and got back to the camp

as the boxing outfit was opening up for t
cwnm-T

“Walk -up, gents!" cried the
“Come and see the old-time bare-!
encounter atween Kid Summers and K

out White! Also the great wrestlin® match
atween the Powerful Pole and Strer
'Stralian.  Likewise there’s five hu

dollars a-going to the chap that can
up for half a dozen three-minute round
Bill the Basher, the heavy-weight cha
of Cuba, § m\"o. and  the Phillipe
Now, then, where’s the local talent
wants to carn five hundred of the be
“Here,”* - said Wkddie, stepping forward.
“Here it is, boss! I'll take your man on,
and, what's more, I'll bet you that I kadek
him out insjde three rounds if you'll mak
the stake high enough!”™
"\'o‘xll what?” screamed the
2 . kid, i3 your name Johnson or To
Burns? Here, I'll bet you what you
you can't do"it! Make your own terms!
“Right!”? said Lddie, stepping unp, wi
Bud Truefit at his back, while he w
at the rest of the show's cowboys, who wt
crowding up to pay their fifty cents io
admission in the usual way. Il take vour
bet! T've got a thousand doilars he
this bag, and that with the five hundr
you're going to pay me makes i
hundred. Now, I'm going to bet that againss
your big marquee, and if I knock out
Bill the Basher in three rounds, Boss Bt
of the trzlvelling;f circus over there, hs
full use of vour big marquee here for

showm

1.

next furnuwht Make my own terms,
said. Tnkr\. arel Isiit-a-god” & :
(Anot talment eof this splendid Lif2

Story of Eddie Polo will appear in next week’s
istue of the POPULAR.)
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5 A WORD WITH YOUR EDITOR. ¢
: o YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM .
. HIS READERS. Address EDITOR, " THE POPULAR,” % ®
e THE FLEETWAY QUSE, FARRINGDON STREET, e
.:. ONDON E.C. :
@ ®

FOR NEXT FRIDAY :

‘Included in the splendid programme fer
next week will be another long ingtaiment
of our thrilling serial of the Rouudheada and
Cavahers, entitled:

“THE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES!”
By Edmund Burton.

Harry Temple has a very exciting time with
the Royalists’ Forces, and is captured in one
eneounter, which incident leads to an im-
‘Will Howard, his gigantic
companion, alsc figures very prominently. I
advise: my, chums not to miss a single chapter
of this great adveniure }'arn.

Another Jong complete tale of Harry
Wharton & Co., the famous chums of Grey-
friars School, under the title of

““SAVED AT THE FINISH!”

..09.56@QO.QOO@.OQGGG.OQOO69.069608&.896050.66069069000..0

Head’s secretary was short and sweet, as you
no doubt have already discovered. In next
week’s story Frank Richards will narrate the
extraordinary methods adopted by Terry's
chums to get him back again, and the
amazing result thereof,

Also further chapters of. splendid reading

dealing with a master-detective’s adventures
in

“THE EXPLOITS OF FERREES
LOCKE, DETECTIVE ! ¥
By Maurice Everard.

And a long complete tale of Jimmy Silver
and his merry Form chums of Rookwood in

4 JIMIMY SILVER'S PANTOMIME !»

By Owen Conquest.

There has never beem any life story to

“GEM” Library!

19
struggles and triumphs in early mazbood wxbh
the Busto Menagerie and Circus.

I think you wxll agree that for daring ‘and
breathless incidents and splendid reading it
is unsurpassed. It is written to suit the
tastes of all my -chums, with a narrative
which hclds them spel]uound In its grip.

I have to thank those of my chums who
have given me such valuable support by intro-
ducmg the old paper to non-rc*xders, and
secured them as “regulars.’”

‘CORRESPONDENCE.

Robert Anderson, S.A.F, Club, Pretoria,
Transvaal, South Airlca, wants emrespoud-‘
ence; A. Stmcns, Back of 87, Thorold Street,
New Clee, Grimsby, agks for letters from
readers ; A. G. T 1\1chem)w, care of Secony.
Teinanfu, Proyince of Shantung, China, would
like to hear from readers in Great Britain.

All letters answered; S. Henderson, 551, St.
Urbain Street, Montreal, Canada, asks for
corre~pondents between 16 and 1!) Wnm.

toberts, 8, Valkyrie Road, Wallasey, is start-
ing a photopraphlc club, and would like teo
hear from readers

By Frank Richards. tonch

Terry's appearance at the school caused a
sensation, but hig tenure of office as the
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the amazing story of famous Eddie Polo’s
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Gemplete
IN 30 DAYS Gourse.
No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting. The Melvin Strong
System NEVER FAILS, Full pa; ars and Testimonials: 1d,
stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 4, Southwark 8¢, 8.B,

§ Packed FREE, Carsiage PAID,

{LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
#lmmediate delivery. Big Bargains in Shop Soiled and
iSecond-hand Cycles. Tyres and Accessories at pop.
Hular Prices. Satisfaction guaranteed or Money Refunded
:' old C,ycles Exchangcd. Write for Monster Sice Free
5 Eist and Special Offer ot Sample Bicycle

: ME AD CYGLE COMPANY.  Incornd,

Dol!!- B 607, SIRMINGHAM.

FREE F UN The Latest *creammgly Funny Surpnse Novelty, caus-
¥ ing Roars of Laughier, FREE to all sending 1/- for

70 QOute Conjuring Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Trieks, 6 Catchy Coin Tricks, 5
Cunning Card Tricks, 5 Mygmivmg Magic Tricks, 12 Jokers’ Comical Cards,
Sensational Ventriloquism Secrct, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thou-

™ ;ands delighted! Great Fun! Postal Address: O. HUGHES, 15, Wood 8t.,
Edgbaston, Birmingham, (Big box Demon )Ioustar‘he Grower, 1/2 postfree.)

VISITING CARDS |

Direct from Works,

© Jewellery,
/9, 4/-, 5/-. Use~
i ful Goods, Noveliies, Ete. Gent's Qhunb Watch,
Oxydised 10/-, Nickel 12/§. Hair Clippers Set 10/-,
Gold Shell Rings 1/3—Send Hole in Card for Sizes ALl
Post Free, Satisfaction or Money Back. Pain’s
Presents House, Dept.34, Hastings.

ELECTRIC MOTOR, Self-Starting, 6/6 & 9/6; Batteries, 1/2 & 313;
Dynamo (4 volts), 8/9 Complete Electric nght Sets, 4/6 & 8/9. (No

Gold-Bevel Edge Ivory., Name 'md address
beautifully printed. 251/2,502/-,1003/6

oL Rubbish.) Electric Shoc&n? Magneto Machine, 9/9; I‘lec‘trlc Oyele Head-
PostFree.~CLIFFE PRINTERIES, 36, Cliffe Rd., Bradioz‘d York= %(.mp Aeis battmv in satPhPI) complexle 11786, ff;“f%m’ 9/9; Powerful
Water ingines,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS, £1.7i5s, Busins

Films Galore. Lists Free.—Desk E, KING, 28, Highgate Road, Kentish

Town, Lorndon,
NERVDUSNESS is the greatest drawback in hfe t0 any man or woman. If
you are nerwous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence,
will-power, mind coneentration. blush, or feel awkward in the presence of others,
send 3 penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve St rengcheml‘}g Treat:
ment, used in the Navy, f;om Vice-Admiral to Seaman, and in the Army from
Colonel to Private, D.8.0.s, M.€.'s, M.M.’s, and D.0.M.’s—GODFRY ELLI
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Impemal Bul!dmﬂs, Ludgate Oircus, London, E.C. ¢

Larger reversing,
NG CO.,

32/6, THE MODEL EXGINEERIL

A BRITISH INVENTION,
A pocket instrument that' plays in
all Keys as”perfectly as a Violin,
without the laborious study of
scaley, The only. British Madas
Pocket Instrument on the Market.
Post Free—with full instructions—
Range 33 Octaves. /9, Better Quality 2/8, from:—

R, FIELD (Depi. 33), Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD,

DUTTON’S .z

HOUR

DUTTON S SHORTHAND hag only 6 rules and 28 characters. Compleie thaory -
learnedin 24 hours. Practice quickly giveshighs eeds Send 2 stamps for
illustrated Booklet containing specinien lessons to D ON’S COLLEGE
(Des 303), SEEGKNESS. London Branch 92 and 35 Great Russell Stveet.
W.0. 1. Manchester Branch : , Yictoria Buildings, St Mary's Gate.

SHORTHAND

PHOTOC POST ARDS or YOURSELY, 13 doz., 12 b
MENTS, 8d. HEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CA
BAMPLES FREE. —-HAGKETTS JULY ROAD. LIVERPQOL.

¢ )
SQURLY HAIR 17! )y Fudties wore made bty REIT” curls

straightesthair, 1/5,2/6. (2d.stampsaccepted.)—SUMMERS (Dept. A. P.),
31, UPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIGHTON,

VENTRILOQUISM.—Learn this wonderful and laughable Art. Failure
impossible with our book of dasy instructions and amusing dialogues; also
50 Magic Card Tricks, Iot 1/- P.O.—IDEAL PUBLISHING CO., Clevedon.

NICKEL

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAY. MENT OF

ONLY. YOU
HAVYE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FOR IT.

Cents full-size Railway- txmekeep.ng Eeyless
Lever Watch. Sgout Nickel Silver Damp and
Dustproof cases, plain dial, perfectly balanced
superior Lever move_nens splendxd umeheepex
Price 15/- each. Lummous dial (see time in
the dark), 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’
or Gent's,

WE \v1H send either of these watches on receipt of P. 0 for
2/-. After receiving watch you send us a further 2/- and
promxse to pay the remaining balance by weekly .or monthlv
instalments, For cash with order encloge 14/- only. Five years'
warranty given with every watch.
To aveid disappointment send 2 / and 6d. extra postage at ocnce.
No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation.

€. KAVANAGH & €O. (Dept. 20),
68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2,

10 EXLARGE-
ALOGUE AND

“ My bristles were made curly in a few

cxaxﬁz-z"sx—aé‘ ) itk

s WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS =
- SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER,
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_for “ Kair-Drill.”

-~ which gives a final touch of baautyto
- :the hair, and is especiaily beneficial to
“those whose scalp is inclined to he

‘THE POPULAR- Every Friday.

BANISH HAII

'OVERTY.

Test Free the Effect of Harlene * Hau‘-Drxll ”in Promotmg Hair-Health and Beauty.

1,000,000 COMPLETE TRIAL OUTFITS FREE TO-DAY: -

VERY woman looks into the mirror, and there is every

- reason why she should, for Nature has given to woman

the gift of beauty, and there are none who have received
more-of Nature’s bounty than the  English Rose.”

Hen.lthy. radiant, abundant ha.m makes all the difference to
& woman's asppearance (and man's, too, for that matter), and
now you have the opportunity to try the “ Horlene Hair-Drill
method of securing end maintaining hair health and beauty free.

. TRY ‘ HARLENE ** FREE.

Two mmutes a-day *‘ Harlene
Hair-Drill . will ~ gnickly restore
your hair to its best. If you are
troubled with

SCURF OR DRYNESS,

OVER-GREASINESS OF THE

SCALP,

THIN OR BRITTLE HAIR,

SPLITTING OR FALLING HA;R
you should obtain at once a Freo
Trial Qutfit. ~ All you have to do is
to cut out and post the Free *“*CGift

utfit** Coupon below, which is

ublished for your convenience.

The Gift Parcel contains :
=1, -A boitle ¢f *° Harlene,” the true
liquid food and Tonic for the hair,
which stimulates it to new growth.

2. A packet of the marvellous hair
and sealp-cleansing ¢ Cremex *’
Shampoo, which prepares the head

3. A bottle ol “Uion” Brilliantine,

weak, it needs the

“ Harlgne Hair-Drill"”

* dry.”* a free trial catfit to-day.

Reflect on the condition of your hair.
attacked by scurf, dryness,
begms to fall out and becomes b
beneficial
to give new
strength to the impoverished hair roots.

4. The new ** Hair-Drill ** Manual, glvmg eomplete instruotlons

You will be: pleasanbly surpnsad the first time you practiss
‘ Harlene Hair Drill’ (it occupies only two minutes a day);
for it is & most delightfully refreshing toilet exercise.

““ HARLENE * FOR MEN ALSO.

Men, too, find * Harlene ” prevents scalp irrisation, Dryness,
and a fondency to Baldness. It is no exaggeration o say that
millions of men and women in all
walks of life practise refreshing and
beneﬁcxa.l ““ Hair-Drill ” da"l;, and
80 preserve hair health and beaufy.
After a Free Trial you will be able to
- obtain further supplies of * Harlene '
at1s. 13d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 9d. per hottle ;
“Uzon " Brilliantine at 1s. 1id. and
%s. 9d. per bottle; and ¢ Cremex™
Shampoo Powders, ls. 1id. per box of
seven shampoos (smgle packets 2d.
each), from all Chemists and Stores, or
will be sent direct on ‘receipt of 6d.
extra for postage from Edwards’
Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’s
Conduit Street London, W.C. 1

o ”
HARLENE “HAIR-DRILL.
GIFT OUTFlT COUPON
Detach a.nd po

EDWARDS' KANI.EN}‘..‘ Ltd.,

20, 22, 24 & 26, Lamb’s condult
‘Btrset, London, W.C.

Dear Sirs, —Pleasesend me yout Freo
“Farlene ' Four-Fold Hair-Growing
Outfit, as described above. I enclose
44d. in stamps for postage and mglng

of parcel. Popular, 2519/2
;When it 13 NOTE TO I_',RER , .
°"°r‘§§:i‘: ’:gﬁ;' ::d Write “your full pame an(i nddress

cleariy on a plain piece of paper, pin
this coupon to it, and
above. Mark euvelope

treatment of

health and post as directed

Sample Dept.”

Send for

ARE YOU SHORT ?

¥ 80, lot the Girvan Bystem help youtoincrease
%aurhmght, Mr, Briggs reports an igcrease of

inches; Driver E.¥. 3 inches; Mr.Ratcliff 4
inches;- Miss Duies 3% jnches; Mr, Lindon 3
inches’ Mt. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
inches. This Systemn requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the

health, phgsi ue; and chrriage, No_ appliances
or dr ¥ gtamps for further par-
tic\rl l and £1i)0 Gimra,ntea to Enquiry Dept.,
.. 17, Btroud Green Eoad, London,- N.4
w AG‘I'C"’TRICKS Tllusions, ete.—Parcels 2/6, 5/8,
9 and 10/6. Sample trick, 1/-—

T. W, HARRISON, 238, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

The Rule of the Road
" Rudge -Whitworth Lid. 5

Makers of
Bicycles, Motor Bicycles,
Dgte:;“ BanaM Ball CaBeanned"g-. S
ta ble otor
cov:m'mr BIRMINGHAM, LONDON - m‘;g:‘:g o‘;;__

Rudge it Don’t Trudge it
BON'T BE SHY ‘BASHFUL, NERVOUS

Get the, conﬂdenca that Wins—in a. Week.

on’t wait for Success—go otif for it, sommand it, compel !t It i3 easy to
Do this when you know how, and My System shows you how in One Week.
gn just seven deys My System Cures Blushing, Bashfulness, Nervous
Confusion, and all the Self-Consciousness and Timidity that makes -
you hang back and give way to everybody in Business or Soclety. These
are actual facts—proved in cases unnumbered. My System puts Character
into you, develops your Will-Power, gives you the Wxnning Force
that carries gou forward against all competitors,  Write me now for
partioulars of My System —Specialist, 12, All Samts Road, St.
&nne’s-on-Sea,

CUT THIS OUT

* The Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value 24,

Send this coupon thh PO for only 5/ direct to the Fleet Pen Co
119, Fleet St., Lo E.C, 4. In return 1;ou will receive (post free) a
eplendid British Made 14 ct Gold Mbbed Fleet untam Pen, value 10/6.
you saye 12 further cou cns, each will count as 24, ¢
send 13 coupons and only 3/-.

ff the price; so you may
whether you w&nt a fine, medium, or broad
nib. Bale great offer is maue introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
POPULAR readers. {Foreign posliaga extra.} Batisfaction guaranteed
or cash returned. Self-Filling, or Satety IModels, 2/- extra.

SHOPPING MADE EASY.

EVERYTHING ON EASY TERMS,
Ko, 1. Masters” Famous Ajax ™ Service Capless
Boot, for Police, Post and Rallwaymen, price 53/-;
eagy terms, §/- deposit and 5/~ monthly. Specially
selected mat,enal price 35/-' same terms.

«No. 2. The King of All—an extra smart Boot
for Sunday or husiness—extra good- quality, only
85/~ ; easy terms, 5/~ deposit and 5/- monthly.

No. 8. Masters’ Tamous * Cyclops * Boot, a
heavy Sunday Boot for workmen, price 85/-
b/- deposit and §/- monthiy. Alsoin Tan 35,-'
same terms, 5/- deposit and §/- monthly,

5/= MONTHLY

No. 4. Masters’ “ Empire ¥ Boot, a reliable Boot
for everyday wear, price 27/8; superior guality,
30/=; easy terms, 5l- deposit and 6/= monthly.

- No. 5. Gent’s Shoes in Strong Box Leather, smart
ehape, price 30/~; B/- deposit and 6/- monthly.
Also in Brogue, Black 30/-, Tan 38/~ same tel‘ms,
5/= monthly. ‘Wonderful good value.

No. 6. Ladies’ Smart Walking Shos, ln Black
Box, 25/-; Glacie Kiq, 80/- and 35/-; =
very smarb Shoe; or §/= deposit and 5/- monthly.

B Cackt Bufo g P FU ot
=, Lace or Button ; §/- deposit an; = INOn .
Tan, 48/=, or 7/6 monthiy. tmy

Send §/- dexi,oswwwh size and say which pairwe shall
send you, Pay balance 5/- monthly after delivery.

BOOT LIST FREE.
Foreign applications invited,

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hops Stores, Rye.

25 I.A'I‘Es‘r COMIO SONGS, 8 Humorous Recitations, 30 l'arlout
Games and Forfeits, 60 Conjuring Tricks, 15 Magic Tricks, eto., ete., lok 1/
carr. pd.—HILL CO., 8, Triangle, Clevedon, Somwerset.

All Applications for Advertisement Space in this pubhcntmn
should be addressed to the Advertisement Department, N
JACK SERIES, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, E.C. 4.

Printed and published every Friday by the Proprietors, The Ama.lgamated Press, Limited, The Fleatway House, Farringd. 8 £,
Advertisement offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4. 2 IBEdon - Bithe

Abroad, 85, 10d. per annum;

for six months. Sole agents for South Africa: The (entral News Agenﬁy, Ltd.

London, EQ. 5%
‘Subscription rates: Inland, 1ls, ver annum; 58 6d, for six months.
Sole agents for Auatram and  New

8. 5d.
~ Zealand: Messrs, Gordon & Gotch, Lid.; and for Qanada, The Impemal News Co, Ltd, Saturday, September 25th, 1920.
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