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A Thrilling Srory of the Famous Film Star’s Early Struggles and Triumphs.
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The QGreat Boxing Contest.

ROFESSOR BASHAM'S jaw dropped
as he stared at the lad. Then his

E tongue crept cut and moistened his
lips. and, throwing back his head,
he burst into a fit of roaring laughter.

“What! You knock out Bill the Basher, the
terror of the east side?” he seofted. “Bill'll
put salt on yer tail, and eat yer in one
mouthful. Is it o go, yer ask? Young feller,
hand me that thousand dollars right now,
give me the address of yer next-o’-kin, so’s I
can tell ‘em how yer met yer death, and
then perceed to yer execution at once. 1If so
be as yer knocks Bill the Basher clean oud,
fair and squaré, in six rounds—six, mind you
—muct three, the tent’s yours for keeps, and
you can use it as an awning if yer've a mind
that way.”

Eddie grinned, and Bud Truefit, at his nod,
passed over te Basham the bag of coin and
notes which the cus staff had subscribed
among themselves, not knowing for what it
was to be used. But had they known they
would have subscribed double, for Eddie was
a great favourite among them. Bub only
Bud Truefit and his cowboys were in the
secret, and the dozen tough lads had already
passed inte the show as paying speetators,
and were now lining the ropes of the boxing
ring. The showman gave the lad a recc.pt
dor his wm, and immediately began to blazon
Hdorth the news oi the coming ‘tru"g{e
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He' grinned across the front of the big
booth to Bill the Basher, a hefty son of
Anak, whe stood, with arms folded, on view
to everybody. Basham inked the coin in
the bag and winked at the heavy-weight,
grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“Get inside, Bill,” he said, “and take a
look at the coon. He aint a decent mouth-
ful for yer, and I reel hates to ask yer to
wipe ‘it up prompto.”

“3o need ter get windy, boss,” said Bill
“One round’s all that I'll want ter put the
kid whers he oughter be. I'li just play with
him fer a bit, and send him fer sieep when-
ever I fauncies, but well within ther six-round
limit. Yer leave ‘im ter me. Say, what do
i get outer ther purse?”

“A Thundred—you're on a hundred to
nuthin’, Bill,” grinned Basham. “It’s easy
money, and if yer find 'im troublesome, well,
thar’s more ways of puttin’ a chap to sleep
than administerin’ chloroform—eh?”

He winked again, and the braiser nodded.
Then he disappeared inside the tent-flap, and
walked to the ring. He nodded genially to
Eddie, his keen eyes taking in the lad’s
physique.

“He'll give me a run, I expect,” said Bill
to himself. *“But he’ll also gimme two or
three stone in weight an’ about six inches in
reach. It’s all over; bar the countin’ out!”

The tent was now being crammed to
capacity, for everybody was willing to pay
a dollar to sce the great contest between the
Unknown and the champion, as Basham
claimed him to be. Most of the citizens who
had paid for admission remembered how
resourceful the lad had heen two nights
before, when his daring and guickness of mind
and limb had sgved many of them from a
death by fire. They sympathised with him,
and were prepared to encourage him in the
very usnequal battle be had taken on for the
sake of the ecircus, and this they showed
when, after the old-time bare-knuckle ex-
hibition had tapped its dreary way along, and
the wrestling show had come to a tedious
close, Eddie, stripped to the bufl, stepped
inte the roped square at one corner, attended
by Ginger Wiggles and one of the cowboys.
Professor Basham himself, seeing the im-
portance of the cccasion, was in attendance
as master of the ceremonies, while a referee
and a timekeeper had been selected from the
audience by Polo himself.

“This ‘ere, gents all,” announced the pro-
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doltars to a show--

fessor, “is a six-round contest atween Bill
the B:l“hl,l‘ heavy-weight champion.of a few
places, and the Unknown. If the
stays six reunds against Bill the Bas
receives five hundred dollars; if he knocks
Bill the Basher out in the same time he wins
his bet, ‘which is eome thousand dollars,
already in the hands of the management,
against the free use of this marquee what's

covering youa all, for a fertnight. Them’s
the terms the Unknown ’as made ’isself, and
they’re square. That’s all, gents, and I

hopes yer'il keep qmct; and give yer Unknown
challenger a fair chanee.”

“’1°11 get that, siree,” interposed Bud Trues
fit, as he drew a p:ur of heavy revolvers out
of his belsters, “‘cos it’s my lamps as 'ull
be on yawre man all ther time, and if I
catches ’im so mueh as thinkin’ ’e’s a-gein'
ter play a cross game with ther Unknown,
wall, it'll be ther last time ‘e’ll try it on.
Fair play an’ square play, ses I, an’ these
‘ere guns o’ mine seés it as well, an’ so does
the irons o’ these fourteen men o’ mine that’s
stickin’ to ther ropes and keepin’ their eyes
skinned fer- foul play. Fight fair an’ square,
an’ we’ll say nuthin’ if yew’re man wins, but
if ’e tries any ’anky-panky, then it’s ’im fer
the Great Divide medium suddint. I'm
through, but I’'m watehin’. Mr. Referee, yer
an git on with ther show.”

A murmur of approval went up from the
audienee, and Bill the Basher, seated in his
corner, hastily made a mental revision of his
pre-arranged tactics. Still, there were one or
two tricks he kept up his sleeve in case of
emergencies, though he felt certain that he
would never have need to use them. He
could surely paste this daring oppenent, who,
by contrast with himself, looked so small and
insignificant.

There was more than a suggestion of
brutality about the older man. His great
chest, revealed by the stripping off of the
dingy white sweater, was deep and solid, his
knotted museled arms were covered with
tattooing from shoulder to wrist, and his low-
crowned skull and projecting lower jaw made
him look almost savage. He was fully seven
inches taller than Eddie Pelo, and his legy
looked like gnarled brown columns as he sat
resting his elhows on his knees. Behind him
stood his seconds, a couple of other boxers
for whom Basham also claimed the title of
champion,

Over in Eddie’s corner there was a pucker«
ing of brows and a doubtful shaking of
heads as Eddie’s seconds saw the brute force
of the man the tad was to be pitted against.
Like Bill the Basher, they had no knowledge
and a very poor eopinion of Polo’s ability to
use his hands, and, like Bill, again, they were
shortly to revise thut opinion drastieally.

“Time!” called the man with the watceh,
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——He will Thank You vFor it.

and the two leapt to their fect, their seconds
slipping outside the ropes and taking with
them the camp stools upcn which their
principals had been scated. As ti met in
the middie of the ring and touched gloves in
the coaventional ha ndshake, the boxer
grinned savagely, and Eddie noted that he
iad several teeth missing where previous
contests had resulted in hard blows to the
mouth. But Eddie badnt much time for
noticing facial peculiarities. Almost as their
hands fell apart the hoxer led a straight leit
to Eddie’s jaw, which, had it reached home
well and truly, would have ended: the scrap
there and then.

And Eddie tock it on his face with a
magnificent movement tha made > the

audience gasp in wonder The left just grazed

Eddi ’s fj(‘e as he ducked to one side, and
the ute he and the ﬁhrpn-ed Bitl
were v.anh circling around each other,

watching and sparring for an opening.
The difference bebween them was now more
apparent. Eddie was finely built, deep-
chested, lean-flanked, and perfeetly propor-
tioned-—perhaps a shade “fine drawn"” as
compared with the Dbulkiness of his
antagonist. But he was such a beautiful
,lau the m‘oduc* of good blood and a clean
. such as is to be met with every day in
1d apd the United States. His nmce‘ui
sm.;u, as he moved in the sawdust of the
with the naphtha flares over¥&ad, were
:‘teristic of the ¢ teur, while the pro-
oual contented h 1f with almost im-
eptible movements of hig- feet as he
ed, with great caution and never-
ring eyes, for the coming attuck.
And then, with the suddenness of a fash,
Eddie leapt in, delivered a beautiful straigh

left to the side of the other's head,
danced swiftly back out of harm’s way.
blow was beautifully timed and measured,

and Bill the Basher shcok his head as the

s

beils commenced teo ring under the force
behind Bddi blow. Then they went to it,
for the heavy-weight followed up the lad

hard, and they exchanged cross and counter,
it and jab, guard and parry like lightning.

d only those who watched closely could
see that every blow of Bill's wa
the greater portion of its foree by the
defence the lad was putbing up, while,
and time again, Eddic drove a pile
right to the reglon of the big man’s he

Then BIil started rushing, and twice he
drove Eddie to the ropes, and it seecmed ail
over. But Eddie stopped the rushes with
swift flush hits to the mouth, and cver his
terrifie right crashed into the other’s heart,
till at the end of the first round, when
“Time !” was called, the boxer retired, flushed
and breathing hard, to his corner.

The seeond round commenced with a foul,
and nearly ended in a most swdden manner.
Biil the Basher. stepped in with his arms and
fists going like pistons to distract the atten-
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tion of the referce. And as his left foot
mm forward he drove it hard against
s ankle, eatching the lad with tie

svmrp edge of the sole. Eddie let out an in-
\n)'mtaw “Ow!” and almost at the sume
moment Bud's gun spoke, and a bullet buried
[ in the ground at Rill the Basher’s feef.

“Next time I'll shoot to ‘it, and ye'll walk
on one leg fer a while,” said the cowboy.
“There ain't no kic allowed in this ‘ere
fist contest, and don't yew fergit it. If yew
can 't beat the kid fair, don't try ter kick
im ter death. Git on thh it, and 'member
I'm a watchin’ yew ther ’ele fime !

Bill, with a glower, worked bhack to his
corper and then came advanecing again, a
whirling bulk of might arxd fcrocuv His
bead was lowered (md his chin thrust for-
vard, and his eyes glared hate as he rushed
down upon his opponent. But. hiz sudden
chanze. of tactics didnw’t worry Eddie. Tap,
tap, tap! Right, left, under and over and
round the guard of the out-fought champion

its

the white arms sped, and every blow took
toll. Biil's left eye swelled up and bezan

to cicse, and his nose was hroken, so that
the blood ran down his half-opened mouth.
his ear had also started to swell, and he
closed on Eddie again at the rush, drnuw the
iad to the ropes.

Despite himself, Eddie had to fall into a

clineh, wherein tle bigger man tried to get
home -a deadly kiduey punch, but Eddie
avoided it, and, in pa ssing out, drove his

hard and swift, good soHd half-arm jolts,
crashing against the other’s heart., Then fol-
lowed a left to the mafk, and Bill the Basher
took the mat heavily. He remained down
till tm count reached nine, Eddie standing
over him with ready fists, and then, with a

quick sideways jerk of the head leapt back
out of daunger. :

Eddie Polo, his face grinning and his heart
singing, for he knew he had the other man
beaten, followed him up, and dro a swift
right to the point again, o=if
with anotber from the left tc the jaw as
the man reeled onee more.. The Basher hung
across the ropes for the space of an eye-fi
and t dropped heavily to the ground, and
it was only the call of “Time » that saved
him from being counted out then and there.

“Time!

Eddgie went to his eorner feeling a trife
dazed and shahen but mnmmeh mbxm-xt

“Gee, but yew're givin’ him some soc
kid!"” said a nearby cowboy. *“Shouldn’t
ter stand up ter yew Wnc,x yer reely m
bis'ness. Git ’im this time, if yer
wicked ter see ther way ther co-called cham-
pion fights!”

“Bay, ver nearly nuft?” asked Bill the
Basher, as they in faced cach other.
“Chuck yer towel in—1'li not grumble!”

Eddie’, 'z reply was a flush hit to the wouth,

which eﬁeutually silenced the professional.
'i‘i)e'x Bill led a feft which fell on Eddie like
a pile-driver, and followed it with a right

ks,

Esta rods round ithe ring on her

head on the galioping horse, with

her fufiy skirts spread out stiffly
around her.

swmv that shounld have taken Eddic off his
feet and over the ropes. But Polo dodged
the swing, and then, very ‘quickly, hooked
his left to the head again, smashed his right
to Bill's ribs, then his left to the point again,
all as swift as lightning. The professional's
breath left his lips in a swift hiss, and Eddie
crashed home above the heart again. Then
a fist dropped on the Basher’s nese, and he
retreated, covered up, having driven home a
punch that Eddie thought had cracked a
rih. But the lad was out to finish things

iz round, and drove his fist squarce into the
s mouth again as the fists went up fto
cover. Then Eddie backed away cncourag-
ingly from an offered clineh. Ie feinted high
as thouch to the ear again, and Bill's rru,mi
went up; then Dddie’s fist seemed about to
start for the solar plexus once more, and
the fists came down. That was what the lad
had been working for. With a swift leap he
drove his left hard into the other's jaw, then
the right followed to the other side, md then
the left again. And Bill the Bz.shcr, without
a single interest in the world, fell forward on
to his hands and knees, tried to rise, and
rolled over while the slow-droning timekeeper
counted out the seconds.

an

“Ten!” he said, after what appeared
eternity to Eddie Polo. “The lad wins!”

3

Basham pipped out a curse, and, with the
money in his hand, turned fo rush out of
arquee. Bat as he reached the top of
the steps leading out-of the tent he found
himself looking down the muzzle of a gun
in the hands of one of Truefit's outfit.

“Guess yew’re got a date in ther ring thar,”
said this man, ©Yew better burn ther trail
to it. Beat it, quick, yer dago, afore I drive
yew thar. Thar ain't no passin’ outer this
tent till ther lad’s got his winnin's, fair and
square [

Bafiled,

grinding his  teet Professor
Bashum, with Eddie’'s stake-bag in his hand,
walked back to the ring. One rrl’mce he cast
at" Bill the Basher, lying back uncoascious
in his corner, another he east balefully at
Bddie Po‘o, and a third he east fe.)nux.y at
the gunsg in the hands of Truefit’s cowboys,
stationed all_round the ring. The audience
were on theit feet, checring for what was
ommuaiv a popular vi ctor,

“Ther kid's won, an' won mxr
at the top of his voeice.
see¢
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in the . dressing-tent, Esta, the Exeelio
tquestrienne herself, through her
joy, dressed .the bruises. on d

white skin with arnica, and rubbed his

mrv musetes with lininent.
A Doubis Programma!

HERE was a record crowd waiting fo
admissien to the new circus-tent th
evening, despite the fact that
ehargé of admission was raised to ¢

dollar. Everybody who had not been in the
hoxing-booth in the afternoon—and it
a4 huge marquee, neariy as big as that Busto

had had burnt down—had been told of the
daring acrobat’s fight for the tent, snd weee
anxious to see the ‘herc for themselvey.
Therefore, when Busto, like the true show-
man, sent posters round the town annouue-
ing that Eddie Polo, the fistic wonder, woutd
I)kriOxIn a new and most daring feat on the
flying trapeze that night, thpv trooped in
their hundrcds to the foot of the littie hill,
and patiently waited for the canvas door\
to epen. And, what was better, they
going to get ftwo shows for the pr
one, for Busto had arranged with Basham
that during the circus performance his
bexers should put up a show, and thus he
had obviated a great deal of bad blood on
the part of the bruisers, for, without a
tent, their oceupation was also gone.

All the performers had been hard at work,
transforming the interior of -the tent into
a regular circus, which should hold as muny
peoplc as posﬂhle Also, o0 that nobody who
wished to see the performance should be pre-
vented from so deing, it was drranged that
Busto should give two shows: The citizens
themselves had pgone o a great deal . of
trouble to hel: fit up the marquee, even
bringing planks torn from their own eattle
corrals to help build the tiers of seats.

And, at the last minute, Busto came out
with the news that Eddie Polo himself had
invented a new and exceedingly thrilling
stunt for the special performance, and that
all the other artistes were to give of their
very hest.

Somehow a rumour—entirely untrue—that
the performances were to be in the nature
of an “Eddie Polo Benefit ” had been circu-
lated around the town, and, coming to the
ears of Garcia del Rogericuo as he drank
in the bar of the crazy little saloon, madu
hat worthy foam at the mouth. He sent for
Lopez, but that chocolate nned gentleman
was required at his work, and could not get
away. Del Rigeriguno fumed more than ever,
and drank more spmt Then suddenly he
slapped his knee, to the surprise of the “bad

men " gathered in the saloon.
“Aha!” he grinned. “Ze great idea. Zo
brain of (arecia del Rogeriguo, ze worli-

famed acrobat, steel vorks. Ze show shall He
even more t'rillin’ than Busto expee’s.”

He refused to tell anyone the idea, apd the
others turned away, thinking that drink had
driven the dsgo insane. But could they ha
seen )um encamped with a dozen of the worst
men in the locality on the alksli plains, talk-
ing earnesth and fiercely, half an hour Iater
they would have rcalised that the scorpiom-
{m(int yet finished trying to sting.
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The erowd evidently agreed with all he
caid, and as each looked to it that his guns
were loaded, and swore, aith uplifted hand,
that they \muld help him carry out Lis das-
tardly project, they looked ll‘he fitting satel-
lites for the venomous half-caste. And
presently, just before the first show opened,
they made their way to the great marquee,
cia. del Rogeriguo sl\ulkmg in the rear.
He got hold of Lopez and gave that fellow-
homnd s ear and concise instructions,
slf beneath one of the
wal That was all he
e knew t"&L if he presented his
Imission to the tent in the
the circus-hands would most
: him up over the entrance 48 a
ing to other evildoers. And he was still
very ford of his neek, was Del Rogeriguo.
But the dozen bad men who had Deen in
eonclave with him laboured under no such
disadvantage, and they were among tie first
to pay their dollars and enter, dl:»trmmmg
themselves around the varicus parts of the
tent, and all seatm" themselves in the back
tier of the seats.

Wiggles was in great form that night, and
kept the vast rows of mipers and c‘\\bovs
aud herds amused during the preliminaries
to the more thrilling performances. He
showed them how to ride the trick donkey,
nd allowed Neddy to chase him, with mouth
i to savage and bite, around the ring,
hinself displaying much comical mock terror.
And he fell over his feet and earned cracks
of. Busto’s ringmaster’s whip, and sauced the
or, and teld the audience caustic but
funny home truths till the men voted the
clown alone worth the money.

They rose at Iista, the Excellent Eques-
tricnne, and by sheer force of admiration
compelled the girl to do tricks which she
had never before attempted. She leapt from
the back of one steed to that of another
while the horses were careering madly in
opposite directions; she even performed what
thic posters had promised so long for her,
and rode once round the ring standing on
h«r head, her flulty skirts spread out stiffy
nd her. And she chaffed .Ginger in the
; lively fashion as he eventually chased
her out of the ring with the whip, which he
bm“nu(‘d from the riu,znm.ster‘.

ed Cloud, the Indian, asked for a volun-
fo-n aundience, and when he
cxcc ingly stout baker
ss, he proceceded to
stick {he fat man against a hoard and throw
knives at him till his whole shivering form
was cutlined in glimmering steel. And then
Red Cloud departed and left the camouflaged
baker trembling, while Bud Truefit
and his band of cowboys rode rcund him

the
an

w

and the hoard at high speed, and sent him
into the uttermost terror by driving the
knives into the board up to the hilt with
bullets from their revolvers, while they
whooped and yelled in a fashion that would
have delighted an Indian tribe. And when
they hurled their lariats in swift succession
and lassoed the man and the knife-decorated
board, and rode round him iz a queer sort
of Maypole dance, the supposedly Swiss baker
was the only soul in the show who wasn’t
thoroughly bhappy. ¢

ahd then Professor Basham and his
brui gave an exhibition, sparring and
hos and wrestling, so that the Joss of
their tent made the audience miss nothing
of the great combined m*ovn'dnc And
when they had finished, and the rmg was
cleared Eddie Polo, in brand-new
acrobatic gear, bounded out of the entrance,
rolled head over heels three times along the
tan, and stood in the centre of the ring,
bowing to the plau the multitude. 1t
was a proud mom for the lad, whose
eleverly made-up face showed none of the
traces of the afternoon’s combat.

He performed all his tricks, while the
audience sat spellbound and watched him
risk his neck half a dozen times a minute.
He dived from the roof, he flew through the
air, and he even gave an exhibition of the
remarkable stunt he had first tried when
the old tent had taken fire, And then,

@

‘<1

descending to the eafth again, he disappeared
while Bus

to announced his imminent re-
as the “human bullet.”

hands now brought into the arena
a strange contraption of wooden boards and
springs, which looked for all the world like a
bcd without bedding. Eddie, entering again,
lay dm\u on this, carled up into a small ball,

and Esta, the Equestrienne, at a given
sign ', pulled back a lever.
Then the lid of the bed-likc hox flew up,

and Eddie Polo, projected like a stone from
a catapult—which was what the arrangement
really was—flew through the air, tviqtiug and
turning in his flight. He eaught the lower
Llav)ezo swung through space for a minute,
then let go and hurtled through the air
towards the next highest trapeze. From here
he worked his way towards the very apex
of the great tent, and here d smiling and
Im 1¢ as the astounded ience rose on
their feet and applauded him. Then he made
his way back to the ground once more, bowed
again, and begged to he let off an encore.
That ended the two-hour show, said Busto,
but the feat would be repeated at the next
performance. Those who desired to see it
again could retain their seats, and the col-
lector would come round for their “dollars.
And among the hundreds who elected to
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remain were the dozen men of Rogeriguo’s
gang, who had eclapped and cheered Ed
and the others to the echo as much as any-
body else in the place,

The second performance, which stdried
after the performers had had a brief rest,
was every hit as thrilling as the first, and
even a little bit more so.  Esta had more
confidence in her new tricks, Ginger had
several'mew quips and jayes to play, and the
donkey actually appeared to bite his master’s
shoulder hard, but really only nuzzled the
clown affectionately.  The Swiss baker
refused to be the Indian’s victim. this time,
but watched Red Cloud ‘imperil the life of

another of his fellow-citizens with great
gust_o, and cheered like a ::adman at the
antics of the highly-trained cowboys. The

boxing and <vrestling exhibitions over, and a
few more jokes perpetrated by Ginger, Eddie
Polo appeared for his turn. Mechanically ho
dived and stunted, his mind on the great
catapult trick, with innovations he had intro-
duced since he performed it two hours ago.

He would lie flat this time, and be shot

clean into the air, stiff as a ramrod, to the

first trapeze.

He took his place on tlie hoard, and nodded
to Esta. The girl, with her heart in her
mouth, since the trick was just as dangerous
as it looked, pulled down the lever with a
faint click.

. “Ready?” she asked.
“Stand by,” replied Eddie.
The lever went over with another click,

and as Eddie Polo’s extended hody left the
hoard a great cry<of horror burst from the
audience, for from the roof iminediately over
the spring-like arrangement there fell a long,
shining knife.

It struck the board just where Eddie’s
heart should have bwn, and hung quivering
in the wood. And as it (‘xODpC(i ho"eu"ug s
band rose from their sea
and, with one roar, jumg
and yelled:

“Hands up, everybody!”

The shouted cry: “Hands up,
came to Eddie’s

“Let—go!”

everybedy 1
ears as he flew *hmugn the
air towards the first trapeze, and the shock

of tho shout, combined with the start
appearance of the down- dropping knife,
almost made him miss his grip of the slender
swingmg bar.

He pulled himself into safety with a great

effort, and, as he swung through space
again on_ his frail perch, looked upwards
swiltly, endeavouring to see from whose
hand the deadly m had beea sped.

Abeve him, showing the stars in the
in a fretwork with a purple background,
a long, triangular rent in the eanvas, and,
beside the flapping fabric, a dark, malignant
face that, even at that distance, and seen
by the ;zlam of the swinging naphtln lamps,
was twisted and distorted by a grimace of
buifled, sinister rage.

“The dago!” ed Eddie shortly. “He's
not gone, then!
He wasted o furiher time in fhnu

but, as the trapeze swung backw, i
his body in that manner whereby he 1'npa'tLd
momentunt to his aerial perch, and, letting
his feet next swing against the corner of the
canvas structure, he flashed again ahove the
arena towards the next highest trapez And
once more he swung, and this time gained
the tiny platform erected en the central pole
for his special benefit, and from which he
performed his thrilling high dive. But now,
instead of letting go the trapeze upon which
he had swung thither, he turned, and measur-
ing the distance tQ the rent in the roof with
an unerring eye, swung off again. Once,
twice, thrice, he made the swift journey
tm‘ou[zh the air, the breeze rushing abhout
his ears as he went. He paid not the
slightest attention® to the crowd below for
the moment, and they, aunq into the
muzzles of a dozen .f.ntom. ies, had no
interest in life beyond keeping their own
hands faolly raised above their heads. 1t
looked for all the world as if a myriad of
people were pointing at the intrepid youth
now emulating the birds in the higher recesses
of the marquee.

And at last Eddie let go the trapeze, and
swung to the remt in the canvas.  As his
fingers gripped and the weight of his body
swung on the fabric, it carried away with a
ripping noise, and Eddie fell ten feet before
the ecdge of the roping -brotght him up by
stopping tlie tearing of the canvas.

(Another instalment of this splendid Lq‘e
Story of Eddie Polo will appear in next week's
issue of the POPULAR.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Notice to Quit !
(11 E, HE, HE!»
That unmusical chuekle floated
in at the doorway of Study No. 1
in the Remove passage r
friars School.
The study was cccupled by the Famous
and Dennis Carr. 'They were apparently
waiting for somebody, for tea was on the
table, “and they had not yet started opera-
tums on the good thine

Tive

He, he he!? :
“Slaughter that Jlaughing hyena, somc-
body 1”7 growled Johnny Bull.
~The laughing 1]3:1\[( proved to be Billy
Bunter of the Remow. The fat junior rolled
into the study, and continued his umn-
melodious cackle.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Rob
C Iy, “What's tickling you, porpoise?”’
v Bunter turned to Dennis Carr.

sn't had a very long

he said.
mt do VO“ mean?” demanded Dennis,

He s been sacked!”

4!’ repeated Bu“ter,

“Fired out—finished

g the Head, of course—has no f1
for his ser He, he,
> Famous red at the Owl of the

and Dennis Carr looked alarmed.

nel. Terry was an old chum of Dennis’,
d he had just been engaged as the Head's
The news that he bad been
w*hm a few hours of ohtaining his
inis with co rmation,
always the possibility that
as false, since it Lmanated from
such an unreliable source as Billy

Bunter.
Whe fat worm telling wkmppers, as
us 1" said Frank Nugent.
Oh, really, Nugent!” said Billy Bunter.
“It's a fact that Terry’s heen (\u

happenad to be passing the Head’s
now, and I heard Sir Hilton Por
off steam. He gave the Hea d a besa
king off! Said be’d no ri
seerctary  witheut the pe

governors, and that Terry m Hc, he,
hett :
“Blest if I can see where the joke comes

in!* said Harry Whrton.
ex luinlng, Bunter?”

I'm awfully bucked to know that Terry’s
fired!” said the fat jumior. ““We don't

> want
k's “:)“t at Greyfriars. This is a place

“Would you mini

nd others!” said Bob Cherry, glaring at
tie Owl of the Remove.

“And we don't want any of Carr’s lew-down
.pals bringing the school into disgrace!”

Biliy Bunter was on very dangerous grouna,
.but he did net seem to realise the fact.

‘And he was tco short-sighted to notice the
storm-signals on Dennis Carr’s brow.

¢If that bounder Terry had remained,” he
_went_on, “he'd have rifled the Head’s safe,
1 expect. As 1 explained to Quelchy, he's
a suspicious character——"

The speaker got no further. His comments
were interrupted b“ what appeared to be
an earthquake.

Denuis Carr had 'nade -a sudden rush at
the fat junlor, and the Famous Five had
rushied simultaneously, with the result that

six boot
Bunter’s
The
through
orange.
alighted

have awakened the celebra

Owl of

A Splendid Complete Story of HARRY
WHARTON & Co., and LIONEL
TERRY, at Greyfriars School.

y FRANK RICHARDS.

s clumped upon the rear of Billy
person.

the Remove went whizzing
the doorway like a pip from an
And his yell of anguish as he
on the linoleum ,n the passage would
ted Seven Rleepers.

“Yarooooch !’

“Follow up, kids!"”
And Billy Bunter was promptly

exclaimed Bo# Cherry.
dribbled

along the passage.e

“Help!

was towed—or,

Mu
rather,

ap 197

yelied as ke
by six

- he
toed—along

Fire!

well-shod feet.

Breath

went back to Study
jmmediately afterwards

joined

heir e‘\eniun:, the juniors
No. 1, where the\ were
by a tall,

less from £

zood-leoking young man who was attired in
foothall 'farb It was Terry, the Head’s secre-

tnr*’Athe fellow

Lmnded
At la

a ehair for the newcomer.

whom Dennis Carr had be-
for old times’ sake.

st !’ said Dennis C‘)I‘“ jerking hack
e been wait-

ing tea for vou, old man.”

“] wag detained in the Head's study,”
said Terry.

His tone was the reverse of cheerful.

I say, Terry, what's all this rot about

your being sacked?”’

t isn
D(l;m"
moment.

“You—you mean to say

said Harry Whartoen.
t rot, unfortunately. It’s frue!”
Carr was at his chum’s side m a

you're s&cked!" he

exclaimed.

“I'm under
same thing.

notice, which amounts to the

“Oh ecrumbs!™

“Jt isn't the s fauls,” said Terry,
“and it isn't my When ] was return-
ing from the 0 match, running at top
speed to-avoid t fellows who wanted to
congratulate me, I bumped into Rir Hilton
Popper.””

“We saw the collision,” said Johnny Buil.

“And, judg

thought

by the row he kicked up, we

old luppm‘ had at least had a couple

of ribs broken!”

“Was
Terry 1
“He d

what I was doing her
thnt I was the Head's secretary

Tue fit.
told him

he ‘waxy?'? asked Dennis Carr..
rodded.

emanded to know who I was, and
e. And when he heard
he had a
He went raving to the Head, and
that he hadn’t any right to engage

a seeretary without consulting the governors.

And he g

“Rough luck!”
thetically.
“Popper's 2

ave me nwrching orders.”’
said- Bob Cherry sympa-
tyrant of the first. water!”

said Harry Wharton. “He's never happy
wnless he's making things unpleasant for
somebody.”

“He deserves to he flaved alivefuliy, and
boiled in ocilfulness!” said Hurree Singh.
“Yes,- rather!

Dennis Carr turned a troubled face to
T(rn

‘When have ycu "o*‘ to go?’ he asked.

“XNot at

onece, surely?’

“There's to be a gov (more meeting on
; " said Tprrv “and Popper’s L:'
to propose that I be sacked forthwith
instanter.”

“Oht”

“Vou mean to say that the Head's going
going

to take
- % 74
of my
that I s
to prepa

“It's a rotten

his eyes

“Beastly !
“What

Terry i

it lving down?” said Nugent.
He’li make a fight for the retention

services,  but it's a foregone conelusion

hall be sacked. The Head told me
re for the worst.” =
shame!” said Dennis Carr,
flashing.

But there’s no help for it.”
shall vyou do if the worst happens,
asked Harry Whartoen.

“I shall have to tramp the country I
search of employment. like I did before.”

Terry shuddered a little at the reeollection
of his previous experiences.

Owing to the death of his employer in
London he had. been thrownn on his own
resources, and compelled to hunt for a fresh
job.  And his experiences had been terrible
in the extreme. He had known hunger and
hardship in their severest form, and he had
been nearly at the end of his tether when
Dennis Carr had chanced to meet him on
the outskirts of Greyfriars. 2

And now—now that he had ab last ob-
tained employment, through the kind agency
of Mr. Locke, he was to lose it! Sfr Hilton
Popper, the crusty old baronet, had stepped
in_and blighted his career.

It was cruelly bad luck, and Terry was
utterly ecast down. Not many fellows could
haye faced such a crushing misfortune with
a smile on their lips. And Terry was still
weak from his recent hardships.

Dennis Carr laid his hand on his chum’s
shoulder.

“Buck up, old man!"-he said. “Lots of
things may happen between now and

Wednesday.
after alll”

“Hear, hear!” said Bab Cherry.

“‘It's a long lanc that has no silver
lining,” as your English proverb says,”
marked Hurree Singh.

Terry smiled faintly.

“I'm afraid there’s no hope,” he said. “1

can't see daylight anywhere. Poppera given
me “utme to quit, and I'm not ¢ to
’qwuﬂ to bim to reconsider his d

“But w 111** said Bob Cher
“We'll go in-a deputation to
talk to him like Dutch uncles!”

“{ood wheeze!" said Johlmy Bulk

 Look ‘me vou fellows,” said Terry
seriously, “T don’t_want von to go getting
into trouble on my account.”

“Rats!” :

“The sooner. we make old
reason the better!” said Nugent.
along and see him after tea.”

“Keep your pecker up, Terry,” said
Harry Wharton. “The worst hasn’t happened
vet. And, what's more, it's not going to
havppen if we can possibly prevent it.

And, having formfted this resolve, the
Famous Five and Dennis Carr got on with
their tea.

Terry would eat 1

And you might not have to go,

re-

suddenly.
opper, aund

Popper see
“We'll go

nothing at first, But when
Boh Cherry thredtened him with forcible
feeding he jolned in. And throughout the
meal he was cheered by the reflection that
e had six staunch chums to stand by him
in his trouble. §

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not'a Success !

[ EADY? inguired Harry
“Ready, aye ready!’
Bob Cherry.

“Come on, then!”

And the Famous Five and Dennis Carr seb
off on their mission.

“it's immensely good of you
go to all this trouble,” said Terry.
afraid it will be useless.”

“We'll do our hest, anyway,”
Carr. | -

The juniors tramped on in silence till they
reached Sir Hilton Popper’s estate.

1t was with some trepidation that they
entered the grounds, but having come thus
far they were determined not to retreat.

“How shall we approach the 0|d iffer?”
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Wharton,
’ responded

fellows to
“But I'm

said Dennis
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inquired Bob Cherry.
or be awfully polite‘f’

“Be polite of course
“And if that doesn't WOTK
F"mll have to be rude!”

“Here we are!” said Nugent.

And the juniors mounted the steps leading
to the front eatrance.

Dennis Carr gave the bell a violent tug, and,
after a brief delay, a sleck and oily manser-
vant appeared in auswer to the summons.

“Is Sir Hilton at home?” inquired  Harry
Wharton.

“8hall we rave at him,

” said Harry Wharton.
I'm afraid we

L Negsin?” : ; )
“We want to sce him. Think he’ll give us
an interview?™

“I'll ask him.”

“You can poleaxe him, if you like!
Bob Cherry. “We've no ohjection.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The manservant retired.
“lmost, immediately.

“8ir 'Ilton fays as ‘ow I'm to
ahout yer business,” he said.

“Right you are!” said Nugent. “Our husi-
ress is with Sir Hilton. And we're going in
to gee him.”
‘he manservant stood with arms and legs
=kimbo, obstructing the doorway.

W luch you ain’'t comin’ in ‘ere!"
firmly.

“Stand 'mde' snapped Dennis Carr.
“Sir Tlton ’as hissued horders that T'm to
d you packin’. An’ wot I says is this

1

said

He reappeared

send you

he said

The juniors didn't wait to m v what the
mangervant had to say.

Bob Cherry issued the command, “Charge!”
and the next moment the sleck and oily ser-
vant gwas lying on his back in the hall, with
the invaders m'l!‘chlll" over him. He seram-
bled to. his feet at leng!h breathing threat-
enings and slaughter; but by that time Harry
Wharton & Ce. bad re: tched the drawing-
room.

After a preliminary knock, the captain of
tiie Remove entered, followed by his chums.

Sir Hilton Popper was reclining in his
favourite armchair, smoking his favourite
brand of cigar.

The baronet rose o *his feet wi
denness of a Jack-in-the-box as the Grey-
friars juniors entered. He huried his un-
finished cigar into the fireplace, and turned
a red and furious face upon the i!]\';'.dt_

“Young rascals!” he stormed. *How dare
you encroach upoa the privacy 01 my draw-
m;, room! How dare you, I say!

‘How dare we!” mmmnrtd Bob Cherry.

But nobody laughed. The situation was
toe dramatic for that. :

1 gave James instructions to send you

th the sud-

zhout your business, you impudent youny
cubs!” raved the baronet.
“Our business is with you, sir,” said Dennis

¢'arr, who found it e‘;cecdmgly difficult to be
polite, in accordance with the programme.

“Huh! What d’you want with me—hey?”’

“We want
about Terry,

“Terry!”

“The Head'’s secretary, sir.”

Sir Hilton Popper's frown resembled that
& Jove old old. The mention of the Head’s
seéretary was like a red rag to a bull

“'Pon my soul!” ejaculated the haronct.
“I can scarcely believe my cars! How dare
you approach me on such a subject? Your
impudence is withoug a parallel, by George!”

“We've no intention of being impudent,
sir,”” said Dennis Carr. *“We merely wish to
pomt out to you that Terry’s a rattling good
fellow—"

“Huh!”

“And if he's fired out of Greyfriars it'll
mean that he's got to start hunting for work
“ll over again.’

“Serve him rlr:ht"" snarled Sir Hilton.

“But he hasn’t done anything wrong.
sir!” protested Nugent.

“And it’s a bit thick that he should be
sacked from his job for nothing!” said Johnny
Bull, in his blunt way.

“What-—what !”

“It's a shame—a crying sha me"’ said
Johnny, quite overlooking the nccessity for
being polite.

Sir Hilton’s red face grew redder stiil. He
gave the impression that he was about to
have an apoplectic fit.

“You shall rue this impm"cinencel” he
snarled. . “Yeou shall rue it, I say! T am
amazed—astounded—at your premmptmn in
eriticising the actions of covernor of the
school! 1 have said that Te shall go, and
my word is law. Do you imagine for one
moment, that I should allow myself to be
influenced by a pack of cheeky young cubs?
Go! Leave my ])wnu:ts at once!”

THE PoruLAR.—No.

you to reverse your decision
sir,” said Harry Wharton.

When in Doubt—

The juniors did not budge. And Dennis
Carr stepped forward from the rest, his eyes
blazing.

“T agree with Johnny BuYI that it’s a erying
shame !’ he exclaimed. * You've no right to
sack Terry! The Head engaged him—not

you. Why can’ t you leave him alone?”
“Hear, hear!” came in a chorus from the
others.

Sir Hilton Popper made no reply to this
ocutburst. Perhaps he was too furious and
flabbergasted to speak. After an ominous
pause he rang the bell at his elbow, and
the sleek and oily r:anservant appeared.

“James!’ thundered the baronet. *I
ordered you to send these young rascals
packing! Why didn’t you obey my Ord'cr\’"

“Which they didn’t give me a chance, sir,
said the servant. “Thcy bowled me over
in the ‘all, and——"

“Eject them at once!” roared Sir Hilton.

“8irt”

“(lear them off the premises,
gaping, mooustruck idiot!”

James hesitated.

“It’s a tall order, sir,”® he said. *“Which
they're a werry ‘ot ‘andful, an’ six to one
ain’t wot you might call fair odds.”

Sir Hilton glanced out of the window, and
caught sight of two of his gamekeepers cross-
ing the drive.

“Henry! George!” he bhellowed. “Come
here at once! 1 want you to eject a number
of young rascals from my preinises!”

Henry «and George grinned, and they
hastened to comply with the baronet's order.
They were tall, powerfully-built men, who
delighted in thmwimz their weight about.
Two minutes later they stepped into the
drawing-room.

Sir Hilton waved his hand towards the
Greyfriars juniors.

“Qut with them!” he exclaimed.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in an aggressive
mood by this time. They were quite prepared
to go, for they saw the futility of further
argument. At the same -time, they meant
to go of their own accord—not to be hustled
off the premises by Sir Hilten's servants.
And a2s the gamekeepers advanced towards
them, they lined up shoulder to shoulder.

“Pile in!” muttered Bob Cherry

A fierce fight followed.

Trank Nugent was lifted clean off his feet
by one of the keepers, and sent whirling
through the doorway. But he promptly re-
turned, to find that particular keeper
measuring his length on the carpet. Dennis
Carr had floored him with a straight Jeft
bhetween the eyes.

The other keeper was being gradually over-
powered by Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry.
And the oily manservant, who saw how
eveuts were shaping, promptly slunk away.
He had already had one encounter with the
sturdy Removites, and he believed in the old
adage that enough is as good as a feast.

“Out with them?” repecated Sir Hilton.
“Get up, Henry, and do your duty! Don't
lie grovelling there!”

But Henry, who had no intention of risking
another blow between the eyes, remained
motionless on the floor.

Sir Hilton did not join in the affray him-
self, though had a hunting-crop been handy
he would probably have done so. As it was,
he contented himself with directing opera-
tions. And when he saw that the Greyfriars
juniors were rapidly gaining the upper hand,
his fury knew no bounds.

“Henry!” he fumed. *“Get up, man!”

But Henry refused to budge.

“Take a week’s notice!” barked Sir Hilton.

“That's the fifth week’s notice I've ’ad in
a fortnight!” growled Henry sullenly. “Wot
1 says is this 'ere—if you wants these young
raskils chucked out, you can do the chuckin’
out yerself!”

At that moment the other keeper—George—
landed in a sprawling heap at the baronet’s
feet.

The combat wasg over, and Harry Wharton
& Co., flushed with th*‘l!‘ victory, walked
calmly away, without another word to the
tyrant who had -refused to listen to their
appeal on Terry's behalf.

Their mission had preved a failure. But
they at least had the consolation of knowing
that the foreible ejection planned by Sir
Hilton Popper had not come off.

E Dr. Locke’s study at Greyfriars.

With an exclamation of annoyance,
the Head ctossed over to the hated instru-
ment, and put the receiver to his ear. He

you-—you

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Midnight Adventure !
ING-A-LING-LING !
The telephone-bell clanged 1oudl" in

was astonished and somewhat disconcerted to
hear a fierce snort, over the wires.

““ Bless my soul!” murmured Dr.
A Who—who are you, please?”

There wus a sort of explosion from the
other end, followed by an angry hellow.

“ [ am Sir Hilton Popper, sir !

‘“ Oh, yes! T trust there is nothing wrong,
Sir Hilmq?’_’ :

* Nothing wrong!" said the baronet. ““ Oh,
no, “there is uothm" wrong! Six of your
junior boys have had the audacity to walk
into my drawing-room without permission,
and they have violently assaulted two of my
keepers, and turned the place mto a beq
garden. But there i3 nothing mong, sn—
nothing at all! * Perish the thought, sir!’

The Head winced under the baronet’s crush-
ing sarcasm.

* Has there indeed heen an
your private residence, 3ir Hilton?’'
quired,

** There h[(\, sir, and a p'etty appalling
outrage, too, ‘pon my soul!’

“ But, T—1 qmte fail to understand.”

“Then I will enlighten you, sir, as to the
facts of the casc. The six young raseals
in question came to me as a deputatmn to
make an appeal on behalf of your secretary,
Terry. After 1 had instrueted my manservant
to cject them, they had the temerity to walik
into my dra“mg -room as if they owned the
place! They treated me with dnpardonable
impertinence, and I was compelled to order
two of my keepers to turn them out A fierce
fight ensued, sir—a' hattle royal, mark you,
in my own drawing-room—and mv keepers
were knocked dcm n before my very ey

‘ Dear me!” murmurcd the Head.

“I1 am a lenient and tolerant man,
Locke, as you may have noticed.”

The Head had noticed nothing of the sort.

‘“ But there is a limit to my “endurance. I
can stand a good deal, sir, but my patience
has been sorely tried by the events of this
afternoon. and I am -angry!”

Judging by his tone, Sir Hilton Popper was

very angry indeed.

1 am sorry——"" hegan Dr. Loclxe

“ Your sorrow, sir, does not compensate me
for the mischief which has been done! I
must insist upon those six boys heing severcly
ﬂ()"ﬂt‘\l 122

* 1f, as you say, they have thn impertinent
to a governor of the school, "and ussaulted
two of his keepers, I shall ecrtainly flog

Locke.

he in-

Dr.

e

them ! said the Head.

‘“ Do you doubt my word, sir?"” barked the
baronet.

““ Not at all,” said Dr. Locke hastily. * hug

T thought tlmt in your present s Jtc of anger
you might be prone to exaggerate.’

‘“ There is no question of exaggeration, sir.
What I have said is true in substance and in

fact. Those six boys——""

“Can you give me their names?” inter-
posed the Head.
“ Wharton—the ringleader, of course—

Cherry, Nugent, Bull the Nabob of Thingum-
myjig, and Carr.

“ Very well. I will sce that the boys in
question arc severely ‘punisheéd!"” promised
the Head.

Siv Hilton gave a grant of satisfacticn.

‘“ Now, with regard to Terry,” he said, “ e
may remain at the school untit Wednesday,
but not a day longer. Doubtless the governors
will uranimously decide on Wednesday that
you do not need a secretary, and in that
event you must get rid of Terry without a
moment’s delay!”

The Head gave a sigh.

* If you will allow me to say so, Sir Hilton,
I think you are acting very harshly in this
matter. Terry is an excellent young man,
and I should like to give him a position cu
the staft here—-"

* Bah!” cnorted Rir Hilton. “The
Governors of Greyfriars cannet afford to be
philanthropists, and to give cmulnvment t
every young loafer who comes alon" w
tale of woe. Terry must go, sir! My decr
is inexorable, and it will be econfirmed ~on
Wednesday hy the rest of the governors. -Of
courze, 1If you care to retain the servieez cf
Terry, and pay him his salary out of your.
own pocket, you are at perfect liberty to .o
«0!” added the baronet, who knew very well
that Dr. Locke could not aiford to do that. .

After further conversation, the Head hung
up the receiver. And 2s he did so he can
sight of Harry Wh & Co. retury
through the dusky €

Dr. Locke promptly threw open his w m'ow
and called to the juniors.

“¥ wish to see all of you in my
immediately ! he said sternly.

study
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“ Now for the fireworks!” muttered Bob
Cherry. . -

““ What's bappened. do vou think ?"” said
Nugent.
** Popper's reported us, of course. He muy,t.

h: \ve got through to the Heud

‘ Oh, crumbs "’

i Better go and face fhe music!” said
Harry Wharton.

* Pity we haven't time to pad omselvcs out
w xtn exercise-books !"’ said Johnny Bull: . -

‘ That dodge is no good,” said Bob Cherry.
¢ Every time I 20 to the trouble of barricading
my hags, the Head admmlsters handers!”

““ And now that you've cmitted to do it,
it'll be a case of ‘ Touch your toes!”” said
Nugent. * You see?”

‘T'he juniors proceeded at once to the Head's
study, where they ranged themselves in a
row before Dir. Locke.

2 Sir Hll‘m Popper informs me,” said the
Head, “that you boys entered his drawing-
room  without permissicn and caused an
unparelleled disturbance.”

“ Ahem!™

“Is that corroct’? > demanded the Head,

¢ Well, it's putting it rather strongly, sir,”
said Dennis Carr “We went as a depmatmn
to Sir Hilton Popper, to ask him to recon-
sider his decision about Terry. There was cer-
tainly a disturbance, sir, but it wouldn't have
happened if Sir Hilton hadn't ordered his

on the 'phone.

ke pers -to chuck us out. of course, we
weren't going to stand that, so——'

*“ 80 you fought a pitched battle in Sir
Hilton Popper’'s drawing-room?” said the

Head grimly.

“ There wus no alternative, sir.”

The Head picked up a cane.

““ You have behaved abominably,
“ and you will hold out your hands
W harton "

The captain of the Remove came f
and tock his punishment.

Dr. Locke was getting on in ¥
hiand had lost none of its cunning
ile administered three stinging £
of Wharton's palms, and Harry
fortitude to endure the ordeal
fiinching.

Frank Nugenf came next. He v
in turn by Bob Cherry, Johnny ;1
ngh, and Dennis Carr. Altheough

the last of the delinquents to be d;at
with, he fared just as badly as his chums.

¢ There!” panted the Head, when he had
finished. “ I trust that will be:-a lesson to
ou, and that there will be no more deputa-

” he said,
in turn!

orward

™

tion of this kind. The fact that Terry is in
not

danger of losing his employment does
justify your calling upon a governor
sehool and making yourselves cbjectiona

*We want Terry to stop, sir,” d Dennis

And so do I. But no gocod purposc can
served by going as a deputation to Sir
ifilton Popper. On the- confrary, you have
¢nly made things worse for Terry.”

“ Oh, crumbs!”

The juniors had not viewed the matter in
that light before, but they realised that the

Head was right. They had put the baronet
sinto such a bad humour that nothing was
iikely to make him relent now. Terry would
have to go.

As they emerged from the Head's study,
arjueezing their hands, the juniors encountered
Terry himself. He stopped short, and regarded
them curiously.

¢ Licked?” he inquired. s

* Rather a swperfluous question, don't you
‘hm!\7‘ said Dennis Carr. * We shonldnt
De squeezing our bands just for funt”

““ What's all the trouble about?”

“We went to see Popper,” said Harry
Wharton,

4 ¥epy

“ And this is the result. Popper got waxy,
and reported us to the Head, and then the
chopyper came down.’

Rough luck!” said Terry. “ But I urged
you not to go gettuw into troub‘c on my
account.”

£ Rtltb L4

‘ You got no satisfaction whatever from
your visit to Popper, I suppose?’

“No,” grunted Dennis Carr. ‘“ Popp
beastliest tyrant that ever breathed!
‘totused to listen us!”

“ Thanks very much for taking
cudgels on my behalf,” s::idATt:m‘y. S Nou
fellows have been immensely decent to me
during the short time that I've been here,
and I shall be awfully sorry to leave you. o

** We shall be equally sorry if you go,” said
Iarry Wharton. * But you haven't gone yet,
and there’s still a chance that you won't have
t0 go at all” -

er's
He

up the

“ Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry. * Keep
your pecker up, and hope for the best!”

But Terrg found it impossible to hope for
the best when he feared the worst. “Be had
no hope left—or precious liftle, at any rate.

On Wednesday came the governors’ meeting,
after which—on Thursday morning, probably
—he would have to go.

It was an appalling prospect—to begin all
over again the weary quest for employment,
to have to endure hunger and hardship and
privation. It would have taken the heart out
of stronger fellows than Lionel Terry.

Darkness descended like a pall over the old
school—black darkness, which was in harmoeny
with Terry's thoughts. He spent the re-
mainder of the evening in the company of
Larry Lascelles, the mathematics master.
And Larry, who knew what it was to be down
and out, gave his companion plenty of
encouragement and sympathy. ¥

But when the time came for turning in
Terry found it impossible to sleep. For an
hour or more he lay staring into the shadow
absorbed in gloomy reflection. And at last
he could stand it no longer. He rose and
dressed himself, and decided to go for a stroll.

Terry quitted the school premises by way
of the Head's garden—an exit which he had
permission to use.

He had no fixed destination in his mind—

7

“It’"1 be the best haul we've made for
weeks, Charlie,” said one of the men:

“I agree with you, Ted. Old Popper’s got
some wunnerful silver plate an’ stuff in ’is
dinin’-room—wunnerful{”

Searcely daring to breathe, Terry remained
where he was, listening intently.

“0Of course,” continued the man called Ted,
“we shall 'ave to be werry careful not to
rouse the barry-nét. I've ’eard that he keevs
a loaded wepning of some sort under ’is pilier.
An’ he won’t seruple to use it, neither.”

“That’s true,” said-* Charlie. ~-“But we
sha'n't rouse 'im, bless 'is ’eart!”

And there was a Chuckle, which sounded
almost uncanny in thie darkness of the night.

Further comersa‘mon followed, and J‘em
overheard every word of it.

His flrst_thought had been that the twa
persons on the other side of the partition were
practical jokers, and that they were plau-
ning an imaginary burglary for Terry’s
benefit. But he soon realised that there was
no joke about it. The two rageals were in
earnest. They intended to raid Sir Hilton
Popper’s private residence, and to make off
with his plate and such other valuables as
they could lay their hands on.

For scme moments Terry was in o state
of indecision.

What ought he to do?

Sir Hilton Popper, who had been awakened by the sounds of ths struggle,
appeared at the front door in a dressing-gown and slippers,

uttered an exclamation of amazement.

The baronet
‘CWhat the thump——*° (See page 8.)

he intended to wander ot will—and Tate
ordained that, he should take the road leading
to the little fishing village of Pegg.

The night was dark as pitch, the moon

being hidden behind a bank of clouds. And
presently heavy rain began to  descend.
Terry scarcely seemed to notice it at first,

but by the time he reached the clifi-top at
Pegg he realised that he was in danger of
being drenched to the skm and-he decided
to take refuge from the downpour.

Close to where he stood was a public
shelter—a small structure, divided in two
by a partition, with a seat on either side.

Terry dropped on to one of the seats, and
waited for the rain to abate. And while he
waited he suddenly became aware of the fact
that he was not alone in the shelter.

On the other side of the partition were
two men. Terry could not see them, but
their conversation came clearly to his ears.

Terry sat bolt upright, his heart beating
fast.

Faintly from the distance sounded the mid-
night chimes.

What were these two men doing here at
such an hour?

Obviously they did not know that any ‘hody
else was seated in'the shelter, or they would
have been more guarded in their conversation.
As it was, Terry heard every word distinctly.

He was sorely tempted to take no a
in the matter—to let the burglars go Bht‘\ui
with their nefarious designs.

After all, Sir Hilton Pcpper had robbed him
of his cmployment. Therefore, why should
he not stand by and allow Sir H to
be robhed of his most valuable possessions?

It was a strony temptation. DBut Terry
fourrht it down.

“1t’s up to me to prevent this stunt coming
off,” he reflected. “I've no love for
Popper, but it wouldn’t be playing the 2
to let these scoundrels burgle his place.

The deluge had abeted now, and the two
men had risen to their fect, and were aboub
to take their departure.

Terry's brain worked swiitly. He was
wondering what course to pursue. And he
etentually ‘decided that the best p'x.m would
be-to tackle the burglars on the spot.

Just as the two men were in the act of
mowug away, they were hailed from the rear.
They turned swittly, and found themselyes
cenfronted by Terry.

A savage imprecation burst from the lips
of Charlie,

“This young whippersnapper's heen listenin’,

mate!” he muttered,

“Down ‘im!”* exclaimed Ted.

Terry had hoped that the burglars would
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be undersized men, incapable of putting up
a fight. But ’#s bapes were not realised.
Both Charii. and Ted were powerfully-
built rascals, and either of the two would
have proved a host in himself.
But Terry &id not waver.

He clenched

his fists, and as the two men bore down upon

him he hit out straight from the shoulder.

The blow landed home on Charlie’s ribs,
and fairly doubled him up.

“Take that, yo1 rotter!” panted Terry.

But his suceess was short-lived,

The other man—Ted—seized him round the
yniddle and forced him backwards. :

Terry struggied fiercely, but he was help-
jrss as a child in the man’s powerful grasp.
He was hurled to the ground with terrific
violence, and as he feil his head struck a
farge stone. His senses swam; theré was a
roaring in his ears, and then all was blaek-
nesg and oblivion.

Terry’s assailant laughed harshly.

“He's gone down for the count,” he re-
marked. “He won’t worry us again to-
night. Coimne on, Charlie!”

And the two scoundrels set off in the diree-
tion of Sir Hilton Popper’s house, leaving
Terry lying prostrate on the cliff-top, with
his pale face upturned to the midnight sky.

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
8ir Hilton Turns Up Trumps!

ERRY struggled into a sitting posture,
and pressed his hand to his throb-
bing temples.

It took him some timre to realise
where he was and what had happened. But
at length recollection come to him, and he
tottered to his feet.

How long he had lain on the ciifi-top he
did not know. His luminous watch indicated
E-hat} it was a quarter after midnpight. But
he watch seemed to have stopped. Hours
might have elapsed since his skirmish with

-the two burglars.

On the other hand, there might still be
time to frustrate the burglary. Aund with
this object in view Terry sel off in the direc-
tion of Sir Hilton Popper’s residence.

He was feeling sick and dizzy. His head
was threbbing painfully, and his gait was
unsteady. But be was determined not to
throw up the sponge.

Bareheaded and drenched ta the skin, he
stumbled on through the night. And as he
went his ecirculation was restored, and his
strength came back to him in a measure.

But he was not capable of grappling with
the burglars, and he knew it. However, he
zeight be in time to raise the alarm. And
he quickened his pace.

He was within a hundred yards of the
baronet’'s estate when a bull’s-eye lantern
flashed out through the darkness, and a gruff
voice exclaimed:

“IAEIN ;

Terry saw that the owner of the lantern
was P.-C. Tozer, of Friardale.

“Whe' are you, an’ wot are you doin’ ’ere

/ ////( :
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at this time o’ night?* demapded the con-
stable. . :
“Burglar-chasing,”  said

Terry  briefiy.

“There’s a chance of promotion for you to-

night, if you look slippy!”
“ Eh??}

“An attempt is being made—p'raps it's
been made already—to burgle Sir Hilton
Popper’s house!”

“My heye!”

“What time is it?”?

“’Arf-past twelve.”

“Good! 'Then the scoundrele won't have
got clear with the lcot yet. Come on!”

Tozer hesitated.

““Look ’ere,” he said.
cock-an’-bull yarn—7"’

“YI’'m stating facts,” said Terry
“@Got, any handcuffs with you?*’

“¥Yes,”

“Buck up, then!
lose!”’

The slow-witted Tozer realised at last that
Terry was in earnest, and without asking any
more questions he accompanied hig com-
panion to Sir Hilton’s residence.

“Softly, man!”? muttered Terry,
erossed the gravelled drive.
much row with those
yours!”

Presently there was the sound of a window
being opened.

Terry and the constable stopped short.
Peering intently through the gloom, they saw
a man clamber out of the dining-room
window and drop lightly on to the ground.

A sack, evidently containing plunder, was
then lowered from the windew, and another
man clambered through.

Terry gripped the constable by the arm.

“This way!®” he muttered. "Quick!”

And they tiptoed in the direction of the
burglars.

But Tozer had not yet m
walking noiselessiy, ever
burglars heard his approact
round sharply.

What followed occupied a matter of seconds
only.

Terry sprang upon one of the men from
behind, and Tozer, displaying unusual alac-
rity, promply handcuffed the scoundrel.

The other man took to his heels: but before
he had proceeded a dozen yards he stumbled
and fell. And before he could regain his
feet Terry was upon him.

“Here you are!’ he sang out.
The fellow’s a tough handiul!”

Tozer came hurrying to the spot.

There was a short, sharp struggle,
then——

Click!

Burglar No. 2 was safely handcuffed.

“@Got ’em both!” said Tozer triumphantly.

And he conjured up dazzling visions of pro-
motion.

Shortly afterwards Sir Hilton Popper, who
had been awakened by the sounds of seuffling,
appeared at the front door in dressing-gown
and slippers. In his hand he held an elec-
tric toreh, which lie flashed on the scene.

The baronet uttered an exclamation of
amazement,

“What the thump—"

Mr. Tozer drew himself up proudly. He was
swelling visibly—so much so that he appeared
likely to share the fate of the frog in the
fable.

“ A good night's work, Sir Titon!" he gaid,
“1 bagged ’em both!”

“Eh?" ;

“They was caught in the hact—the w
hact—of burglin’ your 'ouse!” said Tozer im-
pressively. :

“By George!”

“Bub they're ’andcuffed, an' they- won't

“If you're tellin’ a

sharply.

We haven't & minute t0

as they
“Don’t make s0
beetle-crushers of

cred the art of
n tiptoe. The
and they swung

“Quickly!

and

give no more trouble. I'll take 'em along
to the station right away.”

Sir Hilton nodded his approval. *

“But—but what are you doing hy
gad?” he asked, turning to Terry

“J merely came  along to lend a hand,
SRS

“It was ‘im wot mnailed wus!” said one

of the burglars. “He did all the trackin’
down, an’ ii it ‘adn’t bin for ‘im we should
‘ave got away with a good ‘aul.”

“’Far, 'ear!” said the other. *O0ld Fatty *’
—the speaker nodded his head in the dirce-
tion of Tozer—" would never 'ave collared us
on ’is own.”

“Took ’ere, my man——

7 he ozer.

“Bahi"” said the busglar de Y. - Caid
yerself a perliceman! You're' & yewman

barrel, that's wot you are!”

Tozer did nob look best pleaged
all the glamour had been taken
achievement. =

“Come along o' me!’” he growied.

that
1 lis

And the burglars, who seemed quite re-
signed to their capture, obeyed.

Sir Hilton and Terry watched them depart,
and then the baronet saw his companion
stagger, and he promptly shot out his arm to
support him.

“You're done up, my bhoy!” he said: and
there was nothing of the tyrant in his toane
as he spoke. ‘““Better stay herc the
remainder of the night, and I'll give you
gomething that’ll pull you. together.”

The baronet escorted Terry into the house.
and mixed him a stiff brandy-and-soda 3
which he insisted upon hearing a
aecount of the attempted burgiary.
made Terry comfortable for the night—or,
rather, what was left of it.

- - . . . . =

Terry was quite himself again next morn-
ing, and he returned to Greyfriars at an
early hour. He did not see Sir Hilton Popper
again until Wednesday evening. The baronet
espied him in the Close, and beckoned to him.

“1 want a word with you, young man!” he
said.

Terry looked up eagerly.

Was it possible that, in view of the s¢
he had rendered to Sir Hilton, he was
to be allowed to remain at Greyfriars?

“The governors’ meeting took place this
afternoon——"" said the baronet.

“Yes, sir?”

“And it was unanimousiy decided that
Dr. Locke could dispense with a secretary.
You must therefore give up jour post.”

Terry’s face fell.

So the worst had happened! He was to
go; he was to be turned out upon the world!
He must renew his quest for a job in a

country where jo were few and far
hetween, and very difficult to eobtain, And
despair ulfed Lionel Terry in a black ce.

Sir B
in his eye.

“I'm sorry that you've
position,” he said. ~However, arra
have been made for you to stay on at Grey-
{riars A2 ;

Terry’s heari jumped.

“To stay on at Greyiriars,” repeated !
Hilton, “in the capacity of foothall coa

YOh LY

It was an exclan
and relief.

Sir Hilton Popper, the peppery and fiery
baronet, had turned up trumps after all.

Terry was not to go.

And, needless to state, there was great
rejoicing in the Remove when the good news
became known. And Harry Wharton & Co.
and Dennis Carr were among the first to
congratulate their chum Terry, who, after a
grim and almost unbearable period of sus-
pense, had been saved at the finish.

we

wtion of joy and gratitude

THE END.
( Another grand story of Hairry Wharton &
Co., - next week, entitled: ** The Slackers’

Eleven!” Avoid disappointment by ordering
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The story opens with the death of - Sir
John Temple, the old master of the Chase.
Harry, his son, now becomes the new master.
W altex Tcmple his cousin, pays him a visit
on the same night, and hears of a wonderful
sword helonﬂnw to. the Temples—a sword
with a strange mﬂumce 1t is suppesed that
when carried by any member of the family in
battle it will guard -him from hurt in the
fight, and make him neible over lis
nemy. Walter has a great longing for the
vord, and next moruing vanishes suddenly,
ring it with him. A little later war is
declared between the lxlng and Parliament,

INTRODUCTION.
and Harry Temple, with his  friend Will
Howard, join the Roya ists’ forees.

In an encounter with a hig troop of Round-
heads Harry and Will are captured, and
taken before Cromwell.  Walter Temple, see-
them there, thinks it a great oppor-
mity to get rid of them, so that he can
«come. master of the Chase. He denounces
them as spies, and his accusation carries
weight when he brings forth damn i
dence.© An alarm interrupts the trial, and
Harry and his friend manage to escape during
the confusion. They journey to the Chase,
and decide to stay there until they are able

to join their regiment again.
ifrem his troop in the same
comes across the two in the great hall.

He falls in with Cromwell, and refurns
with him to -the Chase, and Harry is recap-
turzd. Cromwell hears Harry’s story, an
belicves it, and Walter ﬂies from the house
and conceals himself in a sceret underground
passage. Will, who also Lnows of this secret,
follows him ‘with Har After a tiring
search Walter finds a way out, He meets a
woodman, who offers him food and bed for
the night.

Walter, cut oit
neighhourhood,

(Now read on.)

Walter Meets With Hi-Fortuns.

HUFFLING along, and mumbling to
himself at intervals, the wood-
gatherer led Walter by a wind-

ing track through thc trees until a
tumble-down hut was reached. Pushing open
the rotting door, old Peter threw down his
bundle of fan‘gots and hegan rummaging in
a cupboard in- the corner. Presently some
black bread, a small portion of cheese, and
a mug of sour ale were placed before the
avenous man, who fell to upon them like
a starving beast.

Then, with the edge taken off his appetite,
Walter Temple lay back in the ticketty
chair, staring about him in some disgust
at the wretched poverty of his surroundings.
Old Peter was sitting before the hearth, re-
plenishing ‘the dying fire with some of the
wood he had brought in, the blaze soon
heginning to roar and crackle up the
chimney. -Truly a strange creature, reflected
Walter, thoughtfully regarding his bene-
hctors stooping shoulders. - How on earth
~he still managed to eke out even this
miserable existence in such times of strife
and bitterness was something to be marvellcd
at, red war raging on every side, yet here

was this aged specimen of hum'!nl 'y daily
catirering his  wood -as ‘unconcernedly - as
though nothing untoward was happening.

Somewhat warmed by the food and the
fire, Walter presently felt a drowsy feeling
again stealing over him. His head began to
nod, and a few minutes later le was
sprawled across the-creaking table, his face
piliowed in his arms.  Old Peter made some
mumbling remark, but, geiting no reply,
glanced round.

The red firelight gleamed on the jewelled
hilt of the rapier at his guest’s hip, making
cach stone sparkle like a cluster of stars.
The wood-gatherer turned aw: but, as
though attracted by come invisible force,
looked again. =

Presently he rose quietly to his feet, and,
stretching out his wrinkled hand, touched the
hilt lightly with his finger-tips. The feel of
the gems seemed to thrill him with a strange
sense of desire, as he muttered to himsell:
You were ever an honest man, Peter, hut
can anyone remain so when such temptation
as this is thrust upon him? Now, I'll vow
this pretty thing would feteh—how much? A
pound? Nay, more—much more; a fortune,
wost like! 'Twould——" He ccased sud-

denly, bending down and murmuring some-
thing in the sleeper ear; but he might as
well have spoken to the dead for '111 the
impression his words made. Walter slept
on, quite unconscious of the fact that his
pncelev treasure was slipping from his
possession.

The old fellow carefully
from its scabbard, inch
every now and then to m sure - that his
victim showed no sign of waking. Then, at
length drawing the point clear, he stole out
into the dusk, pulling the door softly to
hechind him.

And, still ignorant of what had occurred—
still oblivious of his danger of discovery at
any moment—Walter Temple -lay motionless
across-the table, sleeping the sleep of utter
exhaustion.

drew the blade
by

inch, pausing

. Drawn Blank !

Y a great effort Harry withdrew his
saze from the mass of rubbish which
seemed to hold him faseinated, and
turned to where Will was standing.

The big fellow was looking down a branch
passage, snifling the air like a hound.

“Pray come hither, lad! I may be wrong,
but—— Dost smell anything?”

Harry walked over, his nostrils dilati A
faint scent of fresher air was unmist Lablo

“Ay, Will! ’'Tis somewhat colder here,
surely i”

They walked a short way down the passage,
the draught gradually growing more pro-
nouniced as they slowly advaneed. Indeed,
could they have but seem a plan of that
underground maze, they would have under-
stood how matters stood at once, for the
tunnel where the roof had fallen formed one
side of a rough triangle, the bend round
which Walter had caught his flrst glimpse of
daylight heing the beginning of the other.
The hranch the comrades were now exploring
acted as the base, which, as they presently
discovered after a couple of false turns that
almost set them astray again, brought them
into another passage within a few yards of
the exit.

The last glow of the sunset was still
lingering in the, west when they cautiously
emerged into the open, and ’twas only then
that Wiil Howard was able to see how tired
and hungry Iarry appeared to he. Since
that interrupted meal in the early morning,

neither food nor drink had passed their lips,
and even Will himself, strong though he was,
sorely felt the need of it.

“You can't go much farther, lad, on an
empty stomach, I warrant; so that must be
our first consideration. Ay, e’en’if all Noll
Cromwell's wolves were hot upon our frack
at this moment!”

Unknowingly following “Walter's lead, they
entered the wood, looking keenly to right and
left for some sign of habitation; but, for o
time, their search was unrew arded.  Dusk
was falling fast when Will suddenly uttered
an exclamation of satisfaction.

“Hee, Master Harry!” he said, pointing
through the trees. moke ! And where

there’s smoke there’s
You did not think
shrewd, did you?”

Chuckling imgd_; at hiz own witticism—
sxmpl) with the intention of keeping his com-
panion’s spirits from flagging—the big feliow
covered the ground with rapid’ strides.
Presently a ricketty, tumble-down building
loomed up dimly ahead, its weather-beaten
door closed, and no light showing through the
dirty little window alongside it.

sure to be fire! Oh, ho!
Wiil Howard was so

“'Tis not -mightily inviting, lad,” said
Will, “but ‘'tis better than nothing. And
uoen.mtflv the place is in constant use. Logok

there !

A well-beatent track led from the door,
whilst several clearer footprints, turned in
opposite directions in the deeper snow ab
each side, spoke dumbly of someone having
arrived quite recently and gone away again.

All at once Will gave a gasp, and clutched
the boy’s wrist tightly.

“Hist, lad! Speak not above a whisper, hut
look closely at these prints here. Dost make
anyt‘h’ing of them?”

‘Nay, naught save
than the others

“But see! ’Ihcv are only pointing the one
way. Whoever made them is still inside——"

“Well, is not that all in our favour?”

“It may not be. Look again, lad!

man who made these marks wore spurs!

Fomu‘d was certainly right in his dedue-
tions. Dimly visible in the fading light, the
faint impression of a spur-rowel showed at
the heel of each print. Silently they looked
at one another, undecided whether to enter
or move quietly away. But bunger-is a cruel
driver, and each felf at that moment that
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he would have faced half Cromwell’s forces
single-handed for a erust of black bread and
a drink of water.

Will cautiously ecrept up to the little
window, and pecred through the dirty panes.
A dying fire was smouldering on the hearth,
sending a wisp of smoke up the chimney; but
the light it gave scemed only to accentuate
the surrounding darkness, and not Tor some
little time could he distinguish the dim figure
xented at the table.

Y \L\vter Harry, he’s
, but he’s sound asleep.

there, sure
Gently pow,

lad!®
_ Howard pushed open the door, inch by
inch, stopping breathlessly when it emitied a
faint creak.  Presently they tiptoed across
the threshold, halting on the far side.

The deep, m(’ul'lr bredthing of the sleeper
floated across the hut, showing that he was
far {rom being suspicions of their presence,
and Howard bent his head, whispering in
H.arry *Bo€AT:

“Draw softly, Jad, and stand in front of
bim whilst I shed a little more hgm on
the subject, We know not whe he is, hut
tis not wise 10 take {foolish risks these
days!”

Harry took up
fellow kicked the

his position as the

) smouldering fagzols
o flickering blaze. {sused by the noise, the
“man at the table gave start, sat up, and
stared stupidly at the "httermg point held
within o few inches of his chest.

“Aba! Master Walter is it?; Marry, but
we ¢an smm:e move at all without meeting
¥Oou now, ,\Iot that we would not prefer other
eompany

At Wiil's  words Harry involuntarily
towered his weapon, an opportunity which his

cousin was not slow to take advan i
Swiftly clapping his hand to his hip, 1
blindly for his sword-hilt, a look of stupe-
faction creeping over his face as he realised
that nauwght save an emps$y scabbard was
swinging by his side.

Will, too, suddenty became silent as he saw

big
into

R’han as taking place. 'Then he laughed
L33

: “Ho, ho, my cockalorum—an oaf's ruse,
truly! That last hout must have shown you

how useless to trust foolisli-legénds over-
mucl., and shaken your faith in your hlade.

Where have you hidden it, Tearing our chance
coming 2"’

But, good actor though Walter may have
heen, he could never bave risen fo sucn
heights of realism as his bearing displayed
just ‘then: Open-mouthed und the picture of

consternation, he stared from  one to the
other dumbly. When he spoke his voice was
cracked and hoarse.

“1 swear T know as little of it as ve do!
"Twas at my side w I fell" aslecp. On my
word of honeur

“Your Hhonour! Harry cot in con-

temptuousty. *’Twounld be best not to men-
tion anything which lacks existence, cousin!”
Wzﬂtﬂr flushed erimson, but still stared
t them deflantly, a strange calmness creep-
mg ‘into "his voice, despite the feeling of
despair his less had caused him.

“No matter what falsehoods 1 may have
uttered hitherto, what I say now is the
truth, believe it or not as ye will. I fell

in with an old wood-gatherer, who bhrought
me here and fed me. Ye see the crumbs and
the mug upon the table. The rapier was safe

enough when I fell asleep, and—— Surely
Ye can guegs as easily as I what has

happened?”’
* 'They nodded curtly,
about Will's lips.

“When a thief robs another thief things
nvu% be coming to a pretty pass!”
rked. “1 knew, Master H'mw, that one
never returned here. But what now, lad?
Yestere'en you toasted your next meeting,
but 1 fear me the conditions are scarcely as
we expected them to be. Tf Master Walter
would like to test my blade, then-

But Harry silenced him with a gesture.

“Nay, nay, old fire-eater! ’'Twould serve
no wseful end. Go, cousin! We are now both
in t't’);a same quandary. May the hest man
win!

He p'ﬂled the door open wider, admitting

shaft of light frem the newly-risen nioon,
,m(l Walter passed out without answering so
mich as a word, Whither he turned they
veither saw nor cared, for something in-
-stinctively told them that they had net
finjshed with him yet by any means. Jlarry
knew his eousin for a tenacious fighter once
he had set his heart on achieving anything,
and guessed that he would leave no stone
upturned tn regain possession of that which
had just been taken from him,
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2 grim smile playing

he re-

The race had restarted with neither com-
petitor handicapped. Which would win the

prize?

E broken before the greater weight of the
Ironside forces, they sepnmt d into

straggling bodies, each retr g in the best

order they could manage under the circum-

stances.

With the fali of Captain Lovelace, Mortinier
had taken command of the remnants of th...,
particular troop, and tried to whip them int
some semblance of discipline, for the hitherto
invineible cavalry felt the sting ef their
first real reverse most painfully.

“Now, my lads,” Mortimer implored time
affer time, “’tis a bitter pill to swallow, as
1 well know, but ’tis the fortune of war.
Small hope for the King's cause i ye act like
2 flock of frightened sheep!”

At length his words bere fruit, for the
troopers shook off their dejection, and the
battle light slowly crept back into their
eyes. 1 warrant yeu had all Charles’ forces
possessed one half of the spirit and stamina
of these dashing riders history would have
written itself differently.

“Brave lads! Good lads!”
Mortimer gleefully regarding them.
the way to look at it!
has ever a silver lining,
slow in the turning. ow, what should eur
plans be, since those rats have dropped bhe-
hind? How say you, Sylvester?”?

1 see naught, sir, until we can rejoin
bis Highness,” was the reply. “We are but
a little over a dozen here now, so can do
little against the cnemy’'s numbers, however
keen the desire.”

“H'm!” Mortimer frowned
“You are quite right, friend!

The Sword Changes Hands Again !
N the meanwhile, how had it fared with
Prince Rupert’s Horse? Seattered and

ehuckled
“Phat’s
The darkest cioud
e'en though it be

reflectively.
We are li

a small island in a sea of foes which lap
round us on all sides Until we find the
Prince, and reform with the others who have
escaped, ‘twere useless to- attempt much.

idea

However, we, fortunatel have scme
of where we should make for.”

“To Sir Jacob Astley, sir?’> -

% We were to join forces with
hiad we succeeded ving

in reh

hard-pre; hody. So those who got
through wiii likely hold to the same plan as
though all had gome well.” 'Tig Jacah,
then, my lads, and quiekly!”

Mortimer did not, of course, know how
i O!HWBH had dealt that heavy blew at
Astiey’s force almost immediate on t
tieels of his defeat of Rupert’s, he would

have altered his plans somewhat. Dut none
were aware of what had taken place in the
meantime, so they rode ahead, with high
hopes of a speedy reunion.

The country here was thickly woaodeg
affording fairly good cover, although the
branches were leafless, and presently they
came upon a littke giade, through which a
clear stream bubbled musically. Mortinier
called a halt, and, protected by their heavy
riding-cloaks, ~they streteched themseives on
the ground. . -
The snowstorm which had started during
ie cncounter between Astley and Cromwell

yet gave no sign of its coming, for the
iy seemed promising: enough, though t}e’e
was-a chill nip in the air, wlmh told that
se\ere weather was not very far off,

“A strange world, my masters!” muttered

Mortimer, half to himself, as he took in
the attractive scene about him. “Here
peace and quietness, whilst scarce a league

=

and a

away rages as fierce a fight—as

a soldier’s heart could wish for. Heigh-ho!
"Pis curious, my lads, how weary a man
feeis when he lies down to rest! For me, I

could cleep the clock round without much
trouble.”

‘Twas likewise \vith the others,
would not be denied. So well hidden were
they, too, that 'twould take a clever scout
mdeed to locate them, and Mortimer, noting

and Nature

this, did not deem it necessary to mount a

guard. Had he done so, probably they might
not have slept so long as they eventually did
for the grey light of another day was faintly
diseernible when they finally awoke.

“Marry, ‘twas a foolish suggestion of mine,”
exclaimed Mortimer, rubbing his eyes, * but
I knew not we were ‘such children! TI'faith,
hard riding and a stubborn foe are the best
sleeping-draughts ] wot off I shall reco
mend them to—""

He broke off, with a gasp. Whilst they
slept the little glade had been covered with
a fieecy mantle of white, and he looked round
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at his companions, whose bodies were buried
in the snow, only their heads sticking up,
with odd effect.

“ Ho, ho!” he laughed. “1I fear me some
of us will have the ague turough oversleeping
themselves in a cold bed!

Stiff from lying so long in the same position,
he shock the snow from him and rose to his
feet. The others did likewise, untethering the
hoerses, and taking scme emergency rations
from the saddle-bags.

“ *Twill be boot-and-saddle now, my men!
We've lost much valuable time, and——
Hizt! Down—down for your lives!”

Mortimer droppéd flut in the snow as he
uttered the warning. Through the trees his
quick eyes had sudde nly espied twe mounted
figures against the white background. Bug
next molnent he had sprung ereet again, and
was hurrying towards them. They were not
Ironsides, but a couple of King's troopers,
who halted doubtfully as they caught sight
of him. ~

“ I'faith, 'tis an early meeting, friends!”’

2n Meortimer, when one of the others gave
ning gesture aud eprang from the saddie.

1 e stm ,AD ye value your skins!”’ he said
“We are of Sir Jacob Astley's
fo ce; a’:d—————

Mortirmer gave

a triumphant chuckle, cut-
ting him short.

TY. YC are ug;ht welcome! We
were nut going® to join jut wherefore
e need of caution if Jacob s here-

abouts?”’

The trooper looked gt
exchanging a cuick gl
panion.

** He is not hereahouts,”
“but Noll Cromwell is!
heard ?”

“ Heard?

led for a moment,
nee with bis com-

he finally replied,
Ye cannot have

Nay, we heard naught since the

=Ln,p of our heads against an ironm wall
L
ow not wi you mean.’

ay? hen, in short, Noll’'s men prov ed
ton r-x;z a problem fer Prince ]{uper
s they proved for Sir Jacob’s a
Mertimer staggered back

“Body 0’ me! You <ure!y do not mean——"

so !
50 .

Ay, 'tis too true! We were utterly out.
gener .Med during a surprise attack on the
rebel yester e’en, and were scattered like chaff,

I a

yer here managed to get through,
thic 1 how many more-escaped, and whither
they went 1 know not. Noll Cromwell may be
an enemy bnt marry, he’s a mighty soidier !”
I fear me!” muttered Mor-
eI (’M'Timcd at his hopes being so rudely
hed to the ground. ** Were ye pursued?”
Ay, for a good while, when we hid in a
Cromwell has taken up his quarters
ee house a few miles away. We heard
s with his men in the darkness as we
d; but his rats are still scouring
de for stragglers, and we must

bﬁ \\.lrx
* And

o1

Sir Jacob?
T ke naught of him, alas! nor
lmve satd, of any of the others. "T'was cvery
man for himself. Fortunately, the snow
covered up our tracks, and threw the jackals
off Hx? seent, or likely we should not be here .
now !’

“ Then "twill not be safe to move till dar
said Mortimer disanpointediy.

“Safe?” was the quick reaponae
be little short of madness!
at here, and we'll

ut move? Never, 8
the sky!” E

As long as Mortimer lived, he neve
that day of indction. To men like I\.},/
troopers, it seemed an eternity, each minute
dragging by with leadcn footsteps. But a
fied sigh left their lips as the last rays
of the sun vanished into the west, vet "twas
some hours later ere they deemed it safe to
sally forth.

In the meantime the situation had been
discussed at length, and plans carefully made.
Guided by Astley’s two troopers, they would
give Cromwell’s headquarters a wide berth,
and continue their way as before. Sooner er:
later they would be sure to come across some
of the oyalxst forees, which should be mainl
congregated in that direction, even tho
fhev would probably lie a good many
off

< png,
towards

as 1

wrnp

Twould

unluekily,” said Jasper,
the heavens, “ therell he
so we had best keep beneath the trees
nuch as possible. Those Ironside rascals
s like so many cats!”

A l'm warily. they left the glade, passing
Temple Chase after a while undetected, and
covered some distance in safety ere the
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lightening sky showed how eorreet Jasper's
propheey had been.

The moon rose, flooding the courtry with
silver, and making long, grotesque shadows
amongst the trees about them. The snow-
covered landscape. too, seemed to add to its
brilliance, telling them that they would hav
stood small chiance of escape should any -:ccut-

ing-party ot the enemy once catehr blght of
them, :
But no suspicious signs disturbed them.

Cromwell's men seemed to have given up pur-
suit of both Rupert’s and Astley’s stragglers—
as, indeed, they had. for they were now snugly
ensconced at the Chase, which comfortable
mansion Noll found muech to his liking, and
was loth to leave it.

Suddenly, however, Mortimer uttered a
warning ** Hist !’ and pointed through the
trees.

*“ Who comes there?”
yonder 1

The others followed the direction of his
pointing finger. A bent figure was silhouetted
against the snow, a bundle of something slung
across its shoulder. The man was coming
straight towards them with a swift, hobbling
gait, haiting every now and then to give u
rervous glance hehind him, and bend his head
1o one side as though lis‘ceuing.

Then he continued his way until he almost
binmdered dinto them, and <dropped” his
bundle, with a gasp of consternation.

““ Ho, friend{” Mortimer gripped him by
the nape of the neck, and peered into his face.

"Tis hte for an otd man to be wandering
about like a lost sheep; especially at such
times zxs these!”

The newcomer threw up his hands with »
terrified gesture, and croaked shrilly:

“Ah, gentlemen, ve surely would not harm
Peter, the wood- gathewr who never burt
« fly in his life, and who takes no sides!”

“ We did not want your personal h
yheard,” said Afortimer shortly, * im-c
rather to know whom you have seen on your
way hither, and how 1org ago”

hie whispered. * See,

“Xay. on my life, sir, I have met no one,
thcu;h I hear there has been fighting not
far off

’Ornmc. iooked closely at him in the moou-
1t, and guessed he was speaking the truth,
H.: pointed to the bundle of wood lying on
the ground.

*“ Very well. Get hence, then, with your—-
0dd’s life! "What is this?”

He stooped hastily, and turned the bundie
aver. A stray shaft of moonlight had touched
something that gave back a scintillating
glitter, and Mortimer inserted his hand
~1gst the long f;\g ots. Next instant he
fully-jewelled rapier.
vmuh had been cunnm«*ly concealed in the
of the bundle.

. ho! You take no sides, old man. yet
d you well able to defend )ourcuf How

w= find
conies this thing here?”’

Xuter recovered his composure with an

“Twas given me many hours age, Sir C
ain, by a—a I\()Uhdhcﬂd trooper, who 1
3 cut off from his friends, and 15
starving. He it was who told me of the
fighting, and otfered me the sword in exchange
for some food.”

The wood-gatherer was lying,
Mortimer knew it.
Tw an expensive meal, truly!” said
the latter sarcastically. “ But 1f you came
‘»-\ this so honestly,. why coneceal it as though
t\mv stolen property—ch, old man?"’
4 ‘Twas such a pretty thing that

o

wished to sell it later.
few crowns, and I
troublous times.”
b: cfty thing! Ay, too pretty for augit
hat a Kine's troover to wear at his hip!”
_'\")vﬁmu fhrnst fhe ‘nare b]nde thmuah hi

and right well

i

It should bhe worth
need money these

ingly.
héhrd?”? .

The wood-gatherer stepped forward eagerly.

““ Ay, but 'tis worth a great deal, soldier.
Conld you pay me its value?” *

“ A few crowns, you said just now!" inter-
Mortimer shrewdly. “But I nev
hidggle over prices. Here. thou aged rogue!”

‘He took a jingling purse from his pocket,
poured a handful of coins into Peter’s
retched palm, and the wood-gatherer
vent on his way rejoicing.

He knew he had not obtained one fraetion
of the rapier’s real value, but ’twas a dan
gerous posseszion, and he feared he would not
ieng be able to hold it. Al the soldiers were
r}ot 30 honest as Mortimer, of Prince Rupert's

10758,

£ Xf»u cay you wlsh to aeu it,

s3

red it might be taken from me, and T |

Then the troopers continued their way, pass-
ing at length almost within a stone's-throw
of the hut where that selfsame sword was just
then the subject of much discussion, but they
knew it not.

On the Read Again!
HEXN Walter Temple pas=ed out into
1t, Harry gazed at Will with
ange smile playing about his
for the big fellow’s face was

lips,
the picture of surprise and disappointment.

“I'faith, master!” Howard muttered. “’Tis
too soft-hearted you are growing! That saipe
deserved spitting, if ever one drd! However,
there is bread and some liguor in that
cuphoard yonder—foul fare encugh, 1
warrant, hut an cmpty stomach is a hard
master! Fall to, lad!”

The food was coarse, but satisfyving, and
presently they rose from the table feeling
somewhat better than when they hud entered.

“And now, Master Harry, let’s push
onward! Every second we remain here may

Out on Wednesday.

fire.

11

his foot, pushing back a smouldering stick
which Had tumbled down rather closer to the
pile of leaves than was safe

“Things have moved swiftly, lad,”
remarked, “and we're no necarer to——
ho! So that's hew the land lies, is it?
small wonder, cither!” 7

Harry was swaying where ‘he sat, threaten-
ing each moment to topple tolward into the
Howard caught bim by the shoulders
and laid him gently down amrmnst ihe litter,
stretching his own great body alongside.
Soon, despite the wild sobbing of the wind
and the rattling of the crazy door, both were
sleeping like the dead.

By the following morning the snowstorm
had abated somewhat, though the fiakes were
still falling thickly. Will shook Harry into
wakefulnes: nd nodded towards the open.

“'Tis to move. la he advised.
“Take the remainder of the food, and let’s
Lasten, for ’'twill soon cease smowing alto-
gether, and then the wolves may get on the
prowi ! o

he
Oh,
And

i
¢

Thev left the hut turning t]mr backs on

£ odd’s tife !
bundie over.

What is this ? **

Miortimer stooped hasiily, and turned the
The next instant he had drawa cut a beautifully-jewelled
rapier, which hed been cunningly hidden in the faggots.

(See this poge )

be a second toa long! Noll Cromwell is po

fool, - and i
He pe i, and glanced quickly round, :
the rotting deor shook vielently, whiist

through the IiToken panes of the little window
a few powdery flakes of snmow whirled. Will
gazed oub, striving to pierce the pitehy dark-
ness, for the moon bhad vanished, as though
suddenly extinguished, and scarce a foot could
he sec through that white smother which
had begun afresh.

“Heaven help anyone caught in that,”

he

exclaimed, “for “tis worse than what we've
been through already, lad! And may

Beelzebub look aflter
for he’ll need all his protection, I warrant
he added, under his breath, as he be
puiling a hasket containing some dried leaves
from the coruer of the hut, and turned it out
on the fleor in front of the Liearth.

a

your precious cousin

i

“\‘o we stay here, old friend?” said Harry

odding towards the heap.

“Ay, lad we wish to be beyond
stayi ve beneath the snow!”

The dan flames 1it up their [faces,

throwing ¢ wrv nook and eranny of the ram-
shackle place into bold relief. Will thrust out

was necessarily slow
of the snowfall, bhut,
ne\ert 1eless,  they ke;\‘f ahead temcmuu'v
me hours, until the air cleared and the
sun burst once more through the clouds.

“A rest will do us no hurt, Master Harry,”
said Will, flinging himself down on a clear
patch of ground at the base of a giant oa

Shortly after noon saw them again plodding
on their way—two black objects against thoe

1 progress
to the depth,

pure spow—until a smail hamlet appeared
just ahead, its picturesque, white-roofed
habitations scintillating in the cold rays ol

the ‘wintry sun.

“We must avoid
nodding and swe
not safe =

“Too late, Willt - We are seen!”

Harry pointed towa k where some half
n wounted men zalloping tm,(xrd;
spreéad out fanwise in order to lessen
of escape.
i No, by my life, King
other grand instalment of ihis splendid
*‘uml in next Fridey's POPULAR.)
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youder spot,” said Howard.
ing in his tracks. “"Iwere

s men!”
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. understand,” said Jimmy Silver scothingly. Mr. Bootles was not an athlete, but he
Rather Mysterious ! “Run ay and play marbles!” cleared the stairs at a speed that would
“1 believe you're off your silly rocker!” | have done credit to the nimblest fag at
“The sun was shining on the sea, snapped Tominy Dodd. Rookwood. He did them three steps at a
Shining with all his mizht: “Go hon!™ time, like lightning, and he landed at the

He did his very hest to ma
The bitlows smooth and brigl

And this was odd, because it was
The middle -of the night!»

culated Tommy

&3 Y only hat!” ejaculat
Dodd.
Tommy was surprised.

He was coming down the junio
passage on the Classical side at Rookwood.
He was coming to the end study to speak

to Jimmy Silver, the junior skipper, on the
all-important subject of foothall. :

He was going to point out to-Jimmmy Silver
that, excellent as the Rookwood junior side
undoubtedly was, it could be further improved

by the inclusicn of one more Modern chap
in its ranks, Tommy being of the Modern

side himself.
As he apwoac‘xed the end studsy he heard
Jimmy Silver's well-known voice reciting those
2 e\traor‘dumrv lines.
No wonder Tommy Dodd ejaculated “My
hat!” -~ Jimmy Lll\e‘&, voice in the - stuuy
went on:

“The Walrus and the Carpenter
‘Were walking close at hand;

They wept like anything to see
Such quantities of sand.

S H ot could be swept away,’
They said, it would be grand!’

“What the merry thunder!" exclaimed
Tommy Dodd.

He kicked -the study door open. e
Jimmy Silver & Co. were all at home.

Jimmy Bilver had a book in hxa hund. from
which he was reading. Lovell and Ra nd
Newcome were l':temnfv to him. The }‘ sal
Four of the Fourth all looked round as
Tommy Dedd appeared in the de¢ OTWaY.

Jlmfnv Silver waved the book at him.

“Run away and play, Doddy! Busy!”

“What the dicke re you at?? demanded
Tomumy., Dodd. *“What's that rot you're
spouting ?”

*“Rot!” repeated Jimmy Silver indignantly.

“Haven't, you ever read *Alice in Wonder-
land? '. Where were you brought up? Listen
to this!”

“¢1f seven maids with seven mops
Swept it for half a year,
Do you suppose,” the Walrus said,
* That they weould get it clear?’
¢1I doubt it,” said the penter,
And shed a bitter tear.
¢ Oh, Oysters, come and walk with us!’
The Walrus did beseech;
* A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,
Along the briny beach—— 7

“What

Cheese it!*? reared Tommv Dedd..
you spouting that pifile for”
Listen to the unsophisticated Modern!”
s1id Jimmy Silver, in more sorrow u\ an anger.
4 Hd calls it piffle!”
I don't seem to see much sens
ventured Lovell.
“Bow-wow !

in it my-
se‘l

d out Jimmy Silver.
that Modera bounder was
iing. Do run away: and play, Doddy!”?
‘The pant!” repeated Tum)m' Dodd.
“3Vhat do you mean by a pant?”
*{fuess again!”
“I don't understand
growled Tommy Dodd, pt
~the. four gnmmnu Classicals,

\’Hlu'{} a pant is!?
3 fmd glaring at
“Itf you mean

pants—

“Ha, -ha, ha!?

“Then what on earth do you mean?” roared
Tommy Dodd.

“Nothing that a Modern bounder would
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“It you're getting out some wheeze against
cur side, I warn you that you'll get it where
the chicken gets the chopper!” said Tommy
Dodd darkly.

*My dear man. we'd forgotten there was
such a biot on the landscape at all as the

Modern side,” said Jimmy  Silver affably.
“Run aw and let us forget such painful

things!”?

“Fathead!”’

“@Good-bye-ee!”’

*“Silly uasses!”

“Farewell, sweetheart!”

“You burhluw (‘humps"’ .

“ Adieu, dé's.ltst

Slam !

Tommy Dodd departed, closing the door
with “a bang that <rang tln"uu;m the whole
length-of the passage. Jimmy Silver & Co.
chuckled in chorus.

“That Dodd bird was puzzled!” grinned
Jimmy. “He won't guess in a month of
Sundays. Though you jolly‘well ‘nearly gave
it~ all away, Newcome, you duffer, if I
hadn't stopped you befor° you-could get the
word out!”

“0h, he didn't apot it!” s'ud Newcome.

“If he did, he would chip in and try and
muek up the show. We've got- to keep it
dark till we spring the great announcement
upen them, and invite them to see us in all
our glory!” chuckled Jimmy Silver. *And
then the giddy Moderns will want to grind
their tusks, vou-bet! Now, about the parts.
Who's going to be the Walrus?”

And the Fistical Four entered into a deep
snd earnest discussion.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Simply Awfui!
RACIOUS goodness!”
Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, uttered that ejaculation in
a faint voice.
He staggered back.
It was deep dusk, but the light was not
yet on in- tlre passages.

t was October now, and the aubtumn even-
ing was well adva D(.Cd

Mr. Bootles had come up the stairs, and he
stepped along the Fourth ¥orm passage in his
hrisk, jerky way. Naturally, there was no
thought of danger in the Form-master’s mind,
t danger -could threaten in & junior
passage at Rookwood?

Mr. Bootles was going to call at Oswald’s
study for certaia lines which Oswald seemed
to have forgotten.

But he forgot all about Oscwald -and the
forgotten lines as he stepped into the dusky

is face went white, and his scanty locks
lad on his head under his mortar-board.
(G-g-gracious g-g-goodness!” he stammered.

Before his eves, almost under his feet,
looming out of the dusk in the passage, was
a fearful ohject.

A gigaptic animal—whether it was a
hippopotamus or a thinoceros the agitated
gentleman could not discover—was creeping
along the floor towards him. So far as Mr.

Bootles could see, it was a huge animal with
a thick, brownish hide, a gigantic head with
whiskers like a cat, and two gleaming, glitter-
ing, awful eyes of green. 5
It made a crackling and swishing sound as
it moved ponderously along. It stépped as
suddenly as Mr. Bootles as it came face to
face with the Form-master.

“Help !” shrieked Mr. Bootles.

He made a wild bound for the stairs.

The huge animal was swishing about
clumsily, and to the startied mind of the
Form-master it secmed that the ternble beast
wag pursuing him.

the stairs.

bottom gasping, where he lost h.s footing
and rolled over on the mat.
He sat up breathlessly
“Help!”

A study door was flung epen, and Monsieur
\Iovu‘eau the French mas rushed out.

“Vat is zat?”

“Help!” moaned Mr. Bootles.

Monsieur - Monceau  rushed
picked him up. Mr. Bootles
lessly on the French gentlemun.

“Vat is it zat lmppcu"" he asked anxiously.
“t& ou fall down zose stairs viz yourself, isn't
it?

l)nuger! Fly 1"t

“Mon Dieu!  Vat?”
“Fl“"' shrieked Mr. Bootles.

But I cannot fly, d ear monsieur!” gasped
the French master. “I am not vat vou call
airman !”

“Run!”
“But vat—"

and yelled:

=Ly

and
Lelp-

to him
leaned

me—the awful creature—a

“It is pursuing
wild beast that has escaped from some
menagerie!” gasped Mr. Bootles. = “It is in
the junior passage!”

“Ciel!”

“I fear that some of the juniors may have
been devoured! Those eyes—those fearful
eyes!”

“Mais, mon cher, monsieur, it eez im-
possible.  Zere . can be mno. vile beast!”
stammered Monsieur ~Ionceuu. “How shall
he come viz self?’

“T have seen it! Look up the stairs! It is
comlug!”

Monsieur Monceau, astounded, gazed up

There was no sign of any wild
heast. 5

_“I assure you zat you are mistaken, mon-
sieur. You deccive woux‘aelt Hz your eyes in
ze dark, T vill.go and se

“Come back!” shricked Mr. Bootl
French master n*mmted the st
may be torn to pieces!”

But Mossoo sped up the stairs intrepidly.
Mr. Bootles clung to the banisters-and
panted. Was it possible that his eyes -had
deceived him? He listened in anguish for a
sound from above, :

There was a sudden pattering feet-on
the stairs, and Mossoo came tcaring down,
his eyes \Hld and his. mouth wide opem.:

“Courez!” he shricked. “Run viz youl-

.“You have seen it?”

,s, aw the
B s Wl

“Oui, oui, oui—c'est, terrible! Coure"”"
“Heip!” e
“What on earth’s the matter?” exclaimed

Bulkeley, arriying on the spot.

Fellows were gathering round on all sides
in utter astonishment.

“Zat terrible heast!”

“There is a wild animal Icose in the school !”
panted Mr. Bootles. “XKeep away from the
stairs. Prepare to flee should it come dow
You may be torn to pieccs—devoured! O
dear me!”

“A wild animal!” said Bulkeley.

(es; a dreadful monster, with dre‘)dfu!
green, glittering eyes—" 5

“Then we’'d better tackle it, sir! It h'l,‘(
do some harm to the juniors up thcre, satd
Bulkeley. e

“ Bulkeley, the danger——" fiva

“1f -there’'s a wild .animal in the junior
passage, sir, I can’t stay here,” said Bulkelcy.
“I'm captain of the school.”

“You—you are right, Bulkeley, Stay a
moment—arm yourself—wait till I get ‘o
poker! T shall come—I shall certainly comwe!”

“L vill get mon epee!” panted Monsieur
Monceau, and he dashed into his study.

He reappeared with his epee, the army
sword which }Mogsoo retained as a souvenir
of his old military da‘.s.
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“Follow me!” he said, brandishing his
gword. :

“Look out!” shrieked Smythe of the Shell

There was a general scampering to get out
of the way of Mossco's trusty blade.

There might or might not have been danger
from the supposedly wild beast in the Fourth
Form passage, but there was decidedly danger
from Mossco’'s deadly weapon.

“Pray take care, Monsieur Monceau/!”
gasped Bir. Bootles. “Wait till I get a
poker!”

There was wild excitement by this time.
Several prefects of the Sixth seized pokers
and cricket-bats to arm themselves for the
fray.  Astounding as was the news ‘that a
wild beast was loose at Rookweod, it
scemed impessible to doubt it when both Mr.
Bootles and Monsicur Moncean had seen it.

Certainly a lion or a tiger might have
escaped from some menagerie, though how
it_got upstairs at Rookwood School without
being seen was a great mystery.

“Follow me!” shouted HMossoo.

He led the way, sword in hand.  Mossoo
wa8 as brave as a lion,
and he faced the un-
known danger as his
countrymen had faced
the savage Huns in
beautiful Franee.

Bulkeley of the Sixth
-came next with a
erieket-bat, and then

Nevilie with a stump,
and then Mr. Booties
with a'big poker. After

thema came several more
seniors  with whatever §
weapons they could lay . §
their hands on. :

And frot the hall he-
low a crowd of startled
€ them
e - to

the
dimly

Nt

huge,

it was
upon

“Extraordinary !”

* After him!” ®

The hunters rushed on. Monsieur Monceau
reached the end study first, and grasped the
door-handle.

The door was flung wide opeun.

The light was on in the study.

“Voila!” yelled Monsieur Monceau. *Follow
me! Slay ze brute!”

The whole party prepared to charge.

There was the fearsome beast, under their
eyes, plainly revealed by the light in the
study.

It was evidently a walrus, and it was
floundering wildly. The eycs gleaming and
glittering with a greenish light.

It floundered round the table wildly.

“Follow me, mes garcons! Fear nozzing!”
shouted Mosgoo. “With one zrust of my
blade—-" .

“Yow-ow! Yarocoh! Keep it off!”

Monsieur stopped dead, the trusty sword
nearly dropped from his hand. He stcod
rooted to the floor.

“It—it speaks viz itself!” he stuttered.
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“Yes, sir. I'm the Walrs!”

“The—the what?”

“The Walrus, sir. Lovell’s the Carpenter!”

“Is the boy mad??

“It's our pantomime, sir!” gasped the
Walrus. “'This is my rig for the pante, sir,
T'm the Walrus. We're doing * Alice in Won-
derland,” as a panto!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bulkeley. ;

“Bulkeley, there is no cause for merri-
ment!” Mr. Bootles was wrathful. He turned
hot all over as he remembered his sudden
flight from what had proved to he a junior
in a cardboard-and-cloth walrus outfit,

“Silver, how dare you he guilty of this—
this absurdity! You might have—ahem !—you
might have {rightened someone in—in the
dark !” i

“I—I never thought of that, sir!” stam-
mered Jimmy Silver.  “I didn’t know you
were: coming up, sir! Of course, though, I
knew that you couldu't be frightened, sir!”

“Ahem! Quite so, Silver! I was alluding
to the boys,” said Mr. Bootles hastily. *
was very much startled, however.”

There was a sudden pattering of feet on the stairs.
clinging to Mr. Booties for cover.

“ Courez !’ shrieked Monsieur Monceau,
““ Run wiz you!?"

(See page 12.) .

THE THIRD
CHAPTER.
Not Dangerous.
113 OILA!” Mon-
. steur Moneean
shrieked,
In
dusty passage,
lighted by the big
dow at the end,
whole  party i
sight of the
strange animal.
Fortunately,
not  advaneing
them.
It was  wriggling
and »writhing along the
bassage with'a swishing,
ckling sound, as of
crackling cardhoard.
The green glimmer of its eyes could he
seen-in the dark, though its head was turned
away. It was almost at the other end of the

passage by this time, and seemed to he
for the end study.
Great Seott!” ejaculated Bulkeley. He

had had his doubts, sbut he had to believe
in the monster now. *“What—what is it
“It’s a rhinoceros!” exclaimed Neville.
“More like a walras!”

“Walruses are not dangerous, 1 believe,
1

uniess attacked,” said Mr. Bootles. “FPray
be careful!” S
“Suivez-moi!” shouted Monsieur Moneceau

valiantly, and he rished along the passage,
I vill run him zrough! Ah-h-h-h!®
“ After him t°
Study doors were opening on hoth sidss
the passage, but Bulkeley shouted to the
juniofs to keep to their rooms. The whole
parby followed the Frenchman fast.
Just 2s8if the monster had heard and under-
stood the Frencll master’s words, it was
ing wildly along the passage to escape.
drently it was more frightened than
us. = .
2 loud swishing and  erackling, it
wh d into the end study, and the door
of that celebrated apartment slammed.
“Good he 17 exclaimed Mr., Bootles
“That dreadful -animal has sufficient in
telligence to close that door!”

of

It was amazing certainly, but undoubtedly
the Walrus was speaking.

From the deep mouth came a terrified yell.

“Keep him off! Keep that rotten sword
away! Oh, my hat!”

“Goodness  gracious!”
Bootles.

“1t is zat I dream!” gasped Monsieur Mor-
ceau. “For it is impossible zat a walrus he
shall speak!”

Bulkeley gave a roar.
veice of the Walrus.

“Jimmy Silver, you young rascal!”

“Silver!” stuttered Mr. Bootles.

“8Silver!” roared Mossoo.

“Oh erumbs!” came from the Walruz. “Oh,
dear! Keep that blessed sword away! 1
don’t want to be stuek! Oh dear!”

“Ciel! How lucky it shall be zat I did not
give you zat zrust!”

“Silver!” shouted Mr. Boeotles, crimson
with wrath. “What is the meaning of this
masquerade, sir?”’

“Oh dear!”

“Take that absurd rubbish off at once!”

“I—I—1 e-c-can't!” gasped the Walrus.
“It's got fixed somehow. That fathead
Lm‘pl{l has fixed it with safety-pins, I be-
lieve !”

“How dare you,™Silver, play-such a trick?”

“It wasn't a ‘trick, sir!” gasped Jimmy
Silver plaintively. “I. was only practising.”

“Practising !’

ejaculated  Mr.

He recognised the

“I am sorry, sir!” said the Walrus meekly.
“I was jolly frightened myszelf, when Mossoo
got after me with his sword.”

Monsieur Morceau beat a hasty reireat,
trying to conceal the swerd under his coat-
tails. Under the circumstances, the sword
was superfluous. Mossoo was zlad when he
got the trusty blade out of sight in his
study.

“Silver, if—if you venture to play such a
trick again, you will he punished severely, I
forbid you to put on that ridieulous outfit at
all in. the future, under any circumstances
whatever. You will take five hundred lines!”

“0Oh crumbs!” b

“Do not utter ridiculous ej
, Silver. Boys, yo
i yourselye
yecas whatever for excite
see, it is a simple foolish tric

This was rather cool of Mr.
bad certainly heen the most wildly
person present. The Form-master ru
away, and’ the prefects followed him, 1
ning. But a crowd of juniors crowded round
the study door, watching with great amuse-
ment Jimmy Silver’s efforts to get out of
the walrus’ skin. 5

“Where's Lovell?” welled the Walrns.
“Come and undo me, you fathead!”

Lovell and Raby and Newecome hurried in.
They had gene to the tuckshop to sample a
new  assottment of confectiona g

THE Porti
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returned to find. the passage in an wuproar. .
They were chuckling spasmodically.

*“¢h, Jimmy, you ass!”

“Jimmy, you duffer!”

“You've done it now!” e
“ You chortling asses!” roared the indig-

nant Walrus. “It's all your fault. You've
stuck me in this, and I can't get out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lemme out!” roared Jimmy Silver. “I'm

" nearly suffocated in this. L'll dot you in the
eye,; Lovell!”

o Ha, ha, ha!” 1 .

&‘he Co. struggled manfully with the walrus
outfit. It was really a clever contrivance,
and had cost the Fistical ‘Four no end of
time and trouble. It was made of cardboard
and canvas, strongly sewn, . and v very
thick and heavy. The huge headmask was a
very good imitation of a walrus. The‘eye_s
were formed of two little green eléctric
torches, sewn in their places. Jimmy Silver's
own head was invisible, not filling half the
spack inside the walrus’ head.

Jimmy's outer casing was released at last,
and the big head was pushed back, and
Jimmy Silver's crimson face appeared from
the walrus’ neck. He glared at the hilarious
crowd of ‘Fourth-Formers.

“You cackling duffers!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—— I1'm mne

“Ha, ha, hal? :

“PDrag this blessed rig off,
Slet
Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver struggled free at last. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome rubbed. their eyes.

«0h, Jimmy!” gasped Lovell. “You’'ve
done it now. The panto’s knocked bn the

. liead—you heard what Boetles said. We
11 have to leave out tie Walrus!”
Il your fault, fathead!”

“Ha, ha, hat? :

“0Oh, do stop cackling—there’s nothing to

cackle at!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

1 was quite a long while before the eack-
ling ceased in the end study. For, in spite of

y suffocated!”

yau. powling

Jimmy "Silver’s assertion that there was
nothing to cackle at, the chums persisted in

{hipking that there was—and they cackled.

“B OWLED out!”
performing a mixture of an Irish

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.

Temmy Dodd Thinks it Over!

Tommy Dodd eame into his study

on the Modern side in an extra-

ordinary manner, He seemed to be

jiz and a Highland fling. Tommy Cook and

Tommy Doyle, his study-matcs, ed at him
in amazement.

Tommy Dodd jigged joyfully round the
study table, evidently in a te of grea
hilarity.

“Phwat the thunder—— exclaimed Doyle.

“What's biting you?” demanded Cook.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy Dodd, still
cing. “Bowled cut! Shown up! Un-
sked! Done to the wide! Ha, ha, ha!”
mrmay ook and Tommy Doyle jumped up,
grasped their hilariot leader, by the
shoulders, and jammed his head emphatic-
ally against the wall.

Then Tommy Dodd reared—nol with
laughter.
“Yow! Chuck -it, you fatheads!” ~

“Then tell us what's ‘thc

Fou ass!” 5

Tommy Dodd calmed down and rubbed his
head. £

“It’s those Classical duffers!” he said.
“I1t’s their secret, you know. It's all out.
You remember I told you they were plotting
something in their study. Newcoine was
yving something beginning with ‘ pant,” when
amy Silver cut him short. I knew it was
a wheeze. Well, it's out!”

“And what is it?” demanded Cook.
© “They’re getting vp a pantomime!”

“Be jabers!”

“‘ Alice in Wonderland,”
Hed Tommy Dodd. *“And Jimmy Silver is
ithe Walrus. And he's nearly scared old
Bootles to death in his walrus’ outfit, and
le's got five hundred lines, and the panto’s
knocked on the head!”

“Ha, ha,-hald

“They thought it was a wild beast escaped
from a menagerie—-"

“Ha, -ha, hal”

“And Mc ‘s L otter
sword, and joily
floor.”

The three Tommies shrieked.
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matter intoirely,

as a panto!”

a it with his eold
nearly pinned Jimmy to the

“Oh, my hat!” said Tommy Cook. “So
that was the dodge after all! "And now it's
U P! Blest it 1 should have thought of a
pantomime !’

“Like their cheek!” said Tommy Dodd.
“They haven't even asked us to show 'em hLow
to do it! Getting it up on their Classi-
cal own, you know. - I suppose they were
going to invite us to the show when it was
ready? Of course, they knew we'd pubt a
spoke in their wheel if we knew, so they kept
it dark. And now it's all out!”

“Faith, it's not a bad idea if.they could
pull it off!” said Tommy Doyle. “Just like
those Classical hounders! 1f we'd known—-"

“If we'd known we’d have bagged the idea
and done it better,” said Tommy Dodd.
“Rather a pity, tco! We could have played
their heads off at a panto, as well as at
cricket and footer!”

“Perhaps they'll b
said Cook.

“ Bootles has -dropped on it.
will have to he cut, anyway.
up with walruses!”

“*Ha, ha, hal?

There was a knock at the door, and Tony,
the boot-boy, grinned into the study. He had
a note in his grubby hand.

“Master Dodd!{’” he said,
over: the note and -vani

Tommy Dodd, somey
the note. Then he gu

“My hat! Classical cheek, If you like!”
The note was from Jimmy Silver.

It ran:

ing it off, all the same,”’

The Walrus
Bootles is fed

and he handed

“The C(Classical Pantomime Compa have
the pleasure of requesting the prescrice of
Masters Dodd, Cook, and I >« at their
great performance to-morrow & the
Fourth Form-room, at seven preci

“The great new pantomime, * in
Wondesland,” will he presented the
Classical Pantomime Company in their well-

itable stvle.
ge for admi
afford to come. T
to put on clean collars, as it
oceasion.”’

The three Tommies read that missive, and

locked at one an T
“Cheek!” said Tommy Cook. 2
re- going it, all the same, theush

down on the Walr
Dodd.  “I suppose they think they’il ged
round Bootles somehow. He's a good-
natured little ass! They didn’t mean to tell
us unfil to-morrow, but they k e Ve
heard of that rumpus on the Classical s
they've taken the bull by the horns.
checi !

“It's

serp

o

aid Tommy

up to us!” said Cook.
26, do you mean?’?
To muck it up!” saic
“It's as geood as & chal
hey'd let us knew in ‘time
their heads off!’ If they
want it to be a success they should have
come and ¥ d our help.”

“Ha, ha, 1 £

“Why, it’s up to us now to sec¢ that it i
, as they didn’t ask us to help

“Hear, hear!

“Let’s take a crowd of Xoderns and rag
the blessed pantomime!”

Tommy Dodd wrinkled his brows.

“Bet you they'll be ready for that,” he
said. “Jimmy Silver will have a crowd of
Classics ready for a row.”

*Look here, we're not going to let ’em pull
it off!” said- Tommy Cook indignantly.
“What’s the Modern side coming to, I'd like
to know! Are they going to be allowed to
run a successful pantomime?”

“Never!”

“Then what can we do but rag them bald-
headed?

Tommy Dodd shock his head.

“This wants thinking out,” he caid. “I'm
going to ask some questions on the Classieal
side about the panto, and have a big think.”

“Better rag ‘em!”

“Bow-wow! ”

Tommy Dodd strolled over to the Classical
side. Now that the secret was out it was
useless to keep the pantomime dark, and the
Classicals were quite willing to talk about it.

&

*t

Putty Grace was to play Alice, and
Conroy and Flynn and Tubby Muflin, who
all Lhad parts, had lots of informatic

They were quite willing to to
Tommy Dodd how the Modern side was to
ha outshone, outclassed, and eompletely put
in the shade on the morrow evening.

Tommy Dodd listened with an air of

humility, appavently confessing to the pain-

;Lend This Copy to a Friend——

ful fact that this time ths Moderns were
simply nowhere.

But when he came back into the study Le
was grinning.

*“Well?” said Cook and Doyle together.

“They’ve got it all cut and dried. Jimmy
Silver's written the * book,' und the bounders
have been mugging up their parts for a week
or more. - They've kept it awfully dark from
us, Jimmy Silver plays the Walrus, and, of
course, he's written himself a good part.  The
Walrus eomes on in nearly every scene.”

“Cheeky ass!’ growled Cook. *“And what
are we going to do?”

“Sure, we are going to
Doyle. ‘

Tommy Dodd snorted.

“You leave it to me,” he
to think!”

Tommy .Dodd did think, -

It was evidently up to the Medern heroes
to dish the Classical pantomime somehow.
But how? That was the question. Cook's
suggestion of ragging the performance was-
not exactly feasible, in Tommy Dodd's judg-
ment, for it was certain that Jimmy Silver
would not neglect to guard against an obvions
move like that. It was likely c¢nough that
he would persuade some good-natured pre-
feet to be present, in which case rageing:
would be distinetly “off.”

But Tommy’s big think did not
materialise. At bed-time he had to ¢
that he hadn’t got it vet.

But some time after lights out the
a sudden chirrup irom Tommy Dodd's bed iz
the Modetn dormitory. He sat up.

“You fellows awake?”

“Grooceh! Mornin'! " mumbled (ook

“Wake up, fathead!" said Tommy
excitedly. “I've got it!"”

“Eh? Wharrer got?” mumbled Cook.

“The wheeze!”

“Ok Goo'-nig
“Why, you
> to hear
“{srooooh!
“Lock here
Grunt! =
“I say, Tommy—'
S11-0-0-0r-rrrre !
Tommy Dodd then e a grunt
and decided to leave it till the morniz

be dene!™ said

said. “1I'm goi

viy

sleepy ¢

mumbledq
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
CGratitude ! %

64 T'S got to be did!” said Jim
positively.
Lovell and Raby and Newcon

looked dubious.
“We've got it all mapped cut,” said Ji
warmly. “1've been practising the W
no end, and you've got on rippingly :
Carpenter. Raby is a first-class Gryphe

Newcome a toppin’ Dormouse. Py
Grace malk lovely Alice, with his chivyy
chalked. Flynn was t-rate as X
Hatter and Conroy as the March Hare, a

Tubby Muffin d fine as
Do you think we're going
all that trouble?” |
“But Bootles 2 :
“Besides, baven't we sent the Modern
worms_an invitation te see the pantomime
in the Fourth Form-room this evening?”
“I told you it was a bit too previous.

the Mock Turtl
to chuck it after

“Oh, rats! Bootles or no Bootles, it's
coming off, all the same. Now that th=

Moderns know, they'd chivvy us to death if
we chucked it!” L

“Well, we shall have to cut th> Walrus.”

“Jmposs! I'm the Walrus!®’

“You could come in in the chorus as an
oyster!” suggested Raby.

Jimmy Silver sgave his chum a freezinz
lock for that unfortunate snggestion.

The general manager of the Classical P
mime Company was not likely to come
the chorus.

“The Walrus is the great figure in the
panto as we've written it,” he said. *©
would be like leaving the Prince of Denmat
out of ‘ Hamilet’ if we leit out the Walr
He does all the best bits.” &

“Yes; you've given yourself a jolly goold
part!” said Newcome. :

“0Of course, as the best actor 2

“Bow-wow! Rats!” il

“If we chuck the Walrus, we may as well
chuck the whole panto,” said Jimmy Silver,
“But we're not going to. We've got to cei
round Bootles.”

“But we can't. He was scared to death
last evening, and he won't get over it until
next term. All the fags are cackling about
the way he was seared.”

“He's a good little ass, though! He wou't
ask me for those five pundred lines. you ses!”

“He won't forget how he was scared,”




——He Will Thank You for It!

said Lovell. “I N..G. Hc‘s forbidden the
Walrus, and the you are! He Kknows we
J\now he was teruned, and he ecan’'t get over
it.?

Bosh ! Lmu
‘re going to pun i
Jimmy Silver. W
study together——»

“And ask him? It's
“No; thank him!”
“Thank him for what??

in one voice.
“For his bravery

uut night, when

danger.”’

“Oh, my only
‘Ha, ha, ha!”
“Soft sawder, by gum! It might work.”
“He’s a nice little man, and we're going to

puL it nicely to him,” said Jiminy Silver.

* Besides, it was brave of him to come rush-

ing along with a poker, wasn’'t it, when he
thought -there was a wild griflin or unicorn
or Qomcthmg in tlm passage?”

“Ha, hal Yesl?

”Then come ‘and

“to your Uncle James.
nicely te Bootles,” said
¢ all got to go to his

N G

Y

demanded the Co.

in coming to our re
he thought we were in

hat!”

let’s show some proper

ratitude. And don't grin, you duffers! One
1 may ruin the whole bisney. Look
ateful!” =
“How the dickens does a chap look
grateful?”? :
“Well, put on a soft, drving-duck look !

Exactly how to look like dying ducks was
a puzzle to Lovell and Rubv and Ncweome.
But they resolved to do their best, and they
followed the captain of the Fourth to Mr.
Bootle's study.

Jimmy Silver tapped discreetly at the door.

Tt was a critical moment. The success of
the pantomime depended on the way B3r.
Boot-w fur, so to speuk, was stroked.

“Come in!’
Mr. Bootles” expression was not promising
the juniors meekly entered his study

Bootles was good-tempered and kint
arted. But he more than suspected that
he had shown fright on the previous even-
ing-——he was not sure, but he suspected it.
He feared that the juniors were grinning be-
hind his back. And that was enough to make

the kindest Form-master grim.
“What! What! You have brought wme
Yyour lines, Rilve

Ahem! No: =i |
“What is it you want,
boetles, still very stiffiy.
‘1t was another matter I came to speak
about.’
‘My time is valuable,
“Certainly, sir. But
under the circumstances,
less than came here
*“For what, Silver:”
led.
For what you did last
Mr. Bootles coloured.
“The less you refer to that absurd matter,
Silver, the better.
SI can't help it, sir,” said Jimmy Silver
réspectfully but ﬁxmer “You helieved that
v wild nmml was loose in the Fourth Form

then?” said Mr.

! we felt that
sir, we eouldu’t do
and thank you, sir.”

asked the Forni-master.

night, sir.”

“And withoul stopping to think about your
cwn safety, sir, you rushed m help us, be-
lieving we were in danger

SAR Mr. Bootles’ frowning hrow relaxed.

“For all you knew, sir, it might have been
a lion or a tiger,” Jud Jimmy Silver, in an
awe-stricken voice. *“And you came up with
only a poker. Of course, sir, we know that

as we'resin your I‘Orm, we can always depend
on you to guard us if there is any danger.
But we felt, sir, that we ought to come and
,mt

thauk you. I can’t help “thinking, sir,
me masters would have left us to ¢

“Ahem[”

ee, sir, if it had really bheen a dan’
TOUs wﬂd beast, that poker wouldn't have
mcn much good. You riit have been torn
ro m( ces. Bus you didu’'t step to think of
1 1

\Ir Bootles smiled.

"Y1t is quite true, Silver,
pause to refleet upon the inadoqnacy of my
ipon,”” he said genially. And it is cer-
inly true that I believed that a dangerous

that I did nob

st  was there, escaped from some
menagerie.  But you may always be sure, my
Hoys, that if danger shouid threaten, ur

lmm master would; not be
“And we want to ihanik
id. Jimmy Silver.
hank you so much. sir !
Raby and Neweceome, in a
gratitude.
Mr. Bootles beamed.
“Well, well, T am _glad

found wanting.
you fer it, sir,”

sald Lovell and
sort of chorus of

that yeu show this

appreciation, my boys,” he said. *“The affair
was—ahem !—absurd; and I was greatly con-
cerned about your safety I may remark,
Silver, that your make-up was a very clever
one—very clever indeed!”

“Yes, sir; we'd taken a lot of trouble with
it,” said Jimmy Silver regretfully. *It will
rather muck up cur poor old pantomime to
have to leave the Walrus out, but after
giving you all that trouble, we can’t expect
you to overlock it.”

“That would be asking too much,” said
Raby, with owl-like gravity.

“Not at all—not at all!” said Mr. Boctles
kindly. “I have no desire to be hard on
you, Silver, or to spoil your—ahem !—little
entertainment. You acted very thought-
lessly; but I'am sure no harm was intended.
I mthdmw my prohibition.”

S0h; Nint?

“Proceed with your J
originally arranged, Silver!” said Mr.
magnanimously.

“Oh, sir, you're a brick!” exelaimed Jimmy
Silver, with genuine gratitude this time. 't
he ﬂushed kc(ulet “I—I. mean, ex

entertainment  as
Bootles

sir, I—I meant to say you arc awi
BIL ™
Mr. Bootles smiled. A spontaneous ex-

pression of regard from his pupils was by
no means displeasing to the kind gentleman,
even if couched in unacademie language.

“I understand you, Silver. Quite co-
0. You may go!”

“Thank you so-much, sir!” chorused the
Fistical Four, and they withdrew frem the
study in great delight, leaving ) RBooties
much comforted in his mind.

Jimmy Silver frowned a little, however, as
they went down the passage,

“He is a brick,” he said. “It cccurs to me

uite

| it was rather rotten to ‘)L\’Pl‘ Lim up f=hen
he’s such a ripping good sort. ButAbu’c we
do feel grateful, though, den’t we?  And

it was plucky of him to come along
with tl poker—though I'm jolly giad he
didn’t get a iick at the Walrus with it.”

*“Ha.ha, hal”

“And we'll jolly well work hard for the rest
of the term, and please him,” said Jimmy
Sitver. “We won't rag those Modern worms
o much, but we'll stick at work and make
Bootles proud that he’s got us in his Form—
what !”

“Ahem! H'm! We might!” .

“And we'll mug up a bit on the hali-
holidays, and do our pren properly, and give
him a surprise at the way we've got on.”

“Ahem! Most cu‘umw i

And those good resolutions having es
consciences ot the young rascals, t
ceeded contentedly to the prep:
the pantomime—in which the W:
figure as planned. Whether those
resolutions would be carried out,
was another point.

Schoolboy memories are short.

after all,

et et

excellent
lLiowever,

THE SiIXTH CHAPTER.

A NModern improvement !

FTER lessons that day the Fistical
Four were busy. Preparations for
Rookwoou pantomime were in full
swing.

Almost to a man the Classical juniors lent
their aid.

Even such fel]ows as Tubby Bduffin and
Topham were in the cast of tlie pantominie,
which was a numerous one. Jimmy Silver's
skilful hand had made a delightful hash of
those two wonderful fairy books, *Alice in
Wonderland,” and “Through the Looking-
glass.,”  Naturally, Jimmy had given the
Walrus a splendid part, but there was plenty
to be done by the Gryphon, the Mock Turtle,
the Mad Hatter, the March Hare, the Dor-
mouse, the ‘Vhlt{, Knight, Humpty-Dumpty,
and the rest of the rmlarlcable eha

The Moderus looked on and sniffe
were convinced that a pantomime in whic
Modern had a hand was doomed to blank
tailare.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. went on their way

The Lh ree Tommies smiled, too.

Doubtless they had their own secret reasons
for smiling.

Seven was the hour fixed for the perform-
ance, and long before that hour the stage
had been rigged up at the end of the Form-
room, and the curtains arranged, aand the
many actors were getting into their striking
costumes.

Dressing-rooms, naturally, were lacking, and
the schoolboy pantomimers dressed in tuelr
own studies. They Had to come downstairs
in their costumes to get to the Form-room by
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the door at the upper end behind the
curtain. But there was no danger now of
anyone being scared by suddealy mceting a
gryphon, a walrus, or a mock turtle, or any
other fea.raome beast in the passages or on
the stairs. Indeed, when Mr. Bootles came
upon a gryphen in an ‘argument wi‘cvh a
bearded oyster, he only smiled benignly, and
passed on,

Jimmy Silver’s outfit as the Wairus was
most gigantic and elaborate, and it was the
most difficult to assume. In the end study
he was far frem ‘finished, when Lovell and
Raby and Newcome were ready. Jobson of
the Fifth, a poor, but good-natured senior,
who had kindly consented to act as prompter
and call-boy, and-several other things came

along to call thcm.

“Just gone seven,” he said. “They're
beginning to sta mp on the floor of the Form-
room. Ain’t you kids read; ? You begin, you
know.”

Ready in two ticks,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Home of the Moderns are peiting the
curtain already,” said Johson, and he walked

away Whlatllﬂf’.
“You fellows get on,”

said Jimmy Silver.
“You open the scene,

you know, with Alice.

I suppose Grace is ready. I don't come on
for a quarter of an hour.”

Putty Grace in a skirt, a blouse, and a
golden wig, with a pink-and-white {face,
grinned into the study.

“Re' he said

on
SR bu in time.”

“Right-ho!”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome followed

and start,” said Jimmy Silver.

Grace dewn the p There : plenty
of time for Jimmy and he did not
hurry. The Walrus was to he a worz of
art.

The three Tommies were tting
beud of the stairs as Lovell & Co,
along.

“toing to start?” said Tommy Dodd
;iﬁuhly.

¥ ee you'd hetter look sharp if you want
%ar ” said Lovell.

Wwe may as w tting along,”
my Dodd, ahpp g the hanisters.
U e Classicals “ent downstairs. Ti

three
dmht ak

Moderns remained on the lan(‘ma, or
one another.

“Silver’s not due yet for a quarter of an
hour, according to the programme,” remarked
COOI&.

“They've starbed,”

p said Tom”nv Dayle, as
the strains of a fiddle came from the direc-

tion of the Form-room. Gilbey of the Sk
who was a violinist, supplied the orche

“Time we called on our friend hmm\
murmured Tommy Dodd
The three Mederns gtrolled dewn the

passage towards the end study.
The door was open, and tI-c\ looked w
Jimmy Silver was standing Defore o
on the walrus' hind legs.
Only his face in the glass could be
of him, and over that: he was fitting
cardboard and canvas

seen
the
head of the

llli"”‘

The three Tommies chuckled softiy.
om Dodd leit his chums apd weni a
3 along the passage to the box-room
at t‘lo end, reached inside, and drew out a
coil of rope and a sack, evidently put there
in readiness. ’lhen ie three entered the
end study.

Jimmy Qxlver looked round from the zmss

“Hallo! Why aren’t you in the audience
h(, a:ﬂ'cd

‘We've come to IC'ld you a

hand, dear

boy !”

“Thanks! T don't want am help

\mlr "lllnt ke, you do! Shut t)zc door,
Coo

Tnc door closed

“Here, ? exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“Hay ha; hat”
With a rush the three Moderns werc upon
th“ captain of the Fourth.
the cumbersome outfit of the Walrus
ad simply no chance in the struggle.
mped down on the ficor with a loud
king and crackliig of the walres® skin,
. Oh! Help Yoooog !
A Dodd’s hand was over Jimw
mouth in a twinkling.
He was bundled Oub of the walrus’
and, strug in the grasp of the raid
k' was pinned down, while the sack
ed over his head.
m within the sack

there came wild

Tas POPULAR.—No., 80,
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Round the sack the cord was passed and
tightly tied, pinning Jimmy Silver's arms
down to his sidea.

Then Cook and Doyle lifted him—Tommy
Dodd opened the door—aund the unfortunate
Classical wes rushed down the passage into
the box-rgo

The box-room deor closed.

Jimniy Silver was disposed of. The raid
had been a complete success, For once
Jimmy Silver, wide-awake as he was, had
been taken entirely by surprise.

Tommy Dodd remained alone in the end

study. He closed the door hastily, and with
equal haste donned the walrus’ outfit.

It was roomy enough inside for a much
bigger fellow than Tommy Dodd. In a few
minutes ingide it, and had fastened
the varicus ¢y, straps, and safety-pins

buck

by which the stume was secured.

Then he ¢ ed into the glass, and
adjusted the headpiece.

it ca right down over his face, com-
pletely co Small holes in the thick
mask allowed sight and breathing.
Tonumy Dodd tumr‘d on the two electric
torches fixed in "the mask, and the green

light gl

From i
chuckle. S

The Walrus was ready for the Rookwood
pantomime, only the occupant was a Modern
instead of a Classical. That was all the
difierence; but it was a very considerable
diiference.

red and gleamed. :
de walrus’ head came a joyous

shie;

Tommy Dodd, echuckling, added a few
finishing touches, and then the door of the
study opened, and Jobson's lean form

appeared.
',ymt on_your

cte, Silver,” said Jobson.

“I'm ready
16 was a muffled voice that came from
under the walrus’ head, and it might have
heen Jimmy iver’s or Tommy Dodds or
anyhody elsc’s, so far as the sound went.
“Then you'd hefter come along,” said
o
on hxs hind legs, followed
on ﬁom the study. He glanced at the
door of the box It was closed. Not a
room. Cook and Doyle
ir prisoner very quiet.

m

The W ned under his mask, and
ficundered down - the passage after
Johson.

box-room a furious junjor was

g in @ sack, mumbling in mufled tones
rt\ of bloodcurdling threats.

two Moderns who were sitting on him
ned and chuckled.

it’s all sereme, bedad, Silver, me
said Tommy Doyle. “The Walrus
be missed; Tommy Dodd's going to

re,

bhoy !I”
won't
see to that!”

He'll make it

rather more exeiting, you
chortled Tomm" Coo,;
Sy Biagha !

Jimmy Silver wriggled spasmodically.
he could o1 wriggle. For
Silver’s luek was out!

It

But
once - Jimmy

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
B Very Wiid Walrus!

[ T.{A\'ﬂi"
“Good old Jimmy!”
There was a huzz of applause in
the Form-room, transformed for the
into a theatre,

Walruos had arriwd

to pl:u tm W a‘rus, hence thmr greec
It was 1mp0<51b1° to see anything of

cioolboy actor excepting the walrus’
ne.
a fellow dreamed that ‘a change had

made. And lomm\ Dodd did not intend

i }ph\)n and the Mock Turtle
1 Hatter were holding the stage
Walrus floundered in. In the
a crowd of Oysters ready to play

The
Walrus were decidedly comic, and there was
a ripple of laughter as he came lumbering on.

heavy, clumsy movements of the

Bui the laughter was louder when he
bumped into the Gryphon, and sent him
staggering huck, to sit down with a bump
on the &t'we

“Ha, ha hat»

The Cmpe‘:ter—Lmnll—;ollowed the Walrus
o, having been waiting for him in the wings.
The Walrug whisked round and bumped into
Lovell, and the Carpenter went sprawling.
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“G-g-great Seott!” ejaculated the Car-
penter.. “You silly ass, Jimmy, that ain’t in
the programme!” =

Crash! Bump!

The Walrus seemed to be running amuck,

Ee charged across the stage at the Mock
Turtle, and, though it was Tubby Muflin,

ﬂcored him by sheer weight.
rcund at the Mad Hatter and
and he whisked
dodged wildly.

“You silly asst”

“Play the game, Silver!”’

“No skylatking, now, vou ass!
mucking up the panto!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the audience,-greatly
tickled by hearing those remarks proceeding
from mock - turtles, gryphons, mad hatters,
and oysters

“Go it!” shrieked Towle
side. *“Play up! a]n

Bump, bump, bump!

“He’s potty!” yelled Lovell.

“He’s off his silly rocker!”

“Stop him!” .

“Ha, bha, hat”

The audience yelled. The sight of
cumbersome Walrus charging about the
and knocking all the actors flying
brought the house down.

Some of the fellows thought it was a knock-
about turn designedly introduced into the
panto; others thought that Siiver was lark-
ing, or that he had suddenly gone oft his
troeier.’?

But whatever was the reason of the
Walrus' strange and unaceountable actious,
it was certain that the cffect was uproarious.

The scene was greatly enjoyed, except by
the actors.

"'hey did not enjoy it.

They dodged round the
escape the {urious
Walrus.

Lovell and Tubby Muffin and Fiynn
several others collared him deapemtd\
drag him off the stage,

But the Walrus was too bulky to he easily
handled.

And he was hitting out with his flappers,
too, and his ﬁdppers were big and beavy,
and came lashing round like fiails.

He wheeled
floored him,
after the March Hare, who

You're

of tho Modern
'em beans, Walrus!”

the
tage
fairly

stage wildly
charges of ‘the

to

huge

and
to

map bump, bu'np'
Yell—roar—y 1000D !
“Go it! ed the audience. “Pile in,
old Walru Give 'em jip!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“He’s mad!” shrieked Lovell,
dazedly and rubbing his nose.
as a hatter!”

*“Stop him!”

“Rescue!”

“All hands on

sitting up
“He's as mad

deck!” roared Towle from

the front seats. Collar the Walrus! Ha,
ha, ha! This takes the cake!”

1t did!

The Walrus remained in possession of the

stage.
Turt
dismay.

The Walrus Tay down in the centre of the
stage, and seemed to go to sleep.

“Call this panto!” chuckled Lacy
like Bedlam! Classical duffers!”

“Wake up the Walrus, you Clgssieal
duffers! Get on with the washing!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What the merry thunder does it mean?

gasped Lovell breathlessly in the wings.
‘What is Jimmy Silver playing the giddy
goat like that for?”
- “Yow-ow!’” mumbled Raby, nursing his
nose, where a heavy flapper had smitten him.
“He's mad! Stark, ahrm biinking potty!”

“Grooooh! My eyel!’

“Yow! My rap per' 2

“ He must be raving potty!” howled Flynn.

“But, sure, the sl‘ly spalpeen isn’t going to

muck up thﬂ pantomime! Collar him and

Gryphon and Mad Hatter and Mock

& Co. erowded into the wings in

“More

drag him off!
“The audience won’t stand this!” said New-
CO‘I]”‘

desperately. *“They’il bz goin“ ‘out,
’s gone already! Jimmy's mucking
up the Wloe show with his foolery

“He's forgotten his lines, and he’s doing
knockabout rot to fil up, I suppose !
groaned Lovell. “Was there ever such a born
idiot!” > .

“Yank him off, then!”

“Jimmy,” said Lovell,
from the wings, “Jimmy, old man, don't be
such an ass! You're spoiling the shom”

“You're mucking it all up, Jimmy !’

“Come off, old chap!”

There was a deep snore from the W
Apparcently he had gone to sleep
stage. <

An army advanced on the Walrus from both
wings, led by the Gryphon on one side, and
the Mad Hatter on the other.

in a stage whisper

Walrus.
on the

The audience looked on m great delight.
There was a yell of warning to the W lrus,
“Look out, Jimmy!"’

¢ Look out in goal. Walrug!” ¥

But the Walrus was looking out. As {he
exasperated pantomimers closed on him and
collared him, he leaped up on his hind legs,
and his flappers fhrashed out with terrific vim.

“Help12

“0h, my napper!”’

“Stoppim! Yooocooop!'

The struggle was terrific. - Costumes came
almost in rags as the Walrus struggled and
scrambled, with the whole of the pantomime
company clinging to him.

“{yive the , beast beans!” panted Flynn.
“The panto’s mucked up! And we’ll muck up
Jimmy Silver, too, the spalpeen!”

Bump, bump!

“Yaroop! Rescue,
Walrus.

Lovell almost fell down.

“Tommy Dodd!” he stuttered.

“Tommy Dodd!” shrieked the audience.

“Where's Jimmy 8ilver? yelled Lovell.
“Oh crumbs! Bump the Modern beast!”

Like one man, the Modern part of ti
audience rose and rushed to the stage. T
knew the voice of their leader, and t
understood.

Even the (lassicals in the audience shrie
with laughter as they realised the _npa th
had been played upon the (lassical Panto-

nime Company.

The rush of the Moderns saved the Walrus
from dire vengeance. The rest of the pante-
mimers, with their costumes in tatters,
struggling to get at him. There were
ild and whirling minutes on the stage, w
two or three seniors in the seats shouted in
vain for order.

AModerns!? yelled the

ed

were

Then the Modern ¢ d Te eated
stage, carrying valrus in tb
midst.

f laughter they retreated fro
In the passage they. we
joined by Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle.

Tommy Dotid’s head emerged from the
Walrus” head, and he grinned at the in-
furiated Classicals, and kissed his hand to

them from the Form-room door.

* Tlmnl\n for the ripping e\‘eni
shoute “You chaps can play in pant
1 b think "
“Ha, ha, ha!? .
And the Moderns

retreated a

rangle to their own side, car
Walrus triumphantly in their
. s o . . . .

The Rookwood pantomime
sudden end. -

Even Jimmy Silver, when he w
the hox-room and rvescued from
vasn't inelined to make an atter ﬂxt to

cn with it.

The audience had gone, and were lax
themselves hu in the passage and
studies. The costumes were in a state t
required endless  repair before they
be presented to the public eye ngain
Mr. Bootles, frowning, had lecked
Form-room. Evidentiy pantomimes

“Dished!” groaned Jimmy Silver.
those rotten Moderns! Oh, my
ip Tommy Dodd for this!”
“Let 'em wait!” said Lo
’em to pieces!”

Vengeance certainly had te be postpened
for a little while, but the Fistical Four were
not likely to forget the sad

I el aao

which had befallen Jimmy Silver's pantémime
THE END

Another Grand Story of
Jjimmy Silver and Co.
at Rookwood, entitled:

“JIMMY’S

L i g d

in next Friday’s issue

of the ¢ POPULAR.”
DON’T MISS IT!
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“indicating the only chair.

—The “GEM "’ Library!

TALE OF A FAMOUS DETECTIVE.

THRILLING

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ambrose Rixson, a young scapegoat and
spendthrift, visits the house of his uncle, Sir
Jehnstone Sherlicker, to try and procure sonme
money to pay off his debts. Rixson shocked
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 this
chauge in the will, and, with the help of the
family butler, plans to alter the death to
a murder, and lay the blame on Morrison.+

A little later Hcotland Yard receives the
s of the murder, and a detective, accom-
nied by Ferrers Locke, visits the house in
1ce’s Gate to investigate. They find that
son has received a wound in the arm, and
tells them that it was in a fight with
i i Rixsen's story of the
he police, and Rupert

(Now read oi.)

Deepening Shadows'!
N 1ihe following Thursday morni
howev having obtained authority,
and with the prisoner’s consent,
Locke - came face to {ace with
in his cell.
young man

O

Morrison
The
cordially.

rose, and greeted him

I 'don’t know why
{his trouble to come

you should take all
see me,’”’ he said,

“Mar rkham  has
told me all about you—that you are mtercstLd
in my case quite apart from the police.”

Tocke sat down, and shof the young msn a
r\mput‘netic glance.

“That is so, Mr. Morrison. I was present
th ]nspector Gartrell when the affair was
first eommunicated to the police, and ever
sines, because of something known only te
myseif, I have interested myself quietly in
the business. Miss Dawn and I lunched to-
gether, at my suggestion. She has helped
me considerably to throw light on a theory
1 hold, namely, that you are an innocent
man.

“My firm belief i you know nothing what-
ever about it. The police helieve you guilty,
and have built, or, rather, are building, up
an overwhelmingly strong case against you.
Their case I hope to destroy. as I have done
on a gcod many cases before. But .bhefore
I can move another step I want you to
give me your version of what happened on
the night of the 16th, and just how you stood
with regard to your uncle.”

Morrison perciied himself on the edge of his
bunk-bed, and propped his chin in his up-
turned palms.

“With regard to my uncle, Mr. Locke, 1
must confess we weren’t on the best of terms.

e had a dreadful row. I knew that I was
his : eventual heir,. and - he said that he
objected very strongly to the Sherlicker
hily fortune being dissipated by an extrava-
gang. ahusical comedy actress, as he had no
dnnhb it wouid be did she bccomn my wife.”

“Y see. When was this?”
. “The quarrel? * Oh, the night before his
death. That was Tuesday. I had only just

hecome cngaged to Miss Dawn. I ealled that
evening—the evening of the 16th—at the
house in Prince’'s Gate to inform uncte of
the step I had taken. We had a bitter

Out on Wednesday.
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DETECTIVE! t

A GCrand New Story, dealing with the
Adveniures of FERRERS LOCKE,
Famous Deteclive.

By MAURICE EVERARD.

the

— D &
quarrel, during which both said hasty | flat, they found the case and the lellow pistol,
things. and took possession of them.”

« A1l through Wednesday I felt very regret-
ful. My temper had had time to cool down.
1 realised how frightfully unjust 1-had been
to my uncle. I deter mined the following
eveaing to call on him to ask his forgne—
, weaning at the same time to make quite
n that 1 still meant to stick to my

ngagement, and that it was for him to
deur}e whether or not he would make a new
will. You sece, under the existing will every-
thing comes to me. My cousin, Ambrose
Rixson, is entirely cub out.

“He and uncle were not on the best of
terms, either. Like the foolish young man
he is, he has run through a lot of cash; so
much so that two years ago Sir Johnstone
informed him that he had definitely decided
to cub him out unless he reformed
pose he tegarded it as an idle thr
he still went on in the same old wa

Locke remembered the rer to
Rixson's pretended belief that a lar
of the dead man’ 5 fortune would come to
Why was that statemént made?

Suddenly he rmcd his glance to the other’s
troubled face.

“Now that your uncle is dead, what \would
happen should this case go against you?

“Tn that case, Mr. Locke, everything would
go to Ambrose.”

“Ah! I begin to understand. Now, on the
night of the murder—tell me just what you

il i

NATK

The events were too horribly fresh In
Rupert Morrison’s mind to need much
thought.

*1 left my chambars about six, and dined
with a friend, a man I used to be very
chummy with at Balliol. - We had dined at
the Cri. A v Lurricd meal it was, as he
had an appointment at a quarter to seven. I
left him on the Circus, took a taxi, and drove
to my uncle’s house, arriving there, as nearly
as, I can guess, about seven. He was out,
so I called .22

“That would be at eleven o'clock,
when vou were arrested?”

The other shook his head.

“No; at half-past nine.”?

Locke almost jumped from his chair.

“You called at half-past nine? Whom did
you see?’’ he asked, for once betraying signs
of great surprise.

“Not my uncle. I saw Wardle. He told me
Sir Johnstone had not yet returned—that he
supposed he'd be back some time about
eleven. I said 1 would go away, and come
back later.”

“Did you enter the house—I mean, on the
occasion of the 9.80 visit?”

] swear I didn’t!”

aga

the time

“H'm! ' That is very strange!’ Again
Locke thought that Wardle's story was
traversed—in a very important essentinl, too.

“What did you do between this and
your rext and last visit?” ¢
- “1 went for a walk in the Park: T wanted

to think out just the right thing to say. The
position w‘h 2 very delicate one for me.”
“th And you swear you were not
poqses@mn of a revolver that night?
“1 hadn't seen the pistol for years, It is
one of a pair that belonged to my father.
He gave them to me years ago, when I was
living with my uncle in Prince’s Gate. When
I took a flat of my own I brought the case
away with me with some loose cartridges.
Your days ago, when the police searched my

“I know. Now, 1 understand
was in rather a poor state of health?”’

your

uncle

“He had a frightfully weak heart. So far
as I am awar : all that was the

matter Wh,h hia. iy he was strong.”
“Who tald you about the weak heart?”
“He him and Dr. Manito had often
mentioned it—suggested the possibility of Sir
Johnstone dying at any time.”
“Thank )’O\L 113
want to know.
ipped the “thm
spirits. I hope

- That's=all T
“oelx.leu & h and and
u your

before
through to sce you a ifree man

m

Locke Builde up an Asteunding Qace!
AVE for an aged caretaker, who had
Prince’s Gate- was ghut ups when
Ferrers Locke sought admission.
stantial tip, gained him admission. With
hothh Wardle and Ambrose Rixson preseni ab
1 ve felt himself
tolerably free from interruption for several
hours to come. .
h, he passed thr h every room in the
1t house. That o glance of his took
portance until he came to a big, a
ment with an immense glass fatnllbht, &:5&&

been left in charge, the house in
His pro onal card, hacked by a wb-
the last sad rites, the dete £
the library, which yiclded nothing
X e
in everything, but d|=co»ucd nothing oi xm
ime as a studio.

: of charred wood, burned=paper,
aud hiali-consumed ashes in the grate pro-
rided the first-sensation

in this remarkable
case, for peeping out among the t i
was soniet that glinted bri
sunlight streaming  through U]L
head.

Tocke stooped down, pic
and there it lay, smoke-darkened in - parts,
but still reflecting little shafts of brighiness
—an cmpty cartridge-case.

“Same size and number as thoze fired irom
the pistol,”” he told himself triumphantly
“But the chambers of the weapon were fuil
—five shells, two discharged, three
charged. Gf the forn er, one found its bill
in Sir Johnson's chest, the other in Ambr
Rixson’s arm. And yet both he and Wardi
swore they had never seen the weapon hefore.
Strange if. this cartridge-case could have re-
maind i that grate all these yesrgl =

He groped about the fringes of unburned
paper, and found an edging of a daily news-

paper a date ten days earlier. e
could almost have sghouted with triumph.
The fire had been lit and the sixti sheil

thrown among it some time during the last
ten days.

At that moment hie went downstairs, and
starting again with the hhra.r\, examis -
every wall of every room. At the end of balf
an honr he was back in the studio, where a
c‘crlp of woodwork in the north end gave up
its secret. At a height of about six inc
he discovered a small round hole in the w.
coting, in a position almost exactly similar
to the hele in the wainscoting of the library.
_ He drew back, noting the position carefuliy.
From the centre of the studio he found hi:
self almost in' a -straight line with a .l
figurc from which one of the limbs was
missing. .

“Left

Now, where's that left

arin gone. h
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arm?” was his next question. not to be
snswered until the ioft had been thioroughly
Lauled over, when he found it hidden away
behind the water-tank under the slates.

Excitedly he carried it to the light. A hole
ghowed clear through the forearm, the back
of which was splintered. Fixing the wrenched-
out limb in position and extending the arm
with the hand pointed to the flocor, he dis-
svered that the bullet-hole through the wood
of the limb corresponded, at a little distance
away, with the hole in the wainscoting.

Here was a iresh and a very startling
oroblem.

“Why should that arm have been deliber-
ately shot at? Of course, Rixson had a bullet
wound in his arm—the forearm, too.”

He sat down on a big packing-case and
framed again in his clear mind the picture
presented to him when Gartrell, Brinnon, and
he had first entered the library.

“8ir Johnstone lying dead on fiu floor,”
fie murmured, c!osing his eyes;  “ Ambrose
Rixson, pale and weak from lo of bloed, sit-
ting in a chair in his shirt-s Gartrell

paid no attention to that. His theory was

When in Doubt——

“I'm a fool, a slow-witted, doddermv fool,
that’s what I am,” he niuttered fiercely, bend-
ing to his task again.* *The very fact which
should have been patent when first 1 d
covered the bullet-marked arm of the lay
figure has only - just dawned on me. Rixson
was shot through the right forearm, the
coat and the figure through the left. Obvieus
conclusion—at the time Rixson met with his
wound he was minus his coat. The bullet-
wound in the sleeve was purposely made
afterwards, for the purpese of throwing dust
in Lveryones eyes,” for the purpose of sup-
porting the story that he was wounded when
mtemptmn either to defend his uncle or to
grapple with the supposed assailant. Now,
as Morrison swears he never entered the
house at 9.30—the approximate time of the

tragedy—and as I have every faith in Mor-
rison’s word against the word of two self-
that the
that

convicted liars, one can only presume
only persons present in. the library at
time were Sir Johnstone, Ambrose Ri
and perhaps Wardle. And Rixs
shirt-sleeves when he met with his injury.
“The wound in Rixson'’s arm cannot have

Carryang ihe short dinner-jacket upstairs to the studio, he fitted it on ths lay
figure, and discovered that the bullet mark on the jacket exactly corres-
ponded with the hele in the left arm of the figure.

that the coat, had been removed to facilitate
the bandaging of the wound. Quite so. But
where's the coat? Ch, yes, I must have the
coat.”

With that he went down the stairs three
at a time to the qpmrtment used by Rixson
whenever he stayed in the house. In a long

dower chest hie found what he was aitd‘««
the

short dinner-jacket. Tn the left sleeve
gged hiole showed through both sides.
'¢ his find upstairs, he fitted it on the
fmur\, and discovered that the bullet
marks exactly corresponded.
Now we're coming to it,” he muttered as
iiis lips compressed tightly. “Someone, either
Rixson or Wardle, fitted this coat on to this
lay figure and fired au it with a pistol, either
the weapon marked ‘ R. M. or a pistol of a
similar calibre. Now, why was that done?”

Again that long, tense period of sitting
down, of head buried in his hands, of close
thought, building up one point from another,
and--always the most hel :
forming in the brain of e
t impressions,
At Ieng,th Locke rose, this time looking nnn(
tuo well pleased.

THE Portis

been self-inflicted. I believe Wardle was
present, the baronet being then dead. Sup-
pose Wardle fired the wounding shot 1‘(

Rixson’s suggestion, what does that suggest?
It suggests that Rixson was willing to suffer
the pain of the laceration merely to divert
suspicion from himself. He got Wardie to do
the sheoting, to fire the second shot at his
bare arm, and then a moment later hoth
realised the -mistake they had made—that
if Rixson’s story of rushing in to assist his
uncle held good he woaldnt have made his
appearance in his shirt-sleeves. Consequently
corresponding bullet-marks had to be made
in the coat, and one of them suggested
fitting the "&rn‘mt on the lay figure. But
the fools in their excitéement fired at the
wrong arm. Rixson’s wound is on the right,
not on the left.”

Very L&I‘é‘fﬂ”y Ferrers Locke wrapped up
his two precious cxhibits, and, binding the

caretaker to silence, left the house.

In the warm sunlight he hailed a taxi.
Once inside his hand reached out for the
tube. : :

“Endsleigh Gardens, and as fast as
like!” ‘he shouted.

you

Qartrel Changes His Plans !

HEY cut across the Green P

: Locke stepped out hefore a g
block of flats.

The maid who

took

admitted him
his card.

He was kept waiting less ti
The maid showed him info an exg
nished boudoir, whose sun-warmed abm¢
was fragrant with the perfume of flo

A ’n’I girl, stately and dignified, turmd m

e his bow. He saw in 2
beauty
fires

tba( “the
sembre

b § }\n.}“. you hetter as
Dawn,” said Locke, taking
she indicated, “I want
about official detectives. I'm afr:
they haven't been quite so kind to }'Uur
fiane I saw Mr. Morrison in prison this
g, and'after a chat with him T left

and

Preston leapt to Lier feet,
, and her cheeks i
u the way he had ofte
Carmine .Dawn, cha
1 Lon<hm" tnou:

she aud J: x‘ \mtchm'r h1> sxmlmq £

“I was never more
Locke said. “To gratif
1 took a hand in this case.

and discoveries have convi
thing, that Mr. Morrison

man.”

Maggaret put her hand in his as he rose
to go.

“p shall neve t.
looking at him i
thing has been so dark i
The horror of il has b ply into 1
lite. I began to feel I should never be :
to smile again. But you have come wif
this glad, good news. No, we shall never
forget, never.”

Lﬂd‘.e passed down t‘h qf"lirs with

His

i t fragments of
¢ tcr) had not d ted him then.
He th;mk d his luc H the same sgood
fortune was his to-

The waiting taxi-man took 1}
Branch Street. As he enter
all the impetuous haste had
He passed up the stairs
entered Charley Gartrell's office-room,
greeted his official rival with a friendly o

“Well, Charles, and what news to-day?
asked non"halan*l». as he pulled off his glove
and laid them carefully on the desk.

Gartrell beamed as only Gartrell
how.

“Oh, the best, my boy, ‘the very best,
My men have done their work U&lnndldl)
Apd what with the iau«curs of the prosecnt-
ing counsel, T tell you, between us we shall
weave such a v.eb of evidence about that
YOuDnZ man as won’ t leave him the slightest
pin h()lc of escape.

d
qropmd A\

calmly encugh,

and

h e

knew

“1 see. You are absolutely convinced of
his guilt?”
“Absolutely. Lucky Fate put the case and

the proofs into our hands. We never for a
meinent had any other possible point of view
to consider.”

Ferrers Locke. leaned back and smiled at
the ceiling.

“That's a pity, because neither you nor
Brmnon had the nous to coasider one.”

“What d'you mean? Seme 1Imore new-
fangled, tar-fiung hypotheses, coneclusions, and
corollaries which you private detectives are
for ever e\pmmdm' to the police?”
A grin—a triumphant grin—ecrossed Locke's
fage. :

“Well, something not far remote from
that,” he answered slowly, sticking a tonz
cigar in the corner of his mouth and lighting
it. “Supposing I pointed out to you some:
thing which both you and your
overlooked from the wery start—that Sic
Johnstone Sherlicker was never murdered at
all.”

sartrell’s lower jaw fell.

“Then how did the man dic?"
blankiy.

“From heart failure, valvular derangement.
He was dead when the bullet was fired into
him. That wound in Sir Johnstone’s chest

he asked

assistani



——Buy the “GEM' Library!

had¢ hardly bled abt all. He had been dead
some little time, -perhaps several minutes,
before the shot was fired. By that time the
blood had ceased to circulate, and only the
igeal finid in the immediate neighbourhood
flowed out. Had he been shot when he was

. alive, the ecarpet, to say nothing of his shirt-

gl ——

F “#heen there,

front and elothes, would have been secaked.”
Gartrell sniffed.

- exchange.

“ Donnermore himself told nie. I lacated
the sender of the message through the 'phone
Donnermore had said quite openly
that unless Rixson paid at once he’d lay
everything before his uncle. Rixson feared
losing his allowance, so determined on the
bold course of seeing Sir Johnstone, and,
under some plausible pretext, borrowing

sufficient from him to stave Donnermore off.”

19

by undoing the safe with his uncle’s keys.
Anyway, he got to know, and between him
and the valet -the theught took shape that,
if c¢nly they could arrange the old man’s
death in such a way that it would look as
though young Morrison had caused it, he would
be tried and convlc‘uui and all the money
go to Ambroe Rixson.’
‘ What a fiendish notion!”

CWell??

“Good heavens, I never thought of that!”
he said slowly. “Then who do you think
fired the weapon?”

“Either Wardle, the valet, or Rixsen. The
whole affair was a put-up job, a plant to
fix the guilt of having caused death en an
innocent man.

“For what purpose, pray?”

“The puorpose of getting Rupert Morrison
hanged. D’you kuow what would have hap-
pened had Morrison gone to the scaffold?
Rixson didn’t tell us; in fact. be deliberately
led us all away on a
son dics, every penny of Sir Johnstone S}
Ycker's m.;my goes to him.”

“He said something about share and share

16T~

Know; a yiew which Wardle didn't take
the trouble to cont 4, although all the
time he knew quite ent.”

‘““ Why do you say that?”

“ Because at the very moment when those
two were standing before us tel!mg lies for
all they were worth, in the safe, not three
Yyards mw.y, was a copy of the baronet’s last
will.and testament, witinessed, as to one party,
by James Wardle leaving everything to
Rupert Morrison, and not a penny to the other
nephew."”

“ H'm! This looks bad.
stilt far from convinced w,

Locke laughed mirthlessly.

““Sorry to give you 8o unpleasant an
awakening. At first everything told in Wardle
and Rixson's favour. All they said appar-
ently conveyed the impression that, though
they themselves suspected Morrison, they
were anxious to shield him. For one thi

Well, goon! I'm

e’re in error.”

‘“ Nothing less. The difficuity was how to
accomplish it. Wardle knew of the presence
- of the nistol in the house. More, he knew
that Morrison had quarrelled with .his uncle
over the lady he is engaged to; he knew that
the young fellow would turn up again at half-
past nine. It must then haye been somewhero
about twenty past. If they could use the
intervening moments to’ arrange a plan of
campaign, and fix the guilt on \[omqon, all
would yet be well.”

‘S0 they suct at the corpse!” Gartrell
exclaimed.

“ The farther than that, Charles.
To give tue semblance of reality to their
\IOT‘/, and to free Rixson from-any possibility

t suspicion, they even went so far-as to
produce the wound in Rixson’s arm. So,
after shooting ;ir Rixon got
Wardle to fire at his To do this \nth-r
out the risk of d'\mu bone, he hit
upon the his coat.”

L He was in his

Johnstone,
arm.

g
1 remember.

ke Lmrrul
< But there Lhcy hn(. made a mistake. T&
suspicion should be arcused, attention would
be drawn to the r,im jacket he was wearing.
It was essential it hould show a correspond-
ing laceration to thg arm wound. 'thV
mbled to this almost in a panice, and, in
cndeavouring to get the correct position, they
overreachied themselves; for, after fitting the
i ure in the studio, and care-
g exact distances and the
1e shot, they fired at the wrong

g,
Gartrell was ver
Locke had finished.

a the time

ted by

“

(i)

‘ardle never menticned that Morrison b : “ What do you suggest should be done?
quarreiled violently with his uncle the * Margarst Preston leapt to her faet, The trial is getting pretiy close. I suppose
previeus night, although I have it from Morri- her eyes radiant, and her cheeke you'll lay all these facts before the eounsel
son’s own lips that the valet unexpectedly warming with pleasure. “ You employed for the defence?”
broke in just when the row was at its can’t possikly be sincers over that!® Loske slowly drew on his gloves.
height.” she said. “ 1 dor’t think so. I'd much rather you

‘“ How do you explain the pistol?"” brought ti »m to the notice of the police

“ Tt was in the hot
in faet,

¢ all the time—it had
1 a number of loose

“ He went to the house in Prince’s Gate,

Say they are
'thiuv, do

our own, if you
thing, so leng us

eartridges, for several years. I have heen | and there found Sir Johnstone dead.” you Rupert Morrisoh free. But I'd
ah!e.t-o follow exactly young Rixson’s move- ‘“ By heavens, no!” ask m“t one thing.” He turned smilingly in
mwents on the night of the erime. After “ It's true—the only possible explanation. | the doorway. *‘ Make matfh‘ just as hot as
dining rather well at Frascati’s he went on | Every other sibility has a flaw somewhere; | you can for Wardle and sou. I'm not
to a friend’s flat, where he joined for a short ne has I arrived at it by the usunally viadictive, but the best place for

tinie in a game of cards. From there he was

summoned by a message on the telephone. A

man named Donnermere, a bookmaker, rang

him up, and demanded payment of a very large

sum of money under pain of exposure.”
““Where did you 7et all this?”

inherited,

ng mcce« of cummation s

- \nd thcn Locke?"”
“Then cither Wardle told him he was dis-

or he made the discovery himself

them is the inside of a prison-cell! So-long! -
I'li look round later in the week, and sort out
the rest of that jewellery.”

(Another grand talment of this detective
serial will appear in next week's {ssue of the
POPULAR. )
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LEARN TO SHG@T
The SCOUT Air-Gun.

Teaches ”Mdmfw} )euablhtv concentration, and sureness of eye.
steel barrel, hardwood butt.
Shoots B.B. shot with deadly precision. Supply of ammuniticn-free.
rats, Yabhits, ete., at long range, Send P.O, 5/9 and Gd

Polished
Splendid, accurate sights.

Kills
towards postage

VENTRILOQUISM.—Learn this wonderful and laughable art. Failure

impossible with our book of ?a‘;y instructions and amusing dialogues; als®

50 Magic Card Tricks. Lot 1/- P.O.—IDEAL PUBLISHING ©0., Clevedots.

XMAS CHOCOQOLATE CLUBS.
Spare time Agents wanted. Good remuneration. *Best
makes only supplied. Particulars free, SAMUEL
DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds.

I!I-ECTRI" LIGHT OUTPIT, Complete Miniature Set, suitabls Bedroom,

4/6. Postage 6d. Inteleqtmv lists of Model Steam Engines, Dynames,
Baxlv.ays, &c., 4d.—MODEL CO., 38, Queen’s Rd., Aston, Birminghan,

PHOTQ POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz, 12 by
LARGEMEN®S, 8d. ALSO OHEAP PHOTQ MATERIAL. CATALO(xUL
AND SAMPLES FREE—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPCO.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS, £1.75:0, Bysuns:

Interesting Hobby;
Films Galore, Lists Free—Desk E, KING, 28, Highgate Ruadi Kentish
Pown, London,

Momr'-;

STAMPS PREE.-—Wallis and Fortuna Islands, Bulgaria New
Xssue, China, Mauritius, Jamaica, Czecho-Slovak a, Ceylon,
Malaysia, Maroc, Hyderabad, Levant, Egypt, Jamaica War Stamp,
Transvaal, Guyane, N:geria, Cape, and Persia. My ‘ Genuine
Free P Mket,” containing all these stamps, will be sent ta all who enelose
34, for postage and packing. Best Mounts 7d. per 1,000, post free.—
VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

to GRAHAM & CO., 583, Caledontan Road, Lon(l.m, N. %
from nervous, worried feelings,
lack of energy, self-confidence, -

IF YOU SUFFER & it e

or feel awkward in the presenee of others,send at once-3 penny stamps for pars
ticulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treatment.~GODFRY ELLIOTTs
SMITH, Lid., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

GREAT MUSICAL DISCOVERY,

w2a A BRITISH INVENTION,
A pocket instrument that plays im
&ll Keys as perfectly as a Violin,
without the laborious study of
scales, 'The only British Made
Pocket Instrnment on the Market.
Post Free—with full instructionswe
/9. Better Quality 2/9, from:-=e

Range 33 Octaved. %

R FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD,

&6 GUR LY HAIR B 1] “My bristles w%'e made curl's"c{g z}‘ﬁo‘a\x

ys‘ % writes Welch.
curls straightest hair, 18, {2d. stamps accepted.})—SUMMERS
tDept. A, P)), 31, UI’PER RUS‘ILLL STFLI‘I‘ BRIGHTON,

POPULAR BOOXS.—Boxing (illys.), 7d. Wrestling (Iu-]ltsu), 7d. Con-~'
juring, 7d. Handeuff and Gaol-Breaking Mystery® Lﬂmsed 7d. Lot2/-. (130,
Comic Songs, Recitations, Magic Tricks, 1/-.)—HILL €O., 8, Tnangle Cleves

don, Somersét. 2
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FOR NEXT TUESDAY !
Our programme of splendid stories for next
week includes
¢ FIGHTING FOR FAME 1

Another splendid instalment of the thrilling
life of the famous film star, EDDIE POLO,
when he made his living as an acrobat in
Buste’'s Menagerie and Circus in his early
manhood. You will enjoy reading this won-
derful serial. z &

The next chapters of our .powerful new
detective story, 5

“THE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE! "

By Maurice Everard,

will be full of interest and excitement. The
way in which the great criminal investiga-
tor goes to work on the puzzling mystery,
employing the original methods that have
madc him go justly famous, provides maost
enthralling reading for fiction fovers of all
tastes

_There will also bhe another grand long
complete tale dealing with Harry Whartou
& Co., and their new friend Lionei Terry, in

“ THE SLACKERS' ELEVEN !

e By Frank Richards.

Terry has a particularly exeiting and hard
time during his reign as. foothall coach at
Greyfriars with the stackers- in the Form.
But, having thrown himself heart and soul
into kis new duties, and being an exception-
ally strenuous worker, he is able to cope with
such “duds 7 as Skinner & Co., and bunter.

“THE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES!»
By Edmund Burton,
our magnificent tale df the Civil War, will

-to say something that might. be tucked up

HIS READERS. Address:
THE FLEETWAY HOUSE,
LONDON,

also make its appeararce, full of romance and
excitement as usual, and I advise my friends
not to miss a single chapter of the grand
reading.

And last, though not least, another com-
plete story dealing with the adventures of
Jimmy 8ilver and his chums at Rookwood
School, entitled:

“ JIMMY’S QREAT IDEA!"
By Owen Conquest.

LIKES AND DISLIKES.

BSeeking the bubble reputation at the
cannon’s mouth is all very well in its way.
Popularity is different. The latter is hardly
to be sought for. The active hurnter will be
baffied. Popularity just happens, or it does
not happen. I am reminded of this by a
complaint from a chum who fcels he is not
liked; he experiences the nobody-loves-him
sort of sensation. Thig is like the drum—
nothing in it. A fellow may be ignored
simply because of some trivial detail which
he has overlooked. There may be a notion
that he is too fat, or too thin, or that he
speaks too slowly, like Gussy. Come to think
of it, the individual who takes ten minutes

in as many seconds is apt to be a bit trying.
And the world is usually in such & hurry that
it refuses to go deep. It just judges by
externals. But if my correspondent goea on
trying to play the game, his “try ” will get
:bt cheer, and the onlookers will be grateful
o him.

EIGHT YEARS.
Tributes to the “Pop.” pour in on me from
all quarters of the globe. Here is Miss Joan,

D WIT

YOUR EDITOR IS8'ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM
EDITOR, THE POPULAR,

of DMorpeth, N.S.W., who writes thusly:

DITQ

FARRINGDON STREET,
E.C. 4. i

“Dear Old Pal, Editor,—Please tell other
readers through the Chat that I have never
missed a week of the good old health-giving
“Penny Popular ” since 1913, only when you
had to stop getting her out owing to the
war.”  This is the sort of comment that
brings the smile of benevolence to the face
of the office cat, and sends the staff home
to its tea light of heart, and feeling all iz
well. So all is well with the *“Popular.”

s
COMPLIMENTS,

A letter to hand from astaunch supportes
in Melbourne contains the remark that the
“P.P.” has improved wonderfully these last
few months. The writer has plenty to say
about our serials and Chat and other fea-
tures of the paper, and he is prepared to
stand up for Billy Bunter through thick and

thin. ‘It was just the sort of letter 1 like,
with the real ring about it. Some letters are
like that me are not. You will have-

noticed this interesting fact. A letter may
be as cold and unattractive as the fishy sart
of handshake one meets with when the
shaker seems fto have his thoughts far, far
away. Most likely that is the case. On the-
other hand, there are letters and handshakeg
which just set the world right. The more of
them the better.. -

+ARE YOU SHORT?

1f so, lat the Girvan System help vou to increase
your height. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
5 F. 5 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4

3} inches; Mr. Lindon 3
= L v 4 ‘inches; Miss Leedell 4
inches  This System requires on ten minutes
morning aund evening, and greatly improves the
‘health, physique, and carriage. No appliances
or dru Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N, 4.

% Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Fifteese Days' Free Trial,
LOWES‘I’ CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

J Promptdelivery. Save Dealers’ Profits. Big Bargainsin
#iShop Soiled and Second-hand Cycles, Satisfaction
| suaranteed or Money Refunded. “Write for Monster
| Size Free Limts and Sgecial 027 of Sample Bicycle.

EARN MORE MONEY.

sGICEERING. 2y Yors ks

Complete Correspondence Courses in ;

FREE

ENGINEERING MOTOR-CAR ENGINEERING
BO b K DRAUGHTSMANBHIP -MATHEMATICS
ELECTRICITY * AERQ ENGINES
FOR ‘Write and say which subject you wish to study, and we wiil
send you s FREE Book pointing out your chances and explain.
Engmee[s ing our system: State age and send 24. siumps for postage,

THE TECHNOLOGICAL INSTITUTE OF GT. BRITAIN, LTD,,
41 Yhanet House. 231 & 232, Strand, London, W.0.2.

CUT THES OUT

PEN COUPON.

' The Popular.” Vaiue 2d.

Send this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pon Co.,
119, Fleet £t., London, E.C. 4. In return you will receiva (post free) a
splendid British Made 14-ct.Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen,valuel0/6 It
vou save 12 further coupouns, each will count as 2d., off the price; so you may
send 13 coupcns and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, medium, or bread
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed or
cash returncd. Self Filling, or Safety BModsls, 2/- extra.

 IMIEAD Sroe, coMpant. incornd.
Dept. B sy, BIRMINGHAM.
FREE FUN § The Latest Screamingly Funny Surprise Novelty,
® causing roars of laughter, FREE to all sendin
1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring Tricks, 12 JollyJoke Tricks,& Catohy Coin Tricks,
Cunning Card Tricks, 5 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 12 Jokers’ Comical Cards,
Sensational Ventriloqulsm Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thou.

sands delighted! Great Fun! Postal Address: 0. HUGHES, 15, Wood St.,
Edgbaston, Birmingham. (Big box Demon Moustaché Grower, 1/2 post fres.;

HAVE DONE WITH SHYNESS.

et the Winning Habit by My System,

Isn’t it maddening to he tongue-tied before the very people you would like to
please or impnessP You feel you could shine if you could only get over tha
wretched Blushing and Bashfulness that won't let you. You can get over
them—in One-Week you can be cured for ever by My System, guite
privately in your own home. Then you will have a chance to Win thae
Succdss you desire. My System cures Timidity and Self-Consoiousness
50 completely that in a week your whole manner and outlook are changed.
My System puts Confidence into you, Will Power, Force of Character,
Write now, and I will send you—Free, in plain envelope—my eye-opening
Success book and full particulars of My System. Address—8pecialist,
13, All Saints Road, St. Anne's-on-Sea.

Learn this Wonderful Laughable Art. Failure

VENTRILGQU|SM- impossible with our new book of ‘Easy Instructions

and 10 laughable Dialogues. Only 8d. ‘ Hundreds Testimonials.’* Thought-
Reading and Conjuring, 1/2.—WILKES, PUBLISHERS, STOCKTQN, RUGBY.

BEXBTCHES.—-Comedy, burlesque skit, 2 comedians, 1/6, Farcical, 3
comedians, 1/6. Screaming dialogue, burlesque business, etc., 4 comedians,
2"i List, . patter, crosstalk, etc., 3d.—J. M. FINN, Author, Colohester.
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-Abroad, 8s. 10d. per annum; 4s. 5d. for six mnonths.
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